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FADE IN:

EXT. - SPACE

The blackness of space begins to glow brighter until it is glowing red, almost the color of bright blood.  It begins to roil and bubble, and as the POV pulls back we see that, in fact, it is the surface of a star.  This is RAO, the central red giant that lies at the center of the Kryptonian solar system.  The star grows smaller and smaller as the sky around it fades from black to blue; a cloud passes by, and we realize that we have entered an atmosphere. As we turn, we find stretched out a landscape that inspires awe, breathtaking in its remote beauty.  This is KRYPTON, a world with awesome geography unlike anything on Earth.  There is a giant megalopolis on the planet before the camera, thousands of giant buildings in a city fifty times bigger than New York or Hong Kong.  Dominating them all is the largest building - the massive CENTRAL CHAMBERS, where the members of Krypton’s government discuss the planet’s problems.  
INT. CENTRAL CHAMBERS

Two dozen men and women in bodysuits stand around a table talking – or so it seems.  Rather, it is merely holographic projections of these people.  We begin to hear a conversation between the council members.

ZON-EX

..so we are in agreement to commence with the construction of the new solar array, correct?

The council, one by one, nods their heads in agreement. 

COUNCIL (one at a time)

-Yes. –Yes. –Yes.

Last among them to speak is JOR-EL, a Kryptonian who looks as though he is in his late 30s in human years.  He wears a full bodysuit, which covers most of his body.  The suit is arraigned in geometric patterns of colors, in different designs than the other council members – each of which has his/her own unique design.

JOR-EL

Yes, Chairman, but I must insist that we discuss the matter of the geological activity occurring in the core.  It is of the utmost importance –

A woman (CER DAN-GE) to Jor-El’s right scoffs at the notion.

CER DAN-GE

Please – spare us this babble, Jor-El.  We are all aware of your little doomsday theory that Krypton is about to blow apart any second, and we have already determined that it is completely without merit. General Zod and the army have already tested the core for the reasoning behind the earthquakes, and all their research indicates that it is simply part of the planet’s seismic cycle.

JOR-EL

But the results are wrong!  We have never recorded such severity of quakes, especially such strong ones in such close succession!  Zod is wrong!  All my data shows that the geological activity is in fact a very real danger, and getting stronger by the day!

KON-LO 

Please, Jor-El.   Why would Zod lie?  He has credit throughout all of Krypton as a skilled, trustworthy leader.  What would he have to gain from altering the data?

JOR-EL

I…I’m not sure.  But he is wrong.  We need to do something about this, something decisive. We can save our people. It is time for action – no more talking!

ZON-EX

Indeed, Jor-El.  We shall hear no more of this apocalyptic talk.  This meeting is adjourned.

One by one, the holographic images of the council members fade.  Within a few seconds, the only one left is Jor-El, who stands looking frustrated.  Then his image too blurs and vanishes.

INT. - JOR-EL’S RESIDENCE

Jor-El walks away from a circular pad surrounded by about three hundred degrees of a wall.  We can see into the chamber, and it holds an image on the walls of the council room from the scene before.

LARA(V.O.)

They did not listen, Jor-El?

He turns to see his wife LARA, who is standing in a similar outfit.  She has a look of concern on her face.

JOR-EL

It is as I feared, Lara – the council is too stubborn to listen.  I have warned them again and again of what the data implies, and yet they do not listen!  I fear that Zod has turned the council against me.

LARA

Come now, Jor-El. Surely Zod would not risk the lives of everyone in the world simply because I chose to marry you instead of him.  

JOR-EL

(chuckling) 

You think not, my love?  Surely you realize how strong a role emotions can play – even in our sterile world.

LARA

Jor-El, do not start with this again, please.  

JOR-EL 

Well, look at us!  We may no longer have war, have famine or disease, but look what cost!  We have become a society of hypocrites, who claim to be dedicated to logic and science above sensation, but in reality who merely simmer with hidden emotions! Perhaps if we just acted the way we were supposed to – 

Lara approaches him, holds her finger to her mouth to silence him.

LARA

And you do, Jor-El.  That is why I chose you over Zod; you are a good man, and you are not afraid to be who you truly are.  And I thank Rao every day for letting me make the right choice. 

For a long moment, Jor-El stares into her eyes.

JOR-EL 

My dear Lara.  What ever would I do without you.

We hear a bawling beginning to come from the other room.  Lara breaks away from her husband and glides towards the sound.  She reaches into some sort of Kryptonian crib and pulls out an infant – little KAL-EL, who she cradles softly. 

LARA 

Hush, little Kal.  I’m here, I’m here. Shhh.

Her cooing calms down the baby quickly, who begins to drift off to sleep.  

LARA 

But you are right – we must do something about this problem.  We must find some way of averting the disaster and save our world – if for nothing else than for our son.

JOR-EL 

Lara…put down the baby and come with me.  Please.

INT. – COMPUTER ROOM

The two of them enter a large, spherical room, dominated by massive holographic screens all around the center console, where alien touch-screen keyboards sit. On the screens (which are actually multiple boxes of different shapes and sizes on one curved screen, like different programs running on a PC) run various calculations, which clear from the screen when Jor-El touches the keyboard. Jor-El, in the center, takes Lara’s hands and looks into her eyes.

JOR-EL

Lara…I am afraid that I have not been completely honest with you.  

LARA

What…what do you mean? 

JOR-EL takes a deep breath, then turns to his console.

JOR-EL

Let me start from the beginning. 

He begins manipulating the panel as Lara listens intently behind him.

JOR-EL

As you know, the Science Council has been sending out probes to search for extraterrestrial life for hundreds of years.  Well, last month – 

Jor-El punches one last button then stands back, looking towards Lara. Before her on the screen in full 3-D sits Earth, as seen from space.

JOR-EL

-we found it.  A small rocky planet about one-tenth the size of Krypton, located in the neighboring galaxy.  Lit by a Class G2 yellow star.  The probe locked onto radio signals thirty light years away after it emerged from hyperspace, then traced them back to the point of origin.

LARA

So it has…intelligent life?

Jor-El nods, then presses another button. Lara’s jaw drops in surprise.

JOR-EL

But it only gets more bizarre.

An inset window cuts through scenes from Earth: People on a city street; children on a playground; etc, etc.

LARA

Rao above …they look…they are us!

JOR-EL

So I thought, at first – perhaps they were some unknown offshoot of Kryptonians that settled there years ago.  But the probe analyzed their biology – 

He pushes another button, and another inset window opens, showing a human body in profile rotating around, with icons and notes popping up around him pointing to various parts.

JOR-EL

-and there are significant differences.  They are nearly identical externally, but far less complex on a cellular level.  Their technology, is also far less advanced than ours – thousands of years so.

LARA

So then why hasn’t the Science Council announced this to the world?  Why is it being hidden that we are not alone in this universe – that there are beings that look just like us a galaxy away? That there is a place where we can move to – and live with those like us!

JOR-EL

I wish I knew. Before we could announce it, some order came down from the Grand Council ordering us to never disclose this information – they said it was a military matter now.

Lara seems to be poised to ask a question – a question Jor-El is expecting – when the world begins to tremble.  The two of them try to catch themselves as Kal begins to cry again.

JOR-EL

Rao – it’s begun!  

Lara runs over to Kal, scoops him up.

LARA 

Jor-El! Come here – help me comfort Kal!  If this is the end, let us go together - as a family.

 Jor-El moves over to her, places his hand on her shoulder.

JOR-EL

It doesn’t have to be the end, Lara – not for all of us.  

CUT TO: Jor-El dashing into his LABORATORY, with Lara and Kal close behind.  Moving as fast as he can, Jor-El manipulates a control pad as he talks.

JOR-EL

I had been working on my own contingency plan, without the Council’s knowledge.  I was hoping to create a stasis pod that could save us, fly us to that other world when the cataclysm occurred, but I was only able– 

He taps one last button, and a secret door in the floor ahead of him splits open. From within arises a sleek, glistening metallic SPACESHIP about 10 feet long.  

JOR-EL(CON’T)
-to make a prototype.  Just big enough for Kal.

LARA 

And you want to send our son out into the unknown alone – in that small thing?  He might well die out there!

JOR-EL 

But he will have a chance! He will not die with our world – with us! 

Lara is still uncertain. Jor-El moves to her.

JOR-EL

Lara – my wife, my love – let us give our only child a chance to survive.  Let us give him the last gift we can as his parents.

Lara looks at him for a second, then bursts into motion, heading for the pod. The tremors in the background continue to flare up and die down every few seconds.  As his wife runs with Kal to the pod, Jor-El begins hitting buttons on his pad again.  A compartment in the front of the rocket opens up, revealing a tiny padded chamber into which Lara places her son – but she does not leave.  Instead, she holds his hand, looking at him as tears begin to stream down her face. She turns her head back towards Jor-El as he furiously types on his pad.

LARA

Jor-El…Kal will survive on that world to which you are sending him? He will be all right?

JOR-EL

He will more than survive, my dear – he will thrive.  The sun of that world will give him powers and abilities far beyond anything we can do.  As he grows older, his cells will absorb more and more yellow solar energy – 
Jor-El looks up, and a small smile crosses his face.

JOR-EL (CON’T)

He will be a superman.

Jor-El types one last thing into the pad, then runs over to the pod as another tremor shakes the building.  This time, the walls of the building begin to break, cracks shooting outwards from weak points of the walls like water flowing through rocks. Jor-El dashes up to his wife, then stops by her side.  He puts one arm around her and reaches out to his son with the other. 

Jor-El’s POV: We see little Kal, blue eyes wide in curiosity and sadness – he seems to know something big is happening. Jor-El’s hand brushes Kal’s face. Lara bends over and kisses her son, her tears falling onto him like baptismal water.

LARA 

Goodbye, Kal…Rao watch over you forever…

Jor-El bends over as well to kiss him as well, then stands back up.

JOR-EL

Goodbye, my son. I love you. We both will love you forever.

The two step back, and the pod begins to close.  Little Kal begins to bawl as it closes. Inside the pod little Kal cries as soft lights illuminate around him – red, blue and yellow lights. With a hiss a pale, light gas begins to fill the chamber.  Kal’s crying softens, then stops as he falls asleep.

Outside the pod, Jor-El and Lara hold each other close. Lara turns to him, her eyes burning with a mix of emotions, from terror to fear to motherly concern.

LARA

Jor-El – launch it! 

Jor-El’s jaw is set in determination as he leaps towards the control pad – just as another tremor hits, far more massive than before. Jor-El and Lara fall to the ground. A chunk of ceiling comes down, hitting Lara on the head with a thud as another smacks Jor-El on the shoulder with a crack of broken bone. He collapses to the ground, screaming in pain – as another chunk lands on his leg just as hard.  He turns through the pain, and we see his face in close-up as he looks back in fear and agony. 

Jor-El’s POV: We see Lara, unmoving on the shaking ground – and we see the platform holding Kal’s ship begin to crack.  The crack quickly spreads as pieces of the platform begin to fall into the pit below (where the probe had been stored) 

CLOSEUP: Jor-El – the fear in his face turning to angry determination. 

JOR-EL 

(screaming)

NO!!!

He pulls himself back up to his feet with all his will and throws himself at the panel.  He slams his fist down as hard as he can on a large red button on the panel – it doesn’t say it, but it’s obviously the LAUNCH button. The pod begins to rumble, then blasts off into the air. 

Jor-El’s POV: the pod, ion engines glowing white, is accelerating up through the debris in the ruins of his home – its motion contrasts with the rubble falling downwards. From the pod, Jor-El grows smaller as it accelerates upwards- we see him, broken and bleeding, staring at the pod with a mix of sadness and happiness on his face as it begins to climb.  His face gets smaller and smaller as it climbs until the pod rises up through the ceiling, which obscures his face – the last thing we see of him is him mouthing, “Goodbye.” The pod continues to climb, faster and faster, until we see the whole city below – buildings many times taller than the highest on Earth falling to the ground like card houses.  Next to the pod now, the blue sky begins to turn black, then the sky turns to the starry backdrop of space. Finally, the spaceship blasts away from Krypton as massive cracks, glowing green, spiderweb across the surface of the planet behind it. 

Everything is quiet for a few seconds, though the cracks continue to spread across the planet; then the green light from the cracks seems to grow brighter and the planet explodes in a burst of green light – absolutely silently. As pieces begin to fly away from the still-exploding planet and past the spacepod, the sound finally hits it – no roaring, just a steady increase in bass rumbling.  A small chunk of the green remains of the planet smack into the side of the pod, and stick to it.  As fragments of the planet shoot by the ship, a multicolored WORMHOLE opens up in front of it, swallowing the spaceship up before closing in a burst of light.
CUE CREDITS

We drift through space until the moon hovers before us, silent in the night sky. Without warning, the space in front of it seems to burst open, and out flies the SHIP, its wormhole closing behind it.  The pod screams towards the massive Earth in front of it, its outer shell beginning to heat up and glow from re-entry. It buffets violently as it enters the atmosphere, shaking back and forth fiercely.  The tiny green chunk of Krypton that’s stuck to it dislodge and spiral off.  The pod continues its downward plunge, enabling us to see where it’s headed – we see the heart of America, Mississippi River cutting able streak through the continent – the pod is headed west of that.  It grows smaller until it is out of sight.

SCENE: SMALLVILLE, KANSAS.
EXT. – KANSAS ROAD – DAY

A young Jonathan and Martha Kent, also known as PA and MA KENT, are driving along in their old pickup truck on a dirt road in the middle of nowhere as the sun begins to set.  We see MA has been crying. There is an awkward silence between the two. Pa is the first to break it.

PA 

You all right, hon? You haven’t said anything since we left Doc Curtis’s office.

MA

Oh, fine, just great.  Everything’s coming up roses. 

(beginning to sniffle) 

I’m just happy as ever. Why wouldn’t I be?

PA

Martha, don’t start that way with me. You don’t think this isn’t killing me, too? I wanted a child as much as you did, but it’s not going to happen.  I’m sorry, but that’s the hand we were dealt, and we’ve got to work with it.

MA

But why, Jon?  Why can the Rosses have three children already, but we can’t have one?  What kind of justice is that?  Aren’t we entitled to have a family too? Can’t we ever have a little Suzie or Billy or Clark?

Pa starts to respond, but a bright light fills the cabin.  A streak flies in front of the truck and slams into a cornfield by the road.  Pa jams on the brakes and the truck slides to a stop.  The two get out and stare at the crater by the side of the road, covered in smoke and debris.  Jonathan climbs down into the crater, much to Martha’s astonishment.

MA

Jonathan, are you crazy?  That could be a nuclear missile, or a meteor, or something!

Pa, ignoring her, bends down and begins to sweep away the burnt corn stalks and shocked glass on the object to take a better look.  His hand touches it, and he leaps back in pain – it’s still hot.  But the pod begins to move.  He backs away, scurrying up towards Ma.  The two grab each other as the pod beeps furiously and contorts – until it opens to reveal a baby inside.  

PA

Well, I sure wasn’t expecting that.

Little Kal-El begins to cry in his pod, and Martha dashes down into the crater to scoop him up in her arms. She coos and comforts the baby as Pa now looks on from above.

PA

Martha, wait! You don’t know – 
MA 

(angrily) 

Don’t know what, Jonathan?   That a baby just fell from the sky?  That he could be a Russian, or a mutant, or an alien?  That he could be the beginning of the end?  No, Jonathan, I don’t. All I know is that a child just appeared into our lives, just fell out of the sky in front of us, after all these years on our own.  Tell me that’s not a sign.  Tell me.

She turns back to young Kal.

MA (CON’T)
Ssshhh.  It’s okay; it’s all right, little baby.

(He stops crying and looks into her eyes)

Our little Clark.

Pa climbs down into the crater and wraps his jacket around little CLARK KENT.  As the new family walks up to the truck, snow begins to fall.

SCENE: SMALLVILLE, YEARS LATER

EXT. – DIRT ROAD – SPRING DAY

It’s several years later; CLARK is about eight or nine years old, and walking home from school in the spring along the road with his friends, PETE ROSS and LANA LANG, about the same age. They are playing catch as they walk, tossing a baseball between them.

CLARK

Pete, toss it this way!

Pete does, tossing the ball to Clark, who snags it with his baseball glove.  He then throws it over to Lana, who in turn tosses it back to Pete. As Clark wings it at Pete, Pete winces when he catches it – it’s a hard throw.  Pete gets a look of clever deviousness as he tosses it back to Clark.

PETE

Hey Clark – I bet you can’t throw the ball all the way to that tree in Old Man Harrington’s pasture over there. 

He points to a lone tree in the middle of a pasture at least thirty yards away – further than a nine-year old should be able to throw, at least.  Clark looks intrigued.

CLARK

What’ll you do if I can do it?

PETE

I’ll buy you lunch for a week. And if you don’t, you have to do my math homework for a week.

CLARK

All right–sounds good.

He starts to go into a wind-up, stretching out, trying to imitate major-league baseball pitchers. Lana looks at him in concern. 

LANA

Clark, I really don’t think it’s a good idea – Mr. Harrington doesn’t like it when anyone goes on his property, and his old bull lives in – 

Clark blasts the ball out of his hand with fastball speed – smack! It hits the tree with surprising force.  All three of the kids stare on in incredulity.  

LANA

-there.

(beat)

PETE

Well, you gotta get it, Clark.

CLARK

Me?  I won the bet! You should get it.

PETE

Exactly!  I have to buy you lunch, so you should go and get it.

CLARK

That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard.  

PETE

All right, all right – Lana was the only one involved, so she should go and get the ball.

LANA

What?  No way – I’m not going in there.

CLARK 

(reluctantly, handing Pete his glove)

Fine.  I’ll go in there.

He walks over to the fence and scrambles underneath it.  Pete and Lana watch Clark with concern. As they do, distant car begins to appear, traveling down the dusty road.  Clark climbs up the hillside to the tree, looks around for the ball.  He sees it sitting next to the tree.

CLARK

Ah-hah.

He bends over to pick it up – then hears heavy breathing over his shoulder.  Slowly, he looks up – to see a very large, angry bull staring at him.  He gulps. 

Next to Pete and Lana, a worn old pickup truck pulls up - it’s Pa Kent. They look over at him, worried; they know that Clark shouldn’t be in the field, but they don’t want to get in trouble.

PA

Hello Pete, hello Lana.  Where’s Clark?

Lana is about to say something when we hear a boy scream from the field.  Pa whirls around, his eyes filled with concern. 

CUT TO: Clark running away from the bull as fast as he can, screaming.  He sees his father twenty yards ahead in the road – but there’s no way he can outrun the bull that long.
CLARK

PAAAA!!! HELLPPP!!!

PA

CLARK!!!

Pa nearly kicks the door of the truck off in running out, leaps over the fence and sprints towards where the bull is chasing Clark. 

Pa’s POV: The bull lowers its head and toss Clark into the air in rage, throwing him like a sack of potatoes with its incredible strength.  

Pete and Lana’s POV: The bull then turns towards where Clark landed and runs right for it – we hear a thump where the two hit.  Lana begins to tear up, while Pete’s breathing becomes ragged in fear. 

CLOSEUP: Pa’s face; he’s in shock at seeing his son attacked and mauled before his eyes. He stands like a stone in the field. After a second, he seems to find his voice, which comes rushing out of him in one steady flow.

PA

NOOOO!!!
Pa sprints towards where the bull was as fast as he can, with the speed only a concerned parent can muster.  Pa’s POV: we see the ground bouncing beneath him as he runs, until he reaches – 
- a shocked but unharmed Clark, a bit dirty but no worse for wear. His clothes are torn, and he is somewhere between relieved and confused – exactly the state where Pa suddenly finds himself.

PA

Clark?  … Are you all right?

Clark nods his head in shock, and looks at his father with a look of wonderment.

SCENE: SMALLVILLE ELEMENTARY.
EXT. – SCHOOL PLAYGROUND - DAY
A ten-year old Clark is playing with Pete, Lana and some other kids, playing kickball.  Clark is the pitcher, holding the ball in his hands as a boy (TOMMY) steps up to the plate.  He holds his hand up, then ducks down.

TOMMY

Just a second – I gotta tie my shoes!

CLARK

Come on, Tommy, hurry up!

Pete chants towards the slow-moving boy from second base.

PETE 

Time-wast-er! Time-wast-er!

TOMMY

All right, pitch it!

Clark rolls the ball right towards Tommy, who boots it over everybody’s heads in a might kick.  As the outfielders go running after it, it lands and bounces, rolling along the dirt.  As the kids see where it’s headed, they slow down; their eyes widen in fear.  We see the ball roll to a stop at a pair of dirty sneakers.  Towering above the ball is a kid, about 12, dressed in dirty jeans, a black, torn T-shirt, and an arrogant look on his face – everyone’s typical elementary school bully (NELSON).  All the kickball kids stare at him in fear – no one wants to go face him. The bully bends down and picks up the ball, turns it over in his hands.

NELSON

Hey, a kickball! Thanks, losers!

He turns back towards his friends, an equally-ratty group of 12-year olds.

NELSON

Hey guys, check out what the stupid fourth-graders lost!

Lana takes on a look of anger.  She storms past the other boys and heads towards Nelson.  Behind her, Pete and Clark look on in awe.

PETE 

Lana –no! Don’t be stupid!

Lana storms over to Nelson.

LANA 

(defiantly)

Excuse me – we were playing with that, and we want it back.

NELSON 

Ummm…No. 

He violently shoves Lana to the ground.  She lands with a thump, and begins to cry as Nelson and his buddies laugh. Clark stands watching on the pitcher’s mound, his expression changing from shock to anger.  He runs towards the bullies.

CLARK

Hey – Nelson!

Nelson turns and confronts Clark. Clark walks up to Nelson –we see the two staring each other down.  Nelson is a good six inches taller, but Clark’s bright blue eyes stare seemingly right through him.

CLARK

I want you to apologize for hurting Lana – that wasn’t nice.

NELSON

Make me.

Nelson gives Clark a shove much like the one he gave Lana, but Clark doesn’t fall – he stumbles back, regains his footing, and socks Nelson in the face with a mighty right fist in one smooth motion. Nelson is literally lifted up by the blow; his head snaps back and blood trails from his face.  He flies up about two feet into the air and about four feet backwards, landing with a heavy crunch on the ground.  He moans half-consciously from the ground as a shocked Clark stands in front of him, staring fearfully at the bully. 
A few yards away the bullies stare at him, their jaws hanging down – they then turn and run away. Clark stands in the sun, the other boys slowly approaching him. Clark looks at his own fist in shock – he seems frightened of the power it holds, and he stares at it as though it were some sort of monster.  Lana looks up at him from the ground.

LANA 

Clark…?

INT. - PA’S TRUCK - LATER

Pa and Clark sit in silence – Pa has clearly given Clark a severe talking-to.  Pa sighs to himself. The truck pulls up to the house, and the two get out.  Clark sulks his way to the house as his father follows close behind.

INT. – KENT HOUSE

PA 

(as they enter)

Go up to your room, Clark.  Your mother and I will be up to talk to you.

CLARK 

Yes, Pa.

As Clark goes up the stairs, Pa enters the kitchen, where Ma is cleaning.  He looks at his wife, then leans back against the doorframe.

PA

Clark got into a fight at school today, Martha. 

Ma looks up in surprise, and puts down the dust rag in her hands. She nervously flits with her fingers as she looks at her husband.

MA

Oh, my. How did it happen?

PA

Apparently at recess, some bully was causing trouble, and stole Clark’s ball. Lana went over to ask for it back, and the bully knocked her down.

MA 

(hand raised to her mouth in shock)

Oh, Lord.

PA

Well, when Clark saw this, he stormed over to this boy and told him to apologize to Lana. When the bully tried to push him, Clark punched him in the face.

Ma pulls up a chair next to him and sits, still staring at her husband.

PA

Apparently, this “Nelson” boy had been causing trouble for a while. This wasn’t the first time, according to the teacher – who, I might add, seemed just a little bit happy that somebody had stood up to him – that he’d started a fight. Clark just finished it.

MA

But we can’t let Clark think that this kind of behavior is okay – even if it was for the right reasons.  He can’t go around beating up every person who does something mean.

PA

I know, I know. We would be horrible parents, teaching him a lesson like that.  

He looks off into the distance, his mind still clearly concerned with something. Ma knows something is wrong, so she sits down and looks at him with an expectant look in her eyes – she stares over her eyeglasses at him. Pa sighs again, the pulls up another chair next to her.
PA 

(slightly quieter)

It’s just that…I saw the boy who Clark hit when I went to pick him up at school.  The kid’s face…I couldn’t have done that to somebody if I hit them as hard as I could.  Hell, Shoogy in the barn probably couldn’t mess somebody up like that if she kicked them in the face.

The two stare off into space in respective directions, both clearly thinking the same thought, wondering exactly what this latest bizarre example of their son’s abilities just might mean. Ma finally breaks the silence after a few seconds that seem to drag on like hours.

MA 

Well, then we’ll just have to be extra sure to teach Clark that violence is always the last resort.

PA

Yeah. 

Through the living room, up the stairs, and through his bedroom door, Clark sits on his bed, listening to their conversation.  His SUPER-HEARING is starting to kick in.

PA 

(his voice echoey, heard through Clark’s ears when no one else could)

But, you know… I am proud of him for standing up for what’s right.

Clark smiles.

SCENE: SCHOOL HALLWAY

A 15-year old Clark is standing in the hallway in Smallville Middle School, talking with Pete in hushed tones.  

PETE

Come on, man, you gotta go through with this.  

CLARK

I dunno, Pete…I mean, she’s-

PETE

The Hottest, Most Popular Girl in School!  I know – everybody knows!  That’s why you have to go through with this.  You can’t back down just because you’re a little intimidated.  You have to do this.

