No Pain, No Gain

A Batman Tale of terror

By Byron Dunbar

INT: We’re in a familiar long and dark hallway. Barred windows on large 

doors lead to padded cells. These chambers line the walls as pictures 

do at 

an art museum. We dolly slowly across these cells. The insides of the 

barred 

windows are completely black. In each one a different, voice breaks the 

eerie silence with it’s own, eerier sound.

From the first cell we hear two voices. One is calm, scared. It sounds 

completely sane, The even sophisticated. The second voice is a maniacal 

evil, monstrous shriek. The complete opposite of the first one.

VOICE 1

I didn’t want to hurt that little girl...I really 

didn’t...why...why...she 

was so small...she...

VOICE 2

SHUT UP! You have no right to question the coin! THE COIN IS GOD! I 

should 

kill you right here, right now!

VOICE 1

OK, flip the coin. We’ll hang our self if it goes on the scarred side!

The next cell is a woman weeping.

WOMAN

Oh...gods...where’s my baby! GIVE ME MY BABY YOU BASTARDS! Where’s my 

kitten? I need my cat! Where is SHE? WHERE IS SHE?

It continues like this for quite some time until we come to the last 

cell. 

That cell has nothing but insane, evil laughter oozing from behind it’s 

bars. It sounds like someone is running their nails down a chalk board.

We cut to a close up of the mouth of the cell’s occupant. The maniac 

has 

long, yellow teeth which are almost fang like. His lips are blood red 

and 

what we see of his skin is chalk white. Needless to say, this is The 

Joker.

JOKER

EN HEH HEH HEEENNNNH! EN HEE HEHE HEHEH NNNNNH! HA HA HA! HOO WHOO WOO! 

HEEEE! HAAA! HA HA!

We then again cut to a large door. It swings open with a clack and 

white 

light rushes from it.

We cut to a closeup of one of the cell occupant’s eyes. Their pupils 

shrink 

to dots. They hiss in a rodent like manner and cover their eyes.

We cut to a bird’s eye view of the cell room. Groans come from almost 

every 

chamber.

We cut to a medium close up of three silhouettes in the doors light. 

The one 

in the middle is strapped to something but we can’t make out what. We 

can 

make out that the other two are dressed in uniforms, possibly those 

that 

police wear. The other two silhouettes push whatever he’s strapped to 

forward.

We then cut to another dolly, similar to the first. But this time we’re 

following the silhouettes as they pass each cell. By this time, the 

occupants have gotten used to the light and have continued their 

babbling. 

But as the silhouettes pass each cell the noise abruptly stops. Once 

they 

reach the end of the hall only the Joker’s laughter remains.

We cut to a close up the middle silhouette’s head. We can make out some 

of 

his features but not many. He has long hair and a big nose with a 

pointed 

chin. He is strapped in a straight jacket to some kind of bed turned 

upright. He turns his face to the direction of the Joker’s cell.

We cut to a close up of the Joker’s insane eyes. He’s still laughing. 

We 

then cut back to the middle silhouette’s head. From the darkness of his 

face 

there escapes a whisper.

MIDDLE SILHOUETTE

Bad...

We cut to a medium closeup of the Joker’s cell. The laughter has 

stopped.

We cut to the middle silhouette, now standing alone wearing a straight 

jacket. We can also make out thousands of bandages covering both of his 

hands. Behind him is nothing but darkness. Suddenly, a door begins to 

shut 

on him, pushed by a hand. It’s a cell door just like the ones of the 

other 

prisoners. It slams shut. All is silent. The camera lingers on it for a 

few 

seconds before cutting to the next scene.

INT: A cluttered office. Papers, notes and books are stacked upon 

everything. Drawers are nearly exploding with even more documents. 

Papers 

litter the floor. We see Dr Arkham sitting at his desk drinking a 

coffee. 

Two guards in uniform sit in wooden chairs before him.

Guard 1 is middle aged. He has a small mustache just underneath his 

nose. He 

has brown hair and is slightly balding. He has muscular arms but a bit 

of 

belly. His narrow eyes are full of cynicism.

The second guard is very young, he’s in his mid-twenties. He has neatly 

combed blond hair, bright blue eyes and a long face with a pointed 

nose. 

He’s very and also quite lanky.

GUARD 1

Well doc, We got that new looney locked up safe and sound.

GUARD 2

I hope it isn’t too much of a burden on you. We know how you already 

have to 

treat some of the craziest criminals in the world. Why should you have 

to 

look after this nut as well?

