BIRDS OF PREY #111

P24

PAGE ONE

Splash.  In his high-tech hideout, THE CALCULATOR is strangling a man with a computer mouse.  He’s behind the victim, with the cord wrapped around his throat, the mouse in one hand, the USB plug in the other, pulling with all his strength.  The victim wears a semi-silly outfit based on a rent-a-cop uniform, complete with a little badge and armband.  The logo on his shirt says COMPU-RESCUE.  Maybe put a hat on this guy, too.  What we’re going for is something like the “Geek Squad” I.T. experts who do house calls (see below), but go even further, make it funnier.

CALCULATOR:
I usually prefer…>nff<…wireless peripherals…

CALCULATOR:
…but sometimes…>nff<…it’s best to go old-school.

GUY(wavy):

…akh…glargl…kakh--.><
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PAGE TWO

1-Calculator undresses the dead techie.  

CALC(cap):
My name is Noah Kuttler—known to some as the Calculator--and this is a lot more hands-on than I like to get.

CALC(cap):
I generally leave the physical stuff to my intellectual inferiors, but today is no ordinary day.  

2-The Calculator is dressed in the Compu-Rescue uniform.  He holds the dead man’s wrist, about to lop off his thumb with a plier-like pair of pruning shears.  

CALC(cap):
My silent partner here is Simon Robert Erich, Compu-Rescue Technician four-nine-seven.  

CALC(cap):
Obviously, I didn’t summon him to unsnarl my printer or hook up my internet.  

.CALC(cap):
All I require from this glorified plumber is his uniform, his identity and his thumb.

3-Exterior: the Compu-Rescue car drives down the street with Calculator at the wheel.

CALC(cap):
You see, as Noah Kuttler, I do not exist on any government database or archive…

CALC(cap):
…but as Simon Erich, I shall attend the Doorways O.S. Troubleshooting Seminar at MacroWare corporate headquarters… 

4-The car pulls in at a fancy, futuristic corporate headquarters, pausing at the guard post out front.  There’s a permanent sign out front for the company: MACROWARE WORLD HEADQUARTERS.  A temporary banner attached to the fence reads: WELCOME TECH SUPPORT SEMINAR.

CALC(cap):
…and retrieve a certain data file in that building that I cannot access remotely, and that I simply must have.

GUARD:

Park in the visitor’s section.  Registration’s in the main lobby.

CALCULATOR:
Okey-doke.

PAGE THREE

1-Big establishing shot as Calculator walks through the spacious lobby of the corporate headquarters filled with people from different companies who have come for the big training seminar.  It’s like the check-in at ComiCon, with people at booths signing in guests and handing out badges.  Half the attendees are dressed in normal work clothes, half are from various Geek Squad-type groups with different uniforms.  Have fun with these – some have bowling shirts, some have coveralls like a racing pit crew or NASA launch pad crew, some look like paramedics.  They all have their own names and logos – The I.T. Girlz, Mainframe Medics, Compu Rescue, Nerd Patrol, etc.  You don’t have to squeeze all this in one panel, but populate the pages to come with these characters so we understand why Calculator stole his silly outfit, which actually blends in here.  Most of these people look like ComiCon types who live in their mom’s basement.  They all wear convention badges on colorful lanyards around their necks.  Banners and signs on walls and hanging from the ceiling say things like WELCOME TO MACROWARE and WELCOME I.T. SPECIALISTS and DOORWAYS ’07.

CALC(cap):
On entering, I’m hit by the stench of a hundred unwashed troglodytes who fancy themselves computer savants.  

CALC(cap):
I despise pretending to be one of them, but I can no more walk away from this place than a moth can spurn the candle’s flame.

CALC(cap):
For I am driven by a singular mania, an obsessive-compulsive condition that consumes my days and nights.

2-Extreme close-up of Calculator’s eyes.  

CALC(cap):
My problem manifests not as the classic germ phobia or repetitive rituals, but as a burning need to know.  

CALC(cap):
When confronted with an unsolvable mystery, an unanswerable question, I simply cannot let it go.

