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"STEADFAST IN PERIL" 

 

By Laura Morley 

lbmorley@gmail.com - http://lauramorley.com  

 

Notes to the artist: 

I've included layout suggestions on each page, which you can either 

follow or ignore totally depending on whether they strike you as 

sensible. I've included a layout sketch for the structure I'm 

imagining on pages 3, 5, and 7, to try to clarify what I'm picturing. 

 

The main effects I was trying to achieve in the layouts I've 

described: 

 Having characters (especially the main character, Smith) who – 

til the very end - move upwards even while the reader's eye is 

drawn downwards – especially on pages 3, 5, and 7. 

 Making the last page echo the first – when we see that layout for 

the second time, we understand more about what we were seeing the 

first time, and it has a deeper resonance. 

 Using the same layout for pages 3, 5, and 7, to give the present-

day action continuity against the memory/flashback pages, and to 

suggest a repetitive and endless action. 

Like I say – they're suggestions, and you may well have better ideas.  
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PAGE ONE 

Panel one 

We're looking up, through blue, frigid water, at the underside of a 

ship at sea. Moonlight from way above outlines the shape of its hull 

in the water: the vessel's so vast we can't see it all, just its prow 

and the first third of its length.  

 

This panel is page-width and occupies the top two-fifths of the page. 

 

CAPTION (lettered in a font like elegant handwriting – use this 

caption style throughout): OUR TRADE IS NOT, IN THE POPULAR 

IMAGINATION, ASSOCIATED WITH HEROICS. 

 

Panel two 

Pagewidth again.  

 

We're inside a plain, wood-panelled shipboard storeroom, with a 

staircase rising left to right from the panel's centre. There are four 

men (plus the feet of a fifth) on panel: all are dressed in Edwardian 

postmen's uniforms (colours: navy blue with a red trim). Two 

(WILLIAMSON and GWINN) stand at the foot of the stairs, heaving hefty 

mail sacks from a pile at their feet that extends off to the panel's 

left. A third man, WOODY, stands directing them toward the stairs; a 

fourth (our hero SMITH), with dark red hair and mutton-chop sideburns, 

is climbing the staircase. He has his back toward the top of the 

stairs, climbing backward,  a mailbag in his arms so heavy he bends 

backward to brace its weight. The feet of a fifth man, MARSH, are 

visible at the top of the staircase.  

 

CAPTION: TO BE SURE, THERE ARE ADVERSITIES TO OVERCOME. 

ELEMENTS TO BATTLE. SOLITARY JOURNEYS IN THE DARK TO 

SERVE THOSE UPON WHOSE CONSCIOUSNESS OUR EXISTENCE 

SCARCELY DAWNS. 

 

Panel three 

A view from down in the hold as Smith, a step or so higher than in 

panel two, loses his grip on the mailbag he's been carrying. He's 

still facing down the stairs – remember he's been climbing backward – 

and so he falls onto his backside with his face toward us. The bag 

bounces down the steps in front of him (toward the viewer). 

 

CAPTION:  BUT A GROUP LESS DRIVEN BY DREAMS OF FAME OR FABLE, 

YOU COULD SCARCELY HOPE TO FIND. 

 

http://www.google.com/url?q=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.flickr.com%2Fphotos%2Fpeamasher%2F503641605%2F&sa=D&sntz=1&usg=AFQjCNHKc3BYRsZU1EMda42NlsGokq3zuw
http://www.google.com/url?q=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.flickr.com%2Fphotos%2Fpeamasher%2F503641605%2F&sa=D&sntz=1&usg=AFQjCNHKc3BYRsZU1EMda42NlsGokq3zuw
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http://www.google.com/url?q=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.mcginn-walker-family.com%2Fexhibits%2Fthomas_walsh_kilvine_in_postman_uniform.jpg&sa=D&sntz=1&usg=AFQjCNH0GXoNcjRdfmt4gUhGXZ43Jvrrug
http://www.google.com/url?q=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.mcginn-walker-family.com%2Fexhibits%2Fthomas_walsh_kilvine_in_postman_uniform.jpg&sa=D&sntz=1&usg=AFQjCNH0GXoNcjRdfmt4gUhGXZ43Jvrrug
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Panel four 