Just then, a very beautiful blond girl (BETH) walks by the two of them; like many beautiful high school girls, she’s all but oblivious to most around her. Pete nudges Clark, who turns and calls out to her.

CLARK

Beth!

The girl turns, and gives Clark an inquisitive look.  Clark freezes up for a second; he’s never talked to her before.  After a moment, Pete firmly shoves him from behind in her direction, and Clark walks up to her.

CLARK

Um, hey.  

BETH

Hey. Clark, right?

CLARK

Yes!  Um, yeah, that’s my name.

Behind them, Pete points Lana towards Clark and Beth. Lana looks a little crestfallen.

BETH

Yeah…well, I gotta get to class, maybe we can talk at lunch-

CLARK

Wait!  I, uh, just wanted to know if you wanted, maybe, to go to the movies or something…with me. Maybe this weekend or something?

BETH

Oh…Clark, I’m sorry, but…I gotta go.

Clark is left standing in the now-empty hallway.

EXT – FARM FIELD - DAY

CUT TO:  Clark, yelling in anger, smashing his fist against a boulder in his dad’s field.  It splits apart, and he breaks the pieces apart again. He picks one part up and throws it well out of sight, then proceeds to do the same with the rest of the now fist-sized chunks.  His anger expended, he takes a few deep breaths, wipes a bit of spittle from the side of his mouth, then walks back calm again to the house, passing an aghast Pa Kent.

CLARK

That rock’s out of the way, Pa.


SCENE: A CRISP KANSAS MORNING, TWO YEARS LATER

EXT. – KENT HOUSE
We see the Kent farm, beautiful in the early morning sunlight.  The cows are grazing with the horses out in the pasture, and on the porch the family dogs, Rusty and Shelby, sleep next to each other. The sound of a rooster’s crow echoes through the reverie.  

CLARK(O/S)

YAHOO!!!

A blur of motion shoots over the Kent barn, the windows of the house rattling as Clark flies by.  The dogs on the porch leap to their feet, barking at the sudden noise. Above it all Clark shoots through the sky, the fields rocketing by a hundred feet beneath him. He has on his face, quite possibly, the biggest smile ever seen on this planet.

CLARK

I can fly!  I can fly!!! WOOHOO!!

He pulls a joyous loop-the-loop in the air, soaring past a flock of birds.  He spins in midair and shoots towards them, scattering the birds. For nearly a minute, the camera follows him soaring through the air, pulling loop-the-loops, Immelman turns, all sorts of amazing maneuvers that would be impossible for any plane, any rocketship or helicopter to pull off – the kinds of things only Superman could do.  

EXT. – KENT HOUSE - DRIVEWAY

Pa Kent stands on the ground back at the farm, staring at his son in the sky, his face a jumble of emotions: happiness, confusion, and even a good bit of fear. Ma walks up to him from behind and puts her hand on his shoulder.

MA

We have to tell him, Jonathan.  He deserves to know why he’s – why he’s different.  Clark’s almost 18; he’s nearly a man.

PA

But that’s just it, Martha.

The two of them stare, for a long moment, at their son, flying in the Kansas sky.

PA

He isn’t.

Clark comes in for a landing right in front of his parents.  He wipes out a little on the landing; he still doesn’t have the hang of it yet.  Nevertheless, he scrambles up with a grin plastered across his face.

CLARK

(Trying to be nonchalant) 

Hey Ma, hey Pa.

(It doesn’t work.)

I CAN FLY!!!

He grabs both of them in a hug, squeezing them tightly.  They don’t return the gesture.  Clark realizes something’s amiss.

CLARK

Is…is everything all right?

PA

Son, there’s something we need to tell you.  

Pa walks towards the barn, and Martha beckons Clark to follow. Pa walks ahead of them to the cellar of the barn, and pulls the doors open.  

CLARK

Wait – in the barn cellar? 

MA

Yes, Clark. We think it’s time you saw what was in there.

Clark is intrigued but a little freaked; he’s never been down there – it was always off-limits – but his parents’ somber tone has him wondering what lurks down there.  
INT. – BARN CELLAR

They walk down the stairs into the dark to a tarp-covered shape in the corner.  Pa moves towards the tarp – but Clark can already see what’s beneath.  His mouth hangs.  Pa pulls the corner of the tarp away as Ma’s hand tightens around her son’s arm.

There in the eerie light sits the spaceship that brought Clark to Kansas all those years ago.  Clark walks up to it, touches it to see if it’s real.  His hand runs across its side, running over Kryptonian letters engraved into its skin.  He turns to his parents, who are standing behind him holding each other.

MA

Clark, a long time a go we always wanted to believe…we really wished that we’d have a child someday…but the doctor said that it wouldn’t happen…than on the way back from his office…

PA

We found you in that rocket all those years ago, son.  We thought…maybe there was a chance you’d been sent up by NASA or something…but it just seemed like a miracle. 

CLARK

You mean…I’m…I’m an…I’m not human?

MA

We thought you were just a gift from God…our own little boy from the stars. We never imagined that you’d be…what you are. 

PA

We thought that you were a miracle, son.  I guess we weren’t wrong.

Clark looks shell-shocked, his eyes staring off into nothing.  Ma and Pa walk up to him and put their arms around him, and his parents start to sniffle a little bit.

CLARK

Why didn’t you tell me before?

MA 

Oh, Clark…we didn’t want you to grow up think you were different from everybody else. Lord knows, being a kid is tough enough without knowing you’re from outer space.

PA

When we found you, you seemed so normal – we had no idea about your gifts. Then, as you got older, with each new ability that showed up it seemed harder and harder to tell you. We didn’t want it to be any more of a shock then it had to be.

Clark looks at his parents and realizes with a little smile just how much they really care about him. After all, how many people would take a boy they find in the middle of a cornfield and raise him as their own son? 

CLARK

I love you guys so much. 

He kisses his mother on the cheek, then hugs Pa – who returns the favor with pride.

CLARK

 Thank you for looking out for me – for doing what’s best for me.  You’re the best parents on this planet – off it, too.

His parents smile, and the three of them walk back up out of the cellar into the golden morning sun.  Clark looks up at the sky, as though trying to see where he came from.  The family’s reverie is broken by the loud mooing of the cows from the barn; they all turn and look.

PA

Sounds like the girls are mad I’m late for our date.  Clark, you want to give me a hand?

Clark looks back at his father as he steps away from them.

CLARK

I will in a few minutes, Pa.  I just want to…

MA

We understand, son. Go ahead – go ahead and fly.

Clark smiles back, and the golden sunlight seems to make him glow.  He jumps into the air, and his parents watch from below as he flies off into the sky. We follow him as he speeds through the air, skipping over clouds and heading upwards, seemingly off into the morning sun. 

CUT TO: A STARRY SKY

CLOSEUP: Clark’s face, illuminated by stars behind him – it looks like nighttime. As Clark’s head turns and he rubs his neck, we realize that Clark is hovering above the Earth itself, hundreds of miles up. He stares outwards at the stars above and all around him, eyes filled with wonder. 

Clark’s POV: We see the broadness of space, millions of tiny stars twinkling. Suddenly, the stars around the edges seem to blur and grow longer, transforming into streaks of light as the bright star in the middle of his vision grows bigger and bigger until it seems huge, dominating his vision, surrounded by the warped images of the stars around it – we’re seeing his TELESCOPIC VISION. 

Clark blinks hard, then tilts his head a bit to the left and we see, again from his POV, the whole process over again with different stars.  He’s looking for his home. With a look of fascination on his face, Clark stares out into the heavens, standing on nothing – a boy in jeans and a T-shirt staring into his destiny.

SCENE: METROPOLIS
EXT. – SHUSTER BUILDING PROMENADE- DAY

A group of high school students is milling around in a lavish courtyard outside a giant, elegant skyscraper.  In the middle of the group is CLARK, staring up at the top of the giant building.  He is 18 now, and stands tall and strong, at least six-three. His eyes are locked in an expression of amazement, his mouth hanging open a little and his face angled straight up into the sky.  He’s staring up at the SHUSTER BUILDING, the tallest skyscraper in the world and landmark of METROPOLIS.  From his eyes on the ground, it seems to extend on forever into the sky. Lana walks up to him from behind, and places her hand on his shoulder, gives a little squeeze. He doesn’t take his eyes off the building.

LANA 

C’mon, Clark – we need to get going.  They’re going in.

CLARK

Yeah, I heard.  I’ll be a minute.

(beat)

I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore, Lana.

LANA 

(smiling)

Very funny, Clark. Shall we…?  

He offers her his arm in a humorous gesture of gallantry, and she accepts it with a smile on her face. 

LANA

Always the gentleman, Clark Kent.

INT. – SHUSTER BUILDING - LOBBY

The two of them walk in to the building together with the rest of their classmates.  Clark glances around the lobby as they enter, staring at everything, while Lana stares at him. 

CLARK

You know, Lana, the elevators in the Shuster Tower are the fastest in the world.  

LANA

(feigning interest)

 Really?

CLARK

They can travel upwards at a rate of 1650 feet per minute – fast enough to…get to the top…in 48 seconds…

He trails off as his attention is diverted elsewhere. He seems to be distracted, and we begin to hear what he is hearing: the sounds of heartbeats, people breathing, phones ringing, people talking and arguing, and cars outside on the street.  Through this, one voice over a RADIO begins to get more obvious as the other noises dim in comparison as Clark concentrates on the voice. 

VOICE 

…repeat, there is a possible nuclear weapon in the building!  All units, evacuate all civilian personnel!  

LANA

Clark?  Clark, what’s wrong?

Clark begins to push her towards the door, through the crowd of people.

CLARK

Lana, trust me, you’ve got to get out of here.  Something bad is about to –

He gets cut off as a southern female voice comes over the PA system in the building.

WOMAN(V.O.)
Ladies and gentlemen, I’m sorry for the inconvenience, but there is a gas leak in the basement and we are going to have to ask everyone to leave the building.  There is no need to panic; simply leave through the nearest exit and you will be directed as to what to do.

Slowly, people begin to file out through the main doors of the building, their voices growing louder in confusion. The teacher - MS. ELLESON, a woman in her mid-fifties – waves the students towards the doors.

MS. ELLESON
All right, Smallville High students, let’s go, we meet in two minutes out front at the fountain.  Let’s go!

As the people in the room begin to stream out, Clark breaks away from the rest of the group, pushing against the crowd towards the center of the large room.  Lana turns and sees him as she is all but carried away by the wave of people leaving the building.

LANA

Clark, what are you doing?  CLARK!!

CLARK

Don’t worry – just go!  I’ll go out the back way!

LANA

Clark, what the hell are you doing!  Clark!

Her screams grow dim as she is pushed through the doors by the wave of people. Clark, no longer distracted, turns back to face the center of the building, his face hardening in seriousness at the task ahead. As the camera sweeps around his face, we can see him looking – but more than looking.  We can tell that he is using his eyes in ways that we cannot, staring through walls, looking for heat patterns.  Finally his gaze stops, - on the elevator doors.  Clark moves towards it, begins to break out into a run towards the elevator. In the confusion, no one notices the teen headed for the doors. 

INT. – ELEVATOR SHAFT

  The thick outer doors of the shaft open, pushed without any effort by Clark.  He looks down and sees, one floor below him on the elevator’s roof, a shiny large metal briefcase.

CLARK

Oh boy.

He drops down the fifteen feet like nothing, landing catlike on the metal of the lift. Clark’s POV: the briefcase turns transparent to display the insides, as Clark looks through with X-RAY VISION. The inside of the briefcase looks like a photograph negative, with all the colors reversed. Inside, the bomb looks like a bunch of metal boxes connected with wires of different colors.  On top of one of the boxes is a digital counter that just ticks down past 50 seconds.  The elevator begins to shudder and moves upwards, faster and faster.

CLARK

48 seconds.  Oh my God.

Clark rubs his hands briskly together, glancing around the shaft and looking for escape routes, any way out of the shaft that he can take the bomb.  

CLARK

Come on, Clark.  Think, damn it!  Think!

Suddenly, it is as though we can see the light bulb above his head.  He grasps the briefcase’s handle and jumps upwards into the air.  He begins to fly up, faster and faster, as the elevator falls away behind him.  

Clark’s POV:  He speeds straight up, towards the grate that lets in just a little light at the top of the shaft.  He’s rushing at it amazingly fast – no way to stop in time.

But he doesn’t need to.

EXT. – SHUSTER BUILDING

The Metropolis P.D. units are in the midst of evacuating all of the people from the tower, moving them away as fast as they can without panic.  Suddenly, the top of the roof explodes outward as a blur erupts out of the building, headed upwards at amazing speeds and sending chunks of roof flying.  On the ground, Lana and everyone else look up as the sound settles on top of them.

High above them all, Clark is screaming upwards towing the suitcase in his right hand and his left fist extended in front of him, heading up through the sky with no sign of slowing.  He shoots up faster than a rocket with a roar of air, passing through clouds, quickly leaving behind the stratosphere. Beneath him, the city continues to shrink until it is just a gray dot on the eastern seaboard as the sky around him turns from blue to black.  

CLARK 

(to self)

 I know I can.  I know I can.  I know I can.

EXT. – EARTH ORBIT

He glances back down at the briefcase below him.  His X-ray vision shows that there are only nine seconds left on the timer.  He shouts, No! But he’s already out of the atmosphere – in space, no one can hear you scream.  He begins to twirl, spiraling like a rifle bullet.  With a mighty throw, he hurls the case outwards away from the planet below.  He just has time to cover his ears in instinct and shut his eyes tight.

The world goes white.

EXT. – SHUSTER BUILDING - PROMENADE

Below in Metropolis, it looks like a star suddenly appeared in the daytime sky.  All the people in the crowd look upwards.  Then, as quickly as it has appeared, the light vanishes.  Everything is quiet for a second, as the crowd below stares upward wondering what happened - they know that there wasn’t any gas leak. Above their heads, a speck of light appears, like a meteor entering the atmosphere.  

EXT. - ORBIT

It is Clark, falling like a rock towards the ground below.  His arms and legs are extended, each limb trailing a little contrail.  We see his face, bathed in orange plasma from the friction as he falls, the fire eating away at his clothes.  Clark’s eyes snap open, and he turns and begins to steer himself away from the coast.  

SCENE: A HOSTEL ROOM
INT. – HOSTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Inside, Lana leafing through a fashion magazine on a bunk but not really paying attention to it.  She is nervous, obviously worried about something – or someone.  She hears some murmuring voices in the hall, and she turns her head to listen.  With a gasp of happiness, she leaps upwards and rushes towards the door.

LANA

(to self)

Clark!

Lana opens the door to the room just a crack, to see the teacher reprimanding Clark – who is wearing different clothes.

 MS. ELLESON

…we had absolutely no clue where you were, Clark Kent!  If the principal finds about this, you will be suspended, I will be fired and no one from this school will ever go on a field trip again!

CLARK

(staring at floor) 
 I’m sorry, Ms. Elleson, but the crowd just carried me out another direction, then I got pushed around and by the time I got to the fountain you were gone!

MS. ELLESON

I’m going to keep my eye on you, Clark.  You’ve always been a good student, and I trust you – just don’t let it happen ever again!   

She walks off in a huff as Clark sheepishly watches her go.  From behind him, Lana watches from her door until the teacher is out of sight, then jumps onto Clark, wrapping him in a giant hug. 

LANA

Clark! Oh, thank God you’re okay.

CLARK

Me? Oh yeah, I’m fine.

LANA

We were so worried about you – I didn’t know where you’d gone, and I was so afraid that you’d gotten lost or mugged or something!  

CLARK

Aww – you didn’t need to worry about me.

LANA

(it spills out before she can stop herself) 
But I do, Clark.

The remark hangs awkwardly in the air for a minute, as they both think about what she just said – not necessarily a confession, but close enough to make them think.  Lana quickly tries to change the subject.

LANA

Anyway…

(her eyes narrow) 

why are you wearing a different shirt? 

CLARK

Huh?

LANA

Why do you have different clothes on?

Clark looks down, staring at the different jeans and shirt he has on.

CLARK

Um, well, I, uh, kinda got pushed into a mud puddle and my clothes were all dirty so I, uh, bought some new ones.

LANA

Nice try, Clark.  I’ve seen you wear that shirt before at school.  

Clark’s eyes shift back and forth in panic, knowing he’s been caught in a lie with no easy way out.

LANA

But I don’t care about that.  Why did you run away from me before, in the building?  Where did you really go?

Clark stares at the floor, thinking hard about what he’s about to do. After a moment, he looks up at her.

CLARK

 Lana, do you really trust me?

LANA

(taking his hand)

Of course.

CLARK

Okay, then.  Come with me.

He takes her by the hand and leads her into the nearby staircase.

EXT. – HOSTEL ROOF - NIGHT

The world is filled with the sounds of a big city on a warm night: the music, the horns, the yelling voices.  Clark leads Lana to the edge of the building.

LANA

Wha – Clark, what are you doing?

CLARK

(holding his index finger to his mouth) 
Ssh.  Just watch.

He hops upwards onto the small ledge on the edge of the roof, his back to the street and his face to her.  Exhaling a deep breath, he takes a step backwards.

And he doesn’t fall.
Slowly, he takes another, and another, until he is standing on air about three feet from the edge.  Her face is a shocked expression – every part of her says that it’s impossible.  But she knows it’s true.
CLARK

Pretty neat, huh?

LANA

Wha?...I just…how are you doing that?  Is there..glass?

Clark is confused for a second, then realizes what she is talking about.

CLARK

Oh – nope.

As if to underscore the point, he drops his feet so that his toes point downwards toward the street below – nothing beneath him.

LANA

Oh my God. Clark – this is amazing.  You’re like Jesus or something – I mean – Oh, God…I…I don’t even know who you are… 

Clark floats over to her, touches down and holds her – she seems a little weak in the knees.

CLARK

Oh, no – I’m still just Clark, Lana.  I’m just like any other guy – I can just do…more.  Watch.

As she sits down on the gravel, he walks over to a rapidly spinning fan in part of the ventilation system on the roof.  Its blades are about two feet long, and it is spinning so fast that it’s just a blur.  Clark reaches out and sticks his and in front of one of the blades.  There is a shower of sparks, and Lana shrieks in horror.  As the smoke clears, though, she sees that he is standing there unharmed holding the fan blade in his hand.  

CLARK

Not done yet!

He turns quickly and throws the blade like he’s casting a fishing rod.  The blade shoots out of his hand and disappears into the night.  It’s obvious from the trajectory that it won’t be touching down anytime soon.  Clark then leaps over to Lana, scoops her up, and lifts off into the sky – prompting a squeal of surprise from her.

LANA

(looking down)

Clark, I – I’ve never been this high before, Clark…

CLARK

If you’re honestly worried that I’ll drop you, then you don’t trust me nearly as much as I thought.  Don’t worry.

The two of them touch down on top of the Shuster building from before, the city extending beneath them.  Clark lets go of Lana, but she doesn’t move away.

CLARK

I mean, that’s not even all of it. I can hear what people are saying on the other side of the city. I can see the footprints on the moon, and look through concrete walls. I can –

Lana reaches up to his face, and cuts him off with a kiss.  The two savor it for a second, then pull apart.  They gaze into each other’s eyes.  Lana breaks away, and begins to cry. Clark is completely confused.

CLARK

Lana…what’s wrong?  What did I say?

LANA

 (through quiet sobs)

It’s nothing you said, Clark.  It’s just…all I ever wanted…I just wanted to get married, have kids, and live on a little farm back in Smallville...I just wanted a perfect little life…with you, Clark.

Clark, for all his powers and gifts, all the things he can do, never saw this coming.  He stares into space, dumbfounded at her breakdown. He is unsure of what to say; he tries to comfort her, but isn’t very convincing.

CLARK

Lana…I had no idea…I never knew…we still could…

LANA

No, Clark.  You have such gifts – you can do so much more out in the world. It’s your destiny, 
LANA(CON’T)

Clark Kent. I know you – all you’ve ever wanted to do was help people, even since we were kids.  And now I know you can – you can do so much more than I ever would have imagined.  That’s your destiny, Clark – for you to help make this world a better place.

CLARK

Lana Lang can be in that destiny, you know.

LANA

(smiling at him)

And I will be.  I’ll be there if you ever need someone to talk to, someone to lift you up when you’re down.  But that’s all…all I could ever let us be now.

CLARK

I…I don’t understand…

LANA

For the last twelve years of my life, I’ve dreamed about spending the rest of my life with you.  With Clark Kent, average boy who can’t fly or live through nuclear blasts or see through walls.  But I’m…I’m not the kind of person to leave home, Clark.  I couldn’t leave Smallville if I wanted to – I’m happy there. That’s where I’m supposed to be. But you…you belong out here.  I can see that now.  You belong to the world, Clark Joseph Kent, and I don’t want to be the one who keeps you away from it.  (She moves to hug him.) I love you, Clark, and I want what’s best for you.  That’s why this is the way it has to be.

CLARK

 (tearing up)

I…understand.

LANA 

(now really crying)

I do love you, Clark.

CLARK 

(crying too)

I love you too, Lana.

The two hug, tears now running down both their faces as they realize that this is where, emotionally, they have to part ways.  The camera pulls away, pulling back until we only see the tower, silhouetted by moonlight.

FADE OUT.

FADE INTO:

EXT. – GRITTY METROPOLIS STREET - NIGHT 
Night in Metropolis again – four or five years later.  Four thugs (DAMIEN, JOSE, NATHAN and CARLOS) are driving down a street in a musclecar, toting Uzis and Glocks.  They’re about to get even with a drug dealer who screwed over their deal. Damien is nervous, sitting in the passenger seat.

DAMIEN

I dunno if this is such a good idea, man, I mean maybe we ought to just let it slide…

JOSE

Man! – If we don’t do this, our rep is gonna be worth less than dirt. We can’t just let that son of a bitch take our money and give us that crappy merchandise.  We do this, and every dopehead in town’ll know better than to mess with the Demons. We gotta do it. 

DAMIEN

Okay, man. 

He cocks his submachine gun, followed by the rest of the gang.

The car turns the corner to see a form walking down the street, a group of men who are clearly not nice men – drug dealers, pimps, gangsters, the usual scum of the universe.  There’s a posse of about seven, gathered around a man in the center.

CARLOS

There he is – go!

Jose hits the gas, and the car shoots forward towards the group, stopping next to the group.  Before the posse can react, the four in the car turn to the group and unleash a barrage of bullets.  A FORM swoops down in a blur and puts itself right in between the two groups, bullets bouncing off his body.  The fire stops after a couple seconds.  Jaws hang open.  Jose slams his foot into the gas petal, and the car shoots forward – making it about twenty feet before slamming to a stop with the figure, now in front of the car, who is holding it back without any effort.  
The figure leaps onto the hood of the car and tears the roof clear off, to the shock of those inside.  Damien brings up his Uzi, and it disappears from his hand, only to be ripped into two pieces and thrown to the street.  A quick tap by the figure on each perp and they get knocked out in their seat.  The camera turns so we see the figure is, as we always knew, Superman – or rather, an older CLARK wearing, again, a T-shirt and blue jeans. 

He turns to where the other group was standing, to see them running away.  As sirens approach, he leaps into the sky. From a building above, he stares down at the cops below staring at the wreck of the car.  He then flies back up into the sky.  

INT. – CLARK’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 
It’s a small studio apartment, barely enough room to fit a bed and a table.  It is quite messy.  As a clock on the wall clicks to 11:20, Clark climbs in the window – which, thankfully, is facing an old alley.  He proceeds to walk over to the tiny kitchenette and grab a glass of milk and a banana, turning on the small TV as he passes.  

NEWSCASTER

…and the Metropolis Tricentennial really kicks off tomorrow with the unveiling and first flight of Lex Luthor’s newest aircraft, the Lexwing 3, from Siegel Int’l Airport.

2ND NEWSCASTER

You know, I just read something in Forbes magazine that Lex Luthor is now the second richest man on the planet – the article said that he has on the order of $58 billion dollars.

Clark, moving towards the table, whistles in amazement.

CLARK

If I had that kinda money…

(he looks around the apartment)

I certainly wouldn’t be staying here. 

NEWSCASTER

Well, the event will be free for all to attend, but the city is predicting both record crowds and record heat for the air show.  We now go over to Weatherman Rick for the latest.

WEATHERMAN

Thanks, Diane. Well, it’s certainly going to be a scorcher, with highs soaring over 100 degrees…

Clark turns the TV off.  He notices that his answering machine is blinking, and presses the button.

VOICE

Hello, Mr. Kent, this is Tom Branson over at the Daily Star.  Listen, I’d love to sit down and get an interview with you tomorrow, but I’m going to be busy.  However, I’d love to meet sometime – your material is very interesting. I’m afraid, though, that I’m not going to be in the office until a week from Saturday; my family’s going on vacation, so I won’t be back ‘til then. Anyway, hope to see you then!

Clark looks with minor disgust at the machine – there go his plans for tomorrow.  His eyes drift over to the copy of the Daily Planet lying on the coffee table.  The headline yells AIR SHOW TOMORROW. 

FADE INTO…

EXT. – SIEGEL INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT - DAY

The METROPOLIS AIR SHOW. A hundred thousand people all milling about on the tarmac at the airport, across the river from the main island of Metropolis.  In the middle of the crowd is Clark, looking a little uncomfortable – he’s still somewhat of a country boy at heart, and this many people packed in around him makes him nervous.  Jets fly by overhead as he tries to push his way through the crowd towards a hangar.

CLARK 

Excuse me – excuse me – pardon me – excuse me – 

He slowly approaches a hangar where a stage has been erected, and a man stands at the podium, addressing the crowd.