CALC(cap):
And for some time now, one question above all has gripped my mind…
3-Calculator’s POV: as he makes his way toward the registration desk, everybody in the crowd has the Oracle mask for a face.   [NOTE: we’ll do this several times this issue, but only when the shot is from Calculator’s POV.]

CALC(cap):
Who is my online nemesis?  Who is my archenemy, hiding behind that infernal mask icon?

CALC(cap):

For the sake of my sanity, I must know: who is Oracle?!
PAGE FOUR

1-Calculator’s POV: he’s at the sign-in booth.  A staffer seated behind the booth gestures at a little touch-screen device that scans thumbprints.  Her face, too, has the Oracle mask superimposed upon it.  Lots of papers and pamphlets clutter her booth and a table behind her is stacked with T-Shirts. 

STAFFER:
…and if you’ll just scan in your thumbprint, mister Erich, we’ll print your badge.

2-A different angle.  We’re no longer seeing things through Calculator’s eyes.  He’s smiling at the Staffer as he looks down at the touchpad. 

CALCULATOR:
Why, certainly.  

CALCULATOR:
Could you do me a favor and check if those T-Shirts are one hundred percent cotton? I have an allergy to synthetics…

3-The Staffer has turned away from him to examine one of the T-Shirts on the table behind her.  In extreme foreground, we see Calculator pressing the severed thumb on the scanner pad.  He’s holding the thumb tucked under his palm in a sort of sleight-of-hand so a bystander wouldn’t easily see he’s holding a severed thumb.

STAFFER:

Looks like you’re in luck…

4-Calculator walks away from the booth with a smug little smile.  He’s putting his badge lanyard around his neck, looking up toward the hanging banners off-panel, whistling, ignoring the thick crowd around him. He doesn’t notice the voice coming from below, off-panel.

CALC(cap):
Luck has nothing to do with it when you’re always the smartest guy in the room.

CALCULATOR:
[musical note]

VOICE(off):

Hey, genius, watch out--!

PAGE FIVE

1-Calculator half-sprawls across BARBARA GORDON, whose wheelchair is in his way.  She’s dressed in her own silly I.T. outfit – a mock paramedic shirt from “Mainframe Medics.” She smiles, more amused than annoyed by this stranger’s gaffe.

CALCULATOR:
>oof!<

BABS:


Should I have said, “Look out below”?

2-Calculator steps back awkwardly.  He looks embarrassed.  She smiles up at him mischievously.  

BABS:
Y’know, a guy usually buys me dinner before I let him that close.

CALCULATOR:
But…but I didn’t—

BABS:


Kidding, kidding.  No harm done.

3-Calculator immediately storms away from her, looking irritated, shoving past people.  She watches him go from background, puzzled.

BABS:


Hey, really!  It was just a joke!

CALC(cap):
Not five minutes, and already I could kill every one of these cretins.  

4-A MacroWare staffer is standing up on a chair with a little megaphone.  The crowd is turning to face her as she speaks, but Calculator is still making his way toward a hallway leading out of the lobby atrium.

CALC(cap):
Must keep in mind that this herd is my cover.  Properly utilized, they will help me win my prize…

STAFFER(jag):
Attention, everyone: we’re about to commence your guided tour of the facilities.  Make sure you stay with your assigned tour group.

5-Calculator’s headed alone down the hall, deeper into the corporate headquarters.  Behind him, the crowd in the lobby recedes in background. 

STAFFER(jag):
This is a very large building, and if you get lost, you might just starve before we find you!

SFX:


HAHAHAHAHA

PAGE SIX

1-Long shot as a MacroWare staffer leads a tour group through a giant room full of servers.  Oracle is at the rear of the pack.

CAPTION:

5 minutes later

GUIDE:
…and this is our server farm, where the online needs of over thirty-five million subscribers are processed.  We--

SFX:


breep-breep  breep-breep

GUIDE:

>ahem< Did someone forget to turn off their cell phone?

2-Babs is answering her flip-phone, gesturing in the direction of the off-panel Guide.

BABS:
Sorry, it’s my emergency line.  I have a deal pending. I’ll catch up soon as I finish, okay?

