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SMALLVILLE

“Swap”

Will Sabel Courtney
TEASER

OPEN ON:

EXT. METROPOLIS STREET – DAY

People run in fear as something smashes buildings and devastates the street. 

A MAN dressed in strange, metallic ARMOR plants his foot on a shattered car before unleashing a BLAST of energy from his hand, destroying a storefront. He laughs.

MAN

Come out, come out…

FROW LOW: A RED BOOT slams down into the edge of the frame. The armored man whirls.

BOOTED MAN (O.S.)

I think you’ve had enough fun for one day, Kronos.

KRONOS just laughs. 

KRONOS

(ominously)

Come on, boy scout…just one more game…

He pulls something off his bandoleer, and throws it at the booted man. He catches it, easily, in his hand – with a BLUE shirtsleeve.

BOOTED MAN

Nice try. Playtime’s over, pal.

KRONOS just waves slyly. 

The box EXLPODES in light; the booted man looks up in surprise – 

CUT TO:

EXT. KENT FARM – NIGHT – ESTABLISHING

INT. KENT FARM - LOFT

CLARK sits up in his loft, reading out of an archaeology textbook for school. He nods his head to the music from his radio.

MARTHA(O.S.)

Clark!

He moves to the porch railing, to see his mother standing in the barn below.

MARTHA

Dinner’s ready.

CLARK

What is it?

MARTHA

A “Thanks, Mom, for making dinner” would be nice, you know.

CLARK

(rolling eyes)

Thank you, Mom.

MARTHA

(satisfied)

You’re welcome. And it’s lasagna.

CLARK

(hopeful)

Meat?

MARTHA

Vegetable. You know your father’s heart.

Clark sighs.

CLARK

I’ll be right there.

He grabs his jacket when he notices the box of COOKIES on his desk; he thinks about it for a moment, then GRABS a couple.

EXT. KENT FARM

Clark strolls back to the house, popping a cookie into his mouth when the world around him starts to GLOW and the air SHRIEKS – 

EXT. METROPOLIS – DAY

-and he finds himself lying on the ground on the pavement, smoking. Daytime. The cookie’s still in his mouth; it falls from his lips. He stands up, looks around, and realizes where he is. 

CLARK

What the hell…?

The CAMERA pans around him, and Clark sees the devastation – smashed cars, broken storefronts, debris everywhere. A few people, cowering behind cover, look at him in surprise. He’s as confused as they are.

EXT. KENT FARM

MARTHA and JONATHAN dash out the front door, concerned.

JONATHAN

What was that?

MARTHA

(shouting)

Clark! CLARK!!! 

Jonathan points to a smoking form lying on the ground in the driveway. 

MARTHA

(scared now)

Clark!

They DASH towards it, fast as they can; the form starts to move as the draw near, and as the man stands up amongst the smoke, Jon and Martha stop DEAD in their tracks They stare at the man in awe.

Half-cloaked with smoke, but wearing the familiar costume, is SUPERMAN.

And he’s as shocked as they are.

SUPERMAN

(shocked)

Mom? D..dad?

END TEASER

ACT ONE

EXT. METROPOLIS – STREET

In the middle of the devastation stands Clark, looking around in awe. It’s Metropolis, but different than he remembers it. Suddenly, a CACKLE of laughter from off to his left makes Clark whirl around…

…to see Kronos, standing up triumphant behind a car. Until he sees Clark, at which point his laughter trails off.

KRONOS

Heh...heh…oh, hell no.

CLARK

Listen, I don’t know how I got here-

Kronos doesn’t respond; panicking, he just throws up his hand and unleashes another burst of energy that KNOCKS Clark back through a store window. He reaches down and begins groping through his bandoleer.

KRONOS

(muttering to self, in panic)

Calibration must have been off by a decade…just what I need, a teenage Superman to deal with…

He finds what he’s looking for and pulls out a small BOX, the size of a cell phone.  He presses a button on it.

INT. STORE

Clark shakes it off and springs to his feet, pissed-

CLARK’S POV: But Kronos is gone, nowhere to be seen. 

Clark steps out into the street, and people begins to come out from their hiding places. They approach him, slowly.

MAN

I think you scared him off, Superman?

CLARK

(doesn’t recognize the name)

Excuse me?

MAN

Kronos – he beamed out of here about the time he smashed you through that window.

A little boy boldly approaches Clark.

BOY

(cutely)

Hey, Superman – where’s your costume?

The boy’s mother runs up and scoops him up, chiding him; she turns to the very perplexed Clark.

