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SUPERGIRL II: NASTY BUSINESS
FADE IN:

CREDITS ROLL over S-SHIELD LOGO with SUPERGIRL THEME MUSIC.

   CUT TO:

EXT. MIDVALE HIGH – DAY.

ESTABLISHING SHOT.

   CUT TO:

INT. MIDVALE HIGH MATH CLASS -- DAY.

2 SHOT as a NEW GIRL sits next to LINDA DANVERS. Both are wearing schoolgirl uniforms, as, of course, are all other CLASSMATES. Linda will turn out of be the blonde Supergirl, but she wears a brown pig-tailed wig as her secret identity. There is no need for her to resemble Helen Slater - in fact, she should be a little shorter, to look more like the Silver Age comic book character. The New Girl, who will turn out to be Lex Luthor’s niece, is a small girl, no more than five foot two or three, with a petite figure and long, dark hair which she wears in a braided ponytail. (In other words, she looks like the 70s comic book character.) Thick, full lips are the only visible sign of Luthor blood. 


LINDA

Hello. My name is Linda, Linda Danvers. 

My dad is the principal.


NEW GIRL

Hello. My name is Nastalthia Luthor. 

Althia for short. And my uncle is 

The Greatest Criminal Mind of our Times.

Linda keeps her face a cipher, chokes on revulsion, and takes Althia's hand in friendship.

   CUT TO:

EXT. THE DAILY PLANET -- DAY.

ESTABLISHING SHOT.


LINDA (V.O.)

Do you want Luthor or not?





   DISSOLVE TO:

INT. CLARK KENT'S OFFICE -- DAY.

Clark's office isn't palatial, but it isn't a cubbyhole, either. The walls are decorated with his more notable CLIPPINGS, his CRIME FILES are filled to bursting. 1 wooden CHAIR and an old-fashioned WATER COOLER on a FILE CABINET are the only amenities. The walls were drab grey and there's one WINDOW large enough to fly out of. Clark himself is pushing 40, and sits in a two-piece blue suit behind a DESK and the keyboard of an IBM clone. His necktie is askew, and a lock of dark hair falls on his forehead. He would be a good-looking man, but for the squint and the horn-rimmed glasses.


CLARK

I'll take your proposal to Superman, 

should I happen to see him.

HAND-HELD as Linda EXITS his office for the hallway. She stops a curly-haired BOY in an ugly bowtie.


LINDA

Where can I find Lois Lane?


JIMMY

Miss Lane is in that office over there, 

Miss ...


LINDA

Danvers. Linda Danvers. And you are?


JIMMY

Olsen, Miss. Just call me Jimmy.


LINDA

I will. You're cute.

She gives the pimply-faced lad a peck on the cheek, and leaves him blushing as she goes in to beard the lion in her den.

   CUT TO:

INT. LOIS LANE'S OFFICE -- DAY.

LOIS LANE looks at the intruder from a mountain of PAPERWORK. She is Clark's age, black-haired and severely dressed.


LOIS

Yes?

Linda goes up to the massive teak DESK and holds out her hand. Puzzled, Lois returns the formality and they shake quietly.


LINDA

Clark's cousin from Midvale. 

I've heard a lot about you. 

I'll keep this real simple, lady. 

You break his heart, I break your arm. 

Are we clear on that?


LOIS

Perfectly.

Linda turns back to the DOOR, yanks it open, and Jimmy Olsen falls into the room flat on his face. Lois pretends not to notice. Linda just steps over him and EXITS.

Jimmy attempts dignity as he picks himself off the carpet. 


JIMMY

She's awfully fond of him for a cousin.

I'd march right over to Clark's office 

and have a little chat about her!

Lois, seeing the humour in it, breaks a smile.


LOIS

No Jimmy, that's what she wants me to do. 

I used to be 17 myself.


PERRY (OFF)

Olsen! You've been scooped by 

Parker at the Bugle again!


JIMMY

Coming, Chief!


PERRY (OFF)

And don't call me Chief!






   CUT TO:

EXT. STANDISH ARMS HOTEL -- DAY.

ESTABLISHING SHOT.





   DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LINDA'S HOTEL ROOM -- DAY.

Linda ENTERS. SUPERMAN is waiting for her, sitting on her BED.


LINDA

What are you doing here?


SUPERMAN

Hey, I heard you were in town.

Linda sighs, and plays along. A six-foot-four, broad-shouldered man in a familiar blue-and-red superhero costume, he is the most famous crimefighter in America. Linda, as always, just chats with her East Coast cousin.


LINDA

Guess who my new classmate is.

He smiles warmly to her. When he isn't sticking his cleft chin out at some villain, he has a pleasant, friendly face. His dark hair is clean-cut, and Kryptonians never need to shave.


SUPERMAN

How could I possibly guess that?


LINDA

Nastalthia Luthor.

She waits for it to register, and then goes on.

LINDA 

She seems like a nice girl. 

You wouldn't think he'd have such 

a cute relative. I guess she got her looks 

from some other side of the family. 

I'm willing to spy on her, 

if you want me too.

She helps herself to the only CHAIR, hands on her lap, and looks to him on the bed. Superman stands and shakes his head.


SUPERMAN

That won't work. She's been 

tailed before.


LINDA

Yes, by grown-up cops. Like those 

stupid narcs who always hang around 

the gym at dances. They're 30 years old, 

they've got police haircuts, 

but they think if they wear t-

shirts and jeans and use slang 

15 years out of date, we'll all think 

they're students.


SUPERMAN

I get the idea.

He drifts to the balcony to see the view.


LINDA

I mean, you can get anything 

past those guys.


SUPERMAN

I don't want to hear this.


LINDA

Beer, cigarettes ...


SUPERMAN

Linda ...


LINDA

Uppers, downers, pot, 'shrooms, 

and of course my LSD.


SUPERMAN

And of course your LSD. I dare you, 

right now, without looking it up, 

to tell me what LSD stands for ... 

didn't think so. Now stop trying to 

drive me crazy and get to the point.


LINDA

I'll be her best friend. 

We'll sit near each other in class. 

We'll drool over the same boys. 

We'll wear each other's clothes. 

We'll sit on each other's beds, 

reading comic books, eating cookies 

and drinking milk. I bet you anything 

old Double L stays in touch, 

and I'll be there to see how.


SUPERMAN

That's kind of dangerous, isn't it?


LINDA

(sniffs, insulted)

I'm not scared. I can handle Althia.


SUPERMAN

I'm more concerned about -- 

hang on, did you call him 

Double L?


LINDA

That's his nickname. He hates it. 

Didn't know that, did you? See, 

I'm already telling you stuff. 

But there's a price.


SUPERMAN

Oh great.


LINDA

I want to be your sidekick. 

If you don't let me, don't expect 

any info on Luthor.

She sets her jaw, and folds her arms on her chest, as if to say take-it-or-leave-it. He tries to reason with her.


SUPERMAN

If you found out the location of 

Luthor's Lair do you really think 

you could keep it to yourself? 

You'd let Luthor walk, because 

I wouldn't make you my sidekick?


LINDA

(looking at her watch)

My offer is good for five minutes.

INSERT SHOT of a Superman WATCH with a pink plastic strap.


SUPERMAN

Okay, okay, I give up. You can be 

my sidekick.

She looks up from her watch.   


LINDA

Did ... did you mean that? 

Did you really say ...

Superman strides across the room and holds her hands in his.


SUPERMAN

I've known all along I was eventually 

going to lose this argument, 

so I've decided the best thing 

is to accept my defeat gracefully. 

I would be happy and proud to have 

Supergirl for my sidekick.

She begins to breathe deeply and look a little woozy, so he sits her back down on the bed. 


SUPERMAN

There are a few conditions.


LINDA

Anything, anything.


SUPERMAN

I want to set you straight. 

A real superhero doesn't have a 

“dark side.” A real superhero 

isn't in it for fame or fortune. 

Most importantly, this can never 

be personal. Never.

(Nicholson impression)

“I made you, you made me.” 

(laughs)

That stuff's just in the movies. 

You said now you'd be willing to let 

Luthor walk. I hope you meant it. 

I've had to let him walk many times 

because there was no proof, 

or the JLA didn't have jurisdiction. 

I guess what I really want to say is 

that when you put an S on your chest, 

it has to mean something. 

It can't just mean that 

you're tougher than the bad guys. 

It has to mean you're 
better than the bad guys. 

And you'll need some more coaching. 

Do you have some free time?


LINDA

I'm on Spring Break. My parents think 

I'm visiting with my cousin in 

Metropolis.

She can't restrain a smirk. He pretends to look relieved.


SUPERMAN

Great! I'll call Clark later 

to let him know you're with me, 

and you're all right.


LINDA

(groans)

Oh brother.


SUPERMAN

Well, he's a good friend of mine, 

and I know he'll be worried if 

you just disappear like that. 

Pack a few things, and we'll 

fly out to the Fortress of Solitude, 

and I'll show you around.

Linda grabs him and hugs him, bawling her heart out for joy. 






   CUT TO:

EXT. AERIAL SHOT -- DAY. 

FLYING SEQUENCE OF SUPERMAN AND SUPERGIRL.






   CUT TO:

EXT. THE FORTRESS OF SOLITUDE -- DAY.

ESTABLISHING SHOT.

This is not the crystal Fortress from the first Superman movie, which was destroyed at the end of Superman II. Instead, it is more like the original comic book Fortress: a hollowed-out hillside with a GIANT KEY.





   DISSOLVE TO:

INT. THE FORTRESS OF SOLITUDE -- DAY.

Superman sits her down to give her a good talking-to in the super rec-room. The walls are rough-hewn rock, and the ceiling is made of ice. Furniture, to put it politely, has obviously been chosen by a single man who never takes his dates home!


SUPERMAN

We've tried every trick in the book 

to bring in Luthor -- even pitting 

his own brother-in-law against him. 

Luthor has a sister named Lena, 

whom he adores. She married an FBI agent 

named Jim Colby, who was once assigned 

the task of arresting Lex. Frankly, 

I thought that was dirty pool. 

This is America, and we shouldn't 

ask people to turn in their own relatives. 

But we're getting desperate. 

Your little scheme may be our last chance.


SUPERGIRL

(mock-salute)

Supergirl, reporting for duty!






   CUT TO:

MONTAGE.

Linda Danvers at Midvale High hanging out with Althia Luthor. She isn't the only one watching. Many times, she spots unmarked VANS parked on Althia's street. Many times, she sees MEN with police haircuts reading upside-down NEWSPAPERS in the food court of the Midvale Mall. Sometimes the PHONE RINGS just as her GUARDIANS go out, with a survey about how often today's teens stay in touch with family. 

Linda sits near Althia in every class, trading DESKS with other students to do so. She eats her lunches at Althia's table in the school cafeteria. She hangs around her in the schoolyard, protecting her from bullies. The girls go to movies together, go to the mall together, go out for burgers together and go to each other's houses to play videogames, watch TV and drink fizzy kid stuff. They are inseparable.

MUSIC: “Girls Just Wanna Have Fun.”

   CUT TO:

EXT./INT. ALTHIA’S HOUSE - DAY.

Linda and Althia EXIT the house, ad libbing chatter about the new movie at the Midvale Mall they’re going to see. Suddenly, a concerned look comes over Althia’s face, and she looks at her watch with worry.


ALTHIA

Um, can the movie wait just a sec?

I have to, um, freshen up.

Linda nods, and the obviously-lying Althia runs back into the house. Linda smiles and waits. Her lips move as she silently counts to ten or twelve.


LINDA

(under her breath)

My new friend is taking 

a long time to "freshen up." 

Gee, I wonder shy?

She uses her X-RAY VISION to scan the house, finding that Althia is on the phone with a concerned look on her face, pacing about. Linda tunes in with her SUPER-HEARING, and catches a few lines of conversation.


ALTHIA

This looks like Nasty business, 

all right. I can't talk now. 

I think I'm being watched.

Then the hangup. Linda does not get the name of the person on the other end, or hear the voice. Soon Althia comes out ready for the movie, all smiles and giggles.






   CUT TO:

INT. THE SECRET SANCTUARY -- DAY.

PHONE RINGS. THE ATOM answers. He is a diminutive superhero in mask and tights. SPLIT-SCREEN with Linda at the Midvale Mall.


ATOM

Justice League of America. 

You're on the line with The Atom.


LINDA

Atom, it's Supergirl. Somehow, 

I just knew you'd answer.


ATOM

Really?


LINDA

Yes, as soon as that receptionist said 

a crimefighter would be with me shortly, 

I knew it must be you.


ATOM

Quit it, Supergirl.


LINDA

I'm sorry. I know you can be very short-

tempered at times. I was just wondering 

if you could spare me a few minutes.


ATOM

What about?


LINDA

Do you have anything short-

listed under Nasty?


ATOM

You mean, the word Nasty with a capital, 

like as a code-word or the name of something?


LINDA

That's right. Do you?


ATOM

Computers “R” Us ... wait a sec, 

here's something.


LINDA



Just give me the long and the short of it.


ATOM

Nasty. A minor costumed villainess of 

Gotham City. She was first reported by 

Batgirl a few months ago,

operating as a sidekick of Catwoman. 

Catwoman shouted “Nasty” in a tone 

that implied it was her name. 

Female, slightly under medium height, 

black costume and a bandit mask. 

Batgirl foiled the robbery, 

but no arrest was made. It seems 

Nasty distracted Batgirl as 

Catwoman made good her escape. 

Batgirl let her off with a warning, 

since she appeared to be quite young 

and had not, as of yet, succeeded in 

stealing anything.


LINDA

(disappointed)

Is that it?


ATOM

No there's 1 more report. 

She turned up alone a month later. 

Another Gotham burglary. 

This time, she was caught by Robin 

fleeing the scene with the goods. 

Again, no arrest. Hmm, that's odd, 

isn't it? According to Robin's report he 

overpowered her, but she talked him into 

letting her go. The cost was covered by an 

anonymous donor. Now this is weird. 

Robin notes a suspicion she may have powers, 

and Batgirl has e-initialled it. 

I wonder what they have in mind? 

I'll have to ask.


LINDA

Don't bother, Atom. It's a small matter, 

really. Very small. Tiny, minuscule, 

almost microscopic.


ATOM

Supergirl, I should warn you I'm getting 

awfully tired of these jokes about my size. 

Frankly, I've had it up to here!


LINDA

Really, Atom? And, um, just how high would 

that be, exactly?

She hangs up the PHONE at the Midvale Mall quickly. She laughs and pats the receiver.


LINDA

Never change, shmucko, never change.

   CUT TO:

EXT. THE DAILY PLANET -- DAY.

ESTABLISHING SHOT.

   CUT TO:

INT. PRESS CONFERENCE AT THE DAILY PLANET -- DAY.

Print, radio and television JOURNALISTS descend on the Planet's boardroom, packed in on FOLDING CHAIRS.

Superman looks at his JLA WATCH and paces before the press as she is 10 minutes late. She suddenly flies in the window to great applause just as they were beginning to suspect a hoax! He sighs as she preens for the press, showing her good side.

One EDITOR is growling and chomping away on a stinky CIGAR.


JJJ

Where in blue blazes is Parker? 

The photo op of the year and he doesn't show! 

Kids today!


MISS BRANT

I'm sure Petey has a good reason not to come, 

Mr. Jameson.


JJJ

He had better, Miss Brant -- 

or he's fired!

Superman AD LIBS a brief speech about her origin story and how proud he is to have her as his new sidekick. Then it's Supergirl's turn to answer questions. A hundred hands go up, but Supergirl points to the middle of the room.


SUPERGIRL

I'll take a question from that cute hunk 

with the curly hair.

Perry White has to nudge Jimmy Olsen twice before he realizes that the Girl of Steel is talking about him! He stands up, red-faced, and clears his throat as more senior reporters snicker at his predicament. He gets his question out, in a shy, squeaky voice.


JIMMY

Uh, Supergirl, Olsen from the Planet. 

The Joker always says, “Have you danced 

with the Devil by the pale moonlight?” 

The Shadow always says, “Who knows what evil 

lurks in the hearts of men?” Uh, 

do you have any particular saying that 

you want to be known for?

Jimmy looks around for encouragement. Perry White and Lois both give him thumbs-up signs for a very good question. 

Supergirl bats her eyes at him and uses her sexiest voice: 


SUPERGIRL

You'll Believe a Girl is 'Fly!

The expression on Jimmy's face makes it clear he already does!

   CUT TO:

MONTAGE. 

All Summer, Supergirl is busy, flying CHILDREN away from burning BUILDINGS, clearing smashed CARS from busy intersections by pushing them off the road, breaking up fights of youth GANGS and making public appearances to plug the JLA. 

   CUT TO:

INT. CLARK KENT'S OFFICE -- DAY.

Clark Kent is typing away when he hears a DOOR RAP.


CLARK

Come in.

ENTER Lois, looking lovely in a steel grey business suit.


LOIS

You have a visitor. Your cousin is here.


CLARK 

Linda? Here? She should be in school! 

He peers past Lois and down the hallway, but he can't see her.


CLARK

Um, where is she?

Lois chuckles. Clark looks over, and sees Supergirl hovering at eye level just outside the window. She has a rolled up NEWSPAPER, and looks pretty mad.


LOIS

Don't be rude, Clark. Open the window. 

Let your cousin in.


CLARK

I don't know what you mean, Lois. 

That's Supergirl. I'm not related to ... 

Oh I get it. You're still stuck on 

this silly idea that I'm Superman. 

Therefore, since Superman is related to ...

Lois ignores him and opens the window herself. Supergirl ENTERS and lands on the carpet.


SUPERGIRL

Thanks, Lois.


LOIS

Anytime, Supergirl.

Supergirl storms right over to Clark's desk.


SUPERGIRL

Look at this. This is an outrage! 

Do you even read your own paper?

Clark clears his throat and holds out his hand, nervously. 


CLARK

Why, Supergirl! What a pleasure it is to 

finally meet you for the very first time. 

Tell me, how did you know this was 

Clark Kent's office since 
you've never been here before?


SUPERGIRL

I, um, I scanned the building with my x-

ray vision, and I recognized you from ... 

that little picture they print beside 

your column's byline. See? 
That's how!

She reluctantly takes his hand. Lois heads for the door.


LOIS

I'll leave you two alone to talk about 

the good old days on Planet Krypton.


CLARK

But Lois!

(calling after her)

I'm not Superman!

We hear her LAUGHTER go down the hall.


SUPERMAN

Great Scott, Supergirl! It's going 

to take all afternoon to explain this one. 

Try to be more careful.

She ignores him and slaps the COMICS SECTION of the previous day's Planet on his desk. 

OVER-THE-SHOULDER SHOT on "The Adventures of Supergirl."


CLARK

Your strip. I hear it's doing well. 

What's the problem?


SUPERGIRL

Notice the horse in the first panel.


CLARK

A lovely white stallion. Very well drawn. 

I'll have to compliment Siggy on his artwork.