ARKHAM

I’d no picnic for me son, I can assure you. But they had to send him 

here 

for security purposes. The other asylums they tried weren’t enough to 

hold 

him.

GUARD 1

Yeah but still, don’t you think that it’s a bigger risk having him 

here? He 

came to Gotham looking to kill the same patients we have locked up 

here. 

Being here could set him off.

ARKHAM

I see your concern my friend, that’s why I ordered the chamber sound 

proofed. And he’ll be kept isolated from the other patients. We’ve 

already 

scheduled separate meal times and such.

GUARD 2

Yeah, but still...it must be difficult.

ARKHAM

My boy, as long as I’m helping people I don’t care how difficult it is 

for 

me.

INT: A cell for one of the patients. Arkham is sitting in a huge 

armchair 

chair writing in his notebook. The chair has many fancy pillows on it 

as 

well as pretty little designs sewed onto it. Behind him is a happy 

little 

“home” setting that should remind the audience of the sitcoms of the 

1950s. 

There is angel wallpaper, tons of paintings with fancy frames, as well 

as 

expensive looking rugs and furniture. Arkham looks up from his notes at 

smiles at the audience.

ARKHAM

You’ve done very well today Preston.

VOICE (off screen)

No Doctor, we’ve done very well...

The camera pans away from Arkham to who he is speaking to. We see a 

horrible 

monstrosity sitting at a couch with a female mannequin. The thing’s 

skin is 

warped and twisted. It has taken on a clay-like composition. He wears a 

completely transparent dome upon his head as well as a suit covering 

his 

entire body. Before him is a coffee table with a tea set on it. He 

holds an 

empty china mug and pretends to drink from it. This is Clayface III.

Clayface grins gruesomely and pretends to take another gulp of tea.

CLAYFACE

My wife and I! We’ve done very well! We’ve had such a pleasant visit 

with 

you today!

Arkham grins, trying to hide how creeped out he is. But he doesn’t 

succeed.

ARKHAM

Well, I have some more patients to check up on, I’d better get going.

Arkham gets up and goes to the door.

CLAYFACE

Oh, surely you’ve got time for another cup of tea?

Clayface points to his “wife.”

CLAYFACE

She’s very sensitive about her tea!

ARKHAM

I’d love to Preston but I’ve really got to be off!

Arkham quicky exists and the guards lock up after him.

Clayface looks over to the mannequin.

CLAYFACE

Well my sweet, just you and me now. I say, look at the time! “English 

Romances” is on!

Clayface grabs a remote from his coffee table and clicks the power 

button.

CLAYFACE

Oh boy, our favorite episode dear!

Clayface puts his head (or dome) on his hand and smiles at the TV. He 

laughs 

a few times at something funny on screen. We cut to a close up of the 

television. It’s nothing but a blank screen.

We fade to a guard unlocking the door of another cell for Arkham.

GUARD

Well, this is that new guy huh?

ARKHAM

Yes, Michael Sharpe.

GUARD

He’s that vigilante bloke who Batman brought it a month or two ago 

right?

ARKHAM

You are correct.

GUARD

First interview with him?

One of Arkham’s eyebrows raise in confusion. This guy certainly has a 

lot of 

questions!

ARKHAM

Um...yes...

GUARD

Good luck!

The door opens and the guard closes it behind Arkham as he walks into 

the 

room.

We see a close up of Arkham’s horrified face. He gasps.

We cut to a close up of the prisoner. He is the same one who was 

wheeled in 

to this cell in the first scene. We can now see all of his features. He 

has 

thick black eye brows and slanted eyes. He pupils are completely black. 

His 

skin is pale, but still retains some sense of life. He has long black 

hair, 

a pointed chin and a big nose. He is still in a straight jacket and is 

strapped to an upright bed with wheels at the bottom. His hands 

continue to 

be covered with bandages. His name is Michael Sharpe.

However, what we notice the most about him are his rodent like teeth. 

Most 

notably because his is chewing on his right shoulder! He’s obviously 

been at 

work on this for quite some time. The straight jacket is torn slightly, 

as 

is the shirt underneath it. He’s now chewing on his flesh. Some blood 

dribbles down across his breast.

The chewing stops a few moments after Arkham’s gasp. At that precise 

second, 

the patient’s eye dart to peer at the psychologist. Suddenly, Sharpe 

snaps 

his head away from his wound carrying a chunk of flesh in his teeth. He 

spits it out.