MOTHER

Sorry about that, but Billy’s a really big fan of yours, Superman – do you think he could get an autograph?

CLARK

(holding up hands)

Wait a minute - why do you keep calling me that?

MOTHER

(confused)

What?

CLARK

Superman.

The crowd stares at him, silently, for a second. A woman breaks the silence first.

WOMAN

Because that’s who you are – you’re Superman.

CLARK

Sorry…I think you’ve got the wrong guy.

WOMAN

But you are Superman! We all saw it! Different clothes or not, you’re still him.

Just then, the sounds of sirens breaks through the crowd – police cars are approaching. Clark glances at them, unsure of what to do – and he BLASTS away in a burst of super-speed.

INT. KENT FARM – NIGHT

Superman, now clad in jeans and a denim shirt, stands in the living room of the house, looking admiringly at everything – it’s like he hasn’t seen it in a long while. Jonathan, seated across from him, is eying him carefully.

Martha enters with a cup of hot cocoa, passes it off to a very grateful Clark.

CLARK

Thanks.

He takes a sip as Martha sits by her husband.

JONATHAN

All right, I think we’re entitled to some answers here. 

CLARK

What do you want to know, Dad?

JONATHAN

Well, for starters, how do we know you’re really our son?

MARTHA

(chiding)

Jonathan!

JONATHAN

Martha, with all the strange things that happen in this town, I don’t think somebody who shows up in a flash of light and claims to be our son is someone we should take at face value.

Martha starts to say something, but Clark stops her.

CLARK

It’s okay, Mom. He’s right – I wouldn’t believe my story if I were in your position, either. Ask me something.

JONATHAN

What’s your favorite color?

CLARK

Deep blue.

MARTHA

How did you show us you were invulnerable?

CLARK

Stuck my arm in a wood chipper.

JONATHAN

What was the first thing you set on fire with your heat vision on purpose?

CLARK

A scarecrow.

MARTHA

How do you take your coffee?

CLARK

Trick question – I don’t drink it. Hate the taste.

JONATHAN

The night of the homecoming dance your freshman year, I asked if you were going to be all right. What did you say to me?

CLARK

“Ask me again in five years.”

There’s a long pause. Martha looks over at her husband.

MARTHA

(quietly)

You never told me he said that.

JONATHAN

Sorry.

MARTHA

I should have been there!

JONATHAN

It was the spur of the moment! I wasn’t going to run inside and get you just to give him a hug.

CLARK

Well, I did kind of want to be alone at the time.

JONATHAN

(raising hand to Clark, who’s proving his point)

See?

CLARK

Anyway…you guys believe me now, right?

JONATHAN

Yeah, we do. 

MARTHA

I never doubted it.

She smiles sweetly at her husband, who gives her a look.

MARTHA

So, run it by us again – how did you end up in our backyard?

CLARK

(reluctantly)

I really don’t know how much I should tell you guys. I mean, I don’t want…

JONATHAN

…To mess up time?

CLARK

…you guys to worry about me. About what I end up…doing with my life.

JONATHAN

For example…that.

He points to the costume which lays draped over a chair in the kitchen.

CLARK

Yeah…you’ll figure that out eventually. But more to the point, I was fighting this guy called Kronos in Metropolis when he threw something at me. I thought it might have been a bomb, so I caught it, but before I could check it over it sent me back here. And, presumably, sent my younger self into the future.

MARTHA

(worried)

So Cla…

(looking at Clark)

· you – eighteen-year old Clark is fighting this guy? 

Clark waves it off.

CLARK

I’m presuming that his plan wasn’t to switch me with my teenage self, so the shock of seeing that his scheme didn’t work will probably be enough to send him running. Besides, Kronos is small potatoes. He’s no Dooms…

His parents look at him with concern – how often do you you hear your son’s older self naming his worst enemies? 

Clark, seeing their expressions, cuts himself off.

CLARK (CON’T)

Never mind.

JONATHAN

What I think we need to be more concerned with right now is figuring out some way to get you – both of you - back where you  belong.

CLARK

Well, there won’t be any time travelers in this neck of the woods for a few years, so there’s not much we can do on this end. Best we can hope for is that younger me manages to get ahold of somebody who can swap us back.

MARTHA

(confused)

How many people are there who could do that kind of thing?

CLARK

You’d be surprised.

JONATHAN

In the meantime, though, you should probably keep a low profile around here. The last thing we need now is you going and changing the future.

CLARK

(a little glumly, but we don’t know why)

Yeah.