3-Cut to Oracle’s computer control room in the Dalten Towers (from current BoP issues).  MISFIT stands by the consoles, surrounded by holographic screens in mid-air showing satellite views of Earth, news broadcasts, the JLA satellite, Hall of Justice, etc. 

JAG(no pointer):
Hello?
MISFIT:

It’s me, Babs.  Misfit.  

JAG(no pointer):
Can this wait? I’m on a tour of MacroWare H.Q.
MISFIT:
Oh! I was wondering what you’re up to.  ‘Cause, y’know, you never go off alone?

4-Back to Babs speaking into her phone, scowling, covering her mouth conspiratorially with her free hand.  In background, the tour group is moving on. 

BABS(whisp):
You’re, ah…you’re not in my control room, are you?  Tell me you haven’t touched anything…? 

5-In the control room, Misfit guiltily looks up at one monitor screen that’s tuned to cartoons or a video game.

MISFIT:
Um, not a thing.

MISFIT:
Anyways, how come you’re at MacroWare?  You don’t use their junk, do you?

JAG(no pointer):
Long story, Misfit.  Goes back to my days in Gotham…
PAGE SEVEN

1-Flashback image: From the War Games storyline that ran in the Bat-books a couple years ago, we see the interior of the Oracle’s old headquarters in the Gotham Clock Tower.  Oracle is watching in dismay as Batman and Black Mask fight each other.  They’re both pretty torn up and crashing into the computer equipment that seems to line every inch of this place.  

BABS(cap):
“My original hideout was in the Gotham Clock Tower.  It worked great until Black Mask found me.

BABS(cap):
“He made a live broadcast, holding me hostage.  Batman promptly showed up to beat the snot out of him.

2- Flashback: Exterior of the Clock Tower as it explodes.[All this stuff is in volume 3 of the War Games tpb].   Bonus points if you can compose this so we see the crowd of police, media and onlookers gathered around the building.

BABS(cap):
“A crowd gathered outside and things got way out of hand.  Long story short: I was forced to hit the self-destruct.

3- Flashback: Two or three civilians are picking through the rubble later in the middle of the night.  There’s police tape around the area, but it’s not apparently guarded.  One guy in foreground (let’s call him FRED) has picked up a cracked hard drive.  He looks like he struck gold.   

BABS(cap):
“Later, found out curiosity seekers had picked through the rubble when my scuttled computer components started turning up on eBay.  

BABS(cap):

“But one item in particular wasn’t for sale.

4- Flashback: Now we see Fred at home with his cracked hard drive hooked into his home computer system.  He looks excited as his screen displays the Oracle mask icon.

BABS(whisp):
“The hard drives were all wiped by my self-destruct protocols – except for one.  Maybe Batman and Black Mask accidentally knocked it off the network? I don’t know.

BABS(whisp):
“But this one drive had retained enough data to connect it to the internet’s greatest urban legend.”

CONTINUED

PAGE SEVEN (continued)

5-Back to Misfit in the control room looking spooked by what she hears.

JAG((no pointer):
It was found by a MacroWare programmer named Fred Kross, who announced on a public forum that he had proof of Oracle’s existence – maybe even data that could unmask my identity.

JAG((no pointer):
A couple days later he disappeared.
MISFIT:  

Yikes.  Is he dead?

JAG((no pointer):
That’s what I’m here to find out.

PAGE EIGHT

1-Cut to Calculator as he skulks through the MacroWare employee lounge – a rec room filled with video games, pinball, foosball, etc.  This is one of those progressive new companies that provides amenities to employees bordering on the ridiculous.

CALC(cap):
This place is a monument to wasted brain cells.  Why waste time gaming when there’s so much data to gather and control?

CALC(cap):
As information broker to the underworld, I know better than most that knowledge really is power.

2- Flashback: In a stark concrete room the villain HELLHOUND has poor Fred Kross tied to a chair.  He has horrible instruments of torture (blades, tongs, blowtorch, etc) ready to use.  There’s a video camera mounted on the wall or ceiling in background.  Fred looks pretty ragged already, like he weren’t very gentle bringing him in.

CALC(cap):
And it can be collected in so many ways, from a private search engine that red-flags any mention of “Oracle”…

CALC(cap):
…to a misanthrope I hired to extract information the old-fashioned way.

