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EXT. CANADIAN WILDERNESS - DAY

Light snowfall trickles down from a light gray, overcast sky 
onto the cluttered forest ground. At the forefront of a 
seemingly endless maze of cold and crooked trees lay two 
large fallen branches, crisscrossed to form an X.

A mitten-covered hand GRIPS down onto the wooden X, SNAPPING 
it. Stepping over the shattered shape, a TRAVELER, covered 
head-to-toe in a bundle of warm clothes and his face hidden 
beneath a wool hat, thick scarf, and goggles, stumbles into 
frame and hunches over. Crude stitches stretch along old 
tears across his pants.

He pushes forward.

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY

The long-stretching road, almost hidden under a soft blanket 
of snow, lays parallel to the edge of a sprawling wilderness. 

Mountaintops tower over the miles of frosted pine trees.

The Traveler climbs up from the woodland ground and carefully 
climbs over the roadside guardrail. 

On the opposite side of the road, several well-used cars and 
trucks sit parked beside a cabin bar. Plumes of smoke rise 
from its brick chimney. Beside it, a Canadian flag sways in 
the cold breeze above warm light emanating the stout 
building’s front door and windows.

The Traveler looks to his left.

The street is empty.

He looks to his right.

Still empty.

He begins trudging across the road.

INT. THE MAPLE MANE - DAY

A dozen PATRONS inhabit the booths and bar stools of the cozy 
pub. Embers burning in the fireplace cast warm light across 
dark wooden walls and floor, worn from years of service.

A vintage jukebox emits country music as some Patrons cavort 
with each other while others keep to their drinks. A news 
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broadcast on the tiny TV mounted above the bar is drowned out 
by the noise.

The front door pushes open with a WOOSH of freezing wind as 
the Traveler stands in its frame. Most of the Patrons turn 
their gazes to him as he struggles to shove the door closed 
against the flurries of snow. 

The man brushes snow off of his thick jacket and STOMPS his 
boots on the mat beneath his feet. He removes his goggles and 
pulls the scarf down from his face. BRUCE BANNER (38) shakes 
his hair loose as it drapes down, almost to his neck. He 
brings a pair of glasses to his face, looking disheveled with 
a patchy beard beneath his protruding cheekbones. 

Bruce approaches an open space at the bar, clenching his hat 
in his hands.

BRUCE
Um, excuse me?

Bruce’s voice barely travels over the music and other 
Patrons’ words. On the opposite side of the bar, a BARKEEP is 
kneeling on the floor and tightening a pipe running along the 
lower wall. 

Bruce clears his throat.

BRUCE
Uh. E– Excuse me?

Barkeep continues working.

An OLD WOMAN sitting at the bar GRUNTS and Barkeep turns to 
her. She takes a gulp of her pint while gesturing down the 
bar toward Bruce. Barkeep stands and walks over to him.

BARKEEP
What can I get ya?

BRUCE
Gin, please.

Barkeep pulls out a shot glass from under the bar.

BARKEEP
You want a shot?

BRUCE
The bottle.

Barkeep looks up to Bruce with one eyebrow raised.
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BRUCE
Two bottles, if you have them.

BARKEEP
Distillery’s ‘bout three miles 
south.

BRUCE
And I’m eight miles north. Cars 
don’t pick up hitchhikers as much 
as they used to.

Barkeep SIGHS.

BARKEEP
Lemme see what I got.

Barkeep heads to the backroom beside the bar.

BRUCE
Thank you.

Bruce awkwardly looks around as he stands at the bar. His 
wandering gaze settles on the TV above him.

ANCHOR
…as reports of unrest continue 
tonight. Joining me now is 
President of the GOP-backed 
nonprofit Friends of Humanity, 
Senator Arthur Krane. Senator, 
thank you for joining us.

ARTHUR KRANE
Always a pleasure.

ANCHOR
Senator, you have been accused by 
many of your colleagues across the 
isle of, quote, “stoking the 
flames of anti-Mutant prejudice” 
and even using your nonprofit to 
back other officials who have been 
accused of similar behavior. In 
the wake of now three anti-Mutant 
hate crimes committed in your own 
state just this month, how do you 
respond to the growing number of 
citizens, mutant and human alike, 
calling for you resignation?

ARTHUR KRANE
Well as I’ve said before, this is 
all just political theater. Look, 

(MORE)
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ARTHUR KRANE (CONT’D)
what happened yesterday was a 
travesty, but to single this 
attack out in the middle of a 
national crime surge, a surge of 
historic proportions that is 
affecting everyone just the same, 
is just disrespectful to everyone 
who has lost loved ones this year 
to a weak administration’s extreme 
policies. As for my colleagues, I 
would ask them why want to 
politicize this tragic event to 
push for radical gun laws instead 
of acknowledging the rise of 
mutant-perpetrated thefts and 
burglaries. Do we really want more 
HULKS running rampant, unchecked?

Bruce’s eyes widen. He controls his breath.

ANCHOR
Just to be clear, Senator, you’re 
comparing the Mutant’s Rights 
Movement to a nearly unanimous 
national call for gun reform?

ARTHUR KRANE
What I’m saying is that the Dems 
can come take my guns when they 
walk into that private grooming 
academy up in West Chester and 
treat those teachers’ laser eyes 
and fire-shooting hands the same 
way.

A Patron seated beside Bruce POUNDS the table with his fist.

RACIST PATRON
Damn right.

WOOSH! The front door opens. Two HUNTERS, one much shorter 
than the other, walk in.

TALL HUNTER
I’m tellin you, ain’t no bear make 
that mess.

SHORT HUNTER
Oh hush.

Bruce gazes over his shoulder as the hunters brush themselves 
off. Sinking into his jacket, he turns back to the bar where 
Barkeep returns holding a bottle.
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BARKEEP
Only had one extra.

BRUCE
That’s fine, thank you.

Bruce reaches into his pocket and his hand pokes out from a 
hole in the pant leg, torn stitches dangle from the cut.

BRUCE
No…

He frantically plunges his hands into the other pocket.

BARKEEP
Got a problem, there?

Bruce pulls his hand out: Empty.

BRUCE
Shit.

The two hunters walk up behind Bruce.

TALL HUNTER
Hey Art, two Blues.

BARKEEP
Just a second, ya got money or 
what?

BRUCE
I– shit.

