








CONFIDENTIAL

A frightened child awakes relieved &s the sun comes through
the window. A shopkeeper opens for the morning. A
streetsweeper goes by. The Daily Planet is delivered.

INT. CASTLE - MAIN HALL - DAWHN

Up con the screens, the balance of hope and despair starts to
ghift back the other way. It ruins Morpheus's morning.

MORPHEUS
What is this all about?

DELIA
Maybe they weren't all that
impressed by your big party.

He glares at her. Walke over, throws open the shutters to
glower at Metropolis and... ’

MORPHEUS'S POV

The light of the dawn behind the skyline bursts over the
buildings.

MORPHEUS

What's the matter with these
creaturaes? The sun comes up and
they act like it's a brand new
day!? Everything starts fresh?
Hope for the future?! I hate
this.

{beat; reconsidering)
This planet may be tougher than
it looks.

{calling out)
EBob!

Beb comes scurrying cut. Delia scratches behind hig ears.
Bob wriggles. - Morpheus grimaces but ignores it.

MORPHEUS
Bob. Tell me a little about how
thig Metropolis thing works. I
wanna fuck with it a little...

EXT. METROPCLIS - POLICE HEADQUARTERS. - DAY

Squad cars come and go. Criminals in long chains are lead

inside. The police look exhausted. But not broken or
cowed.

INT. PCLICE HEADQUARTERS - HALILWAY - DAY
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Morpheus and Delia, trailed by a wide-eyed Bob, traipse
through the hall towards the Chief of Police's office.
A loyal ASSISTANT tries to stop them... '

. ASSISTANT
Do you have an appointment?

MCRPHEEUS
I've come thirty-five million
miles. He'll see me.

Morpheus tosses open the door. Shuts it f£irmly in the
worried assistant's face. Bob stands guard outside.
There's nothing she can do. :

INT. CHIEF OF POLICE’S OFFICE - DAY

The CHIEF OF POLICE sits behind hiz mahogany desk. He
doesn’'t seem all that concerned.

MORPHETUS
Let's see if I've got this
straight. You're in charge of
all the police. The police
arrest the criminais.

CHIEF
Right.

MORPHEUS
8o if you tell the police to stop
arresting the criminals, they -
will.

The Chief laughs. The idea is so absurd.

CHIEF
I suppose s0.°
MORPHEUS
Good.
Morpheus concentrates. His head shimmers, wavers... He

finds nothing. He's surprised as hell.

MORPHEUS
{admiringly)
You are one tough son of a bitch.
You're not afraid of much of
anything.

CHIEF

You txy being Chief of Police.
After a couple of years you won't
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be afraid of anything either. It
goes with the job.

MORPHEUS
Look in the closet.

It's a command. Much to our shock the Chief does. We zee
from behind as he begins to moan and shake. We don't see
what's in the closet.

MORPHEUS
{to Delia)
When he was three his mother bung
herself. He found the body. It
had been there for three weeks.

Morpheus lays a gentle hand on his shoulder.
MORPHEUS

I don‘t think we should arrest
anymore criminals. If you don't
arrest anymore criminals, it will
go away. IE you do, it will
follow you around vour every
waking hour until you drop dead
from exhaustion or die of a heart
attack from vour own fear. Do we
understand each other?

He walks ocut of the office without waiting for an answer.

INT. POLICE HEADQUARTERS - HALLWAY - DAY

Morpheus turms to Bob as he exits,

MCRPHEUS

The Mayor, Garbage, and then that
Fire Chief guvy.

A long beat, then --=-

EXT. FIREABATTALiON HEADQUARTERS - DAY

Big red trucks, Dalmatians, all that shit.

INT. FIRE CHIEF'S OFFICE

The FIRE CHIEF is a tough, grizzled white-haired guy who
thought he'd seen in all until a few moments ago.

Tears run down his cheeks.

Morpheus walks around the room lighting things on-fire and
togsing them about. The place is half ablaze.
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MORPHEUS
Now what's the new rule?

FIRE CHIEF
We don‘t put out the fires.

MORPHEUS
When do we put out the fires?

FIRE CHIEF
We never put out the fires.

Morpheus beams. This cone has been tough.

MORPEEUS
Excellent.

Half a beat later, the sprinklers in the office go on.
Everything is drenched. The fires go out.

Morpheus turns to him. The fire chief looks momentarily
terrified beyond words then toughs his way back through it.

DELIA ‘
I*m gonna let that go, cause I
know you didn't mean that.

A moment of relief flickers across the Chief's face.
Replaced with anger. God, he bhates these two...

THE SCREEN

is filled with fire. Roiling red and corange. But it's not
the ecity ablaze, vet. It'm...

EXT. DAILY PLANET - ROOFTOP - SUNSET

..the huge orange ball directly behind the bronze globe of
the Daily Planet. Lois stands in front of the eclipse. A
moment later Jimmy Olsen appears through a roof hatch,
worried as hell... '

JIMMY
People are locking for you. They
want to kill you. Ik's too
dangerous for me to come up here
like this...

~ Lois is oddly calm.