We go to a close up of Arkham’s foot. The skin barely misses his shoe.

Michael gives a toothy grin to Arkham. Flecks of blood cover the tips 

of his 

teeth, especially the front ones. Arkham stares shocked for a few 

moments, 

not sure what to say, nor what to do. Eventually he sputters out the 

only 

thing that pops into his mind.

ARKHAM

Duh...doctor...I’ll go see if I can find...

SHARPE

Would he treat the wound with alcohol? Or something else that would 

sting?

Shape snaps out this sentence quickly and excitedly.

ARKHAM

Ub...I, uh...

SHARPE

If it doesn’t sting, I don’t want to see anybody.

ARKHAM

I, (gulp)...erm...

Arkham then straightens his tie and clears his throat. His eye browns 

narrow 

and a stern look comes to his face. He runs his fingers through his 

hair 

twice. Then he speaks with determination.

ARKHAM

I’ll go get a doctor. I have some free time after lunch. If your ready 

then, 

we’ll continue. Good day.

Arkham turns and leaves, trying to hide how he’s shivering.

SHARPE

Same to you.

EXT: A causal looking restaurant. It’s more than a burger joint but 

it’s not 

anywhere overly fancy. It looks like it’s somewhere between those two 

types 

of dining locations. We cut-in to...

INT: The restaurant. We have a medium close up of Arkham. He’s talking 

directly to the camera. He has a pile of food before him but it doesn’t 

look 

like he’s eaten anything. Behind him we can see some families and 

couples 

sitting at other tables and eating. The odd waitress walks past, behind 

Arkham.

ARKHAM

I don’t know what came over me, I mean, I see crazy people like that 

every 

day. I should be used to behavior like that. But there was just 

something 

about this Sharpe fellow. Something unnerving.

We cut to Commissioner Gordon sitting on the opposite end of the table. 

He 

has a hardy appetite and is eating merrily.

GORDON

It’s quite a wonder he managed to be able to do that to himself. 

Especially 

after all those precautions the hospital took to make sure that he was 

tied 

up safely.

ARKHAM

It is. Maybe that’s where some of the shock came from. Me going in 

there, 

expecting to see him safe and sound.

GORDON

Hmm, it’s getting kind of late there isn’t it?

Gordon points to a clock on wall with his fork.

ARKHAM

Why yes, I guess I should be seeing Sharpe right now.

Arkham gets up and begins to leave.

GORDON

But wait, aren’t you even going to take your food with you? You haven’t 

touched a morsel!

ARKHAM

You have it, I’ve kind of lost my appetite.

Before Gordon can reply Arkham is already going out the door.

INT: The same hallway as before. Each of the patients is screaming and 

moaning as usual. Arkham walks down it in front of the camera. The 

white 

light of the door makes him a silhouette.

We cut to a side view of Arkham. We can now see all of his features. We 

dolly, following him.

A middle aged, female nurse with tied back brown hair comes fleeing out 

of 

Shape’s cell. She crying. A worried look comes to Arkham’s face. She 

tries 

to run past him but he grabs her.

ARKHAM

Are you alright? What’s wrong?

She pushes Arkham off her. And points a finger right in his face.

NURSE

Don’t you EVER make me feed that SICKO again, or I’ll FUCKING KILL YOU! 

You 

SON OF A BITCH!

She runs off. Arkham looks at the guards. Before he can even ask his 

question Guard 1 answers it.

GUARD 1

While she was spoon feeding him he kept on asking her if she’s gouge 

out his 

eye with the silver ware.

Arkham’s face goes blank and his skin gets pale. But he shakes it off.

ARKHAM

Well, this should be a very informative experience. I’m sure that I’ll 

be 

able to learn a lot about the treatment of future patients from this 

man.

Arkham enters the cell. He sits down in a wooden chair and takes out 

his 

notebook. He stares silently at Sharpe for a few moments. Sharpe now 

has 

some stitches and bandages where he was biting his arm. After a little 

while, Sharpe breaks the silence.

SHARPE

Have a nice lunch doctor?

ARKHAM

Why...yes thank you.

A few more moments of silence.

ARKHAM

Well, you can call me Doctor Arkham. I believe your name is Michael 

Sharpe. 

Are there any nicknames or such that you would prefer me to refer to 

you as?

SHARPE

Sharpe’s fine.

More silence.

ARKHAM

Well then, with that cleared up, let’s get started. Can you tell me 

anything 

about your childhood? Where you grew up? How you related to your 

parents? 

