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Panel 1


Open up on a sixties style child's bedroom. In the middle of the room sits an infant Bruce Banner, playing with his toys; square blocks with big letters. Bruce has neatly arranged a row of blocks to spell out the words 'hypothalamus,' 'depravity' and 'repressed memory syndrome.' Read backwards and inverted, the blocks spell out 'gamma bomb.' Bruce sits with his back to us.





Caption:	This is Bruce Banner.





Caption:	This is not Bruce Banner.





Caption:	This is Bruce Banner, because he remembers this single moment of crystal clarity as the last moment his thoughts were his own.





Caption:	This is not Bruce Banner, because the fiery lake of boiling anger inside his mind is not his own.





Panel 2


Zooming in on Bruce, who still sits with his back to us. On the wall above his bed, several posters can be seen. They are the mathematical representations of gamma radiation. Through the window on Bruce's left, the bright green mushroom of a recently detonated gamma bomb is visible.





Caption:	This is not Bruce Banner, because this is not the way it happened. This is not the way he remembers it.





Caption:	This is not the way it's supposed to be.





Panel 3


Zooming in closer, slowly circling around with the infant Bruce's face coming into view. All around him, the room is changing, form and substance being replaced with formulas and floating blocks with letters on them. Read counter clockwise, they spell 'disassociate' and 'multiple personality.'





Caption:	This is WRONG.





Panel 4


Extreme close-up of the infant Bruce's eyes. He looks straight at us. Reflected in his eyes is the shape of a giant Hulk-like monster against the background of the green gamma bomb mushroom. Bruce's eyes are filled with terror. The borders of this panel, when held upside down, read 'I am not Bruce Banner' in a circular loop of letters and mathematical formulas.





Caption:	THIS IS A LIE!
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Panel 1


This is a big splash with room for the title of the story and the credits. It's the middle of the night in the bedroom of the adult Bruce Banner. The clock reads 4:19 AM in bright red and Bruce bolts straight up in his bed, waking up from a terrible nightmare.





Caption:	Caught in the heart of a nuclear explosion of gamma radiation gone wild, Doctor Bruce Banner now finds himself transformed into the dark personification of his repressed rage and fury. Stan Lee presents... THE INCREDIBLE HULK





Caption:	HASH, part one of one





Bruce:	A LIE!





Caption:	A night like this always reminds me of my father.





Caption:	I have precious few memories of him, but what I DO remember, isn't very pretty.





Caption:	Whenever I think of him, all I see is his face. The anger reflected in his green eyes. The hatred... the fury.





Caption:	His fury?





Caption:	Or MINE?





Panel 2


Bruce fiercely rubs his eyes, wiping away the last fragments of his nightmare. His brow and upper torso are covered with sweat, his sheets are thrown aside. Outside, lightning cuts a path through the sky.





Caption:	No. Somebody is playing me, making me doubt my own thoughts. Keeping me off-balance. It didn't happen this way.





Caption:	It CANNOT have happened this way.





Caption:	But still... there, on the edge of waking, there is a whisper.





Caption:	A word. A NAME.





Bruce:	Who is 'Hash'?
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Panel 1


This page has a six-panel grid, with only the first panel as wide as two regular panels. Morning. The establishing shot shows Bruce Banner in his office, his glasses in his hands, staring pensively at his coffee. On the other side of the room, Bruce's wife Betty Banner leans against a table. She, too, is dressed casually. Outside, it's raining.





Bruce:	I just wish I knew what they MEAN. I've been having these dreams for five days straight now and as much as I try, I just can't make sense of them.





Bruce:	The answers gotta be RIGHT there in my dreams, but they dissolve as soon as I wake up. All I have is a name...





Betty:	'Hash,' right?





Panel 2


Tight close-up on Bruce, who puts his glasses back on with a slight look of relief on his face. Betty is framed behind him, still standing at the table, her arms folded neatly in front of her. She watches him silently. 





Bruce:	Yeah, though I'm not even sure it actually IS a name. Maybe I just saw too many Jay and Silent Bob movies.





Bruce:	Still, dreams are an unreliable source of information. Maybe it's nothing.





Panel 3


Zooming in on Betty. Now it's her time to look pensive, her hand nervously scratching an imaginary itch somewhere at the back of her neck. She does not look straight at Bruce.





Betty:	Or maybe it IS. Have you ever heard of the legend of Hash?





Bruce:	What? The legend of--? No. There is a LEGEND of Hash? You've seriously got to be kidding me.





Betty:	No, I'm not.





