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They're all around us—and then they're inside us: Bubonic plague, AIDS, 

Avian Influenza, SARS. Diseases that devour us from the inside. It's 

terrifying enough to be stalked by vampires, werewolves or other demonic 

entities. But to have a microscopic organism actually inside your body, 

invading your very cells with no hope of a cure, that's the more horrifying 

fate by far. 

And it is to this subject of pandemics that Stephen King brings his awesome 

literary talents, crafting a work of such scope and significance that decades 

after its initial publication. The Stand is still ranked as a favorite among 

legions of Constant Readers. Vhy? Ultimately, I believe it goes beyond the 

superb narrative or revealing characterizations. What keeps this book 

a perennial best seller is the awful realization that Captain Trips could 

exist! We know from history that the Black Plague wiped out one-third of 

the population of medieval Europe. We know from experience that garden 

variety influenza can be potentially lethal if we don't treat it. These "bugs" 

aren't the stuff of a horror writer's imagination; they're as real as your 

next sniffle or cough. And Stephen King has turned that very legitimate 

fear into a contemporary masterpiece. It's an apocalyptic vision brought to 

you by a secret government program gone frighteningly wrong. 

Captain Trips is no naturally occurring strain of pathogen, it's a man¬ 

made monstrosity—and it's gotten out! Here King has tapped into another of 

our great fears: That we'll bring about our own destruction. In our frantic 

attempts to protect ourselves as a nation, we have unknowingly unleashed 

something that could eradicate humanity. 

Irony aside, that's a nightmare scenario. And that's exactly what the 

entire novel is: A possible, perhaps probable scenario that could happen 

at any time. Terrorists or a lax government facility such as Project Blue 

could unleash such a plague on us. Even absent the supernatural element 

of Randall Flagg, the Walkin' Dude, The Stand chills its readers to the 

bone with the foreboding sense that this fate could be as near as your 

next handshake. The five issues gathered herein will introduce you to an 

unforgettable cast of characters who will be your guide through this bleak, 

charnel house landscape. Some will measure up to the demands Armageddon 

will place on the survivors, and some won't. Yet all their struggles are, in 

the last analysis, our own. And when the surface elements are cast aside, 

that's what great, meaningful literature is all about. 

Stay healthy 

Ralph Macchio 
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THE CIRCLE OPENS. 

Wake 
up now, 
Sally. 

• lemme, 
lemme 
alone.., Wake up! 

You got to 
wake up! 

You got to get ^ 
dressed, honey! 

You got to get Baby 
LaVon, and we got 

y to get outta j 
here! 

...what is It, 
Charlie, what's 

wrong? < 

Sally, honey, don't ask 
questions—you Just get 
Baby LaVon dressed so 

we can hurry up and 

Why, is it...? 
Was there a 
w fire? ^ 

I got to 
test the wind, 
see how much 
time we got— 

Sally Campion knew 
what leaving in the 
middle of the night 
meant. 

AWOL Charlie was 
goingAWOL and 
taking her and 
LaVon with him. 

SSiiStt 

TlTITliTmiTl 
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~ Not '^awnmni 
tonight they 

won't. Wind's 
blowing east 

to west. Thank 
&od for that. 

Won't they...? 
Won't they send 
soldiers after 

us? ^ 

■cough 

Was there an 
accident? 

Oh, Jesus, ^ 
Mary, and Joseph, 
there was, wasn't 
there? An accident, 

Out there. > 

^ Iwaspiaying 
solitaire. I looked 

up and saw the cloc 
had goneftom gree 
to red. I turned or 
the monitor. Sally, 

V. they're all... 

...P-B-A-P 
down there. 



I dunno, I don't Want 
to know, but it kil... 
K-l-L-L-B-Pthem ^ 

quick. 

What was it 
exactly? 

U1.%! Ijl! 1 

r If I'd looked up > 
even thirty seconds 

later, I'd be shut up in 
that tower control 

room right now, 
, like a bug in a j 

bottle... 

Sally took one final 
look at the bungalow 
they'd lived in for the 
last three years. 

They were leaving 
their entire lives 
behind. 

r If the 
base gates \ . ' 

are closed, I'm 
gonna crash 

Sjv through. 

Wind's 
J blowing west. 
1 We're going ^. 

pact It s going 
to be all right. 

L . 

By dawn, they would be 
riding east across Nevada, 
and Charlie would be 
coughing steadily. 



The regulars, 
drinking beer, 
talking idly: 

Stu Redman. 

Vic Palfrey. 

Bill Hapscomb. 

Tommy Wannamaker. 

p NormBruett. 
— H 

What I say is this: 
They gotta screw 
this inflation crap... 
Screw this national 
^ debt crap... ^ 

^ We got 
the presses 
and we got 
the paper... 

We gotta run ^ 
off fifty-million 
thousand dollar 
bills and pump 

’em into 
. circulation...^ 



That wouldn't get 
us nowhere... ^ 

/ ...it'll be just N 
like Richmond in 

the last two years 
of the States 

War. ^ 

r Better 
turn off 

your pumps, 
,«,,^Hap.^^ 

The ^ 
pumps? Christ on 

I St 

a pony! It's 1 
coming right J 

^ 1 
2 
* ^xVat us— 

H ■ 1r i Pn 
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^
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Since it was Stuart Redman, 
arguablg the quietest man 
in Annette, who flicked off all 
elqht gas switches— 

—saving his life, by 
the way, and the lives 
of his fhiends— 

—he was the only 
one who didn't see 
the Chevy as it hit 
the pumps, shearing 
them off. 

Holy moly! Will 
they—will they 
.blow, Hap?^ 

If it was gonna 
happen, it already 

woulda— 
^ It's 
slowing down 
stopping- 



I'm 
pregnant, 

Jesse. 

' One: someone in the quality 
control department of the 

Orvil factory was asleep the 
day my batch of pills went 

through. Or two;They were 
feeding you UNH boys something 

in the mess hall that builds up 
sperm. Or three: i forgot to 

V take a pill and have since j 
forgotten that I 

forgot. - 



What do 
you want 
to do? ^ ̂ What do 

you want 
to do? 

K 



Someone 
get his legs 

It was the smell issuing 
fhom the car that made Norm 
Bruett turn awau and start 
heaving. The sick stench of 
blood. Fecal matter, vomit, 
and human decay. 



Going bg the flies, 
the young woman 
and baby had been 
dead for awhile. 



Ambulance's 
on the way. 

rjMyH\A rai V 

W WM (clock went 
red...^^ ■^cough,] 

coughry 

^ Better roll ^ 
him over. He's 

gonna choke on 
V that mucus, j 

..my wife, 
my little 

girl... 

They're 
fine, they're 

. all right. . 

V ...they were 
sick...like me... 

since Salt Lake /-^ 

...guess we 
/ move 

xX 1 fast enough 
\ V after all... 

Man. Oh, 
man. 

...Stu could hear the 
whoop, whoop, whoop 
oFthe Arnette Volunteer 
Ambulance on its way. 

Far ofF but 
aetting closer.. 



away quick 
enough... 

..are Sally 
and baby 
LaVon...? 

Punno, What's he 
got, Vic, any 

idea? ^ 

ly Might have been ^ 
something they ate. 

Maybe they got 
tainted hamburgers 

That happens. ^ 

Because ^ 
otherwise...it might be 

something catching. 

In his wallet, there were seventeen 
dollars cash and a driver's license 
that identified him as "Charles P. 

Campion. ^fso an armg card and 
pictures of his wife and 
daughter, encased in 
plastic for protection. 

The man fhom the Chevy 
died twenty miles fhom the 
hospital in Braintree. 



...watching a rat 
take bites out of 
a dead cat. 

EiavEn 

Five dags ago, he'd been 
in sunng Southern California, 
home cFhopheads, religious 
freaks, and Pisneyland. 

(Maybe the Yankees p 
are in town. That || 
would make this trip B 
worthwhile.) H 

For Larrg, it had all started 
eighteen months ago, when 
he recorded a demo of one 
of his songs, "Baby, Can You 
Pig Your Man?" 

The session lasted 
three days. It was 
a good one. 

Then, nine weeks ago, out 
of the blue, Columbia had 
called, saying they wanted 
to release “Baby, Can You 
Pig Your Man?" as a single 
W*- 

Larry signed a stinker 
of a contract and got 
a check for 500 
dollars. 

Two weeks later, Larry 
was reading, in Billboard 
magazine, that his song 
was one of three hot 
prospects for the week. 

York Pear New 
home ve come 



Five weeks ago, the 
single had cracked 
Billboard's Hot One 
Hundred. 

Larrg found this out at 
a lunch with some real 
biggies from Columbia, 
who gave him another— 
much larger—check. 

No one at the table 
had seemed to care 
that he'd been drunk. 

Not long after that, the 
week spring came to los 
Angeles, Larrg heard "Babg, 
Can You Pig Your Man?" on 
the radio for the first time. 

He was holding a bag 
of Toll House cookies, 
walking out of his 
kitchen. 

WPNT 
comno powH 

r r WiiJ BUT baY'YAy-yaby 
Cf roi/n-.rov CM If 

Jj ANYONB CAN.- 

YOulh your 4 rj ^ 
^ MAN? j-j RioHtJpU^ b7bY 

w*"- roT^GjouR 

Two weeks ago, the 
single hit number forty ■ 
seven, and the party 
had begun In earnest. 

People wandered in 
and out of the house, 
always more of them, 
mostly strangers. 

He remembered 
snorting coke and 
chasing it with 
tequila. 

He remembered a girl who 
had bum-tripped and gone 
screaming down the bone- 
white beach, as naked as 
a nuthatch. 

Larry rented 
a beach house 
in Malibu. And then, after 

that, things got 
a bit hazy... 



You have to 
pull the plug, 

Larry. 
The booze,^ 

the dope, the 
whoring.^ 

The 
I party's got 
^ to end. 

tmiiKH 

If I pull the ^ 
plug...I'm gonna 

look like the 
asshole of the 
^ world. V Stuckey was the closest 

thing Larry had to a brother. 
And he made sense. 

^’^'Yeah, they'll call you 
names, but they're not your 

friends. Your friends saw what 
was happening and split the 
scene three days ago. Every 

^last one of them but me. ^ 
back to your 

house and pull the plug, 
tarry. Then you get in your 
car and you go. Just go, 

man. And stay away 
until you're right J 

■ in the head. 

Six days ago, June 13, 
Wayne Stuckey sitting 
him down on the beach 
in fhont of his party 
house, saying: 

So that's what Larry Underwood 
had done. Priven across the 
country and come home, to New 
York. And was now sitting in his 
car, drifting in and out of sleep, 
wondering if he dreamed the 
rat eating the— 

Mom, 
r" 1 knewthat^^ 

was you, from the 
window. Come on up 

and I'll make you 
breakfast. ^ 



^ I guess... 
I got to 

missing you. 
Mom. ^ 

’ so ^ 
you came 
^ back. > 

Oh? Is that why you wrote 
me so often? 'Cause you 

missed me so much? ^ 
I-I'm ^ 

not much 
of a letter 
^ writer...^ 



I get a royalty. 
A certain percent 
^ of every... ^ 

every. 

He kvas crying, suddenly. The truth 
was: He had come home because he 
was afhaid and he wanted his mother. 

Could I...? 
Would you 

^ mind? 

' ...do you^lM^ 
want to 

stay here, 
V^son? 

rollaway's 
still in the back 

V bedroom, j 



Alice Underwood looked at her 
son. Now a grown man...but still 
the same old Larrg. " &oing along, not thinking, getting 

people—himself included—into 
jams, and when the Jams got bad 
enough, giving in to the weakness 
in his character. 