EXT. – PODIUM STAND

MAN

Ladies and Gentlemen, the Mayor of Metropolis, the Honorable Neal Bailey!

BAILEY, a career politician who might well be in Luthor’s pocket, approaches the podium.  A figure whose face we cannot see sits further back on the stage, and we see from over his BALD head the mayor step to the microphone.

BAILEY

Thank you, George.  Well, on behalf of the great city of Metropolis, I’d like to welcome you all to the Metropolis Air Show.  This great city has been home to some of the greatest technical innovations known to man, and shines as a beacon in this great land of - 

The same mysterious man on the podium taps his wristwatch as the mayor glances back at him.

BAILEY

Um, well then – without further ado, Lex Luthor!

The man stands up, and we get our first good look at LEX LUTHOR.  He is in his late 30s, maybe early 40s, and while not necessarily tall he stands with utmost confidence and ego – imposing to say the least. He wears an impeccably tailored Italian suit, but his most notable quality is that he is completely BALD. The crowd hushes in waiting for him to speak.

LUTHOR

Thank you, Mayor. Twenty years ago, I started LexCorp with the creation of the first stealth aircraft in the world.  Since then, LexCorp has grown into one of the largest defense companies in the world, its reach stretching from Hong Kong to London to Los Angeles.  

(pause)

But it truly belongs to Metropolis.

The crowd cheers with amazing enthusiasm, their roars falling over the airport like a tidal wave. In the midst of it all, Clark looks like he’s been hit by a chair – the sheer sonic force and amplitude hurts his super-ears for a second.  He quickly shakes it off and looks back to the podium.

LUTHOR

Despite it’s prominence as a global corporation, Metropolis has always been the cradle of LexCorp.  And so today, LexCorp and I wish to return the favor. Behold, Metropolis – the new LexWing!

The hangar opens to reveal a sleek aircraft the size of a bomber, silver skin adorned with a large, purple LEXCORP logo on its side.  As the crowd applauds, the airplane taxis out to the runway. 

INT. - LEXWING COCKPIT
The pilot and co-pilot sit at the futuristic controls of the plane.  Behind them, a woman (whose face is hard to discern) sits with a pad of legal paper and a pen strapped into a third seat.  She anxiously taps the pen against the paper.

PILOT

Metropolis Tower, this is LexCorp One requesting permission to take off.

CONTROLLER(V.O.)
LexCorp One, this is Metropolis Tower, permission granted.  Don’t take that bird too low, now.

PILOT

Don’t worry, Tower, we’ll give ‘er plenty of room.

The pilot begins to spool up the engines, then pushes the throttles to the max.  
EXT. - LEXWING

We see the afterburners ignite and the plane begins to accelerate down the runway.  On the podium, Lex looks pleased.  Clark watches in awe as the mighty plane blasts down the runway and takes off.  The crowd applauds as various people on the podium pat Lex on the back.  The plane begins to bank back towards the crowd about a thousand feet up.  

CLOSEUP: Clark squints as he looks at the plane.  Clark’s POV:  He zooms in on one of the engine intakes, where a small black device sits – it looks like a bomb. Clark’s eyes go wide as the plane turns directly towards him and the crowd.

The engine blows with a massive roar, and the crowd below screams.  The mighty plane, trailing smoke, begins to fall from the sky – right towards the crowd below.  People panic, shoving left and right.  Lex squints in anger as people try to rush him from the stage, the plane seemingly bearing down straight for him.

CLOSEUP: Clark in the crowd.  Everyone is bumping and shoving around him – trying to get away.  He’s unsure what to do – he doesn’t want to show his powers in front of everyone, but he realizes he has no choice.

He lightly takes off into the air.

The crowd goes as silent as a graveyard at midnight. All eyes are on the man who is now flying quite quickly towards the stricken airplane that is headed right for them.  

INT. - LEXWING COCKPIT

The pilot and copilot struggle to regain control as the plane falls.

PILOT

Come on, you bastard, turn!

COPILOT

It’s no use! 

(pause)

She’s going down.

WOMAN 

(pointing through the windshield)

My God. Look!

Her hand points out towards Clark (just a blur) flying at the plane.  The pilot and copilot’s jaws drop.

EXT. – LEXWING 
Clark flies up under the belly of the plane, grabs hold.  His fingers sink into its skin as he begins to heave upwards.  He grunts with exertion, wind streaming past.

And the plane pulls up. Slowly at first, we don’t know if he’s going to push it up in time.  At the last second, he pushes that much harder and the plane’s nose pops up.  With a deafening roar, it passes over the heads of the crowd with mere feet to spare.  Clark continues to push the plane upwards so it loses momentum, then brings it vertically down as it loses speed. Lex looks in awe at the sight of his plane floating down like a feather.  Clark alights on the runway, lowers the plane to the ground from the side.  He stands back and admires his handiwork with a shy grin on his face - he’s shocked at what he did, but proud of it, too.

The crowd, a hundred yards behind him, breaks out in a cheer so loud it startles him.  Every person is cheering, screaming in joy at the top of their lungs.  Clark looks over his shoulder, his eyes go wide at the sight, the sound. He breaks into a smile as wide as Kansas.

WOMAN(V.O.)
(above the din)

HEY! HOLD IT RIGHT THERE!

He spins, and sees the woman from inside the aircraft jumping out of the door of the plane to the ground.  She is Caucasian, about five-and-a-half-feet tall, with brown hair, shapely and quite attractive.  

LOIS LANE.

Clark seems hypnotized with her for a second.  She dashes towards him, than stands before him.  He’s much taller than her, but she exudes confidence – it’s almost palpable.  Once she reaches him, she stops for a second, and quite suddenly, the two find themselves staring each other in the eyes. After a moment, Lois pulls herself together and begins to talk.

LOIS

Wow.  You ,uh, saved my life – I suppose I ought to thank you before I start barking orders, shouldn’t I?

CLARK 

(a bit lost for words)

Oh, it’s 

(his voice seems to crack for a sec, so he drops it to overcompensate) 

it’s okay.  

Lois is somewhat at a loss for words; owing her life to someone is something new to her.

LOIS

How…how did you do that?  Who are you?

CLARK

Well, I, er…

The crowd, in a frenzy, breaks through the police barricades and storms the runway.  Like an avalanche of humanity, they stream towards the plane. Clark stands like a deer in a headlights looking at them.  Lois’ eyes grow wide in surprise as the people run towards them, but she doesn’t move.  The crowd envelops the two of them, screaming.

CROWD

(assorted bits of conversation)

-WHO IS THAT GUY! –LEMME TALK TO HIM!  -MY HERO! MY HERO! -LEMME TOUCH HIM! -MARRY ME! (etc.)

From the crowd, Clark bursts into the sky, flying away as fast as he can.  The crowd begins to quiet.  We see Clark flying as fast as he can away, over the ocean.  He looks panicked – he’s never had any experience close to that.  He doesn’t slow down until he gets to…

EXT. – AFRICAN SAVANNAH - SUNSET

…AFRICA, not even taking time to land correctly – he simply skips across the Serengeti like a stone on a river, spooking wildebeest and zebra.  

CLOSEUP: Clark lays on his knees, his face awash in shock and confusion.  He looks up towards the sky.
INT. – KENT KITCHEN - EVENING

Ma is cooking a pie in the kitchen as Pa comes in from outside.  They are older than the last time we saw them, but still look happy.

PA

Well, the back forty’s finally done.  Bout time, too – supposed to storm tomorrow.

MA

Well, we need the rain, anyway.  Should help the corn grow. 

(noticing the time on the wall) 

Oh, Jonathan, turn on the radio – I want to hear the news.

Pa obliges, turning on the old radio on the table.  The announcer’s voice comes through after a second of static.

ANNOUNCER

…there were no casualties.  For those of you just joining us, disaster in Metropolis was narrowly averted earlier today when an experimental aircraft was saved from crashing into a crowd of people by a 

(announcer is still somewhat disbelieving) …flying man.  Reports say that the man caught the plane and steered it to a safe landing at the airport.  The man’s identity is not known. More information will be brought to you as soon as we are aware of it.  To recap; potential tragedy was avoided…

Pa clicks off the radio and looks at Ma; both their jaws hang open in surprise. They don’t need to hear any more. Suddenly, they hear a thump from above them. 

CUT TO: Ma and Pa slowly push open the door to Clark’s upstairs room, peeking in.  From their POV, we see Clark sitting on his bed in a fetal position, knees tucked up to his chin. Ma and Pa enter the room.  Clark looks at them, and they embrace him.

CLARK

They…they all wanted to touch me, wanted a piece of me.  They all were feeling me, poking and prodding, crawling, screaming.  They were like…animals, gone berserk.

(pause)

I’m scared, Ma.  I didn’t think they’d…act like that.

PA

You did the right thing, son.  You saved a lot of lives today.

CLARK

I know, but…I don’t think I can do that again.  I can’t live with them dogging me all the time. And now that they know I’m out there, they’re always going to be looking for me. Whenever something bad happens, they’ll wonder where I am, and if I can’t save them, why I wasn’t there. I can’t live with them always needing me – I just can’t take that for the rest of my life. I loved being able to help them, but I can’t do that all the time.
MA 
Well…maybe Clark Kent doesn’t have to.

Clark and Pa look at her, wondering what she’s thinking.
INT. – KENT HOUSE – MA AND PA’S BEDROOM
Ma is rummaging through a chest of clothes, with Pa and Clark looking on.  

MA

What you need is some kind of disguise; something that you can wear when you want to slip out and be…super.  I know I have those tights in here somewhere from…ah! 
(She pulls out a blue dance leotard.)
MA(CON”T)

With a little work, we can turn these into a nice little “suit.”  It’ll be skintight, too, so it shouldn’t get pulled off while you’re flying – or cut up by anything, as it’s close enough to your skin.

CLARK

But, Ma – all those people, they saw my face – that disguise won’t be worth much if everyone knows that Clark Kent saved that plane.  We’re back where we started.

PA

Well, maybe the disguise works two ways.  

He looks into the trunk, and after rummaging around for a second, pulls out a pair of thick-rimmed DISGUISE GLASSES, which he hands off to Clark. 

PA

Put these on.

CLARK 

You’re joking.  

PA

There’s more to it than that, son.  Here, slick your hair back. 

(he hands Clark a comb) 

Now put on the glasses, and try to slouch a little.  

Clark mutters something about “this disguise is so old it’s in cave paintings,” but puts on the glasses and slouches over a bit, than looks in the mirror – and is a bit surprised at how well it worked.

PA

Now the trick is, whenever you’re out doing your…heroics, always wear the costume.  Always fluff up your hair, and try to act as grandiose as you can – you know, deep voice, puff your chest out.  People will associate that image with your alter ego. Also, never let them know that you’ve got a secret identity.  Make them think that you spend all your time as the person in the costume; don’t let anyone know that you have a life outside of it. If you can do that, than you can all but fly into work in the morning and they’ll never know.

MA

Now, the one thing left – you’ll need a name.  Something theatrical, flamboyant, larger-than-life for this to work.  

CLARK

Mister Majestic? Captain Power?

PA

One that doesn’t make you sound like an action figure.  Go think about it for a while.

EXT. – SMALLVILLE MAIN STREET

CUT TO: Clark sitting on a bench in downtown Smallville.  His face is heavy as he thinks.  We can tell, without narration or anything, that he keeps thinking of names and rejecting them. Clark sighs as he notices a couple on the other side of the street. He listens in on their conversation.

MAN 

…hear about that thing in Metropolis?  They say somebody caught a crashing airplane.

Clark chuckles to himself on the bench, but continues listening.
WOMAN

Must have been some kind of superman or something, do something like that.

Clark stops in mid breath – he’s heard something he likes.  His thoughts are painted on his face, plain as day: Naw, it’d never work.  It’s too ostentatious, too showy, too…

Perfect. 
As he stands up to rush home, he sees a sticker on a nearby truck.  The sticker reads, “Save Smallville’s Schools,” with all the first S’s combined into one giant one – the red “S” of the classic SUPERMAN SHIELD – a sticker that disappears with a blur of motion.

FADE INTO: Clark putting on the costume.  He pulls on the pants, followed by the boots, and finally the shirt – complete with cape. While we can’t see the costume in its entirety yet, we see his face as he looks in a mirror – he smiles. 

CLARK

Not too bad.

We don’t get the whole effect until he steps out of the room he’s in to where Ma and Pa have been waiting.  He steps out and we cut to a perfect, heroic shot of him in costume – Clark Kent is SUPERMAN.

CLARK 

(deep – i.e. Superman - voice)

Say hello to Superman.

His parents move to embrace him, and he hugs them in return.

MA

You look perfect, son.  Absolutely heroic.

CLARK

You really think I’ll be able to pull this off?  Super-powered alien and mild-mannered guy from Kansas at the same time?

PA

Absolutely, son – because you are both of those.  It’s not an either-or situation.  

MA

And we’ll always be there if you need us.  No matter what, we will always love you, Clark.

CLARK

I love you too.  

Clark moves to zip up a backpack containing his clothes that lays on the table nearby, when Ma stops him with motherly concern.

MA

Wait! 

(She grabs the glasses) 

You almost forgot these.

CLARK 

  Thanks, Ma.  

Clark tosses the glasses into his backpack, zips it up, and slings it onto his back. He kisses each of them on the cheek and disappears out the door, a “Bye!” uttered as he whooshes out. His parents race out the door to wave goodbye.

PA

Good luck, son!

MA 

Call when you get there so we know you’re okay!!!

SCENE: METROPOLIS – DAILY PLANET

INT. – DAILY PLANET LOBBY - DAY
Clark, wearing a slightly rumpled. LOOSE-FITTING SUIT and his glasses, walks into the lobby of the tall DAILY PLANET building carrying a briefcase.  He approaches the female receptionist at the front desk, acting as meek as possible.  The female receptionist looks up at his approach.

RECEPTIONIST

(smiling) 

Hello. Can I help you?

CLARK

Oh, er, yes.  I have an appointment with Editor – oh, sorry, I’m Clark Kent, and I have an appointment with Editor Perry White at 

(looks at his wrist even though nothing is there) 

oh, well, at 10:30.  Do you know, um, what time it is? 

RECEPTIONIST

It’s 10:26, and you should take the elevator on your left up to the 31st floor.  Mr. White will be expecting you.

CLARK

Uh, thanks. 

He starts to walk away but pretends to trip, Dick van Dyke-esque, over his briefcase and lands on his ass.

CLARK

Aaahhh-oof!

RECEPTIONIST

Ohmigod – are you okay?

CLARK

Oh, thanks, but I’ll be

 (faking a spasm of pain)

 – ah! – fine.

He walks over to the elevator and gets in alone, pushing the button as the doors close.

CLARK 

(to self)

Oh, that was impressive, Clark.  With overacting like that this’ll work for all of five minutes. 

He checks his hair in the reflection of the doors, slicking it over a bit with his hand.  The doors open at the 31st floor, and Clark takes a deep breath.

CLARK

Here we go.

Clark steps out of the elevator into the “controlled chaos” of the news room of a major newspaper. He is a bit awestruck at the sight, and we hear it as he does: hundreds of people pounding on keys, trying to yell above the din, ringing phones.  He shakes his head as though to clear it off, and begins to navigate through the room towards the door on the other side with gold type that reads PERRY WHITE: EDITOR-IN-CHIEF. He pushes through the newsroom, glancing around him at reporters busily working when he walks into a woman “busy in her own world” who walks into his path.  She bounces off him and falls to the ground; he, a half-second later pretends to lose his balance from the impact. He looks over at the woman he hit.

Lois Lane.

LOIS

Hey, watch it pal!

At the sight of her, Clark freezes up for a second. Their last encounter is still fresh in his mind, but he doesn’t want to let on any hint about the long johns under his suit. He shakes himself out of it.

CLARK

Oh – I’m so sorry. Here – let me help you. 

Clark extends his hand to help her up; however, Lois boosts herself up without him and looks at him suspiciously, intensely, for a very long minute. He gulps.

LOIS

Have we met before? 

CLARK

I, er, don’t think so.  I just came to town from Kansas for a job interview here.

LOIS

Oh, really?  What do you do, Mister…?

CLARK

Kent – Clark Kent.  I’m a reporter – or, at least, I hope to be. I did some pieces back in college, and I’m trying to break in as a recruit here at the Planet.

LOIS

Well, Clark, I’m Lois Lane, and I’m a reporter here too. Best of luck – 

(she pulls him close says the last bit in hushed tones) 

– just don’t get in my way.  

She walks away, with a very determined walk – someone who knows exactly where she’s going.  Clark watches her go, not noticing a shorter young man with red, frizzy hair approach from the other side.

JIMMY

Yeah, she’s a piece of work, isn’t she?  Don’t worry, she’s nicer once you get to know her.

(He offers his hand to Clark, who shakes it)

Jim Olsen – Daily Planet photographer.

Clark grasps Jimmy’s hand with relief; he’s glad to be talking to somebody who he doesn’t have to be quite so worried about losing his secret.

CLARK 

Clark Kent – would-be Daily Planet Reporter.  I’ve got an appointment with Editor White in a couple minutes.

JIMMY

Oh – well, good luck.  Just a word of advice: don’t let him fool you.  The Chief might seem a little gruff, but he’s really nice when you get to know him.  

LOIS 

(from several yards away, yelling)

JIMMY! THOSE PHOTOS AREN’T GOING TO CROP THEMSELVES!!

Jimmy looks embarrassed.  Clark looks at him with raised eyebrows.

CLARK

‘Jimmy?’

JIMMY 

(dejected)

Yeah, Jimmy.  What’cha gonna do. Well, good luck. 

(turning away) 

BE RIGHT THERE!!!

Clark’s eyes glance up to a clock on the wall. 10:33. His surprise is visible as he turns and walks rapidly towards Perry’s office.  Clark walks up to the door of the office, takes a deep breath, and prepares to knock – when the door whisks open to see PERRY WHITE, a man in his mid-fifties, barge out of the office and yells to his secretary – not noticing the man in front of him.

PERRY 

(yelling)

SARAH, WHERE IN BLAZES IS THAT APPOINTMENT?

Clark looks shell-shocked at the auditory assault.  He coughs to get Perry’s attention – as Perry whirls, Clark extends a hand.  

CLARK

Um – I think that’s me.  Clark Kent.

PERRY

(gruffly)

Oh.  Well, come on in – you’re already late, we should get started.

The two enter Perry’s office, a reasonably-sized room with a view of the city behind Perry’s desk.  Perry walks over to his chair, but does not sit down.

PERRY

Please, sit down.

CLARK

Thank you.

PERRY

Now, Mr. Kent, before we begin I’d like to say that I’ve read over some of your works that you sent to me.   Not too bad, especially for someone your age.  And your professors’ recommendations are, well, glowing, to say the least.

CLARK

Thank you, Mr. White.

PERRY

Don’t thank me yet, Mr. Kent.  You’ve written some good pieces, true, but I want to know if you’ve got what it takes to be a real reporter.  Whenever anyone wants to be a reporter here, I ask them to do one thing for me. I ask them to submit one story to me, on something that’s happening in the city.  It can be anything you want – just make sure that it’s damn good.  

CLARK

That sounds quite fair, sir. When do you, uh, need this by?

PERRY

By end of the day Friday – that gives you four days from today.  If it’s good enough, we’ll run it in the paper Saturday.  

CLARK

Well, thank you very much, Mr. White. I’ll, uh, have that piece to you by Friday. 

(He stands up and begins to walk out.) 

Thanks again! 

Clark closes the door behind himself, than pokes his head back in a moment later, a bit sheepishly. 

CLARK

Forgot my briefcase – sorry. 

(he grabs it and walks out again) 

Thanks!

PERRY 

(to self)

How he made it through high school I have no idea.

EXT. – CENTENNIAL PARK – DAY

Clark, standing at a VENDOR CART, buys a hot dog and a can of soda from the man; when the man asks for his money, Clark’s eyes widen at the price, but he reluctantly digs out his wallet and pays. His eyes light upon a nearby bench and he sits down, munching away on his lunch. Upon sitting, he sees a copy of the Planet face-down on the bench, and he proceeds to scan through the paper.

CLARK 

(To self)

Let’s see…flower show, no that won’t work…economics conference at Metropolis University, maybe…LexCorp planning new developments on the West River…Metropolis Meteors playing the Red Sox…new TV shows…

(he puts the paper down)

Dang.

Clark holds his head in his hands, trying to think.  His eyes light upon the (unseen) front page of the paper. 

CLOSEUP: Clark’s face.  His eyes go wide for a second, than he realizes what an idiot he’s been.  Indeed, he slaps the side of his head and rushes off, revealing on the bench the front page of the paper: a big picture of the plane being pushed up, with a blurry Clark at the nose (No features are visible other than the clothes he’s wearing.)  The headline is divided up onto two parts, one on top and bottom of the picture.  It says in giant font, YOU WILL BELIEVE / A MAN CAN FLY.

SCENE: LEXTOWER

INT. – LUTHOR’S OFFICE

The same front page crumples and pulls downward to reveal the face of Lex Luthor, who does not look happy.  

LEX 

How. Is. This. Possible?

Lex’s POV: in the chair across from him sits a shorter, older man with white hair.  He shifts uncomfortably in his chair.  This is DR. EMIL HAMILTON, one of Luthor’s big brains – other than himself, of course.

HAMILTON

Well, we don’t know for sure, Mr. Luthor. He didn’t seem to have any means of negating gravity, certainly not one capable of lifting a 400-ton aircraft, and those marks in the metal indicate a being of tremendous strength – it’s really quite remarkable.

LUTHOR

Well, Doctor, this is all well and good, but this doesn’t answer my question: HOW? 
(Hamilton flinches at this last yelled remark)
 And, while we’re at it, who?  Microsoft?  WayneTech?  Boeing? Lockheed? Were they the ones behind all this, trying to make me look bad?  To make me lose the contract?

HAMILTON

Um, if I may sir – maybe it’s not about you at all?

Luthor shoots him a look so evil that it could turn grape juice to wine.

HAMILTON 
(fidgeting)
Um, that’s not what I meant, sir, I meant that…

LUTHOR

Doctor Hamilton, I suggest that you make this your top priority to try and figure out exactly who Peter Pan is and what makes him tick, or you will never find work as anything more than a supermarket bagboy again! 

Hamilton scrambles out of his chair and scurries out the door.  Luthor watches him leave then turns back to his expansive view of the city, his mind churning away on a solution. 

SCENE: METROPOLIS, DAYTIME

EXT. – BAKERLINE ELEVATED HIGHWAY

(The next few following scenes come one after another, showing Clark’s one-man helping spree in action.)

A truck driver on the elevated freeway in an outer borough of Metropolis sings along to some country-western tune.  Suddenly, he begins to look uncomfortable – his face seizes up, and his hand reaches for his heart - he’s going into cardiac arrest.  The big semi begins to swerve out of control, weaving across lanes among panicked motorists.  The driver makes one last attempt to correct, but instead the truck swerves towards the edge of the road and breaks through the GUARDRAIL. 

On the ground next to the highway, a black man is walking in a park below. He looks up just as the truck breaks through and hurtles his way – it will hit him in a second.  He starts to turn away, wincing as he throws up an arm in a vain attempt to save himself – when the truck, still in mid-air, slams to a halt in the air as a blue-and-red blur flies up underneath.  The man looks up in awe to see --

-- SUPERMAN, under the truck, with one hand on the metal frame of the tractor rig and the other with fingers sunk into the trailer – he’s trying to hold the two parts of the rig together.  He lowers it to the ground, to the astonishment of the man nearby.  Pausing only to give him a very quick wave, he shoots over to the driver’s side door, opens it up, rips off the driver’s seat belt and picks the guy up.  

SUPERMAN 

Hold on, sir – I’ll get you to help.  

He lifts off into the sky, landing at a hospital seconds later.  As he swoops through the doors, he touches down in the lobby, to the awe of the nurses, doctors and others in the lobby. 
INT. – HOSPITAL LOBBY  

SUPERMAN

Excuse me!  I need a doctor – this man’s had a heart attack.

A DOCTOR approaches with a NURSE and gurney, and Superman lowers the man onto the gurney.  As they rush him off, Superman turns to leave when a hand touches him on the shoulder from behind.  He turns to see the young nurse with a form in hand.

NURSE

I’m sorry, but there are some forms we need you to fill out…

SUPERMAN

My apologies, ma’am, but I’m afraid I’m needed elsewhere. 

He turns again to go, but the nurse stops him again.

NURSE

Wait!  Can I at least get your name?

SUPERMAN 

(smiling)
Call me Superman.

He shoots off out of the lobby in a blur, leaving the astonished citizens behind.  

EXT. - INNER CITY STREET 
A bunch of YOUNG KIDS are playing baseball in the street, somewhere in a Bronx-like area of Metropolis.  A COMMUTER TRAIN noisily thunders past them, on tracks paralleling the street.  One boy with a bat steps up to the trash can lid they are using for home plate.

PITCHER BOY

Here comes a fast one, Freddy!

The hitter just narrows his eyes.  The pitcher throws the ball, and WHAP! The bat smacks it through the air, only to have it land on the railway tracks. All the other kids look at the hitter, who looks afraid – he knows what’s coming next.

CUT TO: The boy scrambling up onto the tracks as yet another train rumbles by seconds before.  Behind him all of the other boys are watching intently. The boy grumbles to himself.

FREDDY

…lousy ball…mom’s gonna be so mad if she finds out I was up here…where’s that stupid ball…

He sees the ball lying just on the other side of the tracks, and he moves over to get it – only to find his foot trapped under the rail.  He tries to pull his foot out, but it’s stuck.  A sharp horn blasts, and he looks up, eyes wide – 

CUT TO the boy’s POV – a train heading right at him.  We see his face transform from frozen in fear to an all-out scream.