3- Flashback: In his sanctum, Calculator watches him torture Fred on one of his computer screens.  Don’t get too graphic, just suggest that he’s doing awful things. Calculator’s munching popcorn (or some other snack if that’s too on-the-nose).

CALC(cap):
I was rather amused by how hard the MacroWare programmer tried deny that he found a lead on Oracle’s identity.  

CALC(cap):
It was as if Fred Kross admired the Phantom of the Internet.  

4- Flashback: Now we see Fred, still strapped to that chair but obviously dead and much worse for wear.

CALC(cap):
In the end he confessed he’d destroyed the hard drive, but preserved its contents in his private folder on the MacroWare intranet.

CALC(cap):
Unfortunately, that system isn’t connected to the outside world.

5-Back to Calculator in his stolen Compu-Rescue uniform, entering a very large room area filled with rows of empty cubicles and workstations.  He’s the only one here and he looks excited.

CALC(cap):

It can only be accessed by someone physically on site.

PAGE NINE

1-Calculator is reaching for a keyboard with both hands, fingers extended greedily, like Indiana Jones reaching for that golden Mayan statue.  This cubicle workstation has a few personalized touches to show that it’s some office worker’s daily spot.

CALC(cap):
And so here I am, ready to crash through their pathetic encryptions and unmask my rival--

VOICE(off, overlap):

We have gotta stop meeting like this!

2-Calculator turns, startled and embarrassed.  Barbara’s sitting there, a few yards away, smiling at him.

CALCULATOR:
wh—

BABS:
Hey, can you access a map on that thing?  ‘Cause I lost my tour group and I’ll be damned if I can find the cafeteria…

3-Extreme close-up of Calculator’s eyes.

CALC(cap):

Kill this pest, or play it cool? Kill this pest, or play it cool?

CALCULATOR:
Actually, I, uh, can’t log on without a password.  

4-Calculator’s POV: Babs has the Oracle mask.

BABS:


Yeah, me neither.

CALC(cap):

Kill?

BABS:


Little spooky with no one around, isn’t it? 

CALC(cap):

Kill?

BABS:
I mean, I know it’s Saturday, but I figured people worked around here.

CALC(cap):

Kill?

5-The two of them leave the area together.  Babs acts like nothing’s happened.  Calculator looks back at the workstations, frustrated.

BABS:


Come on, let’s see if we can follow our noses to the chow line.

CALCULATOR:
er, ah…okay…

PAGE TEN

1-Establishing shot of the cafeteria – a much nicer facility than the name would imply.  This is from Calculator’s POV so everybody has Oracle faces, including Babs, seated across the table.

CAPTION:

20 Minutes later
BABS:


So what’s your name?

2-Another angle on Calculator and Babs seated at a small table across from each other. Calculator’s stiff and uptight.

CALCULATOR:
It’s…Simon.  My name’s Simon.

BABS:


I’m Sylvia.  Sorry I got in your way earlier.

CALCULATOR:
As you said: no harm done.  In fact, our paths seemed destined to intersect today – twice.  What are the odds of that?

3-Calculator’s POV: Babs shrugs and gestures with a forkful of spaghetti.  She still wears the mask.

BABS:


Mm…I reckon about thirty-four thousand to one.

4-Extreme close-up of Calculator’s eyes reacting with genuine surprise. 

CALCULATOR:
Good Lord, that’s…accurate.

5-Calculator POV: Babs no longer wears the mask!

BABS:
Within a two percent margin of error, anyhow.  You have a head for numbers, too?

6-Back to a two-shot.  Calculator relaxes and smiles as Babs grins back at him.  

CALCULATOR:
My dear Sylvia, I arrived at a proof for the Riemann Hypothesis when I was only twelve years old.

BABS:
And you didn’t submit it to the C.M.I.?

CALCULATOR:
What’s the point?  I know it’s correct.

BABS:
How Grigori Perelman of you…

PAGE ELEVEN

1-Calculator and Babs exit the cafeteria with other attendees of the conference.  They’re smiling.