SUPERGIRL

Who cares how well it's drawn? 

It's wearing a cape. The horse 

is wearing a cape. Look, 

a thought balloon. The horse has dialogue. 

It's a talking horse. A talking horse 

in a cape. He can fly, too, 

because he's a superhorse from 

Sagittarius. This is my new sidekick! 

My sidekick is a talking horse! 

And I could even put up with that, 

but the horse has more intelligent dialogue 

than I do!

It takes super-self-control to avoid biting on that one! 


CLARK

I'll have a word with Siggy.


SUPERGIRL

Why do cartoonists do this, 

anyway? The male superhero always gets 

a beautiful woman for his sidekick. 

Why can't the female superhero 

have a handsome man? Or at least, 

a member of her own species!

ENTER Lois, with COFFEE for three, and giving every indication she intends to stay.


LOIS

I'm with you, girl. Superwoman 

always told me the same thing. 

The superheroine's sidekick 

should be a nice, freckle-faced 

muscle boy in really tight trunks.


CLARK

Lois, this isn't helping.

She hands out Styrofoam CUPS. Clark gets the last one. 


LOIS

Now, yours is black, right?


CLARK

Mine is cream and sugar. Superman 

likes his coffee black.


LOIS

Oh that's right. I keep mixing you up, 

for some reason.


CLARK

Forget it.

He drinks it anyway. After a few sips he puts it down.


CLARK

I'm glad both you ladies are here.


SUPERGIRL and LOIS

Oh?


CLARK

Yes. I have an announcement to make. 

It concerns Superman.

They wink at each other.


CLARK

For some time now, the world has been 

baffled and mystified by the puzzling enigma 

of Superman's secret identity.


LOIS

I figured it out in two days.

Supergirl hushes her, and Clark continues. 


CLARK

Not long ago, Superman saw fit to trust me 

with the truth. He told me first, 

because I'm his favourite. 

He likes me better than you two.

Supergirl has to physically restrain Lois. Being Supergirl, she only needs 2 fingers to do so. Clark continues.


CLARK

But I don't think that's fair. 

So I've decided to brave Superman's 

wrath and tell you the truth. 

I will now reveal to you, 

for the first time anywhere,

Superman's secret identity.


SUPERGIRL

Should I go for popcorn?

Lois perches on the edge of his desk.


LOIS

No. You don't want to miss a word. 

This promises to be highly entertaining.

Clark leans a little closer, in case the walls have ears.


CLARK

Superman's secret identity ...


SUPERGIRL and LOIS

(in whispers despite themselves)

Yes?


CLARK

... is travelling salesman Alan Todd.

No really. He told me so himself.


LOIS

You mean that male bimbo

who keeps barging into my office

trying to sell me network marketing junk?


CLARK

(nods)

One and the same.

Lois rises and tries to pace off her fury. Supergirl just kills herself with trying to restrain laughter.


CLARK

It's brilliant. Who would suspect that 

Superman is a blonde guy with a moustache? 

Remember the time you dusted my office door

for fingerprints, and found Superman’s?

Alan Todd had just been by,

selling me these lovely coasters.

That explains why Superman’s 

prints were there. So you see how 

you’ve been wrong about me all these years?

Well, now you know the truth. 

But it can go no farther than this office, 

or Superman will be really mad at me. 

Can I have your word that you will never 

reveal the true identity of Superman?


LOIS

We have to discuss this.

The ladies retreat to a corner for a quick huddle, helping themselves to a couple more sips of their coffee. Finally, they turn back with contented smiles.


LOIS

You go out the window for that one.


SUPERGIRL

Yes.

(nodding)

Out the window.


CLARK

Out the window? What do you mean?

JUMP CUT TO:

INT./EXT. CLARK'S OFFICE -- DAY.

Seconds later, Clark Kent is dangling upside down from the window of his office on the 7th floor of the Daily Planet building. His jacket hunches around his shoulders due to gravity, and his striped tie hangs in his face. The glasses have fallen off and are presumably smashed on the pavement below. Clark's black hair flies in the wind and the whole world looks topsy-turvy. Supergirl, leaning out, holds his ankles as Lois urges her to let go. 


CLARK

Help! Superman! Save me! Supergirl's 

gone crazy! Help, Supe!


LOIS

Oh my! He's calling for Superman!


SUPERGIRL

Now that's a nice touch.


LOIS

Yes, that's classic. I think we can 

let him up now.

Supergirl pulls him back in. Clark straightens his clothes, trying to compose himself.


CLARK

I ... I lost my glasses. 

I can't see without my glasses.

He bumps into his desk to prove it, and the girls applaud.


LOIS

I'll ask the old grouch to give you 

the afternoon off so you can buy a new pair.


CLARK

You're paying for them, Supergirl.


SUPERGIRL

O, I'm on the hook for at least ten 

or twelve dollars now!

   CUT TO:

INT. LOIS LANE'S OFFICE -- DAY.

The girls retire to Lois' office for a one-on-one interview. They are halfway through when Superman flies in Lois' window.


LOIS

Let me guess. You're here to save Clark Kent.


SUPERMAN

All part of the job.

Superman strikes his famous pose, feet apart, chest out, hands on hips, chin in the air.


SUPERMAN

I was flying over the city just now, 

righting wrongs, giving help wherever 

it is needed ...


SUPERGIRL

Knock off the cheap theatrics.


SUPERMAN

... when my super-hearing detected 

a cry for help from my good friend 

Clark Kent, a man to whom I 

have recently entrusted my secret identity. 

Where is he? Is he all right?

Superman looks around for Clark Kent. Supergirl winces.


SUPERGIRL

He never gives up, does he?


LOIS

Never. It's one of his most 

endearing qualities.


SUPERMAN

Do you mind if I use your office phone 

to touch base with him?


LOIS

Please do. I wouldn't miss this 

for the world.

Superman picks up the desk PHONE and dials.  


SUPERMAN

Hello Clark ... yes, it's Superman, 

no I'm just down the hall ... 

I could have sworn I heard you call for help, 

are you all right? ... She did what? ... 

By all the Gods of Krypton! ... 

Don't worry, I'll have strong words for her 

back at the Fortress of Solitude ... 

I agree Clark, she needs discipline, 

and plenty of it!

He hangs up on Clark. Then he turns angrily to Supergirl.


SUPERMAN

Clark just told me about the nasty trick 

you pulled on him.


SUPERGIRL

Oh for the love of ...


SUPERMAN

I don't want to shame you in front of Lois, 

but you haven't heard the last of this.

(to Lois)

How about one for the road?

Superman's Girlfriend gives him a wet, sloppy kiss.


SUPERMAN

And now ... Up, up and away!

He flies out the window and EXITS.


LOIS

And of course, I'm supposed to 

run down the hall and throw open 

Clark's office door to see if he's there.


SUPERGIRL

I have x-ray vision. I'll save you 

the trouble.

Supergirl’s X-RAY VISION peers through several WALLS, concentrating on the distance she needs. Then ...


SUPERGIRL

No, that's impossible! He is there! 

Clark Kent is sitting behind his desk, 

typing a news story!

Her mouth hangs open. Lois squeezes her arm and laughs.


LOIS

I never doubted it. Superman taught you 

everything you know, kid. 

But he didn't teach you everything 
he knows!

END OF ACT ONE.


ACT TWO

INT. THE DANVERS HOUSE -- DAY.

Althia comes to Linda's 18th birthday party, which consists of the two girls and the DANVERS. All but Althia SING “Happy Birthday.” Decorations are all over the room, but it’s clear that the party is a flop, and the levity is forced.


ALTHIA

This was really sweet of you, Linda.

You too, Mr. And Mrs. Danvers.

I just wish ... I just wish more kids

from school who said they’d come ...

Well, they’re the ones who’re missing out.

I guess ... I guess nobody wanted

to come to a party with "the gun moll."

Anyway, here’s your gift. Happy 18th!

Althia pretends it doesn't hurt, and gives Linda her present. When unwrapped, it proves to be a collector's edition of a Lex Luthor comic book. SIGNED BY LEX LUTHOR! 


ALTHIA

I know you like comic books, Linda. 

Especially Superman. Maybe it'll be 

worth something some day.

It is the first time that Althia has admitted to any contact, even involuntary, with the most wanted man in America. It’s a major breakthrough. But all Linda can do is cry.

 
   CUT TO:

INT. LINDA'S BEDROOM -- NIGHT.

Linda uses her JLA watch to summon Superman to her house, with the Danvers gone to a movie at the Midvale Mall. Not knowing where he is or how long it will take him to arrive, she passes the time reading the COMIC BOOK Althia had given her, lying on her bed in bicycle shorts and a crop-top JLA t-shirt until she hears off-key SINGING outside her bedroom. 


SUPERMAN (OFF)

Earth Angel, Earth Angel/ 

Will you be mine? ...

She jumps down and throws open the 2nd-floor window.


LINDA

Get in here, pinhead, before someone sees you! 

We're not supposed to know each other!

Superman flies in, ENTERS. She closes the window behind him. 


SUPERMAN

What's up? Any news on the 

Luthor front?


LINDA

Yes. I want to quit.


SUPERMAN

Linda ...


LINDA

This just isn't right.

He sits on the bed while she paces.


LINDA

Althia's no more of a gangster than I am. 

I'm betraying her friendship and affection. 

Superman, I don't want her to be guilty. 

I like Althia. She's sweet, 

she's pretty, and she's very smart. 

She loves me like a sister, 

and I'm her only friend. 

If the only way to catch Lex Luthor 

is to stab Althia in the back ... 

I'm not so sure I want to catch him.


SUPERMAN

But we're so close! I'll tell you what. 

We started this at Spring Break last year. 

Let's take it up to Spring Break again. 

That's six weeks away now. 

If constant surveillance on his niece 

hasn't produced a viable lead in 

one calender year, we can assume she has 

no real connection with the gang, 

and call it off.


LINDA

And then I can really be her friend. 

Oh thank you, Superman. I feel so rotten.

She fights back a tear and changes the subject.

LINDA

How would you like to see the latest sketch 

from my portfolio?

She digs it out from behind a DRESSER.

OVER-THE-SHOULDER SHOT. CU as she hands him a CARTOON PANEL. It shows a strapping young lad, wearing the famous costume and playing fetch with a white dog. The collar says "Krypto."


SUPERMAN

Aha! Superboy. The plot thickens.


LINDA

This is my new sidekick. 

Isn't he great?


SUPERMAN

Oh. He's okay, I guess.


LINDA

He's adorable. He's a real babe. 

Teenage girls will love him. 

He's 2 years younger than I am, 

so he has a lot to learn. 

But he's loyal and courageous, 

and his powers are almost as strong as mine. 

He's my kid brother from Krypton, see?

And unlike some superheroes I could name, 

he does whatever I tell him, 

he only speaks when spoken to and he 

always trusts my judgement. 

What do you think?


SUPERMAN

I think he kind of looks like 

Dick Malverne.


LINDA

No! He does not look like Dick Malverne! 

He looks nothing like Dick Malverne.


SUPERMAN

(smirks)

He looks like a Dick to me.


LINDA

Hey, how do you even know about 

Dick Malverne?


SUPERMAN

I like to keep an eye on you. 

I like to see how you're doing. 

You were at the Midvale Mall 

one time with a nice boy, and 

I heard Althia call him Dick Malverne. 

That's how I know about him.


LINDA

What do you think you know?


SUPERMAN

(treads carefully!)

He likes you a lot. He seems like a quiet, 

respectable young man. And he looks like 

Superboy.


LINDA

No he doesn't! Dick Malverne 

has boy germs!


SUPERMAN

I think you should give the guy 

a break and go out with him. 

I think he'd be a very good influence 

on you.


LINDA

Do I interfere in your love life?


SUPERMAN

(he looks steamed!)

Yes, as a matter of fact, 

you do. I have it on good authority 

that you once threatened to break 

Lois Lane's arm if she didn't go out 

with Clark Kent of all people, 
my romantic rival!


LINDA

You're really starting to scare me. 

I suggest you calm down, 

we go downstairs, and we discuss this 

over coffee.

   CUT TO:

INT. DANVERS LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT.

As Superman sits with his MUG on the recliner, a CAT hops up on his lap, purring and rubbing on his chest. He takes a sip of coffee, and pets the cat with his left hand. 


LINDA

Streaky likes you. That's funny. 

He usually hides from strangers, 

but he's treating you like he knows you -- 

almost like you were part of the family.


SUPERMAN

Cute cat. Why do you call him Streaky? 

He's all one colour.


LINDA

You should see how fast he moves 

when he hears a can opener! 

“Like a streak of light/ 

He arrives just in time!”

They both laugh. Then Superman puts his mug down and shoos the cat from his lap. He rises and crosses the room to the PIANO.


SUPERMAN

Hey, you have a piano.


LINDA

Of course we have a piano. 

How many times have you been here? 

I'm sorry. Cousin Clark 

has been here many times. 

You've never seen this room before. 

Yes, Superman, we have a piano.


SUPERMAN

Mind if I tickle the ivories?

He pulls out the BENCH.


LINDA

Clark can't play the piano. 

But of course you can. Go ahead. 

Be my guest. As long as its not more 

Richie Cunningham music.


SUPERMAN

Not Richie Cunningham. Ritchie Valens.

He sits, smooths his cape out of the way, and starts tinkling out the doo-wop intro for "Oh Donna." Then, in a scratchy baritone, he softly SINGS his own lyrics:


SUPERMAN

I had a cousin/ 

Kara was her name/ 

Ever since she left Krypton/ 

It'll never be the same/ 

Kara Zor-El/ 

Where, oh where can you be? 

(beat)

That's your song. Do you like it?


LINDA

(wiping her eyes)

It bites.


SUPERMAN

Thanks. Coming from a modern teenager 

of today ...

She doesn't laugh at him this time. She walks over, puts her arms around him from behind and puts her head on his shoulder.


LINDA

Bites is bad. If it was good 

I would have said, “It rocks.” 

But I love it. I love you, 

Superman. Don't let it get around that 

I said this, but for a nerd, 

you can be a pretty cool guy. 

I can't write music, but I can draw, 

and I'm going to give you something.

   CUT TO:

MONTAGE. 

She runs up the stairs to get her PORTFOLIO and ART SUPPLIES. Then she gets busy with her coloured markers and her sketchpad, not letting him look. When she pronounces it finished and shows it to him, it proves to be a cartoon panel of the two of them, flying over Metropolis, righting wrongs, giving help wherever it is needed. She'd signed it "Kara."

   CUT TO:

INT. LUTHOR'S LAIR -- DAY.

FLASHBACK to the "confrontation scene" in Superman I.


SUPERMAN

Is that how a warped brain like yours 

gets its kicks, Luthor? Planning 

the deaths of innocent people?


LUTHOR

No. By causing the deaths of innocent people.

 
  PULL BACK TO:

INT. ALTHIA'S BEDROOM -- NIGHT.

The movie continues on the bedroom TV. 


ALTHIA

I hate Gene Hackman. I'm sure 

Uncle Lex is nothing like that! 

He doesn't even look like Uncle Lex, 

and why is he always cackling 

with glee like some 40s serial villain?


LINDA

You don't understand. It's really a 

brilliant performance. What most of 

the critics don't get is that 

Hackman is playing Alexei Luthor, 

the Lex Luthor of Earth 2.


ALTHIA

Oh that explains it. Except for one thing. 

What's Earth 2?


LINDA

Um ... nothing, really. Nothing at all.

Forget I mentioned it ...

They hear the PHONE RING through the floor.


ALTHIA

Damn! Not here! I'd better take this 

downstairs. Do you mind?


LINDA

Not at all. You just leave me and 

Chris alone! Mmm!

Althia bolts the room and EXITS for the stairs. Linda turns up the movie to fake interest, and then tunes her SUPER-HEARING to the right range.

   CUT TO:

INT. ALTHIA’S HOUSE, THE LIVING ROOM - DAY.

Althia is on the phone with LEX LUTHOR.


LUTHOR (filter)

Althia. How delightful to catch you in. 

I just wanted you to know that 

all is in readiness for the princess. 

Her stay at the Vail house will be 

most comfortable, if somewhat confining.


ALTHIA

You're not going to give her over to Nasty, 

are you? That woman is sick and twisted. 

She's dangerous and cruel.


LUTHOR (filter)

And those are her finer qualities. 

Don't worry, I won't let 

the tender ministrations 

of Ms. Nasty go too far. 

A brainwashed princess 

is of no use to us 

if she can barely stand up.


ALTHIA

Hold it down. Linda's upstairs.


LUTHOR (filter)

Can she hear us?


ALTHIA

Oh, she can always hear us. 

If she was in Metropolis, 

she could hear us. Fortunately, 

she's mooning over some action hero 

in blue tights on a TV screen, 

so she probably isn't listening.


LUTHOR (filter)

We're not back to that are we? 

Despite your suspicions, 

Linda Danvers cannot possibly be 

Supergirl. I've done my research, 

and she's been going to that school 

for 3 years. There is no possible way 

the Justice League could have guessed 

that planting Supergirl at 

a certain high school in Midvale 

would ever place her next to 

a member of the Luthor family. 

It has to be a coincidence.


ALTHIA

But she looks just like Supergirl! 

And she's never around when Supergirl 

is doing something heroic on TV. 

And she's Clark Kent's cousin! 

Haven't you always believed that 

Clark Kent is Superman? Well, 

he says that Supergirl is his cousin!


LUTHOR (filter)

Which he would never say if you were right. 

I don't know for a fact that 

Kent is Superman, I've never been able 

to prove it. But Kent knows that 

the United Underworld suspects 

he's Superman. He would never 

be so dumb as to introduce Supergirl 

to the world as "Superman's cousin" 

if her secret identity was Linda Danvers. 

Every member of the United Underworld, 

from that waddling waterfowl to 

Puddin's bimbo has made the same 

stupid suggestion. And what if Kent

isn’t Superman?


ALTHIA

But the pigtailed bitch spies on me. 

She's all over me like a cheap dress, 

which is the only kind she wears!


LUTHOR (filter)

Of course she's been spying on you! 

On behalf of Kent. Have you forgotten 

that her cousin is an investigative 

journalist? If he gets the location of 

Luthor's Lair, he'll win the Pulitzer.


ALTHIA

I suppose you could be right.


LUTHOR (filter)

Danvers is with you? Keep her there. 

If she's Supergirl, she won't be able 

to interrupt our little kidnap scheme, 

and if she isn't, you establish an alibi. 

Tomorrow, the brainwashing can begin ... 

and limitless power will be ours. 

Now get back to Danvers and blueboy before 

she wonders who you've been talking to!

   CUT TO:

EXT. THE STREETS OF MIDVALE -- DAY.

Next morning, Linda Danvers in a TELEPHONE BOOTH.