SCENE: SMALLVILLE – FUTURE

EXT. ROADWAY – NIGHT

A BLUR shoots down the highway as Clark streaks towards his old home. The houses along the roadside seem dilapidated.

Clark stops along the highway in surprise at one point; he looks surprised. He stares at something on the side of the roadway, and the CAMERA swivels to see his POV:

The LUTHORCORP PLANT, dark and broken-down. It hasn’t been used in years.

Clark looks over at the LUTHORCORP sign out in front of the place. Someone has spraypainted the word NAZI over the LUTHOR part. He stares for a moment, wondering: what the hell happened?

He shudders for a second, then is GONE.

EXT. KENT FARM

Clark BLURS up the driveway to the house but stops in shock at the picket fence. The house is DESERTED. 

INT. KENT HOUSE – KITCHEN

The door shatters with a CRACK as Clark breaks it down and comes inside. The house is dark. He flicks the light switch, but nothing happens. He slowly walks into the living room, and finds it empty, just like the kitchen.

INT. HOUSE – CLARK’S ROOM

Clark opens the door into his room, and finds it too empty. Everything of his is gone; there’s nothing left but a sheetless bed. He’s beyond shocked.

INT. BARN – PRESENT

Jonathan is moving a couple hay bales up to the loft when older Clark enters.

CLARK

You need a hand, Dad?

JONATHAN

I think I can handle it. I managed to do it for years before you came around, and I’m sure I’ll do it once you leave…left home.

(sighs, lays down the bales)

Boy, this time travel stuff is confusing, isn’t it?

CLARK

(half-smiling)

Tell me about it. But seriously, you need to take it easier. You’re not as young as you were then…Dad.

The last word seems to hurt him to say. Jonathan just gives him his best “don’t worry” grin. 

JONATHAN

I’ve heard that before.

CLARK

(dead serious)

Not from me.

That stops Jonathan in his place, reaching down for the bales. He slowly stands back up, turns to his son. Jonathan grasps him, gently, by the shoulder; his touch makes Clark tense.

Jonathan looks Clark straight in the eyes, but Clark looks away; when he finally meets his father’s eyes, Clark’s eyes are filled with sadness.

Jonathan seems as though he’s about to ask a question, but Clark doesn’t need to even hear it; he just nods, almost imperceptibly. Now they both know the truth, damn the consequences. Some things are more important than time.

Jonathan, his eyes pained, wraps his arms around his son and hugs him, tightly, trying to take away a pain that he’s the only one who could ever take away. Clark fights off the tears.

EXT. KENT FIELDS – FUTURE

Clark wanders across the moonlit fields, staring at the unkempt broken fences, the long grass. Something catches his eye in the darkness; a marker, atop the highest part of the field.

He approaches it, slowly, cautiously, as if he’s afraid to see it. Somehow, on some level, he knows. He draws closer to it, now barely approaching, and his pained face begins to crack. As he reaches the base of it, he collapses to his knees, and tears begin to run down his eyes in streams. Clark wraps his arms around the stone and weeps.

CLARK

(through the sobs)

Oh, God, no…

And as the camera pulls around, we finally see what is engraved on the headstone:

JONATHAN KENT

The best husband and father on Earth or beyond it.
And the camera pulls back, farther and farther, until Clark is barely a speck, and…

FADE TO BLACK.

END ACT 1.

ACT TWO

SCENE: SMALLVILLE – PRESENT

INT. KENT HOUSE – DAY

Martha and a slightly somber Jonathan stand in the kitchen, getting ready to head out for the day. Clark walks in, and tries to feign his best upbeat attitude around his father.

CLARK

Where you guys going?

MARTHA

We’re heading over to Granville to pick up some things. We’ll probably be gone for a few hours. Will you be okay here alone at home?

CLARK

(waving it off)

Don’t worry about it. It’s been a while since I actually had some time to just relax and watch TV. The Simpsons is still on these days, isn’t it?

MARTHA

Well, you take care. Lunch is in the fridge.

They turn and head out the door, Martha first. Jonathan looks over at Clark as he closes the door, and Clark just tries to smile. Jonathan returns the favor as best he can.

Clark blows out a deep breath of discomfort at the situation.

INT. LOFT

Older Clark slowly walks up into his old loft, just as he remembered it. He looks around admiringly, runs his hand over the support beams. He smiles as he passes the couch.

CLARK

(glancing around, to himself)

Man, I was a slob.