CAPTION:

13 Minutes Later
CALCULATOR:
When the afternoon workshops are done, perhaps we could discuss computational theory over dinner?

BABS:
Okay…but I don’t do mu-recursions on a first date…

2-Calculator walks off with a strange little smile.  Behind him, Babs is rolling down the hall in the opposite direction.

CALC(cap):

That was considerably more stimulating than anticipated. 

CALC(cap):

Perhaps…

CALC(cap):

…perhaps it’s time for a new obsession in my life.

3-At the other end of the hallway, Babs is rolling along, hooking one of those hands-free Bluetooth units on her ear.  

BABS:


Hello? 

JAG(no pointer):
Oracle?  It’s Huntress.  Misfit says you’re in the field.  Are you in any danger?
BABS:


Ha!  No, I wouldn’t say so…

4-Cut to Huntress with Misfit in the control room.

JAG(no pointer):
Worst that might happen is I’ll get hit on by a roomful of nerds.  

HUNTRESS:

You couldn’t send me to fetch whatever you’re after?

JAG(no pointer):
It’s a milk run, Helena.  I almost had what I came for, but another attendee wandered in just as I was gonna hack the mainframe.
5-Closer on Huntress scowling down at the giggling Misfit.

JAG(no pointer):
Ended up having lunch with him so he wouldn’t suspect.  

MISFIT(w/music notes):
Babs found a boy-friend…Babs found a boy-friend…  

PAGE TWELVE

1-Cut to Calculator sitting back down at one of the empty cubicles.  Maybe make this a longish shot to show the office is empty except for him.  He’s glancing around nervously as he settles into his seat.

CALC(cap):

Strange, how all of this suddenly seems less urgent.  

CALC(cap):
Oh, I’ll still download Kross’s data, track down and kill Oracle, but that burning need has dimmed somewhat.

2-Calculator starts typing on the keyboard, peering intently at the screen.  Again, add a few personalized decorations in the workspace – postcards, snapshots, whatever.

CALC(cap):
I wonder, would it be too forward to get Sylvia a gift?  

CALC(cap):
Something cute, like transferring the treasury of Andorra or East Timor into her bank account.


CALC(cap):
Yes, I’ll just hack the employee records of Mainframe Medics for her info, right after I--

3-Calculator’s jaw drops as he stares at his screen.  

CALCULATOR:
What?

CALC(cap):
How on Earth can Fred Kross already be logged in?  The man is dead!  

CALC(cap):
Did he forget to log out last time he was here, or…or…

4-At another cubicle (with different decorations/photos/etc.), Babs is working on a keyboard, scowling at her own screen.  She still wears her Bluetooth earpiece.  One of the decorations in her cubicle is a big stuffed animal with frizzy hair, maybe a lion with a fluffy mane, like you might win at a carnival.  Maybe even a fake potted palm tree – whoever works in this cubicle has one of those loud, tacky sensibilities. 

CALC(cap):
Oracle is here!  That, or one of her flunkies.  

CALC(cap):
“Her.”  Mustn’t fall into that trap.  That icon could be masking a male hacker.  

CALC(cap):
Either way, nobody steps on my toes.  

BABS(whisp):

Oh, boy…

CONTINUED

PAGE TWELVE (continued)

5-Closer view of Bab’s screen.  She’s navigating through MacroWare’s intranet, so the desktop features a MacroWare logo (loosely based on Microsoft logo).  There’s an Intranet Log-in window, a User Directory window, and one listing Fred Kross’s R&D Folder.  Just leave blank windows if you want and the letterer can fill in stuff.   Superimposed over all of this, two instant messages pop up.

MESSAGE:
Fee-fi-fo-Fred.  There’s a rat near my cheese, and I want it DEAD.
MESSAGE:

Hello, Oracle.  Fancy meeting you here.
PAGE THIRTEEN

1-Babs looks determined as she types in her response.

BABS(small):

Who…are…you?

SFX:


takkiti-tak-tak-tak-tak

2-The desktop shot again.  A calculator icon pops up.  It’s just like your basic desktop calculator application.

SFX:


ping

BABS(off, whisp):
Huntress, you’ll never believe who I just bumped into.