From the foot of the staircase, beyond the dropped mailbag (which 

slumps front and centre), we see Smith looking down toward us with 

dismay, as Marsh (behind him) helps him back to his feet. Smith should 

be the panel's focus. If possible, it would be good to show the name 

"SMITH" stitched onto the breast of his uniform, beneath a row of 

"good conduct" stripes. 

 

CAPTION:   WE WERE NEVER HEROIC.  

WE WERE STEADFAST. 

http://www.gettyimages.co.uk/detail/news-photo/postman-displays-his-four-good-conduct-stripes-news-photo/3315700
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PAGE TWO 

Layout suggestion (totally up to you whether you go with this or not – 

I just want to describe how I see it, in case it inspires anything in 

you: maybe lay this page out so each panel is bigger than the one 

before. These are Smith's memories, and I want the recent ones to feel 

brief and fleeting, the older ones "slower" and more deeply-felt. 

Because these are memories, the colours too should be muted (like 

early photo-tinting), visually distinct from the action in the present 

day. 

 

Panel one 

Closeup on Smith's hands: he's winding the mechanism of a handsome fob 

watch. 

 

CAPTION: ONE'S MIND DOES SIFT, SORT, AND PARCEL RECOLLECTIONS, 

JUST AS THE ANECDOTES SAY. 

 

Panel two 

A newly-weighed anchor, still trailing seaweed and water, hangs from 

the black-painted side of a ship. 

 

CAPTION:  EMBARCATION. 

 

Panel three 

Closeup on the breast of Smith's uniform, a silver needle stitching 

the latest of four golden "good conduct" stripes onto the fabric, 

above the embroidered name "SMITH". 

 

CAPTION:  PROMOTION. 

 

Panel four 

Close-up on a glimpse of Smith's ankle, exposed between the cuff of 

his uniform trousers and the top of a well-polished boot. A West 

Highland terrier, teeth bared and snarling, is closing in on the 

ankle, ready for the taste of blood. 

 

CAPTION:  MY VERY FIRST POST ROUND. 

 

Panel five 

Smith, a little skinnier and younger than we've seen him so far but 

still quite recognisable by his red hair, stands in a tailor's shop. 

His arm's stretched out for the tailor to measure, his unfinished 

uniform coat draped over him and his hat perched on his head. 

 

CAPTION:  FAST AT FIRST, THEN SLOWER, DEEPER. 

http://www.google.com/url?q=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.gettyimages.co.uk%2Fdetail%2F3315700%2FHulton-Archive&sa=D&sntz=1&usg=AFQjCNFcdS59gXMJ5AxeFv97Rl1KtewIqQ
http://www.google.com/url?q=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.gettyimages.co.uk%2Fdetail%2F3315700%2FHulton-Archive&sa=D&sntz=1&usg=AFQjCNFcdS59gXMJ5AxeFv97Rl1KtewIqQ
http://www.google.com/url?q=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.gettyimages.co.uk%2Fdetail%2F3315700%2FHulton-Archive&sa=D&sntz=1&usg=AFQjCNFcdS59gXMJ5AxeFv97Rl1KtewIqQ
http://www.google.com/url?q=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.gettyimages.co.uk%2Fdetail%2F3315700%2FHulton-Archive&sa=D&sntz=1&usg=AFQjCNFcdS59gXMJ5AxeFv97Rl1KtewIqQ
http://www.google.com/url?q=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.gettyimages.co.uk%2Fdetail%2F3315700%2FHulton-Archive&sa=D&sntz=1&usg=AFQjCNFcdS59gXMJ5AxeFv97Rl1KtewIqQ
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Panel six 

A little girl, aged about 8, runs up the seaside path to a Cornish 

tin-miner's cottage, waving a sealed envelope above her head. This is 

Smith's daughter ELSA. She has mid-brown hair tied back with a ribbon 

that's coming untied. 