What your friends were like? Anything like that?

SHARPE

I lived alone with my mother. My father was a piolet. He died in a 

plane 

crash while she was still pregnant.

Arkham takes a few notes.

ARKHAM

I see...

SHARPE

I didn’t really have any friends...it was just my mother and me...

We dissolve into the next scene.

EXT: Am elementary school. A bell rings and children comes pouring out 

the 

front door. The last one to come out is a young version of Michael 

Sharpe. 

He looks as if he’s barely out of grade five. There are two main 

differences 

between his child and adult selves. First, Sharpe now has neatly cut 

hair 

than is slicked back. He also wears a clean suit complete with a little 

bow 

tie. His eyes convey a sense of deep depression.

Sharpe walks forward through the crowds of chattering children alone. 

Every 

child is in a little group, playing a game or talking or something. 

Sharpe 

really seems isolated. He begins to movie in slow motion and the 

laughter of 

the children fades into the background. We move forward to Sharpe, 

walking 

alone.

We cut to a worms eye view of an extremely large and well-kept home. 

The 

house is painted bright blue and pink and it sits on a small hill where 

the 

grass is neatly mowed and plenty of hedges lay. Each hedge is cut into 

the 

shape of a different animal. There are many beautiful statues of angels 

decorating the home. Surrounding it is a garden brimming with exotic 

plants. 

We see a long shot of Sharpe, walking up the hill on a pathway.

Cut to a Shape’s POV. He walks up the steps. Each step has a blue or 

pink 

mat on it. He comes to the door. It has a sign saying “welcome.” The 

sign 

has a painted background of clouds, as well as a border featuring 

cartoon 

angels. Above the sign is a gothic looking knocker. The knocker is 

formed 

out of the face of a gargoyle. This is quite a contrast from the rest 

of the 

house!

Still in POV Sharpe opens the door and walks inside. He passes a 

winding 

staircase and starts through a hall. The hall is full of nice paintings 

of 

angels as well as photos of old relatives. The wall paper also has a 

nice 

design. As you might have guessed angels are on the wallpaper as well! 

Sharpe begins to open a door when we hear a female voice.

VOICE (OS)

Michael, where are you going?

We cut from the POV to a side view shot of Sharpe. He turns his head, 

an 

expression of fear decorating his features.

We cut to Sharpe’s mother. She is an older woman, quite unattractive. 

She 

wears an over abundance of make up that serves only to increase how 

repulsive she is to look at. Her hair is short and curled. It’s been 

dyed 

into a sickly orange tint. She wears and a blue and pink bathrobe. A 

lit 

cigarette hangs from her mouth, film noir style.

MOTHER

Well, boy, what? It’s bad not to answer your mother!

We see a shot of Sharpe. The word “bad” sends a shock through Sharpe. 

It’s 

as if he’s been pricked by a needle. He blots out...

SHARPE

I was going to watch TV!

MOTHER

Now Michael, we both know that only good boys can watch TV. And from 

what I 

hear, you’ve been quite bad today.

A close up of Sharpe’s face. Tears begin to well up in his eyes.

SHARPE

What...what did I do...?

His mother scowls even more than she did before, if that’s possible.

MOTHER

Sharpe, it’s bad to lie...you know what you did! What was it, hm?

A close up of Sharpe’s agonized eyes.

We then cut to a close up of Sharpe’s mother pulling some crumpled 

pieces of 

paper out of her robe’s pocket. The camera follows her hand as she 

lifts it 

to present to her son. It stops beside her cold, irritated face.

A close up of Sharpe gasping. The tears are running down his face.

MOTHER

You forgot your homework.

She slips the papers back into her pocket and takes the cigarette out 

of her 

mouth. She holds it in the air, as if she was examining it.

MOTHER

Alright, that’s one for not answering me, two for lying, and two for 

the 

homework.

She extends her other hand out.

MOTHER

Come.

Sharpe looks around frantically, not budging. Should he run? Should he 

obey 

his mother? What should he do?

MOTHER

Good boys don’t disobey their mothers.

As soon as she says that Sharpe slowing walks toward her. He’s sobbing 

now.

MOTHER

FASTER!

He jobs up to her, screaming with sobs. She grabs his arm and pulls his 

sleeve back. His arm is covered with scratches, burns, bumps, and 

bruises. 

We go to a close up of her sticking the lit end of her cigarette into 

her 

son’s arm. We see a close up of Sharpe screaming in pain.

MOTHER

One.