Oh, there was the potential 
for good in her son, great 
good. But Alice knew: This late on, it would 

take nothing short of 
a catastrophe to 
bring it out. 

Once, she had told herself Larry 
would change. But now Alice feared 
that his days of change—of the 
deep and fundamental sort her 
minister called a change of soul 
rather than of heart—were done. 

m 

r You're tired. ^ 
I'll make up the 

bed and then you 
^ can sleep. ^ 

He was still trying, 
later, when he fell 
asleep for eighteen 
hours... 

Larry tried to remember 
the last time he had cried 
in front of his mother... 

S 

1 i 1 

^ ^ly 
1 Bi 

j^^jri' .bIBI 



Norm felt tired and 
had a queasy, thumr 
headache... 

Like he was hangover, 
but he'd only had three 
beers at Map's before 
Campion arrived in 
his Chevy... 

Norm turned it off 
before it could 
split his head— 

And found the 
note Lila had left 
for him sitting 
next to it-- 



She was out babysitting 
For Ralph Hodges' wife. 

Ralph's three kids. 

For a dollar. 

It was hard to think 
past the headache, 
but Norm slowly 
pieced it together... 

His wife had gone to 
babysit another woman's 
kids and stuck him with 
Luke and Bobby... 

For a lousy dollar. 

He was trying to 
decide IF he was 
hungry or not when 
It came out oFhim. 
A big, wet— 

So he was sick, too. 
On top oFeverything 
else. 

Coming down with 
a summer cold. 

It never occurred to Norm 
to think oF the phlegm that 
had been running out oF 
Charlie Campion's nose 
and mouth. 

Not until much later, 
once his boys started 
sneezing, too. 



sTm\ 7iMT|.r uJiUliliL 
TTOiaj iftlpTiTl 

...Finnegan, the 
coroner, got Pr. 
James to look at 
this Campion, and 
then the two of 
them got on the 

phone to Houston, 
and then, at 

around three, 
they landed In 
the Braintree , 

^ airport. 

They 
who? 

Pathologists. Three of 
them. Who worked on Campion's 

body--cutting it up, is my guess- 
and then got on the phone to 

the Plague Center in 
Atlanta Those guys are 

gonna be here this 
^ afternoon. ^ 



. 
--

1
 

Anyway, I thought 
you guys had a right 
to know. From all I 

heard, you just 
tried to lend a 

V hand... 

It's appreciated, 
. Joe Bob. ^ r ni get in ^ 

touch with the 
others—Tommy, 

Norm—and teli 
'em what you 

'v said. 

Just keep 
my name out 
of it. I don't 
want to iose 

who tipped 
you off, do 

. they? ^ 

•Siti^vtar 

And your 
buddies don't iH 
need to know b| Bs^l^^PIpIL 

9ay, that's five 
even for the gas, 
Joe Bob. I hate 
to charge you, 

V but... ^ 

■CHOO! 

You want to watch 
that. Nothing 
worse than a 

V summer cold. ^ 

That's the 
. truth. ^ 



ILL I woke up this morning 
sneezin' and hackin' away 

Had a mean headache, 
too. 

I took some 
asprin and it's 

gone down some 
but I'm stiii fuii 

of snot 

Maybe we're 
all coming down 

with it. What that 
Campion had. What 

he died of. 





Il
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Who began his career in 
the military thirty-six years 
ago as a West Point plebe. 

Who has won countless 
medals in service oFhis 
country. 

Who has spoken to many 
presidents, and even 
offered some of them 
advice. 

Who has been through dark 
times before, but this... 

The accident had 
occurred almost 
perfectly in 
between shifts. 

Project Blue's 
cafeteria had 
been only lightly 
populated. 

Starkey thought, 
you will spend 
eternity with 
uourface in a 
bowl of tomato 
soup. 

Billy? 

Those men who handled ^ 
Campion's body in Annette have 
been through their prelims in 
Atlanta and...they all tested 

■^positive, except for one. - 
Stuart Redman, ^ 

who's negative so far, 
but who knows how 
long that's gonna 

last. 

^ v* 1 ^ •, 

- 



If only 
Campion hadn't 

run... ^ 

^ That was ^ 
sloppy security,' 

Len. Very i 
^ sloppy. ^ 

&o 

Annette's been 
quarantined and we've 

isolated at least sixteen 
cases of constantly 

k shifting A-Prime flu ^ 
there. 

^ On the plus 
side, as far as the 

media's concerned, they 
believe this is an 

L. anthrax situation. A 

We...have a Texas highway 
patrolman, Joseph Robert 
Brentwood, whose cousin 

owns the gas station 
where Campion ended up. 

He dropped by there 
yesterday morning to tell 

Hapscomb the health 
department people 

were coming. 

And was exposed 
toA-Prime, Starkey 
thought. 

~...he'd been 
patrolling half 

of East 
^ Texas. ^ 

^ We picked ^ 
him up three hours 

ago, Billy, but in 
the meantime. 

^ And Ood ^ 
knows how many 
people he's been 
.in contact with.. 

Christ. 

f Thank Ood 
[ for that, at Mt 
^^least.^^^ 

^^^at els^^j 

Jg.. / ^ M 

^<7.4^0 communi 
Starkey thought. 

cability. 

qg.^°/o excess 
mortality. 



On June 13, five hours after he had 
talked to his cousin Bill Hapscomb, 
Joe Bob Brentwood pulled Harry 
Trent, an insurance man, over for 
speeding on Highway ho. 

While Brentwood wrote 
out the ticket, Trent 
Jokingly tried to sell him 
a life insurance policy. 

A day later, 
Trent stopped 
at an Bast 
Texas cafd 
called Babe's 
Kwik-Bat for 
lunch. 

Harry felt a little 
under the weather, 
but was in a good 
enough mood to 
leave the sweet 
thang that 
waited on him 
a big, fat tip. 

A ten-dollar bill 
that was crawling 
with death. 

In the Kwik-Bat's parking lot, 
Trent stopped to help New 
Yorker Bdward M. Norris, who 
was on vacation with his family. 

Trent gave Norris very dear 
directions to us 21 heading 
north. 

He also, unwittingly, 
served the man and 
his family their death 
warrants. 

Their kids, Marsha, Stanley 

Sd and his wife 
Trish infected 
the clerk. 

Everybody was getting 
into the act. 

r and Hector, infected the kida ' 
they played with on the L 

That evening, the travel court's playground. | Kids bound for 
Norris family stayed in 
a Bustace, Oklahoma, 
travel court. 

west Texas, 
Alabama, Arkansas, 
and Tennessee. 



The next morning, at a doctor's 
office in Polliston, Oklahoma— 
(poor Hector Norris was glass- 
eged with a terrible fever)—the 
Norrises infected no less than 
twentg-five people. 

Including a matronly woman, 
Sarah Bradford, who would go 
on to pass the disease to her 
entire bridge club that night. 

They rehashed their playing and, 
simultaneously, managed to infect 
everyone in the Poiliston bar with the 
disease that would soon be known 
across the disintegrating country 
as "Captain Trips." 

The next day, Angeia's 
teenaged daughter 
Samantha would go on 
to infect everybody in 
the swimming pool at 
the Polliston YMCA. 

Chain letters don't 
work. Everyone knows 
that. But this one, the 
Captain Trips chain 
letter, was working 
very well indeed._ 

The pyramid, with 
Charlie Campion as its 
tip, was being built. 

All the chickens were coming home to roost 

ammimm a 

After bridge, Sarah and her B*r 
best friend Angela Puprey 
went out For a guiet drink 

1 in a cocktail bar. 

Liiim 
r* 11 1 i t 11 

fr 



Just roll up ^ 
your sleeve, Mr. 

Redman, this won't 
V take a minute. > 

It's only 
your blood 
pressure. 

Poctor's 
orders. 

If it's doctor's 
orders, let me talk 
V to the doctor. , 

^ I'm only ™ 
doind my job, Mr. 
Redman. You don't 
want to get me in 
trouble, do you? 

They had come toArnette and got him 
on the afternoon of the seventeenth. 
Four army men and a doctor, all of them 
wearing sidearme. 

Which meant, to Stuart, 

tell them I won't 



is quite upset 
that you gave 
her trouble. 

That's not 
very nice, 

Mr. Redman, 
is it? 

I want some / 
answers. I want ' 

to know where my 
friends are. I want to 
know why, if my town's 
been quarantined, I 

haven't seen anything 
about it on that TV , 
^ in the corner. ^ 

Redman's Fear was 
big inside him, like a 
runaway elephant. 

It would be Forty more hours 
beFore they sent him a man 
who would answer some oF 

questions. 



what's on 
your mind, 
Frannie? 

~ I'm 
pregnant, 

. Paddy. 

Oh, 
Frannie, 

Well, then, 
you'd better 
come over 

here and sit 
with me. y 



Which made her cry again, 
but this time, they weren't 
great, braying sobs. 

He said he 
would marry 

me, but... 

oh, he 
means well 

but... ^ 

When she'd 
finished the 
second time. 

"Two semesters ago we went to 
a poetry reading, Paddy, given by 
a man named Ted Enslin...and the 
place was packed and everyone 

"Frannie got 
the giggles." 

know me. 

was list ,ening very solemnly... 
"1 did. And, Paddy, I f 
couldn't stop. And 
Jesse was furious "And it struck me as 

so pretentious, and I... J 1 "Well, you with me." 1 





Nick put up the 
best fight he 
couid, decking 
one of them— 

And bloodying 
another's nose 

So that for one 
or two hopeful 
moments, he 
thought he might 
actually win— 

Then one of them, 
the leader it seemed 
like, caught Nick Just 
over the chin— 

Shredding Nick's 
lower lip with 
some sort of 
school ring— 

And that 
was pretty 
much that- 



Why don't he 
say anything? 

Why don't he yell 
V out, Ray? a 

I tole you not to use any 
names! And I don't give a 

damn why he don't yell out! 
V I'm gonna mess him up! > 

- V 

n t //Ml 

It 4 
Nick caught some 
of Rag's words-- 

Somehow, his wild 
kick connected with 
Rag's bellg— 

It was probabig 
the worst thing 
Nick could've done. 

■f -Hold ^ 
{ 'im by the ) 

hair... >/v 



a dirty, 
fighter. 

Kicks and punches rained down on him, then, and Nick became a boneless, jittering puppet on a string, flopping around. 

After awhile, in the last fading 
light of dag. Rag and his pais 
became onig shapes. Easy, Ray, 

you wanna 
kill him? 

Pimlg, Nick thought he saw 
lights splashing down the 
road, approaching fast. He 
felt himself being released. 

Bg that point, 
mercifullg, Nick's 
consciousness 
was narrowing 
down to a pencil 
beam... 

...before, even 
more mercifullg, 
snuffing out 
completelg. 

• m • ■; 

' Jfl 
[ you kicked )- 

me... ^ 



T Oh, no, honey, n 
I've got to run. 

There's, uh, someone 
I've got to see. 

My 
...my mother. 

I'm staying with 
her and I didn't 
call last night. 

That much was 

Larry couldn't 
remember. He 
was hung-over 
and in pain. 

You ain't 
no nice 
guy—! 



^you rot! I hope i 
you fall in fhont 

of a subway train! 
You ain't no singer! 

You ain't got no 
mother! And you 

V ain't no nice A 

Later, seeking refuge, Larry 
went to the Lux movie theatre 
on ^2nd Street. A horror movie 
was playing, about a bogeyman 
who killed horny teenagers 
In their dreams. 

In one of the rows 
behind Larry, a man 
was coughing... 

...I am 
a nice 
guy. 