BARKEEP
We got an ATM outside.

Barkeep turns away, Bruce LURCHES toward the bar.

BRUCE
Wait! I, I can get it to you 
tomorrow. If I could just take it 
now and-

BARKEEP
Can’t let you take it without 
payin, son, I’m sorry.

BRUCE
Please, I just–

SHORT HUNTER
He said ‘no,’ junkie.
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The shorter hunter GRABS Bruce’s arm.

SHORT HUNTER
Why don’t you step aside.

BRUCE
It’s not– I just-

Beads of sweat appear on Bruce’s forehead, his hands SHAKE.

TALL HUNTER
We’re askin’ nicely.

WOOSH! The front door opens again behind them.

BARKEEP
Now hold on, let him-

SHORT HUNTER
He ain’t got money, he’s got no 
business holding us up.

TALL HUNTER
Holding up the line.

BRUCE
Please, I- I don’t want to-

LOGAN (O.S.)
I got’em.

The voice drops the rest of the bar into silence as every 
head turns to its source. JAMES “LOGAN” HOWLETT (WOLVERINE) 
kicks the snow off of his boots as he brushes more off of his 
leather sleeves. His eyes are obscured by a wide-brimmed hat.

Everyone stares at the stout man in silence. He looks up.

LOGAN
… That okay with you, bub?

Logan walks toward the bar and the shorter hunter drops 
Bruce’s arm as he approaches. Most of the patrons clear the 
bar by the time he reaches it.

Logan STOMPS to a halt before Bruce and the hunters. Cocking 
his head to the side, he looks from the shorter man up to the 
taller one on Bruce’s sides. He steps to directly in front of 
the taller hunter, a good foot and a half above his own head.

LOGAN
You girls want a soda or somethin?

Bruce’s eyes peek over to the taller hunter on his side. 
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The taller man GRUNTS and the two hunters exit the bar.

LOGAN
How much fer the bottle, Art?

BARKEEP
Uh… forty, Logan.

Logan steps past Bruce, pulling out a wad of Canadian dollars 
from his pockets.

LOGAN
Mind adding a pint with that? Ya 
still got that pale ale I like?

BARKEEP
Sure do.

Logan hoists himself up onto the vacated stool behind Bruce 
and drops the money onto the bar top. Bruce cautiously turns 
to face him.

Logan takes his hat off and places it to his left on the bar. 
Barkeep returns, placing the pint of ale and bottle of gin in 
front of him. He looks up to the TV.

LOGAN
Thank you, Artie.

Eyes remaining on the TV above him, Logan slides the bottle 
of gin over so that it is in front of Bruce.

Bruce slowly takes the bottle and holds it firmly. He looks 
down at it, then back to Logan.

BRUCE
Thank you.

LOGAN
Thank me by making it last.

Logan takes a gulp of his ale.

Bruce nods, then turns to the exit while pulling his hood up.

LOGAN
I’d stick around if I were you. 
Storm’s picking up out there. No 
offense, but ya don’t strike me as 
someone who drove here.

Bruce looks out the window. Heavier snow than before blows 
violently in strong winds that HISS along the glass.
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LOGAN
Why don’t ya stay a while? Warm up 
with that gin some kind soul was 
nice enough to buy fer ya.

Bruce SIGHS then turns back to the bar, pulling his hood back 
down. He cautiously approaches the bar once more and sits on 
the stool to Logan’s right, placing the bottle onto the bar.

Beat.

LOGAN
What a circus. 

Bruce looks up to the TV Logan hasn’t stopped watching.

The anchor and Arthur Kane are arguing.

BRUCE
Yeah.

LOGAN
Ya got a name?

BRUCE
Yeah, uh, David.

LOGAN
Logan.

Logan takes another gulp as Bruce looks down.

LOGAN
You gonna crack that open or what?

BRUCE
Huh? Oh, it’s not for- I’m, uh, 
saving it.

LOGAN
Special occasion?

BRUCE
You could say that.

LOGAN
Well, ‘least I know drink isn’t 
your problem.

Logan takes another gulp.

BRUCE
Thankfully not.
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LOGAN
You don’t smell local. Where ya 
from?

BRUCE
Oh, uh…

Bruce looks around. Most of the patrons relocated to keep 
their distance from Logan.

BRUCE
I’m from the States. New Mexico, 
originally.

LOGAN
Badlands. Been thereabouts a few 
times.

Another gulp down the hatch.

BRUCE
How about you? From around here?

Logan clears his throat.

LOGAN
Used to be. Been back in town a 
few weeks now.

BRUCE
Special occasion?

Logan smirks.

LOGAN
You could say that. I’m, ah, 
lookin for somebody.

Bruce’s eyes DART to Logan who is taking another gulp.

BRUCE
Oh yeah?

LOGAN
Mhm. Been trackin’em fer a 
couple’a weeks. Harder to pin down 
than I expected.

Bruce sweats again and peeks over to the exit.

BRUCE
Is this person a, uh, criminal?
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LOGAN
I wouldn’t say that, but he’s 
dangerous. Done a few things he 
can’t take back. But if he’s out 
here sequesterin’ himself away 
from people, he must at least be 
tryin’ tah stay outta trouble.

BRUCE
Then why go looking?

Logan sighs, then takes another bug gulp before bringing the 
nearly empty glass back down onto the bar with a THUD. He 
looks at Bruce over his shoulder.

LOGAN
After the war, we– … People’re 
still finding old unblown bombs, 
mines, warheads. Farmers out in 
the Polish countryside gotta step 
around potential explosions ‘cause 
the Nazis didn’t even have the 
decency to trip over’em on the way 
out.

Logan brings his drink up to his face.

LOGAN
Just ‘cause somethin’s sitting 
still don’t make it less 
dangerous. If someone goes poking 
around, the wrong person finds 
*it,* well…

Logan side-eyes Bruce.

LOGAN
Ya got a problem.

He takes another gulp.

BRUCE
Forgive me, but, uh, aren’t you 
the one currently poking around?

LOGAN
Ain’t my first Waltz over a 
minefield, bub.

BRUCE
I mean… maybe if he’s all the way 
out here, putting all this effort 
into covering his tracks and lying 

(MORE)
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BRUCE (CONT’D)
low… Maybe he knows the risks. 
Maybe he doesn’t want to be found.

