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            A Sense of Ending

         
 
         
            A conversation between Christopher Nolan, Jonathan (Jonah) Nolan and David S. Goyer, chaired by co-producer Jordan Goldberg 
            

         
 
         
            JORDAN GOLDBERG The editor of the book, Walter Donohue, has likened the work the three of you have done on the trilogy to scaling Mount Everest. And now that you’ve come down from the mountain, what do you think of your accomplishment?
            
 
            CHRISTOPHER NOLAN When you look back at the three films together, I can’t imagine having done them as one project, the way Peter Jackson did with the Lord of the Rings trilogy. That to me would be inconceivable. The only way I am able to do films is to put into each film as much as I can, trying to make it as big as possible. So at the end of this trilogy, I look back and see a lot of scale, a lot of different things we did and a lot of places we went to.
            
 
            DAVID S. GOYER What amazes me is that going back nine years ago to when we first started talking – you were clear even when we were working out Batman Begins that you wanted to take each film one step at a time and not do sequel bait. And I remember when we started talking about The Dark Knight and The Dark Knight Rises, how it was a very organic conversation – we would just sort of cast about whether or not there was a story worth telling. What’s remark able to me is that it wasn’t planned as a trilogy, and yet you look at the final film – and it feels like a perfect fusion of Batman Begins and The Dark Knight – it’s just remarkable how unified the whole thing feels, but yet it was done in this piecemeal fashion.
            
 
            CN I wouldn’t say ‘piecemeal’ so much as an ‘evolving’ fashion, wanting to live through the process as we were creating it. We certainly had conversations very early on about where would this story go if you were to do sequels, but we quite consciously pushed those questions to the back-burner and said we don’t want to save anything or hold back anything. We want to put everything into every story we’re telling – and then see where it goes. We had the pleasure of living through the story and evolving the story over time. To go back to the Lord of the Rings analogy, those books were written over time. So, Peter Jackson had the advantage in that that time had already been put in; he was able to take that and see it as a whole from the outside. For Batman Begins, I felt we needed to live within it and take our time with it and try to make one great film. And then, if we were interested in doing another, try and make another great film. I never really thought we’d get to three films, but I’m very glad we did. And I think they do hold together as one cohesive story.
            
 
            DSG I certainly never thought we’d get to three films. I was kind of amazed when we got to The Dark Knight and thought, [laughing] ‘There’s no way we’re going to do another one!’
            
 
            JG After reading all the scripts, again, it occurred to me that what you guys have done collectively is turn a piece of pop-culture iconography into a modern-day hero’s story that will stand the test of time because it comes across as a contemporary myth. Was that the intent? Was that part of the design? The scripts speak to what it means to be a hero, and in doing so, define the nature of the modern hero.
            
 
            JONATHAN NOLAN I don’t know how conscious that was – or whether that was a consideration for Chris and David in terms of talking story about these films. When I was in high school, I had a Latin class where we had to read the Greek epics: the Iliad and the Odyssey. What struck me about the Iliad was the reason for its enduring appeal is it’s an examination of what it means to be a man: how to make decisions, how to reconcile irreconcilable things, what to do with feelings of anger and revenge. And I think, to a degree, maybe some of that filtered into the writing of the trilogy. What’s interesting to me about the Bruce Wayne character is that he wrestles with these things; that there is a code at play, one that’s very difficult. One of the key differences between our films and the previous films was revisiting the canon in terms of the idea that Batman doesn’t kill people. He’s this incredibly dark, vengeful, wrathful character, but he has a moral code. Underneath all that darkness, you’ve got a good guy that looks like a bad guy. He has this one rule, as the Joker says in The Dark Knight. But he does wind up breaking it. Does he break it in the third film?
            
 
            CN He breaks it in …
            
 
            JN … the first two.
            
 
            DSG Well, in the first, it’s a kind of yes and no. I think you’re referring to Rā’s al Ghūl, when Batman says, ‘I won’t kill you, but I won’t save you.’
            
 
            CN Yeah, he gets by on a technicality with that one.
            
 
            JN He does, but I remember calling you up at one point – I think you’d already shot the scene – and I said, ‘You know what, I’m not sure … I’m not so sure about that one.’ What I loved about that, in the fullness of three films, is that it looks like there’s an evolution, as you were saying.
            
 
            CN Yeah, but I didn’t know Batman didn’t kill people when I signed on for the project. It was David who broke that news. And I was like, ‘How do you make that work?’ I said to the MPAA on the The Dark Knight: ‘Do you have any idea how hard it is to make a contemporary action film where the protagonist doesn’t carry a gun? Doesn’t kill people?’ But I think that’s an important part of why he’s a mythic figure, rather than just a conventional action protagonist. It’s actually a very important reason why I’ve stayed interested for so long in his story, because you’re having to deal with somebody wrestling with issues that it seems important to wrestle with. So there is great stock placed in life in the way there is in real life. I think too many of these protagonists in action movies are fully formed as characters. Their struggles tend to be insincere somehow, put in there simply for dramatic purpose. Whereas with Bruce Wayne, the struggle to make something good of what’s happened to him in a negative sense seems very much a defining characteristic of who the guy is. That has kept me interested in him.
            
 
            DSG Over the past nine years it seems like there have been lots of movies that have taken the Batman Begins approach, but I think what was novel at the time and what felt prescient is the fact that in the other iterations of the Batman films and many other super hero films, the characters are fully formed or fully emerged. The whole premise of Batman Begins was not just watching how he built the utility belt or what not but how, step-by-step, he went from an orphaned child to a man who had a hole in his heart, to eventually become this mythic figure. In retrospect, it seems obvious, but, at the time, I think it was very novel. And it was your guidance that we approach it as if it were a real story, and that we really do the diligence of showing how a person could go from A to B in that way. And what was exciting to me was that the previous Batman films had never really done that. They had just jumped from a little flash of Bruce as a boy seeing his parents killed to suddenly he’s Batman. Even in Miller’s Batman: Year One they pick him up when he’s returning to Gotham and seven years have elapsed.
            
 
            CN There’s another aspect to that – relating back to what we were talking about in terms of how we made the films over time, from the inside – which is: when you look at the three films now, the characters have aged. When you look at Christian in Batman Begins, when he’s playing the young Bruce Wayne, in the flashbacks he just looks like a kid. And you look at him in The Dark Knight Rises – and it’s with very little make-up. But if we had made the three films in one go, if we had conceived the story in one go, I don’t think we would have achieved that reality of the passage of time, that reality of the aging of the characters – the way Gary Oldman is older and Sir Michael Caine is older. There’s a reality to the shifts that I think is really amazing. It gives the three films scale, because the stories are written to accommodate those shifts. It gives a timeline, a real timeline to the films. We’ve exaggerated it slightly going into The Dark Knight Rises, but you feel a sense of history behind it.
            
 
            DSG The other thing that struck me in watching The Dark Knight Rises – I don’t even remember how much of this was conscious or not at the time – I know with Batman Begins, we talked about how Gotham was a sort of proxy for his father’s legacy – not just Wayne Manor but Gotham itself. That’s why when Rā’s al Ghūl goes after it, it’s such a stake through the heart. It’s interesting to watch how much Gotham plays as a character in the three films, how the stakes to Gotham escalate from movie to movie into the incredibly horrific stakes that you guys did so beautifully in the realization of The Dark Knight Rises. It’s interesting to me how much Gotham is a part of Bruce and vice versa.
            
 
            CN For me, one of the most important bits in The Dark Knight Rises is when Alfred says, ‘I never wanted you to come back to Gotham.’ Talking about when he left. It’s surprising and it’s shocking, but there’s a real logic to it. And I think it ties in with what you’re saying: Gotham is his parents. Gotham is his tragedy. He cares very deeply about it and he doesn’t want to leave it behind but, at the same time, it’s a prison. It’s the prison of his past, and Alfred starts to realize that. But I think Gotham’s a fantastic hyper-real arena in which to discuss contemporary ideas without being pretentious about it, without being overly political or anything. I enjoy having that parallel universe.
            
 
            JN Yeah, it’s kind of the money-laundering of those contemporary issues. But it’s true! I remember having conversations with you about Batman Begins, where we’d sit around saying, ‘Are we too close to some sort of contemporary issue? Are we too close to it?’ But you were thinking, no, it’s different. It’s through the lens of this different universe that allows you to consider it for what it is.
            
 
            CN And that’s why Gotham has always been multiple cities to us in the way that we shot it. You don’t want it to be Chicago or New York. You want it to be its own place. The look of it has evolved in the three films; it’s changed, depending on what we wanted to emphasize. But we’ve always tried to make it eclectic, so whenever there’s a shot that’s too recognizable of a particular city, we tended to change it slightly – at least flop it, or something like that. I think it’s a powerful way of exploring the dynamics of a contemporary American city, particularly in The Dark Knight. I think that was a huge part of the crime epic – the idea that the great playground for these characters was this city. I think it’s used for different effect in The Dark Knight Rises. It’s more about isolation – the isolation of a community in jeopardy.
            
 
            DSG There’s a remarkable shot in the latest trailer of the bridges blowing up outside Gotham. The siege of Gotham in the new film I found very arresting in a way which will shock and surprise the audience. And I mean that in a good way. I was very impressed by what you did there. And after seeing The Dark Knight Rises as an audience member, I’m just not used to being so moved by a super hero film.
            
 
            CN We’ve always tried to view it not as a super hero movie, not as a comic-book movie. Jonah’s point, coming into the process on The Dark Knight Rises, was that we have to really go there. You have to take it to the place you’ve threatened to take it for the past two films if you’re going to raise the stakes. And I think we managed to do that and hopefully still be entertaining and emotional. When I took over your [Jonathan’s] draft, my challenge was – I think you’d taken the audience to a very, very extreme place, which works if we can justify the heroic figure against it, so I needed to pull it back. All my work at that point was just to try and make that climb back up the hill. I think it does. It takes you to as scary a place as we knew how to make it. But those are the stakes. You try to do something very, very extreme for the story and for the audience because that’s what Bruce Wayne’s story demands if it’s going to have any kind of profound resolution. Other wise it would just be more of the same. I never wanted it to feel like another episode of Batman or Bruce Wayne’s story. This had to feel like the culmination of all of the things that he’s been dealing with in the first two films.
            
 
            JN You make it the climactic balance. It’s sort of like the line you put into the second film when Dent says, ‘The night’s always darkest before the dawn.’ It feels like the third film has to ratchet up the tension and the stakes. But there were templates for it in the comic books. Through the years, as the writers of the comic books had gotten kind of bored with the stakes, they pulled off storylines like this, to varying degrees of success. If Gotham is that arena – that sort of battleground – then you turn it literally into a battleground, which makes it feel like the climax of it all.
            
 
            CN Yeah.
            
 
            DSG I have a question. Chris, I was always curious, given your initial reticence about doing a third film, what was the point in the story or the evolution of the script where you decided, ‘I get this. I can do it.’ What was the turning point for you, where you decided this was a story worth telling?
            
 
            CN Well, for me it was about the ending, about figuring out the ending. I’d been very curious about where Bruce’s story was going. I actually had a dream about what I thought the ending for the film would be. There’s an important component of that dream that is in the ending of the existing film. And for me, that turned it around. I remember talking to you about that fairly early on. I mean, probably four years ago at this point.
            
 
            DSG We talked about it within about twenty minutes into our first con versation! We talked about what that ending might be, which is just unusual.
            
 
            CN For me, endings are everything. I did have the same thing on The Dark Knight. Once I figured out the feeling I wanted to get to at the end of that film, then I knew I had a project that I wanted to get into. For me, that’s everything in this kind of story, to know where you want it to go. And then it took years and years for all of us to figure out how to get there.
            
 
            JG How do you think the trilogy has changed things, in terms of film-making and storytelling? Have the films changed the genre?
            
 
            CN Well, there’s a lot more super hero movies, and they’re much better cast than they used to be. [Laughs.]
            
 
            DSG Yeah! [Laughs.]
            
 
            CN I think we definitely changed the casting of this genre of movies because we put together a phenomenal cast for Batman Begins. I talked to the studio about basing the casting on the Richard Donner model from Superman (1978), where he had all these great actors, like Marlon Brando, Ned Beatty and so forth. So we set out to put that kind of cast together and we did. And I think they left the film with a lot of integrity and dignity. And that started to open the field for these movies, in a way that hadn’t been there. And God knows a lot of films use our music as well! [Laughs.] Other than that, I don’t know. I mean, we never viewed it as a genre film.
            
 
            DSG People in other interviews have asked me about the differences between the Nolan films versus some of the other super hero stuff. And, having been involved in some of the other super hero stuff, I think what a lot of the other comic-book franchises tend to do when they get to the sequels – well, I know this is what they do because I’ve been approached to do a couple with just this scenario – is, they say, ‘Okay, we’re doing Blank-man #2, and this is the villain we want to use. Can you tell a story with that?’ And your approach has always been, even from Batman Begins, to figure out what’s the best story that we want to tell about Bruce, or about Harvey Dent, and then determine which villains in the Batman canon fit with that story. It’s a much more holistic approach and completely flies in the face of the way that a lot of the other super hero films are developed. Consequently, it leads to a better, more organic way of telling a story, at least from my point of view.
            