His eyes catch on the drawer of his old desk, and he opens up the drawer to reveal, amongst other assorted crap, a pair of EYEGLASSES – the ones from when he went temporarily blind. He chuckles as he pulls them out and stares at them.

CLARK

(to the glasses)

You guys don’t know what you’re in for.

He taps them against the palm of his hand as he looks around the room, until his eyes alight on a picture of Lana and Chloe on his desk. He stares at them for a long moment, as if he was debating something in his head.

And he comes to a conclusion. He nods once, and puts on the glasses – but chuckles, and pulls them back off a second later. He doesn’t need them here and now.

SCENE: METROPOLIS – FUTURE

EXT. STREET – DAY

Clark stands at a pay phone, flipping through the phone book. His finger traces down one line of names: Kelly, Kemson…KENT, CLARK. 344 Clinton St.

Satisfied, he slaps shut the book and turns away. He walks by a newsstand, but something catches his eye; he spins around, and grabs a copy of The DAILY PLANET. He stares at the cover, shocked. On it is a picture of HIMSELF, wearing some sort of…COSTUME! Its whirling cape conceals a good piece of the outfit, but it’s clearly not normal. And he’s holding a plane above his head. The headline reads, SUPERMAN SAVES PLANE.

BY CLARK KENT.

He drops the paper as though it were the plague, and starts walking away as fast as he can.

INT. 344 CLINTON – HALLWAY

Clark walks out of the staircase and onto the hall, looking at the names above the doorways until he finds his own. He takes a deep breath, steels himself, and grabs the doorknob.

The door doesn’t move. Locked.

Clark thinks.

CLARK

(to himself)

If I were me…

He squints at the doorway. CLARK’S POV: The world fades to X-RAY VISION, and Clark stares at the doorframe; hidden beneath the metal frame is a KEY.

Clark glances up and down the hall to make sure no one’s watching, then pries up the metal and grabs the key.

INT. CLARK’S APARTMENT

Clark steps inside of his future self’s modest little apartment. Clothes are strewn across the couch, pillows lie on chairs, and magazines lie on the coffee table haphazardly.

CLARK

Man, I become a slob.

He walks into the tiny kitchen, and opens the fridge. He pulls out a gallon of milk and pours himself a glass as well as grabbing a couple peppermint patties out of a box in the fridge. He pops a candy into his mouth when he notices the message machine. It’s blinking.

What the hell, he shrugs, and presses the PLAY button.

MESSAGE 1:

PERRY WHITE’S VOICE comes over the machine.

PERRY

Clark, it’s Perry. I need that piece on that STAR labs explosion by tomorrow. Lemme know if there’s a problem.

MESSAGE 2:

The machine beeps, and LOIS LANE’S voice comes on.

LOIS

Hey there Clark, it’s Lois. Just wanted to remind you, my flight comes in Tuesday at 8:45, so try and be there on time to pick me up this time. 

(seductively)

I miss you, Smallville.

Clark, who had been peacefully drinking his milk as he listened, SPIT TAKES all over the room. His eyes are wide as he wipes milk off his lips. He stares at the machine, and it beeps again as the next message starts. His mother’s voice comes on.

MESSAGE 3

MARTHA

Hey, Clark, it’s Mom. Just…wanted to talk, see how everything’s going. Call me if you get the chance. I love you!

At this, Clark seems almost delighted. His mother’s still alive!

He grabs his older self’s briefcase from the table and FLIPS through the pages until he comes to the one he wants:

MOM

865 Palm Lane

Newport Beach, CA

(768) 555 – 2413

CLARK

(shocked)

California?

He tears the page out of the book and SPEEDS out the door.

END OF ACT.

ACT THREE

SCENE: SMALLVILLE – PRESENT

EXT. STREET – DAY

CLARK strolls down the street, a grin on his face, wearing a cornucopia of TEENAGE CLOTHES: his old letter jacket, a SMALLVILLE sweatshirt, a worn Kansas City Royals baseball cap on his head. It’s fun to pretend to be a kid again. A couple people give him funny looks as he goes past, but he just smiles and nods at them.

INT. TALON

Clark strolls into the Talon, but STOPS when he sees LANA across the room from him at a table. He’s about to turn and leave when she looks up at him and smiles.

LANA

(playfully)

Hey there, stranger.

Clark turns back to her – damn. Didn’t make it out. He really doesn’t want to talk to her – not here, not now, not with him ten years older.

CLARK

(politely)

Lana, hey! I was just looking for my Mom. Have you seen her?

LANA

Sorry, Clark, I haven’t.