LOGAN
Hm.

Logan takes yet another gulp as Bruce looks to the exit.

BRUCE
I really should be going before it 
gets too late.

LOGAN
Well don’t let me hold you up.

Bruce stands, putting his mittens back on as he steps toward 
the door. He stops, and turns back to Logan.

BRUCE
It was nice to meet you, Logan. 
Good luck with the search.

Logan swivels around on the stool to face Bruce.

LOGAN
Don’t need luck, bub, but thanks.

Bruce forces a small laugh, then turns for the door.

LOGAN
David.

Bruce turns back. Logan is holding the bottle of gin Bruce 
left on the bar.

BRUCE
Oh.

Bruce walks back to Logan and takes the bottle.

BRUCE
Thank you, again.

LOGAN
Be careful out there.

Bruce nods, then makes for the door again as Logan swivels 
back to his drink.

Bruce stops at the door. He looks back to the bar.

BRUCE
Logan?
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Logan turns again.

BRUCE
Why help me?

Logan sighs and puts his drink down.

LOGAN
Bub, I’d been in your shoes more 
times than I care to count. Whole 
lotta people looked the other way. 
Only a few didn’t. Guess I just 
wanna be more like them.

Bruce sighs, nodding as he does.

BRUCE
Take care, Logan.

LOGAN
See ya around, David.

WOOSH! Bruce opens the door and steps out, closing it behind 
him as he does.

Logan turns back to the bar and takes the drink in his hand 
again as he looks back up to the TV. The headline beneath the 
anchor reads “Anti-Mutant Crime Surges.”

He takes one final gulp that empties his glass and brings it 
back down onto the table with a THUD.

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY

Bruce TRUDGES through the snow-covered highway, the thick 
blanket much higher than it was when he arrived.

He pushes his way back to the guardrail he climbed over 
earlier and braces himself against it.

He looks back to the bar, then vaults over the rail. Behind 
him, a deep ravine as been left in the snow by his steps.

FADE INTO:

EXT. CANADIAN WILDERNESS - DAY

Another deep trench in the snow trails behind Bruce as he 
pushes through the frozen woods.

Bruce SHIVERS, clutching the bottle of gin closely to his 
chest as he pushes through the heavy snowfall.
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Bracing himself against a tree, Bruce overlooks a valley 
beneath the jagged cliff he is standing on. Resting between 
more trees is a modest wooden cabin. The lights are off.

Bruce deeply INHALES, then lets his breath out before pushing 
off of the tree to continue along the cliff.

INT. CABIN - DAY

The slender cabin front door is affixed with three heavy-duty 
metal locks; Thick steel planks stretch across the wooden 
door. A key scrapes against the lock outside.

The three planks WOOSH away as they retract from the door 
with heavy THUNKS.

Bruce clambers into the cabin as wind HISSES outside. He 
pushes the door shut and flicks the switch on the wall.

The lights flicker before blanketing the small cabin with 
warm light. There are modest accommodations around the home; 
Little furniture sits scattered around the living room where 
a fireplace rests between two doors, leading to a bedroom and 
wash room, respectively. A counter top loops around the right 
side of the room where a set of cabinets hang over a sink.

BRUCE
Great.

Bruce pulls a glove off with his mouth as he stomps away.

INT. WASHROOM - CONTINUOUS

With his jacket off, Bruce places the bottle of gin on a 
washing machine as he opens a fuse box mounted on the wall.

He pulls down on the panel of switches, revealing a glowing 
Arc Reactor hidden underneath. It flickers intermittently.

Bruce SIGHS.

Rolling up his sleeves, Bruce takes the bottle and walks over 
to a framed photo hanging on the opposite wall. 

Bruce stands before the photo and stares into it. In it, a 
younger, clean-shaven version of himself is posing with a 
woman around the same age. They are smiling.

Bruce gently places his right hand into the center of the 
frame. He EXHALES.
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Suddenly, a green light emits from the top of the photo in a 
straight line. It scans his hand before blinking with light.

FOOSH! Bruce steps backward as the wall SPLITS down the 
middle, parting outward in two halves as a mechanical wall 
folds downward from behind them. A large monitor is revealed 
as the metal wall drops down into a large laboratory table. 
Various equipment is latched onto it while several plants, 
chemicals, and other material hang on the newly-parted walls.

Bruce places the bottle of gin on the table and pulls on the 
edge of the left-hand wall. A whiteboard extends out of it 
and Bruce angles it inward as its hinges reach the edge of 
the wall. An elaborate formula is scribbled across it.

Bruce studies the board, then looks back to the bottle.

He drags his feet to the table and types on the keyboard in 
the center. The monitor reads “Outgoing Call” as Bruce wheels 
an office chair over to the desk and slumps down into it.

He holds the bottle close to his chest.

The message on the monitor disappears.

A video call opens, overtaking the frame is an up-close view 
of TONY STARK’s face. Tony, (38) is seemingly holding his 
phone inches away from his face as he lays in bed.

TONY
Bruce? That you?

BRUCE
Hey, Tony.

TONY
Is everything okay? What’s going 
on?

BRUCE
No, no, everything… everything’s 
fine. The, uh, Arc Reactor is 
acting up a little.

TONY
Oh. Okay. Why don’t I just send an 
electrician over to your super-
secret woodland hideout. I’m sure 
they’ll make an international 
fugitive their top priority.

Bruce lightly exhales a fake snicker.

Tony rubs his face as he sighs.
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TONY
I’m sorry. I haven’t heard from 
you in, what, a year now? Just 
figured the next time I’d hear 
from you after setting you up in 
our little timeshare would be 
about more than the lights.

Bruce stares into the bottle as he holds it.

TONY
What’d you got there, buddy?

Bruce grips the neck of the bottle tightly.

BRUCE
I did it. 

He looks up to Tony on the monitor.

BRUCE
I have it, Tony.

Tony quickly sits up in his bed and holds the screen close on 
his end.

TONY
You made a cure.

Bruce holds up the bottle.

BRUCE
Last ingredient in the cocktail. 
About fifteen milliliters of…

Bruce turns the bottle over to read the label.

BRUCE
Hennig’s Original, and the Hulk is 
down the hatch.

He places the bottle onto the table with a THUD.

TONY
Well I wish you called sooner. I 
have enough of a stockpile 
collecting dust in the cellar to 
send Galactus on a bender. Should 
I, uh… say congratulations?

