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Professor Hamilton alights off his BMW motorcycle, and taking 
off his helmet, looks at the open door of the laboratory.

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
No!

A WHITE CUBE TRUCK SCREECHES around the building, emerging 
from the back entrance and speeding away into the night. 
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Professor Hamilton enters the hallway: blue emergency lights 
shine in the darkness. He reaches for a LIGHT SWITCH: CLICK! 
CLICK! Nothing.

Slowly walking down the hall, Professor Hamilton hears SOUNDS 
from the genetics laboratory. His hand shaking, he lifts his 
keys and shines the small portable flash light attached to 
his keys.

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
H-Hello...Anyone there?
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Professor Hamilton, hesitantly, turns into the room to see 
HENCHMEN. They are dressed in black latex-like material suits 
and wear full face masks with gill-like mesh eye slits.

Two Henchmen at either side of the lab’s largest wall blast 
through the concrete with large hand-held laser guns as 
what’s left of the WALL CRUMBLES--revealing two large trucks 
parked in position outside.

The blue emergency lights bathe the room in an eerie glow.  
In the center of the room with his back to the door is the 
Figure from the cemetary.

The Figure is dressed in a similar black suit, but his has a 
red stripe that runs diagonally across the front and back. 
And he has no mask; instead, Professor Hamilton sees the back 
of what seems to be a white porcelain head.

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
What--What are you doing?

The Henchmen turn for a moment, look at their leader, but 
keep emptying the lab of all its equipment. And the Figure 
just starts to LAUGH.



FIGURE
(a menacing laugh 
preceding a sinister 
voice)

Professor Hamilton...Professor Emil 
Hamilton...Did you think you were 
they only one who had inventions? 
The only one who had creations?

And with this, the Figure turns around to reveal a porcelain 
face with the facial features and expressions of a human face 
but no identifying layer of skin. The Figure is Alexander 
Luthor and for the first time his disfigured face is seen.

The blast in which Cyborg killed his father decimated his 
face. His muscle and skin structures were rebuilt with a 
synthetic mix of plastics that form into a semblance of white 
porcelain that imitates human skin.

FIGURE/ALEXANDER LUTHOR
Do you see what your creation made 
me?

Professor Hamilton steps back toward the doorway. But one of 
the Henchmen steps in behind him and closes the exit.

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
I, I don’t know?

ALEXANDER LUTHOR
My father offered to buy this lab--
to make it into something, 
something for the good of science. 
For the good of Metropolis. But 
you, you had to have to have it for 
your hand, for your...your 
students, your cyborg!

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
Who? Who are you?

Alexander stops.

ALEXANDER LUTHOR
Oh, I forgot. You don’t...

He laughs a sinister laugh. And then his hand reaches to his 
face.

ALEXANDER LUTHOR (CONT’D)
You don’t recognize who I am, do 
you?

He leans in toward the Professor.
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ALEXANDER LUTHOR (CONT’D)
Well, let me help you.

Alexander presses a button on the silver band that surrounds 
his neck and a holograph that is almost skin-like in its 
perfection overlays the definition-less face. The holograph 
is linked precisely to the constructed face so every movement 
of the face is matched by its movement.

This creates an eerie semblance of Alexander Luthor’s 
original face.

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
(gasping)

Alexander!

ALEXANDER LUTHOR
Now you remember!

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
Your father...I didn’t know his 
intentions for S.T.A.R. Labs. I 
couldn’t have my research fall into 
the wrong hands.

(drawing back)
Please!

Professor Hamilton backs into the Henchman behind him, who 
shoves the Professor forward toward Alexander.

PROFESSOR HAMILTON (CONT’D)
Ah!

Alexander grabs the Professor.

ALEXANDER LUTHOR
But it did, didn’t it? You created 
something that even you cannot 
control. And then you created 
another one to try and stop it! 
Didn’t you?

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
No. They’re not. Hank...the Cyborg. 
He’s not what I created. I built 
his body...not this--not! Not-- 
Clark...

At this, Professor Hamilton grabs Alexander’s arm with his 
cyber-arm, trying to wring himself free. But Alexander throws 
him toward a wall.

By now the Henchmen have emptied the lab of almost all of its 
equipment, leaving the room empty save for their tools.
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ALEXANDER LUTHOR
What did you say? That name. 
Clark?...If you didn’t create this, 
then who did? Who gave him those 
powers? Who game him the power to 
kill my father?

(beat as he begins to 
recollect)

Beacause I saw them, you know. Two 
figures fighting in the night. And 
whatever power they had...whatever 
great, God-like power I saw in the 
darkness of that night, I want it.

Professor Hamilton struggles to rise. Alexander, snapping 
back to the moment, shuts off his holographic and approaches 
the Professor, grabbing him and slamming him against the 
wall.

ALEXANDER LUTHOR (CONT’D)
Look at my face! Look at my face! 
Look at the nothingness I am 
become.

Professor Hamilton struggles.

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
I--I didn’t create...I didn’t 
create the thing that killed your 
father. Any of them--I believe in 
science. I believe in the good of 
science. But something--

Alexander throws the Professor again, who flies across the 
room and crashes into a table.

ALEXANDER LUTHOR
Then give me a name! You said 
“Clark”, who is that? He’s the 
other one, isn’t he? The weaker 
Cyborg?

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
(bleeding, losing his 
breath)

I didn’t. There is no--

Alexander grabs him and slams the Professor’s back against 
the table. His eyes, which now are a collection of 
microscopic cameras behind a holographic image of an eye, 
glare at the Professor.
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ALEXANDER LUTHOR
Why do you lie to me? When you know 
I have lost everything? When you 
know vengence is all I have?

The Professor stuggles, reaching his cyber arm up to hold off 
Alexander.

ALEXANDER LUTHOR (CONT’D)
(yelling an order)

Grab his arms. Grab his legs.

A set of Henchmen pin the Professor to the table; Alexander 
wanders the room toward one of the lasers lying in a corner.

ALEXANDER LUTHOR (CONT’D)
Clark. Clark. Clark. Clark. You 
said it and now I’m going to find 
out what it means...

Alexander turns on the LASER. Pointing it downward, it CUTS 
through the LAB FLOOR as he brings it towards the Professor’s 
cybernetic arm.

Raising his head from the table, Professor Hamilton screams.

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
No!

ALEXANDER LUTHOR
But before I leave, I’m going to 
shorten things around here.

Alexander brings the laser toward Professor Hamilton’s arm.

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
No, don’t! It’s a living thing. The 
alloy has cells, living cells. NO!

ALEXANDER LUTHOR
Hold his arm!

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
Alexander! Don’t become your 
father. Don’t want what isn’t 
yours!

ALEXANDER LUTHOR
(drawing the laser closer)

I just want a name. Just a name.

PROFESSOR HAMILTON
(struggling)

Alexander!
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At this, Alexander stops the laser; he draws his face close 
to the Professor’s.

ALEXANDER LUTHOR
You know, hearing you yell 
that...it just seems too long. Like 
your arm.

(beat as a holographic set 
of eyes stare into a 
human set)

Let’s cut it down to just Lex. Lex 
Luthor.

And with this Lex whips the laser into Professor Hamilton’s 
arm.

CUT TO:
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A masked Henchman turns his black, expressionless face toward 
the lab as Professor Hamilton’s shrill scream resonates into 
the night.
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