He stands awkwardly across from her for a moment. She pats the seat next to her.

LANA

Sit down! 

CLARK

No, I don’t want to be a bother. You’re busy.

LANA

(laughing)

Clark, I’m in a coffee shop at noon on a Wednesday. I’m not at all busy.

She stands up and wraps her hands around his arm as she gazes happily into his eyes. He tries as hard as he can not to gaze back.

LANA (CON’T)

Besides, I missed you. 

CLARK

(nervously)

Uh, yeah, I missed you too.

She leans in to KISS him, gently, but he just stands stiff as a statue. She looks at him concernedly.

LANA

Clark, are you okay? You seem kind of tense.

She SQUNITS as she studies his face.

LANA

Actually, you look a little different, too. Have you been out in the sun or something?

CLARK

Umm…yeah!

(he breaks away from her and steps back)

Y’know, farm work and all, always out in the sun.

Lana looks a little angry. She knows she’s being jerked around.

LANA

Clark, something’s going on here. I thought we said the only way this was going to work would be if we didn’t keep secrets from each other.

CLARK

(under his breath)

Yeah, that’d be nice.

CHLOE (O.S.)

Whoa!

Clark and Lana turn to see Chloe standing a few feet away, staring at Clark’s outfit with half a smile on her face.

CHLOE

It looks like our favorite farmboy needs to go find some new threads before the fashion police get a-wind of this.

CLARK

(breathing a sigh of relief)

Hey, Chloe.

CHLOE

Hello yourself, Clark. Seriously, what in God’s name possessed you to wear that outfit?

CLARK

(earnestly)

I hadn’t worn it in a while.

Chloe pats him on the shoulder.

CHLOE

And there’s a reason for that.

(turning to Lana)

Lois and I picked up that lamp you liked at that yard sale, Lana. She’s just unloading it out of the car.

LANA

Oh, great! Let me get my purse, I’ll pay you back.

CHLOE

There’s no rus-

CLARK

(cutting in, hiding his excitement)

Lois is here?

The girls glance up at his interruption.

CLARK

I mean, I think I’m gonna go help her move that lamp.

LANA

It’s a ten-pound light, Clark. I think she can handle it on her own. Here, I’ll get you something to drink.

CLARK

That’s okay. I’m just, gonna…

He gestures over his shoulder towards the exit; when nobody says anything, he turns and heads out.

Lana and Chloe stare at him, vexed, as he walks out.

CHLOE

Okay, hold on a second – did Clark Kent just walk out on Lana Lang to help Lois Lane move a table lamp? Even for him, that’s a new level of weird.

LANA

He’s acting strange, Chloe.

CHLOE

(sitting down)

Well, when isn’t he? That’s Clark. Definitely not ordinary.

EXT. TALON

LOIS is lifting an elaborate old lamp out of the backseat of Chloe’s car when Clark steps outside; he dashes over to help her out.

CLARK

(grabbing lamp)

Here, let me get that.

Lois is taken aback for a moment.

LOIS

What was that?

CLARK

What was what?

LOIS

Did you just do something nice for me?

CLARK

Umm…yes?

LOIS

Not just nice – that was almost chivalrous.

(eyes narrowing)

What’s gotten into you, Smallville?

CLARK

I just figured you could use a hand.

LOIS

No, you must have some sort of scheme.

CLARK

I swear, I don’t.

LOIS

(genuinely surprised)

Huh. Thanks, Clark.

Clark smiles broadly.

CLARK 

Not a problem, Lois.

The two walk back to the Talon, and Clark grabs the door for Lois.

CLARK

(nonchalantly)

Here you go, hon.

She WHIRLS on him, fast.

LOIS

(not believing her ears)

What did you call me?

Clark glances around, nervously – he knows he’s goofed up big time.

CLARK

Bun. Gun! Gun, since your dad’s a general and you used to live…on an army base.

He gives her one incredibly fake smile. She just eyes him, suspiciously.

LOIS

Riiiiiiiight.

She pulls the cap off his head.

LOIS

I think this thing’s cutting off the blood to your brain.

She WHAPS him on the head with it, then takes the lamp out of his hands, puts the hat in its place, and heads inside. As she walks away, he breathes a heavy SIGH of relief. Clark turns to watch her as she goes.

CLARK’S POV: His gaze pans up Lois’ legs past her butt and over her back until it gets to her face. She smiles as she sees her cousin.

CLOSE on Clark as he sighs again. But not out of relief this time.

