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FADE IN:
EXT. GOTHAM CITY – NIGHT
BLACK AND WHITE FLASHBACK: CLOSE on ROBIN, he looks to BATMAN who is off screen and won’t be shown. They’re standing on top of a building, looking out over Gotham City. 
ROBIN

It doesn’t get any better than this, does it?
ROBIN turns, CUT TO: ROBIN’s POV: EXTREME WIDE Gotham City skyline.
FADE TO:

EXT. NEW YORK CITY – NIGHT

COLOR: EXTREME WIDE New York City skyline, sirens are blaring, horns are going off in all directions.
ORACLE (O.C.)

Hello? Former Boy Wonder—Nightwing come in.
MEDIUM, NIGHTWING stands on the ledge of a building, surveying the city with a small pair of binoculars. He places them into a hidden belt that is barely visible on his suit.
NIGHTWING

What you got Babs—um Oracle?

ORACLE (O.C.)

A fire on Park and 58th.
NIGHTWING
Okay?
ORACLE (O.C.)
That’s three blocks down then ten left.

NIGHTWING
On it! Don’t know what I’d do without you Babs.
ORACLE (O.C.)
Oracle.

NIGHTWING dives from the building to the next; a thin sheet of fabric extending from his elbow to his lats catches the wind—it’s not quite a cape. He lands on the building with a forward roll then bolts across the rooftop.
NIGHTWING
Right—sorry.

ORACLE (O.C.)
No probs. But I’m sure you’d figure something out.

CLOSE to NIGHTWING’s face, he’s smiling.

NIGHTWING
Maybe…

WIDE angle shot of NIGHTWING, smoke and flames engulf two or three apartments of an apartment building. He jumps to the top of the building across from it.

CLOSE, NIGHTWING looks to be pressing on his temple, (presses a button on his mask).

NIGHTWING’s POV: WIDE, X-ray/night vision view of inside the apartment complex. A woman crawls on the floor in one complex, nowhere close to the exit. A baby lies, crying in its crib in another apartment as the parents struggle to pass through flames to her. Finally a dog stands barking at the door wanting out of the last burning apartment.
MEDIUM, NIGHTWING shoots a grappling gun across the way and swings through the window of the middle apartment; he’s tucked perfectly into himself and to let the suit take the brunt of the blow. Glass flies about the room.
NIGHTWING CREDITS
FADE IN:

INT. CIRCUS – NIGHT
BLACK AND WHITE, SLOW MOTION: A young RICHARD, no older than seven or eight, swings on the trapeze. There’s a joy in his face as he swing up to a platform. He watches his parents lock arms and swing away from him.

The MUSIC for this entire scene is Flightless Bird, American Mouth by Iron and Wine.

CUT TO: The rope loosening, and then breaking.

CUT TO: RICHARD’s face, struck with fear. He watches as his parents fall to the earth.

RICHARD’s parents lay helpless on the ground, unmoving.

FADE OUT.
INT. DORM ROOM – MORNING

BLACK SCREEN.

TREVOR (O.C.)
Wake up—dude wake up!

Eyes open, RICHARD’s POV: CLOSE, a blurry turning to clear picture of TREVOR.
TREVOR
Earth to Richard Grayson, you’re going to be late for class.

RICHARD mashes his face into his pillow. He’s got a giant bruise on his shoulder and a little soot on his cheek.

RICHARD
Ugh…
TREVOR
Remember, no one twisted your arm. You’re the one who wanted to join that frat—
TREVOR points to the bruise.
TREVOR (cont.)
- But seriously dude, I think that’s illegal.
RICHARD
What?—Oh, that. No, it was me. I got drunk last night and fell.

TREVOR
Down how many flights of stairs (laughs)? Whatever you say man.
EXT. CAMPUS – DAY

RICHARD rushes to class, books in hand. He’s more graceful than a man should be, dodging a students along the way. Instead of going around the fountain on the green, RICHARD jumps it.
MUSIC: She Doesn’t Get It by the Format
INT. CLASSROOM – DAY

RICHARD pushes the door open and sprints to his seat.
TEACHER
Just in time, Mr. Grayson

He puts a quiz on RICHARD’s desk.

CUT TO: RICHARD sleeping in another class. Class gets over and he still sits there sleeping. A couple of GIRLS and TREVOR come up from behind him. One girl, DENISE, nudges him.
DENISE
Grayson, have a nice nap?
RICHARD’s eyes open.
TREVOR
Hey man, we’re going for a bite to eat. You down?