It didn't take Baker long to figure out that 
Nick was deaf and couidn't talk. He could 
read iips, though, so they came up with a 
system to communicate, nr- 
^ V Baker talked, ' 

Nick wrote. 

r All right, 
Nick Andros, what 
happened to you? 

Poc Soames and his 
wife almost ran 
you down like a 

.woodchuck, boy. y 



That's Ray 
Booth. 

My brother- 
^ in-law. 

It made perfect sense 
to Baker. He knew Rag and 
his goons. As vicious and 
cowardig as a dogpack. 

< I tell you - J ^ 
what. If you stick \ -■ 
around, maybe we j ^ 
can get the guys | 

who did this X-L — 
^ _ to you. How^^ 

many were 
there? ^ 

Think ^ 
you could 

identify any 
^^them^ 

Even^ 
■ one of 

'em?^ 

That's Ray 
Booth. 

My brother- 
in-law. 

It made perfect sense 
to Baker. He knew Rag and 
his goons. As vicious and 
cowardig as a dogpack. 

The coffee hurt Nick's 
mouth but tasted good. 

Sheriff Baker was going to have 
to tell his wife Janeg about Booth. 
She knew her brother was a bad 
egg, but it still probabig meant 
no Janeg-loving for Baker this 
week... 

...yes, sir, between 
this deaf-dumb drifter 
and the swollen glands 
that were throbbing 
under Baker's jaw. It 

be a 



^ I'm Pick Peitz. > 
Penninger said you 
wouldn't play ball 

unless someone told 
you what the score 

was. 

rwhat would 
( you like to 
V know? ^ 

I guess I ^ 
want to know 

why you're not 
wearing one oF 
those space¬ 

s' suits. A 

We have a 
guinea pig, Seraldo, 

two rooms over. He's 
been breathing the 
same air as you the 

'slast three days.^ 

f He says ^ 
( you're not ) y 
V catching.y 

What about y 
the other people 

I came here , 

-y, that's 
issified^ 

/ 
That's 

classified 
V too. 

! Penninger and \ ( don't have \ 
his colleagues -i ju ( any disease 

\ have been able J y or illness at j 
\to ascertain...^ii. . all. 

1 rSeraldo7\__ 
V^huh?^ Well, 

1 what have ) ] / 
/ i ^W/ 

\I \\ fc Tf 

ftf J^IlL la 



You've disappeared from 
the face of the Earth. If you 
start knowing too much? 
The big guys might decide 

that the safest thing 
. would be for you to , 
^\^disappear forever.^^ 

Mr. 
Redman 

My guess ^ 
is that means 
. Army. 

All...a// 
ofthem? 

Peceased, all 
of the men who were 
with you at the gas 

>_ station 
And their 

families, as 
s. well. ^ 

Everyone 
but— 

...can you 
tell me how 
the others 
are doing, 

^ at least? 

^ Mr. 
Redman—! 

WHAT PIP ^ 
YOU PBOPLB 

PO? ^ 

Nothing. On this one, 
Y responsibility spreads in > 

so many directions, it's 
Invisible. It was an accident. 

We're trying to cope with it, but 
we're not responsible. Not even 
Campion's responsible; given 

V the circumstances, I ^ 
would've run, too. 

_ 1 
. w cr\ 

i u V 
7 ^ 

il M 



^ when... 
when do I 
det out of 

V here? ^ 

I don't 
know. 

No, Just 
/ unknown. You 

don't seem to 
have the disease. 
We want to know 

why you don't 
have it. Then 

N we're home 
free. 

choo! 
Abi-choo! 

ni'y 
OhrmjOod! 

Calm 
down- 

Sorry, ^ 
Mr. Peitz, that's 

s. classified. ^ 

But go ahead 
and tell the big 
guys they can 
resume their 
tests on me.^ 

What? 
Faking? 



That night, Stu slept 
better than he had 
since theg brought 
him to Atlanta. 

(He had always dreamed 
a great deal—his late wife 
had complained about him 
thrashing and muttering in 
his sleep—but he'd never 
had a dream like this one.) 

And had an 
extremely 
vivid dream. 

He was standing on a country 
road, under a blazing summer 
sun, surrounded by fields of 
green corn. 

There was the sound 
of crows, far away. 

Closer by, someone was 
playing a hymn on a guitar. 

This is where I ought 
to get to, stu thought, 
in the dream. Yeah, this 
is the place, all right. 

(He half-remembered the 
hymn from his childhood, but 
couldn't place the tune...) 



Him, stu thought. 
It's him, the man 
with no face. 

Oh dear ' 
e’oa. 

Oh dear 
Ood, no! 



Then 5tu woke up and 
the dream was gone, 
leaving behind feelings 
ofdisgulet, dislocation, 
and relief. 

He went to the 
sink and splashed 
water on his face. 

jr 4 

He went to the 
room's window 
and looked at 
the moon. 

...Stuart had never 
been to ang of 
those places._ 

All that 
\ corn. \ Must've been Iowa 

or Nebraska, maybe 
northern Kansas. \ 





She thought of him as 
an "oldpoop," and Patty— 
who had broken a leg when 
she was seven and had 
never spent a day in bed 
since—had little patience 
for "oldpoops." 

&ood luck 
with Srumpy, 

- Pattu 
Thanks, 
Janine, 

The clock in the nurses’ 
station touched midnight, 
and Nurse Patty Oreer's 
break ended. 

Before reaching the 
white room, Patty 
infected an orderly, 
a doctor Just coming 
off his shift, and 
another nurse on her 
midnight rounds. 

On her way to the white 
room where she would be 
sprayed and then helped 
into her hazard suit, 
Patty's nose began 
to tickle. 

*T AKI COIJ3 SYMPTCaiS 

lATTER HOW WSNOR 

TO HOHm S moR 

She sneezed, lightly, 
into her hankie three 
times, and thought 
nothing of it. 

Patty had to take 
Stuart Redman's blood, 
and it irked her. 

A new day—and 
a new chapter for 
Captain Trips— 
had begun. 



Had killed six 
people in as 
many days. 

The radio was 
referring to them 
as "interstate 
fugitives." 

Lloyd, especially, 
liked the sound 
of that. 



Qangbusters, Uogd 
thought, then rifFed: 

Have a lead 
sandwich, ya 
lousg copper. 

Their stolen car 
was full of dope and 
shooting irons. 

Two .3BS, three .45s, 
the .357 Mag that Poke 
called his "Pokerizer," six 
shotguns, and Lloyd's 
favorite: a Schmeisser 
submachine gun. 



Inside, the shop smelled 
oF stale licorice, sun, 
tobacco, and age. 

Present were: the shop's 
proprietor; a cowboy buying 
smokes and Slim Jims; and a 
tired-looking woman deciding 
which spaghetti sauce her 
husband might like best. 

r Just ^ 
hold still 

and nobody'll 
\.det hurt! ^ 

uuiuti—niLi\ 

I pokerized 
her, ole buddy! 

Whoop! 
Whoop! 



Look 
out— 

li Lloyd swung around 
I and fired at the 
: cowboy more in 
!i reflex than in 
:: self-defense. 

And he felt more than heard 
the cowboy's bullet as it 
zipped past him, close enough 
to part his hair. 

As for the cowboy, a man 
named Bill Markson... 

^ Bastard 
shot me! Stupid 
bastard blew 

^my face off! 

~ It's...it's 
okay, Poke, I 

got him. 



Screw the moneij, 
Lloyd thought. There's 
money everywhere. 

^i7iTT¥;;^!nTTT 

^ Hold /t— 
hold it right 

Wha^ 
T1 jJ going on 

-1 LX here? . 

Three people dead! 
Hell of a mess! &uy 
that did it went out 

the back! I'm 
getting outta 

here! ^ 

He's lying! He shot 
Bill Markson! T'other 

one shot Missus 
■Storm! I shot 

. t'other one! V 

Less than an hour later, Lloyd Henreid 
would be in the Apache County pen, 
cursing the day he'd crossed paths with 
Poke, a little over a year ago, on a 
minimum security workfarm in Nebraska. 

I »«fV. I : ili 
i'i 14 0 Wl'li 1 j ^ 

Put 
K; 

/ your hands A 
Sf-'. - - \ up--right-- ^ SjP/' 1 

now.' yf P' 



Frannie Goldsmith had been 
listening to the measured For Frannie, the dock 

summed up the room. 
Oppressive and hateful. 
Bvergthing she wished 
she could forget from 
her childhood. 

How could you do it? 
Go out and—and rut 
with that boy like a 
^ bitch in heat? ^ 

^ M HftJ 

1^ X^other- 

hOGc lifi 

mm grandfather clock In her ^ 
mother's parlor all of her fife. H | 

4, 

\ M 
■ 

■1- 

^ i 

No business of mine? You 
j^ungrateful little— ^ 

It don't feel 
so broken. 

~There's not 
a bit of shame 

in you! ^ 

heart 

m i B ‘ 
this Is going to do^H ■OQt'il 

. mm 1 to your father and 
me! It will break 

W: iySi your father's Bf 



Peter, you 
leave this to me. ^ 
9he told you first 

and you kept it from 
me, but now the two 
of us are goirng to 
thrash this out, 

mother and J 
daughter. 

piik This is 
not your t- “* 

.kN. province. / • 

Paddy 

Pon't 
you speak 
to him— . 

CARLA! 

I know you 
' sweet-talked him 
into taking your side, 

but he is not the 
one you are dealing 

k with today, , 
miss! 

y * / 

r Stop it,^ 
L. Carla—^ 

^Stop it^ 
and listen 
^ to me--> 



You stopped caring 
about Frannie when 
Fred died. That was 
when you decided 
that caring hurt 

L too much. ^ 

^ You doted on^ 
your dead family 
and forgot the 
part of it still 

L. living. ^ 

^ Pon't you ^ 
talk about Fred! 
Pon't you talk 
to me about 

L. my son! 

He was my son, 
too, but he's dead, 
Carla. And Frannie 
and her baby are 
alive. And if you 

drive her off, you'll 
have nothing but— 
but this room and 
a husband who'll 

hate you for what 
you did. ^ 

Paddy, 

Mother. 

I... I want to ^ 
go upstairs and... 
^ lie down, v 

I think... 
^ I think I'd 
\ \ better lie 

T.' ^ V down... , 

Father and daughter stood in 
the parlor for a long time, in shock, 
listening to Carla's sobs coming 
from somewhere above them... 

Caria Goldsmith left the room, then, 
listing like a drunken woman. She 
wouldn't let her husband or daughter 
help her, though both offered. 

...as the 
grandfather 
clock ticked 
calmly on. 



^ I hope you're X ^ 
enjoying your dinner, V 

Nick. My coleslaw's 
never been up to —:- 
what his mother That's 

^ used to make^ what he says, 
I ji ■" r— iV anyway. 

Aw, hell 
Janey. 

SHOYO, AR^NSAS^mm^MIMI 
THE HOiyiE OF SHERIFF AND 

NICK ANDr7s..HAVING HIS jj 
FIRST HOmE^lfpOKED IVIEAL Itei 
iNA iooooNDmm.m^ 



Well, then, ^ 
you just up and 
deputize him. 

r ain't 
yH^miniHw g resident, 
1^ I won't V Janey. 
^ tell Jffr-i 

V won't. ^ H 

My dear, I have 
prisoners. They 
need to be fed 
and watered. 

',cough, 
coughr 

Nick can 
do it. You're 
going to bed. 

And don't 
you start with 
your insomnia 
^ talk. ^ 

—I can't 
send Nick, 

he's a deaf- 
^ mute. 

Besides, 
he ain't a 
deputy. 

r You've got ^ 
your cot in the 

corner, Nick. It's 
hard, but it's 

L, clean. 

