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THE INCREDIBLE HULK

THE TRIAL OF JACK MC GEE

ACT ONE

FADE 1IN
ESTABLISHING MIAMI BEACH - DAY - (STOCK)

The luxurious Gold Coast hotels mirror the Atlantic.

EXT. MIAMI BEACH - DAY - (SERIES OF STOCK SHOTS)

Bikinied beauties baking on the hot sand. Teenagers frol-
icking in the surf. Kids building a sand castle, etc.

EXT. RESORT HOTEL - ENTRANCE - DAY - (STOCK)

The air of rushed relaxation epitomized by bustling bellhops,
taxis, airport limos, lost luggage and jet-lagged guests.
It's vacation time!

EXT. COTTAGES - DAY

Behind the hotel a circle of well-kept, neat little bungalows
frame a flowered courtyard. A bellboy passes, shouldering a
room service tray overflowing with dirty dishes, reacting to
the confrontation ensuing at the far end of the courtyard.

CLOSER ANGLE

Rudy Fresco, the burly maintenance boss, surveys a demolished,
once-ornate marble fountain laying in jagged shards around a
pitiful dribble of a water outlet. Fresco's making notes on
his clipboard while Jack McGee stalks him like baseball's
Billy Martin attacking an umpire who has wronged him.

FRESCO
(building steam)
Like I said, McGee, the lawnmower
slipped into gear and took off.

MC GEE
That's not what you said on the
phone.

FRESCO
I made a mistake. Let's just
forget it.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED
MC GEE
Sure, if you're willing to forget
ten thousand bucks. I did mention
the reward, didn't I?

FRESCO
I don't want any trouble, y'under-
stand? I retire in two weeks.

MC GEE
Yeah, I understand. You don't want
to lose your precious pension.

FRESCO
You'd better leave before I call
security.

MC GEE

C'mon, be reasonable. You scratch
my back, I'll scratch yours. You
can't tell me ten grand wouldn't
add a couple of rungs to your rock-
ing chair.

Fresco drops his clipboard to the ground and lifts Jack up
by the lapels.

FRESCO
(before the
explosion)
No, you really don't understand.

He deposits Jack into some thorny bushes. It looks like a
commercial for Lipton Tea, except there's no water to cushion
the backward fall. Jack grimaces and tries pulling himself
out.

ANGLE ON FRESCO

who picks up his clipboard and turns his back on Jack.

FRESCO
I've got work to finish.

ANGLE ON JACK

struggling to his feet. He pursues Fresco like a crazed
kamikaze.

MC GEE
...s0 do I. My work is catching
The Hulk.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED 7

He's right behind Fresco now, facing his back. Jack is be-
yond diplomacy. All the years of Hulk frustrations find
their way to the surface as McGee stands his ground.

MC GEE
I don't give up that easily, pal.
I know The Hulk was here. I know
you saw him. And I'll tell you
something else, Frisco or Fresco --
whatever the hell your name is --
I'm not leaving your little oasis
until I get the truth.

NEW ANGLE 8

Fresco snaps around, driving his fist into Jack's glass jaw.
McGee flies through the front door of a nearby cottage. He
crawls out. Behind him, in a pink bathrobe, stands an angry
matron, her wet, straggly hair dripping peroxide from the
sink.

FRESCO
(motions to the
crowd)
Let's go -- show's over.

MC GEE 9
stands. Several witnesses turn away, embarrassed for him.
Humiliated, Jack shuffles off, but not before a final effort
to regain some dignity.
MC GEE
(nursing his jaw)
You're not going to get away with
this. I know how to deal with you.

Fresco ignores McGee, who leaves, then kicks a piece of marble,
angry at himself for indulging his bad temper.

DISSOLVE TO
EXT. RESORT HOTEL - ENTRANCE - DUSK - (STOCK) 10

A closer shot of the same hotel as dusk descends.

INT. HOTEL LOBBY - DUSK 11

We push to a sign on a door near the front desk which reads,
MANAGER, PRIVATE.
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INT. MANAGER'S OFFICE - DUSK 12

Behind his desk, the officious Mr. Prusa reviews David's em-
ployee file.

PRUSA
Is there anything I can do to
change your mind, David?

ANGLE ADJUSTS .13

to reveal David Banner facing his employer.

DAVID
(anxious to leave)
I've got to move on -- it's per-
sonal -- but I've enjoyed it here.
PRUSA

I'll process your severance check
right away. But you'll have to
get your supervisor's signature
first. Fresco will be sorry to
lose you.

(completing

the voucher)
Now that he's retiring, there'll
be room for advancement.