RICHARD (groggy)
Yeah—always.
INT. PIZZA PLACE – AFTERNOON

The group huddles into a booth. RICHARD takes a big slice and stuffs his face.
TREVOR
I don’t know how you’re going to pass biochem, sleeping in class all the time. What time’d you get in this morning?

RICHARD
Three or four, I think.

BECCA
What were you out doing last night?
TREVOR
Oh, you didn’t know? Richard’s pledging.

BECCA
Really? What frat?

RICHARD gets flustered, forgetting the lie he told TREVOR.

TREVOR
Delta Phi, right?

RICHARD
Yeah—Delta Phi.
DENISE
Funny—you don’t really seem the type.
RICHARD
What’s that suppose to mean?
DENISE (stumbling)
Oh, nothing. I’m just saying—I mean you certainly look the type—I mean, you know—it’s just not really your crowd, you know?

BECCA interjects.
BECCA
Well, if you’re going to be a Greek boy now, you’ll have to take me to my sorority formal—alright?
RICHARD
Yeah, sure—of course. 
RICHARD smiles.

RICHARD (cont.)

Hey does anyone have the notes from biochem?

DENISE nods.

RICHARD (cont.)
Mind if I borrow them?

DENISE
No—

RICHARD
Thanks—you’re the best—hey, I’m going to get these down before I have to be back at the House.

RICHARD exits; the group sits there still eating.

BECCA
He is so cute! Did you hear him snoring in class?

TREVOR
That’s cute?

DENISE
Oh yeah—when you’ve got a tush like that, anything is.

The girls smile to each other, TREVOR gets flustered.
INT. BARBARA’S APARTMENT – AFTERNOON

RICHARD sits on the countertop as BARBARA wheels by him in the kitchen. He has a half eaten sandwich in hand.
BARBARA
So, how are classes going Man Wonder?
RICHARD
They’re all right. Read the biochemistry book like six years ago when Bruce was teaching me some forensics. I’m going to see if Alfred will send me my old homework.

BARBARA
Sounds good, have you heard from either of them lately?

RICHARD
No, I was going to ask you—
BARBARA
Well, I think Bruce is still taking it pretty hard.

RICHARD (angry)
He’s the one who fired me—If he—
BARBARA
Calm down Rich—I’ve got something for you.
BARBARA wheels out of the room. RICHARD watches her leave, still scarfing down the sandwich. She comes back with a manila envelop full of paper, she hands it to RICHARD and he begins to flip through it.
BARBARA
There was a homicide found this morning, similar to the one a few weeks ago.
RICHARD (head down on the paperwork)

Similar how?

BARBARA

Similar in that the police weren’t able to find any evidence whatsoever.
RICHARD
I didn’t do much better—the guy’s a pro… But I don’t see any similarities.
BARBARA

Will you just go check it out?

RICHARD

Yeah.
RICHARD hops down from the counter, putting the file to his side. BARBARA eyes him.

BARBARA

You sure everything’s okay?

RICHARD

Yeah—Yeah, I’m fine—well, uh, thanks Babs. I’m going to get crackin on this.

RICHARD goes for the exit.

BARBARA
Isn’t it a little early? It is NIGHT-wing right?

RICHARD exits. BARBARA watches him leave.
BARBARA (cont.)
Oh, Richard, some things never change, do they?

She smiles and bites her lip a bit, upset at her feelings.
INT. ENTRANCE APARTMENT CRIME SCENE – EVENING

NIGHTWING picks the lock to an apartment door with crime scene tape all over it.
NIGHTWING (V.O.)
Breaking into a crime scene to find evidence the police couldn’t. Well if I can ever get this lock. What’s going on with me?—Come on Rich, get it together.
The lock snaps open.

NIGHTWING (cont. V.O.)

Got it.

INT. APARTMENT CRIME SCENE – EVENING

NIGHTWING pushes the door open, and walks in. NIGHTWING again presses a button on his mask. CUT TO: NIGHTWING POV, looking at infrared signature.

NIGHTWING (cont. V.O.)

Nothing… Nothing… Nothing…
ORACLE (O.C.)

How’s it going in there Nightwing?
NIGHTWING
As if you don’t have telemetry. You’re seeing what I’m seeing—which isn’t crap.
ORACLE (O.C.)