FREDDY

HEEEEEEELLLLLLP!

He throws his hands up as the train comes on, full speed – when Superman swoops down in front of the train and slams his body into it at the last second.  It comes to a stop all but instantaneously as Supes throws his muscle into it, the front of the train crumpling around him.  The driver pitches against his windshield as the passengers all fall forwards.  

CUT TO: the boy’s (Now crouched over) level; his head is in his arms as a pair of red boots slide into the frame slowly, stopping just in front of him as the train comes to a stop.  The boy looks up.  Freddy’s POV: Superman, towering above him, a smile on his face.

SUPERMAN

You all right, son?

Supes’ POV: The boy looking up at him, eyes huge, in shock. 

BOY

My…my foot’s stuck.

Superman bends down and helps finesse the boy’s foot out of the rail, then helps him off the tracks.  The other kids crowd around him, looking up the mysterious stranger.  Superman looks away from both the kids and us for a moment, then turns back to the kids.

SUPERMAN

Oh – kid! Don’t forget this! 

Supes tosses the ball to the kid.

SUPERMAN

Now you boys know better than to go after that ball if it goes somewhere unsafe, okay? 
(with a smile) 

Trust me, I’ve had some bad experiences with that.

BOYS 

(in unison)

Yes, sir.

SUPERMAN

All right, then.  Have fun! 

Superman takes off into the sky, leaving the kids behind in awe. The boys converse amongst themselves about the stranger.

BOYS 

(amongst themselves)

-Wow! –That dude’s so cool! –Man, wish I could fly like that! –Naw, man, I’d rather be able to stop a train!

The boy who Supes saved, however, is still a bit shaky – it’s only been about two minutes, and his adrenaline is still pumping. Absent-mindedly, he turns the ball over in his hands, only to find a Superman “S” burned into the leather on one side.  The boy looks up into the sky, trying to see Superman again – but there’s nothing there. He waves anyway.
BOY 
(yelling)
THANKS, MISTER!!

The other boys look at him oddly, and he looks embarrassed – until a faint voice is heard, as though someone yelling from far away – above them.

SUPERMAN (V.O.)

You’re welcome!!!

The boys all look up; we look down on them from above as a shadow of a man flies over them.  The boy who yelled smiles.

EXT. - CENTENNIAL PARK - EVENING

A pretty young female JOGGER (LAUREN) listening to a walkman/discman/MP3 player/etc. runs through a park, a backpack flung over one shoulder.  She’s clearly lost in her thoughts, as she runs right towards a somewhat unkempt-looking man – and right into him.  He shoves her to the ground and grabs her bag, then sprints off. She scrambles to her feet, looking around for help.

LAUREN
HELP!!! SOMEBODY, STOP THAT GUY!

The mugger sprints on forwards, laughing as he looks behind himself at the jogger – when he runs headlong into Superman’s chest with a dull THUD.  He falls to the ground, unconscious. Superman looks down at him, shaking his head.

SUPERMAN

Tsk, tsk.  That’s what you get for not watching where you’re going.

He reaches down and picks up the backpack; then, in a blur of super-speed, dashes over to the jogger and holds out the bag to the dumbfounded woman.

SUPERMAN

Ma’am, I believe that this belongs to you.

The woman looks at it for a second, then grabs it and jumps onto Superman, pressing a kiss onto his cheek.  His eyes go wide, and he blushes in embarrassment.

LAUREN

Oh thank you so much! My thesis is in there, and I would have had to do it all over again – thank you so much! 

(gasping) 

Oh God! I’m sorry, I didn’t introduce myself.  I’m Lauren – Lauren Annetta.

SUPERMAN

Nice to meet you, Lauren. 

(offering his hand) 

Call me Superman.

Lauren takes his hand, but instead of shaking it rubs it in a flirtatious manner. Superman is a bit confused - he clearly likes her, but at the same time knows that he couldn’t just ask her out as Superman.

LAUREN 

Superman, huh? Is that your real name?

SUPERMAN 

Well, actually – 

He stops short, and cocks his head as though listening to something – which, in fact, he is.

LAUREN

Is everything okay?

SUPERMAN

Actually, there’s been an accident on the Teddy Roosevelt – I have to go. Sorry.

He takes off into the air, leaving Lauren below to stare as he flies away.

LAUREN

Yeah – me too.  

(she turns back and starts running again)

Wow.

Superman is hovering above the edge of the park, looking back at her.  He sighs, then turns and flies off in a blur.

INT. – MAJOR CITY BANK - DAY

We see a group of people milling about a major BANK, doing the sorts of things one would normally expect – going to tellers, filling out forms, all the normal sorts of things.  Suddenly, one man in the middle of the room bends over, reaches into a bag and comes up wearing a mask and toting a GLOCK AUTOMATIC PISTOL.  He fires a burst into the air, sending the people to the ground screaming.  As they fall, several other thieves are revealed amongst the crowd – they are the only ones left standing, and they too wear ski masks and carry heavy assault weapons.  They are wearing Kevlar and have grenades strapped to their belts, and carry empty gym bags in which to stuff money.  The leader with the Glock (AARON) yells to the crowd, swinging his gun menacingly.

AARON

All right everyone, in case none of you figured it out this is a robbery!  Now if everybody just stays on the ground and keeps quiet, you’ll all get to go home alive tonight. You! 

(He signals to a frightened female teller) 

AARON(CON’T)

Go open up the vault!

TELLER

I…I can’t – only the manager has the combination!

Another robber (STEVE) walks up to her, shoves his M-16 in her face.

STEVE

Then get him, you stupid bitch!

Steve then gun-butts her with his rifle, knocking her to the floor.  A balding man in his 40s (RONALD McCREERY) who is sitting on the floor begins to protest.

RONALD

Hey! – You can’t hit a lady! 

A third robber (JOSH) stalks up to Ronald, who cringes at the very large pistol that Josh has pulled out.

JOSH

Well well, looks like we got ourselves a hero over here! 

(He waves the pistol in front of Ronald’s face) 

Come on, hero, ain’t you gonna try to save the day?

As the other robbers laugh a pair of red boots step up a few feet behind them.
SUPERMAN(V.O.)

Actually…

The thugs whirl, to see Superman standing behind them with arms crossed. He looks slightly irritated, the look a patient father has when confronting a child who performed some minor misdeed.
SUPERMAN

…I think that’s my job.

The roobers stare in silence for a second before they burst into laughter.

SUPERMAN(CON’T)

 You gentlemen have two options in this situation: first, you can put down your weapons and walk out of here unharmed into police custody…

The crooks laugh even harder at the idea.

SUPERMAN 

…or I haul each and every one of you out of here feeling a lot worse than you did when you woke up this morning.

The crooks’ laughing slows, then stops altogether.

SUPERMAN

Your choice.

AARON

 (pointing his gun at Superman)

Go sit down, circus freak, and maybe I’ll let you live.

Superman just stands there, his eyes now beginning to narrow. He takes a step towards the robbers.

AARON 

Waste him.

The four crooks raise their guns in unison and unleash a volley of automatic gunfire at Superman.  Superman, however, just stands there and takes it as the bullets bounce off his CHEST; however, his hands and arms are a blur of motion as he GRABS ricocheted bullets that bounce off him.  His head moves a bit too at speed, his eyes are tracking the bullets.  After about five seconds of gunfire, the guns begin to run dry, but the men don’t pull their fingers off the triggers; they are in shock.  The gunfire is quickly replaced with the rapid click-click-click of automatic weapons dry-firing. After a few seconds of this, they manage to pull their fingers off the triggers. Superman, a smile on his face, lifts his closed fists and opens them, and a hundred deformed BULLETS tinkle to the floor like marbles.

JOSH

Jesus.

SUPERMAN

Not quite.

The crooks turn to run, but their weapons disappear in a blur of red-and-blue; by the time they’ve completely turned they realize what has happened and look down at their hands in shock, then look up to run again only to Superman standing in their way, a pile of crumpled weapons at his feet.  With a look of satisfaction, he crumples their last gun between his palms, then drops it to the floor. He then walks up to Aaron, who stands at the front of the pack, and flicks him inbetween the eyes with his middle finger; Aaron crumples to the floor unconscious.

SUPERMAN

Any of you boys like to join him?

EXT. - BANK

 There are half a dozen POLICE CARS gathered outside of the bank. A SWAT team is unloading from their van, and half a dozen cars with officers aiming guns over the doors.  A CAPTAIN (DeWITT) wearing a MPD cap, sunglasses, and a bulletproof vest stares at the bank through binoculars.

DeWITT

Can’t see a damn thing through that smoked glass. All right, Mitchell, hand me that megaphone.  I’m gonna see if I can take some of the powder outta this firecracker before it gets any worse.  

Sergeant MITCHELL hands the Captain a megaphone…

MITCHELL

Here you go, captain. 

 …then runs back to his post behind the door of his car and draws his pistol.

DeWITT

ALL RIGHT, THIS IS CAPTAIN LEWIS DEWITT OF THE METROPOLIS POLICE DEPARTMENT! IS ANYONE INJURED INSIDE? 

(No response; DeWitt lowers the megaphone for a second, exhales, then raises the device again.) 

IF YOU SEND SOMEONE OUT, PERHAPS WE CAN WORK OUT A DEAL.

There is a moment of stillness, then the bank door opens up.

UNNAMED SERGEANT #1

Cap – somebody’s coming out!

The cops, one by one, stand from their defensive positions with jaws slack and lower their weapons. We pan past one after another until we get to DeWitt, who pulls off his sunglasses à la Alan Grant in Jurassic Park.

DeWITT

Well I’ll be damned…

Superman walks out of the bank, one hand in the air in a peaceful gesture, the other holding the four criminals, who are wrapped together in typical comic-book fashion with two-inch shipping tape. The tightly packaged criminals are held above Supes’ head, without the slightest bit of effort on his part.

SUPERMAN

It’s all right, officers; the situation is under control.

He walks up to the police car next to DeWitt and drops the criminals on the hood.

SUPERMAN

Think you can take it from here, Captain DeWitt?

DeWITT 

Sure, bud…

(he looks down)

DeWITT(CON’T)

Wait – how’d you know my name?

SUPERMAN 

(gesturing to DeWitt’s chest)

You do have a badge under that vest. I left all their weapons inside; shouldn’t be too hard to find. Now, is there anything else you need me to do for you?

DeWITT

Just a question: did you really manage to take down four heavily armed men – without a weapon yourself – wearing that?

SUPERMAN

Yes, yes, and I’ve been told the blue brings out my eyes. 

(He smiles)

Well, I’d best be off then, if there’s nothing else here. I hope you don’t mind that I stole your men’s thunder – it just seemed like the best way to resolve the situation without anyone being hurt.

DeWITT

Hey, anything that keeps people from getting shot works for me. You’re not bad…Sorry, I never got your name.

SUPERMAN 

(taking off slowly)

It’s Superman – and I’ll be around, so give a shout if you need a hand sometime.

Superman buzzes off into the sky with a whoosh, leaving DeWitt and the other officers staring.

UNNAMED SERGEANT #2

Jeez – good thing he’s on our side, huh?

DeWITT
Definitely.

INT.  - POLICE STATION

Behold the M.P.D. building in all it’s glory – cops drinking coffee, criminals being walked through – but with a couple unique touches: in the foreground, a cop with a welder’s mask and torch ignites the tool in his hand, then moves cautiously towards a mugger who has an iron bar twisted around his arms – the mugger winces and looks away in fear. At the far end of the station stands LOIS LANE, recorder in hand, interviewing DeWITT from the previous scene.

DeWITT

…Then he told me that he would be around, and flew off into the sky.

LOIS 

Okay. Now, how would you describe him?

DeWITT 

(scratching his head)

Caucasian, muscular build, about six-three, give or take, dark wavy hair, blue eyes, deep voice. 

Lois seems lost in the image in her head for a second – DeWitt gives her a weird look, and she shakes it off.

LOIS

And you would describe him as someone whose help is appreciated by the Metropolis P.D.?

DeWITT

Well, we don’t normally condone vigilante action, but in this case…I can think of a lot of good men who wouldn’t have died if there had been somebody like that nearby.  If he wants to help out, I’m glad to let him – even if it is somewhat outside the law.

LOIS

All right then. 

(shuts off recorder) 

Oh, one last thing, off the record – did he tell you how to get in touch if you needed him?

DeWITT

Afraid not – all he said was “give a shout,” although…

LOIS 

Although what?

DeWITT

Well…that bank doesn’t have an audible alarm, and the windows and walls are thick enough that witnesses didn’t hear the gunshots half a block away – for him to get there that quickly, maybe he can hear well enough that he wasn’t joking.

LOIS

Hmm. Well then, thank you for your time, captain. 

DeWITT

My pleasure, Miss Lane.  Remember, that’s Lewis DeWitt – little E, big W.

LOIS 

I’d never forget.

SCENE: LOIS’S APARTMENT

INT. – LOIS’S APARTMENT - EVENING
Lois, wearing a tight black shirt and form-fitting blue jeans, pulls some Chinese food out of the refrigerator and throws it in the microwave, then opens up a can of cat food and plops it in a dish.

LOIS 

(laying dish on the ground)

Here you go, Elroy – eat up.

A tabby cat, who had been rubbing against her legs, moves over to the dish and begins to nibble.  Lois sighs as she grabs her glass of red wine from the counter, and she slumps against the counter as she waits for the food to finish reheating. Her eyes alight upon her balcony – barely big enough for two people to stand next to each other, but a balcony nonetheless. We can see her thinking, deciding against something, then changing her mind again. She looks down at her cat.

LOIS

What the hell, huh boy?

The cat doesn’t even look up from his food.

LOIS 
(moving to balcony)

Eh, you never listen. 

She opens the doors and walks out onto the balcony, as the sounds of the city at night hit her. She’s a good twenty stories up, and she looks down at the street below for a second.  She takes a quick look around for a second, then cups her hands to her lips.

LOIS

(shouting) 

SUPERMAAAAAN!!!!

She pauses for a second, then tries again.

LOIS

SUPERMAAAAAN!!!

She pauses again, the tries once more, slightly more exasperated, as no response comes. 

LOIS

SUPERMAAAAAN!!!

The doors of the balcony next to her open up, and she whirls in surprise – and out walks a middle-aged man, who shoots her an evil glare.

NEIGHBOR

Hey, shut it, lady!

LOIS

Buzz off!

He goes back inside, and she looks back out over the city. She leans over and rests her arms on the balcony sill, raises her hands once more. (In the background, the wind shifts to a different direction; perhaps flowers on a sill begin blowing the opposite way, or her hair flitters in the other direction.)
EXT. – SKYSCRAPER - EVENING
Miles away, Superman is sitting on a statue high atop a skyscraper, much like the eagles of the Chrysler building. He is reading an adventure novel, nonchalantly waiting for something to happen. His eyes glance upon a large clock across the way – 6:48 it says. He sighs, tucks the dust jacket over his page to mark it, closes the book and stands when he hears something.

LOIS(V.O.)
(faintly)

SUPERMAAAN!

His eyes go wide in realization; he drops the book and shoots off into the sky.

Lois is still on her balcony, still in the same position.  She sighs in frustration and stands, turns back into the apartment.

LOIS 

(to self)

…idiot…can’t believe I thought that’d work..

 A voice comes from behind her, stopping her in her tracks.
 SUPERMAN(V.O.)

 Are you all right, Miss Lane?

She whirls, only to see Superman hovering in front of her balcony, a half smile on his face – he knows she’s okay, after all, he can see everything in her apartment, hear her heartbeat. She stares for a second.

SUPERMAN

 May I come in?

LOIS 

Oh – oh God, I’m so sorry – yes, come in, please! 

He touches down and walks into the apartment, steps up closer to her and smiles.  She is transfixed, a look of rapture on her face.  Superman looks at her for a second, then sniffs the air casually, as though sharply drawing breath.

SUPERMAN

Your Kung Pao chicken’s done.

The microwave beeps a second later, and Lois whirls at the sound.  She turns back to Superman.

LOIS

Wait – hold on a second, don’t go anywhere! Just have a seat, I’ll be right back.

She runs into the kitchen, and Superman sits down on her leather couch. Elroy jumps onto his lap, and he scratches the cat’s head while the cat purrs and rubs against his hand.

LOIS

(from kitchen)

 Can I get you anything while I’m in here? A glass of wine, or something?

SUPERMAN

Thanks, but I don’t usually drink.

Lois quickly pulls the food out of the microwave, puts it down on the counter, then spins around and checks herself in the small mirror in the kitchen. She runs her hands through her hair, then grabs her wine glass and her tape recorder and runs around the corner to go back into the living room, slowing to a walk as she rounds the corner.  She saunters over to the couch, and plops down in a chair that faces it. She pushes her tape recorder on, then places it down on the coffee table and takes a sip of wine, then looks at Superman.

LOIS

So, Mister…Superman, is it? 

SUPERMAN

It works.

 LOIS

All right…

(deliberately pronouncing the name) 

Superman, first of all…are you a Metropolis boy, or do you come from out of town?

SUPERMAN 

To be honest, Miss Lane, I’m not from around here – I suppose out of town is as good as any other way to put it.

LOIS

Please, call me Lois.

SUPERMAN

Of course…Lois.

Their eyes meet for a second across the table and they look at each other for a moment.  After a second, Lois blinks, then they both look away to avoid the awkwardness of the moment. 

LOIS

Um – okay then. So tell me, why exactly is it that you do what you do with your…abilities?

SUPERMAN

Well…it always seemed to me as though people should do whatever they can to help others in this world.  I can simply do more than other people are able to, and that lets me help people in ways that others can’t. It just seemed like the right thing to do.

LOIS

Wow.  Well…where exactly do you go, when you’re not flying around helping people? Or is this it – is this all that you do?

SUPERMAN 

No, helping people is pretty much what I do for a living, in one way or another.

LOIS 

Is there a…Mrs. Superman?

SUPERMAN

(smiling) 

As a matter of fact, I’m quite single. But thanks for asking.

Awkward Silence.

SUPERMAN

However, Lois, I’m afraid all this is probably not going to be of much use –

Just then, Elroy the cat jumps onto the table, spilling the wine glass. As the red liquid begins to spill out, Lois gasps and moves towards it – as Superman blasts into the kitchen at speed and returns in an instant.  In half a second, he is on one knee, a SPONGE in his hand absorbing the wine. She looks at him in surprise and awe; he looks at her with a smile.

LOIS

Wow – your place must be so clean.

She notices the wine that’s dripped onto his hand, and leans over to grab it and look.  

LOIS

Oh God – you’ve got wine all over your - 

Their hands meet.

LOIS

-hand.

The two stare into each others’ eyes; they are only inches apart, and it seems for a second like they are about to kiss. The air is heavy with anticipation; they stare into each other’s eyes for a long moment.

SUPERMAN

I should go wash this off.

LOIS

Oh-okay. Of course.

He stands and walks into the kitchen, off camera. Lois stands from her crouch and takes a deep breath, as though trying to clear herself of the emotion. We hear the sink running off-screen. She mouths the word, Wow. She then looks up at the kitchen.

LOIS

So what was it you were saying?

Superman comes back into the room, drying his hands with a dish towel.

SUPERMAN

I was going to say that I’ve already talk-

He is cut off by his super-hearing: we hear what he hears, a woman’s voice crying for help in the distance.

LOIS

What? What is it?

SUPERMAN

I’m sorry, Lois, but I’m needed.  

He moves towards the balcony, but she stops him in his tracks.

LOIS

Wait! 

(he turns) 

Will I see you again?

SUPERMAN

(smiling) 

Count on it.

He rockets off into the sky, leaving her alone in her apartment.  She runs onto the balcony to look if she can see him, but he’s gone. She stares out at the city now that nighttime has enveloped it, watching cars below.

LOIS 

(quietly)

Goodbye.

INT. - DAILY PLANET NEWSROOM - THAT NIGHT

The elevator doors open and Lois comes rushing into the newsroom; it is empty except for a few people working in cubicles. She runs across the room on a beeline for Perry’s office; a co-worker (RON TROUPE) looks on as she runs by.

RON 

Criminey, Lois, watch the speed limit!

LOIS 

(in passing)

Not now, Ron, big story!

Lois bursts through the door of Perry’s office, oblivious to the fact that Perry is talking to someone already.

PERRY 

...we’ll definitely run this front page, no doubt-

LOIS

Stop the presses, Perry, we’ve got a new front page!  

(she tosses her manuscript on his desk) 

I just spent the hour typing it up – the exclusive story on Superman!!! 

PERRY 

Oh – that’s great, Lois, but…

LOIS

But? But what, Chief?

PERRY 

…We actually already have that story. Kent here just brought it in as his interview piece.

Lois, jaw agape, turns to see Clark looking at a Pulitzer on Perry’s wall. Clark turns to see Lois, give a friendly wave.

CLARK

Oh, hi, Lois.  How are things?

LOIS

 Wha…? But…how? How did you…?

CLARK

Find Superman? Well, gee Lois, I’d love to tell you, but a good reporter never gives away his or her secrets.  I mean, you probably wouldn’t tell me how you got your source on that mob connection last week, would you?

LOIS

But…

(throwing her hands up)

Yearrgh!

She storms out, slamming the door behind her. The two men in the office stare at the door for a second, then Clark turns to Perry.

CLARK

Holy cow. Do you think she’ll be all right?

PERRY

Clark, Lois Lane is one of those people who would spit in the devil’s eye if he looked at her sideways.  Getting scooped is part of being a reporter – it just doesn’t happen to her very much. No, she’ll be fine – but if I were you, I might want to stay clear of her for a while.

CLARK

Why do you say that, Mr. White?

Perry sits down on the edge of his desk next to Clark.

PERRY

Lois has never been one of those people who takes getting beaten well.  I remember when she first came to the Planet, I sent her out on an assignment to dig up something on corruption in City Hall.  Well, she came back to me a week later and dropped on my desk one of the finest exposés I’d seen in my career.  We were just about to put out an exclusive issue it when it we got word that somebody from the Star had already put out an extra on the story.  Turns out that some reporter over there had gotten his hands on her notes while she’d been at City hall, had copied down the best parts and sent them into his editor two hours before Lois typed hers up.  

CLARK

So what happened?

PERRY

Well, Lois was furious, of course.  She was swearing like a sailor for days whenever she heard the slightest passing mention of the story or the guy who stole it. So, she went out and dug into the guy’s past; and I don’t mean just birth certificates and credit card receipts, I mean everything. She managed to find out every little secret and lie this guy ever had, then she sent a copy of them to every major news outlet on the eastern seaboard.  He was fired the next day.  Last I heard, he was 
working for some paper in Walla Walla as a second-stringer.  I’m not trying to scare you or anything, Clark, but just be forewarned; Lois Lane is not someone to be crossed very often. And she’s very good at finding skeletons in the closet.  

Clark visibly gulps. Perry crosses the desk and pats Clark on the back as he guides him out of his office.

PERRY

But don’t worry – I think you’ve got what it takes, Kent.  There’s a meeting at 9:15 on Monday; I expect to see you there.  

CLARK

Anything else you need from me, Mister White?

PERRY

Just go out and have a good weekend – you’ve certainly earned it. 

Perry closes his door, leaving Clark alone in the City Room of the Planet.  He turns and heads for the elevators.

SCENE: LEXTOWER
INT. – LUTHOR’S OFFICE - NIGHT
Luthor stands in a battle pose, stripped to the waist, sweating profusely in the middle of his office.  His eyes concentrating on something off the screen, he suddenly ducks.  We see now that he is being attacked by a tall, blond, very athletic woman (MERCY) dressed in some manner of dress, such as one might see for kickboxing – but without the gloves.  

She lunges at him, a thin wooden club held high, but Luthor ducks under the blow and flips her over onto the ground. She rolls out of it with lightening speed, just as Luthor turns to deal with a foot that flashes towards him. He grabs the kick and deflects it, and we see that the foot is attached to an equally attractive and athletic black woman (HOPE), who is taken down by a rapid move by Luthor. The two women attack together now, one from each side, their timing perfectly coordinated – but Luthor dodges and they hit nothing but air. He slides over away from the two, but Mercy attempts to lash out with blade-like hands. 

She launches blow after blow at him, but Luthor parries each one with expert proficiency. Finally, he grabs her hands and pulls her close, then uses her as a pivot point to spin and kick Hope in the torso. However, as he does Mercy pulls him off balance, and he falls to the ground on his ass. Hope and Mercy now attack together, now each holding a wooden club (Hope snatched hers up off the floor when Luthor kicked her). As their arms begin to snap downwards, Luthor winces in frustration.

LUTHOR

Rosebud.

At the word, their batons stop in midair, inches above his back. He brings himself to his feet as the women watch – he grabs an embroidered towel from a towel rack before turning to the two women.

LUTHOR

What was my time, Hope?

Hope looks at the clock on Luthor’s wall. 

HOPE

Seventeen minutes, thirty-four seconds.

LUTHOR

(throwing on a robe) 

Well, I do believe that’s my best time yet.

MERCY

Yes it is, Mr. Luthor.

LUTHOR

Well then – thank you for an…acceptable workout. You two are dismissed.

We can tell from his voice that Luthor is the kind of man who is not the sort who finds many things worthy of high praise – he is rarely satisfied. The two women reach for the clothes they have in the corner; we can tell from the attire (sunglasses, suits, pistols, radios) that these women are actually Luthor’s bodyguards.

MERCY

(while dressing) 

What time will you be heading home tonight, sir?