INT. LUTHOR MANSION

LEX is seated behind his desk at his computer when CLARK strolls through the open doors. Lex looks up, surprised.

LEX

Well, well. How’d you get past security, Clark?

CLARK

Gate was unlocked.

LEX

I find that incredibly hard to believe.

CLARK

Fine, you caught me. I climbed over the fence. 

LEX

I’ll have to see that they raise it. Anyway, I’m sure you didn’t come by just to point out the flaws in my security system, Clark. Why are you here?

CLARK

To help you, Lex. That’s all I’ve ever wanted to do.

Lex stands up, ambles over to Clark.

LEX

(sarcastically)

Really. So all those times you broke into my house – all those times you needed a favor – all those times you borrowed from me, that was just because you were helping me, right?

Clark ignores the sarcasm.

CLARK

Lex, I know what you’re dealing with right now. I know that it must seem like the way you’re going is the only choice you have. But trust me, it’s not. Don’t become something you don’t have to be. You can still write your own destiny.

LEX

That’s just what I’m doing. I’m making my own destiny.

CLARK

But you don’t have to trample everyone else on the way. 

LEX

What good are most people except as rungs on the ladder of success?

CLARK

Please, Lex. I know what you’re going through.

LEX

(viciously)

You have no idea what my life is like.

CLARK

(sighing; he knows he’s losing)

You’re right. I don’t. But I do know that you are, deep down, a good man. I know you have good intentions at heart. Don’t let what your father wanted twist that around! You don’t have to live up to his legacy.

LEX

Clark.

(almost a whisper)

When I’m done, my legacy will make my father’s look like a bagboy’s. And nothing – nothing – is going to stop me.

CLARK

(grimly)

I know.

Lex turns back to his desk, but doesn’t sit; he just faces away from Clark.

LEX

You found you way in, I’m sure you can find your way out.

Clark stares down at the floor before looking back up at Lex.

CLARK

Goodbye, Lex. I’m sorry I failed you.

And with that, he turns and exits, leaving Lex to bite his lip in frustration.

SCENE: NEWPORT BEACH – FUTURE

EXT. RESIDENTAIL STREET – DAY

A beautiful seaside home sits in the hills above the ocean. There is a RUSH of wind, and Clark SPEEDS to a stop in front of the house. He pulls the piece of paper out of his pocket, checks it against the mailbox. He’s here.

INT. HOUSE

Clark opens the door gently and slowly steps inside. He lets out a low whistle as he gets a look at the inside of the place; it’s even nicer than the outside.

MARTHA(O.S.)

Clark?

Clark turns towards the staircase, and sees MARTHA KENT – twelve years older, her hair starting to gray now. She wears a pair of eyeglasses, too. 

CLARK

(shocked, but relieved)

Mom…

He dashes over and wraps her in his arms.

CLARK

Thank God you’re okay.

Martha splits off, laughing.

MARTHA

It’s not like I said I was in trouble, Clark. You didn’t have to come by…

(notices his face)

Oh my God. What happened to you? You look like you’re ten years younger.

CLARK

You can tell?

MARTHA

I’m your mother, Clark – of course I can tell. Are you all right?

CLARK

Well…yes and no. You see…I am ten years younger. Twelve, really. I…I’m from…the past.

(he moves her to a couch, and they sit.)

Somehow, I got switched with the me who’s supposed to be here. One minute, I’m walking back into the house for dinner with you and Dad, then suddenly I find myself in the middle of Metropolis with some guy in a weird suit shooting at me. He left before I could figure out what happened, but from what he said it sounded like he was responsible. 

MARTHA

So…we need to get you home. Fast.

CLARK

Yeah. 

MARTHA

Well, the easiest thing for you to do is to go track Kronos down and make him switch you and your older self back.

CLARK

“Kronos?”

MARTHA

The name of the guy who shot at you. Anyway, he’s the one who knows exactly what he did, so he’s got the best shot at setting things right without making any paradoxes. If you use anybody else’s time travel gear to switch back, there would probably be a period where you and your older self were in the same place at the same time, which could tear the timestream apart. Not to mention the paradoxes if anyone sees two of you, or gets their hands on that technology.

CLARK

(impressed)

How did you learn all this?

MARTHA

(smiling)

You.

CLARK

Oh.

There’s a long moment of quiet. Then, Clark turns to his mother.

CLARK

Hey, Mom?

MARTHA

Hmm?

CLARK

How did Dad…go?

MARTHA

(saddened)

You went to the farm, huh?

Clark just NODS slightly.