She sticks the cigarette into his arm again.

MOTHER

Two

And again.

MOTHER

Three

And Again.

MOTHER

Four.

She looks at him. He falls to his knees hissing and screaming. A close 

up of 

her eyes looking at him. Then a close up of his eyes look at her. Then 

a 

close up of her sticking the cigarette in again. This time she twists 

around 

and around.

A small scream begins to form in Sharpe’s mouth.

MOTHER

Five.

He jerks his hand back and hollers. The cigarette burns are in a 

perfectly 

straight line. They are all equally far apart from each other. They 

almost 

look like a tattoo.

We cut to a long shot of the house. We hear Sharpe’s scream echo out.

We cut to a close up of his tortured face. His face slowly melts into 

that 

of the adult Sharpe.

SHARPE

My mother was just doing what was best for me, although I didn’t know 

it 

then. She was only trying to help me.

We see a shot of Arkham, clutching his pen tightly and looking at 

Sharpe 

horrified. He’s bathed in sweat.

ARKHAM

...h....uhah...how...how did that....h...hy....

SHARPE

I had been bad. And if she hadn’t gotten rid of the sins inside of me, 

they 

would have ripped and torn at my soul until I was no more. Being bad is 

like 

taking a poison. Each sin is like drinking a glass of cleaning fluid. 

And 

there’s only one cure for that poison. And my mother knew what it was. 

Pain. 

Pain is our savior. Each drop of blood carries with it another sin 

within 

you. As it splatters on the ground the sin is destroyed. You are good 

once 

again.

A close up of Arkham covering his mouth to prevent a scream from 

escaping.

SHARPE

That’s why I came to Gotham. I knew what it was like here. All those 

poor, 

poor people being torn apart by their sins. The Scarecrow, Catwoman, Mr 

Freeze. They needed help. But neither Batman or you or anyone else 

could 

ever give them the help that they needed. I was the only one who could 

help 

them. I still am the only one who can help them.

Again we dissolve to out next scene.

Sharpe walks across a street alone. He’s unshaven and wears a stained 

t-shirt with unintentionally ripped jeans. His clothes reveal many of 

his 

wounds. Both fading ones of his childhood, and fresh ones. He comes to 

the 

end of the street to the trail that leads to his house. He’s about to 

start 

walking when he hears screaming coming from the last house. He looks in 

through the window. A woman is crying. She has blood on her. A big man 

rushes over and quickly shuts a blind. He has a few flecks of blood on 

his 

white shirt.

We go to a close up of Sharpe’s eyes. They narrow with hate. We cut 

to...

INT: Sharpe’s house. It is older now. The wallpaper is beginning to 

peel 

from the way. The pictures are musty and cracked. The carpets are 

stained 

and have bits of food stuck to them. The camera “explores” the house. 

It 

stops in the kitchen. We see piles of unwashed dishes in the sink. In 

short, 

the house has not been cleaned in ages. The kitchen door opens and the 

adult 

Sharpe walks in.

We follow Sharpe as he gets a frozen pizza from the freezer and tosses 

it 

into his microwave. As he turns on a small, black and white TV set on 

the 

counter. We hear a voice over as he performs these actions.

SHARPE (VO)

When my mother died, I didn’t have to work. My father’s fortune 

supported me 

just like it did mother and I after he had died. I would wander around 

town 

each day with no destination. Then I’d come home eat, sleep, and maybe 

lie 

on the couch and stare at this really weird stain on the wall for a few 

hours. It was a really cool little stain. It looked like a great big 

hand 

with all these knives stuck in it. Then I’d go and stab my hand with a 

pen a 

few times. Being idle is bad after all.

Sharpe flicks a few channels. Evil Dead 2 is on one, The Fox and the 

Hound 

is on another. Then he comes to the news. He leans his head to the side 

for 

a moment and stares at the screen. Then he goes and sits down at the 

table 

to watch the program.

SHARPE (VO)

I didn’t know it then but what I saw would change my life.

On the TV there is a pretty female reporter. She’s in front of a house, 

which is surrounded by police cars.

REPORTER

Just moments ago, Batman has apprehended James Isaac Cross. Cross had 

been 

caught by the Caped Crusader abusing his wife Marian Cross while in the 

neighborhood gathering information from a witness who lives near this 

area 

on an unrelated case. While the Dark Knight made his usual quick 

getaway 

before we could get a chance to interview him, but we can say that it’s 

lucky that someone like Batman was there to--

Sharpe’s hand turns the TV off. The camera moves away from it to show 

the 

back of his head. Sharpe turns his head to the direction of the camera. 