 
            CN Well, on Batman Begins and The Dark Knight, when we started plotting out story movements, I literally had timings of action scenes – when they should happen and so forth. The action set pieces were pinned down, in terms of where they needed to be and what type of thing they needed to be, before we even really wove the story too firmly around them. But with The Dark Knight Rises, I said, ‘We’re going to abandon that approach completely and just try and figure out the story, where that story goes, and trust that the action will enter into it.’ And so we’ve definitely taken what you refer to as ‘a holistic approach’. We’ve definitely taken it as far as possible on this one. And I’m very happy with the results. There’s plenty of action in the film. As Jonah worked on the script and as we talked about it more and more, it has come to where it needs to be. But I do feel that this film – maybe more than the other two – definitely puts characters and story first.
            
 
            JG In other super hero films the villains seem to have little complexity to them. The villains that feature in The Dark Knight trilogy, though, operate in a more realistic manner, albeit in an extreme one. This makes them scary because they feel true.
            
 
            CN The villains in Batman have always been more important than they are with other heroes.
            
 
            DSG Of all the big super heroes, Batman seems to have had the most interesting Rogues’ Gallery.
            
 
            JN Oh, yeah, no question. And all of them distinct in their MO and their plan. What’s great about the Joker – when The Dark Knight was released, there was a lot of talk about the echoes and resonances with the global war on terror. He has nothing to do with that. The Joker’s an anarchist; a completely different mindset. He lacked a plan, which energized the question of, ‘Well, what’s he going to do? Why’s he going to do it? Does he have a plan? Does he not have a plan?’ That’s really the crux of the character throughout, in terms of his backstory, in terms of what he wants, right up until the moment he burns that pile of money. And even after that, you still think, ‘Is there a method or is there just madness?’ In terms of the trilogy, to the degree that there is a plan at play here – and I think there are some principles at play – the story has adapted to the circumstances of the ten years that we’ve been working on it. And I think, David, your point about other plans for super hero films – there does seem like there’s a corporate flowchart somewhere, in terms of, ‘Here’s our PowerPoint presentation for the next nine movies.’ It’s like, screw all that. Tell a story, center it on the character, and then figure out and harness how the villains resonate with that. When you guys settled on Bane as the villain for the third film, I thought there was something very powerful in that. I wasn’t totally familiar with the character of Bane at first, but when I was walked through what you and David identified as what was key about him – that there’s a lot of similarities, sort of photo-negative similarities between Bruce and Bane and their background – I thought that was powerful. And what’s hopeful for The Dark Knight Rises versus The Dark Knight is The Dark Knight had this incredible villain, a villain that truly threatens to outshine the hero. With all these other heroes, the villain’s sort of an afterthought. Magneto’s pretty cool. Lex Luthor is a great villain. But the Joker kind of outstrips –
            
 
            CN The Joker’s your favorite, definitely. Right?
            
 
            JN Yeah, he’s amazing. He’s iconic and, culturally, he plugs into something that’s been around for a long, long time, in terms of a sort of trickster-rabbit kind of idea.
            
 
            CN I’ve come to like Bane a lot.
            
 
            DSG Having seen the movie now – because of the extreme sort of perversion that Bane undergoes, in some ways he’s become my favorite villain of the trilogy. He is really terrifying.
            
 
            CN I would say, for me, the Joker’s the most attractive, because he has that spark to him. But what I love about Bane is that I can believe in him more. There’s a militaristic underpinning to him that we’ve given him in the film that I think Tom [Hardy] took and ran with in his performance that I find very credible. He’s just all about power and strength.
            
 
            JN Not even power, so much as revolution. Or the willing surrender of power, the fracturing of the paradigm by which power would matter and changing it to something else. My favorite aspect of the relationship between the Joker and Batman is this paradoxical relationship that we settled on: the Joker won’t kill Batman, Batman won’t kill the Joker, and they’re trapped in that paradox. That doesn’t lend itself to the arc of the films. The arc of this bigger story we’re trying to tell is that you get to this third film and Bane is a different kind of villain – what’s distinct about him from the Joker is that he has a plan. There’s no question he has a plan. We know exactly what his plan is. He states it in no uncertain terms in the trailer, which is that he’s going to destroy Gotham and then he’s going to kill Batman – or he’s going to let him die, rather. He’s going to break him, destroy his city, crush every thing, grind it into dust. Which, again, takes us back to the Homeric epic villains where the whole idea was to raze the thing to the ground, then salt the fields and just completely annihilate.
            
 
            DSG Right. So that you destroy it for generations to come.
            
 
            JN Yeah. There’s a historical sweep.
            
 
            CN Yes. A historical sweep. When discussing the music with Hans [Zimmer], he was talking about dictators and about Hitler, the way Hitler would speak and so forth. And I think there is this historical sweep to Bane, an indomitable quality that I just find chilling. In the football stadium, there’s that close-up of Bane as he walks out and you just hate the man. You hate him in a way that you almost can’t hate the Joker because the Joker’s so much fun.
            
 
            DSG The Joker’s fun, but he’s also crazy, so, to a certain extent, not completely responsible for his actions. Whereas I find Bane scarier because he’s not crazy.
            
 
            JN He’s driven.
            
 
            DSG He’s conscious of what he’s doing.
            
 
            CN Yeah.
            
 
            JN There’s a vendetta there, which is also very, very compelling. And what I found really compelling about the story from Batman Begins was this idea of what does the vigilante impulse look like carried too far? The moment when Rā’s al Ghū l says, ‘You gotta kill these people. You have to stamp them out.’ Bane is picking up some of the mantle of that. So it feels like a very fitting way to close the trilogy because you have a very linear villain – in the sense that he has this one goal and he’s thought it through and he’s already got a head start. One of the things that I loved about what you came up with in terms of story for The Dark Knight Rises was this sense of ‘It’s under your feet.’ There’s a rottenness because all this progress has been built upon all these lies that have been told. You’ve paved over the ruins of the past and they’re rising up to get back at you.
            
 
            CN We were trying to get at the Fritz Lang thing. The geography of the movie somehow telling you something about the story.
            
 
            JN What felt very much like a natural fit to me for this character, this story, this villain, as a way of wrapping things up, was that Batman, of all the super heroes, he’s the haunted one. He’s the one who’s pursued by the damage he’s done. There’s that overall sense that there’ll be a reckoning with him. And so this film is that reckoning.
            
 
            CN And there’s his struggle to do something positive with all of that. I just find it moving. And it keeps you interested because it’s a very genuine thing to have suffered in that way and see him trying to pull himself out of that and do something for the good. That’s the thing that connects the three films. That’s what made the end of The Dark Knight work well for me. It’s the Joker’s film for so much of the movie because he’s such an electric sort of presence. And with Heath’s performance, he’s such a motor for that film. But right at the end, Batman just takes it back. Bruce takes it back to himself. And, for me, that’s what makes that film work at the end. And that’s what kept me interested in finishing that story and seeing where that guy would really go next.
            
 
            JG In closing, what would you guys say you’ve learned through this experience?
            
 
            CN I’ve learned to get more reaction shots. [All laugh.] I’ve learned you can never have too many reaction shots to something extraordinary. Just on a technical level. In order to portray an extraordinary figure in an ordinary world, you have to really invest in the reality of the ordinary and in the reactions of people to him. That, to me, was what was fun about taking on this character because it hadn’t been done before. He is such an extraordinary figure, but if you can believe in the world he’s in, you can really enjoy that extraordinariness and that theatricality. And it’s been interesting to watch him play so much in the shadows and the darkness of Batman Begins, then step out in the twilight in The Dark Knight. And now, in The Dark Knight Rises, he’s out in the middle of the day, running around in that suit because we felt we’d earned the right to do that because you believe in it. That’s been an interesting evolution.
            
 
            DSG It’s a really essential point – you’re absolutely right – because Batman is such a bigger-than-life character. One of the only ways to properly portray him is to show people’s reactions to such a bigger-than-life  character. I never thought about that. I remember thinking how bold it was that you staged that big action sequence in The Dark Knight Rises in the day.
            
 
            JN The moral of it for me has been – I don’t quite know when we started talking about this, but it just feels like your philosophy on this and we sort of carried it throughout – is leave nothing for the ride home. Put it all into the film. Don’t trust that there’ll be another one and, if there is going to be another one, trust that you’ll figure out what that’s going to be. It’s sort of the opposite of ‘Keep your powder dry.’ It’s ‘Blow all your powder up.’ Put it all into each film because you have no idea what’s coming down the line.
            
 
            CN Exactly.
            
 
            JN With this kind of outsized story, and a character this outsized, with the stakes raising and raising, you will find a way to reinvent and carry on. But if you start relying on these ‘hedging-bet’ storylines that people often want you to put into these sorts of films, it’s like, forget all that. Tell a really compelling story, burn it all down, and then see what’s left for the next time.
            
 
            CN I agree.
            
 
            DSG And another reciprocal rule that leads to the same result is simply, Chris, your edict from the very beginning when we were talking about gadgets and what not, not to use the conventional tropes of a super hero movie; that this is real and that we would need to be able to figure out for ourselves how could he actually do this. It led to a lot of conversations about how could he build all the stuff that he needed, all the individual components – well, by parceling out things to other subsidiaries of Wayne Enterprises and things like that. I think you were very smart to do that, which is that everything has to be credible down to the smallest detail, in terms of how he could have pulled this off.
            
 
            CN Well, it’s what audiences demand in other action films, and it felt like we had to be true to that. But the other thing I would say we learned in these films is that, done right, something that has a parallel universe to it and an interesting set of ideas and fears will be interpreted politically in every which way by everybody differently. I found it pretty fascinating to watch people read bizarre political interpretations into what we’ve done. And I can only imagine what they’re going to make of this last chapter.
            
 
            JN But you realize you have to let that go. To me, there’s no moral there other than the individual choices that Batman makes along the way. And this is where you take it back to the Iliad. One of the things I was fascinated about with the Iliad is, when you get to the end, there’s no Trojan Horse and there’s no winning of the battle. It just ends with Achilles and Priam negotiating over Hektor’s body. That’s the end of it. And you realize it’s not about war. It’s about a man. It’s about the individual decisions made by a hero and the difficult choices he faces and the odd, sometimes tacit rule-set that he forms over the course of it, answering the question of how far is too far? There’s some thing interesting behind all that.
            
 
            CN Good enough?
            
 
            JG Yes. Thank you all very much.
            

         

      

    

  
    
      


 

   Batman Begins


 

THE SCREENPLAY

 
Screenplay by Christopher Nolan and David S. Goyer 
Story by David S. Goyer
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Black. A low keening which becomes screeching that builds and builds until –

 
Red flickers through black as the screen bursts into life.

 
Clouds of reeling bats silhouetted against a blood-red sky, bolting away from camera, massing in the sky … forming a density the shape of an enormous bat-like symbol.

 
More bats mass, swamping the symbol, darkening the screen to –

 
Black. Distant children’s laughter which comes closer as –

 

   
SUNLIGHT FLICKERS THROUGH BLACK. SUNLIGHT THROUGH TREES 1
   
 
   Running through a summer garden.  
   
 
   A boy (Bruce Wayne, aged eight) chasing a girl (Rachel Dawes, also eight).
   
 
   YOUNG BRUCE
   
 
   Rachel! Let me see!
 
   They reach a Victorian greenhouse. Rachel runs inside.
   
 
   
EXT. GARDENS, WAYNE MANOR – DAY 2
   
 
   Young Bruce peers down rows of plants on long trestle tables. Rachel grabs him, pulling him under a table.
   
 
   YOUNG BRUCE
   
 
   Can I see?
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   Finders keepers – I found it.
 
   YOUNG BRUCE
   
 
   In my garden.
   
 
   Rachel considers this. Then opens her hand to reveal a flint arrowhead. Young Bruce stares. She smiles. Young Bruce grabs the arrowhead. Sprints for the back door, laughing.
   
 
   Finders keepers!
   
 
   
EXT. DISUSED KITCHEN GARDEN, WAYNE MANOR – CONTINUOUS 3
   
 
   Young Bruce races through the garden, Rachel behind – scrambles over a crumbled wall into the mouth of a disused well … the boards across the well give way – he plummets into …
   
 
   
INT. OLD WELL – CONTINUOUS 4
   
 
   Young Bruce drops thirty feet – lands painfully on the rubble -strewn bottom of the shaft.
   
 
   
EXT. KITCHEN GARDEN, WAYNE MANOR – CONTINUOUS 5
   
 
   Rachel runs to the well.
   
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   BRUCE?!
 
   
INT. OLD WELL – CONTINUOUS 6
   
 
   Young Bruce lifts his head from damp dirt and rocks, groaning.
   
 
   
EXT. KITCHEN GARDEN, WAYNE MANOR – CONTINUOUS 7
   
 
   Rachel sprints towards the house.
   
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   MOM!! MISTER ALFRED!!
 
   
INT. OLD WELL – CONTINUOUS 8
   
 
   Young Bruce, in shock, groans. He hears squealing – freezes, peering into the darkness of an opening between rocks …
   
 
   Bats explode from the darkness, filling the air. He screams – curls against their flapping, squawking, fluttering blackness.
   