3-Back at headquarters, Huntress and Misfit listen with concern.  In background, Lady Blackhawk is peeking in through the door.

JAG(no pointer):
Either the Calculator is in the building, or he found a way to hack the intranet from outside…which is slightly impossible.

HUNTRESS:
If he’s there, so’s his hired muscle.  Hold out five minutes, Babs.  I’m coming.

LADY BLACKHAWK:
Hey, is this a private party?

4-Back to Babs.  We’re looking over her shoulder at her screen as the calculator icon cracks open like an egg, and the icon of an evil worm “hatches” out.  [This worm avatar is something Oracle planted in Calculator’s systems in COUNTDOWN #38, so we should make sure it matches visually.]   

BABS(whisp):
Wait, Huntress.  This is strictly an online fight, and that’s where I’m…

BABS(whisp):

…uh-oh…

JAG(no tail):

What?
BABS(whisp):
I planted a worm in his systems last time we tangled.  Looks like he modified it, made it his own.

BABS(whisp):
It’ll eat me alive if I don’t bring some serious firepower…

5-on Calculator at his workstation, smiling wickedly.

CALC(cap):
Yes, you recognize that nasty bit of code, don’t you?  Have fun keeping it at bay while I get my hands on Kross’s folder.

PAGE FOURTEEN

1-On Oracle’s computer: the Oracle mask appears, facing the worm avatar.  

SFX:


ping

BABS(off, whisp):
Brought a little backup in a memory stick...

2-On Calculator typing like a fiend.

CALC(cap):
Trying to shield Kross folder, are we?  

3-On the screen, the Worm is chewing up the Oracle face.

CALC(cap):
Eat faster, dammit!  Without those files, I may never find out who Oracle is…

4-Suddenly, the half-eaten Oracle mask chomps down savagely on the worm avatar, biting in half! 

SFX:


bleep

5-Calculator reaches impotently toward his screen, as if to stop something he can’t actually touch. He’s aghast as his worm avatar is breaking up into even smaller pieces. 

CALCULATOR(small):
no!

6-at her workstation, Babs pumps a fist.

BABS:


Yes!
7-Calculator stands up, wide-eyed, like a prairie dog popping up out of it’s hole.  He’s tall enough to see over his cubicle walls/partitions at the maze of cubicles stretching out all around him in the very large office space.

CALC(cap):

That came from inside this room!

PAGE FIFTEEN

1-Calculator creeps through the maze of cubicles, hunched over sneakily, pulling out a cell phone as he goes.

CALC(cap):

Looks like I may have to postpone my dinner plans.

2-Babs is still at her workstation, inputting commands, tensed up like she expects to be found at any moment.  The big stuffed animal is behind or beside her, it’s silliness contrasting with her utter seriousness.

BABS(small):

c’mon…c’mon…delete, already…

3-Calculator has the phone to his ear.  He’s pulling out a small pistol with his free hand.

CALC(whisp):
Move in now.  Vector in on my signal.

4-Calculator sees Barbara’s shadow on the floor from behind the corner of a cubicle partition.  It’s a little unclear, but you can make out the long hair and the wheels of her chair. 

CALC(cap):

A wheelchair--?  

5-Calculator fires the pistol through the partition, right where Barbara ought to be.

SFX:


BLAM
BLAM
BLAM

CALCULATOR:
I should’ve known you were too good to be true, “Sylvia.”

PAGE SIXTEEN

1-Calculator steps around the partition only to find the wheelchair rolling slowly backward with that big stuffed animal sitting in it (which is what cast the humanoid shadow).  The stuffed animal (and the backrest of the chair) has smoking bullet holes through it.

CALC(cap):

You sneaky witch…!

2-Calculator leans in close to the screen on the workstation.  He looks anguished.  The screen has a message window that reads: 

MESSAGE:

FOLDER: KROSS.R&D DELETED
3-A low angle shot now and we see that Barbara was actually hiding in the shadows under the cubicle desk!  She whacks Calculator across the shin with one of her escrima fighting batons.  It’s a horribly painful, bone-breaking impact.

SFX:


KRAK

CALCULATOR:
ARRH!!