CLOSE-UP of Linda reading the FRONT PAGE of the Daily Planet.
INSERT SHOT. Headline reads: “Princess Roohi of Qurac Hits the Slopes, American Style!” PHOTO of a beautiful young woman of Arab extraction, apres-ski with various OTHER CELEBRITIES. Text of ARTICLE reads: “Roohi, Princess of Qurac, having recently discovered from books the existence of snow, has, with much celeb publicity, jet-setted to Colorado to take skiing lessons amongst the rich and famous ...” 


LINDA

“The Vail house" is undoubtedly 

a safe house in Vail, Colorado, 

rather than a house in a vale in Maine. 

From what little I know about Qurac, 

it’s a puddle of oil on top of which 

floats a sand dune. If Luthor 

could control Qurac, limitless money, 

and limitless power, would indeed be his.

This looks like a job for Superman!

She begins to dial Clark’s office at the Daily Planet. But she breaks off dialling after the area code, and hangs up.


LINDA 

Lex Luthor, after all these years, 

dead-to-rights for kidnapping, 

brought in by Superman and Supergirl. 

It’s a wonderful thought. Ah, 

but now I have a better one. 

Lex Luthor, after all these years, 

dead-to-rights for kidnapping, 

brought in by Supergirl all by herself!

She begins to daydream ...

   CUT TO:

CARTOON FANTASY SEQUENCE.

INT. FORTRESS OF SOLITUDE - DAY.

Superman helps her off with her boots as she lounges idly on the big comfy couch in the Fortress of Solitude. She snaps for service, and he obligingly sweeps his cape aside, drops to one knee, and rubs each of her super-feet in turn.


SUPERMAN

Gee, Supergirl, you deserve whatever 

I can do for you! Imagine, bringing in 

Lex Luthor, my own arch-enemy, 

whom I've been chasing all these years 

without success, the very first time 

you go after him! I'm just so darned grateful, 

I don't know what to say.


SUPERGIRL

Then don't say anything, Cuz, 

and just keep rubbing. Ah, 

that's the spot. You do have your uses.


SUPERMAN

Thanks, Supe! Anything for my 

favourite relative. By the way, 

I've been thinking about it, 

and I think I should admit the truth. 

You were right all along -- 

I am Clark Kent.


SUPERGIRL

Yawn. He says it like it comes as 

a revelation, or something. 

I figured it out long ago.


SUPERMAN

Wow! You're too smart for me, 

Supergirl. Tell me, how did you catch 

Double L? I tried and tried, 

but I just couldn't do it.


SUPERGIRL

Oh, a lot of patience, a lot of 

elbow grease ... you'll get the hang of it 

someday, I'm sure.


SUPERMAN


I hope so! I want to be just like you, 

Supergirl. You're my heroine! 

Supergirl ...um ...


SUPERGIRL

Yes, Cuz?


SUPERMAN

There's something I've been meaning 

to ask ...


SUPERGIRL

Please, feel free. I'm in a generous mood.


SUPERMAN

When I'm old and grey, and the 

Justice League doesn't want me any more ... 

will you let me be your sidekick?


SUPERGIRL

Hmm ...


SUPERMAN

Please oh please, it would be the crowning 

achievement of my super-career, 

and I wouldn't be much trouble at all.


SUPERGIRL

We'll see. But if you keep up 

the daily footrubs,
I promise to 

think about it, when the times comes.


SUPERMAN

Oh thank you Supergirl! You're 

the best cousin a guy from Krypton 

ever had ...

CARTOON ENDS.

   CUT TO:

EXT. TELEPHONE BOOTH - DAY.

She snaps out of it. SOMEBODY ELSE needs the phone.

   CUT TO:

EXT. AERIAL SHOT, SUPERGIRL FLYING SEQUENCE.

MONTAGE. 

It takes her an hour to find Colorado. Once over Colorado, it takes her an hour to find Vail. She flies down a couple of times to roadside GAS STATIONS to ask directions.

   CUT TO:

EXT. SOUTH PARK -- DAY.

As she passes over the town of South Park, four LITTLE BOYS boys are hanging around the BUS STOP. One of them looks up.


KENNY

Lhk, rbp mn nh hy! Hts vh hrd, 

hts vh blhn, hts dpprgrl!


KYLE

Hey, Kenny's right! It's a bird, 

its a plane its Supergirl!


STAN

Yeah, you can see up her skirt! 

This is sweet!


ERIC

Screw you guys! You just want me 

to stare up like an asshole 

so you can kick me in the nuts!

BACK TO FLYING SEQUENCE.

By noon she is surveying the richest ESTATES on the outskirts of the peaceful mountain town, looking for either a dark-complexioned 20ish young woman tied up in a basement or the World's Greatest Criminal Mind. In the backyard of a newly-built MANSION a BALD MAN in an expensive robe is lounging poolside with a BLONDE young enough to be his daughter. When she X-RAY VISIONS the mansion it proves to have a large section lined with LEAD. 


SUPERGIRL

Since that room is above ground,

it can't be a survivalist bomb shelter. 

There’s only one explanation: 

this new estate had been designed 

with space Kryptonians can't see into.

And that tells me all I need to know ...

    CUT TO:

EXT. VAIL HOUSE BACKYARD -- DAY.

She lands in the backyard, and walks up to the bald man across his perfectly manicured lawn. The blonde, fit and pretty in wraparound sunglasses and a guard's uniform, spots her first, screams her lungs out and flees in apparent terror. The bald man calmly looks up from the morning's edition of The Daily Planet and smiles at her. Six feet of cold, muscular malice. A firm jawline and dark eyebrows. A surprisingly small nose for a visage so intimidating. And the voice of doom.


BALD MAN

Supergirl. How delightful to meet you. 

Tell me, have you ever played 

“the Clark Kent game?” It's all the rage 

on the internet; it's really quite amusing. 

You cut out the Kent on Crime column, 

read it backwards, and try to find hidden, 

coded messages to and from the JLA. 

Of course, there are no such messages, 

he's not quite that stupid, 

but the mental exercise keeps the brain active.

She stands there, saying nothing and taking her Power Stance. It is obvious that he doesn't fear her in the slightest. He folds up the paper and tosses it aside, standing in his oxblood sandals and purple robe with gold trim and a double L logo at the pocket. (This would be Luthor's Silver Age logo, 2 black Ls in a multicolour starburst design.) With no powers of his own, he has already taken control of the situation.


SUPERGIRL

I'm Supergirl. 

(she gulps and speaks up)

Do you surrender, or do 

I have to get tough?


BALD MAN

Hasty, hasty, Supergirl. You've been 

hunting for me for at least a year, 

I imagine. Will five minutes more matter? 

Surely we can engage in polite, 

civil conversation despite our differences. 

To begin with, I am Lex Luthor. 

I won't insult you by asking if you've 

checked the building permit signature, 

found corroborating eyewitnesses 

or dusted various surfaces for fingerprints. 

I could claim I was just some bald guy from 

Colorado who happens to look like 

Lex Luthor and have the initials LL, 

but why bother with all that nonsensical 

denial, as you've obviously done your homework.

Supergirl curses herself quietly, and just nods.


LUTHOR

And of course, resistance is futile, 

because a crack team of male crimefighters 

from the JLA is no doubt taking up 

the perimeter while you distract me 

with your beauty and your feminine wiles.


SUPERGIRL

The heck they are! I'll have you know 

I'm here all by myself, and the JLA 

doesn't even know where I am!

Luthor smiles benignly, giving away nothing.


LUTHOR

Are you then? Well, I can see that 

I've misjudged your intelligence. 

I won't make that mistake again. 

Likewise, I won't insult you by 

demanding to see your warrants, 

all of which were no doubt 

arranged through the appropriate 

local authorities. Out of curiosity, 

would you mind telling me the charge? 

I've been wanted for so many, 

it would be nice to know which crime 

proved my undoing.

Waiting for her answer, Luthor gives the impression of a green anaconda lurking in the Amazon River, waiting for a Great White Explorer to blunder too close.


LUTHOR (V.O.)

I told the princess story to 

one person only, my niece Nastalthia, 

carefully timing the conversation 

so that only Linda Danvers 

could possibly overhear it -- 

and then only if she had super-hearing. 

The second Supergirl says 

"Princess of Qurac" I will know 

her secret identity. 


SUPERGIRL

The charge is felony murder, Luthor. 

The Leesburg bank job, four years ago.


LUTHOR

W -- WHAT?


SUPERGIRL

You heard me. I have a suspicion 

I'll find all the evidence I need 

in that lead-lined room.


SUPERGIRL (V.O.)

Mentioning the princess would lead 

Luthor to suspect that his niece 

was the leak, and that might get Althia 

in trouble. It’s better if I pretend 

to stumble on to the kidnapping 

while investigating another crime. 


Luthor beckons her with a friendly smile.


LUTHOR

Come, Supergirl. Let me put your mind 

at ease.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE VAIL HOUSE -- DAY.

Inside, Supergirl waits in the ornate marble FOYER while he goes upstairs to change. She admires his collection of stolen abstract ART while he's gone. Just as she is about to go look for him, Luthor descends the Tara STAIRCASE in a white suit, brown oxfords and a purple ascot with his LL logo. He's donned a KRYPTONITE RING, but the jewel isn't big enough to cause her distress unless he touches her with it. 

Luthor steps down onto the MOSAIC FLOOR ("Mona Lisa of the Desert") and takes a KEY RING out of his suit's vest pocket.


LUTHOR

Won't take a moment. The room 

that interests you is this way.

She follows him down a spacious hall to a dead end with a  locked DOOR. She peers with X-RAY VISION and confirms it is the lead one. She hears no cries for help from the other side, but since it's lead, she wouldn't, even with super-hearing.


SUPERGIRL

Open it.

He fits key to the lock and waves her ahead like a gentleman.


LUTHOR

Ladies first.


SUPERGIRL

What kind of an idiot do you think I am? 

If I walk in alone, you slam the door 

behind me. You go first, I'll follow. 

If any of your henchmen show up and lock it, 

I'll have you for a hostage.


LUTHOR

(shrugs)

Can't blame me for trying.

Supergirl arrogantly tosses back her yellow hair.


SUPERGIRL

Let this be a lesson to you, Luthor.

The super-mind of Supergirl is always 

one step ahead.

He ENTERS the room and she follows, looking around her and drinking it in. 

   CUT TO:

INT. THE MYSTERY ROOM -- DAY. 

SUPERGIRL POV. There is no princess in sight. It is a large living room, with SHAG CARPETING, TRACK LIGHTING, a couple of big EASY CHAIRS and a lengthy COUCH. STILL LIFE hangs on three walls; the fourth wall is dominated by a large SCREEN, probably closed-circuit TV. SPEAKERS hang from the ceiling, and there are security CAMERAS mounted in the upper corners of the room. The couch and the WALLPAPER are both in a floral print, mostly pink and lavender. Fresh FLOWERS fill the vases. 


SUPERGIRL

Is there something about you I don't know, 

Luthor?


LUTHOR

Sometimes I like to express 

my feminine side.

There are two other DOORS.


SUPERGIRL

Where does that one lead?


LUTHOR

The bathroom. Feel free.


SUPERGIRL

No ... you check it out.

Luthor opens the keyless door and shows it to her like a real estate agent trying to make a sale. More pink and lavender.


SUPERGIRL

And the other door?


LUTHOR

That's where I keep the kryptonite.


SUPERGIRL

I don't believe you. Open it.


LUTHOR

Supergirl, you can trust me for once. 

If you open that door, you will regret it.


SUPERGIRL

I am Kara of Argo City,

daughter of Zor-El and Allura, 

and I don't scare easily. I'm too smart 

to fall for reverse-reverse-psychology. 

You're just pretending you don't want me 

to open the door, so I'll guess 

that you're just pretending 

you don't want me to open the door, 

and then I won't open the door. 

Well, I'm opening the door!

She stomps over and throws it open, marching in without him. Sure enough, it is a bedroom fit for a princess, with a four-poster BED and fluffy ANIMALS. The closet reveals racks of girlish CLOTHING, skirts, blouses, sun dresses, nighties ... 

She hears running footsteps, heavy ones. She darts out from the bedroom, just in time to see Luthor disappear through the prison's main entrance, and hear the door slam behind him!

   CUT TO:

INT. THE HALLWAY -- DAY.

Outside the door, Luthor leans back against it as soon as it is locked and feels the shudder, as a battering ram force slams against it from inside. Luthor's bodyguard, MERCY GRAVES, runs down the hall with a kryptonite GUN.


MERCY

Did it work?


LUTHOR

We'll know in 5 minutes.

Pounding continues, like they've caught a wild rhinoceros.


MERCY

What happens in 5 minutes?


LUTHOR

If we're both still alive, 

it worked.

FADE TO BLACK.

TITLE: "5 minutes later ..."

FADE IN:

INT. THE HALLWAY, AS BEFORE.

5 minutes later. The pounding stops. Luthor can breathe again. 


LUTHOR

It held. She can't escape.


MERCY

Because it's 6 inches of lead on every side?


LUTHOR

Because it's lead on every side. 

The thickness is just for my 

peace of mind. I have a feeling a quarter-

inch would hold her.


MERCY

Why?


LUTHOR

Lead baffles their powers. 

It occurred to me some time ago 

that a lead prison might contain 

Superman, but I've never had the nerve 

to try it until now. For one thing, 

he's too experienced to be led into 

such an obvious trap. But this 

Supergirl is different. She's young, 

she's inexperienced, she's naive. And now,

(he adds with a menacing growl)

she's mine. And it's time to get Nasty.


MERCY

I'll go get her.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE MYSTERY ROOM -- DAY.

Supergirl notices RED LIGHTS blinking on the security cameras.

She strolls around her new accommodation, noting that it could be much worse. At least Luthor bothered to construct a comfortable apartment rather than a 10x12 cell with a cot and a bucket. She walks back to the bedroom and touches the mattress, nodding satisfaction. Then she rifles through the clothes hung in the closet, holding several in front of herself to check the sizes. She looks at herself in the full-length MIRROR, smiling at the result.

 

   CUT TO:

INT. THE PRISON’S LIVING ROOM - DAY.

She walks back to the living room and lies down on the couch. 


SUPERGIRL 

Think like a criminal, girl! 

If you had captured Supergirl, 

what would you do with her? 

She ponders the problem for a moment, then sits up in horror as she gets it.

SUPERGIRL

I know! Make her kill Superman!

She looks up as the screen comes to light across the room. CROSS-CUT as required.


LUTHOR (filter)

So the super-mind of Supergirl 

is always one step ahead.

Alas, it wasn't reverse-

reverse psychology after all, 

it was only reverse psychology, 

and now you are completely in my power.


SUPERGIRL

Do you give up, Luthor? 

I've got you right where 

I want you.


LUTHOR

Really?

(he grins)

Please explain.


SUPERGIRL

I tricked you into committing 

a major felony -- kidnapping. 

And you fell for it. In 30 minutes 

the JLA will hit this place 

with everything they've got. 



Surrender to me now, and I can protect you.


LUTHOR

Bravo, Supergirl!

(applauds lustily)

Well said! I like you Supergirl, 

I really do.

He chuckles warmly, with, for once, a perfectly genuine smile on his face.


LUTHOR

By now you will have scanned every inch 

of your new home, which I refer to as 

The Vault, and you will have realized 

there is no escape. I've calculated 

every possibility. Nothing has been 

left to chance. It's not for nothing 

that they call me The Greatest  

Criminal Mind of our Times.


SUPERGIRL

It's not for nothing that they call you 

Chrome Dome, either!

She stands and shouts at the screen. He becomes more serious.


LUTHOR

Supergirl, I deserve your respect. 

I have been compared to the greatest 

criminal minds of all time. 

Al Capone, Professor Moriarty ...


SUPERGIRL

The Kingpin, The Red Skull, 

Dr. Evil ...


LUTHOR

Lay off the bald jokes, or I'll 

come down there and ...

He breaks off, suddenly smiling again.


LUTHOR

Of course, that's exactly what 

you want me to do. How delightful 

that you prove to be a worthy adversary 

after all. But I'm not dumb enough 

to open the door to The Vault. 

I can safely communicate with you from here.


SUPERGIRL

You can threaten me, you can torture me, 

but I'll never talk. I'll never tell you 

what you want to know. I will never reveal 

the cure for male-pattern hair loss.


LUTHOR

Quit it, Supergirl.


SUPERGIRL

You'll have to open the door 

sooner or later. For my meals. 

When you bring me food and drink.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE CONTROL ROOM -- DAY.


LUTHOR

You seem to think that I'm under 

some obligation to feed you. 

Let me assure you I am perfectly happy 

to let you starve to death 

if you do not cooperate. 

For that matter, I can turn off your air.

He reaches over and clicks a TOGGLE. 


LUTHOR

In fact, I just did. I've 

often wondered how long 

Kryptonians can survive 

without breathing. Let's find out, 

shall we? Oh, and while you're 

slowly asphyxiating ... 

how about a little mood music?

He stuffs a CD into a PLAYER, and punches another button. Loud vocals blare out of the suspended speakers.

MUSIC: "Tarzan/ Wasn't a ladies' man ..."


SUPERGIRL (filter)

NO NO NOT THE CRASH TEST DUMMIES! 

LUTHOR YOU FIEND!

He presses buttons on the control panel.


LUTHOR

I’m putting it on a continuous loop

and setting it for 2 hours.

That should teach you a lesson.

    END OF ACT  TWO.


ACT THREE

THE SAME, 2 HOURS LATER.

MUSIC is still blaring. Supergirl, on her knees, is holding her ears and gasping for breath. When she faints, he laughs and turns the air back on.

   CUT TO:

MONTAGE. 

Mercy, after picking up Althia in Midvale, flies her to Colorado in Luthor's STEALTH AIRCRAFT, back-engineered from a Paradise Island model captured from Wonder Woman in a previous adventure. They land at the secret landing strip, take the LEXMOBILE and drive to the Vail house, chatting about what products to put in one's hair.

   CUT TO:

EXT. THE VAIL HOUSE -- DAY.

They park and walk up to the big front door. Mercy presses the DOORBELL, which plays the first few bars of "A Criminal Mind" by Gowan. Althia groans at her uncle's taste in music.

She grouses pleasantly as he opens the door and kisses her.


ALTHIA

I've told you a hundred times,

it should be “No Chance in Hell.”


LUTHOR

What should? Oh, the door chime. Come in.

They both ENTER THE HOUSE.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE HALLWAY -- DAY.

Mercy discreetly fades into the walls as Althia doffs her mohair jacket and John Lennon shades.


ALTHIA

She's in The Vault?

A nod from Luthor confirms she is.


ALTHIA

You didn't feed her, did you?


LUTHOR

I confess I left a clean glass 

in the bathroom, so she has been able 

to drink water like a lady rather than 

slurping it from her paws 

like a zoo animal.


ALTHIA

Hmm. A minor error. But I can 

work around it. It is vitally important 

that she understands that 

I am her feeder. She must not get the idea 

she can defy me because there's 

someone who might take pity on her 

and slip her a sandwich in 

the middle of the night.


LUTHOR

I understand, but ...