David smiles "no thanks". Prusa gives David the voucher.
PRUSA
Give this to the cashier after
it's signed.

DAVID
Thank you,

David makes for the door.

PRUSA
Good 1luck, David.

David leaves.

EXT. HOTEL - NIGHT 14
David, en route to the cottages in back, passes a formally-
attired couple leaving for dinner.

EXT. COTTAGES - NIGHT 15
David approaches groundskeeper Everett Trundle, mid-forties,

CONTINUED
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15 CONTINUED 15

filling a burlap bagful of grass trimmings with all the en-
thusiasm of a stroke victim. He clumsily spills some grass
onto the sidewalk and it's evident gardening is not second
nature. He'd look more comfortable behind a desk. He
brightens at the sight of David and it's apparent they are
kindred spirits.

TRUNDLE
Someone said you're quitting, David.

DAVID
Something's come up -- I can't
explain now.

TRUNDLE
Is there anything I can do?

David shakes his head.

TRUNDLE
You need money?

DAVID
I need Fresco.

TRUNDLE
(pointing)
In there.

Trundle looks toward a small maintenance shed housing Fresco's
office, which overlooks the courtyard at the far end of the
lawn. David starts for the shed.

TRUNDLE
He's in one of his moods. Had a
run-in with some reporter this
afternoon.

David slows momentarily, digesting that unwelcome bit of news,
then moves on with greater urgency.

16 INT. SHED - NIGHT 16

David enters, as Fresco stands at his desk brooding over a
stack of time cards. Behind him are sacks of fertilizer,
lawnmowers, rakes and shovels, and neatly coiled garden hoses
hanging from the walls.

_ DAVID
Excuse me, Rudy. Mr. Prusa said I
need your signature to check out.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

He hands the voucher to Fresco, who doesn't even look up at
him.

FRESCO
Is this your gratitude?
(a tense beat)
I covered for you this morning...
after your 'little' accident with
the lawnmower.

David squirms.

FRESCO
Where'd you disappear to?

16

Before David can answer, Fresco's attention is turned outside,

through the window which faces the courtyard.
see through the darkness.

He strains to

FRESCO'S POINT OF VIEW

as Trundle looks around guiltily, then dumps his trimmings
behind a bush. It's obvious he's taking shortcuts....
ANGLE ON FRESCO

fuming. He storms to the door. Angle includes David.

FRESCO
I wish it was him leaving. If it
was up to me, I'd have fired the
phoney six months ago.
The door slams behind Fresco. David reacts with concern for
his friend...and mounting impatience.
down to Fresco's desk.

INSERT -~ HIS POINT OF VIEW

A crumpled business card:

RESUME DAVID

who reacts edgily and peers outside.

DAVID'S POINT OF VIEW - THROUGH THE WINDOW

Fresco heads for Trundle in the courtyard. e

17

18

He must wa;py/’He looks

19

JACK MC GEE - THE NATIONAL REGISTER.

20
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EXT. COTTAGES - NIGHT 22
Trundle shakes out his empty burlap bag, when he notices

Fresco bearing down on him through the ominous shadows. He
disappears into an enclosed patio used for outdoor barbecues
(several picnic tables, barbecue pits, etc.), neatly sur-
rounded by bushes and a white trellis.

ANGLE - NEARBY BUSHES 23
Blended into the mosaic of indistinct shapes, we make out
something that doesn't belong. Human forms, then closer,

eyes. Two thugs. Watching, waiting.

THEIR POINT OF VIEW - FRESCO 24
goes behind the trellis.

FRESCO (o.s.)
Trundle...?

Silence.

CLOSER ANGLE - THE THUGS 25
Johnny, wiry and newvous, clicks a silencer on the business

end of a .38. He wants out. He looks around for possible
witnesses as Frank, the older thug, puts a cautionary hand

on the gun, urging quiet patience.

THEIR POINT OF VIEW 26
Trundle exits the patio (NOTE: We can't distinguish between

Trundle and Fresco since both wear identical workclothes,
are physically equal, and are obscured by the darkneéss.)

DAVID - INSIDE THE SHED 27

unable to really see much outside, paces, preoccupied.

JOHNNY AND FRANK 28

watching their target. Johnny's foot snaps a small twig.

ANGLE ON TRUNDLE 29

reacting to the noise. A helpless target. -
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JOHNNY AND FRANK

quickly assess the situation. Johnny lifts his gun and fires

30

rapidly, the staccato airbursts punctuating the cool night air.

TRUNDLE

(still unidentifiable) crumbles like a ragdoll. Light from
a street lamp spills onto the lifeless body.