 
   A jolt: older green eyes flick open, waking … in darkness. Filthy, sweating darkness … and we are –
   
 
   
INT. BHUTANESE JAIL – MORNING 9
   
 
   The eyes belong to a bearded, weathered, young man’s face. Bruce Wayne, aged twenty-eight. An Old Asian Man sits staring at him.
   
 
   OLD MAN
   
 
   A dream?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   A nightmare.
 
   OLD MAN
   
 
   Worse than this?
 
   Their cell is a tin box. Light seeps through gaps in the roof. Shouts echo. Wayne shrugs.
   
 
   
EXT. PRISON COURTYARD – LATER 10
   
 
   Wayne and the Old Man line up for gruel. Prisoners are scattered in small groups. All eyes on Wayne.
   
 
   OLD MAN
   
 
   They are going to fight you.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Again?
 
   OLD MAN
   
 
   Until they kill you.
 
   Wayne holds out his plate. Watches gruel get dribbled onto it.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Can’t they kill me before breakfast?
   
 
   Wayne turns from the table. His path is blocked by an Enormous Man, backed by five aggressive Prisoners. The Enormous Man smashes his plate away.
   
 
   ENORMOUS MAN 
   
 
   (broken English)
   
 
   You are in hell, little man …
 
   He punches Wayne – Wayne goes down hard.
   
 
   … and I am the devil.
 
   Wayne picks himself up. Dusts himself off.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   You’re not the devil …
 
   The Enormous Man swings again – Wayne catches his fist, kicks the big man’s knee out and, as he goes down, boots his face.
   
 
   … you’re practice.
 
   Six Prisoners rush Wayne all at once … Wayne fights skillfully and hard, flipping one Prisoner into another, kicking as his arms are held … Several prisoners hit the deck before – gunfire – two Guards break it up, shooting into the air … they grab Wayne.
   
 
   GUARD
   
 
   Solitary!
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   (indignant)
   
 
   Why?
 
   GUARD
   
 
   For protection.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   I don’t need protection.
 
   The Guard points angrily at the unconscious Prisoners.
   
 
   GUARD
   
 
   Protection for them.
   
 
   
INT. SOLITARY, BHUTANESE JAIL – MOMENTS LATER 11
   
 
   Wayne is tossed into the dank cell. The door slams.
   
 
   VOICE 
   
 
   (o.s.)
   
 
   Are you so desperate to fight criminals that you lock yourself in to take them on one at a time?
 
   The voice is mellifluous. European. Wayne turns to the shadows. Touches his split lip. Sardonic.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Actually, there were seven of them.
 
   A Man steps into the light: powerfully built, distinguished, in a well-cut suit and tie. He smiles.
   
 
    DUCARD
   
 
   I counted six, Mr. Wayne.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   How do you know my name?
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   The world is too small for someone like Bruce Wayne to disappear … (Gestures around them.) No matter how deep he chooses to sink.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Who are you?
 
   DUCARD   
   
 
   My name is merely Ducard. But I speak for Rā’s al Ghūl. A man  greatly feared by the criminal underworld. A man who can offer  you a path.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   What makes you think I need a path?
 
   Ducard looks around the cell.   
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   Someone like you is only here by choice. You’ve been exploring  the criminal fraternity … But whatever your original intentions  … you’ve become truly lost.
   
 
   Wayne stares at Ducard, struck by his words.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   What path does Rā’s al Ghūl offer?
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   The path of one who shares his hatred of evil and wishes to  serve true justice. The path of the League of Shadows.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (dismissive)
   
 
   You’re vigilantes.
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   A vigilante is just a man lost in the scramble for his own  gratification … He can be destroyed, or locked up … 
   
 
   (Indicates cell.) But if you make yourself more than just a man … if you devote yourself to an ideal … if they can’t stop you … then you become something else entirely …
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Which is?
 
   Ducard moves to the door. Which opens to his touch.
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   A legend, Mr. Wayne.
 
   A Guard steps aside to let Ducard pass.
   
 
   Tomorrow you’ll be released. If you’re bored of brawling with thieves and want to achieve something, there’s a rare flower – a blue poppy – that grows on the Eastern slopes. Pick one of these flowers. If you can carry it to the top of the mountain, you may find what you were looking for in the first place.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   And what was I looking for?
   
 
   Ducard looks at Wayne with a glint in his eye.
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   Only you can know that.
 
   The door slams shut.
   
 
   Wayne lies in the darkness of his cell, staring up … 
   
 
   Shadows of bats cross his face, his eyes close and we are –
   
 
   
INT. BOTTOM OF THE OLD WELL – DAY (WAYNE’S MEMORY) 12 
   
 
   The last of the bats flutter up the well shaft … Young Bruce lies there, exhausted, weeping softly.
   
 
   MALE VOICE 
   
 
   (o.s.)
   
 
   Bruce?
 
   Young Bruce looks up: a figure, long coat billowing, is lowered down the shaft … Thomas Wayne, Young Bruce’s father. 
   
 
   
EXT. GARDENS, WAYNE MANOR – MOMENTS LATER 13
   
 
   Thomas carries his son towards the house. At his side, a fifty-year-old man in a somber suit calmly coils a rope: Alfred.
   
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   Will we be needing an ambulance, Master Wayne?
 
   THOMAS 
   
 
   (shakes head)
   
 
   I’ll set the bone, then take him for X-rays later.
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   Very good, sir.
 
   They pass a tearful Rachel standing with her mother, Mrs. Dawes, the housekeeper.
   
 
   MRS DAWES
   
 
   I’m very sorry, sir, I’ve told her –
 
   THOMAS
   
 
   Don’t worry. It’s fine.
 
   Thomas nods at her, smiling. Bruce reaches out to Rachel as they pass. Hands her something. The arrowhead. She smiles. 
   
 
   
INT. HALL, WAYNE MANOR – CONTINUOUS 14
   
 
   Thomas carries Bruce up the main stairs. The house is vast and grand, but full of flowers. 
   
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   Took quite a fall, didn’t we, Master Bruce?
 
   Young Bruce looks up at Alfred. Manages a slight smile.
   
 
   THOMAS
   
 
   And why do we fall, Bruce? (Smiles gently.) So we can learn to pick ourselves up.
   
 
   Wayne tumbles through the dust, rolling, bumping and we are –
   
 
   
SCENE OMITTED 15
   
 
   
EXT. DUSTY PLAIN – DAY 16
   
 
   Wayne rolls along – a Chinese army truck speeding off. A Soldier tosses Wayne’s small pack after him. Wayne watches the truck speed  off. Picks himself up. Grabs his pack. Turns to look across the plain to the distant foothills. 
   
 
   
EXT. HIMALAYAN FOOTHILLS – DAY 17
   
 
   A field of exquisite blue poppies. Wayne approaches. Picks one. Studies its brilliant blue in the cold sunshine. 
   
 
   
EXT. TINY HAMLET, HIMALAYAS – DAY 18
   
 
   Wayne, exhausted, freezing, hungry, wanders up the street. As locals see him they head inside. Doors slammed, bolted. 
   
 
   CHILD 
   
 
   (o.s.)
   
 
   No one will help you.
 
   Wayne turns to find a Young Child staring at him. The Child points at the blue flower pinned to Wayne’s chest. An Old Man appears at the Child’s side. 
   
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   (weak)
   
 
   I need food.
 
   OLD MAN 
   
 
   Then turn back.
 
   Wayne looks at the Old Man. Then carries on up the mountain. 
   
 
   
EXT. MOUNTAIN – DAY 19
   
 
   Wayne struggles through driving snow up an icy ridge …
   
 
   He clears the ridge, flops down into the snow, painfully raises his scarf-wrapped face to the cutting wind to see a monastery perched on jagged rock.
   
 
   
EXT. HIMALAYAN FORTIFIED MONASTERY – DAY 20
   
 
   Wayne climbs the steps to the vast doors of the monastery. Unwraps a severely frostbitten fist. Pounds desperately against the ice-covered wood, knocks echoing deep within. 
   
 
   A grinding noise from within. Wayne stops, straightens. The doors swing open to darkness …
   
 
   
   
 
   
INT. GREAT HALL, MONASTERY – CONTINUOUS 21
   
 
   Wayne shuffles forward into a low-ceilinged wooden hall lit by flickering lamps. Hands trembling, Wayne pulls at brittle scarves. He starts as the doors thud shut behind him. 
   
 
   At the far end, on a raised platform, sits a dark, robed figure: Rā’s al Ghūl. Wayne moves unsteadily towards him. 
   
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   (hoarse)
   
 
   Rā’s al Ghūl?
 
   Armed Warriors of various races emerge from the shadows, their dress a mixture of modern combat and ethnic dress. 
   
 
   DUCARD 
   
 
   (o.s.)
   
 
   Wait.
 
   The Warriors hold. Wayne looks at the source of the command: Ducard leans against a nearby pillar. 
   
 
   Wayne reaches into his layers of clothing. Pulls out the blue poppy. Holds it out, shaking. 
   
 
   Rā’s al Ghūl starts to speak in Urdu. Ducard translates. 
   
 
   What are you seeking?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   I … I seek … the means to fight injustice. To turn fear against those who prey on the fearful
 
   Ducard takes the flower. Considers its delicate blue petals. Puts the flower into his buttonhole. Rā’s al Ghūl speaks.
   
 
   DUCARD 
   
 
   (translating)
   
 
   To manipulate the fears of others you must first master your own. (His own words.) Are you ready to begin?
   
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   (trembling with fatigue)
   
 
   I … I can barely –
 
   Ducard kicks him – Wayne crashes to the floor.
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   Death does not wait for you to be ready …
 
   Wayne crawls, gasping. Ducard strikes him in the ribs. 
   
 
   Death is not considerate, or fair. And make no mistake – here, you face death …
 
   Ducard turns – whips his leg in a fearsome roundhouse kick aimed straight at Wayne’s neck – but Wayne blocks the kick with a lateral movement of his forearm. He stares at Ducard, eyes blazing. Ducard smiles. 
   
 
   Wayne rises. Assumes a martial stance. Ducard strikes – Wayne blocks and parries, driving his body through pain into a series of fluid, skilled moves …
   
 
   Tiger Crane … Ju Jitsu … (Smiles.) Skilled. But this is not a dance –
   
 
   Ducard’s head smashes Wayne’s cheek – Wayne falters – Ducard smashes him in the groin – slams Wayne’s chin, sends him down hard. 
   
 
   And you are afraid …
   
 
   Ducard crouches at Wayne’s side. Looks into his glazed eyes.
   
 
   (Curious.) But not of me.
   
 
   Ducard pulls the flower from his lapel. Leans in close to replace it on Wayne’s chest, his lips at Wayne’s ear …
   
 
   Tell us, Wayne …
 
   Violent flapping, screeching black bats – swarming, chittering. 
   
 
   (Voice-over, whispers.) What do you fear?
   
 
   Young Bruce’s eyes open, and we are –
   
 
   
INT. BRUCE’S BEDROOM, WAYNE MANOR – DAWN (WAYNE’S MEMORY) 22
   
 
   Young Bruce, breathing hard. Light cuts across the bedclothes. He looks to the door. Thomas is there. 
   
 
   THOMAS 
   
 
   (gentle)
   
 
   The bats again?
 
   Young Bruce nods. Thomas approaches. Sits on the bed.
   
 
   You know why they attacked you? (Off look.) They were afraid of you.
   
 
   YOUNG BRUCE
   
 
   Afraid of me?
 
   THOMAS
   
 
   You’re a lot bigger than a bat, aren’t you? All creatures feel fear.
 
   YOUNG BRUCE 
   
 
   (smiles)
   
 
   Even the scary ones?
 
   Thomas smiles back, reaches into his dressing-gown pocket. 
   
 
   THOMAS
   
 
   Especially the scary ones. (Thinks.) Here, let me show you something – (Freezes.) But you can’t tell anyone, right?
   
 
   Young Bruce nods, eager. Thomas pulls out a long jewel case. He opens it: pearls glow in the half-light. 
   
 
   For your mother.
 
   Young Bruce grins. Thomas winks at him, snaps the case shut –
   
 
   
INT. ELEVATED TRAIN (MONORAIL) – EVENING (WAYNE’S MEMORY) 23
   
 
   Looking out to Gotham. Young Bruce, reflected in the glass, stares out in wonder at the city. His parents beside him, dressed up – Martha idly stroking her pearls. 
   
 
   The brand-new train car is crowded with Gothamites. 
   
 
   YOUNG BRUCE
   
 
   Did you build this train, Dad?
 
   THOMAS 
   
 
   (nods)
   
 
   Gotham’s been good to our family … but now the city’s suffering. People less fortunate than us are enduring very hard times. So  …
 
   Thomas draws a circle in the condensation on the window.
   
 
   … we built a new, cheap public transportation system to unite the city  …
 
   Thomas draws spokes through the circle, creating a wheel. Thomas taps his diagram at the central hub of the wheel, then points through the glass to a tall 1930s skyscraper. 
   
