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Prologue

He remembered the green light of

the scanner playing across his face.
He remembered the feeling of the gamma
radiation, like a tingling heat on his skin. He
remembered being scared when he felt his

body start to change.
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After that, things were confused. There
was a chair smashing through a window.
Wrecked lab equipment scattered across
the floor. Betty was slumped on the floor.
Crushed lab furniture and computers lay
jumbled on top of the two people beside her.
General Ross, his uniform torn, scrambled

away.

A hole broken through a wall. Cool air.

Screaming and sirens.
And anger, so much anger.
Then nothing. Until...
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The hospital room was blinding white
behind the glass wall. Betty was hooked
up to tubes and life-support machines,

unconscious. She looked so small.
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A strong hand landed on his shoulder.
He looked up to see General Ross staring
at him. You've got a lot of nerve coming
in here after what you did, General Ross

said.

Bruce had never felt so tired in his life, so
filled with misery. Worst of all was the rage
that lingered in his blood. He could feel it,
waiting for its chance to escape again. The

monster wanted out, and he didn’t know
how long he could hold it back.

I just wanted to see her, he said. Make

sure she’s all right.

She’ll be all right as soon as you leave
her alone, General Ross said. Permanently.
Steer clear of her. Youre a project asset

now. That’s all.

He felt his pulse start to race, and knew

the monster was waking up again. Terrified,
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he pushed past General Ross and ran—out
of the hospital, out of the country, out of
Betty’s life. He didn’t stop running until—
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Chapter 01

ruce Banner sat straight up out of the
Bnightmare, sweaty, his pulse racing.
He reached over to the metronome he kept
by his bed and put one hand on it, listening
to its steady tick, tick, tick at sixty beats per
minute. He tried to slow his pulse down to
that rhythm. When he had gotten it under
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control, he stopped the metronome.

He woke up like that nearly every day
even though he kept the metronome
going all night to give his sleeping mind
a rhythm. So far hed been able to keep
himself from getting out of control for five
months. That’s how long it had been since

the monster had gotten out.

Hed also been in Porto Verde, Brazil, for
about that long, hiding out in the jumble of
shacks and apartment buildings known as
a favela. It was where the poor people lived,
and the people who wanted to disappear.

Bruce was both.

He got up and made breakfast, then
watched some TV with a Portuguese-
English dictionary by his side. He was
trying to learn the language and making
decent progress. His dog, who he called

Cachorro because it was the Brazilian
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Portuguese word for “dog,” sat at his side
begging.

Bruce looked up a word. He asked
Cachorro if he was hungry in Portuguese.

Cachorros ears pricked up. Bruce gave him

his breakfast plate to lick.

Then he washed up and headed for his
daily aikido practice. Hed never been a
fighter, but aikido was good for teaching
self-discipline, and since the...event...back
at Culver University, Bruce knew he

needed all the self-discipline he could get.

In the aikido gym, his instructor ran
him through exercises and drills, ending
up with a series of falls that had Bruce
breathing hard. He knew his pulse was up
over one hundred beats per minute. That
wasn't dangerous territory, but it was a little

too fast.
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His instructor waved at him to sit. Then
he sat opposite Bruce, both of them cross-
legged. “Let’s work on your breathing,” he

said in Portuguese.
Bruce nodded.

“Here...emotions,” his instructor said,
placing a palm flat on his chest. “Fear no
good. So emotion..” He touched his belly
and huffed out short breaths. His belly

pushed in with each one.

Bruce started doing it, too. Together
they practiced breathing from the belly,
using the diaphragm. “When you control
your emotions, you control your body;” his
instructor said. “Now we’ll control your

pulse.”

He slapped Bruce in the face, hard.
Bruce held himself back from responding,

but he felt his pulse quicken. Slap. His face
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stung and he felt the rage building. Bruce
glanced down at his watch. His pulse was
146.

Too high.

He breathed. He did exactly what his
instructor had showed, letting the breath
flow deep into his belly and come back out.
Slowly his pulse came back down to a more

normal rate.

“You're learning,” his instructor said.
l/‘ 5 \
&

Then it was time to go to work at the
bottling plant, making sure thousands of
bottles of guarana soda got where they were
supposed to go every day. The beans at the
Brazilian guarana plant had three times as
much caffeine as coffee. It definitely wasn't

something Bruce was going to drink. Not
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when it was so important to keep his pulse
down. He didn’t even drink tea or eat
chocolate anymore because they contained

caffeine.

He filed into the plant along with the
other day laborers, finding a locker in the
dingy, poorly lit locker room between the
main gate and the factory floor. As Bruce
put his bag in his locker, someone banged
into him hard from behind. He looked
up and saw one of the factory’s tough
guys cruising on down the hall. Most of
his coworkers were just regular people,
but there were a few bullies in every
crowd. Bruce stood out because he wasn’t

Brazilian, so that made him a target.

If only the bully knew what Bruce could

do to him...

No.
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He shrugged it off and went to work.

His job was basically to do a bunch
of different jobs. He distributed the
mail, loaded pallets of soda for shipping,
and kept track of where everything was
going. Today they were putting together
a shipment headed to the United States,
specifically the Milwaukee and Chicago

areas.

First on the agenda today was dis-
tributing the mail. Bruce brought things
to a couple dozen people throughout the
bottling plant, including a young woman
named Martina, who was friendly to him
and occasionally helped him with the
language. She also lived two floors below

him at the favela.

The snap of an electrical short came
from the catwalk up above the conveyor

belts that snaked all over the factory floor,

012



carrying bottles to be filled and capped.
The upper level was where the managers
watched and kept track of everything.
They also stopped and started the different
lines to make sure everything stayed

coordinated.

“Breakdown, breakdown,” the owner
called from up on the catwalk. He
beckoned for Bruce, who had fixed many
of the factory’s outdated machines already
during his time there. Bruce went up to
the catwalk and saw that the control switch
operating the main filling conveyor belt
had shorted out. He put his glasses on to
look at the wiring. After stripping the wires
so they had better contact and winding
them around the button anchors again, he

tried it out.

The conveyor belt kicked into motion

again. “Okay,” Bruce said. “I can make it
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work for a while, but you need new..” He
trailed off, not knowing the Portuguese

word for “resistors.”

“I need a new factory,” the owner said.
“Five months you've been helping me out
like this. Youre too smart for day labor. Let

me put you on the payroll.”

Bruce smiled and shrugged as he put
the cover back on the control switch. He
glanced over at the manager again—and
that’s when he cut his thumb on a sharp

edge of the switch cover.

It wasn’t a terrible cut, but it bled
quickly. Droplets fell through the catwalk

onto the moving conveyor belt below.

“No, no, no, shut that off!” Bruce
shouted. “Turn it off!” He was already
running, trying to track the exact spot
where the blood had fallen. “Watch out!”
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