MARTHA(CON’T)

How do you think? He worked himself to death. His heart just couldn’t take it any more. He was digging out a ditch by the house when it just stopped. He fell like a dying bird.

(she sniffles as the emotions come back)

I was in the house when I saw it happen. I grabbed the phone and called you as fast as I could. You must have left as soon as you heard my voice, because it couldn’t have been ten seconds before you were at his side.

She has to stop for a second, and Clark puts his arm around her as he holds back his own tears.

MARTHA(CON’T)

We buried him up in the fields, just like he always wanted. I stayed on the farm for a few months, but I just couldn’t take it, being around there anymore. You offered to come back and work the farm, but I wasn’t about to let you throw all the things you’ve done for me. So when your Aunt Clara offered to let me move in with her…

(she gestures to the house around them)

…I saw it as a way to make a fresh start.

They sit in the quiet for a long minute. When Clark finally speaks, it’s in a voice heavy with emotion.

CLARK

How am I supposed to go back there and watch him die, Mom? 

MARTHA

(her voice full of steel)

You’re not.

He looks up at her, surprised.

MARTHA

Don’t let it happen, Clark. I know if your father were here, he’d say it’s a horrible idea, but maybe you got sent here for a reason. So when you go back to your time, Clark – please, don’t let him go. I want you to live your life, but…save him, Clark. Save him. Please.

Clark wraps his arms around her again as she starts to weep, and we 

FADE TO BLACK.

END OF ACT.

ACT THREE

SCENE: FORTRESS OF SOLITUDE – PRESENT

EXT. FOS – ESTABLISHING

The moonlight gleams off the crystals of the building.

INT. FOS

Older CLARK, wearing his costume under his clothes, looks around the main chamber of the Fortress. 

CLARK

(as if greeting an acquaintance)

Hello, Jor-El.

His biological father’s voice booms from nowhere.

JOR-EL

Kal-El, my son. You have aged since we last spoke.

CLARK

I’m not the “me” you’re expecting, father. I was sent back here from the future. 

JOR-EL

(gruffly)

Then if you have continued your education, you know the dangers of traveling through time.

CLARK

I didn’t come back here on my own. I was thrown back against my will – and my younger self was sent where I came from.

JOR-EL

I can do many things, my son, but returning you to your correct time is beyond even my powers.

CLARK

I know, and I’m not asking. I came here for something else. 

(sighs)

In my time, father, I become what you want me to be. I become a hero. A leader. I spend my time saving lives, protecting people. And I’ve come to understand how you always meant the best for me, and for this world.

CLARK(CON’T)

I only wish that my adopted father were there to see it. He didn’t have the ability to copy himself into a computer – to be honest, I don’t think he would have if he could. But in my time, he’s gone – and I wish he wasn’t.

JOR-EL

Jonathan Kent stood between you and your destiny.

CLARK

Don’t you see? He never did. You and him both wanted the same thing, you just could never get it across. You both wanted me to use my gifts to help those in need – and you both wanted nothing but the best for me.

My presence here is proof that I become what you wanted me to be, father. So I’m asking you a favor in return. Save my other father. Let him too have a chance to see what I become.

Jor-El is silent for a long moment. Then, finally, his voice comes again.

JOR-EL

It is so, my son. 

CLARK

His heart is healthy?

JOR-EL

What I have done, is undone. I promise you, Jonathan Kent shall live as he would have before he sacrificed himself for you.

CLARK

(meaning it)

Thank you…father.

Jor-El’s voice almost seems warm when he speaks.

JOR-EL

You’re welcome, son.

SCENE: METROPOLIS – EVENING

EXT. STREET

An energy blast SMASHES into the side of a parked car, sending it flying. People run for cover, screaming, as evil laughter fills the air. KRONOS is back.

Suddenly, there is a ROAR behind him, and CLARK super-speeds up behind the villain. 

CLARK

I was wondering when you were going to show up.

KRONOS

(turning)

That makes two of us, “superboy.”

CLARK

(badassedly)

Don’t call me that.

KRONOS

Oh, what should I call you then? “Teen of Steel?” “Cub Scout?” You’re too young to beat me, boy, otherwise you would have stopped me when I first brought you here.

CLARK

Maybe you’re right.

Kronos looks SHOCKED for a moment, then quickly hides it.

CLARK

(smiling devilishly)

But I know somebody who can. And I know where he keeps his keys.