 

ELSA:   PAPA! 

 

CAPTION:  THE LETTER OF APPOINTMENT: WHAT A REPRIEVE IT FELT... 

 

Panel seven 

Smith, gaunt and skinny, bends over to pick up Elsa, only now she's a 

year or so younger than last panel, smaller and lighter. Smith is 

trying to smile for his daughter but his face is ashen, and he wears a 

simple black armband on his shirtsleeve. 

 

SMITH:  ALL SHALL BE WELL, ELSA. I PROMISE. 

 

CAPTION:  ...AFTER THOSE LONG, HUNGRY MONTHS SINCE THE TIN MINE  

   CLOSED DOWN.  
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PAGE THREE 

See layout sketch (script p.11 below): this one's a little 

complicated, but the effect should be neat. Essentially, the whole 

page can be read as a single cross-section cutaway through the body of 

the ship, so we can see three decks at once, with the zig-zagging 

staircase connecting them. The floors of the decks de facto divide the 

page into three page-width "panels", and the men travelling down the 

stairs direct the reader's eye. 

 

"Panel" one 

This is the highest deck we can see, with an exit door, a balcony, and 

a flight of railings. A plaque reading "D Deck" is affixed to the 

wall. Leaning over the railings stands THESSINGER, a portly man in 

rolled-up shirtsleeves, who shouts his lines down to the figures in 

the panels below. To his right stands Marsh, a mail sack tucked under 

one arm, using his free hand to mop his brow with a handkerchief. 

 

THESSINGER: MY GOD - STILL AT YOUR POSTS - YOU CAN'T HAVE HEARD 

THE NEWS? 

 

MARSH:  WE'VE HEARD. 

 

"Panel" two 

A flight of stairs crosses the whole panel, heading down from left to 

right. Williamson right) takes a bag of mail from the perspiring Gwinn 

(a few steps below him). 

 

The plaque on this level reads "E Deck". 

 

WILLIAMSON: HOW MANY MORE BAGS TO GO? 

 

GWINN:  NINETY-SEVEN MORE FOR THE REGISTERED MAIL. 

 

"Panel" three 

The next flight of stairs crosses the panel from right to left, 

reaching the bottom deck where the mailbags are piled. A sign on the 

wall reads "F Deck".  

 

On the left of the panel Smith bends backwards with the next mailbag 

in his arms, puffed but with a smile on his face. Because he's down 

here in the bottom left, the panel's positioned next to page 2 panel 7 

- and it looks almost like the action here continues straight from 

that one. Smith's pose should look as though he could have stepped 

directly from that scene into this one, the little girl replaced by 
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the mail bag. To his right Woody stands a few steps upward, climbing 

the stairs and carrying another bag. 

 

WOODY: AND TWENTY-EIGHT HUNDRED OF THE REST. IS THAT CORRECT, 

MR. SMITH? 

 

SMITH:  AYE, SIR - SIX MILLION PATRONS TO SERVE. 
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PAGE FOUR 

Again, this page uses the photo-tint hues of early memory. I've 

included suggestions on panel size and arrangement that try to draw 

out the parallels between panels one and four, and two and three – 

again, feel free to disregard if you have a better idea. 

 

Panel one 

Page-width; one-quarter height. 

 

We're inside a modest stone church (I'm thinking something laid out 

like this or this.) The panel is framed from the altar, looking back 

down the aisle toward the door: in the aisle, walking toward us, Smith 

is one of the pall-bearers carrying a coffin. Elsa, aged maybe six, 

sits in the front row of the pews, crying in the lap of a 30-something 

red-headed woman (Jago's sister JENNIFER); the woman's NEIGHBOUR leans 

over to hiss some whispered gossip in the redhead's ear: 

 

NEIGHBOUR:  WHAT'LL JAGO DO FOR MONEY? WAY I HEAR IT, SINCE THE 

MINE SHUT DOWN, MORWENNA'S SEAMSTRESSING WAS KEEPING 

THE LOT OF 'EM AFLOAT. 

