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DISCLAIMER:

This is based of JOHN CARPENTERS THE THING. I am merely continuing on from his work and filling in small holes while making my own in which you must figure out ^_^.

-------AUTHOR’S NOTES-------

My name is Thomas Polansky; I’m a novice writer who has yet to complete a story and/or fan-fiction. Anyways this is a continuation to the marvelous JOHN CARPENTERS THE THING. I’m not a professional writer and have no hope of comparing this to his film. However I do hope you enjoy my sequel, if you like it however or you feel it was a piece of pure crap then feel free to email comments to me at fvs.j@ev1.net . Enjoy. 

----------------------------------
MAIN LIST OF CHARACTERS:

*NAME: C.J

INFORMATION: Not a real people person. Smokes a bit of weed no and then. Likes it here. Animal Handler. Above-Average Intelligences. Likes Horror Movies.

*NAME: NEIL

INFORMATION: Military Squadron Soldier. Weapons expert. Is a good guy but likes things to be serious sometimes. Hates it here. Is defiantly one mean drunk. Is only 23 years old.

*NAME: HEWITT

INFORMATION: Station Manager. Gets along with others well. Loves smoking cigarettes. Likes to play games of chance, anything he can bet on mainly.

*NAME: RON

INFORMATION: Geologist. Is a great artist, loves to draw. Hates it here. Gets along well with the others. All he wants to do is watch movies and sleep. Lazy.

*NAME: SHANNON

INFORMATION: Physician. Hates it here. Is cowardly most of the time but can be courageous. Is always ready to study. Is well organized and good at his job.

*NAME: JEFF

INFORMATION: Chef. Good at his job most of the time. Hates it here. Ex-con. Likes to read, has a good schedule. Makes a good pizza and burger.

*NAME: TITUS    

INFORMATION: Military Squadron Soldier. One tough son of a bitch. Fought in Vietnam. Likes the peace and quiet so he can read. Is paranoid but trustful. He always carries an MP5 (machine gun) with him for protection.

*NAME: TERRANCE

INFORMATION: Military Squadron Helicopter Pilot. A real flyboy. Hates it here. Smokes cigars. Enjoys fishing. Likes playing pool but really sucks at it.

*NAME: NOAH

INFORMATION: Senior Biologist. Serious and uptight. Stressed and overworked. Hates it here. Sociable but prefers being alone. Curious and kind at times.

*NAME: JERALD

INFORMATION: Chief Engineer. Drinks a lot of booze. Likes it here. Is good at his job. Is hot-headed and quick to anger. Will fight whenever he gets the chance.  

*NAME: JIM

INFORMATION: Head of Security. Is a total asshole who mainly nobody likes. Smokes cigarettes. Never shuts-up. Is hated even by his own security team.

*NAME: CHUCK

INFORMATION: Assistant Head of Security. Jim’s only friend and supporter. Rude and cruel. Always carries a hand gun. Nobody really likes him either.

*NAME: BURLDON

INFORMATION: Military Squadron Lieutenant. Kind hearted but tough. Loves guns and knifes. Loves it here. Also has experience in biology. 

*NAME: VINCE

INFORMATION: Maintenance Man. Good at his job. Drinks scotch and smokes cigars. Likes it here. Is well like by his teammates. Speaks in an Australian accent.

 

*NAME: FREDRIC

INFORMATION: Mercenary. Likes guns and even modifies his own. Kind hearted but tough. Hates it here. He is very trustful but paranoid. Smokes pot. He was sent here as an advisor to maintain control and stop the spread of “Cabin Fever”.

*NAME: CHRIS

INFORMATION: Military Squadron back-up Lieutenant. Doesn’t drink much. Likes chess and poker. Hates it here. Is divorced. Just wants to make a decent living. Smokes pot.

*NAME: MICHAEL

INFORMATION: Military Captain. Fought in Vietnam. Is the lead captain of the military squadron at the outpost. Hates it here. Likes fishing and hiking. 

*NAME: HAROLD

INFORMATION: Assistant Engineer. Sucks at his job. Likes it here. He likes drinking scotch. Smokes cigarettes and plays pool. He also likes betting games.