Luthor has unsealed a file on his desk and is flipping through it – we see that it’s entitled LEXCORP CONFIDENTIAL: HOSTILE TAKEOVER OF FERRIS AIERCRAFT, INC, and has many facts on the subject below the title.

LUTHOR

It’s been a slow day, so I figured I might leave a bit early tonight.

MERCY

Nine o’clock then?

LUTHOR

Nine-thirty. It wasn’t that slow.

MERCY

Yes sir. We’ll have the car waiting.

The two women, now dressed, step out of his office, closing the tick door behind them. Luthor gets up from behind his desk, walks over to an adjoining door in his office and goes through, revealing a bathroom as big as Lois’s apartment – but still dwarfed by Luthor’s office. He steps into his palatial shower, turning it on – thick clouds of steam begin to fill the room. We see his form, blurred and vague through the foggy glass shower wall, as he stands in the hot water, one arm rested against the wall, head deep in thought. His hand turns off the water.

CUT TO: Lex putting on his tie again (after the rest of his suit), as his secretary/butler THEODORE waits outside. Lex turns towards him, looks expectantly.

LUTHOR

Yes, Theodore? Is there something dire that warrants my attention?

THEODORE

My apologies, sir, but Doctor Hamilton has left a message – he says that Phase II of Project Metallica is about to commence.

LUTHOR

Well then, excellent news. 

(beat)

Oh, and tell Steinberg that I’ve approved the takeover of Ferris Aircraft.

Luthor walks over to his private elevator, presses a button. As the doors close, he says…

LUTHOR

(to self)

 I wonder who the volunteer is.

INT. – LEXCORP LAB 

CUT TO: The bedraggled, three-day-bearded face of a man on an operating table. He has a gag in his mouth, but his eyes dart around the room frantically. As the camera pulls out, we see that he is strapped to a large operating table in an antiseptic OR, men and women in white darting around him. Heart monitors are all around him, as well as electrodes on his head. High above it all in an observation room Luthor is looking down at the man and room below.  Next to him, Hamilton is speaking.

HAMILTON

His name is John Corben, Mr. Luthor.  He’s a petty criminal: three arrests in Metropolis, with half a dozen others up and down the East Coast. We found him drunk in a bar in Suicide Slum, droning on about his hatred for Superman.

Lex looks up at the name.

LUTHOR

Really? Please – elaborate, Doctor.

HAMILTON

Well, apparently even since Superman began appearing in town, his wife has been annoying him about how he should be more like him, and how she’s going to leave him for someone more like Superman.

(tentatively)

Mister Luthor…he has three children. A son and two daughters.

LUTHOR

(looking towards the table)

But you said that his beta waves are the strongest yet?

HAMILTON

Well, yes, of all the subjects we’ve seen he’s by far the most capable, but sir…he told us that he’s trying to reform himself.  He told me that he’s trying to get a good job, so that someday he can give his children…the chances he never had.

Luthor looks up, steps over and gives him an emotionless pat on the shoulder.  He looks Hamilton in the face, eyes cold as ice.

LUTHOR

The best laid plans of mice and men, Doctor.

Luthor turns and begins to walk out. He says the next without breaking stride or looking back.

LUTHOR

Let me know when you’ve finished.

The door shuts behind him, and Hamilton sighs in despair. He glances down towards the man on the table, then walks out of the frame a different direction.  Below, we see an anesthesiologist place a gas mask over Corben’s face; he squirms madly, but quickly begins to slow. His eyes close, and he goes limp.

SCENE: THE SKY, MORNING

The early morning sun, shining golden over Metropolis, lighting everything up like heaven. We see it shine off the dome of the Planet, and surround the giant LexCorp building like a halo. A mile away floating up above it all is Clark, dressed in just a pair of boxer shorts. His arms are outstretched and his eyes closed as he faces the sun; he seems to draw in the beauty of the morning. He takes a deep breath and opens his eyes again, looks out over the city. Clark’s POV: we pan across the cityscape, hearing all the sounds of a city in the morning – alarm clocks going off, radios snapping on, water rushing, doors slamming. People’s voices saying things like “I love you,” “Have a good day!” and “Come right home after school!” One noise overlaid on top of another. 

CLOSEUP: Clark’s face, a smile beginning to form as he looks out, golden light illuminating his features – it’s very noble and symbolic. It’s obvious that he loves this, loves just being alive, being able to do what he can. His arms drop to his sides, then he disappears downwards in a blur of motion. 

CUT TO: Clark walking up out of the subway in front of the Planet, in a suitably rumpled, baggy suit, his glasses and slicked hair. He holds in his hand a cup of coffee. His entire demeanor is different than from when he is Superman, who (in terms of personality) is much closer to the real Clark Kent; in his disguise, he slouches over and seems meek and unthreatening, despite his obvious height. He walks into the now-bustling front of the Planet, and gives a jaunty wave to Ella the receptionist.

CLARK

Good morning, Ella!

ELLA

(with a smile)

 Morning, Clark.

He piles into the elevator with a bunch of other people, and ends up being next to Jimmy.

JIMMY

Hey, Clark!

CLARK

Morning, Jim. What’d you do last night?

JIMMY

Nothing much – went out with a bunch of my friends. We went to a club downtown. You get out much, Clark?

Clark looks off into space, as though thinking about it. 

CLARK

Not really.

JIMMY

Hey, you should come out with us sometime – it’d be fun.

CLARK

Gosh, Jim, I’d really like to, but I’m afraid I’m really not big on that whole sort of thing.  You know, staying out late and all that. I’d rather just get a good night’s sleep.

JIMMY

Well, that’s okay, I guess. If you ever change your mind, though, let me know.

CLARK

(looking down at him with a smile)

Sure thing.

The elevator doors open up, and the contents of the car spill out into the newsroom. Clark and Jimmy step away from the group, and begin walking off separately when Lois walks in front of them, cutting by them. 

JIMMY

Hey, how’s it goin’, Lois?

LOIS 

Busy as ever, Jimmy!

CLARK

Anything I can do to help?

Lois shoots him a frigid glance.

LOIS

(acidly) 

Don’t you think you’ve done enough, Kent?

She walks off, leaving Jimmy and Clark to watch her go, their eyes wide.

JIMMY

Ouch, dude.

CLARK

(looking at coffee) 

I think I may need to reheat my coffee after that look.

Jimmy laughs at the remark, and Clark’s eyes go wide; he has realized that he’s dropped the mask of “meek, mild-mannered Clark” for just a second, without thinking about it. 

CLARK

Or, uh, something like that.

JIMMY

(walking off)

 I got stuff to do. See you around, Clark.

(to self)
 …reheat the coffee…that’s good…

Clark paces on over to his cubicle, drops his coffee down on the desk and sits down at his computer, turning it on. We see his office space for the first time; a collection of Bic ballpoints and Ticonderogas sits in a pen basket next to the keyboard, and on the walls are a only a couple of items: a picture of Einstein sticking his tongue out, a Raiders of the Lost Ark poster, and clipped to the board behind his monitor a series of pictures. We see a picture of a young Ma and Pa Kent in front of the farmhouse, one of him at about 12 with his two dogs, one of him as a boy with a white-and-black-speckled horse, one of a young Clark with Pete and Lana back in Smallville, and one of him and Lana hugging in their late teens.  Clark looks wistfully at the pictures for a second, then reaches for the phone and dials.

EXT. KENT FARM - DAY

Back at the farm back in Kansas, Pa Kent works on his tractor out in the driveway.  The phone begins ringing. Pa looks into the house at the phone through the kitchen window and grumbles as it keeps ringing.

PA

(yelling) 

Martha, can you get that? I’m a little busy!

Ma comes into the kitchen from another room as the phone keeps ringing.

MA

I’ve got it, hon!

(she lifts the phone)

Hello?

CUT TO: Clark, back in his cubicle.

CLARK

Hey, Ma?

CUT TO: Martha on the phone again.

MA

Clark – hello! Hold on – let me tell your father that you’re calling.

(yelling out window)

JONATHAN – IT’S CLARK!

PA

(sitting up)

Clark? Tell him to hold on – I’ll be right there.

MA

So, Clarkie – how is everything in Metropolis? 

CUT TO: Clark

CLARK

Everything’s good, Ma…just normal stuff.  

MA(V.O.)

And how’s work?

CLARK

Work’s good, work’s good…did you guys get that copy of my article I sent you?

CUT TO: Ma, in the kitchen

MA

Get it? Clark, your father made a special run to Topeka to buy ten copies when we heard. But I made sure to put a copy in your baby book as soon as we got it.

CLARK (V.O.)

Ma…you still keep that thing?

As this is happening Pa enters the kitchen, motions to the phone, mouths ‘Is that him?’ Ma nods, and Pa motions to the phone, then to himself, in a “can I talk to him?” motion. Ma shoots him a “when I’m done” look, and turns back to the phone

MA

Of course, honey – we would never get rid of it.

Pa is playfully grabbing for the phone as Martha tries to dodge him.

MA

Hold on, Clark – your father wants to talk to you.

She hands the phone to him with an “I hope you’re happy” look, but she doesn’t move; instead, she stands next to him and Pa angles the phone so that she can hear it too.

PA

Hello, Clark.  

CLARK(V.O.)

Hi, Pa.

PA

So son, how’s the whole…dual identity thing working out?

CUT TO: Clark; he looks around to make sure no one’s listening, then shifts the phone to the other hand.

CLARK

(quietly) 

Pretty well, considering…you were definitely right about it. So far as I can tell, no one’s noticed yet – but it’s only been a couple weeks. I’m not counting any chickens yet.

CUT TO: Ma and Pa at the phone.

PA

Well I’m sure you’ll do fine, son.  If you’ve managed to make it work so far, it’ll only get easier from here as people get to know you.

MA

We know you’ll do great, Clark – you’ve already made us so proud.

CLARK (V.O.)

Ma…stop…

PA

Your mother’s right, son…we are both amazed at what you’re doing.

CUT TO: Clark.

CLARK

Oh – how’s Shoogy? She still doing okay?

MA(V.O.)

 She’s doing all right, but I’m afraid Doc Hannigan says that her arthritis won’t be getting any better.  We’re not supposed to ride her anymore, either – he said it’s bad for her joints.

CLARK

Oh – that’s too bad.  I’ll have to come out and see her sometime - maybe this weekend I’ll stop by.

The door to Perry’s office whips open and Perry barrels out into the doorway.

PERRY

(bellowing) 
LANE!!! KENT!!! IN MY OFFICE!!!

Clark looks over his shoulder in the direction of the yell. He turns back to the phone.

CLARK

Uh-Oh. I gotta go, guys.

MA(V.O.)

 Is everything all right, Clark?

CLARK

Yeah, yeah – everything’s fine, that’s just the way Mr. White is. He’d yell like that if he just won the lottery.  Love you Ma; love you Pa!

CUT TO: Ma and Pa at the phone, together.

MA AND PA

(simultaneously) 

We love you, Clark!

Back in Metropolis, Clark hangs up his phone and gets up out of his cubicle.
INT. – PERRY’S OFFICE

Clark walks through the door into Perry’s office, followed a second later by Lois. Perry gestures to the two chairs in front of his desk.

PERRY

Lois, Clark, sit down.

The two move towards the chairs, when Clark reaches ahead and pulls back Lois’s chair for her. She eyes him with a mix of suspicion and curiosity – she thought that kind of thing had died out back in the Stone Age.

LOIS

(suspiciously) 

Thank you.

CLARK

My pleasure, Lois.

Clark takes his seat next to her, and both look towards Perry, who stands behind his desk.  Perry eyes them with suspicion –old reporter’s instinct.  

PERRY

I just received today the official invites to the LexCorp Metropolis Gala this Saturday, and I’ve decided that this year I’m not going.

LOIS

You’re not? But you and Alice always go to that thing. What happened to hobnobbing it up with the rich and pretentious?

PERRY

We decided that we were just too damn sick and tired of listening to all those wanna-be Carnegies and Rockefellers and their God-awful stories of the horrors of being rich. I’ve been listening to people’s stories for sixty-three years now, and damned if the people at that party don’t set a new record for absurdly frivolous conversation every year.

(beat)

Which is why I’m having you go this year.

LOIS

Gee, Perry, when you sell it like that…

PERRY

Don’t worry – it’s not all that bad, especially if you haven’t heard all the blather before.  I actually had fun my first time. Besides, you’ll be able to get an unbeatable angle on that Superman story you’re working on – you’ll have half the politicians and CEOs in the city in one place to ask questions.

Clark glances over at Lois – he had no idea that she had taken such an interest in Superman. She glances back at him with renewed venom, and he quickly looks away.

LOIS

That’s all well and good, Perry – but then why is Kent in here?

PERRY

Well, that’s the other thing…you’re taking Kent with you.

Clark’s eyebrows go up in surprise, while Lois’s jaw drops in what quickly turns to anger.

LOIS

What? Come on, Perry, you can’t honestly expect me to go with this…farmboy from Tinytown, Kansas, can you?

CLARK

Um, it’s Smallville, actually – 

LOIS

Whatever!

PERRY

(his expression hardening) 
I’m afraid you really don’t have much choice in the matter, Lois – Clark needs to get some experience under his belt, and this will give him a chance to make some connections, too. 

Perry and Lois exchange a very dark look for a second, a staring contest of iron wills. Clark, just to the side, squirms a bit in his seat, feeling a bit uncomfortable. He twiddles his thumbs for a moment, looking around the room. Finally, Lois breaks; she stands up next to the chair.

LOIS

Fine. But if …Smallville ends up making me or the Planet look bad…

She storms out with the sentence hanging in midair, slamming the door behind her. Clark turns at the sound, then looks back to Perry. 

CLARK

Wow.

PERRY

Yeah, that’s Lois. She can be a hellcat when she wants to be.

Perry sits down in his chair behind the desk, leans back in a casual gesture. He looks right at Clark, and his voice goes down a notch – he’s slipping into paternal advice mode. Clark listens in attentively.

PERRY

Clark, Lois is the kind of person who will hold a grudge until Doomsday even if she doesn’t really care about it. You two are going to be working together a lot from here on out, and it’s not going to be easy if you stay like this. You’re just going to have to be the bigger man and apologize to her.

CUT TO: Lois banging away on her computer, an expression of concentration on her face as she types. In comparison to Clark’s relatively clean cubicle, hers has stuff everywhere, from a stuffed animal on top of the computer to a basket with papers and folders piled on top of it – her “in” pile. In additional contrast to Clark’s space, there are no pictures of family or friends, save one of Lois hugging a shorter blonde woman – her sister, Lucy. As she types, the form of a man in a suit steps up behind her.

CLARK(V.O.)

Uh, Lois?

She spins on her chair to stare right at Clark’s torso, only to adjust her face upwards immediately to look him right in the eyes. She responds impatiently. 

LOIS

Yes…?

CLARK

Listen, I, ah…

He reaches over and grabs another chair that happens to be sitting nearby, pulls it up and sits down in front of Lois. 

CLARK

What I’m trying to say is…Lois, I’m sorry if I offended you in any way with the way I just breezed in here and stole your thunder. I really didn’t mean anything by it, and I’m sorry that things worked out that way.  Can you forgive me?

He flashes his most charming smile, and Lois eyes him with suspicion – she’s wary of anyone who seems so sorry. After a moment though, her expression lightens – she has decided to forgive him; there’s something about him that she really finds genuinely nice.

LOIS

Maybe you’re right. After all, there’s no way you could have known that I’d gotten that interview with Superman, right?

CLARK

 Of course not.

Clark stands up from his chair, pushes it back to where it was. They look at each other for a moment; Clark smiles, and Lois returns the gesture with a smile that is mostly genuine, then turns back to her computer.

CLARK

Oh – Lois?

LOIS

(without looking at him)

 Mm-hmm? 

CLARK

What time do you want me to pick you up for the gala Saturday night?

LOIS

Seven-thirty would probably be good.  I’m on West 64th between Van Buren and 4th – the Metro Towers.

CLARK

Okay – see you then!

As he walks off, he has a noticeable spring in his step. From his office, Perry watches him cross the newsroom.
SCENE: THAT NIGHT
INT. CLARK’S BATHROOM. 
The shower turns off as Clark steps out, grabs a towel and dries himself off. He wipes the steam off the mirror with another towel, and runs his hand over his five o’clock shadow pensively. He opens up his medicine cabinet and pulls out a curved piece of metal – from the distinctive look of it, it’s obvious it was a piece of the heat shield from his rocket. He looks at himself in the reflection in the concave surface, then his eyes glow, and two beams of heat vision shoot out, bounce off the metal and hit his beard, burning it away with a sizzle. 

CUT TO: Clark putting on his tuxedo in his bedroom – he is in a new, much larger apartment than the last one we saw him in.  He teases the sleeves down and ties the bow tie, then pulls the lapel tight and looks at himself in the mirror.

CLARK

(Superman voice) 

Kent. Clark Kent.

He smiles, and reaches for his glasses on the nightstand.

INT. LOIS’s APARTMENT

Lois is in her apartment, wearing a black cocktail dress that hugs every curve of her body as though it was made for her – she looks amazingly sexy. Her shiny, smooth auburn-brown hair cascades down to around her neck. She is looking in the mirror putting in her earring when the doorbell rings.

LOIS

Just a second!

She walks over to the door and opens it, to see Clark standing there with his hands behind his back. His hair suitably slicked back, his tux a bit untucked and his glasses breaking up the outline of his face, he only slightly resembles the Clark from just before.

CLARK

Hey, Lois!

LOIS

Clark! Oh – come in, I’m just finishing up getting ready.

She moves back into the apartment, and he follows her, revealing from behind his back a bouquet of beautiful flowers. She looks on in pleasant surprise.

CLARK

These are for you.

LOIS

Oh, Clark – they’re beautiful. What are they?

CLARK

Lilies – tiger and oriental.  I hope you like them.

LOIS

(inhaling the scent) 

They’re gorgeous.  Let me just put them in some water.

CLARK

No, no – you finish up, I’ll do that. 

She hands him the flowers and walks off into her room. Clark peers at her kitchen cabinets as if looking for something – he’s clearly using X-ray vision to look for a vase, even though we can’t see any visible proof. After a second, he spies (with a discernable “Ah!”) what he’s looking for, opens up a cabinet above the sink and pulls out a VASE. 

LOIS(V.O.)

 There should be a vase in the cupboard above the sink.

Clark glances down at the vase already in hand.

CLARK

Got it!

Lois walks back out into the kitchen, now all ready. She looks hot, and Clark can’t help but notice.

CLARK

You, ah, aren’t going to be cold in that I hope?

Lois gives him a confused look.

LOIS

Clark – it’s seventy-five degrees outside.

CLARK

Even so…you sure you’ll be okay?

LOIS

Yeah. Now come on, we’re going to be late if we don’t get going.

She pulls him out the door and closes it behind her. 
CUT TO: LEXTOWER at night, lit up brightly.  Somehow, the lights manage to make the building look even taller, an even bigger monument to Luthor’s ego – and money. Over it all, the unseen Lois and Clark talk to each other. As they speak, the inside of the party is revealed, a grandiose, ornate room filled with the rich and powerful from left to right.  Everyone from older balding politicians to young blonde movie stars stands or sits within, drinking champagne and babbling amongst themselves.

CLARK(V.O.) 

So, Lois, what exactly is this “Metropolis Gala” that we’re going to?

LOIS(V.O.)
It’s pretty much Lex Luthor’s excuse to remind the high-and-mighty of Metropolis that he thinks of himself as their emperor, too – not just the peons like us.

CLARK(V.O.)
Oh. 

(beat) 

This should be fun.
INT. – LEXTOWER – GALA ROOM
The camera stops on the elevator opening up into the party to reveal Clark and Lois, her arm in his, standing in the elevator. She seems a little bit bored with this already, but to Clark this sort of thing is all new. His eyes seem to absorb everything as looks around the room, checking out the party with an expression of awe on his face. He lets out a low whistle of being impressed. Lois is amused, and teases him a bit about it.

LOIS

What’s the matter Kent, never been to a party before?

CLARK

Back in Smallville, a party usually consisted of a dozen kids hanging out in somebody’s barn and listening to the music on their stereo.

LOIS

Sounds like your town had an exhilarating nightlife.

CLARK

When you live in a town with three thousand people, you find things to do.

As they talk, the two wander slowly through the party. Several men seem to notice Lois and turn their heads her way, but she ignores them.

LOIS

Really? Smallville is aptly named, then.

CLARK

(smiling) 
We had thirty-two kids in my high-school class, Lois. Calling Smallville small is like calling the Statue of Liberty green – once you see it, you figure it out pretty quick.

Lois smiles at that remark, and looks up to see Lex chatting with some figure in a tuxedo.  He sees her, and he quickly excuses himself and moves in her direction. He slips through the party like a shark through a school of herring, the little fish parting just in front of him.

LOIS

Here comes our host.

Lex walks up to Lois and elegantly kisses her hand as he speaks. Lois looks on in a bit of disdain – she’s used to men propositioning her, and knows that he likes her; nonetheless, she has little feelings for him other than the sense that he’s covered in about an inch of metaphorical slime.

LUTHOR

Lois. You look dazzling, as always.  

LOIS

You’re too kind, Lex.

LUTHOR

I do hope that you’ve recovered from the…unfortunate happenings at the airport the other day? 

LOIS

Oh, I’m fine now. It takes more than a blown engine to rattle me.

Luthor nods, then notices Clark standing next to her. Despite the fact that Clark has a few inches on Luthor, Lex shows nothing but calculating indifference as he analyzes this new face.

LUTHOR

And who might you be, Mister…

CLARK

Kent, Mr. Luthor – Clark Kent.  I work with Lois at the Planet.

Clark offers his hand to Luthor, who pumps it with expert skill.

LUTHOR

Kent, Kent…ah yes, Kent! You wrote that piece on that Superman fellow, didn’t you?

Lois rolls her eyes.

CLARK

(bashfully) 

Well, yes, but really it was nothing…

LUTHOR

Nonsense! I found it very…informative.  An exclusive as well, I believe.

Lois breaks away from Clark and throws up her hands.

LOIS

That’s it – I’m getting a drink. You boys play nice.

She walks off, leaving Clark and Lex to watch her slink away.

LUTHOR

What was that about?

CLARK

Oh, Lois actually also got an interview with Superman – it’s just that she ended up handing it in just after I did. She’s still pretty touchy about it.

Lex nods in consent.  As he asks about Superman, his words seem innocent enough, but his tone gives off a sense of ice-cold seriousness – it only seems as though he’s making small talk.

LUTHOR

Ah, yes – of course. So tell me, Mister Kent, you are one of the few people who have actually met this angel in tights that seems to have taken up in our city. Tell me – what do you think of him? Do you think he’s sincere?

Clark shifts a bit, thinking of how to phrase his response.

CLARK

I think – yes, he is sincere. I mean, we live in a world where no one seems to trust anyone else anymore, where everyone has to have other motives for why they do what they do. I think that this Superman guy is actually just here to help out those in need.

LUTHOR

But why exactly? Does someone pay him to run around and help people? 

Clark shrugs.

CLARK

From what I saw, he just does it out of the goodness of his heart.

LUTHOR

That’s remarkably optimistic, Mister Kent. 

CLARK

Well, some people might say it’s naïve – 

LUTHOR

I didn’t say it wasn’t.

Luthor turns to see that more guests have entered the party, and moves to break away from the conversation.

LUTHOR

If you’ll excuse me, Mister Kent, I have hosting duties to attend to.

As Clark watches him go, Lois walks back up to him, a glass of champagne in her hand.

LOIS

So what were you and Mister Clean talking about?

CLARK

Nothing you really want to hear. I take it you don’t care for our host?

LOIS

Hell, no – that guy is as nasty as they come, despite any feelings he might have for me. Haven’t you heard about how he started this place?

CLARK

I’m afraid I haven’t.

As Lois talks, her story suddenly bursts into view in a black-and-white FLASHBACK.

LOIS(V.O.)

About twenty-five years ago, Luthor’s parents were killed in an automobile accident.

As she talks, we see two people in the flashback driving a car through Metropolis, circa 1975-1980. It is nighttime, and the man behind the wheel is trying to see through the rainstorm. All of a sudden, a car coming at them in the other lane cuts into their lane, causing the LUTHORS to panic and swerve out of the way – directly into a brick wall. The screen goes black just as the car is about to hit. 

LOIS(V.O.)

No one made any big deal out of it at the time – just another car accident on a rainy night.

Still in the flashback, the police cars have gathered around the automobile wreck. A body is loaded onto an ambulance in a body bag; the bag is zipped up just before it is put on board, revealing it to be MRS. LUTHOR. It is loaded next to a second body bag, then the ambulance doors close and it drives away. From across the street, a shadowy FIGURE in trenchcoat watches – his face is masked by shadow, but we can see the distinctive sneakers he wears. He walks out of the frame, and it fades to black.

LOIS(V.O.)

 Well, it turns out that Mr. and Mrs. Luthor had a quite sizeable life-insurance fund in case anything unfortunate happened to them – $500,000. And the sole beneficiary was their precious son, Lex.

EXT. – METROPOLIS PIER – YEARS AGO

Still in black-and-white, a THUG is sitting in his car on an empty pier – he looks rather unpleasant, and the car is obviously the same one that ran the Luthors off the road. The sound of footsteps approaches to reveal the shadowy figure from just before. His face is still unseen, but he wears the same sneakers and trenchcoat. The other man looks worried, he speaks quickly and agitatedly as he rolls down the window to talk.

THUG

So, man, you got my money?

FIGURE

Better.