Bruce takes off his glasses and rests them on the table as he 
leans forward, holding the bridge of his nose.
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BRUCE
Tony. Am I doing the right thing?

TONY
Oh boy.

BRUCE
Hulk, he… he’s his own entity. 
With his own thoughts, his own… 
desires.

TONY
His own anger issues, his own 
penchants for leveling cities. Did 
you forget that your sabbatical is 
thanks to the face-lift he gave 
San Antonio?

BRUCE
Compared to all the good he’s 
done? The Hulk has saved the 
world, uncountable lives.

TONY
And cut short a very specific 
number of lives people love 
counting in headlines.

BRUCE
But what gives us the right to 
just… pull the plug on him?

TONY
Look, I’m not saying he was the 
type of coworker I cherished 
chatting with at the water cooler, 
but Big Green’s saved my tin-
plated ass more times than I’d 
admit in front of him. He IS a 
hero, but he’s always been a 
ticking time bomb. We knew that. 
Texas wasn’t the first time he 
went off the rails. The only 
difference was we thought we 
finally had a handle on him.

Bruce sits back in his chair.

BRUCE
Yeah.

TONY
I’m sorry. I know we’re on 
different internal clocks, but I 

(MORE)



.17

TONY (CONT’D)
wasn’t expecting such a moral 
quandary this early in the 
morning.

BRUCE
Tony, we’re only three time zones 
apart.

Bruce checks the watch on his left wrist.

BRUCE
It should be two in the afternoon 
for you.

TONY
Okay, well you’re not the only one 
with things going on.

Bruce rubs his temples.

BRUCE
I don’t know, Tony. I’ve spent 
years getting to this moment. 
Fought tooth and nail for control. 
I can’t help but wonder what Hulk 
would do if he was in my position. 

TONY
If I were to hazard a guess, I’d 
say “smash the lovely Airbnb I 
lovingly provided for him to 
splinters and then drop an 
anecdote no longer than three 
words in length.”

BRUCE
Yeah, that’s a safe bet.

Tony stands up, bringing the screen in his hand with him as 
he opens the blinds in his Malibu mansion.

TONY
I’m sorry, Bruce. I wish I knew 
what to tell you. I’m at an 
uncharacteristic loss for words.

BRUCE
I’ll take the small victory.

Bruce puts his glasses back on.

BRUCE
I know what I have to do. I guess 
I just wanted a second opinion.
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Bruce unscrews the bottle of gin. He takes a beaker from its 
slot in the table and pours up to the first notched line at 
the bottom of the glass.

He holds it up to Tony on the monitor like a toast.

BRUCE
To the Hulk.

Tony plucks a half empty Stark-branded water bottle from off-
screen and holds it up to Bruce.

TONY
To the Hulk.

Bruce does a shot with the beaker as Tony sips his water.

Bruce winces from his gulp.

TONY
Why don’t I come by? I’m a little 
sick of the consistently beautiful 
weather anyway. When’s the last 
time you had a meal that didn’t 
come out of a can? You and I can 
split a pie and I’ll stick around 
to supervise the treatment in case 
you grow a tail or something.

BRUCE
Tony, I’m very confident in this 
formula. Thank you, but you don’t 
have to–

TONY
You shouldn’t have to go through 
this alone.

Tony adjusts his stance on the monitor.

TONY
You shouldn’t have had to go 
through this alone. I’m sorry.

BRUCE
It wasn’t your fault, Tony. You’ve 
also done more than enough all 
things considered.

Bruce gestures around the cabin.
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TONY
Yeah, well, what good’s a lifetime 
supply of blood money if you don’t 
put it to use, right?

Bruce snickers as he fiddles with the beaker.

BRUCE
I’m gonna get started on this. 
Maybe run a couple final tests to 
be extra precautions and then… 
I’ll let you know when to come by.

TONY
Okay. I’ll see if I can pencil you 
in, it’s pretty busy work single-
handedly picking up the slack in 
your absence. Cap may be one of 
history’s greatest tacticians, but 
talking shop with the fossil feels 
like showing fire to a caveman 
sometimes. 

BRUCE
I’m sure you’re all doing your 
best. I didn’t exactly make it 
easy for any of you.

TONY
What matters now is that you’re 
making it right. No one blames 
you, Bruce. You still have a home 
here when all is said and done. 
Granted, we’re gonna have to 
convince Thor to give up the cape 
closet he converted your old room 
at the Tower into, but we’ll cross 
that Bifrost Bridge when we get to 
it.

BRUCE
Well, I’ll certainly be taking up 
less space.

TONY
I’ll leave you to it, then. Oh, if 
you have one of those weird mind-
palace conversations with the Big 
Guy again before he’s gone, tell 
him no hard feelings over using my 
‘62 Lambo as a projectile all 
those years back. Don’t think I 
ever had the chance to say. Uh, 
also that I’ll miss him I guess.
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BRUCE
I’ll be sure to mention it. Thanks 
again, Tony.

TONY
Any time. See you soon, Bruce.

The monitor goes blank.

Bruce pushes his glasses above his eyes and holds his head 
with the same hand. He exhales deeply.

He pushes himself up from his seat and begins gathering 
equipment from the table. He mixes a few pre-prepared 
cylinders of chemicals into a large beaker and takes the 
glass he took a shot out of in his hand. Bruce pours more gin 
into it. He picks up a dropper.

Holding the beaker of gin close to his face, he inserts and 
fills the dropper with the alcohol. 

He places the beaker down and takes the blue mix of chemicals 
in his hand, holding the dropper over it.

Bruce sighs.

He squeezes the end of the dropper and adds the liquid to his 
mix. He places the beaker onto the table, next to a small 
centrifuge which he switches on. A green light blips on.

Bruce sinks back into his seat, leaning his elbow on the 
table while holding his mouth with his hand.

He deeply exhales then releases his face, forming that hand 
into a fist as it comes down onto the table with a THUD.

HARD CUT TO:

EXT. CANADIAN WILDERNESS - DAY

Heavy snowfall obscures a massive hole punched into a cliff 
side wall of stone in the woods.

Logan stands before the marking, several feet beneath it in 
the rising snow that his hat has caught a growing mound of.