 

CAPTION (bottom right): EVEN THE MEMORIES OF SORROW ARE NOT MEMORIES 

I'D HAVE FOREGONE. 

 

Panel two 

Half-width; one quarter height. 

 

The interior of a bedroom in a tin-miner's cottage. In the bed lies 

MORWENNA, Smith's wife: she looks gaunt, with a classic consumptive 

complexion (very pale skin and bright lips). Her long, dark hair is 

pushed back off her face. Smith holds in one hand a bowl from which 

he's been feeding her broth. He uses the other to mop her brow with a 

cloth. Elsa, even younger, stands at the bedside, holding her mother's 

hand. 

 

CAPTION:   THE SORROWS BORN OF HAVING LOVED. 

 

Panel three 

Half-width; one quarter height. 

 

An echo of the previous panel, framed the same way on Morwenna lying 

in the same bed, except that - though rather thin and pale still - she 

is healthy now, a few years younger, holding in her arms a newborn 

baby. Again Smith kneels by her side, beaming down at baby Elsa.  

 

http://www.google.com/url?q=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.photosofchurches.com%2Fimages%2FEngland%2FCornwall%2C%2520Zennor%2520Church%2520Interior.jpg&sa=D&sntz=1&usg=AFQjCNFVzwgQvUge5jsQmg0vl867Nkp6JQ
http://www.google.com/url?q=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.flickr.com%2Fphotos%2Fatoach%2F2186147724%2Fsizes%2Fl%2Fin%2Fphotostream%2F&sa=D&sntz=1&usg=AFQjCNF5UB50UMR6NusuDSul1nbPrDLaWg
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MORWENNA:  SHE LOOKS LIKE AN "ELSA". 

SMITH:  SHE LOOKS LIKE A DREAM. 

 

CAPTION:   OF HAVING HELD SOMETHING OF VALUE. 

 

Panel four 

Page width; one quarter height. 

 

We're in the same church as in this page's first panel, now on a 

bright spring day with sunshine streaming through the stained glass 

windows. Again the panel's framed from the top of the aisle, looking 

out at pews full of relatives and friends in their best clothes. Front 

and centre, at the altar, stand Smith and Morwenna. They're very 

slightly younger than in the last panel, and Smith holds a ring on 

Morwenna's finger. (As a working-class Edwardian bride, Morwenna wears 

a very simple ivory frock.)  

 

SMITH:  IN SICKNESS AND IN HEALTH, FOR RICHER OR POORER, TIL 

DEATH DO US PART. 

 

CAPTION:   THOUGH ALL COMES IN THE END TO GRIEF -  

 

Panel five 

Half-width, one quarter height. 

 

Smith kneels on one knee on the Cornish beach, proposing to Morwenna, 

as the sun sets into the sea beyond them. 

 

CAPTION:   -OUGHT THAT TO STOP ONE EVER FROM BEGINNING?  

 

Panel six 

Half-width, one quarter height. 

 

At the same waterfront spot we see Smith and a FRIEND, gangly and 

awkward in their late teens, wading barefoot in the shallows to gather 

driftwood. Smith is bending to scoop something from the water, but he 

looks up, smitten, at Morwenna, who's walking on the shore. She's also 

in her teens, smiling flirtatiously and carrying a basket of 

groceries, though she already has her trademark pallor. Smith's friend 

pulls a face, dropping a hand onto his shoulder to tell Smith:  

 

FRIEND:  MORWENNA TREVELYAN? SHE'S PROPER NESH, THAT 'UN. FACE 

LIKE A WHITE-WASHED WALL. FIND YOURSELF A LASS WITH 

MORE LIFE IN HER.  
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PAGE FIVE 

Same three-deck layout as page three. 