LOILS '
I wanted you to loock at me and
understand what I'm saying.
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{she looks in hiz eyes)
i'm two months pregnant. T
wasn't pregnant two days ‘ago. At
this rate, in a week, I'm going
to have this baby.

Jimmy Just stares, it's imposgible. It doesgn't make senge.
But nothing makes sense right now.

LOIS (CONT'D)
I'm going to need s doctor,
probably a hospital. Can vyou
take care of it?

A beakb. He nods. She smiles. Strangely beatific and
serene. Down below there are fires, SCREARMS, SIRENS.
Chaos: She finde the locket hanging about her neck. Toys
with it a moment and...

LOIS
I misg him so...

They all do. But Loils most of all.

FADE oprT
Titles fade up and down: "One Week Later" over:
EXT. METROPOLIS - STREETS

Garbage is piled in the alleys. Wild dogs run. Police cars
go by in formation. Things have gotten worse.

EXT. METROPOLIES CENTRAL HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Guards at the gates, wreckesd cars and a burnt-out ambulances
git outside.

INT. METROPOLIS CENTRAL HOSPITAL - RECEIVING - NIGHT

The receptionist eyes the empty waiting area. Goes back to
her paper.

INT. HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - NIGHT

The place hasn't been swept in a week. A few brave doctors
make rounds.

INE. HOSPITAIL -~ BASEMENT

A huge industrial laundry for the hospital. A makeshift
delivery room has been secretly set up. Eguipment wheeled
in. Bheets hung to hide them in a corner. Jimmy bars the
door.
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CN AN ULTRASOUND MONITOR

In the half-ghostly image, an infant flicats in the womb.
Always a wonder. But if you know what to look for, you can
see the umbilical cord is wrapped around the child's neck.

1L0IS lies there, exhausted and beautiful. A NURSE soothes
her brow.

{(If we looks closely at -the nurse, we can see that she's
not fully human. She'’s part mutant...)

The DOCTORS know what to lock for. Not happy with what they
see on the monitor. BStep just out of earshot to confer ---

DOCTOR #1
{distressed)
The umbilical cord's around the
child's neck. We could lose the
mother and the baby. I can't do
this down here...

He locks arocund the basement anguished. This is nowhere to
do a Cesarean. Over their shoulders, unbeknownst to them,
the child, in utero, hears. ON THE MONITCOR, we see as it
reaches up, unwraps the cord.

The Doctors turnm back to give her the bad news...

DOCTOR #2
Lois. ..

He double-takes at the monitor. The First Doctor catches a

glimpse as well. Both astonished. A beat then ---

DOCTOR #1
Everything's gomnna be just fine.

cuT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL - CORRIDOR

A badly vandalized but still working old pay phone =et in
the wall. A WEASELLY-LOOKING GUY with a hospital badge
hangs up the phone. He's frightened by what he!s done. But
excited too. Almost sexually. Hurries down the hallway.
Into a set of service stairs.

INT. HOSPITAL - BASEMENT LAUNDRY ROOM - WIDE

The room is dark except for the glow of lights behind the
sheets. Shadows on the sheets. A cry from Lois, and then a
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sound, a quiet ROAR, like a huge rush of wind cresting a
mountain. The child is born.

INT. HOSPITAL - LOADING DOCK

. The weaselly-looking guy unlocks a heavy gecurity doox. A

LOWLIFE waiting outside exchanges a few words with him,
hands him a thick wad of cash. Trucks outside are backing
into the alley. The HORDE hunting Lois jumps out. Storms
into the hospital.

The weaszelly-looking guy remains a bit frightened by what
he's done. But still, all that cash. Stands there and
counts the money as they rush by.

The last guy rampaging through the door, looks over the
weasel and his loot. Waits a wmoment for the rest of the
horde to disappear around the cormer. Shoots the weasel in
the head, pockets the cash, and continues. :

INT. HOSPITAL - CORRIDORS

The horde disperses through the hospital. Some human, some
less so. @Guns and knives and clubs. They're here to kill.

INT. HOSPITAL - BASEMENT LAUNDRY ROOM

Lois holds the child. The doctors look relieved. A Pieta
moment , mother and child.

The child looks up at Leois. It is completely sentient.
Somehow she knows. Holds up the child and speaks to him ---

LOIS

You have the heart of your mother
and the steel of your father.

{beat)"
You are all the hope of the
world.

{about to cry)
And you're so beautiful.

The locket Clark gave her swings free of the hospital gowm.
The baby reaches out for the shiny thing. Wraps a chubby
hand around it and pulls. Baby superstrength. The chain
breaks. &he laughs. He burbles in return and ...

THE BRRRED AND BOLTED DOOR TO THE ROOM

is battered in. Jimmy is mowed down immediately. The room
is plunged into darkness. The Horde rampages in. Chaos and
blood... They doctors are slaughtered. The horde rushes
towards Lois. We see little. But clearly she is slain.
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THE NURSE runs. Runs in the darkness. Down abandoned
stairwells. Down. Down. Into the gloom. And then the POV
changes. Locking up at her, a huge looming but kindly face,
and we realize she carries the infant.