DAVID

at the window, sees Trundle go down. He races to the shed
door, opens it and stops dead in his tracks.

DAVID'S POINT OF VIEW

as the two thugs rush to the body, unaware of David.

CLOSER ANGLE - THE THUGS

Frank rolls the body over with his foot.

THUGS' POINT OF VIEW - THE BODY

It's Rudy Fresco.

BACK TO SCENE
Frank blanches. k“\
FRANK
(a distraught
whisper)
It's not him, Johnny. We hit the
wrong guy.

They look up and around.

ANGLE ON TRUNDLE

standing, frozen with fear, on the side of the patio facing
David's vantage point. He backs away into the protective
shadows.

DAVID'S POINT OF VIEW

watching Trundle fade into the darkness.
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INT. SHED - NIGHT 39

David withdraws from the window and quickly dials the phone.

DAVID
Hello, get me the police. 1It's
* an emergency....
EXT. HOTEL ENTRANCE - NIGHT 40

busy with arriving guests, some leaving for the evening. A’
very determined Jack McGee weaves through the vacationers,
sporting a bandaged jaw. He heads around the side of the
hotel toward the cottages.

EXT. HOTEL - NIGHT 41

Following David's route earlier, McGee storms toward the shed.
The bellhop, seen earlier carrying the room service tray, spots
Jack.

BELLHOP
You must be crazy, mister. I
don't think Fresco's in the talk-
ing mood.

MC GEE

Don't you worry, he'll talk.

The bellhop shakes his head as McGee leaves...and spots the
handle of a gun in Jack's waistband.

ANGLE ON THUGS 42

pulling the body off the sidewalk, when an intruder meets them
face-to-face. The look up to:

THEIR POINT OF VIEW 43

as Jack McGee rounds the corner and stops with a jolt.

JOHNNY AND FRANK 44

Johnny impulsively coldcocks the unsuspecting reporter with
his gun. McGee's lights flicker out. As he collapses, his
dartgun is revealed. Frank wipes the fingerprints off the
.38 and places the gun in McGee's hand. The thugs remove
McGee's dartgun, position the two bodies and leave. Jack is
left unconscious near the body, the incriminating murder
weapon clutched limply in an outstretched hand. ”

DISSOLVE TO
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EXT. HOTEL ENTRANCE -~ NIGHT 45

A few minutes later. A patrol car brakes to a sudden stop,
two cops rush around back to the cottages.

CLOSE ON MC GEE 46

rising slowly to an awkward kneeling position. The cobwebs
clear. His hand goes instinctively to the pain. He massages

a throbbing knot on his head. His ears pick up faint approach-
ing voices. (NOTE: Use subjective sound so audience hears’

as Jack does.) A loud voice snaps him back to reality.

NEW ANGLE - COPS 47
Behind Jack, guns cocked and leveled at the back of his head.

COP #1
Freeze! Police. Hands up...very
...slowly.

Jack rises, his back to the cops, arms raised.

MC GEE
What's going on...?

ANGLE WIDENS 48

as Cop #2 removes the .38 from McGee's raised arms and frisks
him. He finds Jack's wallet and gives it to Cop #1l, then
whips Jack's hands behind him and slaps on the cuffs.

COP #2
Why don't you tell us?

Cop #1 feels for Fresco's pulse. Nothing. A look to the
other cop confirms the victim is dead.

MC GEE
...I don't know.
(feeling his
head)
I must've blacked out.

COP #1
(referring
to Fresco)
Who is he?

MC GEE -
Fresco, Rudy Fresco.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED 48
COP #1
(to McGee)
He's dead...and you're under
arrest.
MC GEE
Arrest? What are you talking ---
COP #2
Law says we gotta give you your
rights.
MC GEE
Yeah, but I didn't do ---
COP #2
'You have the right to an attorney,
you have the right to remain silent...'
INT. SHED - NIGHT 49
Through the window the scene continues silently. Three
figures standing alone in the distant courtyard. A body at
their feet. Camera pans around the empty shed to an open
rear door. David has split.
50

RESUME SCENE

McGee can't harness his frustration. Cop #1 holds out McGee's
driver's license.

COoPrP #1
You understand...McGee?

MC GEE
I'm a reporter -- The National
Register -- maybe you heard of
me. I know how this must look,
but ---

The bellhop turns the corner, gasps at Fresco's body and shoots
a look to McGee.

BELLHOP
(points to McGee)
That's him, officer.

MC GEE
What are you talking about?

BELLHOP
He killed Mr. Fresco.

We push to McGee's shocked reaction.

END OF ACT ONE








































































































