And that, friends, was how 
Nick Andros went from 
Shoijo prisoner to Shoyo 
deputy in less than 

1 twenty-four hours. 

1 
Wi 

t 



Bill Warner 
was in one- 

And Mike Childress 
was in one— 

The fourth and last cell 
was empty because Ray 
Sooth, brother to Jane 
Baker and rind leader of 
the three hoods who beat 
Nick black and blue, had 
skipped town. 

But every now and then 
he caught a tidbit— 

So Nick had an 
appropriate 
response ready. 

For the most part, Nick sat 
turned away from the cells, 
so he wouldn't be able to lip 
read his prisoners' taunts 
and jeers— 

'"^—chickerT^ 
bastard, ain't 

<■_he? - 

’HaSti 'Jm VI ‘ JL 

m 4. J 
ittl 

^ TT 
There are four Jail 
cells in Sheriff 
Baker's station. 

Vincent Hogan 
was in one— 



At the request of Jane Baker, 
Nick wrote out his life storg. It 
was mostig the storg of how he'd 
learned to read and to write. 

He'd grown up in an orphanage, 
angrg and isolated, unreachable. 
Then a teacher named f?udg 
Sparkman decided he was worth 
something. Save Nick a blank 
sheet of paper, pointed at it, 
pointed at Nick, then pointed 
at the sheet again. 

It took Nick awhile to figure 
it out, but he did, finallg. Rudg 
was saging to him: You are 
this blank page, rz 
--— ^ I You are this 

I blank page. 

Six gears of struggle 
later, he could read, 
v/rite, and read lips. 

He was walking along a 
countrg road, through 
endless fields of green 
corn, looking for 
something, but he didn't 
know what. 

And he was terribig 
afraid of something 
that seemed to be 
behind him, following 
him... 



Pay ofF, 
Mom? 

I have a cold that ran 
wants to break JBU 

me. 

/ I hate to call 
/ in sick on a Friday, 

Hh so many people do, 
but I'm running a 

\ fever and I have 
\ swollen glands. 

And yet there she was, 
scramblind him some eggs 
with the same whisk she'd 
been using since he was a 
first-grader at PS tdZ... 

^ Pid ^ 
you call the 

. doctor? . 

r' No, sir. I'll 
stay home and 

take asprin, and by 
tomorrow this time 

I'll be on the downhill 
k. side of it. ^ 

Since there was no 
arguing with her, Larry 
tried to help instead. 

Honestly. ^ 
You're going to 
give yourself a 
hernia so I can 

watch "Let's 
. Make a Peal."> 



Larrg told Alice he 
might go out and 
see some more oF 
the city. 

After getting her Juice and 
NyOuil at the bodega, they 
realized there was little to 
do except get on each 
other's nerves. 

He took the subway to 
Times Sguare, getting more 
excited with each stop. 

He expected the city to 
look different since the 
last time he'd seen it. 
More magical, somehow. 

But when he came up the 
stairs from the R train... 

r 
IBD| 



Extreme covert 
countermeasures, 

Len. ^ 

Babu, can J 
you c//y your 
sf r man? 

He's a J' 
righteous 
^ man... > 

B3bi can 
you dig your 

r man? rj 

Holy &awd, 
what the hell 
V is this? ^ 

p^iWrjiii'fJTn j TTi ^TTl 
iiif] B; 1 j nir Jaual ili 



The reporter had spent three 
years in the Army. Even though 
they weren't wearing uniforms, 
he recognized the men as 
soldiers. 



Then he heard a blast 
and hie brains exited 
the front of his head. 

'Troy," indeed. 

Needless to say, there 
were no published reports 
of disease or any other 
trouble in Sipe Springs, 
Texas, that day. 



Stu Redman was 
frightened. 

Before, back in Atlanta, 
it felt like he'd been in a 
hospital. 

Now, after a three-ring 
circus move to the green 
mountains of Vermont, he 
felt like he was in a jail cell. 

Something must have 
happened. 

Someone must have 
slipped. No one confirmed this, 

but Stu had a sense that 
most everyone back in 
Atlanta must be getting 
a chance to research the 
superflu firsthand. 

They were still doing tests on him 
here, but they seemed...desultory. 
The schedule was slipshod. 

Mr. 
Redman? 



...even worse was _4 .'I 
the guns. 

No one came into his room 1 
unless accompanied by a 1 
soldier with a gun. 1 

The guns meant, in 
a way, that he had 
become expendable. 

No more games like he 
had pulled on Peitz. 

The simple fact was: 
Stu Redman was scared 
for his life. 

...that was 
very bad. 

Being under detention 
was bad. Being under 
detention and being 
expendable... 

Thank 
you, Mr. 
Redman 

...Stu wondered if it 
would be possible to 
escape from this 
place. 

f 7 





^ Ray's gonna be ^ 
back, you know. And 
when he gets back, 

you're gonna wish you 
were blind as well 

^ as deaf and J 
dumb-- 

J>EARSHER(FF or vvHotVER 

.Ve 

Fofc The pkison/ecs t-q 

See if I camhomt 

SoAmesdocum FbiL Vince 

Hogan, i^ho afpe/)^ gg- 

Sick, mot PLA4»Nc, 

Posst/Mf 



But it wasn't allowing 
itself to be written. 

Where Frannie Goldsmith's been 
trying, for the last three hours, to 
write a letter to Grace Puggan, a 
high school chum now going to Smith. Thus far, Frannie had managed: 

"I have problems of my own, boy 
do I have problems, I Just don't 
have the heart to write them 
all down." 

It wasn't meant to be a 
confessional "Tm-pregnant 
letter. Just a friendly 
"How-are-you?" letter. 

mm 

...you got a 
lot of static 

at home, 
V huh? ^ 

Jess, the father of 
Frannie's child, calling 
from Portland. 

She didn't want to get into the 
scene she'd had with her mother; 
that would've made them 
conspirators of a sort, and Fran 
and Jess weren't, not anymore. 

My offer still stands, 
Frannie. Say yes, and 
I can buy a couple of 

rings and be there 
v this afternoon, y 

I know you could, 
Jess, but I'm not 

ready to get married, 
and that has nothing 
s. to do with you. 

Her voice was cairn; she 
didn't want to giggie or 
cry, though there was a 
danger of both. 



lU
IIU

 
ill 

What ^ 
about the 

y baby? y 

I'm going 
to have it. 

I haven't 
decided. 

I wonder^ 
about that ) 
. baby... y 

Frannie doubted if Jess 
really did, but it was maybe 
the only thing he could think 
of to say that would cut 
her, and it did. 

Jesse, 
' neither of us 
wanted this baby 
We agreed on the 
pili so this baby 
wouldn't happen. 

You don't have an 
responsibility. 

[ r 
They talked some more, 
awkwardly, and when they 
hung up, they didn't say 
"I love you," and that was 
a first. It made Fran sad as 

"I expect to celebrate 
with you on the Fourth, 
unless your plans have 

...theflu? Oh,^ 
Lord, Paddy, that's 

no joke for a woman 

A stab of worry went 
through Fran's heart. 

This second call was fhom 
her father, phoning to say 
that her mother was sick, 
and that the doctor had 
been by to see her. 



I told Poc Edmonton 
everything. About your 

baby, about the fight you 
and Carla had. I wanted 
to know if any oF that 

could have caused 
L her...physical J 
ESj.,^_^breakdown^^^i 

k^e said \ 
K . no. flu is t SsIm 

And you know” 
how busy your 
mother keeps 

herself with her 
charities; she 
works harder 

V than me... a 

' she had the ^ 
welcome mat out 
for the first evil 

germ that passed 
her way—that's 

a//. lA 

Peter was trying 
to keep his daughter 
from Feeling guilty. 

Flu made 
who,.. 

' w 7 Edmonton said there's \ 
mi ''■ V a nasty breed going J 

■ ^ around. 

It wasn't working. 
Po you 

think she'd 
mind if I—? 

Right now * 
she would, Frannie, 
but give her time. 

She'll come 
around. 

Maybe she would if I gave 
up my baby, Fran thought. 

Then, after much agonizing, 
Fran finally finished her letter 
to Grace: "Believe in me and 
I'll believe in you." 

Outside, purple and 
black clouds were 
gathering over 
Ogunguit Harbor. 

At the end of their conversation,^ Peter 
promised his daughter he would visit or 
call if Carla's situation worsened. 

A storm was 
coming. 

iiraiUMli 



~ Jane's ^ 
Place, we're 
V open. > 

Arlene, it's 
. me. Hi. ^ 

'^Where are^ 
you, Larry? 

Nobody's seen 
^ you. 

|PI[|H|kRF|il 

Somebody told me there 
were bloodsuckers on me 
and I ought to get out of 

the pool until they j 
dropped off. 

^ Come to 
think of it, I 

heard something 
about that, big 

Ihit^ spender. ^ 

“ Yeah, listen, 
Arlene, is Wayne 

Stuckey around? I 
want to thank him 

. . for something.. a 

^ He's in ~ 

the hospital 
with this flu 
^ bug... A 

You mean 
you haven't 
^ heard? a 



Who knows? The 
hospitals have 

wards and wards 
of sick people, 
but no one can 
visit them. And 
there are a lot 
of soldiers on 
the streets, 

riding around in 
. convoys with 

guns. ^ 

^ It's spooky, 
W Larry. People 
• are saying the 
I army got 
I careless with 
I one of those 
^ little plague 

jars... 

That'S just ^ 
scare talk. There 

hasn't been anything 
^ on the news. ^ 

Out here ' ^ 

there's been little 
things in the paper 
about getting flu 

boosters, but 
that's it. 

Larry was thinking of 
his mother's cold. How 
it had gotten better, 
then worse, and was 
now awful. You're better 

off where you are 
if you haven't 
gotten a whiff 

hj of this. V' 

And hadn't there been 
a lot of sneezing and 
coughing in the arcade 
he'd been in earlier...? 
Like a T8 ward...? 

New York, thy name 
is paranoia. 

'A v w A 
ifjfm /’1« 

„— . f'- 



^ You were 
scared of Poke 
V Freeman. ^ 

r You were > 
terrified, 

Sylvester. You 
were sweating 
V bullets. V 

1 Lloyd Henreid, described in the 
S papers as "the baby-faced, 
H unrepentant killer,"meeting 
K with his court-appointed 
If attorney, Andy Pevins: 

Well, 
I wasn't 
exactly- 

And he held a gun on you at 
several points in time during 
. your so-called killing 

spree. 

r No, he\ ^ [ 
K never->>-- 
^ Yes, he did, ^ 

/ / Sylvester, you \ 
just forgot for 

awhile. In fact, he 
threatened to kill 

\ you If you didn't 
U \ back him up, isn't / 
W V right? y 

Listen, Mr. 
Pevins-- 

First of 
all, my name's 
s. not— ^ 

Listen to ^ 
me, Sylvester,] 

and listen j 
\^carefully. y _ 

You don't 
I have the slightest 

I I idea how big a jam 
I IV you're in. ^ 



You're going to trial in four dags. 
We'll have a jury on the first day. 

The state will present its case on 
the second. I'll try to take up three 
^days, I'll filibuster on my opening 
^^^and closing statements— 

^ —but then ^ 
the jury will retire 
and find you guilty 

in about three 
minutes. 

And 
then? 

r why, then you ^ 
go on to Peath 
Row at state 

prison and enjoy 
all that good food 

until it's time 
. to ride the 

lightning. ^ 

won't take 
long... y 

C-Christ, 
yes. I'm 
scared. 