ON THE CHILD as a tear rolls down its tiny face. It blinks,
turns and loocks resolutely ahead.

THE NURSE heads down an underground tumnel. Little used,
draped with spider webs. As she hurries along, tearing
through the webs...

CLOSE ON THE BARBRY as a furiecus and particularly nasty black
and yellow spider lands on the infant's swaddling clothes
and makes its way up to the unprotected pink skin of his
face. :

THE BABY'S POV of the spider is sheer heorror. The thing is
huge, disgusting, and venomous. As it poises to sting him
in the forehsad ---

cUT TO:

INT. UNDERGROUND - HUGE NATURAL CAVERN - DAY

You could park a couple of 747's in here. OVERHEAD, looking
down as a partially human MUTANT crosses the immense expanse
and makes its way to a steel door set in the side. Begins
By knocking politely. Then harder. More insistently. Then
pounding. Then kicking, WEANG WHANG WHANG, against the
door. At length a panel opens.

capaMus (0.8.)
iz mute. It can grunt and kick at the doar by

CADAMUS (0.8}
Oh that's great. Let's go get
Cadamus. Send the mute guy.

The panel slams shut. The Mutant winds up to kick at the
door again, when it opens. DR. HARRY CADAMUS emerges. We
see nothing but the top of his bald head and his fraying
suit . .

The two travel back across the void.

MOVING WITH THEM - FROM BEHIND

We don't see Cadamus's face. He doeg however define the
word crotchety...
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CADAMUS
I really don't know why I'm
letting you do this. You folks
know I don't like to be
bothered...

INT. UNDERGROUND TUMNEL -~ MOVING THROUGH THE SEWERS

They head upwards. Cadamus continues his grumbling. Still
from behind...

CADAMUS
If I liked traipsing about, I
wouldn't be living by myself,
undexground, with the door
locked, vou know.

The creature doesn't respond in the slightest. Other
MOTANTS pass them headed the other way. Some just plain
homeless people as well. They all seem to know Cadamus.
Some nod respectfully, others just stare in surprise.

They reach an intersection, two sewer pipes cross. They
turn. Running towards them, barking happily, is a2 small
dog. He knows Cadamus. Unlike other dogs, this one is
completely on fire. The FLAME DOG seems really glad to sse
him. Cadamus is a little won over. Can't guite pet him,
cauge you'd burn yourself, but...

CADAMUS
Hey, hey boy... How you been?

Cadamus pulls a cigar out of his breast pocket and lights it
off the dog. They continue along, now trailing smoke,
Cadamus's face still unseen. He puffs along as they walk, a
little less cantankerous. ..
CADAMUS
This just better be good,
whatever the hell it is.

They turn into another pipe, slanting up, climbing closer to
the surface.

INT. SEWER PIPE - STORM DRAIN ENTRANCE - DAY

The creature nods to the entrance. Cadamus steps inside.
II¥Tr. SEWER PIPES - STOﬁM DRAINS - DAY

A baby lies in a makeshift crib in the center of the
chamber. The only light in the room comes from a manhole

cover above, rays of light beaming down, illuminating the
child. A kind of sewer créche...
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Actually, that's not the only light. For all around the
room, there are little blue flares and explosions. Like
marsh gas. Popping, expleding, burning, .. Some of themn,
if you look closely, even geem to have specific shapes.

Cadamis leang closer, closer... We finally see him as he
leans into the light. DR. HARRY .CADAMUS is an easy 120
vears old. His suit patched with duct tape, but his eyes
gtill hold a fiery intelligence... He grins. The kid's the
real thing.

CADAMUS
Hey, kid. Try to keep your
thoughts in your head. They're
exploding all over the room.
Peppie will stare.

The c¢hild locks up at him. And slowly, all the exploding
blue flames pull in cleose to his head, spin wildly arcund
like some kind of asteroid belt and then pull inside.

CADAMUS
You're the real thing. I thought
it was just a rumor,

In the corner, in the gloom, the nurse sits slumped against
the wall. Her uniform is stained red with klood, injured in
the attack, she's passed away since getting the child to
safety. Cadamus nods saddened, understanding what must have
happened. Cadamus looks back down at the baby. It too looks
sad for a wmoment, understands. The child still clutches the
gold locket in his hand. A beat. It BURBLES at Cadamus.
Harry can'‘t help but smile, won over... ‘

CADAMUS
Walre gonna need something to
call ya, kid.

Scome o0f the light that comes in from the manhole slants
across the wall, Two words are illuminated by the beam
amidat the verblade stenciled thers ---

8 Miles to the next zccessible flush juncticn
McGee Sewage and Sludge

Cadamis nods, saveorg the alliteration...
CADAMUS

Miles McGee... I think it works
just fine.
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Cadamus thinks for a moment, then whistles long and hard.
The Flame Doy comes running. The Mute Mutant grunts in
warning, that thing's dangercus for babies...

CADAMUS
Don't worry. This one can play
with that mutt. Boy needs a dog.