He walks closer to the damage, the kneels down in front of it 
to dig around in the snow. He pulls up a jagged chunk of the 
wall that chipped off. He wipes some snow away with his thumb 
to reveal dried green blood on the stone.

Logan holds the rock to his nose and SNIFFS.
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Logan grunts. He stands and looks to his side.

A line of trees along the rock wall lay knocked over by a 
massive force, the rot of the stumps imply it was not recent.

Logan tilts his head with a CRACK and steps toward the trees, 
tossing the rock up and down in his hand.

A trail of sporadic damage lays dormant throughout the woods, 
shattered trunks of long-dead trees reach out from beneath 
the snow. Logan traverses the uneven terrain.

Climbing up between a pair of fallen trees, Logan gazes out 
across a nearby lake. He follows a pluming smoke stack rising 
out from the far away trees down to a small cabin partially 
hidden among the lakeside woods. Bruce’s cabin.

Logan takes out an X-shaped flip phone and holds it to his 
ear while turning over the rock in his other hand. After two 
buzzes, a muffled sound follows.

LOGAN
Yeah, Chuck. I found’em.

Logan TOSSES the rock into the lake before stepping away from 
the trees, the splash leaves a lasting ripple in the water.

FADE TO:

INT. WASHROOM - DAY

The centrifuge spins on Bruce’s desk before easing to a stop. 
It BEEPS.

Bruce uncovers the cylinder within the small machine and 
holds it up. He gazes into the blue liquid.

Bruce pulls over a microscope. He pricks his left index 
finger and wipes a streak of his blood onto a glass slide.

Holding the blue vial, Bruce extracts a small sample of it 
into a syringe and releases single drop onto his blood.

He inserts the plate under the microscope and looks in.

Red blood cells pulsate with green blights. As the blue 
liquid spreads across the sample, the red blood cells shake 
and the green within them fades. The blood stabilizes. 

Bruce PUSHES away from the microscope as an uneasy breath 
escapes his mouth. He HUNCHES over the table.

Bruce looks over to the vial of his cure.
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He straightens up and walks over to the vial, taking it in 
his hand. He stares into it.

KNOCK!KNOCK!KNOCK! echoes from the front door, causing Bruce 
to TWITCH at the sudden noise.

He glances out to the living room from his lab. He looks back 
to the cure in his hand and places it onto a rack.

INT. CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Bruce cautiously approaches the front door, keeping close to 
the left side wall.

He hunkers low to the floor behind the front window to the 
door’s left. He slowly peels apart the blind a few inches.

Outside, Logan is standing away from the door on the porch, 
facing out to the wilderness with his hands in his pockets.

Bruce leans away from the window, looking down to the floor 
with a perplexed look on his face.

He frantically scans the cabin and slinks over to the 
counter. He opens a drawer and pulls out a hammer. He holds 
it for a moment before placing it back and pulling another 
drawer open. He pulls out a large butcher’s knife. He 
hesitates again, placing it back and pulling out a smaller 
knife.

Bruce stands, pulling his sleeves down and sliding the knife 
up his left sleeve, holding it in place with his fingers.

He approaches the door and halts. He EXHALES.

EXT. CABIN PORCH - CONTINUOUS

The door slowly inches open behind Logan. He peeks over his 
shoulder as Bruce inches his head out.

Logan turns to face him, taking his hat off and brushing it 
against his pant leg.

LOGAN
David.

Bruce scans the area.

BRUCE
Did you want that gin back?

Logan LAUGHS.
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LOGAN
No, no, I was always more of a 
beer guy. Got any?

BRUCE
Afraid not. Is there anything else 
I can do for you?

LOGAN
Look.

Logan takes a step toward Bruce, who pulls the door slightly 
inward with him. Logan stops.

LOGAN
Never really been one for 
foreplay, so I’ll just lay it out 
fer ya. I know what ya are, bub, 
and it ain’t “David.” Wasn’t 
exactly difficult to find ya, 
either. Now ya got two options 
here: You can sit in yer cute 
little middle’a nowhere hut and 
wait fer someone less nice to come 
knockin, or you can come with me. 
That offer also extends to the 
other guy ya got in there.

Logan taps the side of his temple.

Bruce pulls the knife’s handle lower into his hand.

BRUCE
I don’t know what you’re talking–

LOGAN
I get it, feeling defensive. 
Cooped up all yer lonesome for, 
how long? Fer what it’s worth, 
I’ve been there my fair share’a 
times. Didn’t do it with a beastie 
in the cage, but I had my own 
kinda demons all the same.

BRUCE
Whatever it is you’re offering, I 
can’t. Now please leave. You don’t 
want the other guy’s answer.

LOGAN
Ya so sure? He won’t even be the 
biggest freak we got on campus 
right now.
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BRUCE
You don’t want this. You don’t 
want him near anyone else like 
him. I kept him away, I kept him 
under control, now every second 
you stay here can undo EVERYTHING 
I’ve done to keep people safe.

LOGAN
I’m sorry, I only want to help. We 
have people who can help you. Both 
of you. We know what you di– What 
happened wasn’t yer fault. I 
didn’t take to the idea quickly 
myself, either. If you’d just hear 
me out–

Logan TWISTS his head sharply to the side, his left ear 
pointed toward vast woods behind him.

Focusing, he hears branches snapping and snow crunching under 
distant footsteps. They are slow and calculated.

Logan turns his body to face the woods and scans the trees.

LOGAN
Any visitors you WERE expecting 
today?

Bruce pulls the door further in.

BRUCE
Take a guess.

Bushes a few yards from the front door begin to RUSTLE.

A tactical rifle pierces through the foliage followed by a 
heavily-armored PURIFIER. Entirely covered in dark tactical 
gear lined with red highlights and a thick ’t’ cross on the 
chest, the Purifier soldier trains his weapon at Logan in 
front of his goggled eyes.

BRUCE
Shit.

Logan looks to his right.

More identical PURIFIER SOLIDERS reveal themselves, 
surrounding the cabin. They move in.

A PURIFIER CAPTAIN, distinguished by fully-red shoulder pads, 
positions herself behind the line of soldiers. She calls out 
in a thick Southern America accent.
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PURIFIER CAPTAIN
Hands on your head! Both of you!

LOGAN
A bit far north, aren’t ya?

PURIFIER CAPTAIN
(to her troops) Move in.

The squad of Purifiers push forward.