 

"Panel" one 

Thessinger stands right at the top of the stairway, gripping the 

railings and loath to actually head down. He looks distraught. Marsh 

has dumped the sack he was carrying at the top of the stairs, and 

turns to head back down the steps toward Williamson (in the next 

panel). 

 

THESSINGER:  DON'T YOU HEAR ME? WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH YOU? ARE YOU 

MAD, OR ONLY STUPID?  

 

"Panel" two 

Williamson holds up his mailbag, ready to pass it to Marsh in the 

panel above. Gwinn has his back to Williamson, trooping back down the 

stairs (toward the right). 

 

Marsh's speech balloon descends down from the panel above. 

 

MARSH:   WE MAY VERY WELL BE BOTH, BUT WE HAVE MADE OUR CHOICE. 

 

"Panel" three 

Woody is holding the bag that Smith had on page three, ready to pass 

it up to Gwinn, and looking over his shoulder toward Smith. Smith, in 

the left-hand bottom corner of the page, holds another mail sack. 

Again, his posture makes it look as though he's finishing the action 

he was taking in page four panel six (standing up straight). The floor 

beneath his feet is slick now with water, and the sackcloth mailbags 

are growing dark with damp. 

 

WOODY:   I SAY, JAGO. THESE FEEL HEAVIER ALL THE TIME.  

 

SMITH:  I'M AFRAID THEY'RE GETTING WET. WE'LL NEED TO WORK 

FASTER. 
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PAGE SIX 

Again, this page is flashbacks, so back to the phototint hues. 

 

Panel one 

Page-width, one third height. 

 

We're back on the same beach where Smith first saw Morwenna. Smith, 

now only eight years old, is kneeling on the sand, wearing a stripy 

Edwardian bathing suit, and building a sandcastle quite close to the 

tideline. His sister Jennifer, aged maybe ten, stands over him - 

barefoot and wearing a short dress - with her arms folded and a 

disapproving expression.  

  

JENNIFER:   IT SHALL ALL BE UNDERWATER IN FIVE MINUTES. 

 

SMITH:   I DON'T CARE. 

 

Panel two 

Panels two, three, and four are each one-third width and one-third 

height, arranged in a row across the page. The sandcastle is visible 

in them all, but the children need not be - Jennifer's speech balloons 

can be tailless. 

 

In panel two, as the two children watch the sea, a wave sweeps in 

toward the sand castle... 

 

JENNIFER:   CAN'T YOU SEE?  

 

Panel three 

At its height it reaches a point just inches from the sandcastle's 

crumbly walls... 

 

JENNIFER:  YOUR SILLY CASTLE WILL BE WRECKED. YOU'RE WASTING YOUR 

TIME. 

 

Panel four 

...Before receding and falling back, leaving a trace of foam on the 

sand in its wake. 

 

BALLOON (tail extending down into panel five below): JENNIFER! JAGO! 

  

Panel five 

Page width; one third height 
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Frame the panel from the water looking inland, so the children are 

foregrounded. Jennifer's run forward and started climbing a flight of 

steps cut into the granite cliff-face beyond the beach. At the top of 

the steps a woman in working-class late-Victorian dress stands waving 

to the children. She was the unseen speaker in panel four: this is the 

Smith children's MOTHER. Smith is looking up at her, still kneeling on 

the sand beside his castle as another wave sweeps in. 

 

JENNIFER:   COMING, MAMA. 
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PAGE SEVEN 

And back to the present-day action; again, the layout and setting 

matches that on pages three and five. 

 

"Panel" one 

THESSINGER steps back from the top of the stairs, one hand on the 

handle of the exit door. Marsh is ignoring him, setting down a mail 

sack at the top of the stairs. Marsh's speech balloon extends down 

toward the panel below. 

  

THESSINGER:  COME WITH ME, FOR GOD'S SAKE. LEAVE NOW. GIVE 

YOURSELVES A CHANCE.  

 

MARSH:  GENTLEMEN. THERE IS NO SHAME IN WITHDRAWAL, SHOULD ANY 

OF YOU WISH IT.  