 
   … and at the center … Wayne Tower.
 
   YOUNG BRUCE
   
 
   Is that where you work?
 
   THOMAS
   
 
   No, I work at the hospital. I leave the running of our company to better men.
 
   YOUNG BRUCE
   
 
   Better?
 
   THOMAS 
   
 
   Well, more interested men.
   
 
   ANNOUNCER 
   
 
   (over loudspeaker)
   
 
   Wayne Station. Wayne Station next.
 
   
EXT. GOTHAM – CONTINUOUS 24
   
 
   The monorail train turns inwards on a ‘spoke’ … shooting towards the central station at the base of Wayne Tower. 
   
 
   
EXT. WAYNE PLAZA – MOMENTS LATER 25 
   
 
   Young Bruce clings to his father’s hand as they walk through the rush-hour crowds. Young Bruce stares up at the magnificent Wayne Tower, watching the setting sun set fire to the gold lettering of the WAYNE ENTERPRISES name.
   
 
   Rich orchestral strings rise, and we are –
   
 
   
INT. GOTHAM OPERA HOUSE – LATER 26
   
 
   A gilded house packed to the rafters for Boito’s Mefistofele. Young Bruce seated between his parents. On stage: witch-like creatures cavort. Dark birds on wires descend, flapping.
   
 
   Young Bruce stares, uneasy, at their violent motions. 
   
 
   Insert cut: bats explode from a dark crevice. 
   
 
   Young Bruce starts breathing faster, staring fixedly. 
   
 
   Screeching, flapping black bats swarm all around …
   
 
   Young Bruce, gulping panic breaths, looks around for an exit – they’re in the middle of a row. He grabs his dad’s arm.
   
 
   YOUNG BRUCE
   
 
   (desperate whisper)
   
 
   Can we go?!
 
   Thomas stares at his son, confused. Martha looks over. Young Bruce looks at his father, pleading. Thomas nods. They make their way along the row, Thomas nodding apologies…
   
 
   
EXT. SIDE ALLEY, GOTHAM OPERA HOUSE – CONTINUOUS 27
   
 
   The Waynes emerge from a side exit. Martha crouches before Bruce, tries to meet his eyes. He stares down, ashamed.
   
 
   MARTHA
   
 
   Bruce, what’s wrong?
 
   THOMAS
   
 
   He’s fine.
 
   Martha looks up. Thomas gives her a conspiratorial look.
   
 
   I just needed a bit of air. Bit of opera goes a long way, right, Bruce?
 
   Young Bruce looks up at his dad, who winks. Young Bruce smiles gratefully.
   
 
   Come on.
 
   Thomas, coat over his arm, ushers his family down the dark alley, heading for the welcoming glow of the main boulevard. 
   
 
   A figure emerges from the shadows in front of them. A Man. With a gun. Shifting uneasily. Skinny. Hungry. Desperate. 
   
 
   MAN
   
 
   Wallet, jewelry! Fast! 
   
 
   THOMAS 
   
 
   (calm tone)
   
 
   That’s fine, just take it easy.
 
   Thomas hands Young Bruce his coat, then reaches for his wallet. The Man jerks the gun at Thomas, eyes darting. Young Bruce stares up at the gun trembling in the Man’s hand.
   
 
   Here you go.
 
   The Man grabs at the wallet but fumbles it. It falls. The Man glances down at the wallet, then back to Thomas, scared.  
   
 
   (Reassuring tone.) It’s fine, it’s fine …
   
 
   The Man crouches for the wallet, eyes on Thomas.  
   
 
   … just take it and go.
 
   The Man feels for the wallet, looks at Martha. Her pearls.  
   
 
   MAN
   
 
   I said jewelry!!
 
   She starts pulling off her rings. The Man jerks the gun at her neck. Thomas steps protectively in front of his wife.  
   
 
   THOMAS
   
 
   Hey, just –
 
   Boom. Young Bruce flinches. Thomas looks down at his bleeding  
   
 
   chest. Then back to the Man, saddened.  
   
 
   Thomas crumples. Martha screams. The Man reaches for Martha’s pearls – but she scrambles desperately for Thomas.  
   
 
   MARTHA
   
 
   THOMAS!! THOMAS!!
 
   MAN
   
 
   Gimme the damn …
 
   But Martha flails, trying to grab her fallen husband.  
   
 
   The Man shoots her. Then yanks at her necklace, which breaks. Spilling pearls all over the asphalt.  
   
 
   The Man stands. Turns to Young Bruce. Who stares at him. Uncomprehending. The Man cannot bear the boy’s gaze …
   
 
   And then he runs. Young Bruce looks at the bodies of his parents, drops to his knees, head down: pearls dot the asphalt beneath him. Some of them are bloody. 
   
 
   Young Bruce starts to shiver. 
   
 
   
INT. POLICE STATION – NIGHT 28
   
 
   Chaos: Reporters and Cops vying for a piece of the crime of the decade. In the Captain’s office, Young Bruce. Bewildered, forgotten. Still clutching his father’s overcoat. 
   
 
   MALE VOICE 
   
 
   (o.s.)
   
 
   Is that your father’s?
 
   Young Bruce looks up: a young beat cop stands over him – Jim Gordon (twenty-nine). Gordon crouches, reaches for the coat. Young Bruce huddles over it, protective. 
   
 
   GORDON 
   
 
   (reassuring)
   
 
   It’s okay.
 
   Gordon’s tone prompts Young Bruce to trust him. Gordon takes the coat, drapes it gently across Young Bruce’s shoulders. 
   
 
   MALE VOICE 
   
 
   (o.s.)
   
 
   GORDON! You gotta stick your nose into everything?!
 
   Gordon turns to Captain Loeb, who glares at him.
   
 
   CAPTAIN LOEB
   
 
   Outta my sight.
 
   Gordon nods at Young Bruce, whose eyes wish Gordon would stay. Gordon leaves. Loeb turns to Young Bruce. 
   
 
   Good news … we got him, son.
 
   Young Bruce looks up at him, dazed. Uncertain.
   
 
   
EXT. GROUNDS, WAYNE MANOR – DAY 29
   
 
   Two open graves. Mourners disperse, guided by Security Guards. Alfred stands with Young Bruce. A man approaches, Earle (forty-seven). He nods at Alfred, crouching.
   
 
   EARLE 
   
 
   (indicates Alfred)
   
 
   You’re in excellent hands, Bruce. And we’re minding the empire. When you’re all grown up, it’ll be waiting.
 
   
EXT. WAYNE MANOR – LATER 30
   
 
   Mourners file towards the gates. Rachel walks with her mother. Looks up at Bruce’s high window. Sees him watching. Waves. Young Bruce pauses, then returns the wave. 
   
 
   
INT. BRUCE’S BEDROOM – CONTINUOUS 31
   
 
   Alfred enters. Looks tenderly at Young Bruce’s back.
   
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   I thought I’d prepare a little supper.
 
   No response. Alfred turns.
   
 
   Very well.
 
   YOUNG BRUCE 
   
 
   (o.s.)
   
 
   Alfred?
 
   Alfred turns back. Young Bruce is looking at him with tears pouring down his cheeks. Alfred tilts his head. 
   
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   (voice catching)
   
 
   Master Bruce?
 
   YOUNG BRUCE
   
 
   It was my fault, Alfred.
 
   Alfred’s mouth opens.
   
 
   I made them leave the theater –
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   Oh, no, no, no –
 
   Alfred moves to Young Bruce, taking the boy in his arms. 
   
 
   YOUNG BRUCE 
   
 
   If I hadn’t got scared –
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   No, no, Master Bruce. Nothing you did. Nothing anyone ever did can excuse that man.
   
 
   Alfred holds Young Bruce away to look directly into his eyes. 
   
 
   It’s his, and his alone. Do you understand?
 
   Young Bruce nods. Then buries his face in Alfred’s chest, sobbing. 
   
 
   YOUNG BRUCE
   
 
   I miss them, Alfred. I miss them so much.
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   (whispering)
   
 
   So do I, Master Bruce. So do I.
 
   Tears well in Alfred’s eyes as he holds the boy.
   
 
   DUCARD 
   
 
   (voice-over)
   
 
   And do you still feel responsible? 
   
 
   
EXT. BALCONY, MONASTERY – DAY 32
   
 
   Ducard and Wayne stand overlooking the glacier. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   My anger outweighs my guilt.
 
   Ducard nods. Understanding. Then leads Wayne into – 
   
 
   
INT. MAIN CHAMBER, MONASTERY – DAY 33
   
 
   Warriors spar in various groupings around the different levels. 
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   You have learned to bury your guilt with anger. I will teach you to confront it. And to face the truth. You know how to fight six men. We can teach you how to engage six hundred. You know how to disappear. We can teach you to become truly invisible.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Invisible?
 
   On Ducard’s order, two Ninjas drop silently behind Ducard and Wayne.
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   The Ninja understands that invisibility is a matter of patience and agility.
 
   Ducard shows Wayne the Ninja’s hand-spikes. 
   
 
   A mezzanine level stacked with boxes and bottles. Ninjas pour powders into packets, mixing compounds. Ducard takes a pinch of a powder – throws it down – bang! Wayne flinches – Ducard smiles.
   
 
   Ninjitsu employs explosive powders.
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   As weapons?
 
   Ducard hands Wayne a pinch of the powder. 
   
 
   DUCARD 
   
 
   Or distractions. Theatricality and deception are powerful agents. You must become more than just a man in the mind of your opponent.
   
 
   Wayne tosses the powder – on the small explosion we cut – 
   
 
   
EXT. FROZEN LAKE, HIMALAYAS – DAY 34
   
 
   Wayne and Ducard circle each other on the ice, swords poised to strike. Dark figures in the white and blue landscape. 
   
 
   Ducard nods. Then strikes at Wayne, who deflects the blow using a silver gauntlet with three scallops (thick, hook-like projections). Ducard skids left, breath steaming … 
   
 
   Wayne steps sideways on the ice, his foot landing on a thin patch which creaks, water bubbling underneath. 
   
 
   DUCARD 
   
 
   Mind your surroundings. Always.
 
   Wayne strikes – Ducard blocks with his own bronze gauntlet. Wayne slips right and flies in with a short thrust – Ducard’s arm flips down in a backhand move. 
   
 
   Ducard catches Wayne’s sword in one of his scallops. 
   
 
   Your parents’ death was not your fault …
 
   Ducard rotates his arm, wrenching Wayne’s sword from his grasp – it skids along the ice. Ducard looks at Wayne.
   
 
   …  it was your father’s.
   
 
   Wayne, enraged, dives at Ducard, swinging at him with the scallops,  furious, reckless. Ducard parries with his sword, they lock – noses  inches apart, Wayne breathing …  angry …
   
 
   Anger will not change the fact that your father failed to act.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   The man had a gun!
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   Would that stop you?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   I’ve had training.
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   The training is nothing. The will is everything. The will to act –
 
   Wayne pushes Ducard back – Ducard strikes down at Wayne with  his sword …  Wayne blocks the strike with forearms crossed, slides  between Ducard’s legs across the ice to where his sword lies. Grasping his sword he spins, sweeping at Ducard’s feet. Ducard leaps – Wayne catches his foot, brings him down onto the ice. Wayne thrusts his sword at Ducard’s throat –
   
 
   Stops inches from Ducard’s bare neck. Ducard freezes, arms at his  sides. Wayne looks down at Ducard in triumph. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Yield.
 
   Ducard shakes his head.
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   You haven’t beaten me. You’ve sacrificed sure footing for a  killing stroke.
 
   Ducard taps the ice beneath Wayne’s feet with his sword – the ice  gives way, plunging Wayne through the surface. 
   
 
   
EXT. SHORE, FROZEN LAKE – EVENING 35
   
 
   Ducard feeds a small fire. Wayne rubs his arms, shivering violently  against hypothermia. Ducard looks at Wayne.
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   Rub your chest. Your arms will take care of themselves.
 
   Wayne rubs his torso.
   
 
   You’re stronger than your father.
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   (eyes blazing)
   
 
   You didn’t know my father.
 
   DUCARD 
   
 
   But I know the rage that drives you …  that impossible anger strangling the grief until your loved one’s memory is just poison in your veins …  (Distant.) And one day you catch yourself wishing the person you loved had never existed so you’d be spared your pain …
   
 
   Wayne looks up at Ducard, struck by his words. 
   
 
   I wasn’t always here in the mountains. Once I had a wife. My great love. (Looks into fire.) She was taken from me. Like you, I was forced to learn that there are those without decency. Who must be fought without hesitation or pity. (Looks at Wayne.) Your anger gives you great power, but if you let it, it will destroy you. As it almost did me.
   
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   What stopped it?
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   Vengeance.
 
   Wayne nods. Bitter. 
   
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   That’s no help to me.
 
   DUCARD 
   
 
   Why …?
 
   
INT. MONORAIL TRAIN – DAY (WAYNE’S MEMORY) 36
   
 
   Looking out to Gotham. Bruce, now twenty-two, reflected in the glass, stares sadly out at the city.
   
 
   DUCARD 
   
 
   (voice-over)
   
 
   Why could you not avenge your parents?
   