Panel 4


Betty, having just walked across the room, takes a seat next to Bruce, who is now slowly sipping his coffee. Their figures are perfectly framed against the window. Although the big thunderstorm has died down, the rain is still unrelenting.





Betty:	A couple of years ago, I stumbled upon this story by chance. Legend has it, that before human speech, mankind communicated with each other in their dreams. The dreaming world was as much a reality as the waking world.





Betty:	This realm was ruled by a nightmare creature called Hash, an ancient rage given form by primal fears of those residing in the Dreaming. The irony, of course, is that they let themselves be ruled by something THEY created.





Panel 5


A tight profile shot for both Betty and Bruce, with Betty's face in the foreground covering the back of Bruce's head. Bruce looks ahead, while Betty has her eyes fixed on the table in front of them, visibly shaken by what she is about to say.





Betty:	I've only seen one drawing of this creature. It looked... he looked like...





Bruce:	Our very own nightmare president?





Betty:	He looked like YOU, Bruce. You as the HULK.
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Panel 1


This page has a change of scenery, as Betty Banner starts to tell the story of Hash. The first three panels depict that story's highlights, preferably using a lighter color palette to obtain a luminescent, dreamlike quality. No panel borders, since these are all full-bleed. The first panel shows Hash, a creature that looks like an ancient version of the modern-day Hulk, atop a pile of dead bodies and against a background of blood red skies.





Caption:	"Once given form, Hash embarked on a thousand year reign of terror. He turned the Dreaming into a BLOODBATH... an otherworldly hell of eternal torment that left many people trapped inside their dreams.





Caption:	"Those fortunate enough to escape, were afraid to go back to sleep. They stayed awake, often past the point of exhaustion, sometimes preferring to end their lives THEMSELVES instead of submitting to the dark dreamlord.





Panel 2


Hash is under attack by hundreds and hundreds of humans, shown in a big panel taking up as much as half of the entire page. The humans in the Dreaming all look like idealized versions of their waking world counterparts, with mostly wavy long blond hair, angelic faces and seamless, formfitting clothes. Most of them carry primitive weapons. It should be clear from the composition that Hash is being overwhelmed by their sheer number.





Caption:	"Although details are sketchy, most sources seem to agree that after those thousand years, mankind revolted. They caught Hash by surprise and they managed to press their advantage throughout the assault.





Caption:	"Apparently, they were led by someone named The Chosen One--





Caption:	"--which goes to show exactly how much IMAGINATION these people had--





Caption:	"--whose keen mind and, some suggest, superhuman powers were enough to force their adversary to his knees.





Panel 3


This is a smaller panel, framing a human holding a bloodied sword in the one hand and the severed head of Hash in the other. All around him, the people of the Dreaming raise their clenched fists, shouting in celebration of their victory.





Caption:	"They could not destroy Hash, for destroying him would mean destroying their dreams. So instead, they destroyed his BODY.





Caption:	"The ancient evil itself still roams free in the Dreaming, but without form, he is harmless. It is said, though, that once in every generation, it finds a HOST in the waking world."





Panel 4


Back in the office of Bruce Banner, who sits motionlessly besides Betty. Their eyes do not meet, as Bruce stares blankly ahead with his mouth curved into a wry smile.





Bruce:	Okay, so why does every single human being in the Dreaming look like one of those failed glam rockers from the eighties?





Betty:	Hey, don't ask me. I just came back from the DEAD. I'm still having trouble accepting the Spice Girls broke up.
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Panel 1


Zooming out to an exterior shot of the offices of Bruce and Betty Banner. It's still raining. Through the window, Bruce and Betty can be seen. This panel is framed by the crosshairs of a sniper rifle and the panel should be in a green hue to indicate night vision.





Balloon:	Okay.





Panel 2


Zooming out more, so that the dark silhouette of a sniper holding a rifle can be seen. The sniper, dressed in black clothes and a baseball cap, lies down on the roof of a building across the street. Looking over his shoulder, we can see he is talking into an earpiece.





Sniper:	I've got the two lovebirds in my sights, Mister Magenta.





Electronic:	PERFECT.





Panel 3


Cut to a room shrouded in shadows. Only the faintest trickle of light falls on the floor, illuminating Mister Magenta, sitting in a luxurious chair. In one hand he holds a cigar, in the other he holds a cell phone. Even in the dark, his white teeth expose a sinister grin.





Magenta:	Time to kill two birds with one stone.





Magenta:	Unless, of course, you don't have the STONES for it.