*NAME: WAYNE

INFORMATION: Radio Operator. Good at his job. Likes it here. Plays arcade games and reads comic books. He is a good man. He likes writing scripts too. 

*NAME: MILES

INFORMATION: Meteorologist. Hates it here. Has a dream of playing baseball. Is young. Enjoys comedy movies. He likes to read and write but not well at writing. 

*NAME: JONATHAN

INFORMATION: Leader of all Military Squadrons in the Outpost. Hates it here. Is one cruel son of a bitch. Hated even more then Jim. Rude jerk.

NOW TO OUR FEATURE PRESENTATION ^_^

OPEN ON:

A helicopter flies through the night sky. A snow storm beats against the copter as if flies through Antarctica.

Painted on the side of the copter are the words UNITED STATES NATIONAL INSTITUTE STATION 8 OUTPOST #92. Te snow falls in torrents as the copter fights through.

CUT TO:

INT. HELICOPTER – NIGHT

Four men are in the copter.

The first is a Caucasian male with short black hair. This is NEIL, a military soldier.

The second is a young man with a ski cap on his head. He is short blonde hair and is a Caucasian male too. This is SHANNON, the outpost’s main physician.

The third is a bear of a man; he carries a hand gun in his hands and smokes a cigarette. His hair is black and he also is a Caucasian male, he is BURLDON, the Military Lieutenant. 

The final is a Caucasian male with red hair; he wears a heavy winter coat. This is TERRANCE the copter pilot.

TERRANCE

We should be there in about ten minutes. Are ya’ll ready?

NEIL

The hell we are, lets just get the shit over with, I haven’t had a decent night sleep in over a month.

NEIL grins and reaches into his pocket. He takes out a pistol and begins to load it. SHANNON is going through his medical kit, he takes puts several items in.

BURLDON

Allright boys, are we locked, loaded and ready go?

SHANNON

I’m good, if any of those Swedes… (CUT OFF) 

TERRANCE

Norwegians Shannon, Norwegians.

SHANNON

Whatever, well if any of them are injured I’m ready, and all that Neil needs is that gun, so I guess we’re good.

BURLDON

Ya well I’m gonna grab some more supplies just in case.

BURLDON leans down and takes a large case out from under his seat he puts it in his lap and opens it.

Inside are several things. FLARES, FLARE GUNS, FLASHLIGHTS, ROPE, SMALL KNIVES, RATIONS, etc… BURLDON takes his pack from his back and begins to stuff supplies in.

SHANNON and NEIL are busy with their own stuff. SHANNON finishes with his med-kit and attaches it to his pack. NEIL loads up his gun and puts it into his holster.

NEIL

Damn Norwegians’. Leave it to them to make us lose our sleep, its probably just some minor radio damage.

SHANNON

I’m not in the mood to listen to you bitch, ya know?

NEIL sneers and reaches into a cooler which is strapped down; he takes out a beer and takes a drink.

SHANNON

Do you really have to drink man?

NEIL

What’s it to you?

SHANNON

Nothing really but I’d just feel safer if you weren’t drunk and you would shoot off that gun of yours just because you don’t understand what their saying.

Neil just takes another drink from his beer. The copter changes direction and turns right.

TERRANCE

Were at the camp boys, I circle around then try and land…

Burldon zips up his pack and jams the supplies case back under the seat. He turns towards the windows and wipes the fog away, he then looks out into the snow.

---P.O.V--- THROUGH COPTER WINDOW ---P.O.V---

The snow storm is thick and it slams against the window, but slowly as the copter lowers vision becomes clearer.

The NORWEGIAN CAMP is in ruin. The several buildings are in pieces, few are still intact. There are planks and wood in the snow which are being covered by the snow.

The snow lessens their vision but there is nothing they can do, the copter goes down towards the snow.

CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF NORWEGIAN CAMP – NIGHT

The helicopter comes in towards the snowy earth outside the main camps area. The helicopter stays in the air, however well over ten feet of the ground.

The door opens and the men line up at the door. BURLDON lights a FLARE and throws it into the snow below.

TERRANCE

I can’t land here, ya’ll go on ahead and I’ll circle around again and try and pick ya up.