^From what 
you say, I'm a 

. dead man. ^ 



HP 
W No/ 

Glad to hear it 

r Now I believe 
if you search your 

memory, you'll remember 
Poke telling you that 
your gun was loaded 

with blanks and nobody 
was more surprised 

than you when it 

And you were about 
to turn your gun on 

Poke Freeman when he 
was cut down, saving 

you the trouble, j 
^ correct? 

But if you listen 
to me, we might be 

able to squeak 
through. 

understand 

Uoijd was like a bad student 
who had finally grasped his 
teacher's lesson. Yes, sir... 

^ ...I'bout 
damn near had a, 
a hemorrhage. 



SherifFBaker's dead. 
He died a little after 

two o'clock this 
morning. Now his wife 

. Janey's sick 
with it. ^ 

Poc Soames's car had been weaving slowig 
down Main Street when Nick happened 
across it and waved for him to stop. 

And Baker's 
' not the only one. ' 
I've signed twelve death 
certificates in the last 

twelve hours, and I know 
another twenty who will 
be dead by noon unless 

w God shows some ^ 
mercy. / 

Soames looked as if he'd aged 
twenty years since the last 
time Nick saw him, when Soames 
treated his injuries. 

But I doubt 
if this is God's 

duty. 



The symptoms are all very common: 
Chills. Fever. Headache. Weakness and 

loss of appetite. Painful urination, 
swelling of the glands, armpits, and 
in the groin. Respiratory weakness 

and failure. 

/ Those are symptoms of 
the common cold, of influenza, 

^ of pneumonia. We can cure all 
N. those things, Nick, but 

not this. 

This thing \ 
/ escalates, backs ,, 

up, escalates again; 
debilitation increases; 

the swelling gets worse; bHh 
until finally, in every JHH 

V case I believe, 
death. 

Someone made 
^ a mistake. ^ 

And they're ' 
trying to cover 

it up. A 

^ It sounds ^ 
slightly paranoid, J 
^ doesn't it? 

K But none of the 
phones in Shoyo work. 
And furthermore, the 

two Shoyo exits from the 
turnpike are closed off with 

barriers which say road 
construction, but there's 

no construction. 

There are soldiers, too, I've 
heard. At the exits, on the 
backroads. Army vehicles 
blocking every way in and j 

>\,____^out of town. 

I repeat; 
^ Someone made a 
/ mistake and now they're 

. I trying to cover it up. And, 
in the meantime, how 

V many people will > 
"" die? 

Madness, 
madness. 



And you, Nick? 
How do you feel? 

A cold? Sneezing? 
^ Coughing? ^ 

Nick shook his head 
"no" to each one. 

Will you ^ 
try to leave 1 
\,^town?_^ 

f I think you 
could, If you 
went by the 

V fields. ^ 

CAnTIfcAve TME 

hen I HAVE 

LOCKED • 

frip then 60 
scemrs.bawee. 

You're a ^ 
f thoughtful boy; j 
V^that's rare^\^ 

^ A boy in this ' 
degraded age who 

has a sense of 
responsibility is 

V even rarer... ^ 

^ You'll be ^ 
careful of those 
three you have 
locked up, won't 

Nick nodded soberly. 

When he got back to the jail 
with breakfast, both Billy and 
Mike looked badly fhightened 
and Vince Hogan was delirious 
with a fever. 

By six o'clock that 
evening, he would 
be dead. 



/WO/M? 

Mom, ^ 
where are 
^ you?^ 

apartment's locked 
door, he'd heard 
a groan. 

Now a louder groan, 
coming fhom— 

Jesus, 
Mom! 

Alice Underwood was 
lying on the floor, haH 
in and half out of her 
bedroom. 

Her breathing was 
ragged, clogged 
with phlegm. 

The heat Alice's body was 
giving off terrified Larry. (aoing to^ 

put you on 
your bed, 

^ Mom--^ 

Larry? Larry, 
H go get your 1 

father--^^ 

He's in 
the bar with that 
photographer— 

No one could remain so 
hot and live, he thought. 
Her brains must be 
fhying in her head. 

Larry had tried calling 
his mother: there'd 

1 been no answer. | ■ 



Outside, thunder was rumbling and 
rain was splattering the windows. Inside, Larry was dialing 

Mercy Hospital— 

Come 
on, come 
^ on... ^ 

Inside 

^ YOU &0 ^ 
TBLL YOUR PAP 
I SAIP COMB 

^ HOMBU ^ 

From his mother's bedroom, ^ 
a scream that chilled his blood: 

The phone rang three times, 
there was a buzzing sound, 
then a click. 

Should he call a private 
ambulance? Or see if Mr. 
Freeman, Alice's downstairs 
neighbor, would watch her 
while he went to the hospital 
himself? 

Pamn 
Then a bright, 
mechanical voice. 

You have 
reached Mercy ' 

General Hospital. 
Right now, all of our 
circuits are busy. If 
you will hold, your 

call will be taken as 
soon as possible. > 

Thank you. 



there 

Mom, listen 
to me, I'll be 

back— 
I'm (going 

to go to the 
hospital--, 

Asking questions like. 

Mr. Freeman? ^ 
It's Larry Uniderwood, 

Alice's boy? ^5 

But it was still going strong as h 
knocked on Mr. Freeman's door— 

^ Mr. Freeman, 
P f if you're there, 

\ I neeid your 
help! ^ 

Larry hated that voice— 
that part of himself—and 
wished it would die a quick, 
nasty death. 

How bad is Mom goind 
to screw up my plans? 
How much of my life am 
I going to have to 
change around to deal 
with her mess? 

Why do these things always 
happen to me? Why now, when 
I was finally turning it around? 

Larry was scared, terrified for his 
mother, but underneath that fear, 
another voice was talking to him. 

Knocking that echoed 
like thunder... 

And most 
despicable 
of all: 

Mr. Freeman-- 



Frannie, 

Paddy? 
What is it? 
Is it Mom? 

She got worse, about an hour 
after we talked. Her fever went 

up, she started to rave... ^ 
Responsibility is a pie, Frannie thought. And 
some of it would have to be hers, it wasn't Just 
the charity work that made Carla Coldsmith sick. 

I called the Sanford 
Hospital, and they said 
that their ambulances 
were out on calls, both 
of them, but that they 

would add Carla 
k. to their list... ^ 

Is 
Mom all 
right? 

Tell me, 
Paddy! 

MipB 
J 



^ List?9\nce ^ 
when do ambulances 

have waiting 
lists? ^ 

They finally came about 
fifteen minutes ago. And 
there were s/x people in 

the back of that 
^ ambulance... ^ 

^ Your ^ 
mother...came out 

of it a little as they 
put her in, and she 

kept saying, 'T can't 
catch my breath, 
Peter, why can't 

^ I breathe...?" ^ 

Christ, 
Frannie... 

What's 
L happening? 

Paddy 



&uilt gnawed at Frannie, furry 
bodies inside her belly—where 
that other thing was, her baby 
and she began to cry. 

Bat your pie, she told 
herself as she hugged 
her father. 

It tastes terrible 
and bitter, but eat 
your pie. 

Have seconds, 
have thirds. 

Bat your pie, 
Frannie Goldsmith, 
eat every bite. 

In a kind of terrible, odd coincidence, 
Alice Underwood in New York, Carla 
Coldsmith in Maine, and Jane Baker 
(who had shown Nick Andros such 
kindness) in Shoyo would all three 
die the same day, mere hours apart. 

* L 'L ! 



The President called 
me. I've...been relieved, 
^_^n. 

OF course 1 
knew it was coming, 

but it still hurts 
like hell. ^ 

r When this ^ 
country ought to be 
getting on its knees 

to kiss your feet. 

You're in charge now, Len. The President 
wants you in Washington as soon as 

. you can get there. You're going ^ 
r ^ to have to tell him... 

It's out of control 
now. It's popped up in 

Oregon, Nebraska, 
Louisiana, Florida... 

Yeah, tentative 
cases in Mexico 
and Chile, too. 

The report 
just came 

in. ^ 

And we're 
getting exactly 

nowhere with Stuart 
Redman. Pid you know 
we actually injected 

< him with the Blue ^ 
virus? 

"He thought it 
was a sedative. 

"His body killed the 
virus, and no one has the 

slightest idea how..." 

My daughter gave me a 
book of poems some years ^ 
ago, Len, by a man named J 

^^^^^Yeats... 

He said that^ 
W things fall apart. 

■ . I That the center 
\ doesn't always 
\ hold. V 

/ 1 [ 



The end of one poem 
gave me goosebumps 

the first time I read it, 
^ and it still does: ^ 

"What rough beast, 
its hour come round 
at last, slouches 

towards Bethlehem 
^ to be born?" ^ 

The beast is on its way, ten, 
and it's a good deal rougher 
than that fellow Yeats ever 
^^:ould have imagined^^^ 

Things 
W falling apart. The 
■ job—your job—is to 
■ hold as much as you 
A can together for 

as long as you 

I have 
business 
to attend 
^ to. 4 

General Starkeg slipped his 
West Point ring off his right 
hand and his wedding band 
off his left. 

For my 
daughter Cindy. 

See that she gets 
L. them, ten. ^ 

5oth men stood ramrod 
straight and saluted 
each other. Tears were 

streaming down 
^ Len Creighton's 
i face. 



Starkey then went to Project Blue's 
cafeteria, where Private FrankP. Bruce 
still lay with his face in the soup bowl. 

Another dead man had a sign written 

Starkey was sobbing as he loosened 
the strap over the butt of his pistol 
and put its barrel into his mouth. 

When the blast came, 
it was muffled and 
undramatic. 

None of the corpses in 
the room of the dead 
took notice. 

That the beast 
was coming... 

1 None of them told 
1 Starkey that he'd 
1 been right: 

with a shoelace. 

1 nml 
-t' - ‘ r't*/!- 
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...and wasn't it 
a fine night? 





Randall Flagg was a man of 
no age, a man called the 
Walkin Pude, or sometimes 
the Boogeyman. 

He wore faded, 
pegged Jeans and 
a denim Jacket— 

—with a button 
on each breast. 

There was a Boy Scout 
knapsack over his shouider, 
old and battered. 

Stuffed, like his pockets, 
with fifty different kinds of 
conflicting literature— 
pamphlets for all seasons, 
rhetoric for all reasons. When 
this man handed you a brochure, 
you took it no matter what 
the subject... 

The dangers of atomic 
plants, the role played by 
the International Jewish 
Cartel in the overthrow of 
fpiendly governments, the 
C.I.A.-Contra-cocaine 
connection, the Blacks for 
Militant equality. The Kode 
of the Klan... 

Flagg had them all, 
and more, too. 



There was a dark hilarity in his face 
and In his heart, too, you would 
think, and you would be right._ 

It was the face of a hatefully 
happy man, a face that radiated 
a horrible handsome warmth... 

A face to make Water glasses 1 
i: shatter in the hands of hardened \ 
r truck-stop waitresses... 1 
1 \ 

1 ' 
u\ \\ 

ite:; 

^ iMi 

To make small children crash their 
trikes into board fences and then 
cower against their mothers... 



If car lights showed on 
the horizon as he walked. 

He would fade back and back, 
down over the soft shoulder 
Into the high grass where the 
night bugs made their homes.. 

And the car would 
pass him... 

wtljMWy m 

And his sleeping 
wife and child would 
stir uneasily, as if 
they'd been touched 
bu a bad dream at 
the same instant... 

And the driver would 
feel a slight chill, as if 
he had driven through 
an air pocket... 

And then Flagg would resume 
walking, along the highway that 
would take him, sooner or later, 
out of Idaho and into Nevada. 

And from 
there... 

...well, he might go 
anuwhere, anywhere 
in the country. 