ALTHIA

Uncle Lex?


LUTHOR

It seems cruel.


ALTHIA

(moans)

Let me guess. She's been so 

sad and pathetic, breaking your heart 

with how such a brave and beautiful girl 

can be so utterly defeated. 

More likely, she's doing the spunky thing, 

giving you lip, giving you attitude, 

and so now you think she's cute.


LUTHOR

Well, she is cute. She has 

a lot of spirit ...


ALTHIA

I can see I got here just in time. 

Where can I change?


LUTHOR

Upstairs.

   DISSOLVE TO:

INT. THE SAME, A FEW MINUTES LATER.

When she comes down, it is a transformation. From her original 60s retro-chic, she is now standing in stylish black 3inch heels, a neon green, midriff-baring pretzel suit and a black bandit mask. Her hair is wild and unkempt. She now wears red fingerless gloves, and the word "Nasty" is body-painted graffiti-like over her navel. Mercy gives her a wolf whistle.


ALTHIA

Tah-dah! Enter the supervillainess, 

stage left!


LUTHOR

You're not going in there dressed like 

that, are you?


ALTHIA

(pouts)

And why not? You've seen my new costume 

before. You said you liked it.


LUTHOR

I said I liked it when I thought 

it was your new swimsuit. 

Couldn't you put on a cape? 

Supergirl might get the wrong idea.


ALTHIA

Let me tell you something, 

Uncle Lex. That sweet little angel 

of yours betrayed my friendship. 

She spied on me for a whole year. 

She tried to play head games with me. 
Nobody plays head games with 

Althia Luthor! Althia Luthor 

plays head games with other people! 

I am going to destroy Little Miss Danvers 

in the worst possible way -- 

by making her kill the man she loves. 

I'll make her enjoy it.


LUTHOR

I've been meaning to talk to you about that. 

I think we've been wrong about her. 

I don't think she's Linda Danvers after all.


ALTHIA

(incredulous)

She's even got you buying into her 

secret identity. She must really be something.

EXIT Althia to the kitchen. She comes back with a SILVER PLATE, on which are a SANDWICH, a glass of MILK and COOKIES.


ALTHIA

This will tide her over. I want to 

keep her hungry for the first few days. 

Good behaviour will earn her bigger meals. 

Get the key and open The Vault.


LUTHOR

Why is it dangerous for me to open The Vault, 

but not you?


ALTHIA

Because you can't handle her, and I can. 

I'M A GIRL!

With some trepidation, backed up by Mercy with that kryptonite gun on her hip, Lex Luthor opens the door to The Vault ...

   CUT TO:

INT. THE VAULT -- DAY.

Nasty puts the tray on the coffee table. Nasty points to the tray and sits in one of the chairs. Supergirl stares at her blankly, then yields to hunger and sits on the couch, drinking the milk and devouring the food. When it is gone she wipes her mouth with her hand and looks over to her adversary. 

For a minute or so, the two young girls just sit demurely, sizing each other up.


NASTY (V.O.)

So this is Supergirl. 

Does she ever look like Linda Danvers!


SUPERGIRL (V.O.)

So this is Nasty. 

Does she ever look like Althia Luthor!


NASTY

Supergirl, my name is Nasty. 

We will get along, we can even be friends, 

if you remember your first 2 lessons. 

Lesson #1: Nasty can be nasty, 

but Nasty can be nice. Lesson #2: 

Nasty can be nice ... but Nasty 

can be nasty.


SUPERGIRL

(a little scared)

I ... I understand.


NASTY

The corridor is full of sharpshooters, 

all armed with high-powered rifles 

loaded with kryptonite bullets, 

and any harm to myself will be punished 

brutally and fatally. Oh, 

and don’t bother using x-ray vision

on my mask. Lead fibres woven throughout.

May I touch you?


SUPERGIRL

Oh go ahead. I won't bite. 

Nasty walks over, a bit nervous, and reaches over gently to brush Supergirl's cheek with the back of her hand.


NASTY

Incredible. Your skin is so soft. 

It should be as hard as the hardest steel. 

How about your hair?

Supergirl nods. Nasty runs a few strands through her fingers. 

CLOSE-UP as Nasty checks her roots.


NASTY

It's your real hair, and your 

natural colour too. Hmm. 

I'll have to think about this.


SUPERGIRL

What happens next?


NASTY

Oh nothing just yet. We're well ahead 

of schedule.

She EXITS, leaving Supergirl alone. The red lights blink out.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE CONTROL ROOM -- DAY.

Back in the control room, Luthor and his niece talk it over.


NASTY

The Leesburg bank job?


LUTHOR

The Leesburg bank job.


NASTY

Hmm. I admit that’s a puzzler. 

Having seen Supergirl close up 

for the first time, I am no longer 

100% certain of her identity.


LUTHOR

Aha!


NASTY

Just 90%. I almost called her on it.


LUTHOR

(enjoying her predicament)

I'm glad you didn't. She'd have said 

“Who's Linda Danvers?” 

How could you have explained, 

since Nasty and Linda have never met? 

Ah, it's a delightful paradox, isn't it? 

You're 90% sure of her, 

she's 90% sure of you, and neither one 

of you can say it without giving away 

your own identities! 


NASTY

I'm tempted to call her on it anyway.

(angrily)

What does it matter? She can't escape 

to tell anyone.


LUTHOR

Never underestimate these people.  

Just when you think they can't escape, 

they escape. We've gone to 

a lot of trouble establishing Nasty 

as a super-villainess of Gotham City. 

Don't blow it now.


NASTY

Soon, she'll tell me everything. 

Her secret identity, Superman's 

secret identity, the location 

of the Fortress ...


LUTHOR

You don't really have the power of mind-

control, you know. You're just good at 

manipulating people.


NASTY

(sniffs)

And I've read every book ever written 

on the subject of brainwashing. 
And I'm Linda's best friend, 

I know her inside and out. 

And I'm a Luthor. If you wanted 

a real shrink ...


LUTHOR

I could have hired Dr. Harleen Quinzel 

from Arkham Asylum. And then 

clownface would've muscled in, 

and we'd lose control of the operation. 

No, it's best to go with family. 

I don't lack confidence in you, 

Althia. I'm just not sold on brainwashing. 

You can really do this?


NASTY

Yes. The technique is perfectly simple. 

The reason most brainwashing doesn't 

succeed is because the brainwasher 

is a perverted sadist, who takes pleasure 

in tormenting his slave. 

I am a complete professional. 

I will never hurt Supergirl 

just for the sake of hurting her. 

The rules of the game won't change 

after I've explained them. 

I will never lie to her. And I 

will not lay a hand on her in anger. 
Violence is for amateurs.

I wasn't kidding when I told her 

what a good start we've made. 

She's very intelligent. Rewards and 

punishments can be small and subtle.


LUTHOR

Rewards and punishments? 

Is that all brainwashing is?


NASTY

Pretty much. Does that surprise you? 

You were expecting Svengali-

like hypnosis, I suppose. 

No, this is called Behaviour 

Modification, or Aversion Therapy. 

I prefer the old-fashioned term,

“The Carrot and the Stick.” 

Don't look so disappointed, 

Uncle Lex! Mental patterns I like 

will be reinforced with pleasure, 

ones I don't like will be 

discouraged with unpleasantness. 

In 30 days, Supergirl's old mind 

will no longer exist, and a new one 

will replace it. The one that 

I've designed for her. You can call it, 

if you like, the Death and Life of 

Supergirl.


LUTHOR

30 days. That's all it takes.


NASTY

Scientifically proven. You know, 

I just thought of something. 

In 10 days school starts again, 

when Spring Break ends. 

Supergirl will still be here in 

The Vault. Linda Danvers will either 

show up for class, or she won't. 

That should pretty much settle it,

even if I haven't broken her by then. 

By the way, what's my excuse 

for not going back to school?


LUTHOR

Mononucleosis. Those overpaid guardians 

of yours are forging the doctor's note 

even as we speak.


NASTY

Ah, the kissing disease. 

And Linda will also be “home from school.” 

Dick Malverne, good lad, 

will be as healthy as a horse. 

I wonder who they'll think 

we've been kissing?

     CUT TO:

INT. THE VAIL HOUSE -- DAY.

CROSS-CUT between Althia in the living room, spending the rest of the afternoon re-reading her brainwashing TEXTS, grumbling whenever she spots something she disagrees with, and the control room, where Luthor turns on the MONITORS to see how Supergirl is doing. At one point, he sees something.


LUTHOR

Althia! Come see this!


ALTHIA

Coming, Uncle Lex!

   CUT TO:

INT. THE CONTROL ROOM -- DAY.


LUTHOR

Look. 

(pointing to the screen)

She's changed into a denim dress.


ALTHIA

(beams)

She's starting to accept this as her home, 

and that these are her clothes. 

Next time, I'll praise her for it 

and take the costume for the wash. 

Oh, what a good little slave! 

She's earned an extra slice of 

Salisbury steak for dinner.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE VAIL HOUSE -- DAY.

The kitchen. Luthor and Mercy are polishing off their steaks. After Supergirl's dinner, Nasty ENTERS THE SHOT from The Vault with the steak still on the TRAY, uneaten. 


MERCY

Hunger strike?


ALTHIA

Much better. See? She's eaten everything 

but the steak. Can you guess why? 

Supergirl is a vegetarian! 

Isn't that clever of her? 

Linda Danvers, if the opportunity 

presented itself, would eat an 

entire cow. This is fun!


LUTHOR

You realize they may not be 

the same person ...


ALTHIA

I almost fell for it. I almost 

said something stupid like, 

“Since when don't you eat meat?” 

And that would've given me away. 

But I just took it in stride. 

You should have seen how disappointed 

she was. She wants to play? 

We'll play. Not one slice of meat until 

she tells me she's faking it. 

I love mental games!

(chortles with glee)

By the way, here's her bathroom glass. 

You can dust it for prints if you like.

   CUT TO:

INT. LUTHOR'S LAB -- DAY.

Luthor immediately does so. INSERT SHOT. Incredibly, there are human-like FINGERPRINTS on the glass!


LUTHOR

Just how close to human are these 

space creatures anyway?

He makes a PHOTOCOPY for himself, and then makes a PHONE CALL.


LUTHOR

Lena! How the Hell are you? ...

Yes, sis, it’s great to talk to you too ...

Is that husband of yours around? ...

Sure thing. ... Jim Colby, ol’ buddy,

ol’ pal! Hoe is my favourite fed? ...

Listen, Jim, I have a favour to ask ...

If I FAX you some fingerprints, 

Can you check them for me against

the FBI files? ...

(laughs)

Yeah, I know. I still can’t believe

they fell for it! You arresting me!

Funny, how I escaped so quickly!

So know I have a trusted relative

“on the inside,” and I might as well

put him to work! ... sure, right away.

   DISSOLVE TO:

THE SAME, AN HOUR LATER.

Luthor takes the phone on the first RING.

SPLIT-SCREEN with JIM COLBY at Quantico, calling back long-distance.


JIM

Hi Lex. Got some news for you.


LUTHOR

Fire away, Jim.


JIM

Supergirl, whoever she is, 

has no criminal record.

But, Linda Danvers does. 

She was arrested DWI 6 months ago. 

Her father is the school principal, 

and in a small town that has some clout. 

Charges were quietly dropped. 

But she was fingerprinted. 

And they don't match. You were wrong, 

Lex. Supergirl isn't Danvers.


LUTHOR

Thanks anyway, Jim.

Luthor hangs up. PULL BACK to reveal Althia, who was listening in on an extension. She isn't sold.


ALTHIA

Linda doesn't drink. The whole thing 

was staged so that fake Danvers prints 

would be on file if we ever 

lifted a print from Supergirl. 

That's why she wasn't shy about 

drinking from that glass, and then 

leaving it for me to find.


LUTHOR

Maybe ... look, I have an idea. 

You still have her number, 

don't you? Phone Linda right now 

and see if she's home.

   CUT TO:

THE SAME, MINUTES LATER.

Althia hangs up the phone. 


ALTHIA

Linda's mom told me that Linda 

is spending Spring Break in Metropolis 

with her cousin.

So Luthor dials Clark Kent's apartment and waves in Mercy. 



LUTHOR

Kent doesn't know your voice. 

Ask if his cousin is there.

   CUT TO:

THE SAME, MINUTES LATER.

Mercy hangs up.


MERCY

He says his cousin is visiting, 

but she couldn't come to the phone, 

because she's washing her hair.


LUTHOR

Althia. You must know how long teenage girls 

spend washing their hair. 

Wait just long enough, and then call 

Kent's apartment. Here, I'll write out 

the number for you ...

He does so.


ALTHIA

Why bother? She won't be there.


LUTHOR

Ah, but I say she will be there. 

Want to bet?


ALTHIA

You're on! What's the wager?


LUTHOR

What do you want?


ALTHIA

(glancing at his hand)

Your ring. The kryptonite one. 

I can wear it on a chain around my neck.


LUTHOR

Okay, okay. I'll put up the ring. 

But if I win ... you have to cover up 

a little.


ALTHIA

Uncle Lex!


LUTHOR

The costume gets a cape, if Linda Danvers 

answers the phone.

She nods.

   CUT TO:

THE SAME, MINUTES LATER.

At an appropriate interval, the call is made.


CLARK (filter)

Hello. Kent residence.


ALTHIA

Mr. Kent, it's Nastalthia, 

Linda's friend from school.


CLARK (filter)

Oh yes, she speaks fondly of you.


ALTHIA

I understand she's visiting you for 

Spring Break.


CLARK (filter)

That's right. I'm always glad to 

have her around.


ALTHIA

Is she in now? I'd like to talk to her.


CLARK (filter)

She was washing her hair. Just a minute, 

I'll see if she's free. Linda!


LINDA (off, filter)

Yes?


CLARK (filter)

Phone for you. It's your friend 

Althia.

A pause. RUNNING FOOTSTEPS.


LINDA (filter)

Hello. This is Linda.


ALTHIA

(astonished, to say the least!) 

Uh, Linda?


LINDA (filter)

Yes ...


ALTHIA

Uh, how are things going 

on your vacation?


LINDA (filter)

Things are going well on my end. 

How about you?


ALTHIA

I, uh, I can't complain ...


LINDA (filter)

That's nice. I hate to be rude, 

but I'm kind of busy.


ALTHIA

Quite all right. I just wanted 

to touch base.


LINDA (filter)

You don't say! Well, gotta run.


ALTHIA

Goodbye, Linda.


LINDA (filter)

Goodbye.

Althia hangs up, then storms around the room, shrieking.


ALTHIA

I was talking to a recording!

Hello. Yes. Things are going well. 

That's nice. You don't say! Goodbye. 

The sound of footsteps, like she's 

coming to the phone. Washing her hair? 

Kent needed time to find the tape. 

If I called her back she'd have 

all the same answers, whatever I asked her.


LUTHOR

Please be a Luthor and don't 

humiliate yourself.

   CUT TO:

INT. LUTHOR'S BEDROOM -- NIGHT.

At two in the morning, according to his bedside ALARM CLOCK, Lex Luthor hears rustling and moving about downstairs. Could Supergirl have escaped? Without turning on the night light, he pushes aside the silk sheets and slips into his robe and slippers, hiking his polo pj pants. Then he takes a kryptonite HANDGUN from the NIGHTSTAND and creeps out of his huge bedroom and down the hall to the stairs.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE HALLWAY -- NIGHT.

LUTHOR POV. He spots a light under a doorway. The control room for The Vault. He relaxes. It wasn't Supergirl.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE KITCHEN -- NIGHT.

He goes for hot chocolate in the kitchen instead, and makes two MUGS of it. 

   CUT TO:

INT. THE CONTROL ROOM -- NIGHT.

Luthor backs his way through the door with his hands full and joins his niece in her pre-dawn surveillance, whispering so as not to wake Mercy upstairs.


LUTHOR

What are you doing up at this time of night, 

Althia?


ALTHIA

Hello, Uncle Lex.

She whispers back. She is wearing her baby dolls and bunny slippers; her hair is loose and unbraided.


ALTHIA

I didn't mean to wake you. 

I wanted to watch her sleep.

The Vault's bedroom is now onscreen. In the darkness, with infrared, it is possible to make out the Girl of Steel relaxed in her comfy bed, breathing deep in sleep with the tips of the covers over her feet. She is curled up and cuddling one of the fluffy ANIMALS they had left in her room.


LUTHOR

Do you see anything significant?


ALTHIA

Plenty. I was just about to 

make some notes. Oh! Cocoa, yum. 

For an evildoer, you can be 

a pretty nice guy.


LUTHOR

Don't let it get around.

They both enjoy their hot drinks silently, and Althia waves for her NOTEPAD AND PENCIL.


ALTHIA

The fetal position,

(she points)

that means she's insecure. 

If she slept on her front it would mean 

she's a little too sure of herself 

for my comfort level.


LUTHOR

What if she slept flat on her back?


ALTHIA

That would mean that she's 

a cheap slut.


LUTHOR

Althia! That was uncalled for.


ALTHIA

Well, she can't hear us, can she? 

I'm puzzled by her thumb.


LUTHOR

Why?


ALTHIA

Not in her mouth. That's how 

Linda sleeps, the big baby.


LUTHOR

How do you know?


ALTHIA

I invited her to a sleepover one time. 

I do my homework.

Luthor sighs.


ALTHIA

But the best part, the absolute best, 

is her choice of toy. Do you get it?

She giggles at the image on the screen.


LUTHOR

No, frankly, I don't. All I know 

is that you told me to fill 

the bedroom with stuffed animals, 

all different types. I thought 

you were being kind and considerate.


ALTHIA

Oh please. The choice of animal 

is deeply symbolic. Out of 

an entire menagerie, look which one 

is her favourite!


LUTHOR

(squinting at the screen)

It's white and fuzzy, and she's 

covering part of it with her arm. 

One of the bears, maybe?


ALTHIA

Yes! But not just any bear. 

The polar bear! She's sleeping with 

the polar bear! Out of all the toys 

in the room!


LUTHOR

I still don't get it.


ALTHIA

Polar bears are big. They're strong. 

They live in the arctic. 

Remind you of anyone you know?


LUTHOR

Come on, Althia ...


ALTHIA

Supergirl is symbolically sleeping 

with her cousin! And look! 

Supergirl's on top! Lo, the 

perversity of the female mind ...


LUTHOR

Althia, it's a stuffed bear. 

She took it to bed because it's 

soft and cute. And it's under her 

because she rolled over when 

she fell asleep. You're reading too much 

into this.


ALTHIA

No I'm not! By the way,

(with a grin)

would you like to know which animal 

symbolizes you?


LUTHOR

Uh, I guess so.


ALTHIA

That one, over there in the corner. 

The American eagle.


LUTHOR

Because I'm noble and far-sighted?


ALTHIA

No, there's another reason.

She bursts out in laughter. He just sips his hot chocolate.


LUTHOR

(grumbling)

There must be a bald-joke virus 

going around...