Logan looks back to Bruce over his shoulder.

LOGAN
You, uh, on speaking terms with 
the other guy?

Bruce looks back to his lab behind him.

BRUCE
Not exactly.

Logan GRUNTS and takes a step forward.

The squad HALTS before him.

PURIFIER CAPTAIN
HALT! We’re taking both of you in 
for processing, do not resist. On 
your knees, mutie! 

LOGAN
Gonna forgo the height joke and 
say there’s clearly been a 
misunderstanding. I’m gonna give 
you all one chance to turn tail 
and head back for the county fair. 
Mr. Cartier, here, will be coming 
with me.

Bruce opens the door slightly and peeks further out.

BRUCE
Wait, who?

Logan looks back to Bruce.

LOGAN
You’re Paul Cartier?

BRUCE
Who– No, I’m Br- You really don’t 
know who I am? I’m an Avenger.
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LOGAN
I’m supposed to keep track of all 
you clowns?

PURIFIER CAPTAIN
ENOUGH!

The Purifier Captain EXTENDS a modified electric cattle prod.

Logan looks back to her with a raised brow. He drops his hat.

LOGAN
Yer gonna need a lot more than 
that, sweetie.

PURIFIER CAPTAIN
Fire.

Multiple BANGs ring out as Logan is PELTED with bullets. One 
ZIPS past him, catching Bruce in the side. He CRIES out.

INT. CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Bruce FALLS backward into the cabin as the door SLAMS and the 
security bars spring back across the door with three THUNKS. 
Metal sheets slide across the front windows.

EXT. CABIN PORCH - CONTINUOUS

A fresh slice across Logan’s cheek reveals a metallic 
skeleton beneath his skin. The wound rapidly heals.

LOGAN
Shit!

Logan faces the Purifiers and YELLS.

SNIKT! Three razor claws ERUPT from both of his hands before 
he LUNGES forward.

INT. CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Bruce COLLAPSES onto his counter, bracing himself against it 
for only a moment before foundering onto the floor.

Blood GUSHES from the fresh wound in his higher abdomen. 
Dropping the knife, he holds a hand against the gunshot as he 
tries to push himself off the floor, crawling toward the lab 
in the back of the cabin.
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EXT. CABIN FRONT YARD - CONTINUOUS

The Purifier Captain RUSHES toward the woods where two other 
troops are retreating backward as GUNSHOTS, SLASHES, and 
SCREAMS ring out nearby.

PURIFIER CAPTAIN
Fall back! Retreat!

A RADIO PURIFIER stumbles beside her, speaking into a radio:

RADIO PURIFIER
This is TK-18174, Wolverine is on 
sight defending Priority Target! 
Multiple casualties! Repeat: 
MULTIPLE CASUALTIES!

A trooper DROPS face-first into the foreground and reaches 
out to the Captain.

FALLEN PURIFIER
He- HELP ME–

SLISH! Logan’s clawed fist STABS down into the man’s back. He 
GURLGES through his mask as blood pools out into the snow 
underneath him. Captain and her troops flee into the woods.

Logan SWIPES his claw out of the man’s chest through the 
side, taking his right arm clean off as he does. SNIKT!

Logan stumbles off of the mutilated troop’s back, heavy steam 
panting out of his mouth as he leans over to pick up the 
severed arm. He THROWS it into the woods after the Purifiers.

Breathing heavily, Logan catches his footing before leaning 
back toward the cabin.

LOGAN
Shit.

EXT. CABIN PORCH

Logan RUSHES to the door, PUSHING against it.

He GRUNTS, pulling back his arm. He extends one set of his 
razor claws with a SNIKT!

INT. CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Logan’s claws PIERCE into the cabin, easily slicing through 
the door and three steel locks at a downward angle. He pulls 
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back, STABBING into the opposite top corner of the door and 
cuts diagonally again forming an X.

He KICKS the door and bars into pieces and STOMPS in.

Bruce is crawling across the floor, nearly to the door of his 
lab, convulsing as he moves. Logan RUSHES to him.

LOGAN
Hey hey hey, talk to me, bub!

Logan reaches for Bruce’s shoulder, but his arm is CAUGHT by 
Bruce’s hand. His tight grip PULSATES with a green hue and 
fluctuates in size and proportion.

He glares at Logan over his shoulder, his grimacing eyes glow 
with a green tinge. A different voice GROWLS from his mouth.

LOGAN
What the fu–

EXT. LAKESIDE VIEW - DAY

Logan FLIES through the back of the cabin with a CRASH! 
Chunks of wood and splinters soar with him as he SKIPS across 
the snow-covered ground with multiple THUDS before finally 
SPLASHING into the lake several yards away.

EXT. CABIN FRONT YARD - DAY

The Purifier Captain regroups with her troops. They stomp out 
of the woods, more heavily armed than before. Captain wields 
a military-grade rocket launcher.

PURIFIER CAPTAIN
Take them.

Two BATON PURIFIERS step forward with riot shields as they 
IGNITE their own cattle prods.

They STORM into the cabin.

Before long, YELLS and sounds of a struggle echo out from the 
door. CRASH! A baton SMASHES against the door frame, spinning 
outward into the yard from the ricochet.

One Baton Purifier FALLS forward out of the door and is 
PULLED back into the dark interior with a SCREAM! Several 
THUDS follow.

The other Baton Purifier SCREAMS as he runs out of the cabin, 
leaping from the porch to the yard.
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EXT. CABIN FRONT YARD - CONTINUOUS

The Baton Purifier collapses onto the snowy ground.

Behind him, a MASSIVE GREEN FIGURE ERUPTS out of the cabin, 
obliterating the front door and porch as it soars into the 
air, coming down onto the Baton Purifier with a SMASH!

THE INCREDIBLE HULK stands in a newly formed crater where the 
Baton Purifier once knelt. His green skin stands in harsh 
contrast against the white environment as a tattered sweater 
dangles from his neck and left shoulder. Snow catches on the 
jet black hair on his head and face

The Hulk GRIMMACES at the squad before him as he stands tall, 
several extra feet above them. He pulls the tattered sweater 
off of his body as all of his massive muscles TENSE up. He 
ROARS at the Purifiers, the woods behind them shaking as the 
snowfall parts before his face.

Beat.

Another ROAR screeches out from the woods, more animalistic 
than the Jade Giant’s. 