If ' '‘'ri';’:. 



w
r 

- 

Some campus group, probably 
either Students for a Pemocratic 
Society or the Young Maoists, 
had been busy with a copy machine 
during the night. 

' the t . posters morning,,__ 

had been plastered all 
over the buildings... 

flOENTION! 

YOU ARE BRTMa r ... " " ■ ■ 

...with similar flyers, 
variations on a theme, 
going up on college and 
university campuses 
around the country. 
The flames were ' 
fanned. 

mra tbISOVEBmENI IS 

nllBI IS NO SUPEOnu VACCINE! 

SUPERFLU IS NOT A 

DEADiy uiSEASE. 

76? OP the population™ die? 

meeting in gym at 7:00 PMI 



What happened ai 
WBZ-TVhad been 
planned the night 
before by three 
newscasters and 
six technicians. 

Five of the men 
played poker regularly 
and six of the nine 
were aiready ill. 

They had felt they had nothing 
to lose, beginning with morning 
news anchor Bob Palmer: 

^ Fellow citizens 
of Boston, and Americans 

in our broadcast area. 
Something both grave and 
terribly important has just 
happened in this studio, and 
I am very glad it happened 
here first, in Boston, the 

, cradle of American 
independence. 

At y:oi am. Just after Palmer 
had begun to read the soothing 
copy he had been handed by an 
army noncom, a coup took place. 

-q 
i—1—1 

The nine "rebels,"all long- 
timers at WBZ-TV, armed 
with guns theyd snuckin, 
took the teievision station 
back from the soldiers, who 
hadn't expected any trouble 
from a soft bunch of civilians. 

this broadcast facility^as 
been under guard by men 
purporting to be National 

. (Suardsmen. 

^ Has the news 
been managed? I 
am sorry to say 
that this is the 

^ case. ^ 

~ For the last ^ 
week, I have been 

given false copy and 
forced to read it, 

almost literally with 
.a gun to my head.^ 

But we here, who 
have just liberated our 
own station, have some 

footage that wasn't 
confiscated or 

destroyed. 

Taken 
clandestinely, of 
poor quality, yet 

we think you must 
see it... ^ 



What Followed next was 
grainy, jittery footage 
oFa truck, at the edge 
oFapier. Jutting out oyer 
Boston Harbor. 

Bodies were cascading 
out oF the truck into the 
harbor: women, old men, 
children, nurses, police. 

Tumbling in a 
cartwheeling Flood 
that never seemed 
to end. 

At some point during the 
flim clip, jt became clear 
that solmers were using 
pitchforks to get the 
bodies off the truck. 

At dawn, Flagg would 
camp and sleep the day 
away, waking up as 
evening drew on. 



When it came to the 
printed word, Flagg was 
an egual opportunity 
reader. 

He would r 
supper CO. 
a small, sn 
campfire. I 

■ead as his 
oked over 
nokeless 

Words from some battered 
and coverless paperback porno \ 
novel, or maybe Mein Kampf, 
or an R. Crumb comic book. 

After supper, he would 
commence walking again, 
cutting through this 
godforsaken wilderness, 
watching and smelling and 
listening as the climate 
grew more arid. 

...and the mountains 
began to poke out of 
the earth like dinosaur 
spines. 

The country was a body 
politic with its network of 
roads embedded in its skin 
like marvelous capillaries, 
ready to take him, a dark 
speck of foreign matter, 
anywhere or everywhere— 
heart, liver, brain. 

He was a clot waiting 
to happen, a splinter 
of bone hunting a soft 
organ to puncture... 



oascnmii^ainiiiiiim 

Its headline, printed in 
3i>-point-type, screamed: 

...a lonelu lunatic cell looking 
for a mate with which to raise 
a cozp little malignant tumor. 

The President is scheduled to address 
the nation tonight at 6:00 PST, allegedly 
from the Oval Office... 

WEST MAST IN GMP 
Of PU6UE EPUEMIC 



And do these barges L 
contain the dead bodies 

’ -- of plague victims? — 

cuoseD 
until 

FUMMtR 
iMcriicE 

Finally, if a vaccine really 
exists, why has not one , 
clinic been set up to / 
administer flu shots? ? 

If this is a “minor outbreak of flu,” 
then why are barge-trains being 

■ towed out into the Pacific and 
^ dumped? 

Advance copies of the President’s 
speech indicate he will “spank” the 
American people for overreacting, 
and compai'e the current panic to 
that which followed Orson Welles’s 
“War of the Worlds” radio broadcast. 

The Times has four 
questions it wishes the 
President would answer 
in his speech. 

Why have the following 
highways—U.S. 5, U.S. 10, 
and U.S, 15 —been blocked 
off by armored cars and 
troop carriers? 

m 

Why has the Times been S 
enjoined from printing the 
news by thugs in army -s= 
uniforms, in direct violation 
of its Constitutional right 
to do so? MF 

We call upon the president 
to answer these questions ii 
his speech and to end these 
police-state tactics and this 
insane effort to cover up ^ 
the truth. - 



Flagg was known, well known, 
along the highways in hiding 
that are traveled by the poor 
and the mad... 

By the professional revolutionaries 
and those who have been taught to 
hate so well that their hate shows 
on their faces like harelips... 

By the people unwanted except 
by others like them, sguatting in 
cheap rooms with slogans and 
posters on the walls, in basements 
wnere lengths of sawed-off pipe are 
stuffed with high explosives... 



Flagg was always 
welcome in the back 
rooms where lunatic 
plans were laid: 

To kill a Cabinet member, 
to kidnap the child of a 
visiting dignitary, to break 
into the boardroom 
meeting of an oil company 
with grenades. 

And when he joined 
a meeting, everything 
stopped... 

It was as if he'd shown 
up with some old and 
terrible engine of 
destruction, some 
infernal gift, a birthday 
cake with nitroglycerine 
candles. 

Then the talk would begin 
again, but It would be rational 
and disciplined—as rational 
and disciplined as madmen 
could manage—and things 
would be agreed upon. 

As for the women he 
went to bed with... 

When It was done, they 
were cold, so cold. It 
seemed impossible that 
they could ever be 
warm again. 





Hogliss got so far as Poverty 
Row on the west side ofPurbin, 
before Captain Trips 
overcame him. 

He collapsed and died 
against his Cadillac, the 
only kind of car he'd owned 
since his twenty-seventh 
birthday. 

The iast thing he heard was 
the bubbling ofPurbin stream, 
where he had fished as a boy. 

Promises of a soon¬ 
forthcoming vaccine 
are a bald-faced lie. 
No vaccine has yet 
been developed... 

Citizens, this is more than 
I a disaster or a tragedy; it is 

the end of all hope in our ^ 
government. Ifwe have, 
indeed, done such a thing 
to ourselves, then... 

Of all the stories circulating 
about the superflu, Hogliss' 
was the most accurate, as his 
source had been an army major 
with dark, haunted eyes who 
had been transferred to 
Wheeling fhom someplace top 
secret in California called 
"Project Blue." 

Retired lawyer James P. Hogliss 
was the editor and publisher of 
the weekly newspaper the Purbin 
Call-Clarion. 

Its circulation was high because 
Hogiiss was a staunch defender of 
miners' rights and because his 
editorials were always filled with 
hellflre aimed at every level of 
government hack. 

From Hogliss' special 
edition: rri—;- 

It has been revealed to this 
reporter by a reliable source 1 
that the flu epidemic (sometimes * 
called Choking Sickness here in ^ 
West Virginia) is in reality a deadly 
mutation of the ordinary flu virus 
created by the American .p, 
government... —V ^  

Today, this clear summer morning, 
Hogliss put out an extra edition 
(his first since the great Ladybird 
mine disaster of ihbo) and was 
delivering it himself because all < 
his paperboys were sick or dead. 
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My fellow 
r Americans, as the ^ 

great nation that we 
are, we cannot afford 

to jump at shadows like 
small children in a dark 
room; but neither can 
we take this serious 

k outbreak of influenza a 
lightly... 

I love you, 
Paddy...Frannie 

loves you... 

NEW YORK. 
THE APARTmENT OF 
ALICE ONOERWOOO. 

"Be confident that 
I you will feel better in 

a week at most... 

Qimiasmin^pnTiTnm SHOYO, ARKANSAS. 

"There is no truth- 
no truth—to the 

rumor that this strain 
of flu is fatal. 

JANE RAKER. 

"In the greatest rnajority 
of cases, those afflicted 
can expect a complete 
and utter recovery..." 



Further, there 
has been a vicious 

rumor promulgated by 
certain radicai, anti¬ 

establishment groups 
that this strain of 

influenza has been bred 
by this government 

tor military use 

"This is a flat-out 
falsehood. This country 

signed the revised &eneva 
Accords on poison gas, 

nerve gas, ana germ warfare 
in good conscience and 

good faith... 

^ We have 
not now nor 

have we 
^ ever—^ 

—we have 
never been a party 
to the clandestine 

manufacture of 
substances outlawed 

. by the feeneva . 
Convention. 

"This IS only a * 
moderately serious L 
outbreak of influenza, 
no more and no less... 

“We ask you to remain 
calm and secure in the 
knowledge that a flu 

vaccine will be available 
next week for those not 
already on the mend..." 



^ National (Guardsmen 
have been called out in 

some areas to protect 
the populace against 

hooligans, vandals and 
scare-mongers... ^ 

isznnm 
Two thousand students on 
the Lexington campus, riled 
up by the flyers, organized 
an impromptu rally. 

Police were called in 
to "contain" the "rioters. 

But there is no 
truth to the rumors 

that some cities have 
been "occupied"by regular 
forces or that the news 

^has been “managed''... ^ 

'Jl-mi j 

Bob Palmer and his 
■iT crew broadcast for 

two hours... 

...until somebody on the ground 
Poor realized that they didn't 
have to re-take the sixth Poor 
to stop the transmission. 

That twenty pounds 
ofplastigue would do 
tht=> trirk' iiiG-h ae [A/all 

^ ^ ^ 1 _ 
^ t-- 

... ' 

When the "turkey shoot," 
as one witness described 
it, was Pnally over, eighty 
students had been mowed 
down by gunPre. 



The reprisal at the 
LA. Times was swift 
and bloody. 

The "official"F.B.i. story was 
that "radical revolutionaries' 
had dynamited the paper's 
presses, causing the deaths 
of twenty-eight workers. 

When, in fact, the twenty- 
eight employees had been 
executed, one by one, by 
soldiers. 

It took the twenty-man 
patrol an hour to get to 
Springfield fhom Carthage. 

In that hour, Ray Flowers 
took calls from a doctor 
who said people were dying 
like flies, a nurse who 
confirmed that bodies were 
being removed from her Kansas 
City hospital by the truckload, 
a delirious woman who blamed 
flying saucers fhom outer space, 
and a dozen others with their 
own stories to tell. 

After the death sguad 
broke through all of the 
locked doors, the last 
words Ray spoke on the 
air were: I think they're 
going to shoot me—" 

LOS ANGELES 

iTHEfFIRSll 
IdiUJiidlb 
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In Mountain City, Christopher 
Bradenton, who ran an 
underground railroad for 
fugitives and who was waiting 
for Flagg with a fresh set of 
papers and a clean car, knew 
him as Richard Fry. 

In New York he'd been known as 
Richard Franq. and his claim that 
he was a black man had never 
been disputed, although his skin 
was very light, i- 

He and a black veteran of 
the Vietnam war (with more 
than enough hatred in his 
heart to make up for his 
missing left leg) once killed 
six cops in a single night. 

In Georgia he'd been 
Ramsey Forrest, and in 
his white sheet, he had 
participated in two 
rapes, a castration, 
and the burning of a 
shanty town... 

That was a long time 
ago, the early sixties, 
the first civil rights 
surge.. 