 
   The train is now filthy and covered in graffiti.
   
 
   ANNOUNCER 
   
 
   (over loudspeaker)
   
 
   Wayne Station. Wayne Station next.
 
   
EXT. WAYNE MANOR – DAY 37
   
 
   A yellow cab sits at the end of the drive.
   
 
   
INT. YELLOW CAB – CONTINUOUS 38
   
 
   Bruce stares at the imposing house. 
   
 
   CABBIE 
   
 
   You wanna pull up?
 
   Alfred emerges from the house, peering at the cab. Bruce smiles sadly at the sight of his old friend. 
   
 
   
INT. WAYNE MANOR – CONTINUOUS 39
   
 
   Alfred leads Bruce through the main hall and up the main staircase. The house is now dark and empty. Dustcloths cover much of the furniture. 
   
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   Will you be heading back to Princeton after the hearing, or could I persuade you to spend an extra night or two?
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   I’m not heading back at all.
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   Don’t you like it there?
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   I like it fine … they just don’t feel the same way.
 
   Alfred glances back at Bruce. Irritated.
   
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   (turns up the stairs)
   
 
   I’ve prepared the master bedroom.
 
   BRUCE
   
 
   My old room will be fine.
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   With all due respect, sir, Wayne Manor is your house.
   
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   (irritated)
   
 
   No, Alfred, it’s my father’s.
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   Your father is dead, Master Wayne.
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   (gestures)
   
 
   And this is a mausoleum. When I have my way, I’ll pull the damn thing down brick by brick.
 
   Alfred turns on Bruce, angry.
   
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   This house, Master Wayne, has sheltered six generations of the Wayne family.
   
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   Why do you give a damn? It’s not your family, Alfred.
   
 
   Alfred looks away. Bruce immediately regrets his words. 
   
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   (quiet)
   
 
   I give a damn, sir, because a good man once made me responsible for what was most precious to him in the whole world.
 
   Bruce looks at Alfred. Nods. Alfred opens the door. 
   
 
   Miss Dawes offered to drive you to the hearing.
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   Rachel? Why?
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   She probably hopes to talk you out of going.
   
 
   BRUCE
   
 
   Should I just bury the past out there with my parents, Alfred?
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   I don’t presume to tell you what to do with your past, sir. Just know that there are those of us who care what you do with your future.
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   Haven’t given up on me, yet?
 
   ALFRED  
   
 
   (conviction)
   
 
   Never.
 
   
INT. MASTER BEDROOM – CONTINUOUS 40
   
 
   Bruce puts his bag on the bed. Looks around the room. Uncomfortable. The room is full of his parents. 
   
 
   At the mantel, Bruce stares at a framed photograph of his parents. He wipes dust from it. Smiles at it. He turns to look at a case on the table. Inside it is his father’s stethoscope. 
   
 
   Insert cut: Young Bruce wearing the stethoscope, pressing it against Thomas’s chest, listening …  Thomas shifts the position of the diaphragm – Young Bruce smiles as he hears the beating. 
   
 
   Bruce moves to the bed. Opens his case: inside it is a gun.
   
 
   
INT. MAIN HALL, WAYNE MANOR – LATER 41
   
 
   Bruce walks through the hall to the kitchens. 
   
 
   
INT. KITCHENS, WAYNE MANOR – CONTINUOUS 42
   
 
   Bruce stops at the open pantry door to stare at Rachel, now a beautiful young woman of twenty-two. She runs her fingers over the shelves of cans and boxes, a sad smile on her face. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Alfred still keeps the condensed milk on the top shelf.
 
   Rachel looks up, smiling at the tins of the sweet liquid.
   
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   Hasn’t he noticed that you’re tall enough to reach, now?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Old habits die hard, I guess.
 
   She turns to face Bruce. 
   
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   Never used to stop us, anyway.
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   (smiles at the memory)
   
 
   No. No, it didn’t.
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   So, you still trying to get kicked out of the entire Ivy League?
 
   BRUCE  
   
 
   (shakes head, smiling)
   
 
   Turns out you don’t actually need a degree to do the international playboy thing. But you…. intern at the DA’s office …  quite the over-achiever.
   
 
   Rachel shrugs modestly. Looks around.
   
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   I miss this place.
 
   Wayne shakes his head, sadly. 
   
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   This place is nothing without the people who made it what it was. Now there’s only Alfred.
 
   Rachel looks at Wayne significantly. 
   
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   And you.
   
 
   Wayne looks into her eyes. Sees the hope. Shifts. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   I’m not staying, Rachel.
 
   Rachel takes this in, hiding disappointment. Awkward.
   
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   Oh. I thought maybe this time …  but you’re just back for the hearing?
 
   Bruce nods. Rachel looks down. Then back to Bruce. 
   
 
   Bruce, I don’t suppose there’s any way I can convince you not to come?
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   Someone at this proceeding should stand for my parents.
   
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   We all loved your parents. What Chill did is unforgivable.
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   Then why’s your boss letting him go?
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   In prison he shared a cell with Carmine Falcone. He learned things and he’ll testify in exchange for early parole.
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   Rachel, this man killed my parents. I cannot let that pass. I need you to understand.
   
 
   Rachel looks at Bruce. Gently nods. 
   
 
   
EXT. COURTHOUSE – DAY 43
   
 
   Moving in on an imposing building surrounded by skyscrapers. 
   
 
   
INT. COURTHOUSE – DAY 44
   
 
   A small bureaucratic proceeding. A five-person panel chaired by Judge Faden. Bruce sits amongst the observers. Watching the back of Chill’s head. Rachel’s boss, Finch, is speaking. 
   
 
   FINCH
   
 
   The depression hit working people like Mr. Chill hardest of all. His crime was appalling, but it was motivated not by greed but by desperation. Given the fourteen years already served and his extraordinary level of cooperation with one of this office’s most important investigations …  we strongly endorse his petition for early release.
 
   FADEN
   
 
   Mr. Chill?
 
   Chill glances around nervously. Rises. The years have not been kind. He clears his throat.
   
 
   CHILL
   
 
   Your honor, not a day’s gone by when I didn’t wish I could take back what I did. Sure, I was desperate, like a lot of people back then. But that doesn’t change what I did.
 
   Chill sits. Judge Faden nods, consults his paperwork. 
   
 
   FADEN
   
 
   I gather a member of the Wayne family is here today …
 
   Chill reacts, turning. Bruce studies his weathered face. 
   
 
   CHAIRMAN 
   
 
   Does he have anything to say?
 
   Chill spots Wayne’s cold eyes. Has to look away. Bruce rises, walks out, all eyes on him. Including Rachel’s.
   
 
   
EXT. PARKING LOT, COURTHOUSE – MOMENTS LATER 45
   
 
   Bruce moves to Rachel’s car. Crouches beside the front tire, picks up his gun, stuffs it up the sleeve of his overcoat. 
   
 
   The side exit opens and two Cops come out. A shout goes up from the Reporters around the front of the courthouse. 
   
 
   REPORTERS
   
 
   They’re taking him out the side!!
 
   Reporters swarm around the building as Chill emerges. 
   
 
   REPORTER 1
   
 
   Chill, any words for the Wayne family?!
 
   Chill, head down, presses on. Bruce straightens. Breathes. Starts walking towards Chill. A Reporter spots him.
   
 
   REPORTER 2 
   
 
   It’s Bruce Wayne!
 
   The Reporters clear a path, eager for a confrontation.
   
 
   BLONDE FEMALE REPORTER 
   
 
   Joe! Hey Joe!!
 
   This one catches Chill’s eye – blonde, local TV type. 
   
 
   Bruce’s hand drops to his side as he moves … he’s breathing hard … thinking … deciding …
   
 
   Falcone says hi!!
 
   She thrusts a gun at Chill’s chest and fires. Chill drops. 
   
 
   Bruce stops in his tracks. Reporters dive for cover – Cops jump on the Blonde Reporter, pinning her … 
   
 
   Bruce. Fifteen feet away. Loaded gun up his sleeve. Face as uncomprehending as the night Chill killed his parents. Rachel moves to Bruce, pulling him away from the chaos. 
   
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   Come on, Bruce. Come on, we don’t need to see this.
 
   Bruce yanks his arm away. 
   
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   I do.
   
 
   
INT. RACHEL’S CAR – EVENING 46
   
 
   Rachel drives. Bruce sits there, hands in his lap. Staring. 
   
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   The DA couldn’t understand why Judge Faden insisted on making the hearing public. Falcone paid him off to get Chill out in the open.
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   Maybe I should be thanking them.
 
   Rachel turns to Bruce, appalled. 
   
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   You don’t mean that.
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   What if I do, Rachel? My parents deserved justice.
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   You’re not talking about justice, you’re talking about revenge.
   
 
   BRUCE
   
 
   Sometimes they’re the same.
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   They’re never the same, Bruce. Justice is about harmony … revenge is about you making yourself feel better. That’s why we have an impartial system –
   
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   Well, your system is broken.
   
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   Don’t you tell me the system’s broken, Bruce! I’m busting my ass in school so that I can do something to fix it. You care about justice …?
   
 
   Rachel yanks the wheel.
   
 
   
EXT. FREEWAY, GOTHAM – CONTINUOUS 47
   
 
   Rachel’s car screeches across two lanes, onto an exit ramp.  
   
 
   
INT. / EXT. RACHEL’S CAR ON SURFACE STREETS – CONTINUOUS 48
   
 
   The streets below are dark, crowded and threatening.
   
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   Look beyond your own pain, Bruce.
 
   Rachel gestures at the filthy streets. Down dark alleys, shadowy figures conduct business. 
   
 
   This city is rotting. They talk about the depression as if it’s history, but it’s not – things are worse than ever down here. Falcone floods our streets with crime and drugs, preying on the desperate, creating new Joe Chills every day. Falcone may not have killed your parents, Bruce, but he’s destroying everything they stood for.
   
 
   They pull up in front of a basement club. 
   
 
   You want to thank him for that, here you go. We all know where to find him … (Gestures at club.) But as long as he keeps the bad people rich and the good people scared no one will touch him. Good people like your parents who’ll stand against injustice are gone, Bruce. And what chance does Gotham have when the good people do nothing?
   
 
   She pokes him in the chest. Bruce looks down at her finger. 
   
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   I’m not one of your ‘good people’, Rachel.
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   What do you mean?
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   All these years I wanted to kill him … (Pulls up sleeve.) … now I can’t.
   
 
   Turns his hand over. Rachel stares at the gun in his hand. She looks at Bruce. Shocked. Realizing. 
   
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   You were going to kill him yourself.
 
   She slaps him. Bruce does nothing. Rachel slaps him again and again. Nothing. She stops. Tears flowing. 
   
 
   Just another coward with a gun. No better than Chill.
 
   Rachel looks into Bruce’s eyes.
   
 
   Your father would be ashamed of you.
   
 
   Bruce stares at Rachel. Opens his door. 
   
 
   
EXT. DOCK AREA, GOTHAM – CONTINUOUS 49
   
 
   Bruce makes his way to the water. Takes out his gun. Turns it, studies the light off its metal. 
   
 
   Insert cut: the trembling barrel of Chill’s gun. 
   
 
   Bruce, with contempt, flings his gun into the black water. 
   
 
   
EXT. BASEMENT CLUB, FACING DOCKS – LATER 50
   
 
   Bruce strides towards the entrance. 
   
 
   
INT. BASEMENT CLUB – CONTINUOUS 51
   
 
   Bruce enters the crowded club. He spots a figure holding court at a corner table. Falcone. Bruce pushes through the crowd, attracting curious stares. Falcone looks up.
   
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   You’re taller than you look in the tabloids, Mr. Wayne.
 
   A Thug appears at Bruce’s side. Pats him down.  
   
 
   No gun? I’m insulted.
 
   BRUCE  
   
 
   Only a coward needs a gun.
 
   Falcone shrugs. Motions him to sit.  
   
 
   FALCONE  
   
 
   Coulda just sent a thank you note.
 
   BRUCE  
   
 
   I didn’t come here to thank you. I came here to show you that not everyone in Gotham is afraid of you.
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   (laughs)
   
 
   Just those that know me, kid. Look around – you’ll see two councilmen, a union official, a couple off-duty cops, a judge
 
   Judge Faden sits at a nearby table, eyeing Bruce nervously. Falcone pulls a gun from under the table. Holds it to Bruce’s forehead. People stop their conversations, staring.  
   
 
   I don’t have a second’s hesitation blowing your head off in front of them … that’s power you can’t buy. The power of fear.
   
 
   BRUCE  
   
 
   (smiles)
   
 
   I’m not afraid of you.
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   Because you think you’ve got nothing to lose. But you haven’t thought it through – you haven’t thought about your lady friend from the DA’s … or that old butler of yours
 
   Bruce tries to hide his reaction. Falcone lowers his gun.  
   
 
   People from your world always have so much to lose. That’s why they keep me in business – I stop the desperate heading uptown the way Joe Chill did. You think because your mommy and daddy got shot you know the ugly side of life, but you don’t. You’ve never tasted desperation – you’re Bruce Wayne, Prince of Gotham – you’d have to go a thousand miles to meet someone who didn’t know your name. So don’t come down here with all your anger … trying to prove something to yourself – this is a world you’ll never understand. And you’ll always fear what you don’t understand.
   