The dog rums by. The flaming canine leaping about. happily
licking the child's face. The kid grins and burbles.

Dog lies down on the flooxr at the base of the crib,
completely content, a burning banked fire. It's an oddly
comforting domestic scene. A kid in the sewer and a dog
burning at hig feet.

A beat. Cadamus reaches over, tries toc free the locket from
the child’e hand. He couldn't peel the fingers away if he
wanted to. Miles stares into Cadamus's eyes, decides he
truste him, and lets it go. Harry sees the broken clasp,
he'll repair it later... He picks the child up. Can't
quite believe this turn of events, but steps out into the

OUTER HALLWAY SEWER PIPE
and as this odd parade heads off...

CUOT TO:
EXT: METROPOLIS - VARIOUS LOCATIONS - NIGHT

A fire burnms ocut of contrel. And ancther. And another.
At the worst fire of all, a fire truck pulls up. Followed
by two more. The Fire Chief gets out. He's muttering,
waving, half out of his mind, fighting off his personal
demong, but still he leads the charge against the fire.

We PULL BACK TO REVEAL --- '

INT. CASTLE - WIGET

That all of this is being displayed on the screens sprouting
from the walls. Morpheus watches.

MORPHEUS
Look at that old fool. He's
scared out of his mind, and he's
still doing it.

UP ON THE SCREEN, a beam collapses, burying the Fire Chief
in flame. .

MORPHEUS
Oh well.
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Morpheus sits in a throne chair in the wmiddle of the room
completely made of bones. Twirling, spinning, watching from
screen to screen: Bar graphs of good and evil of wvarious
parts of the city. Maps, views of street corners and views
of various acts of violence taking place. Views that look
almost like thermal maps, measuring hope and evil and good.
And yet still, pockets cf hope can be seen holding out
against the encroaching fear.

Morpheus SIGHS. Delia, revealed to be sitting atop one of
the screens, legs dangling, takes pity on him. '

DELIA
What?

MORFBEUS

Hope. These people cling to
hope. I hate 1t. It's
irrational. If they'd just open
their eyes and loock around,
they'd realize there is no hope.

{then)
The fires don't get put out, the
cops barely arrest anyone, people
give up, crawl into their beds,
hope they die before they wake...
And then the damn sun rises
again. And it's a brand new day.
Uhh.

{then)
I like it when they sleep, I like
it when they give in to theixr
fears, I love the nightlife, I
like to boogie... This day thing
is getting in wy craw.

DELTIA
You could destroy the sun.

He considers. There are downsides to everyone on the planet
freezing to death. Decides against it.

) MORPHEUS
I've been too nice.

DELIA
That's always bsen your problem.

He misses the garcasm completely.

MORPHEUS
They're no pushovers these
people. Killing large numbers of
them won't break their spirit.
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I've read their history.
i {then}
; o Bob. ..
: {as Bob appears...)}
All right, new plan. These
religious types are a particular
pain in ass. I want you to burn
cut those Tibetan monks today.
Nothing fazes those guys. End of
: the world, they don‘t care. And
! those Amish guys... We're gonma
; hafta carpet bomb the whole
region. Pity, I liked those
hats.
{the clincher)
And then I want more people to be
asleep. All the time. Having
nightmares., Go get me some.
Bring them here.

BOR
Right, bosgs.
(starts to leave; an
afterthought)
i How many?

MORPHEUS
Eighty, a hundred thousand.

Bob stops. That's a let. Even Delia is inmpressed.

i MORDPHEUS
B ‘ Be subtle.

BOB
You want me to steal a hundred
thousand people and be subtle?

MORPHEUS

and pick up the pace a little on
the chaos and fear, it all helps.

(then explaining)
When I have eighty or a hundred
thousand people under my control,
I'11 have the power their herc
once had. And he could have

H ruled this planet if he had any
: ambition.
: DELIA
' Like you.
B MORPHEUS

Like me. Exactly. Fear will
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overwhelm the planet, hope will
be banished, and 1'11 be king.
And no one will be able to stop
ne .

Delia approves heartily. Bob nods, heads cut, figures he
might as well get started. 1It's a lotta work.

EINT. UNDERGROUND CAVERN - RIVERBANK - DAY

A gigantic underground river rushes by. A huge bridge left
over from a subway system, abandoned or never built, lies on
the bank. The bridge is moving, bobbling about. There's
something under it.

The Flame Dog stands nearby watching, panting anxiously.
Cadamus watches as well. We don't know who Cadamus is
talking to as ---
CADAMUS
The only thing I can figure ig
that vou're growing
geometrically. It doesn't seem
to be straight line so it's hard
¢ to figure when you'll be fully
matured, but at this rate, guick.
. {beat)
, . Most kids don't turn three
; overnight. .

; And then this little kid comes out. Drops the sixty ton

; bridge with a RESOUNDING THUD. He's holding a tennig ball.

: Throws it for the dog who chases it happily and brings it
back under ---

[NOTE: The figure is held in silhouette, toddler, twe or
three years o0ld. Between the darkness and being backlit
by the deg, we never see his features.]