Flagg sometimes though', 
he might have been born 
in that strife. Certainly h 
couldn't remember much 
that had happened befoi 
that... 



...except that he came 
orlqinally flrom Nebraska 

. ana he had attended high 
i school classes with a red 

haired, bandy-legged boy 
named Charles 
Starkweather. 

he drifted down 
to New Orleans and met a 
demented young man who 
was handing out tracts 
urging America to leave 
Cuba alone. 

The man's last name, Flagg 
remembered, was Oswald, 
and he still had some of 
those tracts, crumpled in 
his knapsack. 

The beatings, the night rides, 
the churches that had exploded 
as if some miracle had grown 
too large to be contained 
within them... 

The civil rights marches 
of tfiiO and iF&i were 
clearer in his mind... 

Over the years, Flagg had walked 
in demonstrations against the 
same dozen companies on a 
hundred different colleges. 

He wrote the questions 
that most discomfited 
those in power when they 
came to lecture, but he 
never asked the 
questions himself. 

Likewise, he never spoke at 
rallies because the microphones 
would scream with hysterical 
feedback if he did, though he 
wrote the speeches for the 
speakers... 

...and on several occasions, 
those speeches ended in riots 
and violent demonstrations. 

y~\ ^ • 



He skulked away, 
up the street, a fiery 
grin on his face... 

When the few tattered 
remains of PeFreeze's 
group were swept up. tt 
all mentioned that then 
had been someone else 
associated with the grc 
hanger-on, but nevertk 
someone important... 

Flagg strode on at a 
steady, ground-eating 
pace. Two days ago, he 
had been in Laramie, 
Wyoming. Today he was 
on U.S. 5), between 
&rasmere and Riddle, on 
his way to Mountain City. 
Tomorrow he would be 
somewhere else. - 

And he was 
than he'd e\ 
because-- 

For awhile in the early 
seventies he had been 
acquainted with a man 
named Ponald PeFreeze. 

(He was actually the 
person who suggested 
that PeFreeze take 
the name “Cinque."} 

Flagg helped Formulate 
the plans that resulted 
in PeFreeze's kidnapping 
OF an heiress... 

...and recommended that 
instead oFsimply ransoming 
the heiress, she should be 
driven insane. 

He left the house in Los Angeles 
where PeFreeze and the others 
Fried, moments before the police 
had moved In... 

S A man oF no age. with 
1 S no Face, called the Walkin 

y Pude, or sometimes the 
9 Boogeyman. 



He could taste it, a hot, 
sooty taste, as if&od were 
planning a cookout, and all 
of civilization was going to 
be the barbecue. \- 

He had been born when 
times changed, and the 
times were about to 
change again. 

It was in the wind, 
in the wind of this 
soft idaho evening. 

...else, why could he 
suddenly do magic? 

He knew it was 
almost time to 
be reborn... 
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HE GREAT AMERICAN NOVEL. 
That’s how artist Mike Perkins described The Stand during a 

recent visit to the Marvel offices. I can just imagine how that 

assessment might make some snooty critics smirk. Fitzgerald, 

Steinbeck.. .King? 

Hey, don’t let the plague-ravaged corpses and snarling wolves 

fool you. Ask any Constant Reader (you know, those people 

like us who have devoured Uncle Stevie’s wicked concoctions 

since they were 14) which is their favorite King book and 

k many will point to this 1,000+ page saga. 

Why? Could.fe(@ the goose bumps one gets just thinking about 

the iiaboly entity known as the Walkin’ Dude. Perhaps it’s 

the horrifyingly real post-apocalyptic setting of the sprawling, 

g#3dvs. evil quest. Or just maybe because The Stand is d.\diT^cr- 

dhan-life adventure that deals with larger than-life concepts. 

ffiaith ... Fear ... Violence ... Hope ... Religion ... Justice 

;... Sex ... DestijQy_,«, Redemption . all played out in a 

Revelations-soaked wild West. You tell me if those aren’t the 

oJbsessions of Agiefica — not to^nention the ingredients of 

the Great American Novel. 

■t 4' 

Still not fconvinced? Just take'a lobk 'kito tffe faces of the 

character designj in-’ this sketchbook, read the creator 

comnaentary, and you’ll see the'respect and pasSiqn that 

Perkins, Writer Roberto Aguitfe-Sacasa and cover artist Lee „ 

,, Bermejo bririg with therh a§ they invite you to join them ori a 

harrowing journey into Armageddon|ltself, 
' - ' . ft '■ I 

. 

Happy trails. Constant Reader ... oh, and do something 

about that cold you got there ... sounds like a doozy. 

' — Bill Rosemann, editor 



PROMOTIONAL ARTWORK BY MIKE PERKINS 

From Mike Perkins: Flagg Is such a prominent presence in The Stand that with just a single image 

of him you can encapsulate the whole book. That s what I was going for here. It came pretty much 

as a whole into my head and Joe Q suggested making the skull in the foreground a lot larger as it’s 

such a primal image. 





ISSUE #1 VARIANT COVER 
PENCILS & INKS BY MIKE PERKINS 



From Lee Beimejo: Something wicked this way comes. The first cover image of 

The Stand had to convey that in spades. Since Flagg is the physical embodiment 

of that concept, it was challenging to try and keep him iconic while still giving 

him a look, walk, and attitude that would send chills down your spine. I also 

liked the idea that there would be something simple and normal yet obviously 

“ofF’ about the image as a whole ... something unsettling. 

While drawing this sketch, I couldn’t help but keep thinking about what 

was going to happen in that gas station ... what was in that car. It got to 

my nerves a little. 

Then I started cou true story. 

ISSUE #1 COVER SKETCH OPTION 
BY LEE BERMEJO 



fxrln CHARACTER STUDIES BY MIKE PERKINS 

Randall Flagg 
ROBERTO AGUIRRE-SACASA ON RANDALL FLAGG: The man of nightmares. Or, put another way, 

our nightmares given human (more or less) form. The dark side of the American Dream. Versions 

of him appear in more than a few of Stephen Kings novels; besides TJje Stand, Flagg haunts King’s 

Dark Thiffr series, Eyes of the Dragon, and maybe even Hearts in Atlantis. But the most terrifying 

incarnation of R.F. appears in Else Stand. King’s “Walkin’ Dude” may not be the Devil, himself, as 

Mother Abagail says, but he comes pretty damn close ... 

M.P. ON RANDALL FLAGG: I felt that Flagg needed to be designed less as a man — more as a force of nature. 

His hail will obscure his features, his face will be almost always in heavy shadow. This is the creature 

luiking under your bed, in your wardrobe, in your nightmares. Slightly familiar but wholly terrifying. 



R.A.S. ON FRANNIE. My favorite character in the novel. I didn’t give Mike Perkins much art 

direction in terms of how he should draw our characters — for that, there’s always the original novel 

to refer to, and anyway, Mike’s a genius — but for Frannie, I did write: “We have to fall in love with 

her immediately.” Which, of course, we do. Just like Harold Lauder and Stuart Redman do. 

M.P. ON FRANNIE: Aaah, dear Frannie. Just following the descriptions right there in the book, you 

know you have to fall in love with her. She has to have that glint of fun and mischief in her eyes 

but also the determination to be a strong survivor ... and not just lor herself 



^R.A.S. ON LARRY UNDERWOOD. Stephen King 

anti-heroes. Usually, for obvious reasons, these artists are writers; Thad Beamount in Tl?e Dark HalfdinA 

Ben Mears in Salem’s Lot immediately spring to mind, but the list goes on and on. In Tlie Stand, we have 

singer/songwriter Larry Underwood, on the brink of stardom when the super-flu hits, which — to me 

— is Larry in a nutshell: Wrong place, wrong rime. 

What I like best about Mr. Underwood (note his last name, pun fully intended. I’m sure) is that, at 

the start of The Stand, everyone has basically given up on him — including Larry, himself— and 

that somehow, as unlikely as it seems, he does go through what his mother describes as a "’change 

of soul. A)^hat makes Stephen King such a brilliant writer is that for quite a long while, you’re not 

entirely sure which side Larry’s gonna end up on: Good or evil. 

He also happens to be a key player in one of the novel’s most terrifying set pieces: His and Rita’s 

escape from Manhattan via a corpse-choked Lincoln Tunnel. 

IV1.P. ON LARRY UNDERWOOD: My favorite character in the book. Larry has to represent both what we would 

like to be and what we hope we never turn into. He should be recognizable as “the rock star” but tries to 

hide the fact. There should be a darkness to him — a darkness he truly wishes to overcome within himself 

Larry 
Underwood 



R.A.S. ON NICK ANDROS. Only Stephen King would decide that the leader of his ragtag group of 

heroes should be a twenty-two-year-old drifter who can’t speak and can’t hear, which — when you 

think about it — makes a kind of perfect sense: Nick speaks no evil and he hears no evil. (And, 

after his second encounter with Ray Booth almost leaves him blind, he very nearly sees no evil.) 

Selected by someone — Mother Abagail? God? — to lead half of the country’s survivors against 

the forces of darkness, it’s going to take everything in Nick’s doubting soul to rally his people for 

their final stand against Ultimate Evil... 

M.P. ON NICK ANDROS: A truly heroic soul. Nick needs to be young enough to have not found 

himself truly but old enough in his soul to know his true worth. 



R.A.S. ON TRASHCAN MAN. A classic Stephen King misfit. A pyromaniac for whom the end of the 

world means nothing more than: “I can blow up as many things as I want, and set as many fires 

as I want, and there’s no one around to stop me, or punish me, or make fun of me.” (At least until 

Flagg beckons Trash towards Las Vegas, towards some “great work” or other, in the desert.) 

I love how — in both the novel and in Mike’s sketches — Trashy’s body is a catalogue of burns 

and injuries, most of them self-inflicted. Symbolizing, perhaps, just how truly ravaged and 

diseased and rotten the entire country becomes pre-apocalypse. (Or, if sociologist Glen Bateman is 

right, how rotten it was pre-apocalypse, as well.) 

M.P. ON TRASHCAN MAN: The most fun character to depict — even though his appearance is 

somewhat horrific. That madness, that terrilying obsession, has to come across in the illustration, 

although there also has to be a smidgeon of pathos to him. 



R.A.S. ON STU REDMAN: He 's our story’s Everyman. Down to Earth, no-nonsense, decent, and 

plain-spoken. Steady and stoic. He’s like John Proctor in “The Crucible” by Arthur Miller: A good 

man, trying to do his best during Godless times. 

M.P. ON STU REDMAN: Yup, the Everyman. Constantly striving just to live a normal life. Trying 

to be a football star at school, trying to be a hard worker in a dying business, trying to be a normal 

husband and father in a tragically short marriage ... yet ... Stu needs to carry the dignity and 

determination that will see him through so very many hardships to come. 



VARIANT 
COVER 
SKETCHES 
BY MIKE 
PERKINS 

From Mike Perkins: 
After it was determined 

that we would tackle the 

interconnecting covers, and 

decided which characters to 

concentrate on, we had to 

determine where the setting 

would be. In my mind there 

was only one place. The 

Lincoln Tunnel scene in the 

book is so visceral and finely 

imagined that it becomes a 

centerpiece for that section 

of the novel. Just before we’d 

decided to approach the 

covers in this way I’d taken 

the opportunity, whilst in 

New York for the convention, 

to wander around and take 

numerous photos for exact 

reference. One such place I 

knew needed to be spot-on 

was the Lincoln Tunnel. 