Yeah. (Pause as the camera looks around the room) Hey, Rich, this is going to sound really stupid—but dad invited me to the Police Ball.

INT. ORACLE TOWER – NIGHT
CUT TO: BARBARA sitting at her desk, with a host of computer screens in front of her. Two different displays show images from NIGHTWING’s perspective. BARBARA is timid and hopeful, it’s rather cute.
ORACLE/BARBARA

I mean it’s not like I can dance or anything, but I guess it’s a dinner as well—I was just wondering, if maybe you’d go—you know, take a night off?
NIGHTWING (O.C.)
Um—yea—

BARBARA edges closer to one IR screen, surprised at what she sees.
ORACLE
Hold on. I’m getting something. Just to your left—you see it?
INT. APARTMENT CRIME SCENE – EVENING
CUT TO: Apartment entrance, where a plain clothes cop happens upon the scene. He notices the entrance is cracked open then draws his gun.
COP

Hello? Anyone there?

He fishes a flashlight from his coat; he enters slowly with both gun and flashlight in hand.

NIGHTWING (V.O.)

Great.

NIGHTWING is barely visible, a shadow in the darkness.
COP

Who’s there?

The COP looks curiously into the darkness, wondering if the figure is in his imagination; he can see only a shadow. He hesitates.

COP (cont.)

Sh—sh—show yourself.

COP’s POV: NIGHTWING is gone. CUT TO: The COP looks over the place; he can tell whatever it was he saw is now gone.
EXT. NEW YORK CITY – NIGHT

NIGHTWING glides over the tops of building. He’s using a freerunning technique to run from building to building; he jumps and glides with his hidden wings to the next building, where he lands with a forward roll and keeps moving.
NIGHTWING

I felt like an amateur in there. Maybe I’ve lost my touch.

ORACLE (O.C.)

Maybe that cop was just extra perceptive—it happens sometimes you know.

NIGHTWING

Didn’t know you were still listening in.

ORACLE (O.C.)

Always.

NIGHTWING (laughing)

That’s comforting.

INT. ORACLE TOWER – NIGHT
BARBARA’s still scanning screens, but something has changed her mood.
ORACLE (smiling)
Did you get the bullet fragment?

NIGHTWING (O.C.)
Does a rabbit have fur?

ORACLE (laughing)
We’ve got to work on your superhero dialogue. You think Clark says anything like that?—
A blip pops up on BARBARA’s computer screen

ORACLE (cont.)

Hey, traffic cam caught a mugging about two blocks down. You game?
EXT. NEW YORK CITY – NIGHT

NIGHTWING moves down a fire escape, impossibly fast. He doesn’t take the stairs; instead he swings gracefully down it (again using freerunning techniques). 
CUT TO: NIGHTWING’s POV: MUGGER1 puts the gun into his coat pocket, looking in the direction of the man who had just been mugged. The other MUGGER2 looks curiously at NIGHTWING, his gun still drawn. The VICTIM lies helplessly on the corner of a building, suffering from a gunshot wound to the stomach.
NIGHTWING (whispers)

We need a bus Babs—this man’s been shot.

ORACLE (O.C)

On it.
INT. ORACLE TOWER – NIGHT
CUT TO: BARBARA sitting in her Oracle tower; she typing fast and furiously. 

BARBARA

Unit 18 this is Dispatch, we’ve got a bleeder at 2nd and 85th.
UNIT 18 (O.C.)

Got it Dispatch—on our way.
INT. AMBULANCE – NIGHT
CUT TO: PARAMEDICS sitting in the ambulance.

PARAMEDIC

I thought Frank was working dispatch tonight.

The other PARAMEDIC looks over and shrugs.
EXT. NEW YORK CITY – NIGHT

MUGGER1 looks over, just as NIGHTWING disarms MUGGER2. MUGGER2 puts up a feeble attempt at a fight, only to have an arm broken and a bloody nose. MUGGER1 backs away, drawing his gun.

NIGHTWING (V.O.)

The first thing you learn in most schools of martial arts—how to disarm. I’m schooled in fifteen forms from judo and taekwondo to karate or jiu-jitsu. Breaking the nose blinds, breaking the arm is just fun.

MUGGER2

What do you want freak?

NIGHTWING (V.O.)

A straight shot from this distance, even with the Kevlar, would hurt like hell—might even kill me.