 

"Panel" two 

Gwinn, visibly perspiring, leans forward to scoop up a mailbag 

Williamson has dumped on the stairs beneath him. Williamson, in turn, 

is dumping another onto the pile. 

 

GWINN:   NOT I, SIR. 

 

WILLIAMSON:  I ONLY WONDER, SINCE IT'S COMING UP SO FAST, IF D DECK 

WILL BE HIGH ENOUGH? 

 

"Panel" three 

Down here at the lowest level, Smith stands up to his ankles in water, 

straining to hoist two mailbags at once toward the stalwart-looking 

Woody. There are more bags piled on the steps between them, and the 

bags still on the floor are drenched by the rising water. Woody is 

grabbing bags from the top of the pile on the stairs. 

 

WOODY:   EVER UPWARD, GENTLEMEN. 
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PAGE EIGHT 

The page layout here matches the one from Page One. 

 

Panel one 

An echo of the scene from page 1, panel 1, except that we're now 

viewing the ship from above, in bird's eye view. We see its nose 

beginning to rise up above the ocean, as the rear compartments fill 

with water and sink. Visible on its side as the ship tilts are the 

letters RMS Titanic. 

 

SMITH (tailless): EVER UPWARD. 

 

Panel two 

This page-width panel shows only the lowest deck of the ship, where 

the water's risen and engulfs the lowest steps. All five postmen 

cluster here, trying to salvage the sodden mailbags. Smith faces 

Woody, who stands a few steps above him on the right of the panel, 

handing him a dripping wet mailbag. It's important here to convey a 

sense of Smith's upward motion: have his leading foot placed on a 

higher step, his body reaching upward. Between the men's feet the 

steps are piled with mailbags; still more are visible disappearing 

below the rising water in the lower lefthand corner of the panel.  

 

CAPTION:  FIVE OF US SERVED IN THE POSTROOM ABOARD THE ROYAL 

MAIL SHIP TITANIC.  

 

CAPTION:  IT IS MY HONOUR AND PRESUMPTION TO SPEAK FOR THEM: 

OF ALL MY LIFE'S ENDEAVOURS, NONE MEANT MORE THAN THAT 

I TRIED TO SAVE THE MAIL.  

 

Panel three 

A panel framed from the foot of the staircase, down at water level, 

looking up the stairs. Smith has turned around from his upward 

movement, and now faces down toward the reader. For the first time in 

the comic, he is beginning a descent: down toward the rising water. 

 

NO TEXT 

 

Panel four 

Return to the flash-back colours last seen on page six.  

 

The nine-year-old Smith gets up to climb the stairs toward his mother. 

We see him mid-turn, his face angled away from us, reaching up for the 

railing as he goes to ascend the stairs. In the foreground of the 
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shot, a wave sweeps in and engulfs the now-falling walls of his 

sandcastle. 

 

NO TEXT 

 

--END-- 
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Page 3 layout sketch 
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STEADFAST IN PERIL – MAIN CHARACTER SKETCH - JAGO. 

 

Jago Smith would never presume to call himself a hero. In his eyes, 

unstinting effort and unassuming selflessness are the duty of any 

Edwardian Englishman. But, though one mightn't think it, the path Jago 

chose in life offers ample opportunity for quiet heroism, and no 

opportunity more profound than his last: an appointment as postmaster 

aboard the Royal Mail Ship Titanic. Red-headed, scrawny, and terribly 

stiff in the upper lip, Jago should be a pathetic figure: is trying to 

salvage the sinking Titanic's mail any less futile than rearranging 

its deckchairs? But for Jago, a widower at 30, life has always been an 

effort to make meaning in the face of mortality. In his final moments, 

Jago's determined to live out the ideals of honesty, service, and 

courage that define his modest heroism. 

 

The character is based loosely on a real historical figure – the 

Titanic really did have five postmen, and all five perished trying to 

carry the ship's 3,000 bags of mail to safety on the higher decks. 

 

 