Hulk’s brows furrow as his head DARTS upward into the woods. 
The Purifiers TWIRL around to face rapid STOMPS approaching 
from afar.

Trees TREMBLE as the STOMPS grow closer and closer, birds 
flee into the air.

A MASSIVE WHITE MASS of fur is nearly obscured by the snowy 
environment as it SMASHES through the trees and brush.

The Purifiers’ formation splits as they each LEAP to their 
respective sides. BURSTING out from behind the trees in a 
mess of branches, splinters, and snow, WENDIGO soars through 
the air towards Hulk. Feral and SNARLING, the beat’s wolf-
like face barely shows a glimpse of humanity beneath its 
fangs and blood-red eyes. Its pale white skin is covered 
almost entirely by long, snow-white hair that extends from 
its head all the way to the tip of its tail.

A pair of falling trees CRUSH the Purifiers on the left.

Hulk CATCHES Wendigo by its extended claws and TWIRLS it 
around, slamming the beast into the shattered cabin porch.

Purifier Captain and her last-remaining troop brace.

RADIO PURIFIER
Priority Target located, Wendigo 
in sight!
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Wendigo PUSHES itself up and LUNGES at Hulk. The titanic 
opponents SWING at each other, punching both of their fists 
together with a thunderous BASH as Wendigo SLASHES at Hulk 
with its other claw.

The swipe catches Hulk across his chest but fails to pierce 
his thick skin.

The two continue to clobber each other as the Purifier 
Captain lines up a shot with her rocket launcher.

She FIRES and the missile FLIES toward Hulk’s back as he 
holds up a fist above his pinned-down foe.

Hulk SNATCHES the missile with the same hand and looks back 
at the Captain.

PURIFIER CAPTAIN
Oh Lord.

Hulk redirects the missile in his hand to face the Purifier 
Captain before Wendigo GRABS him by the face.

Wendigo PUSHES Hulk to the ground and pins him in place, 
holding his missile-toting hand to the ground in one claw 
while choking him with the other.

Hulk holds Wendigo’s SNARLING face away from his own as the 
beast BITES at him, slobbering onto his fallen enemy.

The missile SHAKES and FLAILS in Hulk’s grasp, he fights 
against Wendigo’s grasp to push the warhead to its face.

Wendigo SLAMS Hulk’s hand back onto the ground with a THUD 
and his grip on the missile slips.

The missile WHISTLES through the air as it flies directly 
into the cabin.

BOOM! The cabin EXPLODES in a fiery flume of flames and 
splinters.

The sliced-up chunks of the cabin door and its former 
security measures FLY out of the inferno, SLAMMING and 
SLICING into the Purifier Captain and Radio Purifier.

Hulk gazes into the flames engulfing Banner’s former home, 
his face morphs into a tight grimace and he YELLS.

Freeing his hand from Wedigo’s grasp, Hulk brings it hard 
into the beast’s face with a CURNCHING punch! Wendigo is 
FLUNG from atop the Hulk and CRASHES onto the ground.
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Hulk PUSHES himself up and STOMPS over to the beast as it 
YACKS dark green blood into the snow.

Hulk brings both of his arms upward for a slam before Logan 
LEAPS into frame, slicing one of Hulk’s forearms as he soars 
past him and rolls onto the ground.

Hulk stumbles as Logan positions himself between the beasts. 
He is dripping wet from the lake and PUSHES his left arm back 
into its socket with his still-clawed right hand.

LOGAN
Ain’t yer jurisdiction, Jolly 
Green. 

SNIKT! Logan extends his left-hand claws as green blood drips 
from his right’s. Hulk examines the three fresh slices across 
his forearm. He CLENCHES his fist, furrowing his brows at 
Logan as the steaming wounds rapidly heal.

LOGAN
Guess I ain’t so special.

Behind Logan, Wendigo braces to attack. Logan tilts his head 
and narrowly DUCKS from a clawed SWIPE!

LOGAN
Paul! Don’t! I was sent to help!

Wendigo ROARS at Logan and charges him, forcing him to roll 
out of the way but he is caught by a tail whip that FLINGS 
him away. Hulk BASHES the charging beast with a side-stepping 
blow and locks Wendigo into a headlock. He hooks his green 
hands under the snarling monster’s jaw and at the top of its 
head, preparing to snap its neck.

Logan LEAPS onto Hulk’s back, STABBING into him repeatedly 
and forcing him to drop his grip.

Hulk flails him arms, failing to swipe the small foe on his 
back before RUSHING backward into a tree.

LOGAN
ARGH!

Logan SLAMS against the trunk and falls to the ground as Hulk 
stumbles forward. Still prone, Logan SWIPES at the Hulk’s 
ankle as he starts to run back toward Wendigo.

Hulk COLLAPSES and GRABS his bleeding Achilles tendon as 
Logan pushes himself up and SLICES at the tree he had just 
been slammed into. Logan STABS into the creaking tree and 
PULLS it down onto Hulk’s back.
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Logan climbs atop the fallen tree and runs across it over the 
Hulk and he LEAPS toward Wendigo, driving his shoulder into 
the beast’s face.

Logan attempts to hold Wendigo in a headlock, but the monster 
BITES down on his arm. Logan YELLS.

LOGAN
Yer makin’ it real hard to wanna 
help ya, Paul!

Hulk GROWLS as he pushes the massive tree into the air and 
onto the ground beside him. He hooks the trunk under his left 
arm and looks back over his shoulder to Logan.

Hulk SWINGS the tree around toward his foes and Logan SLICES 
down into the trunk as it approaches. The shortened tree 
misses Logan but catches Wendigo with a splintering BASH!

Hulk and Logan stare each other down.

They CHARGE, both YELLING at their opponent.

Logan SLIDES underneath Hulk, slicing his right thigh as he 
does. Hulk YELLS as he drops to a knee and wildly swings his 
right arm around. Logan DUCKS the arm and STABS into Hulks 
exposed side. He continues around in front of Hulk and DRIVES 
his other claws into his opposite side.

They SCREAM into each other’s faces. Hulk GRABS Logan with 
both hands and HEADBUTTS his smaller foe with an echoing 
CLANG! The two stumble backward, Logan falling flat on his 
back as Hulk drops to a seat on the snowy ground. 

They both groan and struggle to their feet.