   CUT TO:

INT. THE VAULT -- DAY.

Day 3 of Supergirl's brainwashing begins with a test. Right after breakfast, Nasty comes back in, wearing a cape and carrying a small VALISE. She places it on the coffee table and sits opposite Supergirl, directing her to the couch.


NASTY

I want to test your x-ray vision. 

Is that all right?


SUPERGIRL

I guess so.

She wears a t-shirt and jeans. The resemblance to Linda Danvers is apparent.


NASTY

Fine.

Nasty opens the valise, and takes out a DECK of CARDS. 


NASTY

Most psychic testers use a special 

deck of 5 cards. Squiggles, 

wavy lines and so forth. 

Much too easy to get a respectable score 

by pure chance. My standards are 

more demanding. This is a normal deck 

of 52 cards. Odds are 52-1 

against you getting any of them. 

This case isn't lead-lined, so when 

I pop up the lid like this, 

you should be able to see through it.

She does so.


SUPERGIRL

(nods)

I can. 


NASTY

How many fingers am I holding up?


SUPERGIRL

(shocked)

Nasty! That’s rude!

Nasty laughs, and nods that she got it right. Then Nasty shuffles the cards and they begin the game in earnest, with Nasty humming to herself and quietly keeping score.

MONTAGE.

The test in progress. When they are through, she patiently adds it up. A bored Supergirl complains.


SUPERGIRL

How can it take that long? 

Perfect is 100%.


NASTY

Oh, but you weren't perfect, 

my dear.


SUPERGIRL

Of course I was. I have x-

ray vision.

Nasty finishes totalling.


NASTY

82%. I palmed 2 cards for an even 50, 

to make percentages easier and to throw you 

a curve. You got 41 right, 

and that's 82%. The same score 

that top psychics get in 

laboratory conditions. Surprise, 

Supergirl! You don't have x-

ray vision at all, you have ESP.


SUPERGIRL

That's not true! I'm from Krypton, 

I have x-ray vision.


NASTY

You have ESP. Science doesn't lie. 

You know what this means? 

Like any psychic visions, 

what you see with your “x-ray” eyes 

isn't always the truth. 

Almost 1 in 5 of the people convicted 

by what you see behind closed doors 

are probably innocent. Do you sleep well?


SUPERGIRL

YOU'RE A LIAR!

Nasty smiles a vicious smile, and Supergirl knows she's won.

Nasty puts the cards and scorepad away, locks the valise, stands and turns for The Vault's door. Supergirl stands too with a panicked expression on her face, watching her leave but not daring to stop her with anything but words. 


SUPERGIRL

Nasty, don't go. I'm sorry. 

I didn't mean to call you names.


NASTY

(without turning back)

I told you that I will never lie to you. 

Apparently you don't believe me. 

I'm not angry, but there are consequences. 

For calling me a liar, there will be 

no more visits for the rest of the day. 

I'll see you tomorrow, Supergirl. 

Mercy will bring you your lunch.

Nasty fumbles with the door, pretending that holding the valise makes it awkward. Supergirl takes a step towards her.


SUPERGIRL

Stop. Please, Mistress, please don't go. 

I'll be good. I promise to be good.

Nasty glows with satisfaction, but blanks her face before turning around. 


NASTY

Consequences Supergirl. 

I'll see you tomorrow.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE HALLWAY -- DAY.

She leaves with quiet dignity but jumps up, pumps her first in the air and yells "YES!" as soon as the lead door is closed. She throws the valise on the floor, runs for the control room and practically jumps on Luthor coming out.


NASTY

Did you hear her, Uncle Lex? 

Did you hear what she said? 

Did you hear what she called me? 

SHE USED THE M-WORD! And I 

didn't even order her to do it. 

That was tomorrow's lesson.


LUTHOR

(soberly)

I heard her. She was faking.


NASTY

No she wasn't. Turn the camera back on, 

but leave the red light off so she thinks 

she's still alone.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE CONTROL ROOM -- DAY.

They go into the control room and he does so.


ALTHIA

In many ways, this is as important 

as anything else. The fact that the cameras 

appear to go on and off, 

so that she knows she's being watched, 

but she thinks she can tell where and when. 

Any difference between her two behaviours, 

and we know she's trying to trick us.

Luthor clicks on the living room camera. No Supergirl.


LUTHOR

She's probably in the bathroom, 

laughing at you.


ALTHIA

Try the bedroom.

Supergirl is curled up in fetal position on the bed, hugging her bear and crying her eyes out.

   END OF ACT THREE.


ACT FOUR

INT. LUTHOR’S BEDROOM -- DAY.

Luthor is packing a SUITCASE. ENTER Althia.


LUTHOR

I've got to go out of state on business 

for a few days, Althia, and 

I'll be taking Mercy with me. 

Can you handle Supergirl by yourself? 

Or should I hire a few henchmen 

for you at their weekly rate?


ALTHIA

Me and Supergirl will be just fine.

If any of your gang call, 

where will I say you are?


LUTHOR

You can tell them I'm taking a walk ...

on the Darkseid.


ALTHIA

The dark side? That doesn't make sense.


LUTHOR

It depends on how you spell it. 

They'll know what I mean.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE HALLWAY -- DAY.

When Lex Luthor returns from "the Darkseid," he lets himself in and hangs his cashmere SWEATER while Mercy parks the Lexmobile. He plunks his suitcase on the bottom step and goes to the kitchen for a cold one. Opening the FRIDGE, he notices that the TWO-FOUR is unopened. Also, they are out of milk. Thinking that odd, he goes up to his bedroom. Peeking under his bed he can see that all of his PORNO MAGS are still in their shrink-wrap. A worried expression now on his face, he pulls aside "Pink Sky" by Niska to reveal the hidden wall SAFE. A quick look inside tells him that his collector's edition Spidermans all have chocolate fingerprints.

He goes down to the foyer and bellows.


LUTHOR

Althia!

Mercy comes in the front door. Althia shows herself, emerging from the living room, wearing her costume, which means that  Supergirl is in earshot, and Luthor has to call her Nasty.


NASTY

What's wrong, Mr. Luthor?


LUTHOR

Tell me, O Great Mistress of the Dungeon, 

did you just spend the whole three days that 

I was gone sitting on Supergirl's bed, 

reading comic books, eating cookies and 

drinking milk?


NASTY

Of course not, Mr. Luthor. 

Give me some credit. We sat on the couch. 

Sitting on each other's beds is 

so two years ago.

Luthor throws up his hands in exasperation. Mercy titters.


NASTY

Come in and sit down, Mr. Luthor.

She acts like she's in a cozy by Christie.


NASTY

You must be tired from your trip to 

the dark ... out of state. 

I'll have the maid bring us 

a nice pot of tea.


LUTHOR

The maid? You're spending my money on 

domestic servants? Listen, 

does she know how things are? 

Or is this just another person 

who will have to be silenced at some point?


NASTY

Nonsense, Mr. Luthor. She's a treasure.

She picks up and daintily RINGS a brass HANDBELL from an END TABLE as they all sit. 


NASTY



O maid! Tea for 3. 

FOOTSTEPS down the hall to the kitchen. 


LUTHOR

I want an update, and I want it now.


NASTY

Mission accomplished. She's brainwashed.


LUTHOR

Already? This was supposed to take 30 days.


NASTY

It took three.


LUTHOR

Don't be absurd. She's Supergirl. 

Why would she fold her tent so quickly?


NASTY

Because she's lost her powers!


LUTHOR

WHAT!


NASTY

(nods joyously)

Yes! It's true. I suspected it when 

she didn't get a perfect score on the x-

ray vision test. Her powers were 

starting to fade even then. 

She must have felt them going, 

which is why she fell into despair, 

knowing that she was beaten, 

and would never escape. The poor thing! 

I felt so sorry for her, 

watching her on the monitor. 

Banging her knee on the coffee table, 

and realizing that it hurt. 

Trying to fly around The Vault, 

and falling onto the couch. 

She spent the 1st day trying to bluff me, 

so I dared her to arm-wrestle me. 

I beat her! She's so weak and puny! 

And then she cried her little heart out. 

I held her in my arms and rocked her until 

she stopped. Now we understand each other.


LUTHOR

You can't possibly really believe this! 

How could she lose her powers like that?


NASTY

She's a Solar-powered superheroine! 

We should have guessed that on top 

of everything else, that goodytwoshoes

would be environmentally-friendly! 

The lead ceiling of The Vault blocks the 

Solar radiation that gives Kryptonians 

their powers. After a few days 

isolated from the Sun, 

they lose their powers completely.


LUTHOR

(rubbing his chin)

She's faking. She has to be faking.


NASTY

Is she? Take a good look at the maid.

She ENTERS, pushing a tea TROLLEY. She is wearing a French maid uniform. It is Linda. Looking happy, vacant and totally subservient to her mistress. She pours the tea, as Nasty tells her who will want cream or honey. Then she passes out the cups and stands at attention beside her mistress' chair, awaiting further orders and smiling down at her with sweet devotion.

Luthor takes one sip, puts down his tea ... and gets it.

He stands, looking at her. 


LUTHOR

Supergirl? Supergirl, is that you? 

You're not really brainwashed are you? 


NASTY

Oh, I forgot to tell you. 

She doesn't answer to Supergirl anymore. 

I changed her name to Superchick. 

Go ahead, Mr. Luthor. Call her 

by her new name. She'll answer you.


LUTHOR

Superchick? Is that your name?


SUPERGIRL

Yes, Sexy Lexy.


LUTHOR

Sexy Lexy?


NASTY

That's what I told her to call you. 

Do you like it?


LUTHOR

I'm not buying this. Not for one 

Kandorian minute.


NASTY

Come now, Mr. Luthor. Why would she 

bow and scrape to us if 

she wasn't really brainwashed?


LUTHOR

IT GOT HER OUT OF THE VAULT DIDN'T IT?

He paces the room and tries to deal with this rationally. 


LUTHOR

You told me that brainwashing is 

rewards and punishments. So it is. 

But it works both ways. Don't you see? 

Every time you treat her with kindness, 

she rewards you by acting brainwashed. 

Every time you treat her with cruelty, 

she punishes you by defying you. 

She knows that you want her to be brainwashed, 

so she conditions you to use kindness rather 

than cruelty. In a sense, 

she brainwashed you. Furthermore, 

Supergirl knows we want her 

brainwashed for a reason, one that will 

require her super-powers. By losing 

her powers she renders herself 

useless to us, and so you might as well 

let her out of The Vault. 

It's really quite clever on her part. 

But she forgot one thing. Without her powers, 

I have no reason to keep her alive. Mercy!

She stands.


MERCY

Yes Lex?


LUTHOR

Kill Supergirl.

Mercy reaches to her hip for her kryptonite gun. Supergirl whimpers, cringes and crouches down low by her mistress' chair like a dog. She shudders uncontrollably. Nasty stands, livid.


NASTY

If you so much as touch one hair on her head, 

Lex Luthor, you'll have me to answer to! 

Superchick is a good girl. 

She's the best little slave in the world. 

Don't you dare hurt her! 

It's all right, Superchick. 

Mistress Nasty is here.

She kneels down and puts her arm around Supergirl protectively, stroking her hair till the shaking stops.

Luthor rolls his eyes, signalling Mercy to put down the gun. 


NASTY

Test her. Ask her anything.


LUTHOR

(thinking it over)

All right. First, tell her to obey an order 

from me just like it was from you.

Nasty stands, offering her hand to help Supergirl up.


NASTY

Superchick, Nasty says do whatever 

Sexy Lexy says.


SUPERGIRL

Yes, Mistress.

"The maid" walks over bravely to Luthor, toe-to-toe with him in the middle of the room, like a robot awaiting input. Nasty stands back, confident in her methods, nodding encouragement.


LUTHOR

(pondering the problem)

Supergirl, I mean Superchick ... 

go over to your mistress, right now, 

slap her face, and call her a bitch.


NASTY

(encouragingly)

Go ahead, Superchick, obey Sexy Lexy. 

Mistress doesn't mind.

Supergirl hesitates, then unleashes a wicked slap to Nasty's cheek. The slap releases some pent-up emotions, and is hard enough to send Nasty stumbling back over the misplaced chair and falling onto the living-room rug in a heap. The crack of her hand on Nasty's face fills the room, as Mercy winces.


MERCY

That'll leave a mark.

Supergirl grabs Nasty by the scruff of her cape and hauls her roughly back to her feet. She tosses back her yellow hair arrogantly, and looks deep into the brunette's startled eyes.


SUPERGIRL

You, you ...

They all wait. Supergirl turns red in the face with frustration and rage. She bats her angry eyes.


SUPERGIRL

Why you ...


NASTY

Come on. You can do it Superchick! 

Call me a bitch. We're all rooting for you. 

Come on, Superchick. Say it! 

Say the B-word! Su-per-chick! 

Su-per-chick!


SUPERGIRL

You...

A gasp of despair. Supergirl runs her hands through her hair in confusion. She opens her mouth, but nothing comes out. Finally, she bursts into tears.


SUPERGIRL

I can't do it! I just can't! 

O Mistress, I'm sorry. I'm a bad, 

bad girl ...

She runs over and crumples in a corner.


NASTY

It's all right, Superchick. 

You tried your best, and that's what 

really counts. 

(to Luthor)

Isn't this remarkable?

The villainess examines her head like a sideshow phrenologist.


NASTY

Physical and verbal abuse are controlled by 

different sections of the Kryptonian brain. 

She'll hit me on command, 

but draws the line at calling me names. 

What a good little slave!

Supergirl sneaks a peek to see if they're buying it. 


LUTHOR

I've seen better acting from Teri Hatcher!


NASTY

Mr. Luthor! That was uncalled for!


LUTHOR

She didn't know what the right answer was, 

so she split the difference. 

Her genius was in splitting the difference 

the unconventional way. Anybody else 

would have called you names 

but stopped short of hitting you. 

Clever Supergirl did the opposite.

He walks across the room to Supergirl and offers her a hand up, which she takes, meekly, wiping tears from her eyes. 


LUTHOR

I want you to know that 

I accept your origin story. 

You're Superman's cousin, 

all right. For quite some time, 

I doubted it. But only an El 

would have done what you did just now. 

Only an El. From this moment on, 

you are one of my enemies.


NASTY

Now go to your room, like a 

good little girl.

Supergirl EXITS, like a good little girl. 


LUTHOR

So, where is the Fortress of Solitude?

Nasty shrugs.


NASTY

How should I know? Ask Supergirl.


LUTHOR

You mean you haven't?

   CUT TO:

INT. THE VAULT -- DAY.

When the shouting match ends (much to Mercy's amusement) the interrogation begins. Mercy guards The Vault's door while Nasty sits her on the couch. Luthor paces, questioning her.


LUTHOR

Where is the Fortress of Solitude? 

We know it's somewhere in the high Arctic, 

but that's a lot of territory. 

Where exactly?


SUPERGIRL

I don't know, because Superman 

takes the precaution of blanking my mind 

with Amnesium after every visit. 

When he needs me there, he comes 

and gets me. When our work there is done, 

he flies me back and makes me forget.


LUTHOR

Where is JLA headquarters, 

the Secret Sanctuary?


SUPERGIRL

The Justice League of America has 

rotating meetings at various locations, 

with the location determined 

only a few days in advance by 

the monthly chairman. I'd be happy 

to show you the last place the JLA met, 

which they will never use again. 

Since I'm not yet a full-fledged member, 

I don't have a "need to know" 

the next meeting place.


LUTHOR

What is Superman's secret identity? 

Clark Kent?


SUPERGIRL

(giggles)

Clark Kent? That's funny, Sexy Lexy!


LUTHOR

So who is he? What is Superman's 

secret identity? He must have 

told you something!


SUPERGIRL

I swear by the Gods of Krypton that 

Superman himself told me he is 

a travelling salesman named Alan Todd.


LUTHOR

(mulling it over)

Hmm, it's possible. They bear

a striking resemblance to each other,

and no-one has ever seen them together ...

And that leaves only one question unanswered. 

What is Supergirl's secret identity?


NASTY 

Are you Linda Danvers?


SUPERGIRL

No. I'm Linda Lee.

Awkward pause, with DRAMATIC MUSIC OVER. Finally, Luthor turns to Mercy.


LUTHOR

Who the Hell is Linda Lee?

Mercy just shrugs. They both turn to Nasty.


NASTY

Don’t look at me. I haven’t 

the slightest idea!

CLOSE-UP as Supergirl smiles.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE VAIL HOUSE -- DAY.

With Althia and Mercy out shopping, Luthor lets Linda out of The Vault. She is wearing a loose sun dress with a daffodil print, and a pair of sandals. She'd put a small black ribbon in her hair, tying it in a ponytail like Althia's, and she is holding her BEAR.


LUTHOR

Come with me into the den, Supergirl. 

I call you Supergirl, because it's your name. 

You promise not to rat me out to Nasty?


SUPERGIRL

(nods)

I promise. Can Kal-El come to?

She looks down, fondly, at the bear. 


LUTHOR

Okay. Supergirl it is.

He leads her down the hall to the den, and swings open the western-look batwing doors.


LUTHOR

Make yourself at home. I have a pool table, 

a card table, a slot machine ... 

but of course Supergirl doesn't gamble. 

I also have a wet bar, but Supergirl 

doesn't drink. I, however, will have a beer. 

Are you thirsty? No, please, allow me. 

Criminal masterminds can afford to be generous. 

Milk? Mineral water? Fizzy kid stuff?

Not knowing how to take all this solicitude, she plays along.


SUPERGIRL

A diet ginger ale would be nice.


LUTHOR

Coming right up.

He circles the leather-trimmed BAR and rustles up their DRINKS. Supergirl finds a burgundy BEANBAG and sits down, cradling her bear on her lap. Luthor talks as he pours. 


LUTHOR

Since Nasty isn't around, 

I'd like to drop this whole 

“brainwashing” business. 

Would that be all right? 

No more cat and mouse. 

In my line of work, 

I don't often get a chance 

to chat with a nice, law-

abiding young lady.

He brings the DRINKS, and she takes her ginger ale, with ice, in a glass tumbler. She takes a few sips as he pulls over an old-fashioned ROCKING CHAIR and seats himself.


SUPERGIRL

What do you want to talk about, 

Sexy Lexy?


LUTHOR

Mr. Luthor is fine. Oh I don't know. 

Do you like sports?


SUPERGIRL

I like hockey. I'm on the team at school.


LUTHOR

Isn't that cute. Your school has a 

girl's hockey team.


SUPERGIRL

No, our school has a boy's hockey team.


LUTHOR

Oh. And you're the goalie, 

I take it?


SUPERGIRL

No, I'm the goon.


LUTHOR

Do you know a man named Clark Kent?


SUPERGIRL

Yes, Mr. Luthor. He's a reporter for the 

Daily Planet. Clark Kent is a good friend of 

Superman, and he looks just like him. 