He 

looks out into space, but NOT directly at the audience.

INT: A dark bedroom. We see the man who Sharpe had seen beating his 

wife 

just starting to get up. He’s all alone in his bed although it’s been 

prepared for two people to sleep in. The clock on his bedside table 

reads 

“3:00.”

MAN

Shit...time for work...

We cut to a shot of the man passing a couch. His wife is lying there. 

Is she 

asleep or knocked out? is bloodied and still wearing the clothes she 

had 

previously. The man is now dressed in a business suit.

EXT: The man’s house. We gradually get closer to the man and he opens 

the 

door and makes his way to his car. We are right behind him as he gets 

out 

his keys. And at that precise moment a familiar wounded arm lashes out 

with 

a brick in hand. It smashes into the man’s skull.

As soon as the man is hit we immediately cut to a close up of his shut 

eye. 

Suddenly it bolts open and we hear his voice screaming. The camera 

moves 

back a little and we’re revealed to be in Sharpe’s POV. We see his arms 

as 

they dig a knife into the man’s arm. Sharpe twists it in a little bit, 

then 

jerks it out causing some blood to spurt out with his weapon. The man 

screams in pain.

We see a close up of Sharpe’s eye. In his pupils we see the blood 

splattering on the floor. We hear screaming coming from it. The scream 

of a 

sin being destroyed.

We return to Sharpe’s POV as he grabs the mans hand despite his begging 

and 

slams it on a table. The camera follows Sharpe as he raises his knife 

in 

slow motion. Then it turns to fast motion as he plunges the knife down 

into 

the man’s hand. In the background we faintly hear the man’s screaming. 

But 

the sound we hear the most is of the blood screaming as it pours across 

the 

table.

We continue in Sharpe’s POV as he goes into a cupboard and gets another 

knife. He walks over to the man.

We cut to an image of the man hitting his wife.

We cut to a close up of the knife being raised into the air in slow 

motion. 

It then plunges down in fast motion.

We cut to the image of the man hitting his wife being smashed to bits, 

as if 

it was glass.

We cut to an image of the man kicking his wife as she lays on the 

floor.

The knife then is raised in slow motion again, still as a close up. The 

only 

difference is that it now has some blood on it. Again it is plunged 

down in 

fast motion.

We cut to the image of the man kicking his wife being smashed to bits 

like 

glass.

This is repeated a few times. Each time the knife is bloodier and 

bloodier 

until the screen is covered in red. When it is over we see a worm’s eye 

view 

of Sharpe holding his knife, covered in blood, panting.

SHARPE (VO)

I had saved the man. His sins were no more. He was safe at last. But 

there 

was still something wrong. In order to rescue the man from being bad, I 

to 

had to be bad.

We see Sharpe’s POV as he raises the hand he’s not using to hold his 

knife.

SHARPE (VO)

I needed to be free of my sins as well.

Still in Sharpe’s POV we watch and he plunges the knife into his own 

hand.

The second Sharpe stabs himself we wash out into the next shot. Except 

instead of the wash out being white, it is now red.

We see an entire squad of police pointing their guns directly at the 

audience. They are led by Batman, who stands in front of them ready to 

throw 

a Batarang at the viewer.

We see a bird’s eye view of the Riddler huddled on the ground his face 

in 

his hands. He is weeping. Question marks have been carved into his arm. 

He 

is on the ground before someone’s feet. The camera tilts up to reveal 

that 

the person who the Riddler is crouched before is none other than 

Sharpe. 

Sharpe holds his arms in the air in a surrendering pose. But we can’t 

see 

his hands. The camera then begins to move back. His hands are in view 

now. 

Various knives has been stabbed through his hands. They have blood on 

them, 

but most of it isn’t his own. It belongs to the Riddler.

We cut to Sharpe in his cell talking.

SHARPE

I thought Batman would understand. Maybe my mother was the one who 

taught me about the glories of pain but it was Batman who made it click. He went out and stopped people from being bad. But he never did what I did. He only stopped them from being bad. He didn’t make them good again. I thought if I explained it to him that he’d understand and would help me. But he didn’t. 

He took me here instead. Now I know that I’m the only one who can help 

these poor people the reside in these walls. And I will someday you can count on that.

As Sharpe speaks the camera slowly moves away from him until we are 

outside of his cell. And a guard’s arm slams the door shut.

THE END