 
   Falcone nods – a Thug punches Bruce’s side, Bruce turns – is grabbed by two Thugs – he fights back, but is overwhelmed. 
   
 
   You got spirit, kid, I’ll give you that. More than your old man, anyway.
 
   Bruce looks at Falcone. Blood on his face. Surprised. 
   
 
   In the joint Chill told me about the night he killed your parents … said your dad begged for mercy. Begged. Like a dog.
   
 
   Bruce stares back at Falcone. 
   
 
   
EXT. FALCONE’S BASEMENT CLUB, DOCK AREA – MOMENTS LATER 52
   
 
   Two Bouncers toss Bruce into the street – he hits the deck, rolling across the asphalt. A Homeless Man, warming at a flaming oil drum, watches Bruce struggle to his feet. 
   
 
   MALE VOICE
   
 
   Shoulda tipped better.
 
   Bruce turns. Walks over to the Man, wiping the blood off his face. The Homeless Man looks him up and down. 
   
 
   Bruce stares at the Man. Thinking. Takes out his wallet. Removes the money. Hands it to the Homeless Man. 
   
 
   HOMELESS MAN
   
 
   For what?
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   Your jacket.
 
   Bruce drops his wallet into the fire. The Homeless Man laughs. Bruce pulls off his tie, throws it into the fire. He pulls off his overcoat, bundles it up ready to –
   
 
   HOMELESS MAN
   
 
   Lemme have it, that’s a good coat.
 
   Bruce looks at the Homeless Man, who has removed his own. They exchange clothing. 
   
 
   BRUCE
   
 
   Be careful who sees you with that. (Off look.) They’re gonna come looking for me.
   
 
   HOMELESS MAN
   
 
   Who?
 
   BRUCE
   
 
   Everyone.
 
   Bruce, less incongruous in his ‘new’ coat, wanders the stacks. A horn sounds. Bruce’s eyes lock on to the ship preparing to leave. Bruce runs towards it through the shadows … 
   
 
   
INT. WALKWAY, MONASTERY – DAY (PRESENT) 53
   
 
   Ducard watches Wayne face off against a shaven-headed Warrior. 
   
 
   As they spar, shouting from across the monastery distracts Wayne and he gets put down. Ducard shakes his head. 
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   Childish, Wayne.
 
   Wayne sits there, looking over as two Warriors drag a screaming man towards a cage … 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Who is he?
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   He was a farmer. Then he tried to take his neighbor’s land and became a murderer
 
   Wayne watches them lock the Murderer into the cage … 
   
 
   Now he’s a prisoner.
 
   The cage is winched ten feet off the ground. The Murderer’s arms hang through the cage. He is whimpering.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   What will happen to him?
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   Justice. Crime cannot be tolerated – criminals thrive on the indulgence of society’s ‘understanding’. You know this.
 
   Wayne nods, staring at the Murderer in the cage, troubled. Ducard watches Wayne.  
   
 
   Or when you lived among the criminals … did you make the same mistake as your father? Did you start to pity them?
   
 
   Wayne looks at Ducard, thinking … shrugs.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   The first time you steal
 
   
EXT. CROWDED MARKET, AFRICAN PORT TOWN – EVENING (MEMORY) 54
   
 
   Bruce picks up a mango from a stack to examine it.  
   
 
   WAYNE  
   
 
   (voice-over)
   
 
   … so that you don’t starve …
   
 
   He uses his lower hand to slip a plum into his pocket.
   
 
   
EXT. ALLEY, AFRICAN PORT TOWN – LATER 55
   
 
   Bruce squats in a doorway. Bites hungrily into his plum. He looks up. A Child in rags sits in the next doorway, staring. Bruce stares back, juice dripping.  
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (voice-over)
   
 
   … you lose many assumptions about the simple nature of right and wrong.  
   
 
   Bruce hands the Child the plum. Licks his fingers. Hard.  
   
 
   
EXT. CAR PARK, LONDON – DAY 56
   
 
   Bruce watches an Old Man slim-jim a sports car’s window.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (voice-over)
   
 
   As I traveled, I learned …
   
 
   
EXT. BUILDING, SHANGHAI – DAY 57
   
 
   Wayne and Stocky Chinese Man sit in a car, watching a truck being loaded. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (voice-over)
   
 
   I felt the fear before a crime …
   
 
   
INT. WAREHOUSE, SHANGHAI – DAY 58
   
 
   The truck races in – two Criminals yank the doors shut after.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (voice-over)
   
 
   … and the thrill of success …
   
 
   Bruce and Stocky jump down from the cab, laughing.
   
 
   BRUCE 
   
 
   Where’s your friend?
 
   STOCKY
   
 
   (shrugs)
   
 
   Not friend. Friend of friend.
 
   Bruce stops laughing. Looks at Stocky with contempt. The doors explode – Cops burst in, shouting in Mandarin. 
   
 
   
INT. SAME – LATER 59
   
 
   The back of the truck is opened – Cops inventory piles of boxes pulled out of the back. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (voice-over)
   
 
   … without becoming one of them. 
   
 
   Bruce sits in a line of criminals, hands cuffed behind back. A Cop yanks him to his feet, hauling him over to an Officer.
   
 
   COP
   
 
   (in Mandarin)
   
 
   He refuses to give his name.
 
   OFFICER
   
 
   (to Bruce)
   
 
   Fool, what the hell do I care what your name is? You’re a criminal.
 
   BRUCE
   
 
   (in fluent Mandarin)
   
 
   I’m not a criminal.
 
   OFFICER
   
 
   Tell that to the guy who owned these!
 
   He kicks a box: close on the Wayne Enterprises logo. 
   
 
   
INT. PRISON COURTYARD – DAY 60
   
 
   Wayne is led across the courtyard. The Prisoners stare. 
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   (voice-over)
   
 
   You travelled the world to understand the criminal mind and conquer your fear …
 
   
INT. THRONE ROOM – NIGHT 61
   
 
   Close on Wayne’s blue poppy – now shriveled dry – on the altar. Wayne, clad in black Ninja uniform, watches as Ducard, also in black, picks it up, takes a pestle and mortar, drops in the dried flower, and grinds it to dust. 
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   But a criminal isn’t complicated, and what you really fear is inside yourself. You fear your own power. Your own anger. The drive to do great or terrible things … you must journey inwards …
 
   Ducard pours the dust into a small brazier. Lights it. Motions to Wayne. 
   
 
   Drink in your fears. Face them. You are ready.
   
 
   Wayne breathes the smoke. He shakes his head. Reacting to the effects of the smoke, his mind is plagued by images: Chill’s trembling gun – Young Bruce falling – Thomas staggering. 
   
 
   Ducard puts on his Ninja mask. Motions Wayne to do the same. Wayne struggles to think through the effects of the smoke …
   
 
   Dozens of identical Ninjas step forward from the shadows: Ducard has melted into the crowd. Wayne raises his guard …
   
 
   To conquer fear, you must become fear … you must bask in the fear of other men … and men fear most what they cannot see –
   
 
   Ducard strikes at Wayne – Wayne spins, parries – but Ducard has gone. The Ninjas move in unison, forming walls …
   
 
   It is not enough to be a man … you have to become an idea … a terrible thought … a wraith …
   
 
   The Ninja nearest Wayne turns and slashes – it is Ducard. Wayne leaps sideways, rolling through the wall of Ninjas. He looks at his arm – it has been slashed, the uniform torn – a dead giveaway. Wayne looks around, crouched, ready … 
   
 
   One wall of Ninjas parts, revealing a wooden box. Wayne stares at it, mind spinning from the smoke. 
   
 
   Embrace your worst fear …
 
   Wayne cautiously approaches the box. Carefully lifts the lid. Peers inside … 
   
 
   Bats explode from the box, filling the air – Wayne dives away from the box, staring up at the squawking bats – flinching … 
   
 
   Ducard leaps at Wayne, who rolls sideways, blocking. Wayne turns to face Ducard, but he is lost in the Ninjas, bats filling the air, Wayne flinching with their attacks … 
   
 
   Wayne stays low. Slashes the arm of the Ninja nearest him – the man does not move. Wayne turns. Fighting to think. 
   
 
   A Ninja paces softly through the crowd. As he speaks, we can tell this is Ducard …
   
 
   Become one with the darkness …
 
   Ducard falls in behind a Ninja with a slashed sleeve … He knocks him to his knees, sword against throat – 
   
 
   You cannot leave any sign …
 
   Ducard pulls off his own mask. Disappointed.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (o.s.)
   
 
   I haven’t.
 
   A sword is at Ducard’s neck – Wayne is behind him, pulling off his  mask. Ducard looks around … several of the Ninjas around them  have slashed sleeves. Ducard smiles. From across the chamber …  clapping. Rā’s al Ghūl sits, watching.
   
 
   RĀ’S AL GHŪL
   
 
   Impressive.
 
   The Ninjas turn, in unison, and sit. Wayne releases Ducard. Ducard  leads Wayne in front of Rā’s. Rā’s leads them to a brazier, with a  branding iron sticking out over the rim. Rā’s al Ghūl begins speaking in Urdu.  
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   (translating)
   
 
   We have purged your fear. You are ready to lead these men. You  are ready to become a member of the League of Shadows.
 
   Rā’s al Ghūl indicates the Murderer kneeling before them.
   
 
   (continues translating) First you must demonstrate your  commitment to justice.
   
 
   Ducard hands Wayne his sword. Wayne looks at the Murderer, who  looks back with pleading eyes.  
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   No. I’m no executioner.
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   Your compassion is a weakness your enemies won’t share.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   That’s why it’s so important. It separates me from them.
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   You want to fight criminals. This man is a murderer.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   This man should be tried.
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   By whom? Corrupt bureaucrats? Criminals mock society’s laws. You know this better than most.
 
   Rā’s al Ghūl steps forward, eyes burning. Starts speaking … 
   
 
   RĀ’S AL GHŪL
   
 
   (accented English)
   
 
   You cannot lead these men unless you are prepared to do what is necessary to defeat evil.
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   Where would I be leading these men?
   
 
   RĀ’S AL GHŪL
   
 
   Gotham. As Gotham’s favored son you will be ideally placed to strike at the heart of criminality.
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   How?
 
   RĀ’S AL GHŪL
   
 
   (accented English)
   
 
   Gotham’s time has come. Like Constantinople or Rome before it … the city has become a breeding ground for suffering and injustice … it is beyond saving and must be allowed to die. This is the most important function of the League of Shadows. It is one we have performed for centuries. Gotham must be destroyed.
 
   Wayne turns to Ducard. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   You can’t believe in this.
 
   Ducard looks at Wayne, then looks down, troubled. 
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   Rā’s al Ghūl rescued us from the darkest corners of our own hearts … what he asks in return is the courage to do what is necessary.
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   I’ll go back to Gotham. And I’ll fight men like this. But I won’t be an executioner.
 
   Wayne looks at the Murderer kneeling next to the brazier. 
   
 
   DUCARD 
   
 
   (low, emphatic)
   
 
   Wayne, please, for your own sake … there is no turning back …
 
   Wayne looks at Ducard. Then raises his sword, preparing to strike. The Murderer’s head is bowed, trembling. 
   
 
   Wayne strikes down with his sword, missing the Murderer’s neck by inches, striking the white-hot branding iron, flipping it off the brazier and through the air into the mezzanine where the explosives are  stored. 
   
 
   DUCARD
   
 
   What are you doing?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   What’s necessary.
 
   Wayne strikes Ducard in the head with the flat of his sword … 
   
 
   Rā’s strikes at Wayne – Wayne parries – explosions roar from the balcony, shooting flame across the ceiling. Rā’s and Wayne fight as explosions surround them … 
   
 
   Wayne leaps clear as flaming debris collapses onto Rā’s, crushing him … the flames are rising, Ninja bodies are strewn around, fresh explosions rip across the hall as Ninjas flee, and Wayne spots Ducard lying unconscious. 
   
 
   Wayne picks up Ducard, hauls him out of the throne room into a passage, smashing through an ornate screen … 
   
 
   
EXT. MOUNTAINS – CONTINUOUS 62
   
 
   Wayne and Ducard crash down onto a steep slope of ice and rock, the monastery exploding above them … Wayne rolls over, grabs a rock, looks across to see – 
   
 
   Ducard, unconscious, sliding down the icy slope. His limp form rotates, spinning as his body gathers momentum, rushing towards the edge of the cliff … 
   
 
   Wayne dives after him, sliding head-first down the ice … the cliff closer and closer, as Wayne races after Ducard …
   
 
   Mere feet from the cliff edge, Wayne grabs Ducard – raises his free gauntlet-clad arm, and smashes at the ice, digging in with the bronze scallops … stopping on the edge. Ducard hangs limply over a tremendous drop – Wayne struggles with the dead weight. Wayne pulls Ducard up onto the ice. Breathing. 
   
 
   
EXT. TINY HAMLET, HIMALAYAS – DAY 63
   
 
   Wayne carries Ducard down the road. 
   