It suits Superman's purposes for people 

to suspect they're the same person,

so he makes a point of being seen around 

Kent's friends, and coming and going 

from the building where Kent works -- 

sometimes he even dates Kent's girl.

He never threatens to sue when 

movies or comic books use Kent 

as his secret identity. That's what he 
wants people to think.


LUTHOR

I see. Pretty dangerous for Kent.


SUPERGIRL

No, he couldn't be safer. As a 

crime reporter, lots of sources 

talk to him who otherwise wouldn't, 

for fear he'll fry them with his heat-

ray vision if they clam up. 

And lots of criminals would eliminate 

Clark Kent, but they think what's the point? 

-- bullets will just bounce off his chest.

Luthor takes a swig from his porcelain stein.


LUTHOR

Hmm, there's a certain logic to that.

What do you think of Kent?


SUPERGIRL

I only met him once. I didn't like him, 

though.


LUTHOR

(another swig)

Did you know he has a cousin named 

Linda?

She takes another tug herself.


SUPERGIRL

Yes, Mr. Luthor.


LUTHOR

And have you ever met her?


SUPERGIRL

No, Mr. Luthor. I've never met Linda.

She smiles prettily, knowing it was the right choice. Luthor chuckles over his stein.


LUTHOR

You're good, Supergirl ... you're really, 

really good. You are a worthy adversary. 

If you ever get out of this, 

be sure to tell the Justice League 

I said that.


SUPERGIRL

Mr. Luthor ... why do you hate Superman?


LUTHOR

Who said I hate Superman?


SUPERGIRL

All the comics say ...


LUTHOR

I don't hate blueboy. In fact, 

I kind of like him. He's like a big, 

reliable boy scout. “Truth, 

justice and the American way.” 

I'm his arch-enemy, he's my nemesis. 

It's a completely professional relationship. 

My reputation is based on battling blueboy, 

his is based on battling me. 

Take my advice, Supergirl. 

If you ever get out of this, 

find yourself a good arch-

enemy. I'm quite serious. What would 

Captain America be without The Red Skull? 

What would Batman be without Catwoman? 

And what would Supe be without me? 

If I ever actually did kill Superman 

with one of my fiendish plots, 

I'd have to start training his replacement.

Supergirl scratches her head, bewildered.


SUPERGIRL

Mr. Luthor, are you telling me 

not to kill Superman?

Luthor ignores her question.


LUTHOR

It will be a fascinating showdown, 

don't you think? Cousin vrs. cousin, 

Kryptonian vrs. Kryptonian. 

Super-powers vrs. invulnerability. 

In theory, you can kill anyone. 

On the other hand, neither of you can be hurt. 

If you fight will super-powers trump 

invulnerability, or will invulnerability 

trump super-powers? It's like that old 

comic book question of how Superman shaves. 

It's really theology, isn't it? 

The nature of the all-powerful being. 

Can he harm himself, if he tries? 

And now that there's two of you, 

can you harm each other?

He pauses, lost deep in thought. Then he approaches her.


LUTHOR

I've told you what I think of Superman. 

Why don't you tell me what you really think 

of Nasty?

Supergirl squeezes her bear a little tighter and her eyes light up with admiration.


SUPERGIRL

I love her, Mr. Luthor. She's wonderful! 

Mistress Nasty puts me in The Vault, 

and she takes away my powers. 

It's what I've always wanted, 

ever since I landed from Krypton 

-- to be normal! Now, if I'm good and obey 

Nasty, I can be just like other girls. 

All I want is to be Nasty's best friend.

She lowers her eyes and her voice.


SUPERGIRL

She reminds me of my mother. 

No, she doesn't look like her! 

And my mother didn't dress like that! 

She's strong-willed and soft-spoken, 

and she takes good care of me. 

I left my parents behind in Argo City,

and I miss them, Mr. Luthor, 

I miss them terribly.

Luthor drifts over to the POOL TABLE.


LUTHOR

I’d challenge you to a game,

but I can't find the cueball. 

And I’ll warn you not to attempt 

some sort of bald joke involving cueballs 

-- I’ve already heard them all. 

So instead, he looks over some of the stolen ART on the walls --to suit the room's decor, he's used Native American classics, pilfered from a dozen south-western galleries.


LUTHOR

I understand that Linda Danvers 

is quite the little artist. 

Tell me, do you draw?


SUPERGIRL

Yes, Mr. Luthor. I'm quite good at it. 

It's something Linda and I have in common.


LUTHOR

Fine. I used to do some painting myself. 

I'm sure I still have my supplies, 

which I stored in the attic of this house 

when I had it built. How would you like 

to draw me a picture right now?


SUPERGIRL

Yes, Sexy Lexy.


LUTHOR

No, this isn't part of the brainwashing. 

I'm asking you to do this as a 

personal favour. I want you to know 

that you're free to say no. 

So how about it? Would you like to 

draw me a picture?

She finishes her drink, stands and nods.


SUPERGIRL

Yes, Mr. Luthor.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE SAME, AN HOUR LATER.


LUTHOR

You know what was the meanest thing 

I ever did to Superman?


SUPERGIRL

What was that, Mr. Luthor?


LUTHOR

I kidnapped Lois Lane one time ...


SUPERGIRL

What an awful thing to do!


LUTHOR

Hasty, hasty, Supergirl! 

The story has barely begun ...

He bellies up to the bar again for another BEER. She's done enough sketching, and allows him to rise from the BARSTOOL that had been placed in the middle of the den. Luthor's old EASEL is now set up beside her, and an ORANGE-CRATE of paint tubes, brushes and dirty rags is on the chair beside her. He smiles from behind the bar as he twists off the cap and refills his stein.


LUTHOR

As I was saying, I kidnapped Lois Lane 

and then planted phoney evidence to make it 

look like I'd killed her. Superman 

thought she was dead and bawled like a baby. 

So Supe is judging this beauty contest 

3 weeks later, a prior commitment 

he couldn't get out of. And then 

down the runway comes, of all people, 

Lois Lane, wearing a sash that says 

contestant number whatever, 

and with this totally blank expression 

on her face. He yells “Lois! You're alive!” 

and leaps up on the stage, making a 

complete fool of himself, hugging and 

kissing her while she doesn't even respond. 

The organizers tell him that this 

last minute entry has amnesia, 

and doesn't know who she is! 

He spends a good 10 or 15 minutes 

pouring his heart out to her, 

telling her she's Lois Lane, 

the love of his life. Then she rips off 

her wig, and tells him she's 

a lookalike actress hired by 

Yours Truly to rub salt into the wound! 

I burst out on stage to a chorus of boos, 

and we laugh at the poor guy till he cries. 

Superman runs out of the building 

with his cape over his face, 

he didn't even think of arresting me! 

Ah, but here's the payoff ... 

a week later I let Lois go, 

none the worse for wear. She runs 

into his arms but he pushes her off, 

because he thinks it's another 

heartless trick! So she really has 

come back to him, but now he 

doesn't believe it! When she finally 

convinces him it's really her, 

the waterworks start again. 

I made Superman cry 3 times in one month,

without firing a single shot. 

He couldn't even charge me with 

kidnapping! I would've claimed that 

Lois spent the holidays with me 

of her own free will, and dragged her name 

through the mud. 

He concludes with another hoist of the stein.


LUTHOR

Ah, those were the days when 

supervillainy was supervillainy.

She starts painting.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE SAME, AN HOUR LATER.

She finally lets him look. He circles the easel and looks at what she's done.

CLOSE-UP. The fresh, wet PAINTING depicts Lex Luthor wearing a white lab coat, sitting in an easy chair with an open science book on his lap and a faraway look on his face. There are indecipherable squiggles in the lower right-hand corner.

Luthor looks over her shoulder, impressed, but confused.


LUTHOR

It's beautifully done, Supergirl, 

but I thought you were going to paint me 

at work?


SUPERGIRL

I did. Criminal masterminds are like artists. 

When we're sitting quietly and thinking, 

we are working. It's the most important work 

we do. Nobody seems to understand that.


LUTHOR

What's this in the corner?


SUPERGIRL

The dedication. It says, 

“To Kal-El with love, Cousin Kara.” 

It's in Kryptonese, you see.


LUTHOR

I don't see. Why is a painting of me dedicated 

to blueboy in his native language?

She looks at him with puzzled eyes, amazed he doesn't get it. 


SUPERGIRL

So you can pretend you stole it from 

the Fortress of Solitude. 

I figure, for a criminal, 

that must be a greater honour 

than having paid a lot of money 

for a painting at an art auction.

He snorts, and walks back over to the bar for another drink. He fights down the lump in his throat. He waits until he has control of his emotions, til he's sure his voice won't break.


LUTHOR

(mumbles)

It’ll do, I guess ...


SUPERGIRL

I've been meaning to ask you, Mr. Luthor -- 

could you tell me more about Mercy? 

She's complicated; I don't quite get her.


LUTHOR

What would you like to know?


SUPERGIRL

Well, for one thing, where did you 

find her?


LUTHOR

On the mean streets of Metropolis. 

I was cruising in the Lexmobile, 

scouting for talent.


SUPERGIRL

Does she know the martial arts?


LUTHOR

She knows brutality.


SUPERGIRL

Why do you let her call you Lex?


LUTHOR

She's always called me Lex, 

from the very first day we met. 

It didn't seem to be worth arguing about.

DOORBELL. The first few bars of "A Criminal Mind." 


LUTHOR

Speak of the Devil, and she will appear. 

Supergirl, do you promise not to use 

your super-hearing for two minutes?


SUPERGIRL

But I told you I lost my powers, 

Mr. Luthor.


LUTHOR

And I don't believe you. Do you promise?


SUPERGIRL

Yes, Mr. Luthor.

He pauses at the den threshold.


LUTHOR

Why should I believe you?


SUPERGIRL

Because a Supergirl promise 

is as good as gold.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE HALLWAY -- DAY.

Mercy and Althia ENTER, loaded with PARCELS. Mercy is out of uniform and Althia out of costume. They seem very pleased.


MERCY

(excited)

Lex, look what we just bought...

Luthor hushes them, before Althia can give it away.


LUTHOR

(whispering)

Supergirl's in the den. Go up and change 

before you come in, and don't call me Uncle!

   DISSOLVE TO:

THE SAME, MINUTES LATER.

They are down soon in uniform and costume. Nasty goes to the SHOPPING BAG and sits on the floor to open it, like a kid showing off a brand new toy.


NASTY

Mr. Luthor, wait till you see what 

I've got for Superchick. 

The most adorable little swimsuit! 

It's Supergirl blue, and it's got 

high cut legs, a scoop front and 

the cutest keyhole back! 

She'll love it!


LUTHOR

By little swimsuit, you mean ...


NASTY

(laughing girlishly)

If it doesn't fit her as a swimsuit, 

she can wear it as a headband instead.


LUTHOR

Why does she need a swimsuit?


NASTY

I'm taking her outside today. 

As a reward for good behaviour, 

and to experiment with bringing back 

her powers.


LUTHOR

According to you, Supergirl has 

lost her powers. But now you want to 

expose her to sunlight and 

bring them back?


NASTY

Well, she can't beat her cousin 

without them, silly. He has 

the height and the reach advantage. 

But look at these.

She takes out a SMALL BAG with the label of a jewellery store.


NASTY

I did the whole mall for them. 

I thought about friendship rings, 

or friendship bracelets, but they're so 

passe. Now this has class.

She takes out 2 small JEWELLERY BOXES, and opens one of them as he leans over to have a look.


NASTY

The other is identical. A matched set, 

just for the two of us.

INSERT SHOT. It's a small silver LOCKET on a matching CHAIN. 


NASTY

Diamond shaped, just like her S-shield. 

It opens like this, you see? 

We'll prove our friendship by wearing 

a lock of each other's hair around our necks.


LUTHOR

Aren't you forgetting Kryptonian hair 

can't be cut? They're invulnerable. 

It grows to a certain length, 

then it just stops.


NASTY

Aren't you forgetting something? 

She's lost her powers!

Nasty leaps up, both lockets in hand.


NASTY

Superchick? Oh Superchick, 

Mistress has a lovely surprise!

She ENTERS the den.


NASTY (off)

 

Oh, what a beautiful painting you did! 

Mistress is so proud!

   CUT TO:

INT. THE DEN -- DAY.

The next few minutes are devoted to admiring Supergirl's portrait of Lex, then admiring the lockets, and then having Mercy fetch the HAIR SCISSORS from Nasty's PURSE. Supergirl is elaborately placed on the stool in the middle of the room, and a small lock of her gorgeous blonde hair is snipped from a place where she can comb it out and it won't be noticed. Incredibly, Supergirl's hair cuts free like normal human hair.  The girls kiss’n’cry as Nasty snips a lock from her shaggy mess and they fill and trade their lockets. 

Luthor nudges Mercy and mumbles.


LUTHOR

If I ever do anything like that with Superman, 

please just shoot me and get it over with.


MERCY

Will do, Lex.

He shakes his head in dismay as Mercy takes his hand.

END OF ACT FOUR.


ACT FIVE

EXT. POOLSIDE -- DAY.

Luthor, in his swim trunks and robe, drifts out to the backyard and strolls around the pool. He squints at the sun -- it is a clear day, unseasonably warm. 


LUTHOR

If this Solar-powered superheroine stuff 

has any merit, she should soon have 

her powers back. 

A giggling gaggle of girls EXIT the patio doors to join him poolside. Since Nasty's costume basically is a swimsuit, all she's done is remove her cape. Supergirl is now in flip-flops and her new suit, which fits her perfectly and covers her up only a little more than Nasty's. Solar rays will have plenty of unrestricted access to her skin! A BIG BAG on Nasty's shoulder is sure to hold suntan lotion, water bottles, romance novels and all else necessary for an afternoon of doing absolutely nothing. 

The girls admire each other's figures, and Nasty has a COMB and is untangling a knot in the super-hair. 

The girls wave to Luthor, and he joins them by the pool. They each claim a long chair and stretch out to sun themselves, Supergirl and Nasty together and Mercy on the far side of the pool, facing them all through her SHADES, GUN at the ready.


NASTY

(to Luthor)

Poor Mercy is always on duty.

You should give her the day off,

and just have fun with her.


LUTHOR

Why would I do that? She’s only the help.

Nasty sighs with frustration. Luthor leans over and whispers to Nasty, nodding in Supergirl’s direction.


LUTHOR

How will we know if her powers 

are coming back?

Nasty smiles, adjusts her mask, and enjoys the warm Sun.


NASTY

She'll tell us, Mr. Luthor. 

Superchick will tell us.


LUTHOR

You can't be serious.


NASTY

Superchick,

(with a knowing wink 

to Luthor)

I want you to know that you are free to leave 

at any time. Would you like to go back to 

Metropolis, or stay here with me?

Hurt that Nasty would even need to ask, Supergirl gets down on her knees beside Nasty, takes her hand and kisses it.


SUPERGIRL

Want to stay with you, Nasty!


LUTHOR

(grumbles)

I’ve seen better acting from 

Valerie Perrine. 

Supergirl grins.


SUPERGIRL

Can I have my sunglasses, Mistress? 

The glare from Sexy's Lexy's head 

is hurting my eyes.

Luthor snaps at her angrily.


LUTHOR

Don't you try my patience, young lady, 

or you will find I am without pity. 

I am without remorse. I am 

without conscience ...


SUPERGIRL

You are without follicles!


LUTHOR

There! That proves it! You can't convince me 

a brainwashed person would say that!

Nasty just laughs at him, as the teens exchange a hand-slap.


NASTY

I let her keep her spunk. 

You said it was cute.

Nasty pats Supergirl's head. She lays back on her long chair.

   DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. POOLSIDE -- DAY.

Forty minutes later, Supergirl begins to squirm uncomfortably.

She frowns, but says nothing. A minute later she shudders. Finally, she opens her eyes with fear and turns to Nasty. 


SUPERGIRL

Mistress? Oh Mistress, I ... 


feel something. I think my powers are 

coming back! Oh Mistress, can I 

go back in The Vault now? Please!

Nasty turns and smiles triumphantly at Luthor.


NASTY

You see?

(back to her super-slave)

Now go get Mercy. She has the key. 

Mercy will put you back in The Vault. 

Tell her I said it's okay.

Supergirl runs around the pool for permission to be locked up. She waves back across to her mistress with a joyous smile, to show that Mercy has agreed. Mercy takes Supergirl inside.

Luthor sits up in his long chair. As soon as Supergirl is gone he turns to Nasty.


LUTHOR

Kill her.


NASTY

What?


LUTHOR

Kill her or let her go.

He stands and paces. 


LUTHOR

All my life I've been a good, 

honest crook. I don't deal drugs, 

I don't mess around with prostitution. 

I just steal things that don't belong to me. 

This brainwashing makes me sick. 

Supergirl shouldn't be thanking us 

for beating her. It's not right. 

After she's fought Superman for us, 

kill her or let her go.

   CUT TO:

EXT. FRONT OF HOUSE -- DAY.

Sunday morning finds Supergirl in costume and wearing her normal hairstyle, standing on the front driveway of the Vail house. Luthor is wearing his white suit, Mercy is in uniform and Nasty is in costume. 


MERCY

Shouldn’t we wait a few days?

To see if Linda Danvers turns up at 

Midvale High?


LUTHOR

Supergirl appears to be brainwashed now, 

but she could snap out of it at any time.

And every day Supergirl stays 

"missing" is a day that 

Superman might be looking for her. 

So today is D-Day. 

Nasty holds out her hand to Supergirl.


NASTY

I’ll take back your locket 

for the time being, 

so it won't get broken in the fight. 

She does so.


NASTY

Now be sure to pull Superman's hair 

and hit him below the belt. 

Fight dirty like Mistress taught you!


SUPERGIRL

(shocked)

Supergirl never fights dirty! 

I’m sure I can beat the Man of Steel 

fair and square.


LUTHOR

Since you don't know where the Fortress is,

(with suspicion in his voice)

how are you going to find him?


SUPERGIRL

Finding my cousin won't be hard. 

There are a limited number of places 

he might be. Flying over Metropolis 

on one of his patrols. Nosing around 

Lois Lane. He shows up at 

the Daily Planet on a regular basis. 

If all else fails I'll just rob the 

First Metropolis Bank. He'll show up 

to stop me.

She EXITS at super-speed, instantly a dot on the horizon.

They all look up, shielding their eyes from the sun, watching her fly away in silent admiration.


LUTHOR

The beauty of this plan is that 

there is no downside. None. 

Even if nobody gets hurt, 

those two can never completely 

trust each other again. 

Even if no fight breaks out, 

even if she's been faking all along,

we're no worse off than we were 

six months ago. So who's gonna win? 

Personally, I think blueboy 

will kick her ass.


NASTY

Nonsense, Uncle Lex. Supergirl 

will win.


LUTHOR

You think so?


NASTY

I know so. SHE'S A GIRL!


LUTHOR

You have absolute faith in your own gender, 

don't you?