NIGHTWING

Take it easy fella.

NIGHTWING holds his hands up in defeat, then finds one of the Eskrima sticks that he has tucked next to his shoulder blades. He throws the stick and MUGGER1 falls, but not before getting off a shot. The bullet whizzes by the camera, barely missing NIGHTWING; it lodges into a brick alley wall.
CUT TO: PARAMEDICS arrive on scene to find the VICTIM bandaged and the MUGGERS in handcuffs.

INT. CLASSROOM – DAY

RICHARD lies back in his seat, fighting to keep his eyes open during the instructors lecture.
INSTRUCTOR

That’s all for today, I’ll hand out last class’s quizzes.

RICHARD rubs his eyes, sits straight up in his seat, and begins to pack up his things. The instructor puts the quiz on to the desk. The big red “A” takes up most the margin.

INSTRUCTOR (cont.)

Good work, Mr. Grayson—but could you please try to keep your eyes open in class?

RICHARD

Yeah—I’m sorry sir. Thanks!

RICHARD gets up to exit, BECCA follows behind.

BECCA

So, Friday night, right Grayson?

RICHARD (confused)

Friday night?

BECCA

Formal—you said you’d go with me.

BECCA nudges RICHARD on his bruised shoulder, he rubs the pain away.

BECCA (cont.)

You’re not backing out on me, are you?

RICHARD

No, no—sounds great.

BECCA

It might be a little late to rent a tux—

RICHARD (smiles)

I think I can manage.
INT. POLICE HEADQUARTERS – DAY

The plain clothes cop.
DETECTIVE CARSON

First, guys start showing up gift wrapped—tied up on our front step with evidence taped to their foreheads. 

He points to the two MUGGERS, now in an interrogation room. They’re bruised and bandaged.

CARSON (cont.)

Now we got these two bone heads telling us some guy in a mask took ’em down then saved their victim—and I could swear I saw someone at the crime scene the other night.

DETECTIVE2

Are you saying we’ve got some sort of Batman like character here in New York?

CARSON

Either that or every perp in this town has gone crazy.

DETECTIVE2

I prefer that option.

CARSON

They’ve seen the same sort of thing in Metropolis. I think this vigilante thing’s become an epidemic.
INT. ORACLE TOWER – DAY

RICHARD sits at ORACLE’s desk searching her computer data bases. BARBARA is wheeled next to him.
BARBARA

So, does this mean you’ve found something?

RICHARD

Not exactly—through the police file and the bullet fragment I’ve put together what I imagine happened.

BARBARA (sarcastic)

Well—spi—spi—spit it out.

INT. APARTMENT CRIME SCENE – NIGHT

Black and White FLASHBACK. A man sits on his recliner watching TV. A bullet flies through an open window then into the man’s head. He slouches over on the chair.

RICHARD (V.O.)

The bullet passed through an open window. From the fragment I’ve found he was hit by a sniper rifle round, silenced. That’s why no one in the area heard a gun shot.

Time passes in the apartment. A DARK FIGURE, masked, in a armored black get up climbs through the open window.

RICHARD (V.O. cont.)

But our shooter doesn’t leave. He goes to the scene to clean up. He closes all of the windows and locks them. He takes the victim’s house key to lock up, and he fishes the bullet from the wall.
The FIGURE follows with RICHARD’s story, locking the windows and retrieving the bullet.
BARBARA (V.O.)

Visibly it looked like he got the whole thing; the police unit did a thorough inspection, finding nothing.

The FIGURE locks the door behind him. Time passes again and the LANDLORD opens the door to find the VICTIM.

INT. ORACLE TOWER – DAY

BARBARA edges closer to RICHARD. She takes off her glasses and lets down her hair.

BARBARA (smiling)

Pretty good for the World’s second greatest detective.

RICHARD

You use to call me the third.

This comment knocks her back to reality.

BARBARA

That was before I retired.

RICHARD

Sorry Babs—I didn’t mean to—
BARBARA

Don’t worry about it, but—I don’t get it. If you put all that together yourself, why did you need to use the computer?

RICHARD

Just wanted to do some surfing, internet’s really slow at the dorm. (Laughs) No, I got to thinking about yesterday, that maybe there is a connection.
BARBARA

Okay?

RICHARD

I know it’s a different MO, but it’s the same guy. He makes it look different every time—this is actually the fourth death I’ve linked him to.
BARBARA

What?

