
Flint Marko: A Man Broken by War 
 

Flint Marko wasn’t always the monster known as Sandman. Before his transformation, he was a former soldier, a 
veteran of World War II who had returned home, like so many others, with little more than scars and a head full of bad 

memories. Flint was desperate, doing whatever he could to survive in post-war New York—a city booming with 
prosperity for some, and crushing the spirits of others. He found himself working for a chemical plant near the 
Brooklyn waterfront, dealing with industrial waste that no one wanted to touch. The plant was full of dangerous 

experiments and radioactive byproducts from the war effort—chemical runoff that wasn’t supposed to exist. 
 

The work was dangerous, but Flint was out of options. He needed the money to support his family—his wife and 
daughter—who had already suffered enough from his absence during the war. Flint, trying to provide for them, took 

on the most hazardous jobs, knowing full well that it was killing him, bit by bit. 
 

But one night, everything changed. 
 

The Accident: Sand Born from the Abyss 
 

In the dead of night, while Flint was tasked with cleaning out a storage tank full of dangerous, unregulated chemical 
waste, something went wrong. The mixture of sand, soil, and toxic substances created a violent reaction, ripping 

through the plant like an explosion. Flint was caught in the blast, his body being consumed by the radioactive 
sandstorm, swirling around him, eating through his skin, his bones, his soul. 

 
As the chemicals took hold, Flint’s body began to dissolve, turning into a shifting mass of grains and particles, his 
flesh reduced to nothing more than sand, but he remained conscious. He could feel every grain of his body scatter, 

shifting, reforming, and scattering again, like a human being trapped in the eye of a perpetual storm. 
 

But worse than the physical agony was the mental toll. The chemicals warped his mind, distorting his thoughts. He 
became less Flint Marko and more the Sandman, a creature of pure instinct and survival, unable to fully regain his 
sense of self. He was caught between worlds—part man, part elemental horror—and he knew, deep down, that he 

was no longer fully human. 
 

Appearance: A Monster Shaped by Sand 
 

​ •Form: Sandman’s appearance is nothing short of terrifying. His body is a constantly shifting mass of sand, 
silt, and debris, unable to hold any stable form for long. His face flickers between a human skull covered in cracked, 



eroded sand and a twisted, contorted visage that barely resembles the man he once was. His eyes are hollow pits of 
darkness, occasionally flickering with a faint, eerie glow, like embers buried in ashes. His skin, where it remains 

visible, is pocked and cratered, as though he’s slowly disintegrating. 
​ •Size and Shape: Sandman’s body can shift from a humanoid form to something more monstrous at will. He 
can tower over his enemies, growing to impossible sizes, his body bulging with grains and rocks, or he can break apart 

into a cloud of dust, slipping through cracks in the walls or reforming behind his prey. His limbs twist and stretch 
unnaturally, turning into massive sand-hammers or razor-sharp tendrils, capable of tearing through flesh and bone 

with terrifying ease. 
​ •Clothing: What remains of his clothes—an old, tattered soldier’s jacket from his army days—is fused to 
his body, slowly being consumed by the shifting sands that make up his form. The jacket is faded, torn in places, with 

rusted buttons that seem to cling desperately to the last shreds of the man Flint used to be. When he reforms, the 
jacket sometimes shifts into place, giving him a brief, tragic glimpse of the human he once was before it dissolves 

back into the sands. 
 

Powers: The Wrath of the Desert Storm 
 

​ •Shapeshifting Horror: Sandman is not bound by the limitations of the human body. He can shift and 
stretch his form into horrific shapes—monstrous, clawed hands, hammer-like fists, and towering masses of sand that 
engulf everything in their path. His ability to change size and density makes him unpredictable and nearly impossible 

to contain. 
​ •Storm of Sand: Sandman’s most terrifying ability is his power to disperse himself into a violent 

sandstorm, creating a swirling vortex of debris and dust. This storm moves with the force of a desert wind, blinding 
and suffocating his enemies while tearing apart everything in its path. Within the storm, Flint’s voice can sometimes 

be heard—a low, haunted whisper, like the echo of a lost soul carried on the wind. 
​ •Hardened Form: By absorbing nearby stone and concrete, Sandman can harden his body into a nearly 

indestructible form, becoming a living golem of rock and sand. In this state, he can withstand bullets, explosions, and 
even some of Spider-Man’s strongest blows. His body becomes heavy and solid, with each movement sending tremors 

through the ground. 
​ •Dust of Madness: Over time, Sandman’s body has absorbed more than just physical debris. The 

radioactive chemicals that transformed him also affect those who come into direct contact with his form. Prolonged 
exposure to his dust can cause hallucinations, feverish dreams, and madness, making his presence all the more 
terrifying. Victims describe the sensation as sand filling their lungs, suffocating them from within, even after 

Sandman has left. 
 

Psychological Horror: A Man Slowly Disappearing 



 
The true horror of Sandman isn’t just his appearance or his powers—it’s the fact that Flint Marko is slowly 

disappearing. The man who once cared about his family is fading into the sands, replaced by a creature of pure 
instinct. There are moments, brief flashes, where Flint remembers who he was—when he sees a photograph of his 

daughter, or hears a familiar sound from his old life—but they are fleeting. Each time he reforms, more of Flint is lost, 
buried deeper within the sands, leaving behind only the hunger for survival. 

 
​ •The Voice: When Sandman speaks, it is no longer with the clear voice of a man, but with the rasp of wind 
over desert dunes. His words are distorted, broken, like a man speaking through a veil of dust. There are moments 
when Flint’s humanity flickers through the cracks, when he tries to reach out to those he once loved, but the words 

come out twisted, incoherent, swallowed by the storm of his mind. 
​ •The Desperation: Flint knows, deep down, that he is losing himself. He clings to fragments of his past—a 
locket with his daughter’s picture, an old army medal—but even these mementos are being consumed by the sands. 
His transformation into Sandman is not just physical; it’s a slow, torturous erasure of his identity. Every battle, every 

moment of anger or fear, pulls him further away from the man he used to be, leaving behind only the monster. 
 

The First Encounter with Spider-Man: A Nightmare Unleashed 
 

When Jim/Spider-Man first encounters Sandman, it is a moment of pure horror. The fight takes place in the abandoned 
industrial wasteland near the Brooklyn docks, where Flint once worked. The sandstorm strikes without warning, 

reducing the surrounding area to dust, blinding Jim as he struggles to make sense of the chaos. 
 

As the storm settles, Jim sees the hulking figure of Sandman, towering over the ruins like a force of nature. Flint’s 
voice, distorted and broken, echoes through the empty streets. 

 
“You… can’t stop this, Spider-Man. I can’t stop this…” 

 
The battle is relentless. Every blow Jim lands on Sandman is absorbed into the shifting sands, and every attack from 
Sandman sends waves of dust and debris crashing down around them. Jim tries to reach Flint—tries to get him to 

remember who he is—but each attempt is met with rage and desperation. 
 

“Flint! You’re still in there! You have to stop this!” Jim shouts. 
 

But Sandman’s only response is a low, rumbling laugh, his voice swallowed by the wind. “There’s nothin’ left of me, 
kid… nothin’ but dust.” 