We’ve also thrown into each 

scene something pertaining to 

each of the characters visualized 

— just something to keep your 
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COVER BY Lee BERMEK3 AND LAURA MARTIN 
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COVER BY Lee bermejo and Laura martin 
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THE STAND: CAPTAIN TRIPS #3 - SCRIPT TO FINAL 

Kike, is that wiioever's driving the car in this panel is about to be 
surprised by something iii the middle of the highwaj/road.) 

PAGE TWO. 
PANEL ONE. 
Gut to: A nice, big, Kighty Karvel splash page. A park¬ 
ing lot that's baking under the hot Arizoiia sun. Our 
first two "bad guys," Lloyd and Poke, are walking from 
their stolen white Cadillac (parked in the backgrouridj, 
towards a gas station/convenience store, which we don't 
have to necessarily see in this panel. Lut they're loaded 
for bear. Kike, and should look almost like... strutting 
desperadoes (only' more pathetic). Lloyd is holding a 
Schmeisser; Poke's got a .357. If they weren't so stupid, 
they'd be real bad-asses, though I guess you can draw 
them that way, if you v/ant. Kike. 

FLOATING TEXT! LURRAGK, ARISOidl. 
FLOATING TEXT: A DAY LATER. 

CAPTION! Lloyd Kenreid and Andrev? "Poke" i’reeraan. 
CAPTION! Had killed six people in as many days. 

CAPTION: The radio was referring to them as 
"interstate fugitives." 

CAPTION: Lloyd, especially, liked the sound of that. 

PAGE EIGHTEEN. 
PANEL ONE. 
Lack to a shot that includes both of our players. Kike. Starkey, 
pulling the trigger. Len, nervous, wanting to make sure he heard 
Starkey correctly. ("Troy," in other words, is like hitting the red 
button.) 

STARKEY: Extreme covert countermeasures, Len. 
STARKEY: "Troy." 

LEN: Dili... 

PANEL TWO. 
One final beat, focusing oii Starkey'. He's not kidding around, ivo 
backing down. He means business. (And every other military cliche 
you dan think of...) 

STARKEY: I repeat, Len... 

PANEL THREE. 
Gut to: A lonely highway somev/here iri southern Texas, the.middle 
of the day. A car (a nondescript-Pontiac) is driving along, av/ay 
from us, the readers, and towards either a bend/turn in the high- 

CAPTION: "Troy..." 

DROP TEXT: US 36, SIPE SPRINGS. 

DROP TEXT: ON THE WAY TO KOUSTOi.'. 

PANEL FOUR. 

"camera" in front of the Pontiac; it's heading for us. And inside, we have two averaj 
ewspaper--type guys. (Dealer s cnoice wnat tney look like. Kike, but th.e photographer, riding shotgun, shoe 

oe oyerweignt ana weaty.) nOTE: The radio in the car is obviously playdng Larry Underwood's hit single, "La 
Can fou Dig Your AanV'ANOTHER NOTE: Loth of the guys ir: the caJ, ^t especially the photographer, haVe fi 
spottea/oeen surprisea by something in the miaale of the highv/ay, so their expressions should reflect tha 

CAPTION: A REPORTER AND A PHOTOGRAPHER i’OR '"HE 
HOUSTON DAILY. 

RADIO: Laby, can you dig your man? 
RADIO: He's a righteous man... 
RADIO: Laby, can you dig your man? 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Holy Gawd, what the hell is this? 
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THE STAND: CAPTAIN TRIPS #4 - SCRIPT TO FINAL 

PAGE FIVE (CONTIirUED). 
PANEL FOUR. 
Cut to: Larry, standing at a payphone in Times Square, 
It's gray and raining, his collar is turned up. Around 
him, in the background, people are rushing to and fro, 
trying to duck the rain. 

FLOATING TEXT: lv'E¥ YORK CITY. 
FLOATING TEXT: TIKES SQUARE. 

LARRY: Well, I'm on the East Coast... 
LARRY: Somebody told me there were bloodsuckers on me 
and I ought to get out of the pool until they dropped 
off. 

ARLENE/ON PHONE: Come to think of it, I heard 
something about that, big spender. 

PANEL FIVE. 
Lack to Arlene. Eore or less a close-up on her as this 
conversation continues... 

LARRY/ON PHONE; Yeah, listen, Arlene, is Wayne 
Stuckey around? I want to thank him for something. 

ARLENE; You mean you haven't heard? 

PANELSiX. 
Lack to Larry. A ^ close-up on him as what Arlene ’ 
is telling him washes over him... 

ARLENE/ON PHONE: He's in the hospital with this flu 
bug... 

I; IMi— If !|| 
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PAGE EIGHT. 
PANEL ONE. 
Continuing this coriversation. Staying on Andy, as he gestures 
emphatically to the off-panel Lloyd. Kaybe he's holding up a hand, 
with a certain number of fingers, as he counts off what he's saying. 
And maybe we're over Andy, looking down at him. (Or whatever you 
want, Mike, or can do to keep these three pages i^siaraic-ish.) 

ANDY: You're going to trial in four days. We'll have a jury on the 
first day. The state will present its case on the second. I'll try 
to take up three days. I'll filibuster on my opening and closing 
statements— 

2 ANDY; -but then the jury will retire and find you guilty in 
about three minutes. 

PANEL TWO. 
Shifting the focus to Lloyd. Who now—FllIALLY—looks more than a 
little scared. Is maybe even sweating a little bit. Is squeaking out 
his line of dialogue: 

LLOYD: (a squeak) And therf^ 

PANEL THREE. 
Lack to Andy. A cloSe-up or a hyper-close-up on him; maybe we see 
his face from the nose-down. And he's smiling almost gleefully, 
his mouth close to the phone's receiver. Like he's relishing what 
he's saying. ' --— 

ANDY: Why, then you go on to Death Row at state prison and 
enjoy all that good food until it's time to ride the lightning. 

PANEL FOUR. 
Lack to Lloyd, ^^fo and again, more of a close-up on him. (Kaybe we see him from the iiose-up?') And he's evei 
inorG SGs.]rGci in "tli.is p&nGl#** 
5 ANDY (O.P.): It won't be long... 

PANEL FIVE. 

i n'tS players, Andy on the left, Lloyd on the right. Andy a little less intensi 
P nri on v bade ano aamiring his handiwork. Lloyd, shaken finally, maybe wit! 
a nano on ms heaa in a what—tne—nell—aici—I—get—myself—into?" gesture. 

ANDY; You scared, Sylvester? 

LLOYD: C-christ, yes, I'm scared. 
LLOYD: I'rom what you say, I'm a dead man. 

■ h Vv ■ 





THE STAND: CAPTAIN TRIPS #5 - SCRIPT TO RNAL 
PAGE ONE. 
PANEL ONE. 
GENERAL NOTE: Kike (and everyone), this is kind of the All-i'lagg 
issue, using mostly Chapter 23 from the novel. The idea is that we'll 
weave i’lagg iii and out of (and around) the other vigiiettes through¬ 
out the issue, while filling in his origin. Throughout, we'll be cut¬ 
ting back to him walking along Route bl, so I'll Indicate where we 
might have images of i’lagg just walking at the tops and bottoms of 
each page, or on the sides, set off from the rest of the panels on those 
pages, making this issue almost like an old-fashioned illuminated 
text—or like those early issues of Alan Koore's run on Swamp Thing. 
But for this panel, specifically, let's start nice and easy. A close-, 
or medium-, or long-shot (dealer's choice, Kike) of Randall i'lagg, 
a kiiapsack on his back, walking along a lonely highway, through 
a summer iiight. Lots of stars in the sky. The moon shining down on 
him. Eerie. Like something out of Unforgiven. 

FLOATING TEXT; US 51. 

CAPTION: Randall I'lagg vra.s a man of no age, a man called the Walkin 
Dude, or sometimes the Loogeyman. 

PANEL T¥0. 
Staying on I’lagg. Kore of a close-up, following the caption's lead, so 
that we see him in more detail—or, more specifically. What he's wear¬ 
ing in more detail. 

CAPTION: He wore feded, pegged jeans and a denim jacket, with a but¬ 
ton on each breast. 

PANEL THREE. ^ 
You can do this in one panel or in two panels. Kike, but basically we're looking 
at a close-up on the pins oh Flagg's jacket, which we're facing squarely, as, though he were walking right towards us, 
which he^is. The first button is a yellow smiley face (like something out of The Watchmen.) Beneath the second button, a 
cartoon pig's head wearing a policeman's cap, we see the words, in dripping, blood-red lettering: HOW'S YOUR PORKV 

NO CAPTION OR DIALOGUE. 

PANEL FOUR. 
(Low the "camera" is behind Flagg, looking down on his back—on the ratty, stuffed knapsack on his back. In front of Flagg, 
the pavement stretches out before him, and he's casting a long shadow, also before him... 

CAPTION: There was a Boy Sc out knapsack on his back, old and battered. 

CAPTION: Stuffed, like his pockets, with fifty different kinds of conflicting literature—pamphlets for all seasons, 
rhetoric for all reasons. When this, man handed you a brochure, you took it no matter what the subject... 

PANEL FIVE. 
Still behind I'lagg, looking at his butt, basically, so that we cati see that he has brochures and flyers and tracts folded 
up in his jeans' back pockets. Strutting along, a slight sway in his hips. Lots of space-lots of landscape-on both sides 
of his torso, on both sides of the panel. 

CAPTION: The dangers of atomic plants, the role played by the 
International Jewish Cartel in the overthrow of friendly governments, the CIA-Gontra-cocalne connection, the 
Blacks for Kilitant Equality, The Kode of the Klan... 

CAPTION: Flagg had them all, and more, too 

PAGE TVENTY-ONE. 
PANEL ONE. 
The first of two panels that run across the top of the page. A medium-shot of 
Flagg on the liighwa^'-, And it's as if Flagg has just crested the top of a hill 
and stopped himself suddenly'-, arms at his sides, almost as if he were feeling 
a current of some kind of electricity coming into his body... 

CAPTION: Ke stopped— 

CAPTION: Because something was coming. 

PANELTVO. 
A close-up on llagg, on his shadowy face in profile, filling the panel. His 
eyes are closed and his expression—as much as we can see it—is of a man expe¬ 
riencing a kind of transcendence, face slightly turned upwards. 

CAPTION: lie could taste it, a sooty hot taste, as if God were planning a cook- 
out and all of civilization was going to be the barbecue. 

CAPTION:He had beeti born when times changed, and the times were going to 
change agaiii. 

CAPTION: It was in the wind, in the wind of this soft Idaho evening. 

PANEL THREE. 
The page's biggest panel by far—almost a splash page, Kike. But we're looking 
at Flagg directly, and he's facing us, the readers, squarely. And his eyes are 
out at his side, and he is LEVITATING A I'OOT OFF THE GROUND. Behind him, file 
country seems to go on forever... 

CAPTION: Ke knew it was almost time to be reborn... 

CAPTION: ...else, why could he suddenly do magic? 





THE STAND: CAPTAIN TRIPS #5 
PAGE 2 PENCILS 



THE STAND: CAPTAIN TRIPS #5 
PAGE 3 PENCILS 
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I “ mSTANDlS A BOOK THAT HAS EVERYTHING. ADVENIORE, ROMANCE, PROPHECY, 

• ALLEGORY, SATIRE, FANTASY, REAUSM, APOCALYPSE" —THE NEW YORK TIMES BOOK REVIEW 

Adapted by noted playwright and screenwriter Roberto Aguirre-Sacasa (HBO’s Big 
Love), and illustrated by Mike Perkins {Captain America) and Laura Martin {Astonishing 
X-Meri), The Stand: Captain Trips takes readers into a world of horror, in which novelist 
Stephen King has spun a web of characters who have met the contagion, breathed its 

foul air and must now make a stand. God help us all 