RICHARD

All of these men have been on one hit list or another. We’re looking for an assassin—a real pro.
RICHARD gets up from the desk and paces about the room. BARBARA scoots into her desk.

BARBARA

Any luck with that bullet?

RICHARD

I need to check it over. I doubt I’ll find anything, but I’ll let you know if I do.

BARBARA

Sounds good Rich. Your ticket for the Ball is over on the counter, want to run and get it?
RICHARD walks over and grabs it; he read it over a couple times.

RICHARD

Ah—Babs—I kinda made plans for Friday night. (Pauses) I’m really sorry. I didn’t know—

BARBARA

No, it’s okay. It’s going to be a bore anyway—don’t worry about it.

RICHARD

Alright, but hey—I’ll try and make it for at least part of it, okay? I’m sure I can make it for the end.

BARBARA smiles a trusting smile.

RICHARD (cont.)

Save me a dance?

BARBARA (chuckles)

I’ll try.

BARBARA looks down at her legs and wheelchair then frowns.

INT. NIGHTWING SAFE HOSE – NIGHT

The room is full of gadgets. All of RICHARD’s Nightwing equipment is hanging on the walls. He has a large computer and equipment used for forensics. RICHARD is huddled over a microscope; he’s wearing only the pants part of his Nightwing attire revealing a muscled back. A radio is tuned in to the police frequency.

RICHARD (V.O.)

Just as I expected… Nothing, but it’s not like I have the most advanced crime lab. Maybe Bruce could lend me a hand.
RICHARD opens a cell phone and dials.

RICARD (to cell phone)

Hey, Alfred, it’s Richard… Yeah I’m doing good—I mean well… Classes are going fine—actually I need to speak with you about that, but I was wondering if you could do me a favor. I’m sending over some ballistics, could you run it through Bruce’s system for me… Thanks Alfie—hey one more thing. Did I leave my tux there?
INT. HOTEL, NEW YORK CITY – NIGHT

Typical college formal held at a nice hotel with a chandelier. A cover band is playing dressed in white sport coats. Beautiful coeds are wearing gowns and the men’s attire varies from nice shirt and a tie to a tux.
DENISE and TREVOR are dancing. When the song stops they clap.

TREVOR

I’ll go get us some punch.

DENISE

Sounds good.

TREVOR walks over to the punch bowl and pours some into a cup. There are a couple of frat guys standing beside the table. TREVOR nods to them.

TREVOR

So, Richard Grayson’s pledging with you guys, huh.

FRAT GUY 1

Pledging? I don’t know if you’d call it that.

TREVOR

What’d you mean?

FRAT GUY 2

Grayson doesn’t have to pledge.

FRAT GUY 1

He bought his way in.

TREVOR looks at them, perplexed.

CUT TO: DENISE standing on the side of the dance floor alone. Her cell phone rings; she checks the number and picks it up.
DENISE

I told you I was taking the night off… How much?—Okay, that sounds fair, just give me a few minutes.

DENISE leaves the dance in a rush. TREVOR comes back with two cups of punch in hand, grinning.
TREVOR

Oh man, you’re never going to believe…

TREVOR trails off. The camera circles as he looks around the room for DENISE.
CUT TO: BECCA and RICHARD sitting at a table chatting. BECCA has her hand on RICHARD’s knee. She might be a little drunk.

MUSIC: The Freshmen by the Verve Pipe begins to play softly in the background.
BECCA

So, Richard, you having a good time?

RICHARD

Yeah—great time. 

BECCA (giggling)

You don’t look it.

RICHARD (sarcastic)

Well sorry!—No, but I feel like I’m forgetting something.

BECCA

Well how bout a dance.

RICHARD smiles, he takes her hand and they walk out toward the dance floor.
INT. HOTEL GOTHAM CITY – NIGHT

BARBARA sits at a table next to her father, COMMISSIONER GORDON. She slumps over in her wheel chair. She’s dressed in an elegant gown, looking more beautiful than anyone could imagine. A single tear streaks down her cheek.

MUSIC: The music gets louder as the lyric reads “For the life of me…”
PAN AROUND BARBARA then OUT.

INT. APARTMENT – NIGHT

DENISE, dressed all in black, cocks a gun and holsters it on her chest. She holds a printed sheet of paper outlining her hit. She dons her mask.
FADE OUT.
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