The figure pulls out a small revolver and shoots the man several times in the face in one cold-blooded motion. As the shots echo across the way, the man falls back into his seat. The figure approaches to examine the body, then hefts a gas can that he has in his other hand.  He splashes the gasoline throughout the interior and over the body, then throws the can into the back seat. From his pocket, he produces a matchbook; he rattles it in his hand, then pulls out a match and strikes it.  Casually, he tosses it into the car, which erupts into flame.  As the fire lights up the pier, we finally get a good look at the figure as the camera studies him admiring his handiwork; it is young LUTHOR, no more than 16 years old.  He has a grim look on his face as he turns and walks away from the burning car as the scene fades back to the present.

The camera cuts back to Clark and Lois at the party. 

LOIS

So, Lex took the money and used it to start an electronics company – computer technology, all stuff that he had thought up himself as a boy. Within a year, Lex Luthor had made his first million, and in five LexCorp was the biggest individual employer in Metropolis. 

CLARK

I just find it hard to believe that anyone would kill off their own parents out of greed – I thought that kind of thing only happened in soap operas and comic books.

LOIS

Yeah, well…

Lois looks over her shoulder to see Mayor Bailey talking with Lex, who looks over at Lois with a look of the kind that an art collector might give to a van Gogh – the desire to obtain, just because.

LOIS

…Lex Luthor always did see people more as commodities than as equals.

INT. – LEXTOWER BASEMENT - NIGHT

A FIGURE in black creeps through an empty hallway in the sub-basement of the Lextower.  After scanning it, he turns and signals to something deep in the unseen blackness of the tunnels behind him, and five other GUNMEN join him. The men all pile into a service elevator at the end of the hall, and proceed to cock their Heckler and Koch MP5 submachine guns – they check the magazines, flip the safeties. The leader looks at each of them to confirm their readiness, then punches a button on the panel. The doors close.

INT. – LEXTOWER GALA

Back at the party, everyone continues to mill about. Lois is off in the corner talking with a handsome, movie-star type man; Clark shoots them a somewhat jealous glance then turns back to looking at some of the pre-Columbian artworks Luthor has laid out on shelves. He munches on some sushi from the food table when suddenly the doors of the kitchen fly open and the men in black burst through, guns leveled at the crowd. Clark whirls in surprise as people cry out, then begins to move for the exit when one of the gunmen sees this and points his weapon at Clark, causing him to stop in his tracks.

GUNMAN

Freeze! Hold it right there, buddy!

Without warning, a loud KLAXON begins to sound, and the people in the room all begin to panic, running about. The camera shows heavy metal doors SEALING OFF the elevator in the room, as well as the stairwell and the service elevator in the kitchen, where the cooks lie unconscious on the floor. Clark starts to edge towards the exit amongst the pandemonium, but he’s not close enough to the rest of the crowd, and the gunman aiming at him puts his gun to his shoulder, causing Clark to stop – he doesn’t want to expose himself. The pandemonium continues until the leader raises his gun into the air and fires a burst, causing half of the people to drop to the floor screaming and the others to freeze in place – all except Luthor, whose face becomes hard as stone. He slowly and fearlessly walks through the people, his eyes never leaving those of the leader. Lex walks right up to him, sizes him up.

LUTHOR

You men are trespassing on a private party. I suggest that you vacate the premises immediately before the police arrive.

The leader pistol-whips him in response, knocking Luthor to the floor. Luthor doesn’t make a sound, merely shakes his head and gingerly touches his hand to the blood from the gash that opened up.

LEADER

Shut up, Luthor – we’re all familiar with your little act, and we’re not buying it. 

The masked leader turns to the crowd assembled and addresses them with a sweeping gesture.

LEADER(CON’T)
We also know that this room is impregnable from outside assault once the security lockdown has been initiated, so don’t even think about making an escape. The only one in here who knows the code to open the doors is Luthor…

The leader jams the barrel of his gun against Luthor’s head.

LEADER

…and I think he’s smart enough to keep his mouth shut.

Lois squirms through the crowd of people, walking fearlessly on up to the leader – but not getting quite as close as Lex did.

LOIS

All right, buddy – if you’re going to hold us hostage, I think we deserve to figure out who’s keeping us that way. Who are you and your goons, and what the hell do you want with us?

The leader looks at her for a second, then glances down at Luthor, who returns the stare with cold eyes.

LEADER

Fair enough. I’m sure that our host will remember me – 

He pulls off his ski mask, revealing a man in his late forties, with graying hair and weathered complexion. Luthor’s eyes narrow in recognition.

LEADER

-don’t you, Lex?

Lex stands back up, looks the man square in the eyes.

LUTHOR

Andrew Cleary. U.S. Navy SEALs, Retired. 44 years old as of last March. Brown eyes, 5’11”, has a wife named Sarah and a daughter Ella. I remember everything.

Cleary stares at him for a moment, then turns to the group behind Luthor.

CLEARY

Well then, Luthor, seeing as how you seem to have a very good memory, why don’t you tell all these people how we know each other?

LUTHOR

(eyes never leaving Cleary)

 Cleary was a private contractor after he came out of the Navy – he operated a defense firm. I had his company install the security systems in the Lextower.

CLEARY

Oh, but Lex, you’ve left out the best part! Why don’t you tell them what happened after that?

As though to emphasize the word, his eyes snap back to Luthor’s, as though daring him to try something. Behind the two men, Lois and the rest of the group watch the two men. Luthor stays mute, so Cleary turns back to the crowd.

CLEARY

What Mr. Luthor didn’t tell you is that, after our job installing the security systems, he decided that we knew too much – so, he decided to have us knocked off. There were two dozen of us when we worked for him – now there’s only us six. 

In response to his words, the other five men pull off their ski masks, revealing a group of battle-hardened men about the same age as Cleary. They stare out at the group like Roman centurions, tall but silent and deadly. Luthor stares at the men with utter indifference – he doesn’t seem to care at all.

LUTHOR

(sneering)

You don’t have any proof, Cleary.

At that, Cleary’s face darkens with blood as his anger boils over. He jams the barrel of his old Colt 1911A between Luthor’s eyes.

CLEARY

I don’t need any.

He cocks the hammer with his thumb. Clark, observing this whole time, begins to try to sneak off slowly again, when one of the men (CHAVEZ) sees him out of the corner of his eye.

CHAVEZ
Hey!

Clark freezes for a second as the man begins running towards him. Clark’s eyes fall to the man’s belt, where (unseen to the camera) the man is drawing a STUN GUN. Instead of trying to retaliate, Clark turns and makes a weak attempt to run, but is easily leapt upon by the man, who shocks him with the tazer. Clark falls to the ground easily, to the shock and start of many of the party-goers. Lois looks shocked – she tries to run towards Clark, but two men in tuxedoes hold her back.

LOIS

Clark!!!

TUXEDOED MAN 1

Don’t be an idiot – 

(resignedly) 

 - there’s nothing we can do to stop them.

Lois struggles against them, but she knows they’re right. In front of them, Cleary looks over at his man, his gun still pressed against Luthor’s face.

CLEARY

What the hell’s going on over there, Chavez?

CHAVEZ

Just some idiot trying to make a break for it. 

(pointing his gun at Clark) 

Want me to make an example of him, Captain?

CLEARY

Naw – I got a better idea. 

(with an evil grin)

 Toss him out to the M.P.D. as a present.

Chavez, understanding, grabs Clark’s collar and pulls him over to the bank of massive windows that show a view of the cityscape through them. He flips a couple of safety latches on the window edges, and it slides open sideways. He hauls Clark up by the collar and dumps him out the window. 

LOIS

NOOOOO!!!!

EXT. – LEXTOWER – GALA FLOOR AND FALLING FAST

Her scream quickly travels out the open window and nearly instantaneously catches up with Clark as he falls, flashing by the windows of Lextower. His eyes open again, he yanks off his glasses and tears open the shirt of his tuxedo to reveal the “S.” He moves downwards faster and faster until turning and tearing off into the night sky, just as the lights and sirens of the Metropolis P.D. head down the avenue towards the building.

INT. – LEXTOWER - GALA

Back in the tower, Lois breaks free of the two men holding her and runs towards the open window.

CLEARY

Greenly!

A large black mercenary steps into her way and grabs her forcibly – however, she fights back viciously, jamming her elbow up into his nose. He staggers backwards, but Lois doesn’t stop – she punches him across the jaw with a powerful right hook, kicks him in the groin, then delivers a chop to the side of the neck – all within a few seconds. One of the other commandoes, seeing his friend getting the shit kicked out of him by a woman in a cocktail dress, raises his submachine gun and takes careful aim, just as Lois looks his way – her eyes shoot open in surprise. The man coolly pulls the trigger, and the gun barks – just as Superman BURSTS through the wall in front of him and directly into the path of the bullets, which bounce harmlessly off his chest into the wall. The commando looks on in shock as Superman looks at him with a chastising expression.

SUPERMAN

Didn’t your mother ever teach you to play nice?

Before the man can react, Superman grabs the gun from his hands and crushes it in his left hand, while his right hand lashes out in a punch that catches the commando right smack in the Kevlar vest he wears. The force of the punch sends him flying back into another commando, knocking them both down and out. Another mercenary runs at him with knife drawn – he’s seen that bullets have no effect. As the commando runs at him, Superman calmly grabs him by his vest and pulls him up right to him – their noses are two inches apart. The merc looks at him fearfully, and Superman head-butts him, knocking him out with a dull clonk. Finally, Superman turns to Chavez still standing by the window, unsure of what to do.

SUPERMAN

You! 

Supes begins advancing towards Chavez, who paws for his gun frantically. As he pulls it up, Superman swats it aside as he grabs Chavez by the collar and effortlessly hoists him up into the air, only a foot from the open window.

SUPERMAN

You threw someone out the window a minute ago. He’d be dead right now if I hadn’t caught him as he fell.

Lois looks relieved at the news.

SUPERMAN

Now, you look down there and tell me if that seems like a nice thing to do to someone.

Superman, holding Chavez at arm’s length out the window now, twists his wrist 180 degrees so Chavez is staring right down at the ground ninety stories below. His walkie-talkie falls from the building, slowly pirouetting downwards before Chavez’s very wide eyes. He lets out a scream as he shuts his eyes against the sight, just as Superman spins him back upright and pulls him back inside.

SUPERMAN

I didn’t think so.

Supes flicks him with his middle finger right between the eyes, and Chavez’s head pitches back as though he’s been punched. He goes unconscious, but emits a dull moan as Superman lowers him to the floor. 

A few yards away Cleary, breathing quickly, stands with gun still pointed between Luthor’s eyes. Luthor stares at him with a grin – he knows that he’s won this round now.

LUTHOR

He’s something, isn’t he?

Cleary, ignoring the remark, looks towards Superman.

CLEARY

SUPERMAN!!!

Superman turns to see the gun pointed right at Luthor’s head, and his face drops, but he doesn’t move closer.

CLEARY

I’m not going to let you mess up my plans again, not after you saved Luthor’s ass at the airport. If you don’t get out of here right this second, I’ll scatter his brains all across this room.

Superman simply stares at him, and his eyes start to glow red.

SUPERMAN

I don’t think so.

Two beams of red heat vision shoot from his eyes and into the gun, turning it red in half a second. Cleary cries out in pain and drops the smoking, melting gun to the ground, where it clatters with a hiss. Luthor then smashes Cleary across the face with a brutal punch that knocks the man unconscious. He cracks his knuckles as he gloats over Cleary.

LUTHOR

Idiot.

Superman walks over to Lois, who turns at his approach – her eyes take on the star-struck look they had when the two first met.

SUPERMAN

Are you all right…Lois?

LOIS

Me? Oh, yeah – I’m…I’m fine, now.

Superman glances over at the commando Lois had beaten up.
SUPERMAN

You don’t seem to have done too badly for yourself.

LOIS

 Oh – no big deal.  One of the benefits of growing up an army brat is you learn a few tricks.  

SUPERMAN

Nevertheless, that’s quite impressive.

Luthor walks over to the duo, placing himself directly into their conversation.

LUTHOR

I couldn’t have put it better myself.  Lois, why don’t you have a seat, catch your breath?

LOIS

Actually, Lex, I think I’d rather stay here with our guest.

Luthor glowers at her for a second, then turns back to Superman.

LUTHOR

Well, Superman, you certainly are the man of the hour.  I must say, congratulations on what I must say is an altogether extraordinary performance.  In fact, I’d say you’ve earned yourself this and more.

Luthor pulls out a CHECK from his breast pocket and hands it to Superman.  Superman looks at it, and his eyes open in shock. Superman’s POV: It’s a check made out to “Superman,” with a dollar amount of $50,000 and a very grandiose signature at the bottom that vaguely resembles “Lex Luthor.”

SUPERMAN

Mister Luthor, I’m not sure I understand – I mean, I’m flattered, but I simply can’t accept this.

LUTHOR

Come now, Superman – that’s not simply a gift, that’s your first check as part of the LexCorp team.  You are simply far too valuable to not have a prestigious position…under me here.

Superman’s eyes narrow a bit as he stares at Lex.  Next to Luthor, Lois looks on in wonderment, trying to guess what Superman will do next.

SUPERMAN

I appreciate the gesture, but my services are not for hire.  

LUTHOR

Well, Superman, as much as I do appreciate your help tonight, you weren’t especially needed.  You see, my sources had made me aware of a possible threat against this party by these terrorists, and as such I did have my security team waiting nearby.  No one was really at any risk.

Superman looks at him in disgust as Lois grabs Luthor’s sleeve and whirls him to face her.

LOIS

You son of a bitch!  Because of you, Clark Kent nearly died tonight!

The people in the room turn to look at Lois, who is yelling quite loudly.

LUTHOR

 But he didn’t, my dear Lois - our friend here saved him. Everything worked out as I expected...

LOIS

Go to hell, Lex.

She storms off, and Luthor turns to Superman, who glares at him.

SUPERMAN

I can’t believe that you would be so low as to threaten other peoples’ lives for your little games.  This is what I think of your offer.

Superman holds up the check, and his eyes glow red.  The check bursts into flames in his hand, as Luthor’s expression darkens. 

Around them, the elite of Metropolis stare at the confrontation between the city’s two most powerful men, talking amongst themselves in hushed tones. Photographers click photographs of the two men arguing. Lex forces a smile and reaches out to Superman, who has turned to walk away, in a vain attempt to salvage his reputation in front of everyone. He speaks with a genial tone, but beneath we can hear his utter arctic seriousness.

LUTHOR

You think you know what power is, Superman? Being able to crush a man with your hands isn’t power.  Being able to crush ten thousand is. If we work together, combine our power, we can accomplish far more than either of us could alone.

Superman turns back and glares at him.

SUPERMAN

I would never agree to work for someone like you, Luthor.  You’re an example of everything that’s wrong with this world. Good night.

Superman briskly steps over to the window and leaps outwards into the sky, leaving Lex seemingly alone amongst the partygoers, an expression of dark, quiet rage spreading across his face.

CUT TO: Outside Lextower still that night, Lois marches out of the building onto the street – only as Clark, his tuxedo rumpled and dirty, spots her from where he had been waiting on a bench along the street.

CLARK

Lois!

He runs over to her, an expression of relief over his face.  She looks surprised, but relieved as well.

LOIS

Clark! Are you all right? I heard Superman say that he caught you when he was inside.

Clark gives her a nervous smile.

CLARK

I guess he must have; I mean, one moment I remember that goon jumping on top of me; next thing I know I’m waking up in an alley a block away.  

LOIS

Well, I’m just glad to see that you’re okay.

CLARK

What about you?  What happened up there after I…left the party?

LOIS

You can read all about it in tomorrow’s Planet, Smallville. But you certainly missed something impressive.

She raises her hand and whistles, and a cab passing by stops.  He opens the door for her, and as she gets in she looks back to him.

LOIS

You need a ride?  You’ve had an awfully bad night.

CLARK

No, it’s okay – I’ve actually got somebody coming to pick me up. Thanks, though.

LOIS

Okay, Clark.

She shuts the door, and she rolls down the window as he turns to go.

LOIS

Oh, Clark?

He turns, and she looks at him with genuine concern.

LOIS

Take care of yourself, okay?

Clark looks back and smiles.

CLARK

I’ll be fine.

Lois rolls back up her window and the cab speeds off, leaving Clark standing alone on the street.  He walks down to the end of the block and glances around to make sure that there’s no one watching– then shoots forwards in a blur, racing down the street half a block at super-speed before the blur disappears behind a building then rockets upwards above the skyline half a second later.

SCENE: LEXTOWER

INT. – LUTHOR’S OFFICE - DAY

The next morning. On Luthor’s desk is a Daily Planet; on its cover a picture of Superman glaring back at Lex, who is reaching towards the Man of Steel. The headline reads, SUPERMAN SAVES CITY ELITE, SCORNES LUTHOR. The byline reads, “An exclusive by Lois Lane.” The whole paper seems to give off a sense that Luthor is inferior to Superman. The camera pans over to reveal a very unhappy-looking Luthor staring at the headline. A beep is heard over the intercom, and Luthor veritably screams at it as he punches the button.

LUTHOR

COME!!!

A door opens with an audible click, and in walks a very shaky-looking Hamilton. Luthor looks vaguely satisfied to see him.

LUTHOR

Ah, Doctor. I pray that we found some good out of last night’s debacle?

HAMILTON

Well, I suppose – I mean, someone could say that.  

LUTHOR

Well?  Were the scans a success?

HAMILTON

Oh, certainly, Mr. Luthor – the idea of hiding the scanners inside the room in case Superman came in was very clever, sir.

LUTHOR

Not “in case,” Hamilton. “When.” Whether or not that…Boy Scout was going to come was never in doubt.

HAMILTON

Of course, Mr. Luthor.

LUTHOR

Well, then – what did you discover? 

Hamilton hands Luthor a file, which Luthor begins to eagerly flip through. Hamilton explains the contents of the folder as his boss looks through it.

HAMILTON

Well, as it turns out – well, not surprisingly, of course – that Superman is an amazing organism – scientifically speaking.  From what the scans tell us, his very body is invulnerable to nearly all forms of poisons, radiations or stresses all the way down to the cellular level.  This cellular invulnerability lends itself to greatly increased durability and toughness, which then gives him his strength and speed.  He seems to fly by some sort of graviton manipulation-

He is cut off as Luthor holds up a finger, stopping Hamilton. Luthor puts down the folder and glares at Hamilton.

LUTHOR

That is all well and good, Doctor, but I went to the considerable expense of creating those scanners in order to find out that costumed fool’s weaknesses, not hear about how miraculous he is.  If I want that, I’ll read the Daily Planet. Now, once and for all – did you find any weakness?

Hamilton seems reluctant to discuss the matter, but he continues.

HAMILTON

One, Mr. Luthor. It appears that radiation of frequency along the third aperture from the baseline of the higher-wavelength EM spectrum would indeed be able to penetrate Superman’s cells, and would likely interfere with his subcellular processes – quite painful. Given enough exposure, it would likely kill him; for normal people, it would be harmless, though.  

Luthor’s brow furrows, as though he is remembering something.

HAMILTON

However, so far as I am aware, this sort of radiation can only be created under strict laboratory conditions, and the amount of energy needed to do so makes it prohibitive.

Luthor snaps his figures as though a light bulb has lit up above him; he whirls and begins furiously typing on his computer. Hamilton stares at him in confusion.

HAMILTON

Umm…is everything all right, sir?

Luthor leans back from his keyboard as an evil smile passes over his face.

LUTHOR

Yes, Doctor. Everything is absolutely fine. 

On the screen of the computer is a picture of a green, glowing rock next to columns of words and data.  The title of the slide says LEXCORP METEORITE SAMPLE #2748. It’s the chunk of kryptonite that was stuck to Clark’s rocket that detached as it entered the atmosphere.

SCENE: THE KENT FARM
EXT. – KENT FARM PORCH - NIGHT

Ma and Pa are sitting on their swing on the porch, listening to the crickets and frogs chirp as the sun sets. Next to them Shelby the dog, much older now, lays sleeping. 

MA

Beautiful night, isn’t it, honey?

PA

Twice as beautiful because you’re here, my dear.

Ma laughs and playfully slaps him.

MA

Oh, Jon Kent! You’re such an old softie.

PA

Not too soft, I hope – don’t want to start attracting flies.

There is a whoosh of air from behind the house, and Ma, Pa and Shelby all look up.  The door to the house opens and Clark steps out, still dressed in his Superman costume.

CLARK

Thought I’d find you out here.

Ma and Pa leap to their feet to embrace their son, as Shelby stands and rushes over, tail wagging.

MA

Clark! We’ve missed you so much!

PA

It’s good to see you, son.

CLARK

I’ve missed you guys too.

He bends down and scratches Shelby behind the ears. 

CLARK

Yes, I missed you too! Who’s a good Shelby? Who is it? It’s you! Good girl.

Ma looks her son up and down, then bends over and takes a sniff of him. Clark looks on in embarrassment.

MA

My Lord, Clark – that costume smells horrible! Come now, let’s get you out of that and I’ll wash it for you. 

CLARK

Ma…
PA

You best go with her, son; I’ll come join you in a bit.

INT. – KENT LAUNDRY ROOM

Clark, in a pair of old shorts and an old Jurassic Park T-shirt, sits on top of the dryer while his mother throws his costume into the adjacent washing machine.

MA

So, Clark, tell me all about Metropolis.  Have you made some new friends?

CLARK

Jeez, Ma, I’m not twelve anymore. You don’t need to worry about me making friends.

MA

I know Clark – it’s just that to me, you’re still just a little boy.  That’s how I’ll always see you, I guess. But you’re older now, and I should respect that.

CLARK

Thank you.

There is a long pause as the washing machine rhythmically cycles in the background.

MA

So, have you met any pretty girls in the city?

CLARK

(embarrassed and shocked)

 Ma!!!!

MA

I’m sorry, I’m sorry.  I just want what’s best for you.  You don’t need to be bashful.

Clark sighs.

CLARK

Well, there is this one gir – er, woman who works at the Planet.

MA

Oh, Clark – that’s wonderful! What’s she like?

CLARK

Well, she’s really smart – I mean, she’s one of the best reporters in the city. 

Clark stares off into space, as if recalling Lois in his mind’s eye.

CLARK

She’s got this sort of…strength to her.  It’s like she’s always confident, no matter what.  And she’s got the sweetest laugh – it just sort of builds and builds on top of itself, and it makes you want to smile just hearing it. And when you make her laugh, it makes you feel like the happiest person in the world.

Ma stares at him for a second, her motherly eyes looking at him with maternal knowledge – she knows that Clark loves this girl, even though he doesn’t even know it yet. Clark notices the odd look she’s giving him, and gives her a questioning look.

CLARK

What?

MA

Oh, nothing, nothing. She sounds wonderful. Is she pretty?

Clark blushes as he looks away; his wistful expression says that he feels a bit sad that she’s still distant in his life, and that he really wants her to be a part of his life.

CLARK

Yeah.  Gorgeous.

MA

Well, I’m sure she’s going to find you just as great as you are to me once she gets to know you.  

She takes his hand in hers as she looks at him.

MA

Don’t worry, hon – you are the most amazing person in the world.  Any girl would love to be with you – believe me.  She’ll come around.

CLARK

How is it you always know just what to say?

Ma turns her attention back to folding some clothes by the dryer; she doesn’t look up as she speaks.

MA

I’m your mother, Clark – I’m supposed to know.

She continues folding for a moment, as Clark sits listening to the washer.

MA

So, when are you going to ask this girl out?

CLARK

Mom!!

He picks up a pair of pants and playfully throws them at her; she pulls them off herself and laughingly throws them back at Clark, who, smiling, dodges them.  The two laugh as she lunges towards him and he turns and runs up the stairs, laughing. The sound of their laughter echoes outside of the house, where a moon rises into the clear night sky above it.

INT - KENT BARN – EARLY MORNING

It’s early morning, the next day.  Pa Kent sits milking one of his cows in the barn as the sun rises, casting its early morning rays into the barn.  He looks up at the sound of footsteps to see Clark, in dirty T-shirt and old blue jeans, walking up to him.

PA

Hey, son – didn’t realize you were up.

CLARK

I haven’t slept more than three hours a night since I was 19, Pa.  I’ve been up a while.  
(gesturing to the cow) 
D’you want a hand with that?

PA

Nah – keeps my fingers from stiffening up.  

Clark leans up against the barn wall next to his father.  There is a moment of quiet between them, and the sounds of the morning fill in the background – cows mooing, a rooster crows.

PA

Something on your mind, son?

CLARK

It’s just…this whole “secret identity” thing isn’t working quite as well as I thought it would.

Pa stops milking and looks up at his son.

PA

How so?  Do you think somebody’s catching on?

CLARK

Naw, I don’t think so – I’ve managed to keep Clark Kent and Superman pretty separate.  But that’s kind of the problem. 

(beat)

Before, I was thinking that Superman could be the funny, outgoing guy, and that Clark Kent could be more mild-mannered and quiet, so that way nobody would be able to make the connection between the two.  But…I want to be able to be myself around other people.  I want to be able to be the real me when I’m with people, not some Woody Allen caricature.  

PA

Well, why don’t you?

CLARK

Pa – you know as well as I do that if Clark Kent and Superman act the same, it’s going to work as well as milking a chicken.

PA

Then change Superman. Just slowly, gradually, make Superman more conservative, maybe a bit more uptight even.  Then you can act more yourself when you’re around other people.

Pa stands and looks his son in the eye; Clark shifts himself back to a standing position at the same time.

PA

Remember, Clark: Superman is nothing more than a pair of long underwear. Clark Kent is my son.  That’s who you really are.

CLARK

Thanks, Pa.

The two hug each other. From the house, Ma yells out to the barn.

MA 

Jonathan! Clark! Breakfast!

PA

C’mon, son – let’s go eat.

CLARK

Music to my ears.

The two walk, arms around each other, back towards the house.