NASTY

Absolute. She'll kill him. Oh, 

if only we could see it!


LUTHOR

I know, I know, but luring Supe here 

on some pretext so she could fight him 

right in front of us was just too risky. 

It looks more innocent if she 

approaches him at one of their usual spots.


NASTY

Uncle Lex?


LUTHOR

Yes Althia.


NASTY

When the fight is over ... 

can I keep her?


LUTHOR

Keep her? No Althia, you can't keep her. 

I've done things in my life I'm not proud of, 

but I draw the line at slavery.


NASTY

Not as a slave, as a pet! 

I'll dress her, and comb her hair, 

and feed her treats when she's good, 

and punish her when she's bad. 

You won't have to worry about a thing. 

I'll take good care of her. 

I'll be the best mistress in the world to her!


LUTHOR

I thought you hated Linda Danvers.


NASTY

I do.

(beat)

But I love Supergirl.

   CUT TO:

EXT. FLYING SEQUENCE -- DAY.

Supergirl flies to the high Arctic, where she follows the giant arrow that points to the innocent-looking HILLSIDE that conceals Superman's headquarters. She lands gracefully, shivers because of the cold, and then kicks open the huge DOORS dramatically.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE FORTRESS OF SOLITUDE -- DAY.

Sweeping them closed behind her, she runs into the rec room and jumps on the COFFEE TABLE. She assumes The Power Stance raises the Kryptonian eyebrow and says:


SUPERGIRL

Finally ... Supergirl has come back ... 

to The Fortress of Solitude!

There is a super-groan from the super-kitchen.


SUPERGIRL

And the millions ...

She puts a hand to her ear.


SUPERMAN (OFF)

... and millions ...


SUPERGIRL

... of Supergirl's fans will be chanting 

“Kara! Kara!” ...

No response.


SUPERGIRL

Supe! You have another line, here.


SUPERMAN (OFF)

(grumbling without

much enthusiasm)


Kara, Kara.


SUPERGIRL

Thanks, Supe. Now where was I? 

Oh Hell yeah! If you smell ... 

what The Chick ...
She breaks off and really sniffs around her. 


SUPERGIRL

Hey, that smells pretty darned good Supe! 

What are you cooking anyway?

He emerges from the kitchen with a long white APRON over his red-and-blue cape and costume. The black letters read, 4 Years at Metropolis U., And All I Got Was this Stupid Apron!


SUPERMAN

You were expected for lunch, 

so I thought I'd make some ...


SUPERGIRL

IT DOESN'T MATTER WHAT YOU'RE COOKING! 

I just spent a week battling Lex Luthor, 

and I could eat a polar bear, I mean a cow. 

And pretending to be a vegetarian! 

I've been living on rabbit food. 

The things we do to protect our 

secret identities.

She hops down and shoves her way past him into the kitchen.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE KITCHEN -- DAY.


SUPERGIRL

Some women might be concerned about 

an eccentric relative who wears his 

superhero costume even when he's alone, 

but me, hey, I'm broad-minded about 

these things. Oh joy! Oh bliss! 

Chocolate chips! Superman, 

you break my heart. There I was, 

off saving a beautiful princess from 

the foul clutches of Luthor, 

and you were back at the 

Fortress of Solitude, baking cookies. 

That's so sweet.

She lifts them from the COOKIE SHEET, eating them like pretzels. Invulnerable, she doesn't need to worry about burning her fingers.


SUPERGIRL

Yum, these are good! Where did you get 

the recipe?

He rips off his apron, exasperated.


SUPERMAN

Supergirl, on behalf of your 

millions and millions of fans, 

can I ask you one question? 

Where in the Scarlet Jungle 

have you been?


SUPERGIRL

C'mon, I wasn't gone that long. 

From the look on your face, 

you'd think doomsday had come and gone. 
What? What did I say now?


SUPERMAN

The Danvers are frantic. 

Did you even think of calling them? 

How can you be so irresponsible?

She turns, as if in anger, and grins to the camera as she starts mimicking him behind his back. She’s got him down!


SUPERMAN 

I want you to stop hanging out with this 

Althia Luthor. I think she's 

a very bad influence on you. 

And another thing -- you watch far too much

of this Monday Night Rasslin'! on TV. 

It's warping your fragile little mind. 

And I know you're mimicking me behind my back, 

because I have x-ray vision!


SUPERGIRL

I know you know I'm doing it, Supe! 

Why would I bother to do it if 

you couldn't tell? Um, Superman, 

can I ask you a question? 

How did you know any of 

that shtick was from wrestling 

unless you watch it too? 

Hah! Busted! Caught in the act! 

Caught red-handed!

She runs over and gives him a big hug.


SUPERGIRL

I pretty much drive you crazy, 

don't I Supe?


SUPERMAN

Yes, Kara, you do.


SUPERGIRL

But you love me just the same, 

right Supe?


SUPERMAN

Yes, Kara, yes ... I love you. 

Now that I know you, I can't 

live without you ... Okay, 

I know you love me, thanks for the hug 

... Okay, that's enough, 

you can let go now ... Kara, 

I'm serious, fun is fun but 

I'm having trouble breathing ... 

Kara, let go!

She looks up at him, glassy-eyed.


SUPERGIRL

Isn't this wonderful, Superman? 

I'm going to kill you, all by myself! 

Mistress will be so proud! 

And then she'll put me back in The Vault, 

and take away my powers, and then 

I can be her slave, and then she can be 

my friend and master forever 

and ever and ever ...

CLOSE-UP on Superman’s agonized face, as he passes out.


SUPERMAN

Great Scott, she’s brainwashed!

(last gasp)

I sure hope this superheros-coming-back-

from-the-dead shit really works!

   CUT TO:

THE SAME, MINUTES LATER.

The super-eyes flutter open. Kal-El looks up -- we see the background as the ICEN CEILING of his Fortress -- and see a lovely girl smiling down at him with concern in her blue eyes. 

She helps him up, and leads him to the couch with one of his arms slung over her super-shoulders.


SUPERGIRL

Yunnow Cuz, you're a wuss. You didn't 

put up much of a fight at all.


SUPERMAN

Why you little ... you're not brainwashed! 

You just wanted to know if you could take me.


SUPERGIRL

Well, you never really try in our play-

fights. You always let me win. 

It's so boring!


SUPERMAN

Yeah, well, this doesn't count. 

I wasn't ready. It was a sneak attack ... 

I mean, I let you win. Yeah, that's it. 

I spotted right away that you were 

only faking, so I played along. 

Ha! Ha! I really had you going, 

didn't I?


SUPERGIRL

Quit it Superman. Are you really all right? 

Maybe I should get you a drink.

She goes to the kitchen for pure GLACIER-WATER, and pours a 2ND GLASS for herself.


SUPERGIRL (OFF)

Oh! You put up my picture on the fridge 

with a JLA magnet! That's so sweet. 

Hey, how do you get electricity up here? 

We're a hundred miles from the nearest town.


SUPERMAN

My good friend Super Shamu, the Inuit 

superhero, is tight with the Canadian 

government. He made a few arrangements 

for me. He keeps an eye on the place when 

I'm away, too.

Supergirl ENTERS with the glasses.


SUPERGIRL

And what about TV? I mean, 

doesn't the cable guy have to know 

your secret identity? 

He installs 45 channels 

here at the Fortress of Solitude, 

and then you tell him to send the bill to 

Clark Kent at the Daily Planet.


SUPERMAN

Well, there isn't a bill, exactly ...


SUPERGIRL

Aha! So Superman steals cable! 

I might have known. Tell me, big guy, 

do you pay Canadian taxes on this place?

(he falls silent)

Aha! Just as I thought. Bad Superman.

She hands him his water, and he takes a long, cool drink.


SUPERGIRL

Are you feeling better now?


SUPERMAN

Yes, I am, thank you. You know, 

we really do have to talk. 

The guys at the JLA are all 

complaining about you, Supergirl. 

You're turning into a bully. 

You've gotta stop giving The Atom 

a hard time about his height, 

you've gotta stop giving The Shadow 

a hard time about the fact that 

he's invisible, and you've gotta stop 

giving Hourman a hard time 

about his ugly costume.


SUPERGIRL

I'm sorry, Superman. I'm a bad, 

bad girl. You tell Atom I'll 

apologize to him shortly.


SUPERMAN

Supergirl ...


SUPERGIRL

You tell The Shadow I'll apologize 

when I see him.


SUPERMAN

Quit it, Supergirl.


SUPERGIRL

And tell Hourman I'll apologize 

next time I'm in the 'hood.


SUPERMAN

And another thing. You've got to start 

treating me better when we're in public. 

The guys are laughing at me behind my back. 

I can tell, because I have super-hearing. 

They say you've got me wrapped around 

your little finger. They call me hen-pecked!


SUPERGIRL

They call you whipped, Supe. 

But who listens to gossip? Oops! 

I dropped my glass and spilled it 

on the floor. Sniff, sniff ...


SUPERMAN

It's okay, it's okay, don't cry. 

I'll wipe it up for you.

He gets down on his hands and knees and starts mopping up her mess with his cape. He briefly pauses.


SUPERMAN

Supergirl, I hope you didn't do that 

on purpose, because that would be humiliating.


SUPERGIRL

Superman. How can you even suggest 

such a thing!


SUPERMAN

I'm sorry, Supergirl. Forgive me. 

It's just that, you know, 

I wear the tights in the El family.

He goes back to scrubbing.


SUPERGIRL

Sure you do, Supe, sure you do. Oops -- 

you missed a spot. When you're done 

doing that, perhaps you could use your 

super-hearing to detect if my 

stomach is rumbling.


SUPERMAN

Yes, you must be hungry.

He gets up off his knees and EXITS to the kitchen.


SUPERMAN (OFF)

I've got some Aunt Jemima mix open. 

And I also have some tortiere, 

French-Canadian meat pie. 

Which do you prefer, Supergirl? 

Do you like pancakes? Or do you like pie?


SUPERGIRL

You know, Supe, every now and then 

I pause in my busy day and I wonder 

if you're really as innocent as you seem. 

And then it passes. Meat pie! 

Do I look like a girl who flew 3,000 miles 

to eat fried dough?

   CUT TO:

INT. THE KITCHEN - DAY.

Superman is clearing away DISHES from the table, as Supergirl lingers over dessert, a bowl of ICE-CREAM.


SUPERMAN

Gosh, Supergirl, that’s quite a story!

Though I can’t help but feel you’ve been

greatly exaggerating your own courage, 

brilliance and beauty.


SUPERGIRL

(burps)

May the Gods of Krypton strike me down

if it didn’t happen just like I said!

They wash the dishes, and go back into the rec-room.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE REC-ROOM -- DAY.


SUPERGIRL

Superman, I want you to know 

I appreciate everything you do for me. 

I don't say it enough. Let me prove it! 

Tell me to do something right now

that'll prove how much I care about you.

(mock-salute)

Supergirl, reporting for duty.


SUPERMAN

If you want to show how much you love me, 

how about calling the Danvers 

to tell them you're okay?


SUPERGIRL

(looking at her watch)

No, sorry don't have time. 

I've got places to go and asses to kick. 

Call 'em for me, wontcha Supe? Bye.

She kisses his cheek and runs off.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE FORTRESS -- DAY.

He closes the giant doors behind her, which Supergirl always leaves open, letting in an arctic draft. After calling her parents, he goes back to the kitchen and admires her drawing. 


SUPERMAN

Gosh, I'm lucky to have her! 

She's the best cousin a guy from 

Krypton ever had. And she has such

respect for me!

END OF ACT FIVE.


ACT SIX

EXT. VAIL HOUSE BACKYARD -- DAY.

Supergirl lands in the backyard of the Vail house. Nasty stands up from her long chair to greet her with a smile and a wave. Supergirl stomps across the grounds trying her best to look fierce, but suddenly breaking into a smile herself.


SUPERGIRL

I knew it! I knew you'd be the only one 

brave enough to stick around and face me.

Nasty's face lights up with anticipation.


NASTY

Did you kill him?


SUPERGIRL

No. I knocked him out though.


NASTY

Good for you! You'll get him next time.


SUPERGIRL

There won't be a next time. 

This was our one and only fight. 

I'm not brainwashed, you know. 

I just wanted to know if I could beat him.


NASTY

Oh, you're not brainwashed. 

You just picked a fight with 

Superman because you wanted to. 

And you flew right back to report 

to your mistress just as you were told 

because you felt like it.


SUPERGIRL

I am not “reporting to my mistress.” 

I'm just, you know, talking to you. 

Because I'm nice. Don't make me say it, 

Nasty.


NASTY

You mean, your signature line.


SUPERGIRL

I'm Supergirl. Do you surrender, 

or do I have to get tough?


NASTY

Bow down to your mistress, 

Superchick.


SUPERGIRL

For the last time, I'm not brainwashed!


NASTY

Then why are you on your knees?


SUPERGIRL

I DON'T KNOW!

   CUT TO:

EXT. ROOFTOP HELIPORT -- DAY.

Watching all this from a safe distance is Superman. He stands at the heliport on the roof of the Wayne Building, downtown Vail, surveying the scene with his super-vision. He doesn't need super-hearing to detect two pairs of footsteps approaching behind him. He turns around and sees Lex Luthor and a blonde beauty in a guard's uniform walking up to him at the rail. The blonde has a DECK CHAIR with her, which she begins to unfold for her boss. He carries a PICNIC BASKET and waves to his nemesis. 


LUTHOR

Supe! Blueboy! Long time, no see.

Superman takes one look at the blonde and says ...


SUPERMAN

Mercy!


MERCY

That's my name, don't wear it out. 

Hey, how did you know?


SUPERMAN

I, um, used my power of, um, super-

mind reading. Lex Luthor, you're under arrest 

for ...wait ... let me see...


LUTHOR

Ah, now you're catching on that 

I'm not wanted for anything in 

the great state of Colorado, 

which is why I picked it for 

my latest hideout. You could 

pick me up under your arm like that, 

quick as a cat, and kidnap me across 

state lines, but that would be wrong. 

Relax, big guy. Enjoy life. 
Carpe diem. Seize the carp!


SUPERMAN

What are you doing here, Luthor?


LUTHOR

Same thing you are, Supe. 

I came to watch the fights.

He sits in his deck chair as Mercy stands at ease behind him. He opens the basket and takes out a TELESCOPE and some BEER.  


LUTHOR

Your cousin against my niece. 

Luthor vrs. El. Care for a Steveweiser, 

ol' pal? This is gonna be better than 

Ali/Frazier IV.

   CUT TO:

EXT. THE BACKYARD -- DAY.  

Nasty pats Supergirl's pretty head.


NASTY

Don't you get it, Superchick? 

That was my plan all along. 


To brainwash you by making you think 

you were only pretending to be brainwashed, 

to fool me. But you were only fooling yourself. 

All the best brainwashing texts 

say that the slave “gets into the habit” 

of doing as she's told. 

And, if you don't mind the pun, 

it's a nasty habit to break!


SUPERGIRL

I ... I'm not brainwashed ... 

I'm not!


NASTY

When I let you out of The Vault, 

you could have arrested me and flown home, 

but you didn't. You probably told yourself 

you were spying on my evil plans. 

The fact is you like being my slave.


SUPERGIRL

No! No! It's not true!


NASTY

Would you like to get up, Superchick?


SUPERGIRL

Yes.


NASTY

What do we say?


SUPERGIRL

Yes ... Mistress.


NASTY

Much better. I'll let you get up 

if you fight with me.


SUPERGIRL

I'll fight you, you witch! 

And I won't even use my powers. 

I can beat you without them, 

or I won't beat you at all.


NASTY

Superchick, you break my heart. 

You're the best little slave in the world. 

You always know what your mistress wants, 

and you do it without being asked!

(a tad suspiciously)

How do I know you won't use your powers?


SUPERGIRL

I promise. And a Supergirl promise 

is as good as gold.


NASTY


I believe you. Get up and fight.

   CUT TO:

EXT. THE HELIPORT -- DAY.

Luthor sees the look of concern on Superman's face as Nasty takes the early advantage. He gets a fistful of red cloth as Supe takes a step up onto the GUARD RAIL.


SUPERMAN

Hey, you don't tug on Superman's cape.


LUTHOR

Come on, Supe. There's a new heroine 

and villainess in town. They're just 

getting acquainted. Let it happen. 

You and I had a good, long run. 

In a few years all the movies 

and comic books will be about them, 

not us. But that's okay. 

It's right and it's natural. 

And the hardest thing that you and I 

will ever do is stand back, 

watch them, and not try to help.


SUPERMAN

I guess you're right.

Superman stands down from the railing. Then he smiles as his cousin, in the distance, rolls on top and goes for the mask as Luthor's niece pinches her.


SUPERMAN

Do you suppose they have any idea 

how much we love them?


LUTHOR

Not a clue. And if we play our cards right, 

they never will.

   CUT TO:

EXT. THE BACKYARD -- DAY.

Nasty is on top again, her mask half on/half off. Her knee is planted in the middle of Supergirl's back, her right arm is wrapped around the super-neck and also has one of Supergirl's legs in a bind. The Girl of Steel kicks and struggles.


NASTY

Now this is my finishing move. 

I call it Doin' the Nasty! 

Do you give up?


SUPERGIRL

No! Never give up! I'm Supergirl! 

You just wait till I get you in my ... 

Argo City Sleeper.


NASTY

Oh please! You just made that up! 

I have a finishing move, 

so you have one. There's no such thing 

as an Argo City Sleeper!


SUPERGIRL

Yes ... {choke} ... there is.


NASTY

Is not.


SUPERGIRL

Is too.


NASTY

Is not! Go ahead, tell me 

how it works.


SUPERGIRL

It's ... {choke} .. it's kinda hard 

to describe ... {choke} ... 

you'll know it when you're in it.

   CUT TO:

EXT. THE HELIPORT -- DAY.

Luthor focusses his lens a little. 


LUTHOR

Supe, battling your cousin makes me feel 

15 years younger. I should have called out 

a teenage superheroine a long time ago. 

You must be very proud of her.


SUPERMAN

I'd stand in front of a train for her, 

Lex.


LUTHOR

Hmm. In your case, that would be too bad 

for the passengers on the train. 

But I see your point.


SUPERMAN

And you must be proud of that young lady 

over there.


LUTHOR

Who?

He puts down the 'scope. Superman nods in her direction.


SUPERMAN

The one in the uniform. The one 

who's making me dizzy from 

all the concealed kryptonite objects 

she's packing.


LUTHOR

Oh, that's no lady, that's 

my new bodyguard, Mercy Graves. 

Mercy, Superman; Superman, Mercy.


SUPERMAN

Hi. Tonya Harding called. 

She wants to borrow a hubcap.


MERCY

He's getting on my nerves, Lex. 

Do you want me to off him?


LUTHOR

Yes, Mercy. Kill Superman.