Panel 4


Close-up on the sniper slamming a cartridge full of bullets into the rifle.





Sniper:	Oh, I got the stones, all-right.





Sniper:	More than enough to create a fucking AVALANCHE.





Electronic:	Just make sure you don't get BURIED by it.





Panel 5


Zoom out to a medium shot of the sniper, his one eye squarely on the lens, his finger on the trigger. The rain drips down from his baseball cap.





Sniper:	Don't worry about me. All I need is one shot.





Electronic:	Make it your BEST. Don't drop the ball on this.





Panel 6


Pull back, with the sniper looking at us, his rifle aimed slightly above the camera position. He has his left hand on his earpiece, his face creased into a frown.





Sniper:	The BALL? What ball? There IS no ball, here.





Electronic:	I was speaking metaphorically.





Sniper:	What?!





Electronic:	FUCK, man, just take the goddamn shot!
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Panel 1


The sniper, flat on his stomach, fires his rifle. The muzzle flares, giving off a bright light in the early-morning darkness and pouring rain.





Caption:	I heard the shot.





Caption:	Don't ask me how. I heard it. Or maybe I just KNEW.





Panel 2


Point of view from the bullet, speeding at the offices of Bruce and Betty Banner. Through the window, Bruce and Betty can be seen in tiny silhouettes.





Caption:	And suddenly, time slowed to a CRAWL.





Panel 3


Point of view from the bullet, zooming in closer on the window and on Bruce and Betty. More details are visible. Bruce turns his face towards us, being aware of the bullet, as he pushes Betty away from the window.





Caption:	I could see everything with such clarity, it almost overwhelmed me.





Caption:	I SWEAR I could see the markings on the bullet.





Panel 4


Point of view from the bullet, zooming in closer on Bruce. The window now takes up the whole panel and Bruce is clearly in the early stages of his transformation into the Hulk. His eyes go wide, he lets out a scream of anger and his clothes start to rip at the seams. His skin should have a slightly green hue to it.





Caption:	Adrenaline kicked in, triggering those mysterious mechanisms within me… setting free the beast, releasing the monster.





Caption:	And I ENJOYED it. I let it take over completely. I WELCOMED it.
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Panel 1


Large horizontal panels only, for this page. A fully transformed and obviously angry Hulk crashes through the windows of Bruce Banner's office, shown from the side for maximum dramatic impact and to include the sniper at the building opposite the offices.





Caption:	HI there! I'm Bruce Banner's cute, cuddly and huggable inner child.





Caption:	That's right, I'm the little part of Brucie that takes over when he transforms into that green meanie called Hulkie.





Caption:	Or GRAY meanie? Hey, I'm a kid, so I can't remember everything.





Caption:	Maybe I should start making notes.





Panel 2


The Hulk lands on the sniper's rooftop, shattering several concrete panels underneath his feet. One of those shards cuts into the sniper's face, so blood gushes out.





Caption:	People always tell me I should make notes so I remember all the important stuff instead of FORGETTING it again when I get distracted--





Caption:	Look, BLOOD! Oooh, pretty.





Panel 3


Letting out a low growl, the Hulk grabs the sniper by the chest and forcibly smashes him through the bricks of the roof entrance. The rifle gets lost somewhere in the rubble.





Caption:	Anyways, if you've just joined the show-- like me-- I'd really love to fill you in on what's been happening.





Caption:	See the guy dressed in black? The one with the neat-looking rifle, stupid baseball cap and ZERO fashion sense? Yeah, that's him, right there.





Caption:	He took a shot at Hulkie. A bullet can't hurt Hulkie, but still, BEING SHOT doesn't rank high on the list of happy things to do. In fact, it makes Hulkie ANGRY. And when he gets angry, he turns gray. Or he gets stronger.





Caption:	It's one of the two. I forgot which.





Panel 4


Close-up on the Hulk's face. His mouth is wide open and his eyes sparkle with anger. He is about to deliver the killing blow. Fade to black, with all the colors giving way.





Caption:	Also, Hulkie is kinda worried about somebody or SOMETHING called Hash. It's better if you don't ask any questions about it.





Caption:	Maybe you should make a note, so you don't forget to--





Caption:	Hmm. Is somebody there?





Panel 5


Wide but relatively small panel, entirely filled with black.





Tailless:	Yes.





Caption:	HI there! I'm Bruce Banner's cute, cuddly and huggable inner child. Who are you?





Tailless:	My name is Hash. And you, my dear boy, will soon be quite dead.





Caption:	I don't think I LIKE you.