CADAMUS
Doesn't it catch on fire?

KID
Nao. He has lots of drool.

The kid winds up to throw the ball again. Cadamus stops
him.. He's warned him before.

CADAMUS
Not that way, kid. Methane
pocket .

KID

Methane - a colorless, oderless,
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gaseous alkane, CH, present in
natural gas and formed by the
decomposition of vegetable matter
ag in marshes and mines, or
produced artificially by heating
carbon monoxide and hydrogen; it
ig the simplest alkane and is
used in fuel, a socurce of carbon
black, etc.

CADAMUS
Bad for doggy.

Cadamus makes the sound of a explosion. The toddler sadly
echoes him. Hugs the doggy. Throws the ball the other way.
The dog fetches it. The game continues as Cadamus wanders
over. An aged figure and the gilhouette of a small boy ---

CADAMIIS
Let me see your hand.

He holds the small hand in his. Turns it over. And back.
Then flicks it with his finger. It CLANGS like striking an
iron fence post. ‘

CADAMUS
You're hardening too.
KID
Is that good?
CADAMUS

Up to a point. It's good to be

tough. ZIt‘s not good to be hard.
{(kindly)

Go play with your dog.

~ KID
(running off)
It's goed to play with the dog.

CADBMUS

Yeah.

{softly; to himself)
Enjoy it while you can, kid. I
think you're growing up so damn
fast cause if you don't, there
woen't be a world to save by the
time you get there.

As the Flame Dog barks happily and the little boy chases

him, in the glow of the fire of the dog, we can see glinkting
around the boy's néck, the now-repaired heart-shaped locket
his mother once wore.
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EXT. CASTLE - NIGHT

The castle sits ominously on the hillside looking over the

city. Nothing moves. A beat, then we move down towards
Metropolis and «--

EXT. BOWERY - NIGHT

Bobk prowls through back alleys, past crack dems, shooting
galleries, whorehouses, child porn palaces. Half a dozen
helper follow him. Some big and buff, some small and
weaselly.

ON A STREET BY THE BUS STATION

An oddly sexy do-gooder type with a clipboard talks to a
couple of wretched locking teen runaways.

RUNAWAY
That place... ZI've heard things
about that place...

DO-~GOODER
There's beds up there, honey.
It's warm, it's dry. What else
are you locking for?

she smiles.at one of the boys. The castle's frightening,
but right now, it doesn't seem like such a bad idea.

INT. FANCY HOTEL - BAR - NIGHT
A drop dead blonde plays with a businessman's tie.

BLONDE
I know a place we can go. No one
will ever lock for yvou there...
You loock tired, honey.
{her hand creeps off-
sereen into his lap)
Hard day...?

INT. CASTLE - TURBINE ROOM - NIGHT

A giant cylindrical structure inside a round room. The
cylinder is entirely made up of alcoves filled with beds.
All but one are occupied with sleeping patrons. A runaway
is led in. As. she occupies the last bed, face restraints
slap down, tubes REM monitors, calipers, catheters...

The layer is f£illed. The entire structure walls itself
over, sprouts new beds in another layer. A beat later,

CONFIDENTIAL ' ‘ S WB010812
2282



47

someone elge comes in for a bit of restful slumber, none the
wiser.

EXT. CASTLE - DAY

The castle swells. Sewer lines snake downhill. Walls and
buttresses sprout. It grows slowly down the hill.

INT. UNDERGROUND - SEWER TUNNELS/CAVERN - DAY

The kid, now seven, races through the underground. He's
riding a bike someone has abandoned that has ended up down
here. The Flame Dog races along behind.

Various homeless people and mutants smile as the kid goes
past. There aren't wvery many children down here. No one
knows he-ig any more or less special than any other nine
year old. ’ o

He buzzes up to the doorway to Cadamus's lab.
INT. CADAMUS'S LABR - UNDERGROUND - DAY

Cadamus and the kid in the lab. The kid's zeated at a lab

table waiting for something as Cadamus rummages in a box
behind him. ..

Ag, ON THE CUT, Cadamus finds what he wants, a length of
lead pipe and SMASEES this small boy over the head with a
it. The kid doesn't react. He scratches his nose. Cadamus
makes a notation. Does a guick Rockwell hardness test on
him. Then --~

CADAMUS
This may hurt.

SUPERMAN
You keep saying that.

CRDAMUS
This reallyv may hurt.

Cadamus has something up his sleeve. But for once, even he
seems a little apprehensive.

CADBMUS
Here.

He hands him a small lead box. The kid cpens it, takes out
green slightly luminescent rock. Cadamus watches clogely.
ready to act.

KID
Ughhh .
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CADAMUS
What?

XKID
I itch.

Sure encugh he's got hives. Scratches them. SNIFFLES.

KID
What is this atuff?

He SNEEZES. Things are flung in all directions from the
supersneeze. Cadamis is forced to grab onto a lab rail to
stay where he is. He's blown horizontal.

CADAMUE
Kryptonite. You're allexgic to
it. Put it back in the box
before you sneeze again and
damage something.