Superman takes his famous pose, baring his chest for the shot. Mercy draws and fires, with a SILENCER so as not to draw every security guard in the building. But Superman isn't there any more! She feels a phantom tap on the shoulder. When she turns around, a super chin-chuck knocks her sprawling. She drops the gun. The Man of Steel picks it up and crushes its barrel closed with one hand, rendering it useless against him. Then he helps her up and gives it back to her.


SUPERMAN

It's called super-speed. 

You can't shoot me, with kryptonite 

or any other kind of bullets. 

Even if you're Annie Oakley, 

by the time you pull the trigger 

I can be an 8th of a mile away 

in any direction ... including up.


LUTHOR

It's true. You can't kill 

Superman by shooting him. 

I outfit the gang with kryptonite guns 

just for their peace of mind. 

Now you know.


MERCY

(meeting his glare)

What if I ambushed you from behind?


SUPERMAN

You can't.

(laughs at her gently)

I have super-hearing. You can 

sneak up as quietly as you like, 

but I know you're there.


LUTHOR

You may not know it, Mercy, 

but you always make a sound 

when you're coming. Er, so to speak.


MERCY

I don't get it. Why did we even bother 

to threaten Supergirl with the guns? 

And why did you order me to kill her?


LUTHOR

Because she's young, and doesn't trust 

her powers yet. Threats still work on her. 

Besides, when I told you to kill her, 

I mostly wanted to see her reaction. 

That's why I've never chewed you out about 

leaving the safety on.


MERCY

You, um, you noticed that?


LUTHOR

I know perfectly well all you females 

are against me on this. I don't mind. 

How mean would I have to be 

to hurt Supergirl?

   CUT TO:

EXT. THE BACKYARD -- DAY.

Back in the backyard, Supergirl is getting beat. She can't get out of the hold that her rival calls Doin' the Nasty!


NASTY

You're weakening. I can feel it. 

Do you give up yet?


SUPERGIRL

N-no. N-never ...


NASTY

Come on, Superchick. Use your powers. 

Kick out!


SUPERGIRL

I ... promised I wouldn't.


NASTY

Big deal. Break your promise.


SUPERGIRL

No! A ... a Supergirl promise is as 

good as gold.


NASTY

Superchick, you have two choices. 

#1, break your promise. 

#2, I knock you out. Now, 

you do understand what that means, 

don't you? If I knock you out, 

you know where you'll be when you wake up?


SUPERGIRL

B-back in The Vault.


NASTY

That's right, Superchick. Back in The Vault. 

And this time, no more Mr. Nice Guy. 

No little walks or poolside outings. 

No, no. This time, you'll be my slave, 

and I'll be your friend and master, 

forever and ever and ever ...

   CUT TO:

EXT. THE SAME, MOMENTS LATER.

Nasty pats Supergirl's pale face and brings her around.


NASTY

You really would have done it, 

wouldn't you? You would have gone back in 

The Vault and taken your chances on 

escaping later rather than break a promise 

to your worst enemy. You're really something.

Supergirl sits up on the grass.


SUPERGIRL

Thanks. But you're the one who's 

really something. You beat Supergirl!


NASTY

Only because you let me win. 

I'm sorry, Superchick. I didn't mean 

to hurt you. I just had to know 

if you were as wonderful as 

I thought you were. I was right! 

You're the best superheroine ever. 

I'm ready to surrender now. 

You can take me in.

The girls brush blades of grass from each other's costumes. 



SUPERGIRL

I'm not taking you in. I'm 

letting you go, on 2 conditions. 

You have to commit 2 major crimes. 

And you have to steal only from 

rich people or big companies 

that can afford to take the loss -- 

oh, and you can't hurt any 

innocent bystanders.


NASTY

I don't get it. You want me to commit crimes?


SUPERGIRL

If you commit 2 major crimes, 

you'll be considered a super-

villain by the JLA,
and I can ask 

for your file when I'm a member. 

I, I guess what I'm asking is ... 

will you be my arch-enemy?


NASTY

Oh yes, Superchick! Yes!

Nasty sits beside her erstwhile slave on the same long chair and puts her arms around her fondly.


NASTY

And then you can be my nemesis! 

It'll be fun!


SUPERGIRL

Only I have to patrol Metropolis 

with Superman once a week. 

I can let you know through, uh, 

Linda Danvers when I'm up for 

some action. I mean, she can tell 

Althia Luthor, and Althia can tell you.


NASTY

It sounds like a plan.


SUPERGIRL

And if I'm not around to fight you, 

you have to obey the law. 

I don't want to get back 

from vacation some time and find out 

you've been calling out Green Lantern.


NASTY

As if! He weirds me out. 

I draw the line at magic rings.

They laugh and hug.


SUPERGIRL

One more thing. I want to 

prove to you I'm not brainwashed. 

Give me an order, right now, 

and I won't obey it. Something that 

Supergirl would never, ever do.


NASTY

Hmm. Does Supergirl kiss and tell?


SUPERGIRL

Certainly not!


NASTY

All right then. Superchick, 

I, Mistress Nasty, order you 

to tell me your deepest, darkest 

sexual fantasy.


SUPERGIRL

(shocked)

Screw you!

Then she composes herself and grins.


SUPERGIRL

There, you see? I'm not brainwashed. 

You told me to do something, 

and I didn't do it. What? 

What's so funny?

Nasty is killing herself with laughter. She gives Supergirl one more hug, along with a kiss on the cheek.


NASTY

Superchick, there's something 

about yourself that you 

haven't quite figured out yet. 

When you know what it is, 

give me a call, and we can 

have some fun!

   CUT TO:

EXT. THE HELIPORT -- DAY.


LUTHOR

Looks like it's a tie, Supe.


SUPERMAN

Yeah, like kissing your cousin, 

I mean your sister.

A WHIRL of chopper blades above them, and the CLOWNCOPTER descends to the heliport.


LUTHOR

That's my lift, Supe. Gotta fly!

The door to the clown-painted chopper pops open, and they can see that HARLEY QUINN is at the controls again while THE JOKER came along for the ride. As per normal -- for her -- she is dressed like a medieval court jester, while her patient/boyfriend wears a mauve zoot suit with a polka dot tie. It sets off his lime green hair and ruby red lips nicely. The Joker smiles and gives a friendly wave.


JOKER

Double L, long time no see. 

You didn't say anything about blueboy 


joining the dance.


LUTHOR

If I had, would you have come?


JOKER

I'd have promised to, then hung you 

out to dry. HAHAHA!


LUTHOR

Ladies first.

Luthor crushes the cans and packs up.


MERCY

I'm not going,

(in a defiant stance)

I'm not leaving you. My job is 

to protect you.


LUTHOR

Don't be silly, Mercy. To the 

Clowncopter!

She reluctantly climbs into the chopper. 


LUTHOR

Hey, I've just always wanted to say that.

Now why do you suppose she acted like that?


SUPERMAN

Lex, you big palooka. Your 

girl sidekick is in love with you, 

and you can't even see it. 

Ha! Ha! How pathetic is that?


LUTHOR

So long, Supe. Give my regards to the JLA.


SUPERMAN

Aren't you forgetting something, Lex?


LUTHOR

Forgetting something?

He picks up his basket innocently.


SUPERMAN

The locket. The one with Supergirl's 

hair inside. The one you undoubtedly 

took for safekeeping, since Nasty 

isn't wearing it now. Come on, Lex. 

You didn't really think 

I'd let the United Underworld 

get their hands on a sample of 

Supergirl's DNA, did you?


LUTHOR

(shrugs)

I figured it was worth a try!

He digs in a pocket and hands Supe a silver LOCKET on a CHAIN.


SUPERMAN

Let this be a lesson to you, Luthor. 

The super-mind of Superman is always 

one step ahead. No hard feelings?


LUTHOR

No hard feelings, Supe. 

She used her greatest power on us. 

We never had a chance.


SUPERMAN

(laughs)

You didn't let her draw, 

did you? She can break your heart 

with one picture.


LUTHOR

Actually, I did. But that's not it.


SUPERMAN

(scratches his head)

She blew you down with super-

breath?


LUTHOR

No, not super-breath. Supergirl's 

greatest power is that everyone 

who meets her, loves her. 

Including me.


JOKER

Lex,

(beckoning)

Let me give you a hand.

Luthor takes his hand, there’s a big ZAP from the JOY BUZZER, and he recoils in pain. Joker slaps his knee with hilarity. 


JOKER

Never change, schmucko, never change! 

Would you like to smell my flower?


LUTHOR

I think I'll pass.


JOKER

HAHAHA!

With no help from his partner in crime, Luthor climbs aboard, and the Clowncopter lifts into the sky, just as SECURITY and POLICE cover the rooftop. Seeing Superman waving goodbye, they reholster their FIREARMS without comment. 

   CUT TO:

INT. THE CLOWNCOPTER -- DAY.


LUTHOR

Good of you to pick me up, Jack.

Hope I didn't put you out of your way.


JOKER

Glad to get out of Gotham, 

where I find myself harassed by a 

flying rodent. She's small, 

but she's pesky. Harley here 

keeps telling me to put a bullet 

in her spine, but c'mon Lex -- 

how mean would I have to be to hurt Batgirl?


HARLEY QUINN

(singsong squeal)

Where to, Mr. Jay?


JOKER

Metropolis, Harley. As the bald eagle flies! 

HAHAHA!


HARLEY QUINN

Oh, Puddin'! That was a good one!

   DISSOLVE TO:

INT. THE SAME, AN HOUR LATER.

Halfway back to Metropolis, Luthor grits his teeth in the backseat and tries to block out the BLARING ROCK that the ladies in the front are grooving to on the TAPE DECK. They SING ALONG, sounding like a moose and a squirrel. 


HARLEY and MERCY

We are the cartoon heroes/ 

We are the ones who are gonna live forever!


LUTHOR

Who let Mercy choose the tunes?


JOKER

You did.


LUTHOR

I don't get it. She did such a good job 

selecting my doorbell chime.

The song over, The Joker becomes uncharacteristically serious.


JOKER

All that lovely art, Lex! 

You spent half a lifetime stealing it. 

Now it all goes back to its rightful owners. 

What a waste!


LUTHOR

Not really. I never stock a hideout 

with any art I'm not prepared to forfeit 

if I'm caught. The real gems are all 

back at the Lair under lock and key. 

I did, however, put the best piece 

in the trunk of the Lexmobile 

before heading to the heliport. 

One of my henchmen picked up the car while 

I delayed Superman, and is now driving it to 

Metropolis by the back roads.


JOKER

Oh? You've aroused my curiosity, Lex. 

Which piece is it?


LUTHOR

A recent acquisition. Stolen from 

the Fortress of Solitude.


JOKER

Sure, Lex, sure.


LUTHOR

Why don't you stop by the Lair sometime, 

I'll give you a private showing. 

It's even signed in Kryptonese. 

Besides,

(a warm chuckle)

I have everything I need right here.


MERCY

Thank you, Lex. A girl likes to know 

she's appreciated.


LUTHOR

Not you, Mercy. Bodyguards are 

a dime a dozen. I mean this.

He takes out a silver LOCKET on a CHAIN. 


LUTHOR

I pulled a switch on Superman. 

This one has Supergirl's hair!


JOKER

Excellent!

(in his best Monty Burns voice, 

rubbing his hands with evil glee)

Everything is according to plan. 

We can find out her secret identity 

from her DNA!


LUTHOR

Secret identity? Think big, laughing boy. 

Think really big. Do you remember 

Nuclear Man? It's amazing the fun 

you can have with a blob of protoplasm, 

a little Kryptonian DNA ... and a matrix.


MERCY

What do you mean, a matrix?


LUTHOR

I'm going to make my own Supergirl. 

And she will be more powerful than 

the original. How do shape-changing 

and invisibility strike you as powers? 

When the good people of Metropolis 

get used to my Supergirl, 

they will accept no other. 

I've even got a name for her.


JOKER

Let me guess. Mae. Or possibly Trixie?


LUTHOR

I might have known you'd favour a pun, Jack. 

No, I was thinking of calling her Donna.


MERCY

Donna. Donna Matrix. You know, Lex, 

sometimes you really are a middle-aged perv!


LUTHOR

Huh? Where did that come from? 

Oh, Donna Matrix. I get it. 

No, that's not what I meant. 

I meant Donna, you know, after 

my favourite song.

(basso profunda)

I had a girl/ Donna was her name ...


HARLEY QUINN

(shrieks)

I HATE RICHIE CUNNINGHAM MUSIC!

END OF ACT SIX.


ACT SEVEN

INT. ALTHIA'S BEDROOM -- NIGHT.

The PHONE RINGS. Again and again. Finally, Althia wakes up enough to reach out from under the covers and grab it, but her eyes are still much too heavy to even attempt an opening.


ALTHIA

Huh! What? I'm awake. Who, what ...


LINDA (filter)

It's that I'm naive, right?


ALTHIA

What? Naive? Who? Is this Supergirl?

SPLIT-SCREEN with Linda in her own bedroom across town. Linda is absentmindedly painting her toenails as she chats with the phone wedged under her ear, wearing Superman pyjamas! 


LINDA

It's me, Linda. I'm naive, right? 

When we had that fight, you said 

there was something about myself that 

I hadn't quite figured out yet, 

and that when I did I should call you 

at any time of day or night 

and we could have some fun. 

Well, I figured it out, Mistress. 

I'm naive! Now what kind of fun 

would you like to have? 

We could go to the amusement park. 

They've got a really great ride called 

The Time Bubble, it's like, 

you go to the 30th century ...

Althia forces an eye open and looks at the bedside CLOCK.


ALTHIA

I did not say any time of day or night! 

I just said call me. It's ... 

it's three in the morning. 

We Earthlings need sleep!


LINDA 

I'm sorry, Nasty, is this a bad time?


ALTHIA

Linda Danvers, GO BACK TO BED!


LINDA 

Okay. Be like that. I'll ask 

Dick Malverne instead.

SPLIT-SCREEN ENDS. Althia hangs up and burrows back under, and tries to sleep. 


ALTHIA

(grumbles)

Pigtailed bitch, Kryptonian airhead, 

dumb blonde ...

   CUT TO:

INT. THE FORTRESS OF SOLITUDE -- DAY.


SUPERGIRL

I love Martian mint! Where did you get it?


SUPERMAN

A friend named Jonn, who's a bounty hunter, 

picked some up for me. Let's just say 

he has a private source.


SUPERGIRL

So, what did you think of Mercy, Cuz?


SUPERMAN

Mercy? Oh, Luthor's new bodyguard. 

Can’t say that I noticed her, really. 

She didn't have much to say. 

She seems very loyal to Lex, 

and I guess that's a good thing.


SUPERGIRL

I'd find her very attractive if 

I were a man. The strong, silent type! 

I didn’t like her at first,

but she kinda grows on you. 

I think the girl has hidden depths.


SUPERMAN

Stop trying to fix me up. 

I have a girlfriend. Lois Lane.


SUPERGIRL

Yeah, well I think you can do better. 

(patting his hand)

Don't you worry, Cuz. I'll find you 

a nice girl. You just leave it to me.

They eat in silence for a while. 


SUPERGIRL

Supe, can we get a car?


SUPERMAN

We can fly, Linda. Why would we 

need a car?


SUPERGIRL

Luthor has a car. He calls it the 

Lexmobile. It's a Lexus, and it's 

sinister black. The licence plate is 

LL 666.


SUPERMAN

Sure, Linda, sure.

He takes another bite.


SUPERGIRL

I finally bring you a hot lead, 

and you don't believe me. 

Anyway, we should get one. 

It would be so cool! We could call it 

the Super-mobile. No, that's 

too many syllables. I've got it! 

The Supercar! We could paint it blue, 

and put a big red S on the hood. 

And when it's time to fight crime, 

you can tap me on the shoulder and say, 

“To the Supercar!” We can slide down a pole 

and hop in, and go tearing around 

the streets of the city, with the top down 

and our capes flying in the wind. 

And everywhere we go, the good people of 

Metropolis will point and say ...


SUPERMAN

... “Look at that S car go!”


SUPERGIRL

Um, I guess you've heard that one before.


SUPERMAN

Maybe once or twice.

When they are through eating Superman has a question for her.


SUPERMAN

I don't see why you hung around 

pretending to be brainwashed.


SUPERGIRL

To find out their evil plans, Supe. 

They never actually said they wanted me

to kill you until the end. 

I needed to know for sure 

what they were up to.


SUPERMAN

So why did you come back here 

instead of kicking their butts? 

How far did you intend to take 

that little ploy of yours?


SUPERGIRL

I came back, Cuz, because we had that 

lunch date for the end of Spring Break. 

I wouldn't break a date with Superman! 

That's why my “brainwashing” 

had to be fast. I had to break soon, 

and that meant I had to “lose my powers.” 

They were watching all the time, 

so it wasn't hard to fool them. 

They seemed to think I'd fall for the old 

the-cameras-are-off-now trick! 

When you're rich as Luthor, film is cheap. 

There's no reason the cameras wouldn't run 

24/7.


SUPERMAN

By the way, I take it that escaping in time 

to go back to school was low on your 

list of priorities.

   CUT TO:

INT. THE REC-ROOM -- DAY.

They drift over to the rec-room, super-arm in super-arm. 


SUPERGIRL

Supe, can I ask you something? 

After I graduate, can I move in 

and live here with you?


SUPERMAN

(hedges)

I don't know if that's a good idea, 

Supergirl.


SUPERGIRL

I love the Danvers, 

but they have each other. 

You're all alone here with nobody 

to take care of you.

She drops his arm and her eyes shyly.


SUPERGIRL

I ... I worry about you, Superman. 

Are you getting enough rest? 

Are you eating proper food? 

I lie awake at night thinking, 

what if you experiment with kryptonite, 

and your lead shielding fails? 

What if some supervillain finds this place 

and lays a trap for you when you're away in 

Metropolis? What if the dust bunnies 

evolve intelligence and attack you 

from 3 sides at once like a pack of 

hungry raptors?


SUPERMAN

Hey, I swept around here just last, 

um, millennium. No, Supergirl, 

stay with the Danvers. Or better still, 

go to college. You could study art.


SUPERGIRL

(adoration personified)

I want to study Journalism. 

With a minor in Criminology. 

I want to be a crime reporter, 

just like you.


SUPERMAN

That's very flattering, Supergirl, 

but I'm not a journalist. 

I'm a travelling salesman. 

Would you like to see my samples?

He takes out a briefcase filled with network marketing junk. 

Supergirl fumes.


SUPERMAN

(chuckles warmly)

I pretty much drive you crazy, 

don't I, Supergirl?


SUPERGIRL

Yes, Superman, you do.


SUPERMAN

(momentarily worried)

But you love me just the same?

Kara Zor-El grabs her cousin and gives him a nice, big hug. Super-tears of super-joy are streaming down her cheeks.


SUPERGIRL

Yes, Superman, I love you just the same!

THEME MUSIC: “Earth Angel” swells.

FREEZE FRAME as FINAL CREDITS ROLL.

FADE TO BLACK.


THE END 