�
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Panel 1


The flow of this page should run parallel to that of the first page of this story. Still inside Bruce Banner's mind, the darkness has been replaced by the same sixties style child's bedroom we saw earlier. We are looking directly at an infant Bruce, the inner child (I'm thinking something along the lines of how Franklin Richards looked in Fantastic Four #245), who looks up at Hash, shrouded in shadows and sitting with his back to us.





Caption: 	And then, Hash told me his story.





Caption:	By the time you read this letter, my dear Betty, I know you'll be angry with me.





Caption:	For not coming to YOU. For running away.





Caption:	For taking the EASY way out.





Panel 2


Zooming in on Bruce and Hash. The patterns on Bruce's pyjamas should be an homage to both the flying trolls of Thryhem and the carnivorous plants of Skornheim (as seen in Journey Into Mystery #116 and Journey Into Mystery #125 respectively).





Caption:	But it wasn't easy.





Caption:	It was the MOST DIFFICULT decision in my entire life. Not only did I have to confront my own demons, I had to confront my worst nightmares.





Caption:	The nightmares turned out to be true.





Caption:	And the DEMONS?





Panel 3


Zooming in closer, circling around so that we are looking at Hash's face. There should be an eerie but not too obvious resemblance to the adult Bruce. Perhaps a visual link could be established to the way Bruce looked in the first scenes of Incredible Hulk vol. 1 #1.





Caption:	Remember the story you told me that day? The story about how Hash is an ancient dream evil defeated by a Chosen One, condemned to finding a host in the waking world once in every generation?





Caption:	Turns out there is one little detail those books of yours DIDN'T mention.





Caption:	Only DESCENDANTS of the Chosen One are suitable hosts.








Panel 4


Extreme close-up of Hash's eyes. He looks straight at us, his eyes filled with boiling rage. Reflected in his eyes are bits and pieces of every single cover of Avengers #40 through #91, except (for obvious reasons) Avengers #61.





Caption:	So what are you going to do when you finally stop being afraid of the dark and find out the monster hiding in your closet is your own FATHER?





Caption:	You do what you HAVE to do... and so I did.


�
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Panel 1


Cut to a dark cabin. Bruce Banner sits at a table, dictating his story to a tape recorder. It is obvious time has passed since the attempt on his life. He has a beard and his clothes are in rags. He is interrupted when Jean Grey from the X-Men walks in. Naked.





Bruce:	At that point, dear Betty, I just RAN. I let the monster in me take over and found shelter in the deepest, darkest refuges of my mind--





Jean:	Let's have SEX!





Bruce:	What the-- HOLY MOTHER OF GOD!





Panel 2


Bruce jumps up, Jean standing a few feet away. The chair he was sitting in falls down. A defensive Bruce holds out his hands as if to stop Jean from coming any closer. At the right-hand side of the panel, Emma Frost from the X-Men walks in. Also naked.





Bruce:	You are aware that you have NO clothes on whatsoever?





Jean:	Yes. Now let's have SEX! Take advantage of me, you brute. Violate me like you've never VIOLATED a mutant X-Woman before.





Jean:	And please, can I call you 'SCOTT' when we have sex?





Emma:	Now wait a goddamn second!





Panel 3


Medium close-up of Emma and Jean facing off, their hands planted firmly on their hips. Bruce moves into the background, trying to find his composure yet unable to keep his eyes off of these two women. Women who are, as has been mentioned, quite naked.





Emma:	You are NOT having sex with this man!





Jean:	No? And why would that be, you worthless tramp?





Emma:	Because he will be too busy having sex with ME, you adulterous witch!





Bruce:	Don't I get to have a say in this?





Panel 4


Tight close-up of Emma and Jean, their faces turned off-camera. Their eyes flare with a lust, envy and anger as their hair bounces off their bare shoulders. This is important, because, you know, these women are not wearing any clothes. Let's not forget that.





Both:	NO!





Bruce:	Okay. Just checking.





Panel 5


Zoom out, showing Emma and Jean at each other's throat and Bruce picking up his chair, ready to take a seat and enjoy the show. Has it already been mentioned that these two women are completely naked? Because they are. Totally. Naked, that is. Very naked.





Caption:	If there was a POINT somewhere to all this, dear Betty, then I forgot.





Caption:	Who cares about Hash and evil prophecies and Chosen Ones when you can spend the afternoon watching two mutant babes WRESTLE? Naked!





Caption:	I'll let you know when I plan on coming home... if ever.





Caption:	Love, Bruce.