 
   
INT. SHERPA’S HUT – MOMENTS LATER 64
   
 
   Wayne kicks the door open. The Old Man he saw on his way up the mountain stares back at him. Then motions Wayne to put Ducard down onto some mats. The Old Man wipes blood from Ducard’s temple. Looks at Wayne, who is moving to the door … 
   
 
   OLD MAN
   
 
   I will tell him you saved his life.
 
   Wayne stops. Turns. Looks back at Ducard. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Tell him … I have an ailing ancestor who needs me.
 
   Wayne puts his hands together in formal salute. Bows. 
   
 
   
EXT. LANDING STRIP, KATHMANDU – EVENING 65
   
 
   A gleaming G5 sits on the runway. Wayne, ragged, filthy, approaches the plane. The door opens: Alfred stands there in the doorway. Wayne pauses at the foot of the steps. 
   
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   Master Wayne. It’s been some time.
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   (smiles)
   
 
   Yes. Yes, it has.
 
   Alfred looks him over. 
   
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   You look rather fashionable. Apart from the dried blood.
   
 
   
INT. PRIVATE JET – DAWN 66
   
 
   Wayne sits, drink in hand, ragged against rich leather. 
   
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   Are you coming back to Gotham for long, sir?
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   As long as it takes.
 
   Alfred looks at Wayne, curious. 
   
 
   I’m going to show the people of Gotham that the city doesn’t belong to the criminals and the corrupt.
 
   Alfred looks at Wayne, thinking. 
   
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   During the depression your father nearly bankrupted Wayne Enterprises combating poverty … he believed that his example would inspire the wealthy of Gotham to save their city …
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   Did it?
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   (nods sadly)
   
 
   In a way … Their murder shocked the wealthy and powerful into action.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (nods, bitter)
   
 
   People need dramatic examples to shake them out of apathy. I can’t do this as Bruce Wayne. A man is just flesh and blood, and can be ignored or destroyed. But a symbol … as a symbol I can be incorruptible, everlasting …
   
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   What symbol?
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   I’m not sure, yet. Something elemental. Something terrifying.
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   I assume, sir, that since you’re taking on the underworld, this ‘symbol’ is a persona to protect those you care about from reprisals?
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (nods)
   
 
   You’re thinking about Rachel?
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   Actually, sir, I was thinking of myself.
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   Have you told anyone I’m coming back?
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   I haven’t figured out the legal ramifications of raising you from the dead.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Dead?
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   It’s been seven years.
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   You had me declared dead?
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   Actually, it was Mr. Earle. He wanted to liquidate your majority shareholding. He’s taking the company public. Your shares brought in an enormous amount of capital.
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   Good thing I left everything to you, then.
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   Quite so, sir. (Closes his eyes.) You’re welcome to borrow the Rolls, by the way. Just bring it back with a full tank.
   
 
   
EXT. GOTHAM – SUNRISE 67
   
 
   Moving over spires of the city, catching gold of first light. 
   
 
   
INT. UNMARKED POLICE SEDAN – EVENING 68
   
 
   Gordon, now forty-six and a Detective, in the passenger seat. Worn eyes watching his partner, Flass, forty-two, glad-hand the owner of the liquor store they are parked outside. Flass squeezes into the driving seat holding a wad of cash.
   
 
   FLASS
   
 
   Don’t s’pose you want a taste?
 
   Gordon looks at Flass, cold. Flass shrugs. Counts his money. 
   
 
   I keep offering ’cause who knows, maybe one day you’ll get wise.
 
   GORDON
   
 
   Nothing wise in what you do, Flass.
 
   FLASS 
   
 
   Yeah? Well, Jimbo, you don’t take your taste – makes us guys nervous you might decide to roll over –
 
   GORDON 
   
 
   (irritated)
   
 
   I’m no rat, Flass. (Calmer.) In a town this bent, who’s there to rat to, anyway?
   
 
   Flass laughs at this, hits the gas. 
   
 
   
EXT. POLICE STATION – NIGHT 69
   
 
   Gordon slams the car door. Watches Flass pull away. Weary. Someone watches him from a doorway. It is Wayne. 
   
 
   
INT. FALCONE’S CLUB – NIGHT 70
   
 
   Judge Faden sits sandwiched between two Girls, drink and cigar in hand. Falcone gets up from the table. 
   
 
   FADEN
   
 
   Carmine! Where are you going?
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   Duty calls. You have yourself a good time, Judge.
 
   Falcone leans in to the Club Manager. 
   
 
   If he’s too cheap to get a hotel, at least make him take his car around to the alley. (Shakes his head.) No class.
   
 
   Falcone heads into his back office.
   
 
   
EXT. FALCONE’S BASEMENT CLUB, DOCK AREA – NIGHT 71
   
 
   Judge Faden exits the club, a Girl on his arm. Faden guides her into a waiting limo. A Street Person comes over to the rear windows of the car, knocking. The Driver gets out. 
   
 
   DRIVER
   
 
   Get lost!
 
   The Driver kicks the Street Person away from the limo. A Homeless Man warming by a fire starts shouting. It is the Homeless Man that Bruce gave his coat to years before. The coat is worn but recognizable.
   
 
   HOMELESS MAN 
   
 
   Leave him alone! Let him be!
 
   The limo moves off. Close on the Street Person watching it leave. It is Bruce. He glances down at a tiny camera in his lap. Smiles at the screen: Faden and the Girl.
   
 
   
INT. GOTHAM COURTHOUSE – DAY 72
   
 
   Rachel sits at the lawyer’s table watching, appalled, as a thin, bespectacled man testifies. This is Dr. Crane. He clears his throat, nervous. Leans in to the microphone. 
   
 
   CRANE
   
 
   In my opinion Mr. Zsaz is as much a danger to himself as to others …
 
   A shaven-headed prisoner sits in the dock. Victor Zsaz. 
   
 
   … and prison is probably not the best environment for his rehabilitation.
 
   
INT. STAIRCASE, DISTRICT ATTORNEY’S OFFICE – DAY 73
   
 
   Rachel hurries down the marble stairs after Crane. 
   
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   Dr. Crane!
 
   CRANE 
   
 
   (guarded)
   
 
   Yes, Miss Dawes?
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   You seriously think that Victor Zsaz shouldn’t be in jail –?
 
   Crane looks at her, bewildered. 
   
 
   CRANE 
   
 
   I would hardly have testified to that otherwise, would I, Miss Dawes?
 
   They pass through the doors into the portico. 
   
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   This is the third of Carmine Falcone’s thugs that you’ve seen fit to have declared insane and moved into your asylum …
   
 
   CRANE 
   
 
   Well, the work offered by organized crime has an attraction to the insane.
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   Or the corrupt.
 
   Crane turns to Rachel. Stares. Then speaks over her shoulder. 
   
 
   CRANE 
   
 
   Mr. Finch, I think you should check with Miss Dawes here just what implications your office has authorized her to make. If any.
 
   Crane walks off. Finch comes over, takes Rachel’s arm. 
   
 
   FINCH 
   
 
   What’re you doing, Rachel?
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   (annoyed)
   
 
   What are you doing, Carl?
 
   Finch takes her elbow and guides her into a doorway. 
   
 
   FINCH 
   
 
   Looking out for you. (Glances around.) Rachel, Falcone’s got half the city bought and paid for … drop it.
   
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   How can you say that?
 
   FINCH 
   
 
   Because much as I care about getting Falcone … I care more about you.
 
   Rachel looks at Finch. Smiles sadly. 
   
 
   RACHEL 
   
 
   That’s sweet, Carl. But we’ve been through all this …
 
   Across the car park, sitting in a doorway. A Street Person watches Rachel kiss Finch on the cheek. Moving closer, we see that the Street Person is Wayne. He watches them for a beat, then moves along. 
   
 
   
INT. LIBRARY, WAYNE MANOR – NIGHT 74
   
 
   Wayne, cross-legged on the floor, studies papers and photos: Gordon, Rachel … Wayne picks up Rachel’s picture: a long-lens candid photo of her leaving work. 
   
 
   Wayne hears a chittering. He rises, moving out into the main hall … 
   
 
   
INT. MAIN HALL, WAYNE MANOR – CONTINUOUS 75
   
 
   Wayne stares: a small shadow flutters around the ceiling. 
   
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   (o.s.)
   
 
   A blessed bat again, sir.
 
   Wayne turns to find Alfred standing there with a tea service.
   
 
   They nest somewhere on the grounds.
 
   Wayne watches the dark shape flicker around the ceiling. 
   
 
   
EXT. GROUNDS, WAYNE MANOR – DAY 76
   
 
   Wayne walks across the gardens to the greenhouse. He wears a long overcoat, a coil of rope over one arm. 
   
 
   
INT. GREENHOUSE – CONTINUOUS 77
   
 
   Now derelict. Glass cracked or missing, paint peeled from wrought iron. Wayne stands in the entrance, remembering – 
   
 
   Insert cut: Rachel, laughing, sprinting between the tables.
   
 
   
   
 
   
INT. DISUSED WELL SHAFT – MOMENTS LATER 78
   
 
   Darkness, punctured by light as boards are yanked, splintering from the mouth of the well, high above. 
   
 
   Wayne lowers himself down the shaft, overcoat billowing. He undoes his rope at the bottom. Turns, finding – 
   
 
   The dark crevice between the rocks. Wayne crouches, pushing into the blackness, crawling through into – 
   
 
   
INT. CAVERNS – CONTINUOUS 79
   
 
   Wayne climbs down a jagged rock crevice. Air blows in his face. The crevice widens into a low-ceilinged chamber. Wayne hears the rush of water. He crouches, advances through the low chamber. It turns downwards, steeper – Wayne carefully slides on his back, lowering himself into –
   
 
   Limitless black. Wayne stands. A roar of water now. He reaches into his coat, pulls out a chemical torch. Cracks it, throwing light into – 
   
 
   A vast cavern. An underground river, a jagged ceiling, far above, which, as Wayne peers, starts to move – 
   
 
   Bats explode from the ceiling. Thousands descend, screeching, attracted to the light. Wayne instinctively crouches. But as they swarm around him terrifyingly – 
   
 
   Wayne rises to his feet amidst a cyclone of bats, watching the fluttering blackness with a profound calm. 
   
 
   And he knows the symbol he must use. 
   
 
   
INT. FALCONE’S BASEMENT CLUB, BACK OFFICE – NIGHT 80
   
 
   Falcone slides a drink across his desk to Crane. 
   
 
   CRANE
   
 
   No more favors. Someone’s sniffing around.
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   I scratch your back, you scratch mine, Doc. I’m bringing in your shipments.
 
   CRANE
   
 
   We’re paying you for that.
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   Maybe money isn’t as interesting to me as favors.
 
   Crane leans forward. Icy calm. 
   
 
   CRANE
   
 
   I’m aware that you’re not intimidated by me, Mr. Falcone. But you know who I’m working for … and when he gets here –
   
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   He’s coming to Gotham?
   
 
   CRANE
   
 
   And he’s not going to want to hear that you’ve endangered our operation just to get your thugs out of jailtime.
 
   Falcone considers this. Nods.
   
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   Who’s bothering you?
 
   CRANE
   
 
   There’s a girl in the DA’s office …
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   (shrugs)
   
 
   We’ll buy her off.
 
   CRANE
   
 
   Not this one.
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   Idealist, huh? Well, there’s an answer for that, too.
 
   CRANE
   
 
   I don’t want to know.
 
   Falcone looks at Crane with thinly disguised contempt.
   
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   Yes, you do.
 
   
INT. BOARD ROOM, WAYNE TOWER – DAY 81
   
 
   A board meeting in full swing. Earle presiding.
   
 
   EXECUTIVE 
   
 
   … but we’re showing very healthy growth in these sectors –
   
 
   FREDERICKS
   
 
   I don’t think that Thomas Wayne would have viewed heavy arms manufacture as a suitable cornerstone of our business –
 
   EARLE
   
 
   (irritated)
   
 
   I think, Fredericks, that after twenty years, we ought to be at a point where we stop asking ourselves what Thomas Wayne would have done …
   
 
   
INT. OUTER OFFICE, WAYNE TOWER – CONTINUOUS 82
   
 
   A young, beautiful Assistant at her desk, head down.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (o.s.)
   
 
   Good morning, I’m here to see Mr. Earle.
 
   The Assistant reaches for a list. Impatient.
   
 
   ASSISTANT
   
 
   Name?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Bruce Wayne.
 
   The Assistant starts looking for the name. Then realizes. She looks up. Staring. Wayne, immaculately turned out (suit, tie, perfect hair). He smiles. She smiles back.
   
 
   
INT. BOARD ROOM, WAYNE TOWER – CONTINUOUS 83
   
 
   Earle looks at Fredericks, annoyed. 
   
 
   EARLE
   
 
   Thomas Wayne wouldn’t have wanted to take the company public, either, but that’s what, as responsible managers, we’re going to do …
 
   Earle hits the intercom. 
   
 
   Jessica, get me that prospectus.
 
   Silence. 
   
 
   Jessica …?
 