4-Calculator falls back onto the carpet as Babs scoots out after him.  He’s trying to aim his pistol at her while crying out in agony, but his shot goes wide.

CALCULATOR(wavy, bouncy):
Oaauuughhh…

SFX:


BLAM

5-Close shot as she bats the gun out of his hand.

SFX:


WHAK

6-She’s on the floor right next to him, one baton across his throat pinning him down with the weight of her upper body, the other raised high to finish him off.  Her legs are splayed out, clumsy and useless, but they’re not keeping her from kicking his ass.

BABS:


Where is Fred Kross?  Did you kill him?

BABS(burst):

Tell me while you still have teeth!

CALCULATOR(wavy):
>akh<

PAGE SEVENTEEN

1-Close on Oracle’s upheld hand as Hellhound’s gloved hand reaches in and grabs her wrist.

HELLHOUND(off);
Damn, Calculator…

2-Pull back to reveal Hellhound yanking Oracle by the wrist, flinging her off Calculator.

HELLHOUND:
…that is one mean cripple!

ORACLE:

>whulp<

3-Back in the Control Room, Huntress, Misfit and Lady Blackhawk all look alarmed.

JAG(no pointer):
Hellhound.  I can’t believe you still work for this loser.
HUNTRESS:
She’s letting us know who she’s up against.  Misfit, can you teleport me over there?

MISFIT:

My power doesn’t work that way.  Besides, I have a better idea…

4-Back to the office, where Oracle’s on the floor, leaning up against a cubicle wall.  She still has both batons in hand and snarls defiantly at the reader.  The Bluetooth set is still on her ear.

ORACLE:

Answer my question: where is Fred Kross?

5-Another angle to include Hellhound helping Calculator to his feet.  He’s not able to put weight on the leg she whacked (and broke).

HELLHOUND:
Six feet under, sister.  

CALCULATOR:
Ahh--!  I think she broke my leg!

HELLHOUND:
How ‘bout we wheel you out in her chair?

PAGE EIGHTEEN

1-Close on Calculator snarling angrily, leaning on Hellhound for support.  

HELLHOUND:
So, this is the famous Oracle?

CALCULATOR:
Doubtful. Oracle’s battlefield is the mind.  

CALCULATOR:
This stick-wielding thug played an intellectual at lunch, but the real Oracle must be instructing her through that earpiece. 

HELLHOUND:
I’m thinking Oracle’s definitely a guy, ‘cause all he hires is hot chicks.  

2-Same basic shot as the previous panel, but now one of Oracle’s batons comes flying in from off-panel, caroming off Hellhound’s face.

SFX:


WHAKT

3-Having left Calculator’s side, Hellhound lifts Oracle by her throat with one hand, ripping the other baton from her grasp with the other.

HELLHOUND:
I’m gonna make you eat this thing!

BABS(wavy):

>urk<

4-Standing shakily, perhaps clinging to a nearby cubicle wall for support, Calculator shouts urgently.

CALC(burst):

Hellhound, wait!

CALCULATOR:
The data I came for is gone.  She’s our only link to Oracle!

CALCULATOR:
Take her with us and you can torture her till she gives up what she knows.  

5-Hellhound drops her unceremoniously.  Babs falls awkwardly and painfully.

HELLHOUND:
Fine.  But then she’s mine.

SFX:


WHUMP

BABS:


>gasp<

PAGE NINETEEN

1-Lying on the floor, Oracle rolls over, noticing something off-panel.  In background, Hellhound sets Calculator into Oracle’s chair.

HELLHOUND:
Your throne.

CALCULATOR:
Shut up.

BABS(wavy):

…>kaff<…>hakk<…

2-Oracle’s POV:  the pistol Calculator dropped lies behind a potted plant or just out of sight under a desk of behind a cubicle partition.  Oracle’s hand is reaching out towards it.

VOICE(off):

Uh-oh, look who’s crawlin’…

3-Hellhound strides toward Babs as she crawls, reaching out for the unseen gun.

HELLHOUND:
Watch her, Calculator, or she’ll be outta here in, what?  Twenty, thirty minutes?