PA

I wonder what your mother made for us?

Clark stares at the side of the house.

CLARK

Pancakes.  And bacon.

PA

You know, sometimes there’s more fun in life in having a little mystery. 

 CLARK

Well, then, I won’t tell you what fruit’s in the pancakes.

Pa chuckles as the two walk inside.

SCENE: THE DAILY PLANET

INT. – NEWSROOM - DAY

Clark is typing on his computer at his desk when he hears a phone ringing in Perry’s office.  He turns and uses his x-ray vision to look through the wall at Perry on the phone. 

Clark’s POV: We see everything in the reverse colors of that superpower, Perry standing at his desk yelling into the phone. 

PERRY

Wait – a robot is tearing apart Midtown Square?  You’re sure about this? 
(without waiting for a response)
 Fine – I’ll send my best reporters right away. 

Perry bursts out into the newsroom; everyone’s heads turn towards him.

PERRY

LANE! KENT! OLSEN! GET YOUR TAILS DOWN TO MIDTOWN SQUARE – SOME ROBOT’S TEARING THE PLACE APART!

LOIS 

Come on, Jimmy! We gotta go! Clark – are you coming or not?

CLARK

Hold on! 

He jogs towards the elevators a few steps behind them, then stops in midstride and looks back to his cubicle.

CLARK

Oh – I forgot my jacket! I’m just going to run back and – 

LOIS 

(pushing Jimmy into elevator)

I’m not waiting up, Clark!  You’ll have to catch another cab!

She doesn’t wait for a response as the elevator doors close.  CLOSEUP: Clark’s face; his eyes narrow as he grabs his suit jacket, than runs back – into the stairwell. He begins dashing up the stairs faster and faster, becoming a blur of motion.  He bursts onto the roof and the world slips into SLOW-MOTION, as he pulls off his glasses and tears open his shirt to reveal the “S.” It kicks back into real time as he blurs in changing; in half a second, he’s changed, then blasts into the sky.  The silent red blur shoots away from the roof as Lois rushes with Jimmy into the street, flagging down a cab.

JIMMY

Miss Lane – are you sure that we shouldn’t wait for Mr. Kent?  He’ll probably just be a minute – 

LOIS

Jimmy, you don’t win a Pulitzer waiting for other reporters to catch up. Get in!

JIMMY

But the Chief said – oof! 

She pushes him into the cab violently and piles in behind him.

LOIS

Hey, driver – Midtown Square, and there’s fifty bucks in it for you if you get there in five minutes!

CABBIE

Yes ma’am!

The tires squeal as the car peels out into traffic, its engine revving as the driver puts the petal to the metal.

High above it all, Superman soars above the city, heading towards midtown. He flashes by Lextower, where Luthor watches from his office with a very evil grin as the Man of Steel heads past.

LUTHOR

Perfect. 

He turns back around and un-mutes his massive television. A blonde reporter holds a microphone in front of a scene of carnage as a broken, flaming car sits behind her.  The tag beneath her says WGBS 3 – CAT GRANT REPORTING.

CAT

…cars are being thrown around by this giant…metal man, who seems invulnerable to gunfire.  We can only hope that Superman comes in to end this before it gets much – 

Suddenly, a lamppole comes crashing into the ground next to the reporter.  She leaps and falls sideways as her cameraman falls the other way.  A giant shadow falls across her as she attempts to recoil in fear.

METALLO(V.O.)

Hey pretty lady-don’t be scared.  I’m not gonna do anything to you…
Metallo’s steel hand, visible on the edge of Luthor’s TV screen, releases a bevy of lethal-looking blades with a SCHINCT!.

METALLO

(con’t)

…that the best doctors at the Mayo Clinic can’t fix.

Cat screams. Loud.
EXT. – MIDTOWN SQUARE

Cat’s POV: Metallo’s bulky body blocks out the sun, letting us only see his silhouette. He raises his arm to strike– and disappears as a blue-and-red blur smashes into him from the side. The blur slams Metallo into an already wrecked building, right through the wall and onto the floor. 

Superman stands outside on the pavement, arms crossed in anger as the bricks shift and METALLO is revealed in all his glory as he clambers to his feet.  He’s about eight feet tall, looking like a bizarre cross between the Terminator and Big Guy from Big Guy and Rusty, but about thirty times more imposing and evil. His face is the most bizarre – a metal skull, or an approximation thereof. His body gleams silvery-gray in the sunlight as his eyes glow red. From twenty feet away, Superman sizes him up, his expression never changing from a disapproving and angry frown.

SUPERMAN

You’ve killed people today.  Brought about millions of dollars in damages.  Split families apart forever and caused lives to be horribly altered forever.  At least tell me why before I crack you a good one, you tin maniac.

Metallo takes a step towards Superman. His eyes flash bright GREEN.

METALLO

To draw you out, Boy Scout.

Supes seems to get disoriented, and he weakens for a second, losing his balance. Metallo throws a massive haymaker that catches the Man of Steel under the chin and knocks him into a massive Times Square-esque sign that shorts out with an explosion of sparks on his impact. 

CLOSEUP: Superman in the wreckage of the sign.  He shakes his head to clear the cobwebs – he’s never been hit anywhere near that hard.  With a blur of motion, Supes shoots back at Metallo, slamming into him with a massive punch that sends Metallo flying, right into a parked semi and out the other side.

SUPERMAN

All right, buddy – that was your one hit.  You get one for free.

Metallo picks himself back up, balls a giant fist and lunges at Superman with a roar.  He sounds like a locomotive as he tears towards Supes, twirling his arm in the makings of a gargantuan roundhouse, which the unleashes at point-blank range – only to have Superman catch the fist with his left hand, stopping Metallo in his tracks. Metallo looks with awe (or the closest his robot face can manage to it) as Superman begins shoving Metallo’s arm slowly back at him, overpowering the metal man with the whirr of servos and motors overloading. 

With lightening speed, Supes catches Metallo under the chin with a massive right uppercut that knocks Metallo up, up – and into the fourth story of a building behind him with a crunch. Metallo seems to stick to the wall for a second, then crashes back down to earth in a pile of building material. Superman looks at the metal forearm in his left hand, and then tosses it aside as he advances towards Metallo.

A block away, a taxicab slides to a stop in the middle of a city block. Lois looks through the windshield at the battle scene in front of them.

LOIS

Come on, buddy, can’t you get closer than this?

CABBIE

Lady, are you nuts? There’s no way in hell I’m getting closer to that scene.

As though to underscore the point, a police car, lights still flashing, smashes down no more than ten feet in front of the cab. The cabbie and Jimmy stare at it shock, while Lois glances at it, then reaches into her purse and pulls out a bill, then slaps it into the hand of the still startled cabbie before leaping out of the car. 

LOIS

Come on, Jimmy!

Lois gets out of the cab and sprints towards the scene past the crumpled car.  Jimmy jumps out a second later, shutting his door just in time as the cab’s tires screech and the cab shoots backwards, executing a perfect Jim Rockford 180 and speeding off.  Jimmy looks at the cop car, takes a step back, snaps a picture, then takes off after Lois.

CUT TO: Superman’s fist smashing against Metallo’s face.  The metal man staggers backwards a step or two, his head stuck at an odd angle to the side and some of his face dented in.  He reaches up with his remaining hand and straightens his head out, only to be smacked down again by Superman, who is completely beating the shit out of him. It’s like watching Mohammed Ali fight Elmer Fudd. Superman hauls the half-broken Metallo up to eye level with one hand, the other cocked in a fist ready to strike.
SUPERMAN

Okay, Metallo, I’m assuming that you didn’t just crawl out of some hole somewhere.  Who build you?

METALLO

Jimmy Hoffa.

Superman pulls back his fist again, when Metallo's eyes glow green again – even brighter then last time. Superman again seems to waver, to weaken – and Metallo smashes him on the side of the head with his left fist. Superman plows into a nearby truck, deeply denting the metal.  He staggers back up to his feet and looks towards Metallo, who walks towards him, eyes still glowing green.

METALLO

Aww, did that hurt?

Before Superman can say anything, Metallo grabs his cape and picks him up with it, spinning and slamming him into the pavement on his other side like a sack of ice. Superman groans as he turns himself over, while Metallo walks up to him, his shadow symbolically blocking out the sun. Superman tries to stand back up, but only manages to get to his knees before another wave of dizziness hits him.

METALLO

Well, that was just the appetizer.

Metallo’s chest whirs as it opens up to reveal a chunk of green, glowing material about the size of a baseball – solid KRYPTONITE, the chunk that came off of Clark’s rocket before it landed. Superman screams and falls again as he writhes around in the crater, struggling to fight it.  He looks like he’s going to vomit as he tries to crawl away, but Metallo grabs him and pulls him back. Superman’s fingers leave deep gouges in the pavement as Metallo hauls him back closer to him.

METALLO

How the mighty have fallen.

He places his giant robot foot on Superman’s chest and begins to press down – Superman grabs at the metal leg in desperation, pounding it with his fists, trying to force it off, but he’s too weak.

METALLO

 What are you thinking now, you arrogant little man! Do you think Sally and the kids will still love you when they see how vulnerable and weak you really are – that their daddy managed to crush their beloved hero under an iron heel!  Did you ever stop to think that maybe you cause as much harm as good with your little “savior act,” that maybe you’d break up as many lives as you save, you egotistical prick!
Metallo pauses, to collect himself

METALLO(CON’T)
 They say a hero is someone who has given his life to something bigger than himself, Superman…

He presses down a bit harder, and Superman claws even more fiercely, but in greater desperation.

METALLO

(with an evil grin)
…and I’m a lot bigger then you are. See you in hell, hero.

Suddenly, there is an explosion from out of nowhere.  Metallo screams, and pitches forwards as the flash hits his back. He turns, and we see the smoking HOLE in the armor on his back as he looks in the direction of the attack – to see a small army of SWAT team and regular police pointing guns at him.  One of the SWAT team members drops the missile launcher in his hands to the ground to reload it.  At the front of the group stands DeWitt again, a big silver .44 Magnum revolver in his hands. He looks over his shoulder towards Lois and Jimmy, who are standing next to the cops, Lois scribbling notes, Jimmy snapping picture after picture.

DeWITT

Lane, get the hell outta here!

LOIS

No way, Captain! We’re not moving until you do!

DeWITT

Damn it, I don’t have time to argue!  Move!

Any response is cut off by a loud yell, as Metallo turns and begins stampeding towards the police at a full run. His chest closes up as he runs. DeWitt looks on in awe that quickly turns to icy anger as he levels his Magnum at the metal man.
DeWITT

OPEN FIRE!!!

The two dozen or more cops all open up; SWAT with their submachine guns and assault rifles, uniforms with their shotguns and Berettas, and DeWitt with his hand cannon, each massive BOOM of it resounding over even the other gunfire.  Jimmy turns and snaps off a picture or two of the cops blasting, then turns back to Metallo. 
Jimmy’s POV, through the telephoto lens: Metallo charging at them at full tilt, smashing aside cars and chunks of pavement amongst the bullets which bounce off him like spitballs. Each little ricochet leaves a tiny pit in the metal, and each impact causes a little spark – Metallo’s upper body and head are lighting up like a Christmas tree. And still he keeps coming. We see Jimmy lower the camera as Metallo keeps coming, Jim’s face in an “oh, shit” expression if there ever was one. Metallo keeps charging, still yelling. A hundred feet off. Then seventy. Then fifty. We see the line of cops, teeth gritted as they keep firing at this unstoppable machine.  DeWitt has dropped to the ground, furiously trying to reload, and looks towards the male SWAT officer (FUSCO) with the missile launcher.

DeWITT

FUSCO!!!!

FUSCO
I got it!

He stands up and fires, the missile streaming out of the launcher with a thin plume of smoke.  Half a second later, it slams into Metallo, stopping him in his tracks and knocking him back a step. All the gunfire stops. But the metal man doesn’t fall; instead, he coolly looks at the new hole in his shoulder, then back at the cops and starts to run at them again. They start firing again as Metallo closes the last few steps, but they know it’s futile. DeWitt squeezes off two more shots in desperation; Lois pushes Jimmy to the ground, then looks up and throws up her arm as Metallo is nearly on top of them – 

-but without warning is violently pile-driven into the pavement, face-down. Superman stands on top of him, looking pissed. Metallo struggles to rise, but Superman kicks him back to the ground. Twin beams of red heat vision burst from his eyes, and proceed to cut through Metallo’s neck at the seam between his back armor and his skull. Lois, Jimmy, DeWitt and the cops look at him as he holds up the HEAD, its eyes going dim. Superman looks at the back of the head. Superman’s POV: We see the back of the skull go transparent as we look through it, only to see (in negative colors) a human brain, hooked to a bizarre variety of wires and electrodes. 
Superman briefly recoils at the sight, blinking in surprise – he wasn’t really expecting that.  He walks up to DeWitt and hands him the metal head.

SUPERMAN

Captain DeWitt, I’m assuming you’ll want this as evidence. Be careful, though – there’s somebody’s brain in that thing.

DeWitt takes the skull in one hand - and nearly drops it from the weight. He hefts it back up and looks over it in surprise.

                    DeWITT
You gotta be kidding me – somebody’s brain inside this thing?

SUPERMAN

Strange as it sounds, yes.  You can have it analyzed if you don’t believe me.

DeWITT

Not believe a flying guy in spandex who stops crimes? Buddy, I think I’d believe you if you told me you were Elvis at this point.

Superman steps in closer to DeWitt and lowers his voice, keeping their conversation private.

SUPERMAN

Also, Captain, there’s a crystal in that thing’s chest that could be very dangerous – it might be radioactive.  I suggest you get it into some sort of storage where it can’t harm anybody.

DeWITT

Wait a sec – is that what was making you sick back there? That…rock he had?

SUPERMAN

I believe so.  I can’t be sure, but it seems to be that way.

DeWITT

Don’t worry, man – I’ll make sure that thing gets put under such lock and key that it never gets within ten miles of you or anybody else. Ever.

Superman pats the captain on the shoulder.

SUPERMAN

Thank you very much, Captain – I’d greatly appreciate it.

                    DeWITT
No problem, Superman – it’s the least I can do for you.

DeWitt turns away and begins talking to one of his officers when Lois and Jimmy come up behind Superman, who turns at their approach.

SUPERMAN

Hello, Lois.  Are you all right?

LOIS

Me?  You’re the one I’m worried about.  Can I ask you about what just happened?  You looked…sick, back when you were fighting that metal guy.

SUPERMAN

It’s nothing to worry about, Lois.  I’m fine now. If you’ll excuse me…I have to get going.

Lois looks at him, wondering about his new behavior as he takes off into the sky. She turns to Jimmy, who is snapping pictures of the cops swarming around Metallo’s body.

LOIS

Hey Jimmy…does Superman seem a little different to you?

Jimmy slowly lowers his camera and turns to look at her.

JIMMY

Yeah. He flies. 

INT. - LUTHOR’S OFFICE

Luthor sits at his desk, glaring at the TV screen, which is showing Metallo’s fallen body surrounded by police as Cat talks – or at least, as her lips move, as the mute is on again. He punches the OFF button on his remote just before he sees a shadow settle over his desk from outside – a shadow with a cape flapping in the wind. Luthor sighs, then presses a button on his desk that causes the window to silently retract. Superman touches down just on the other side of Luthor’s desk. Luthor looks rather jovially at Superman, staring at the Man of Steel with a sly grin – he knows exactly what Superman’s going to do.
LUTHOR

Oh, I do hope you’re feeling better – you looked quite dreadful back when you were fighting that…Metallo fellow.

(he holds up a bottle)

Milk of magnesia?

Superman glares at him for a minute, then tosses a tiny object towards Luthor, who deftly catches it. Lex examines it in his hand; it’s a tiny computer chip, with the LexCorp logo on the side.

SUPERMAN

I know you built him, Luthor. There was more LexCorp hardware in that thing then there is at a trade show.  The police will no doubt be wanting to talk to you about this.

LUTHOR

Well, I’d best be working on my confession, shouldn’t I, Superman?  Oh, but wait!

He reaches down and grabs a copy of a newspaper, holds it up for Superman to see. The tagline of the article reads LEXCORP TECH STOLEN.

LUTHOR

Sadly, about two months ago some of our technology was stolen from right here in the tower. Someone walked off with millions of dollars in experimental hardware – including quite a few chips like this one. Whoops.
He holds up the chip Superman tossed him.

LUTHOR
In fact, I’m willing to bet that the police will find that the items stolen match up nearly exactly with the LexCorp technology in your metal dance partner. 

Lex smiles evilly at Superman, who stares back with indifference.

LUTHOR

Better luck next time, Superman. Now if you don’t mind, I have work to do.

Superman glares at Lex for a long second.

SUPERMAN

I will catch you, Luthor. It’s only a matter of time.

LUTHOR

Time is something none of us have enough of, Superman.

Superman leaps off into the sky, soaring out the open window with a burst of air as Luthor watches him leave with disgust.

SCENE: THE DAILY PLANET
INT. – NEWSROOM - DAY

Lois sits at her desk, typing furiously with expert skill as she glances down at a pad of paper with her notes on it periodically. Periodically, she glances over at Clark’s cubicle, where he also types away at his computer, oblivious to her.  She types with manic ferocity, pecking away so fast the sound of her fingers bouncing off the keys sounds like machine gun fire. Finally, she punches one last key with an air of finality, then clicks the PRINT button with her mouse. She rolls out of her chair and saunters over to the printer, yanks her papers off of it, and strolls over to Perry’s office. She knocks on the door and enters without waiting for a response. Perry looks up in surprise as she enters.

LOIS

Here you go, Chief – the report on Bailey’s speech. Done in record time, too.

She tosses the papers onto Perry’s desk. He leafs through them, nods in approval.

PERRY

Not bad, not bad. Just one thing, though.

LOIS

Yeah?

PERRY

Didn’t I tell Kent to do that?

Just then, Clark walks in through the open door, a handful of papers in his hands.

CLARK

Perry, I’ve got that story on the Mayor for you – 

(noticing Lois)

Oh, hello, Lois. What’s up?

LOIS

Not much, I was just leaving. 
She points to his sheath of papers.

LOIS

And I don’t think Perry needs this anymore.

She pulls her finger off of his story and turns to walk out.

PERRY
Lois!
She turns to see Perry staring very unhappily at her.

PERRY

Sit down. You too, Kent.

Lois goes out of her way to walk to the other side of the chair from Clark as she sits down.

PERRY

Look, I don’t know what’s been going on between you two, but it needs to stop. You are both excellent reporters, but whatever feud you’ve got going ends right now. Consider it done. Lois, that means no more filing stories that Kent’s supposed to be doing – you have much better things to do. And Kent…
He looks at Clark for a long second.

PERRY
…whatever it might be you’re doing, stop it. I need you two to work together. All right?

CLARK

Sounds good, Perry.

LOIS

Fine.

PERRY

Thank you. Clark, you’re free to go – just leave the story with me. 

As Clark puts the story on his desk and walks out, Lois begins to stand up from her chair.

PERRY

Not just yet, Lois. 

LOIS

Oh, come on, Perry! You got to play principal, fine. Can I get back to work?

Perry walks over to the office door, closes it.

PERRY

In a minute.

He walks back to his desk and sits down, notably more relaxed.

PERRY

What’s really going on, Lois? And don’t give me that line about nothing – I’ve known you too long for that to work. Something’s up, and I want to know.

INT. – NEWSROOM – CLARK’S DESK

Over at his desk, Clark is sitting staring at his computer, listening to the conversation.  It takes on the slightly echo-ey sound of things heard through super-hearing.

LOIS(V.O.)

There’s nothing wrong, Perry. I’m just living my life.

PERRY(V.O.)

And trying to live Kent’s too, from the looks of it.  This is the fourth story of his you’ve filed this week.  Are you just taking this out on him? Or did he do something to piss you off that I don’t know about? 

LOIS(V.O.)

Nothing off the top of my head.

PERRY(V.O.)

Then what’s this about, Lois? Is this about Superman?

Clark’s head whirls to stare at the office door. CLARK’S POV: The front of the office peels away in X-ray vision as he stares through the wall.  Inside (in negative colors), Lois throws up her hands in exasperation.

LOIS

What is that supposed to mean?

INT. – PERRY’S OFFICE
PERRY

Come on now, Lois, I’m not an idiot. I heard the way you talked about him. What was that you called him – “Prince Charming?”

LOIS

You were not supposed to be listening to that! And I said he was like Prince Charming – in that he wears, y’know, a cape!

Perry gives her a stare so skeptical, it’s obvious he’s not buying it.

PERRY
All right then, I’m sorry. Now you said that the last time you saw him, he acted differently. What was different?

LOIS

He acted…like he wasn’t happy to see me.

EXT. – NEWSROOM – CLARK’S DESK

At his desk, a dawning look of realization begins to flow over Clark’s face.

LOIS(V.O.)

He just wasn’t as nice and friendly as he had been before. He was still polite, but before he’d been…funny. Sweet, even. Now…he talked to me like I’d done something to make him angry.

PERRY(V.O.)

And do you have any idea why?

Lois’s voice goes soft, as though her sadness has finally caught up with her.

LOIS(V.O.)

No.

EXT. – METROPOLIS SKYLINE - EVENING

CUT TO: Clark, floating above the city a thousand feet up. His glasses are off, and he wears his dress shirt, pants and shoes. The top three buttons of his shirt are open, showing a bit of the costume beneath. His hands in his pockets, he stares down at the traffic moving beneath him. Down below, couples walk down the street arm in arm, chatting, nuzzling or even kissing amongst the crowd. 

One woman, who looks a bit like Lois, gets out of a cab only to see a man standing at the curb waiting for her; she leaps out of the car and into his arms, where they lock lips in a passionate kiss. Above it all, Clark sighs. He pulls his hands out of his pockets and slowly flies up out of the camera’s lens, which is left staring at the late-afternoon sun shining over the river.

SCENE: LUTHOR’S OFFICE
 Luthor sits in his office, signing papers at his desk while WAGNER’S CARMEN BURANA plays on the stereo next him. (Note: the music will grow in volume until crèchendoing at the end of the scene, where noted.) The phone next to him rings.

LUTHOR

Yes?

EXT. – METROPOLIS STREET

A man sits in a car on a city street in Metropolis, a cell phone to his ear.

MAN

I’ve found her. Should I proceed?

CUT TO: Lex.

LUTHOR

Not just yet. Three minutes.

He pushes a button on the phone and dials a new number. The phone makes a strange buzzing sound as Luthor listens, then dials three more digits. 

CUT TO: A satellite perched above North America and the Pacific, the word LEXCORP emblazoned on its side. The beeps of the phone can still be heard as the signal is transmitted through the satellite. 

EXT. – PACIFIC OCEAN – SEA VOYAGER

CUT TO: A large ocean liner, the SEA VOYAGER, in the blue South Pacific, cruising through the water at an impressive rate. On board, a news crew from CNN broadcasts from the side of the liner. The cameraman counts down for the newscaster as she assembles herself for her camera.

NEWSCASTER

Hello everyone, and a welcome from the passengers and crew of the Sea Voyager.  As you can all see, the maiden voyage is going without a hitch so far; indeed, even Mother Nature seems to be cooperating for the first leg of this round-the-world cruise.

As she speaks the ship plows through the waves, but as the ship dips in and out of the water, beneath the waterline is revealed–
  -A BOMB strapped to the side of the hull with a tiny blinking red light on the side of it.

INT. LUTHOR’S OFFICE

Back in Metropolis, Luthor smiles with satisfaction and punches the 9 key on the phone.

EXT. – SEA VOYAGER

The bomb’s red light glows a solid green, then the hull of the ship goes white with a roar as it blows.  The ship shudders violently as passengers and crew fall to the floor. On the deck, the newscaster tries to stay on her feet as the cameraman grabs the camera for support. 

INT. – CLARK’S APARTMENT

Clark’s in his apartment, where he (still wearing the clothes from the last scene) sits reading a book with CNN on in the background. He whirls at the sound from the TV to see the screen shake as the reporter’s face quickly turns to panic, then just as fast back to seriousness. The feed begins to cut in and out as Clark watches with concern.

NEWSCASTER

It seems as though there has been some sort of explo…(staticy fuzz)…on the Sea Voyager; I’m not sure of the damage, but it seemed very stro-

The screen disappears in static as Clark watches, then cuts back to an anchor in the studio.

ANCHOR

Um, it seems as though we’ve lost contact with our correspondent Tana Moon on board the Sea Voyager; we’re going to try to raise her again in a moment.  Hold on; I’m told we have the exact location where the ship was just now;

(the TV screen cuts to a map of the Pacific with a large dot a hundred miles of the coast of Australia)

ANCHOR

It seems as though the ship is about a hundred and twenty miles east of Brisbane, Australia. Now, the Sea Voyager was…

A WHOOSH echoes through the apartment, and the camera pans form the TV over to the now-open window; Clark is nowhere to be seen.

EXT. – METROPOLIS SKY

At five thousand feet and climbing, Superman pours on the speed as he flies westwards over the city, quickly heading towards the horizon. 

INT. – LUTHOR’S OFFICE

Back in Lextower, Lex watches a radar display on his computer monitor that shows a dot heading rapidly off the screen. He smiles.

EXT. – METROPOLIS STREET

The man in the car glances down at his watch, then gets out of the car and begins walking rapidly down the sidewalk, elbowing people out of the way.  As the crowd thins, he steps up behind a brown-haired woman who is walking in front of him and grabs her by the arm, spinning her around. Lois stares back at him, her surprise quickly giving way to anger. The music starts to crechendo…

LOIS

Listen buddy, I don’t know what your problem is - 

She tries to squirm out of his grip, but he holds her arm just long enough to jam a syringe into her neck. Her eyes roll up in her head as she slumps over; he grabs her and begins carrying her back towards his car. The music dies.