The kid tosses the rock back in, slams down the lid. A
beat. He moves towards a huge computer in the corner.

KIDh
I wanted fo ask yvou about this.

CADAMUS
It’s a computer.

The kid can't believe that Cadamus just said that. what
does he think he is, six? He flicks it on, his fingers £ly
across the keys faster than we can follow, information flies
by ag ---

KiD
It's a Sun WorkStation, I know
what it is, Harry. But I came
acrogs this...

ON THE SCREEN

Video and articles flicker by denoting Cadamus's

history. Harvard, MIT., Turing Fellowship, Head of the
Cadamus Project. BAnd then it stops, freezing on one group
picture of Harry and a bunch of scientists looking  young,
optimistic and brilliant. An attractive young woman stands
next to Harry holding his hand.

- KID
It ends here. Xinda suddenly.
This is the last news clipping.
You're announced to run the
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Cadamus Projechk. Very
impressive. Then vou disappear.

CADAMUS
{reticent)
They classified everything.

Kipb
There are dogs down here that
burn, pecple with two inch thick
skin... These things don't exist
anywhere in research or fiction.
I've read everything now. But
they're all down here. Who are
these pecple? I like 'em and
all, but what's going on?? And
how come you disappeared off the
face of the earth?

‘Cadamus knew this gquestion would come.
exactly proud of the answer...

CADAMUS
They're not all exactly people.
Some of them are just homeless,
some prefer it down here like me,
and some of them... are DNAliens.
I built them. 21l of them. It
was the worst thing I ever did.

EID
How do you build people??

CADAMUS

Recombinant DNA work. It gtarts
small. Cne day yocu're trying to
build a better tomato, cows that
give more milk and the next,
you're genetically encoding
creatures to work in the nuke
plants and live. We should have
never screwed around with it.

{then)
We had to napalm most of Nebraska
when one of the experimental
tomato strains got out of control.
It was growing at a hundred acres
an hour. We had to go to scorched
earth. You would have thought we
would have learned f£rom that.

{sadly)
Jones and Ziffren died of some
strain of cancer that tock them in
twelve hours. Had to melt the

He's not
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lab. Fourteen thousand degrzes.
Killed everything. No one
survived. I aged to a hundred and
twenty im two days. Then stopped.
They wanted me to go back to work.
Called it a minor setback. I fled
down here.

{trying to explain)
Most of the DNAliens came with
me. The surface has no use for
them. They treat them like
freaks. I guess they are. Some
of them have left, some are
decent, some are mean and
horrible just like regular
people. You'll meet them all one
day, I'm sure...

The kid points at the woman on the screen in the group
picture beside Cadamus.

KIb
That was your wife.

WE PUSH IN. She's in her eighth month.

CADAMUS (0.S.)

Yeah.
KIDb
(sofrliy)
You were going to have a kid.
CADAMUS
A son.
XD
You never did.
-~ CADAMUS
No.
KID
I'm soxrry.

Cadamus reaches down, ruffles the kid's hair. This is the
onty kid he'll ever have. They both know it.

EXT. CASTLE -~ DAY
The castle is now enormous. It covers acres. Slowly starts

to encroach on a housing development. The homeocwners fight
hack with axes and shovels and fire.
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EXT. METROPOLIS - LARCHMONT - DAY

On the far side of the city, a heavily fortified district
holding back the criminals and chaos. Heavily armed private
security, security gates, walls. The rich thinking they can
keep the world at bay.

Ladies who lunch still lunch. A SWEET YOUNG THING, pleated
skizrt and all, leaves a book shop, turns the sign over to
*Qut For Lunch" walks past the carefully tended leafy trees
to an outdoor cafe. -

IN A STORM SEWER - BACK IN THE SHADOWS

hungry red eyes observe her progress. Something watches in
the dark. Licks ite lips hungrily, for sex or food, we
can't guite tell. It disappears.

She's halfway across the street when the sinkhole appears.
Sucks her down as the pavement and earth give way.

There are horrible noises. THe thing has his way with her.
The guards rush to the edge, but she's gone. They can't
shoot without killing her. Then from the look on the face
of one of them, we can see that he decides that it's the
kindest thing to do. Ewmpties hie Ml6 into the hole. We
don't see why, we just get to imagine. The cthers join in.

A beat. Whatever has been done, is done. The first guard
walks away from the sinkhole, sickened by what he's seen ---

One of the ladies who lunch begins to cry and scream.
Nowhere is safe-

INT. CASTLE -~ MAINlHALL - SCREENS - DAY

Morpheus watches the tail end of this and laughs and laughs
and laughs. " In the b.g. a strange mechanized creaticn made
of bits of other machines traps and kills a mutant. Delia

watches happily.

INT. UNDERGROUND - CADAMUS'S LIVING QUARTERS - DAY

An odd conglomeration of found cobjects, luxury, and lab
equipment. A bachelor's space. The kid, now eleven, wanders
arcund, looking over stuff. We only see the back of his
head for now. : :

Cadamus comes out of bathroom carefully tying hlS tie. An’
odd affectation, considering his frayed suit.