4-Babs rolls to face her adversaries, pistol in hand and aimed.  She’s sick inside, will she really have to use a frickin gun?

BABS:


One more step and I swear I’ll put one in your brain.

5-Low angle from behind Babs as she holds the bad guys at bay.  Hellhound has stopped advancing, but he’s ready to spring forward.  It looks pretty hopeless.

HELLHOUND:
You’ll be lucky to get off a shot…

HELLHOUND:
…even luckier to hit anything…

VOICE(off):

Hey!
PAGE TWENTY

1-The bad guys turn to see a horde of nerds from the tech-support seminar standing there a few yards down the corridor of cubicles, scowling at them.  All of them clutch Blackberries in hand.  They might only stand a few people across in the space between cubicles, but there are rows upon rows of these guys.

NERD 1:

The cops are on their way.  

NERD 2:

Leave that lady alone.

2-On Calculator looking totally irritated.

CALCULATOR:
Who says this is any of your business?

3-The nerds all hold out their Blackberries (okay, so some have Palm Treos, some have iPhones, etc,)  with the screens pointed toward the reader,

NERD 3:

Oracle says so.  

NERD 4:
Yeah…

4-Close on Babs still holding the gun, but raising a slightly puzzled eyebrow.

NERD(off):
…Oracle texted everyone at the seminar and asked us to help this lady.

5-Hellhound is in foreground, with Calculator in background, sitting in the wheelchair with a look of disgust.

HELLHOUND:
What’re the odds I can kill them all before the cops show up?

CALCULATOR:
The odds?  Ask “Sylvia.”

PAGE TWENTY-ONE

1-Exterior establishing shot of the Dalten Towers.  Maybe a shot of the roof, with the Birds of Prey black helicopter parked atop it.

CAPTION:

Dalten Towers, Metropolis




Birds of Prey Headquarters
BUILDING:
I said the odds were a hundred percent that I’d shoot Calculator first if they moved against those guys.  

2-Inside the HQ, Babs is talking with Huntress, Misfit & Lady Blackhawk.

BLACKHAWK:
So he tucked tail and ran before things went from bad to worse?

BABS:


I’m just glad he didn’t call my bluff.  I hate guns.

BABS:


So who sent in the cavalry, anyway?

3-Huntress and Lady Blackhawk grin as they point fingers at Misfit, who giggles demurely.

BLACKHAWK:
It was her idea.  

MISFIT:

You said Oracle’s a legend to those people.

HUNTRESS:
She figured you had a directory of everyone attending, including phone numbers, addresses, shoe sizes…

4-Babs rolls closer to Misfit, taking her hand and looking at her proudly.  Misfit’s pretty proud herself.  The other two look on – it’s a nice little Birds of Prey family portrait.

BABS:
You figured right.   Those guys even paid my cab ride out of there.  

MISFIT:

Of course they did.  You’d do the same for Bigfoot, or Elvis.  

BLACKHAWK:
You might wanna avoid nerd conventions for a while, Skipper…

PAGE TWENTY-TWO

1-Exterior view of Calculator’s headquarters atop the Society Tower in Gotham City.

CAPTION:

Gotham City




The Society Tower
CALC(cap):

It’s worse than ever now.

2-inside his control room, Calculator sits alone in the dim lighting, brooding.  His leg is in a cast, propped up high.  His fingers are steepled together in front of his chin, in a posture of deep thought.  

CALC(cap):
I’m not going to sleep for a week.  I’ll be lucky if I remember to eat or use the bathroom.

3-Close-up of Calculator, his many monitor screens reflected in his glasses.  

CALC(cap):
My every last brain cell is caught in a an endless loop, replaying and rehashing today’s events, screaming for an answer.  

CALC(cap):

Who is Oracle?  Who is Oracle?
CALC(cap):
And the answer to that question is as terrifying as it is obvious.  All this time I feared I was going insane, when in fact my eyes saw the truth…

4-Flashback panel: reprise Page 20, panel 3, but this time superimpose the Oracle mask over each and every one of the tech-support guys’ faces.  

CALC(cap):

Who is Oracle?  

CALC(cap):

They all are.

CAPTION:

THE END