BURLDON

I’ll shoot off a flare to let you know where we are… 

BURLDON turns and jumps out of the helicopter, he lands in the soft snow and slowly gets up. NEIL and SHANNON aren’t too far behind him.

BURLDON picks up his FLARE and the men begin to make there way towards the NORWEGIAN CAMP.

The helicopter begins to rise higher into the air, it flies forward quickly disappears into the snow. The storm begins to worsen even more.

CUT TO:

EXT. NORWEGIAN CAMP – NIGHT

NEIL, SHANNON and BURLDON venture into the ruins of the NORWEGIAN CAMP. They run into the camp, looking for cover.

SHANNON

There’s a shack over there, we’ll make that our base of operations for the time being.

They dash towards the structure. NEIL throws open the door which falls from its hinges to the ground.

BURLDON

Do you always have to be such a klutz?

NEIL

Just shut-up. Ok?

BURLDON throws his FLARE into the snow as it begins to go out. The men walk into the building.

CUT TO:

INT. LARGE SHACK – NIGHT

The inside of the SHACK is a mess; the floor is littered in debris, strangely however, most of the stuff is burnt. There is a huge hole in the wall and several crates are shattered.

SHANNON

I don’t think some minor radio damage did all this.

A beam falls from the ceiling and destroys another crate. BURLDON takes out a flashlight and they begin making their way through the war torn structure.

They move towards the hallway, it too is in ruin just like everything else.

The walls and ceiling have almost collapsed totally. Planks and boards litter the floor and are leaned up against the walls. A kerosene barrel is knocked over on its side; the floor is covered in frozen kerosene. 

The men begin moving through the hallway. They climb of the debris and fight towards the other side.

NEIL

Hold on a second…

SHANNON

What is it?

NEIL

Burl, shine the light over here a second would ya?

BURLDON turns and shines the light onto a small charred door. An axe is stuck on it, its blade impaled in the door.

BURLDON

Looks like we missed all the fun. We better keep going.

 

They begin to move onwards, SHANNON stays back a second and stares at the axe.

NEIL

Come on you dumb fuck…

SHANNON hesitates but quickly turns and follows the two men.

CUT TO:

INT. REFRIDGERATED ROOM – NIGHT

SHANNON runs into the room and almost slips. The room is cold; there are several vents that send cold air into the room. In the center of the room is a strange slab of ice. The ice resembles a bathtub, its middle carved out.

There are some computer consoles in the room; they are attached to a battery which is currently off. NEIL scraps a finger across the icy “tub’s” surface.

NEIL

Looks like the Norwegians have been quite busy.

BURLDON looks over the ice and scratches his head.

BURLDON

This is weird, whatever those Nors’ were up to, I’ve defiantly never heard a thing of it…

He spots the computer counsels and the battery. He turns the battery on and tries the computers.

SHANNON

So do they work?

BURLDON

Ya, but there’s only enough power for this one. Neil, get over here, your better with computers, you try.

NEIL sighs and walks towards the computer, BURLDON moves out of the way and NEIL gets to work.

 

NEIL pulls up a screen lined with data. He changes to a page with a map of the compound. Several rooms and buildings flash, some don’t, some just stay grey. There is a building separated from the main compound, the KENNEL. On the outside of the KENNEL entrance is a small glowing box, from the box comes several flashing wires leading to the main compound.

NEIL

Alright then, I think I’ve found something…

BURLDON

What?

NEIL

Well I think if we can turn the main breakers on by the kennel, we might be able to get power back into some of the rooms.

NEIL gets up and grabs a FLARE from his own pack, he goes towards the door but BURLDON cuts him off.

BURLDON

You better stay here and man the computer, I’ll flip the breakers and you try and find info…

NEIL

Eh, suit yourself.

NEIL tosses the FLARE to BURLDON. He catches it and he begins up the stairs towards the exit.

WHITE OUT:

OPEN ON:

BURLDON fights through the storm towards the KENNEL. The hood of his coat is up, the FLARE burns in his hand but slowly the light it sheds begins to fade.

He throws the burnt-out FLARE into the snow and takes out another. The KENNEL is just a few feet away. BURLDON makes his way towards the structure. 