CADAMUS
We're gonna do gomething today.
We're gonna check your vision.
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My vision is fine, old guy.

. CaDaMUs .
You can see what's going on at
the far end of the rcom?

The kid gives him a look, what are you kidding?

CADAMUS (CONT'D}
How about the room past that?
And past that?

Kid locks again. 1Is Cadamus kidding? Seemingly not. He
locks, locks and then all of a sudden... WHAM. He can see
rhrough one room the next and the next and...

We see ag well. It's dizzying and indeed as we cut back to
the kid, now we see him, he's holding his head reeling,
vertigo hag hit him hard.

KID
I'd rather you hadn't shown me I
could do that.

CADAMUS
Listen.
KID
I'm listening.
CADAMUS

Neo, really listen. Two rooms
away there’'s a radio on. Out in
the hall, I'm sure someones's
talking. ..

The kid looks at him. He's serious again. Listens.
Listens. 2And then it hits him, like a wave. Bvery sound
for blocks, for miles around. A mighty cacophony of bits of
conversation, music, traffic noise... We hear it all.

The kid grdbs his head, dizzy and overpowered by it all.
He can see Cadamus's lips moving as he stares at him in
terror, but he can't make out the words. He repeats a
phrase over and over. Finally it emerges from the discord:

CADAMUS
Pick out my voice. Pick out my
voice. ..

And then it's once again the only thing we can hear. The
kid wraps his arme around Cadamus. Hugs him tight.
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. XID
I didn‘t like that much.

CADAMUS
It's okay. You'll learn.. The
problem with being receptive to
that much information is learning
to winnow out what you want.
Humans have it tooc. Do you pay
attention to the girl in the
crosswalk, or the light, or the
song on the radio. You just have
it about ten thousand times
worge. It'll be okay.

The kid hugs him azgain. The kid pauses, something on his
mind, he's not sure how to broach it...

KIiD
Harry... I'm not like other
kids. ’

CADAMUS
No.

Cadamus doesn't explain. Just hugs him again.
INT. SEWER PIPES -~ DAY

The kid, now 13, wanders along. Upwards. He's in a storm
sewer, Approaching the surface. We can hear the sounds of
traffic, people. He pauses, climbs up a set of iron rungs
in a vertical ghaft.

INT. SEWER PIPES - DAY

He enters the highest level. Right beneath the street.
Light filters down from manhcle covers and storm drains. He
looks upwards longingly.

There's trash along the floor of the tunnel, swept down by
the rain and street cleaning. He scuffles his feet through
it. Kicking through newspapers, hamburger wrappers, comic
books. And then he kicks past one particular comic book.
Buperman.

He doegn't know why. But he picks it up. Starts to page
through.

IN the comic books -- Superman has incredible strength.
Superman can hear through walls. Superman has x-ray vision.

T It's all too familiar. ..

53

WB010819
2289




g e e

LA

CONFIDENTIAL

54

Miles 1s devastated. Dumbfcundeé_ Digs through the trash
for more. Reads. Reads.

INT. UNDERGROUND CAVERN

A huge underground cave. The kid standg atop a cliff over
looking the cavern. In his hand is a Superman comic.
Opened to a page where Superman flies.

WIDE

The kid launches himself off the side of the cliff. He gets
some distance just from the superstrength of his legs. Then
falls like a stone. Drops a hundred feet. SHMASHES to the
ground. The Flame Dog comes over warlly to see if he's hurt
or just crazy.

Superman rolls face up, brushes off the dust. He's angry,

feels stupid, betraved.

INT. CADAMUS'S LAB - NIGHT

Sparks fly. A grinding wheel SCREAMS to a stop. Cadamus
flips up a pair of safety goggles. cChecks his work. It's
cloth, grey, metallic, almost like chain mail. Doesn't like
something he sees. Turns to a punch press. SLAMES it down.
Sixty tons of pressure. Picks it up, shakes it out. We can
see an arm, a shoulder, a glove... He's building a new
iniform. He opens a small steel box. Inside is the charred
blue and black S medallion from the front of Superman's
uniform. )

Shuts the box and wheels an arc welder over. He's about to
go back to work when the kid stalks in. Cadamus shoves his
work aside where it.can't be seen. Loocks the kid over...

CADAMUS
You've grown since yesterday. I
figure you should top out right
about gix feekt.

The kid tosses a comic book on the table in front of him.
Furious. The final issue, "The Death of Superman. ®

KIb
You knew. .You knew and you
didn't tell me. You knew who wmy
father was.

Cadamus wasn’t expecting this. Nods slowly.
KID

(anguished)
You should have told me.
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CADAMUS
- Maybe.

KID
{then; softly)
Who was my wmother?

CADAMUS
I don't know,.

The kid heads for the door. ¢Cadamus is no fool ---

CaDaMUS
Where do you think youire you
going?

KID

(beat; then)
To the surface. I'm geoing to go
look for my mother.

CADAMUS

I knew your father. I knew him
when he was at his most powerful.
And he’s dead. You read it,
right? You're not ready.