   
INT. RECEPTION AREA – CONTINUOUS 84
   
 
   Earle whips open the door. Wayne, his back to Earle, has his arms wrapped around Jessica’s hips, showing her a golf putt along the carpet …
   
 
   EARLE
   
 
   Jessica, who’s answering the phones?!
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   It’s Wayne Enterprises, Mr. Earle – (Turns to Earle.) I’m sure they’ll call back.
   
 
   Earle stares. Dumbstruck. Wayne smiles. 
   
 
   EARLE
   
 
   Bruce?
 
   Board members lean over, staring through the door. 
   
 
   We thought … you were dead.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (smiles)
   
 
   Sorry to disappoint.
 
   Fredericks smiles. Wayne hands Earle his putter. 
   
 
   
INT. EARLE’S OFFICE, WAYNE ENTERPRISES – LATER 85
   
 
   Earle pours Wayne a cup of coffee. Cautious. 
   
 
   EARLE
   
 
   You realize, Bruce, that it’s too late to stop the public offering …
 
   Wayne takes the coffee. Smiling reassuringly. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   I understand. I’ll be handsomely rewarded for my shares. I’m not here to interfere – I’m looking for a job. (Off look.) I just want to get to know the company that my family built.
   
 
   EARLE
   
 
   Any idea where you’d start?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Applied Sciences caught my eye.
 
   EARLE
   
 
   (surprised)
   
 
   Mr. Fox’s department? (Shrugs.) Perfect. I’ll make a call.
   
 
   Wayne nods. Rises. 
   
 
   EARLE
   
 
   Oh, and Bruce? Some of the secretaries and so on … because of your name they may assume …
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   I’ll be absolutely clear with everyone that I’m just another humble employee.
 
   
INT. FINCH’S OFFICE – DAY 86
   
 
   Rachel hands Finch paperwork. He studies her. 
   
 
   FINCH
   
 
   Have you seen him yet?
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   Who?
 
   FINCH
   
 
   Wayne.
 
   RACHEL
   
 
   (confused)
   
 
   Bruce? What do you mean?
 
   FINCH
   
 
   You haven’t heard? It’s been all over the news today. He’s back.
 
   Rachel stares. Taking it in. 
   
 
   
INT. APPLIED SCIENCES DIVISION – DAY 87
   
 
   Lucius Fox, an African-American man (fifty-two) reclines at a desk in a darkened room. He looks at Wayne over his glasses.
   
 
   FOX 
   
 
   Environmental applications, defense projects, consumer products … all prototypes, none in production at any level whatsoever.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   None?
 
   Fox pauses, turns to Wayne, a wicked gleam in his eye. 
   
 
   FOX
   
 
   What did they tell you this place was?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   They didn’t tell me anything.
 
   FOX
   
 
   Earle told me exactly what it was when he sent me here …
   
 
   Fox throws a switch – lights flicker on, revealing a massive warehouse, stacked with shapes under dust covers, tools, lab equipment …
   
 
   … a dead end where I couldn’t cause any more trouble for the rest of the board.
 
   Fox leads Wayne through the stacks.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   You were on the board?
 
   FOX
   
 
   Back when your father ran things.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   You knew my father?
 
   FOX
   
 
   Sure. Helped him build his train.
 
   Fox leads Wayne to an area stacked with harnesses. 
   
 
   Here we are.
 
   Fox pulls out a box. Inside: a grappling gun and harness. 
   
 
   Pneumatic. Magnetic grapple. Monofilament tested to 350 pounds.
 
   Wayne feels the weight. It is light. Strong. He picks up the harness that goes with it. Shoulder straps with a wide, hi-tech belt. Wayne shoves the back end of the gun into the belt buckle – it clicks into place.
   
 
   
INT. SAME – MOMENTS LATER 88
   
 
   Fox leads Wayne through some tall crates. 
   
 
   FOX 
   
 
   Beautiful project, your dad’s train – routed right into Wayne Tower, along with the water and power utilities. Made Wayne Tower the unofficial heart of Gotham. Course Earle’s left it to rot …
 
   Fox stops at a tall crate. Checks paperwork. Opens the crate: a body suit – clear silicone over jointed armor. 
   
 
   Here it is: the nomex survival suit for advanced infantry. Kevlar bi-weave, reinforced joints …
 
   Wayne feels the fabric of the suit. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Tear-resistant?
 
   Fox hacks at the suit with his pen – it doesn’t even mark. 
   
 
   FOX
   
 
   This sucker’ll stop a knife.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Bullet-proof?
 
   FOX
   
 
   Anything but a straight shot.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Why didn’t they put it into production?
 
   FOX
   
 
   The bean-counters figured a soldier’s life wasn’t worth the three hundred grand.
 
   Fox looks at Wayne. Suspicious.
   
 
   So what do you want with it, Mr. Wayne?
   
 
   WAYNE 
   
 
   I want to borrow it. For spelunking. (Off look.) You know, cave-diving.
   
 
   Fox shrugs. Puts the lid back on the crate. 
   
 
   FOX
   
 
   You get a lot of gunfire down in those caves?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (smiles)
   
 
   Listen, I’d rather Mr. Earle didn’t know about me borrowing.
 
   FOX
   
 
   Mr. Wayne, the way I see it …
   
 
   Fox waves his arm, taking in the enormous facility. 
   
 
   All this stuff is yours, anyway.
 
   
INT. CAVERNS BENEATH WAYNE MANOR – DAY 89
   
 
   Wayne, high on the cavern wall, in climbing harness, hammers a bracket into the rock securing a line of industrial lamps. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Okay! Give it a try.
 
   Alfred throws a switch on a portable generator: the lamps flicker on, dimly lighting the length of one wall. Alfred peers at the damp, dingy surroundings. 
   
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   Oh, charming.
   
 
   Alfred sees the bats covering the entire ceiling. 
   
 
   At least you’ll have company.
 
   Wayne rappels to the cave floor, looks up to a high corner: crumbling brickwork. Alfred follows his gaze. 
   
 
   Must be the lowest foundations of the south-east wing.
 
   Wayne climbs up, poking through the rock ceiling: the bottom of a wrought-iron spiral staircase. In the center of the spiral: a dumb-waiter lift, fallen off its track. Wayne grabs the chains of the lift, rattles them – sending a wave echoing up into the darkness. 
   
 
   ALFRED 
   
 
   During the Civil War your great -grandfather was involved with the underground railroad. Secretly transporting freed slaves to the North. I suspect these caverns came in handy.
 
   Wayne jumps down. Moves to the small river. Follows it to where it disappears under rocks. Steps over. Alfred follows. The roar of water gets louder and the light gets brighter as Wayne follows the tunnel around a dog-leg, emerging – 
   
 
   Behind the face of a waterfall. Wayne grins, hops across slick rocks right up to the beautiful curtain of water. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (awe)
   
 
   Alfred, come up here.
 
   Alfred is twenty feet behind on the dry rocks.
   
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   I can see it very well from here, thank you, sir.
 
   Wayne, mesmerized, reaches for water that is liquid light.
   
 
   
INT. BATCAVE – DAY 90
   
 
   Wayne places two bronze gauntlets on a trestle table. Fires up a paint sprayer. Coats them matt black. Wayne moves onto the body suit. Starts coating it black. 
   
 
   
INT. SAME – LATER 91
   
 
   Wayne is showing Alfred diagrams. We catch only glimpses.
   
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   If we order the main part of this … (Points.) … cowl from Singapore …
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Via a shell corporation.
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   Indeed. Then, quite separately, place an order through a Chinese manufacturer for these –
   
 
   Alfred points at a diagram which looks like a pair of horns. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (nods)
   
 
   Put it together ourselves.
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   Precisely. Of course, they’ll have to be large orders to avoid suspicion.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   How large?
 
   ALFRED
   
 
   Say, ten thousand.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (smiles)
   
 
   Least we’ll have spares.
 
   
INT. FALCONE’S CLUB – NIGHT 92
   
 
   Flass approaches Falcone’s table. Sits.
   
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   I need you at the docks tomorrow.
 
   FLASS
   
 
   Problem?
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   Insurance. I don’t want any problems on this last shipment.
 
   Flass shrugs.
   
 
   FLASS
   
 
   Sure. Word on the street is you got a beef with someone in the DA’s …
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   Is that right?
 
   FLASS
   
 
   And that you’ve offered a price on doing something about it.
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   What’s your point, Flass?
 
   FLASS 
   
 
   You seen this girl? Cute little assistant DA … that’s a lot of heat to bring down, even in this town.
 
   FALCONE
   
 
   Never underestimate Gotham. Besides, people get mugged on the way home from work every day …
 
   
EXT. FALCONE’S BASEMENT CLUB, DOCK AREA – NIGHT 93
   
 
   Wayne, opposite the club, has his hand under his hood, adjusting a directional microphone hooked over his ear. 
   
 
   FLASS
   
 
   (over mike)
   
 
   Sometimes it goes bad.
 
   
EXT. ROOFTOPS, GOTHAM – NIGHT 94
   
 
   Moving in on a rooftop balustrade to discover Wayne, in black body suit and gauntlets, crouched, watching the police station across the street. He pulls on a black balaclava. Climbs through the shadows using Ninja spikes on his hands and feet. 
   
 
   
INT. BULLPEN – CONTINUOUS 95
   
 
   Gordon walks through the bullpen, pulling off his coat. 
   
 
   
INT. GORDON’S OFFICE – CONTINUOUS 96
   
 
   Gordon slumps into his chair, back to the window. Reaches for the phone – the light goes out. 
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (o.s.)
   
 
   Don’t turn around.
 
   Gordon freezes – Wayne is behind him, pressing a stapler between Gordon’s shoulder blades as if it were a gun. 
   
 
   GORDON
   
 
   What do you want?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   You’re a good cop. One of the few.
 
   Gordon narrows his eyes, puzzled.
   
 
   Carmine Falcone brings in shipments of drugs every week, nobody takes him down. Why?
 
   GORDON
   
 
   He’s paid up with the right people.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   What would it take to bring him down?
 
   GORDON
   
 
   Leverage on Judge Faden. And a DA brave enough to prosecute.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Rachel Dawes in the DA’s office.
 
   GORDON
   
 
   Who are you?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Watch for my sign.
 
   GORDON
   
 
   You’re just one man?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Now we are two.
 
   GORDON
   
 
   We?
   
 
   No response. Gordon turns around. No one. He jumps to the window – looks down, looks up: a shadow slips onto the roof –
   
 
   
INT. BULLPEN – CONTINUOUS 97
   
 
   Gordon races across the bullpen, drawing his gun, hits the stairwell – two uniforms see him go, run after him.
   
 
   
EXT. ROOFTOP – CONTINUOUS 98
   
 
   Wayne moves to the edge of the roof – the gap is too big. He turns back – the door smashes open. Gordon’s gun is raised.
   
 
   GORDON
   
 
   FREEZE!
 
   Wayne races for the gap – leaps … drops fast … misses the top storey – grabs the balcony below … it breaks away – drops him onto the one below. Winded, Wayne climbs onto the wall.
   
 
   From the other roof, Gordon watches Wayne melt into the shadows. The Uniforms arrive either side.
   
 
   UNIFORM 1
   
 
   The hell was that?!
 
   GORDON
   
 
   (dismissive)
   
 
   Some nut.
 
   But Gordon’s expression is less certain.
   
 
   
INT. APPLIED SCIENCES DIVISION – MORNING 99
   
 
   Fox watches Wayne approaching with a slight limp.
   
 
   FOX
   
 
   (smiles)
   
 
   What’s it today? More ‘spalunking’?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Spe-lunking. And no, today it’s base-jumping.
   
 
   FOX
   
 
   Base-jumping? What, like parachuting?
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Kind of. Do you have any lightweight fabrics?
 
   Fox looks at Wayne over his glasses. Smiles.
   
 
   FOX
   
 
   Oh, yeah.
 
   
INT. SAME – MOMENTS LATER 100
   
 
   Fox hands Wayne a sheet of black fabric.
   
 
   FOX
   
 
   Notice anything?
 
   Wayne examines it, shrugs. Fox puts on a glove.
   
 
   Memory fabric – flexible ordinarily, but put a current through it …
 
   Fox grabs the fabric – which instantly pops into the rigid shape of a small one-man tent. Wayne raises his eyebrows.
   
 
   … the molecules align and become rigid.
 
   Wayne pushes on the tent, feeling its strength, fascinated.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   What kind of shapes can you make?
 
   Fox releases the tent, which instantly collapses.
   
 
   FOX
   
 
   It could be tailored to any structure based on a rigid skeleton.
 
   Wayne lifts the black fabric, flicking it in a whipping motion. Thinking.
   
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Too expensive for the army?
 
   Fox takes it back from Wayne. Sardonic.
   
 
   FOX
   
 
   Guess they never thought about marketing to the billionaire base-jumping, spelunking market.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   Look, Mr. Fox, if you’re uncomfortable –
 
   FOX
   
 
   Mr. Wayne, if you don’t tell me what you’re really doing, then when I get asked … I don’t have to lie. But don’t treat me like an idiot.
 
   WAYNE
   
 
   (nods)
   
 
   Fair enough.
 
   Wayne sees something behind Fox: a vehicle, covered by a tarp. Huge tires visible.
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