He is finally at the entrance, the BREAKER box is just to the side. BURLDON walks over; wires are mounted beneath the box and go underground. These are the MAIN POWER LINES.

Mounted to the door of the box is a small lock. BURLDON looks it over and sighs.

BURLDON

Ah damn-it…

BURLDON reaches into his coat and takes out a KNIFE. He begins working the lock with the KNIFE.

CUT TO:

INT. DOG KENNEL – NIGHT

A foul stench spreads through out the kennel. Snow sprays into the kennel through cracks in the wall and frost covers all. The ceiling is partly collapsed and rubble litters the ground beneath.

Suddenly there’s a breath.

Beneath the rubble is some kind of creature, it is buried beneath snow and pieces of ceiling.

The creature breaths, it is weak, a tentacle slowly squirms out beneath the rubble. Sparks fly from a broken light in the ceiling, and the creature breaths again.

CUT TO:

INT. REFRIDGERATED ROOM - NIGHT

NEIL and SHANNON look around the room, the ICE-TUB is still the main thing on there mind. NEIL opens a cabinet, nothing special. NEIL opens the next one, nothing.

SHANNON

Nothing, I don’t think there is shit here Neil…

NEIL

You could be right, let’s just keep searching.

NEIL throws the next cabin open, he jumps back and takes his gun from his holster. SHANNON kneels down near the ICE-TUB, waiting for the on slaughter.

NEIL sneers and puts his gun back in the holster. SHANNON gets up, he gags.

Impaled upon the cabinet door is the chopped up corpse of a man. The man’s flesh is ripped and torn, frozen blood covering the door and its body. A KITCHEN KNIFE through its chest, which is what, is impaling it to the door. 

NEIL

H-O-L-Y S-H-I-T! That’s just whacked…

NEIL grabs the icy handle of the KNIFE. He pulls and the corpse falls out of the cabinet. It crashes to the floor, its head cracks open and blood spills out.

SHANNON gags and kneels over, he pukes. NEIL sneers and lightly kicks the corpse’s head.

NEIL

Get up you dick wad, its not that bad…

NEIL suddenly spots something on a nearby counter, weaponry. FLAMETHROWERS, PISTOLS, MACHINE GUNS, SNIPER RIFLES, INCENDIARY GERNADES, SHOTGUNS etc…

NEIL

Damn, these boys were ready to start some major shit.

NEIL grins and grabs the FLAMETHROWERS; he puts the FUEL-TANKS on his back and grabs the gun part.

NEIL

(Grin)

Hmmmmmm, I wonder…

NEIL pulls the trigger and a line of FLAMES scorch through the air. SHANNON dives to the ground.

SHANNON

WHAT THE FUCK! Are you trying to kill me?

NEIL

Maybe…

NEIL pulls the trigger again and another line of flames go through the air.

CUT TO:

EXT. DOG KENNEL ENTRANCE – NIGHT

The lock falls with a click into the snow; BURLDON stuffs the KNIFE back into his coat and opens the door.

He curses as he sees several of breakers are destroyed or broken. He takes a radio from his pack and sighs.

BURLDON

(Into radio)

Neil, I got a problem, some of the breakers are beat up pretty bad, is it good to turn the others on?

RADIO

Just a second man (Typing) Its good to turn the others on, we’ll get power in most of the buildings.

BURLDON rolls his eyes and puts the radio away. He begins to switch the undamaged BREAKERS.

He flips the switch up on BREAKER 1, then 2, then 3… and so on.

CUT TO:

INT. DOG KENNEL – NIGHT

The lights burst to life and the creature in the rubble does the same. Its tentacles wrap around the fence of the kennel and begin to pull itself out. The creatures torso slowly emerges which is soon followed by its waist. It has no legs but several squirming tentacles; they suddenly jet into the ground.

The creature rises up to full height, it is 12 feet tall and incredible grotesque. Tentacles wave back and fourth, its head is like a dog’s, except it lacks fur. It is mounted atop a long neck, swaying back and fourth. The monster roars and the building shakes, snow falls from the ceiling and the lights flash.

This is THE THING. Suddenly something suddenly appears from its back. Whatever it is it seems to be human.