The two groggily square up again until Wendigo LEAPS into the 
fray, swatting Logan several feet away and then LUNGING onto 
Hulk, SCRATCHING and SWIPING at its green foe.

Logan STABS down into Wendigo’s tail and it ROARS into the 
sky. Wendigo WHIPS its tail around, CRUSHING Logan against a 
tree. The beast RUSHES to Logan, catching him in its mouth 
before he hits the ground and THRASHES him around in a bloody 
mess. It THROWS him far into the distance. 

Logan ricochets across multiple trees before FLYING out of 
view. Wendigo CHARGES after him but is YANKED back by his 
green blood-covered tail in Hulk’s grasp.

Hulk FLINGS the beast overhead by its tail and brings it down 
onto the ground with an earth-shaking SLAM!
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Hulk LEAPS several feet off of the ground and SLAMS down into 
his fallen foe. He unleashes a flurry of punches into the 
beast, YELLING as he does. Globs of dark green blood rise and 
fall amid the beating until one hits Hulk in the eye.

Hulk GROANS and steps off from Wendigo. He SMACKS and WIPES 
at his face, smearing the blood across it.

He looks back to Wendigo on the ground. He is still.

Hulk grunts and walks away.

EXT. LAKESIDE VIEW - CONTINUOUS

Hulk approaches the edge of the lake and kneels down.

He takes two massive handfuls of the water and splashes his 
face. He does it again.

He drops his hands. As water and dark green blood drips from 
his face, he gazes down into the reflection of his face in 
the water. His furrowed face softens.

SNAP! A distant twig catches Hulk’s attention. His head 
TWIRLS around and he PUSHES himself up.

EXT. CABIN FRONT YARD - CONTINUOUS

Hulk LANDS back down onto the snowy ground with a massive 
shock wave sending snow and fallen branches away.

The remnants of the cabin are fully engulfed in flame and 
Wendigo is gone. Where it was just laying, an OLD MAN (60) 
lay naked in the now. Long white hair drapes onto the ground 
beneath him and clashes against the dark bruises and fresh 
green blood across his thin, frail body.

Hulk slowly approaches and studies the Old Man.

He twitches once where he lays, his eyes closed.

Hulk looks back to the fallen cabin. He EXHALES.

Hulk squats down and then LEAPS into the air.

From behind a tree, Purifier Captain steps forward. Her armor 
is torn and tattered from the explosion. She looks at the Old 
Man and holds a radio to her mouth.

PURIFIER CAPTAIN
This is Captain Krane, requesting 
evac. And an airlift.
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EXT. CANADIAN WILDERNESS - DAY

Hulk LEAPS over the tall trees stretching into the sky.

Far beneath him, Logan watches the green figure soar overhead 
as he sits propped up against a tree within a pile of broken 
branches.

LOGAN
Yeah, you better run.

He SIGHS. Logan reaches down, pulling up a larger branch to 
see the damage. His eyebrows raise.

LOGAN
Oo. Yeah, that’s gonna take a bit.

Logan reaches into his jacket’s inner pocket and pulls out a 
cigar and lighter.

He takes the cigar in his mouth, lights the end, and takes in 
a full PUFF. 

Logan pulls the cigar from his mouth and leans his head back 
against the trunk of the tree. He exhales, a plume of smoke 
fading out into the cold air from his sigh.

FADE INTO:

INT. CAVE - DAY

The morning sun climbs over the horizon of a new day.

Sunlight creeps into a shallow cave, reflecting off of the 
dripping walls.

Green pine trees stretch high into the sky just outside, 
contrasting the white trees that coat the distant snow-capped 
mountain several miles away.

Bruce Banner GASPS awake, bracing himself up from the hard 
cave floor. A loose pair of tattered pants hangs from his 
waist as he surveys the area.

Bruce stands, crossing his arms tightly around his chest as 
he shivers. He approaches the edge of the cave and looks out 
to the trees before returning into the shade.

He comes to a halt and sighs. Bruce opens his mouth and 
extends his index finger to the furthest back right lower 
molar and PUSHES down.
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He holds his finger in his mouth until a light BEEP rings 
out. He reaches in with his thumb and pulls out a small chip.

He holds the small object up to his eyes. The small square 
device is colored to blend into his teeth.

BRUCE
Should’ve been an orthodontist.

Bruce places the object on the floor and TAPS on it twice.

The device instantly GROWS almost ten times its original 
size, the effect reminiscent of Ant-Man growing. What was 
formerly a tooth filling is now revealed to be a sizable 
crate with the STARK logo printed onto it.

Bruce rests his hand on the top of the crate.

BRUCE
Thank you, Hank.

Bruce opens the lid revealing a survival kit inside; Folded 
clothes, ration packs, a rolled up tent and space heater are 
packed into the crate. Bruce reaches into the clothes and 
pulls out a small case.

Bruce unzips the case and pulls out a pair of glasses. He 
puts them on and returns the case to the crate.

CUT TO:

Bruce STOMPS a boot onto the edge of the open crate.

Fully clothed, Bruce PULLS his laces tightly and ties his 
boot. He then steps off of the crate and closes the lid.

Bruce rests his hand on the crate for a moment then POUNDS 
down on it twice.

Just as quickly as it grew, the crate instantly SHRINKS back 
down to size. Bruce kneels down and picks the shrunken crate 
back up in a pinch. He BLOWS on it and wipes it off before 
placing it back into his mouth, holding it in place until 
another BEEP sounds off.

EXT. CAVE ENTRANCE - DAY

Bruce steps out into the sunlight. He surveys the area again 
and then steps out into the woods.
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EXT. WOODSIDE ROAD - DAY

A paved road careens and stretches through vast woods on both 
sides, a heavy shade is cast between the tall green trees.

Bruce CLIMBS over the guard rail and stands on the side of 
the road. He looks to left.

The street is empty.

He looks to his right.

The street is empty.

A distant engine REVS and Bruce’s head TWIRLS back to his 
left. A sedan is approaching down the road.

Bruce holds out his thumb to the driver.

The car cruises past him. Bruce’s head doesn’t follow the 
vehicle. Instead, he droops his head to the ground and lets 
out a small chuckle. 

He drops his arm to his side, looks up to the sky and sighs.

Bruce turns in the direction the car was heading and walks 
down the road.

FADE TO BLACK.