Clark reaches into his pocket and pulls out a PHANTOM ZONE BRACELET, from the Fortress of Solitude. Before Kronos can react, Clark WHIPS it like a Frisbee towards him. It opens into a purple MAW behind the time bandit, the suction pulling Kronos off his feet and into the hole…he screams…

CLOSE on Clark’s hand as he grabs Kronos by the collar. He’s smashed his feet into the pavement to brace himself. They have to shout above the roar of the portal.

CLARK

You know, I’m not as strong as my older self. I don’t know how long I can hold you!

KRONOS

Oh God, please don’t let go!

CLARK

Switch me and my older self back where we belong, Kronos! It’s the only way out!

KRONOS

All right, all right! You win!

He reaches into his bandoleer and pulls out another CUBE, like the first one; he presses a couple buttons on it, then passes it off to Clark. The cube starts to glow brightly…

EXT. SMALLVILLE SKY – DAWN – PRESENT

The sun barely crests above the horizon, lighting everything in shades of orange and yellow. 

High above the town floats OLDER CLARK, drifting in the breeze as he stares at the sun rise. He’s FLYING. He gently soars higher when he starts to GLOW; he has just enough time to look down at himself before-

BOOM. A flash of white light OVERWHELMS the camera.

EXT. METROPOLIS – FUTURE

Kronos goes flying back, unsupported and screaming, into the portal – but a HAND shoots out and grabs him at the last second, easily pulling him out of the portal.

The man tosses Kronos to the ground, easily. He waves his hand, and the portal shuts, the bracelet flying to his hand.

KRONOS’S POV: looking up, the man above him seems ten feet tall in the sun’s setting light. SUPERMAN reaches up to his shirt’s buttons and, with a ROAR of TYMPANIS, tears it open to reveal the “S.”

EXT. SMALLVILLE SKY – MORNING

Clark materializes out of thin air – and INTO thin air. He’s a thousand feet up, and he has just enough time to realize it before he starts PLUMMETING to Earth. He throws his hands in front of his face as he shoots towards the ground – 

And STOPS, six inches above it. He hovers, body pointed straight down, just long enough for him to open one eye – then he FALLS to the ground.

END OF ACT.

ACT FOUR

SCENE: SMALLVILLE – PRESENT DAY

EXT. KENT HOUSE – ESTABLISHING

Back to normal on the farm. Clark is finishing up moving the hay bales to the loft; he shoots one like a basketball, effortlessly, twenty feet upwards. It lands in a pocket between two other bales; he pumps his fist in playful exuberance

CLARK

(smiling)

Yeah!

JONATHAN(O.S.)

Nice shot.

Clark turns to see his father carrying a shovel into the barn. Clark seems to FREEZE for a second before he notices his father is putting it AWAY.

JONATHAN

You want some help with that?

CLARK

I can handle it. Besides, I don’t want you to strain myself.

JONATHAN

(chuckling)

Strain myself? I’m feeling better than I have in years. 

(smiling)

Maybe I can run this farm without you.

He PATS Clark on the shoulder, then turns and walks out. As he goes, we CLOSE on Clark’s ear as he tilts his head and listens in on his father’s HEARTBEAT. It’s steady, slow, relaxed.

HEALTHY.

Clark just watches his father walk out, whistling. He turns back to his hay bales, and is about to throw one of them up when he notices an ENVELOPE stuck between the boards of the barn’s roof.

Clark LEAPS up and grabs the envelope. On the second story of the loft, he tears it open and finds a note that reads, simply:

TAKE CARE OF THE OLD MAN. I DID MY PART; NOW IT’S UP TO YOU TO DO YOURS. BUT DON’T BE AFRAID TO LIVE YOUR LIFE. YOU.

Clark stares at the letter in awe for a moment, then folds it back up and slaps it against his hand. He smiles.

EXT. KENT FARM – FUTURE

The Kent farm, looking vital and alive, sits in the sunshine. A red—and-blue BLUR shoots into the LOFT with a BOOM, and ADULT CLARK walks down and out of the barn a moment later. He strolls across the driveway, inhaling deeply.

JONATHAN(O.S.)

Thought I heard you come in.

Clark looks up to see JONATHAN, twelve years older, sitting on the porch with a magazine. He, too, wears glasses now.

CLARK

Of course. It’s Sunday.

Clark walks onto the porch as his father stands.

JONATHAN

Rumor has it your mother’s making lasagna tonight.

CLARK

Meat?

JONATHAN

You bet.

Clark smiles, and puts his arm around his father. Jonathan happily returns the gesture.

CLARK

Let’s eat, Pa.

END