But as the lights flash on again the creature is revealed to be non-human. The creature is attached to THE THING’S main bulk. On its torso is a shredded work shirt that a NORWEGIAN WORKER would wear.

The MAN/THING’S head splits open and reveals a long tongue like tentacle that waves back and fourth. THE THING and MAN/THING open their mouth, or head, and release a monstrous roar.

CUT TO:

EXT. DOG KENNEL ENTRANCE - NIGHT  

THING & MAN/THING

(From within Kennel)

RAGHHHHHH RAGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH

BURLDON spins around and pulls out his PISTOL. He slowly walks towards the entrance to the KENNEL. He slowly opens the chain-link gate and walks in.

He hesitates, he takes out his radio.

BURLDON

Hey Neil, I just heard something in the kennel. Could you and Shannon come on over and give me a hand?

CUT TO:

INT. REFRIDGERATED ROOM – NIGHT

NEIL is sitting at a small desk with the radio to his ear. SHANNON is at the counter looking over the weaponry. The FLAMETHROWER is next to NEIL’S seat.

NEIL

(Into radio)

Your such a baby Burl, it was probably just the wind…

RADIO

Just shut-up, whatever I heard it wasn’t the wind, it was something bigger, much bigger.

NEIL

(Sigh)

Oh fine, how bout you go on ahead and Shannon and I’ll meet you there in, oh say about five, six minutes.

RADIO

Good, I’ll be in the kennel, get here as soon as you can… 

NEIL puts the radio away and gets up; he hauls the FLAMETHROWE on to his back and turns towards SHANNON.

NEIL

Hey dumb ass, grab that shit and let’s go, I gotta meet Burl at the fuckin kennel.

SHANNON

You’re the dumb ass…

SHANNON grabs the GERNADES and throws them into his pack, he grabs a SHOTGUN and fastens it to his back, he looks over an MP5. He decides he likes it. He grabs it and makes sure it’s loaded, he grins and clicks off the safety.

SHANNON

Let’s get going…

CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY LEADING TO KENNEL – NIGHT

The lights are weak and BURLDON is using a FLARE. The FLARE’S light is an eerie red, shadows are cast, the room is still dark and the creatures in the kennel still emit weird and frightening noises.

THING & MAN/THING

(From Dog Kennel)

RAGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH

BURLDON

Jesus “fucking” Christ what in the hell is that?

The creature roars again and BURLDON raises his PISTOL. He nears the DOG KENNEL; he gulps and slowly walks forward. He suddenly stumbles.

He turns and shines the FLARE towards the ground.

BURDON

Oh damn…

A barrel of kerosene is knocked onto the ground, a corpse is not to far away, it is disfigure and burnt. The floor is burned and the body is charred.

BURLDON slowly walks past it and slowly makes his way to the main dog kennel. He slowly hops over a small crate and almost trips; he sighs and slowly gets up. He comes to the door that leads into the kennel, he gulps and opens it.

INT. DOG KENNEL – NIGHT

BURLDON slowly enters through the door; he walks to the entrance into the KENNEL. Suddenly his FLARE goes out; he throws it to the ground. 

He reaches for his pack; he opens the part in his pack but as he searches for one they all spill out of his pack and litter onto the floor. 

BURLDON

(Scared)

Ah damn-it…

---P.O.V--- FROM WITHIN KENNEL ---P.O.V---

The darkness blurs the vision but BURLDON’S main shape, BURLDON kneels down and searches for the FLARES in the dark. He curses and slowly searches for one.

BURLDON

Ah ha! There you are you little shit.

BURLDON picks up the FLARE and gets up, he lights it. The red light fills the room. BURLDON’S face suddenly changes, he slowly walks forward.

BURLDON

O-h m-y g-o-d…

The snow slowly blows into the building and this scene slowly fades away.

WHITE OUT:

Words form against a snowy background. The words turn from solid to organic as tentacles sprout from them. The words are:

BEHIND THE MASK’S 

THE THING FROM HELL

A.K.A

THE THING II

The words suddenly begin to freeze over; the icy words reflect a shred of light. Suddenly the words begin to crack, they shatter and the shards fly towards us...