CUT TO: THE SEA VOYAGER
The Sea Voyager, listing in the water, is awash in confusion as the crew and passengers begin to evacuate.  Life jackets are handed out, lifeboats beginning to be loaded up.  In the bridge, the captain stares at the evacuation, directing his officers over a walkie-talkie. A young officer runs into the bridge and waves to get the captain’s attention.

CAPTAIN

(over radio)

…Yes, launch the life boats.  Pack as many people on as you safely can, then get them out of here.

He notices the young sailor, who stands in the doorway looking a little panicky.

CAPTAIN

What is it, man?

SAILOR

Captain, the engineering crew says the pumps are giving out – they can’t handle this much water.  Chief Doohan gives it ten minutes.

The captain stares at a screen which shows the ship, in cross-section, divided into compartments. Half a dozen of the compartments along the bow flash red; as he watches, another contiguous one behind the group begins flashing. He slams his fist down on the control console.

CAPTAIN

Dammit!
EXT. – SEA VOYAGER – LIFEBOAT DECK
Outside, as people line up to get into a lifeboat, one young boy is being held close by his mother in the crowd. He looks up as people nervously talk around him, and he squints as though looking at something far away. He turns and begins pulling on his mother’s sleeve.

BOY

Mom, Mom! Look!

MOTHER

Honey, now’s not a good time.

BOY

No, mom, look! Up in the sky!

She turns to look, along with a few people standing nearby who are drawn to do it by the boy’s sheer enthusiasm.  They all squint as they try to look for what the boy saw.

MAN

What is that…a bird?

MAN 2

Naw…looks more like a plane.

A look of utter joy spreads across the boy’s face as he realizes what it is.

BOY

No – it’s Superman!!!

Just then, Superman streaks by the side of the ship and dives beneath the waves, to the cheer of all the people on board. He flies down to the front of the vessel, sinks his hands into the metal and begins to push against the bow of the sinking ship.  The massive vessel groans, begins to slow, stop – reverse.  

Superman pushes it up all the way until the bow is above the water, holding it there as the water streams out of the giant hole in the hull.  We see the look of concentration on his face that vanishes as he finally releases the ship, and the bow falls the twenty feet that he had lifted it above the surface, hitting the water with a mighty splash.  He moves in a blur to the gaping hole in the hull, pulling the sides together as best he can before it can fill with water again, than uses a burst of SUPER-BREATH to freeze the water around the bow.  Supes flies back up above the hull only to hear the people cheering on the boat.  Supes lands next to the boat’s captain.

CAPTAIN

Thank you, Superman – you saved the lives of everyone on the ship. 

SUPERMAN

My pleasure, captain. I’ve closed the hole in the hull, so you should be able to limp home.  It looks like you hit some sort of mi—AAH!

There is a high-pitched screech that Superman alone seems to hear, as the other people on the deck look at him inquiringly. Superman winces instinctively as the sound coalesces into a voice.

LUTHOR(V.O.)

Hello, Superman.  You’re the only one who can hear this ultrasonic transmission, but I’m sure that you already figured this out.  Listen well, hero – I suggest that you get back here as fast as you can, or something…unfortunate just might happen.

LOIS 

(V.O., in background)

Superman – I don’t want you to get worried, but I could really use your – mlph!!

LUTHOR(V.O.)
Better fly, Boy Scout.

A staticky burst announces the end of the transmission.  Superman stares off into the distance in horror for a moment, then turns only to be stopped by the captain.

CAPTAIN

What is it, Superman? Is everything all right?

SUPERMAN

I’m afraid I’m desperately needed elsewhere, Captain. My apologies.

He vanishes upwards in a blur that flies up, up and away towards the horizon.  Superman is flying incredibly fast, faster than anything on Earth has ever gone – he passed speeding bullet territory a long ways back.  He is only a white-hot blur as the superheated air turns to plasma around him as he tears through the sky at fifty thousand miles per hour.  He rockets towards a coastline – California.  

EXT. – MIDWESTERN BACKYARD - EVENING

CUT TO: Two kids playing catch in a field, somewhere in America. It’s almost night. One points to the sky; the other turns to see a white flash shoot across the sky, from horizon to horizon in five seconds.  Their mouths hang open.  

EXT. – SKY - NIGHT

CUT TO: A squadron of LEXCORP fighter jets, circling in the sky. The sky still glows red with the setting sun; this fades throughout the next scene so it is dark by the end of the fight. Six jets fly together: five of them are unmanned DRONE FIGHTERS (UAVs), while the last is a manned control craft, in which the pilot (MARSHALL) and commander (LIEBOWITZ) sit.

PILOT

Liebowitz, we got incoming.

LIEBOWITZ

(looking at own radar)
 I see ‘em, Marshall. Speed is…hot damn, Mach 20! Commencing firing sequence.

The six jets release two missiles each, their fiery tails glaring against the night sky.  Superman plows right through them.  Superman’s POV: he looks with his telescopic vision, and sees the LexCorp logo on the jets. His eyes narrow in rage. 

Superman streaks right at the lead fighter in a game of super-speed chicken.  As the missiles head towards him, he makes no attempt to turn – he just plows right through them, setting each off one after another from the impacts. It looks like fireworks in the sky. Supes keeps on heading straight into the fighters, plowing through the first UAV in a ball of fire. He unleashes his heat vision, and the red beams cut into the sides of one UAV, then another, causing them to explode in equally impressive blasts. 

In the backseat of his fighter Liebowitz stares at his screens in disbelief. 

LIEBOWITZ

Three down! Oh, Christ – starting evasive maneuvers!

 The two remaining UAVs break off from one another and yaw off in different directions. Superman blasts towards the closest one; he catches up on it from behind in seconds, and sinks his fingers of both hands into the fuselage before RIPPING IT APART, sending the fighter spiraling downwards towards the sea below. The last fighter, having turned around, banks towards him. Superman’s POV: The world, in shades of red, seems to be illuminated by red light emanating from the drone’s nose – Superman is looking at the RADIO WAVES of the radar. Suddenly, the light from the nose aims right into the camera, turning the screen bright red. 

The UAV launches a missile, sending it shooting towards Superman. Superman, however, makes no attempt to dodge; instead, he seems to slow down and stop, hovering in the sky as the missile plows towards him. His hands flexing at his sides, he stares as the missile heads towards him at Mach 6; just as it is about to hit, he lashes out and CATCHES IT in his left hand. It stops in midair, mere inches from his face. The missile engine stays burning for a second, then sputters and dies.  Superman’s look of concentration turns to a grim smile as he passes the missile off to his right hand and throws it like a football at the UAV at twice its earlier speed, hitting two seconds later and destroying the UAV in a fireball. 

Inside the manned fighter’s cockpit; the two men frantically look around; the pilot at the sky, the commander at his scopes.

MARSHALL

That’s five…Oh Jesus, he got them all!

Liebowitz stares intently at his screens; as he speaks, we see a shadowy figure approach behind him outside the canopy.

LIEBOWITZ

I don’t see him on the radar – he’s disappeared.

He takes a deep breath; as he does, a shadow falls onto him fro  outside the cockpit.
LIEBOWITZ

He’s gone.

The rear canopy SHATTERS as Superman’s fist plows through the Plexiglas; Supes hauls Liebowitz effortlessly out of the plane, on top of which Superman is standing, his cape blowing fiercely perpendicular to him. Liebowitz’s limbs fly around in the airstream, but his head and chest are held steady by Superman.

SUPERMAN

(screaming)

WHERE IS LUTHOR?!?
We don’t hear the man’s reply; it is too muffled by the air. However, Superman hears it; he sticks Liebowitz back into his (now well-ventilated) cockpit and blasts back off into the air. In front of him lie the lights of Metropolis. He rockets through the glass canyons of Metropolis faster than the speed of sound – as he flies by overhead down an avenue, windows SHATTER half a second behind him from the sonic boom.  Like a streak of light he shoots towards Lextower, and smashes into Lex’s office right through the wall – to see Lois sitting, gagged, in the chair behind Lex’s giant redwood tree desk.

INT. – LUTHOR’S OFFICE

SUPERMAN

Lois! 

He moves towards her, but she tries to make him look off to her side. 

SUPERMAN

Lois, it’s all right – you’re safe now –

LUTHOR(V.O.)

Not just yet, Superman.

Luthor walks out of the shadows, unveiling himself to be wearing a giant metal BATTLESUIT. Nine feet tall, his left arm - and the LASER on it - aimed at Lois, who is bound to a chair and has a piece of duct tape over her mouth.

LUTHOR

Even you aren’t faster than a beam of light, Superman.  Step away, or I burn Ms. Lane’s pretty little heart out – any feelings I have for her aside. 

SUPERMAN

What do you want, Lex?

LUTHOR

Ah, now we’re getting somewhere.  You see, Superman, you’re anything but good to me.  I brought Metropolis up from just another second-rate municipality to the greatest city in the world – something that took me thirty years to do.  If anyone should be considered the savior of Metropolis, it’s me.  But then you come sweeping in here and become Metropolis’ favorite son.  

SUPERMAN

This is about your ego???

LUTHOR

My dear Superman, all I ask is some gratification for all that I’ve done.  What else could I want – money? Power? I have more of them then I would ever need.  But you - you’re the thorn in my side, the one thing that keeps me up at night.  You see, Superman, I loathe you.  You and all your apple-pie, 4th of July, red-white-and-blue wholesomeness that makes me look like a cheat and a fraud.  You, Man of Steel, made the mistake of getting in Lex Luthor’s way.  

(beat) 

And no one gets in my way without paying a terrible price.

For a long moment, the two simply stare at each other.
LUTHOR

Go home, Superman.  Go back to whatever humdrum, ordinary existence you lived in before you decided to become some overblown media circus.  Do this, and I’ll let little Miss Lane go free – and never bother you or her again.  However, decide to play hero one more time – and we’ll see if you are faster than a speeding laser.  

SUPERMAN

Let Lois go, Luthor, then we’ll talk. 

LUTHOR

Nice try, Superman – not today.  Any feelings I may have had for Miss Lane are quite secondary to the hatred I have for you. There are millions of women, but there’s only one Superman. You’ve got ten seconds to decide before I kill her – and I count quickly.

Superman stares at Lex for a long moment, his eyes tense and fists clenched at his sides. Beneath his battlesuit, Luthor is visibly tense, his body seemingly all lined up behind the laser on his arm.  The two stare at each other, a battle of wills of grand proportions. Finally, Superman takes a deep breath and his shoulders slump as his hands unclench. He knows he can’t win. He looks at the floor for a moment, then up at Lex. 

SUPERMAN

Fine, Lex.  If that’s what it takes to save her life – okay. You win.

Superman turns and walks to the window he came through, leaping up onto the sill. He looks back at Lois, whose eyes plead him not to go.

SUPERMAN

Goodbye, Lois.

Through the tape, Lois manages to squeal out a faint, barely recognizable “No!,” but it’s too late; Superman is gone with a whoosh of air. Lois’ face falls as her head sags; a tear falls from her eye.

CLOSEUP: Lex’s mouth broadening into a smile beneath his Plexiglas helmet. He relaxes, and his arm aiming the laser drops a bit – just a couple inches, nothing somebody would see unless they were looking.  

Suddenly, the WALL to Luthor’s right explodes outwards as a blue-and-red blur smashes into Luthor and yanks his arm off-target.  Lex fires the laser, but it’s too late; the red beam misses Lois by a few feet, then cuts through half the room as Luthor’s arm is yanked around. 

SUPERMAN

I may not be faster than a laser-

A right hook from Superman slams Lex through a wall, knocking him to the ground and his helmet off.  It lands on the ground with a loud clatter. 

SUPERMAN

-But I am faster than you!

He punctuates the last remark with a kick that catches Luthor’s armor in the ribs, sending him flying through several walls into a lab.  The two of them brawl, smashing through walls and desks into offices and conference rooms, Superman dismantling Lex’s armor piece by piece. The battle’s a real barnburner, all the anger the two have for each other finally let loose.
Lex catches Supes with one mighty punch and smashes him out through the building into the sky – but Superman swoops back around in midair and flies right through the roof back at Lex. Superman slams his fist down onto the back of the armor, sending Luthor crashing through the floor. The two of them battle ferociously – Lex’s awesome high-tech weaponry against Superman’s natural power.  

Lex activates the armor’s TASER CIRCUITS, but Superman just holds on to him through the electric flashes as though he doesn’t feel it. Supes grits his teeth as the blue arcs coarse over him as his hands dig into the metal suit; there is a flash of light, and the tasers short themselves out.  A pair of tiny spheres open up from the battlesuit’s shoulders, and high pitched sound blasts forth from them.  Supes throws his hands up to his ears and winces, and his eyes glow red. Heat vision shoots out from them, and the spheres explode as the beams hit them; first the right, then the left. 

Back in Luthor’s office, Lois manages to squirm her hands out of the bonds that had been holding her to the chair; she rips the tape off her mouth, and dashes out through the hole that Superman and Luthor left in the wall.

Below, Superman and Luthor are still going at it like maniacs, punching, kicking, elbowing and choking each other. Now on an office floor of Lextower, Superman catches Luthor square in the chest with a punch that sends Lex flying backwards through the elevator doors and into the wall on the other side, where he sticks.  He spins and fires his laser up the shaft, slicing the cables and sending the elevator into free-fall just as Superman leaps into the shaft and grabs him by the collar. As Superman cocks a fist, the elevator lands right on top of him, knocking him downwards and out of sight. Luthor watches down below with a smirk as he leaps into the shaft as if to fall towards the elevator – only to have tiny BOOT-JETS kick on and hold him in the air. 

Below, the ROOF of the elevator explodes as Superman plows through it, fists pointed upwards. Luthor’s face has just enough time to fall before Superman grabs him and yanks him upwards, shooting up through the shaft.  Finally, on one of the last floors Superman throws Lex through the elevator doors just before he follows him into a very elegant conference room with an expansive view of the city.

Lex leaps up to his feet and lashes out with a fierce karate kick that knocks Superman back against the wall, but Superman jumps back to his feet, takes a deep breath and uses his super-breath to blow Lex across the room and into the window to the outside with tremendous force, which spider-webs from the impact. At last, Supes rips off the armor’s left gauntlet, then cocks a fist, but holds.  He looks sick.  He collapses to the ground, and the camera slowly descends to catch up, finally stopping on the coughing Supes – and the KRYPTONITE RING on Lex’s hand.

LEX

Oh, Superman, did you really think you could outsmart me? 

He slams Superman on the back with the still-armored other arm. It clearly hurts.

LEX

Didn’t you see my stylish little piece of jewelry? Or did the lead in the armor throw you off?

Lex slaps Superman across the face, hard.  A little blood splatters from his lips.

LEX

Well, let me just spell it out for you – I didn’t give Metallo all of that wonderful little meteorite that seems to be your Achilles’ heel.

Lex grabs Superman by the throat with his left hand and hauls him back up to a kneeling position, choking him at the same time.  The muscles in Lex’s arm bulge as he yanks Supes up; we can tell that Lex is running on adrenaline. His eyes seem maniac in the eerie light of the half-destroyed room, glowing faintly green from the reflection of the kryptonite.

LEX

You see, Superman? You can’t beat me. No one can.  I’ve taken on far better men than you and won, you absurdly attired carnival buffoon – did you really think that you would be able to bring me down? But really - why did you come here, to my city? Did you have something to prove – or are you really so naïve as to think that running around playing Super-Samaritan will actually change anything? Why is it you do what you do, Superman?

Superman struggles to get out a reply; his air is being choked off by Lex, and he looks like he’s about to hurl.  The ring on Lex’s hand gives off a green glow that eerily illuminates Superman’s face.

SUPERMAN

Because…it’s right. Because the world needs its heroes. Because one man…can make a difference.

LEX

Very moving, Superman.

He raises the laser cannon on his right arm up to Superman’s head; it powers up with a hum.

LEX

I’ll be sure they make that your epitaph.

Superman, as though hearing something, looks up a bit past Lex. The beginnings of a smile start to turn up at the corners of his mouth.  Lex tightens his fist to fire the laser – just as Lois brings down a FIRE EXTINGUISHER on Lex’s head, knocking him out.  Lois stands on the overturned desk behind him, pleased with her handiwork.  


SUPERMAN

Lois…get the gauntlet..

Quickly, she spots the metal glove, runs over and grabs the unattached piece of armor.

SUPERMAN

Made…of lead…put the ring in it…

Lois rips the ring off Lex’s finger and throws it into the lead-lined glove, then throws it across the room.  Superman starts to look better immediately; he manages to catch his breath and tries to stand, but staggers for a second; Lois catches him.

LOIS

Careful!

She helps him to his feet as he shakes his head, getting over the last aftereffects of kryptonite poisoning. 

LOIS

You sure you’re okay after that?

SUPERMAN

I’ll be fine – don’t worry.

LOIS

So…I guess I only need to save you two more times, and then we can call it even, okay?

Superman chuckles at that one.

SUPERMAN

I wasn’t keeping track.

EXT. – DAILY PLANET - NIGHT

CUT TO: The roof of the Daily Planet, still that night. In the distance, a line of police cars heads down the avenue away from Lextower. At the Planet, the revolving dome glows with the light of the massive spotlights that are aimed at it as it turns.  In front of it, Superman touches down, holding Lois in his arms.  He gently lowers her to the ground, but she doesn’t move very far away. 

SUPERMAN

So what do you think will happen to Luthor now?

LOIS

My guess?  Even with his army of lawyers, it’ll be tough for him to weasel his way out of this.  

Her mouth splits into a devilish grin.

LOIS
Especially after I write up the most explosive article I can for tomorrow’s Planet about how Metropolis’s richest man kidnapped a reporter and tried to kill her new hero.

Superman turns back to Lois, who seems to even now get a little weak in the knees staring at him. An awkward moment of silence passes between them as a gentle wind begins to kick up, rippling Superman’s cape.

LOIS

I, ah…never got a chance to thank you for saving my life.  I mean, if it wasn’t for you…I’d probably be dead right now, after all the stuff that’s happened. So, I just wanted to say…thank you.

The two stare at each other for a moment, and all the tension between them seems to come flooding back in an instant. She touches her hand to his shoulders, rubs her hand across his cape and up his neck. He brings his hand up and gently strokes her face. 

Then she leans in and kisses him.  It’s a mad, passionate kiss, a kiss that manages to be both incredibly sexy and amazingly romantic at the same time.  The two break away after a bit, and Superman looks deep into her eyes as she stares back at him.

SUPERMAN

Lois…I’m so sorry, but…I can’t do this.

LOIS

Wha…what?

Supes breaks away from her and looks out over the city below him.

SUPERMAN

I can’t…I can’t be worried about you getting hurt because of me.  I care about you too much to let you into harm’s way, Lois.  If I get hurt, I can live with it – but I could never forgive myself if you got hurt because of me.  Of us.

He turns back to Lois and takes her hands in his.

SUPERMAN

I’m so sorry that I can’t be more for you.  But Superman can’t have a girlfriend – I can’t let you be at risk because of me. I’m sorry.

He breaks away from her and leaps up into the air, but hovers there for a second a couple feet above the roof, looking down at Lois. He smiles, an obviously fake smile that seems very forced. Tears are starting to form in Lois’s eyes as she looks up at him.

SUPERMAN

But if you ever need me, just call my name and I’ll be there.

LOIS

Superman.

Supes, who had turned to leave, turns back and looks at her. Supes’ POV: Lois stares back at him, eyes welling with tears, arms crossed as though she were cold.  She sniffles a little bit as she tries not to cry. He looks down in shame and sadness, turns back to the sky and flies away.  Lois watches him go, then turns away from the sky and drops her head into her hands and starts to sob, silhouetted by the Daily Planet globe behind her. 

EXT. – ORBIT

Superman, silhouetted by the moon itself just as Lois was by the globe, sits on a satellite hundreds of miles above in space. He looks down at the Earth below him. 

CLOSEUP: Superman’s face in the moonlight. He stares off into the inky depths of the universe looking depressed.  After a moment, he pushes off and silently flies away.

FADE OUT.
FADE INTO:
An image of a newspaper cover – The Daily Planet.  On the front cover, in 72-point font, screams the headline LUTHOR ARRESTED.  Below it, a picture of a dejected-looking Luthor being led into a police house in handcuffs, and below that a smaller sub-line that reads, METROPOLIS MOGUL TRIES TO KILL SUPERMAN, KIDNAPS REPORTER.

INT. – NEWSROOM - EVENING
The clock on the wall ticks past six-thirty, and the camera pans down to see Clark typing away at his computer. He types for a few seconds, then stares at the screen, lost in thought – his mind is elsewhere. We hear him talking to himself.

CLARK

(to self) 

Lois – we’ve been working together for a while, and I’d really like to take you out and get to know the real you.

He thinks it over for a second.

CLARK

(to self)

Oh – Lois! Listen, I wanted to tell you that...well, you mean a lot to me, and I’d really like to take our relationship to the next level.

He shakes his head at that one.

CLARK

Listen, Lois, I’d really like to take you out some-

 Suddenly, he looks up from his screen – he hears something we can’t hear. He stands up and looks over the wall of his cubicle – Lois is getting her things at her cubicle, packing up to go. She still seems sad from the other night. He turns away from her, takes a deep breath, wiggles his fingers in anticipation.

CLARK

(to self) 
Here we go.

He turns and walks out of his cubicle, heading towards Lois, who is walking towards the elevators. She waves to Jimmy, who is looking over a new camera.

LOIS

See you Monday, Jimmy!

JIMMY

Have a good night, Lois!

Clark picks up his pace, his long legs easily bringing up behind Lois as she stops and reaches for the elevator button.

CLARK

Lois!

She turns, and he walks up to her. She looks at Clark expectantly, waiting for him to speak.

LOIS

Yeah, Clark?

Clark stands there for a moment, takes a deep breath again, and starts talking – it’s obvious that he’s been rehearsing this.

CLARK

Listen, Lois, I’d really like to take you out sometime – maybe for dinner, or something.

Lois looks at him for a moment, still a bit sad about the other night.

LOIS

Clark – I’m sorry, it’s just that I’ve got a lot going on right now…

Clark’s face falls as she talks; he doesn’t need to hear the rest of that sentence.

CLARK

Oh.  I understand, Lois. It’s okay. 

He turns to walk away, staring at the floor – now he’s sad, as he knows this was his one shot at getting Lois.  As he leaves, Lois’s face begins to change.  She watches him walk away, and her expression shows that she’s thinking about the times he was nice – then she springs forwards and grabs his arm.  He turns to look at her in surprise.

LOIS

Clark – you didn’t let me finish my sentence. What I was saying was, I’ve got going on right now…

She looks deep into his eyes, right through the glasses, and we see exactly why Clark fell for her in the first place.

LOIS

…and that I would love to do something to get my mind off all that.

Clark looks startled by the news – he clearly wasn’t expecting that. Quickly, he shakes it off and looks straight at her.

CLARK

Okay – what are you doing tomorrow night?

LOIS

Up to now? Dinner with my cat and an old movie. I was thinking To Kill A Mockingbird.

CLARK

Really? That’s my favorite movie.

LOIS

Mine too.

(beat)

You know, you look a little like Gregory Peck does in it.

CLARK

It’s the glasses.

They both smile at that.

LOIS

See you at my place around seven-thirty? 

CLARK

See you then.

The elevator arrives, and Lois steps inside. She turns back, and for a second, the two look at each other. They both smile, and the doors close. Clark turns back around, but he still can’t stop smiling. He wanders back over to his cubicle, grabs his suit jacket, and puts it on – still smiling. He turns off his computer, puts his stiff in his suitcase – the smile is as broad as ever. He ambles towards the elevators, passing Jimmy just as Lois did. Jimmy turns and gives him a funny look.

JIMMY

Hey, Clark, you okay?

CLARK

More than okay, Jim – 

(his smile grows a bit)

-super.

Jimmy looks a bit skeptical, but seems to accept it.

JIMMY

All right, man. You have a good night, ‘kay?

CLARK

Thanks, Jim – you too.

Clark walks towards the elevator doors – but instead, goes into the stairwell next to it. The door closes behind him.

Jim turns back to his camera, then stops as something hits him. He whirls towards the elevators, but Clark is gone. Quickly, he reaches for a stack of pictures on his desk, shuffling through them until he sees one he’s looking for – a picture of Superman, fighting Metallo. He stares intently at the picture for a few seconds, the glances back at Clark’s cubicle, then at the elevators, then back to the picture. He sighs, and rubs his hand against his brow.

JIMMY

(to self) 

Man, I must be tired – I’m seeing things. James Bartholomew Olsen, that’s the dumbest idea you’ve ever had.

He stands up, grabs his camera, stuffs it into its bag, turns out the light and heads towards the elevators, shaking his head all the way. The last thing seen in the shot is the picture of Superman on his desk.

EXT. – METROPOLIS SKYLINE

Clark’s POV. He is standing on the roof of the Planet, the globe casting its shadow in front of him. The ground begins to drop away beneath, he looks upwards towards the pastel blue sky, adorned with clouds glowing pink in the setting sun. He rockets towards them, then turns to look down at the city– the gleaming towers three thousand feet below, shining like a crimson Oz in the light. 

Superman hovers in the air, the clouds behind him. The pink sun shines on his face, and his smile is still there. He looks into the sunset for a second.

SUPERMAN

(quietly to self, Clark voice) 

Up, up and away.

He flashes off westwards away from the camera, quickly fading to a dot that banks upwards through the clouds, does a joyous loop in the air, and then flies off into the sunset.

The screen fades to black.

Cue End Credits.
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