{then)
I love you, kid. Maybe I was
wrong. Maybe I should have told
you. But there was no Ma and Pa
Kent to raise you this tine.
Just me. And I'm trying to do
what 's best for you as best I
know how, okay?

The kid doesn't know what to do. He's torn in every
direction. He kicks out hard against a steel pillar nearby.
It RINGS like it's been hit by a truck. He storms out.
Cadamus heaves a sigh. Goes back to work.

CADAMIIS
{to himself)
The good news is you'll only be
thirteen for another hour and a
half. And I have sewing to do.
Troublesome punk.

But it's hit Cadamus hard. Maybe he should have told him.

. But there's no Dr. Spock for the son of Superman.

CuTr TO:
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EXT. METROPOLISZ - DOWNTOWN - DAY

Metropolig National Bank. BEXPLOSION inside. The vault is
blown. Windows shatter. A beat later, the crew escapes,
bags of money in hand, into a waiting getaway car. SIRENS,
Three police cars come screaming around the corner.

For a moment, it feels like your standard chase. Bulldings
whooshing by. Red lights flashing. Except these three
police cars are beat to shit. Machine gun holes stitched
acrogs them, windows missing, bodywork crumpled. ‘The MPD isg
going to hell. One by one, the robbers shake them, until a
single police car follows.

On the street as they roar by, a gingle SRL machine roarse
along the other way, a giant steel claw sticking out one
side, terrorizing everything in its path. It just misses
them. The city's gone to shit.

The crew leads the cops down a long narroew street. The
entrance is blocked off as they come in. Molotov cocktails
are huried from the roofs on both sides. The police car is
soon nothing but a flaming ball.

Inside one cop sprays the car down with a fire extinguisher
as the other drives and screams their location into the
radio.

OVERHEMD a police/fire waterdrop helicopter wheels in the
sky. Finds them below and drops its load of retardent onto
the burning car. 1It's become an everyday experience.
Strafes the rooftops with machine gun fire chasing away the
rest of the crew. '

Down below, the two cops get out and examine the wreckage of
their police car. The cop who was driving kicks angrily at
the smoking hulk. :

COoPp
It ain't worth it no more. No
cne gives a shit anymore anyhow.
There's no dawn hope left in the
whole city.

CUT TO:
INT. CADAMUS'S LAS - HALLWAY - NIGHT
Silent. Empty. Dark. A figure walks down the hall. The
flame dog beside him. Stops at a heavily padlocked steel

door. Pauses. Reaches out and crushes the padlock in his
hand. ©Opens the door. ;
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INT. CADAMUS'S LAB - WORKSHOP -~ NIGHT

A single bulb burns. In the middle of the room on a wire
form the grey uniform hangs. Finished.

The figure approaches. Stops by the uniform. His hands
trace the shield on the front of the uniform -- charred,
black and grey and blue and purple. Torn and patched. His
father's "S*. Welded onto the front of the new uniform.

We see the YOUNG ADULT SUPERMAN's face now for the first
time. A tear rums down. Touches the *8" again. 7The Flame
Dog, burning softly in the background, whines, concerned.

He just stands there, finger tracing the "8", tears rclling
down. They hit the floor with weight and substance, a soft
booming echo with each drop. A beat. He wipes away the
tears. Turns to the dog ---

SUPERMAN
Screw him. I'm ready. .

EXT. METROPOLIS - SKYLINE ~ DUSK
As the sun sets red behind the smoking city.
INT. POLICE STATION - LOCKER ROOM - NIGHT

The cop f£rom the bank robbery opens his locker.
Overwhelmed. Sits down. Beging to cry.

INT. CASTLE - BEDROOM - NIGHT
Morpheus watches on screen. Gloats.

MORPHEUS
Yesossg. ..

DELIA
Every little bit helps.

On another screen, the bar graphs contirme to climb,
Percentages rise. The MCI style number of People Who Have
Given Up Hope flickers ever higher...

MORPHEUS
{hopeful)
Maybe he'll shoot himself with
his own gqun. Right there in the
locker room. And depress some’
other cops. ..
(breaks into a
celebratory twist)
This could be the night...
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There’s a LOUD SHARP REPORT. The cop disappoints him, he’s
Jjust SIAMMED his lccker shut instead. Morpheus shrugs. It
doesn’t really matter.

MORPHEUS
Nothing can stop us now anyhow.

Delia beckons him over for some triumphani whoopee. He
doesn’t know it, but he’s dead fucking wrong.

COT TO:
EXT. STREET - NIGHT

No power con this street. Darkness. A manhole cover is
pushed aside from underneath. Someone crawls cut. As the
figure emerges, stands there in the street, an eighteen
wheeler looms up from behind. The figure is backlit,
featureless. The truck locks its brakes, no time, SMASHES
into the figure.

The DRIVER and his BUDDY get out. Rush to the front of the
truck. Stare.

BUDDY
Jesus, Stan, what’d you hit?

The front grill of the truck is smashed in in the outline of
a perscn. No ordinary person: This guy musta been made of

iron. Or Steel... The two look at each other in amazement.
What the hell??

cur TO:
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