INT. OUTPOST #98, LOUNGE – DAWN

Several men are gathered in the lounge. RON, TITUS, JEFF, NOAH, WAYNE and VINCE.

RON throws a bowl onto the table, he pours in some flakes and milk, he takes a seat and begins eating. JEFF and WAYNE are playing a game of pool, JEFF hits the que ball and it rams into a red solid one. It goes into the corner pocket.

TITUS is smoking a cigarette, his MP5 is perched in his hands, he is busy polishing it.

NOAH is reading a book and drinking a glass of water, every once and awhile he’d take a sip. VINCE is cleaning his fingernails with a small pocket knife.

RON is a young man; his hair is black and his face rugged. JEFF has brown hair and has a mustache. WAYNE is the oldest in the room, his head is mainly bald, his hair is red. TITUS is young, about 20 with light blonde hair. NOAH is brown haired and has a goatee. VINCE, unlike the others is not Caucasian, he has black hair and a rugged face.

CUT TO:

INT. OUTPOST #98, ROOM – DAWN

Two men are in this room. CHRIS and MILES. CHRIS is busy smoking up a joint, he grins and exhales. MILES is busy putting on his shirt; he is still in his boxers.

CHRIS has curly brown hair, he is a Caucasian male, he is wearing a blue vest with several patches sewed on.

MILES is red head, his face is rugged, his eyes are blood shot and his movements are drowsy.

MILES gets his shirt on and begins struggling with his pants; he jumps back as he tries to get his leg in the first hole. He jumps back and his foot gets caught in a hole in the carpet. He falls back and CHRIS bursts into laughter.

CUT TO:

INT. CAFETERIA – DAWN

The CAFETERIA is busy with business. Several SOLDIERS and SCIENTISTS go in and out with their breakfast. Among them are HAROLD, MICHEAL, JIM, JERALD and CHUCK.

They are all eating breakfast. JIM and CHUCK are busy talking, MICHEAL, HAROLD, JERALD are busy smoking and drinking. The foods not to good, they only like it when it’s cooked by JEFF.

JIM is a ratty little man with dirty brown hair. His face is shaven and clean. He’s efficient but really annoying.

CHUCK is a cruel bastard with grey hair and green eyes, his mean and JIM’S assistant.

MICHEAL is a tall black haired male, he isn’t a Caucasian either but he has a goatee. HAROLD is a tubby man with short blonde hair; he is nice but serious at times.

JERALD is a Caucasian male with red hair; he has blue eyes and wears a black jacket.

CUT TO:

INT. OUTPOST #98, CARGO BAY – NIGHT

The cargo bay is humongous, it is a maze of pipes and machinery, in the middle of it all is a huge cement tank. Several men sit on the side with fishing poles.

The tank was structured by request of animal handler C.J who loves fishing. The tank is filled with dozens of BASS and TROUT, meant as entertainment, they always throw the back.

The men fishing are C.J, FREDRIC, HEWITT and JOHNATHAN. FREDRIC casts his line and the bobber hits the water.

C.J is a black haired Caucasian male; he has a mustache and wears a cap on his head.

HEWITT wears an army jacket, he smokes a cigar and drinks a beer, his hair is brown and his face shaven. 

FREDRIC has long blonde hair that goes down past his shoulders. He has a blonde mustache and a small patch of fuss on his chin. He wears a red and black jacket. He wears a ski cap on his head and carries a pistol.

FREDRIC’S bobber goes under the surface and he begins to reel it back in.

CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF OUTPOST #98 – DAWN

The helicopter flies through the air, the blades spin and splice through the wind. The helicopter is going fast straight towards the outpost.

CUT TO:

EXT. HELICOPTER LANDING PAD – NIGHT

TITUS, JIM, MILES, CHUCK, CHRIS, RON and VINCE are gathered around the landing pad. They are all dressed out in their heavy winter gear. 

The helicopter slowly comes down, it lands on the pad and the wings begin to slow.

The door is thrown open and BURLDON, SHANNON, NEIL and TERRACE come out with a man on a stretcher. NEIL slams the door shut behind them.

MILES

Jesus Christ, Neil what the hell?

NEIL

Norwegian, he’s injured; we gotta get him to the lab so Shannon can operate on him…

The men begin to haul the man towards the OUTPOST entrance. The man’s corpse is riddled with cuts and scraps. Blood drips from the stretcher. His face is ragged, a long cut is spread across his cheek.

BURLDON

(Cough)

Let’s go, gotta get this guy up and moving around…

RON

Guys’ banged up pretty bad; sure you can save him Shannon?

SHANNON looks over towards the man and sighs.

SHANNON

I’m not real sure… but he does seem to be in good condition. Maybe, just maybe I can keep him alive.

JIM

Blah, blah, blah. That’s just your way of saying you can do shit… Which is no real surprise.

JIM walks over, a devious look on his face; he spits in the snow and sneers.

JIM

You can’t do shit for that guy, damn Norwegian, there just as bad as you fucks.

VOICE

Fuck off you little prick…

FREDRIC walks up, fresh from FISHING. He walks straight over to JIM and looks him away. FREDRIC stands at a towering 6 foot 5 inches; Jim is only at 5 foot 10 inches. JIM looks FREDRIC straight in the eye.

FREDRIC

We’re seriously tired of you, you whiny little bastard.

JIM

Well that’s ya’lls problem isn’t it. We’re stuck here for another month and you gotta live with it.

JIM smiles and walks off back towards the OUTPOST, FREDRIC clenches his fists and sigh.

FREDRIC

I really do hate that man…

BURLDON

I couldn’t agree more, he’s such an annoying shit.

FREDRIC

Ya but he’s right, we got another month, I can barely last five days with him without wanting to blow his brains out.

FREDRIC, RON, BURLDON, SHANNON and NEIL turn and go back towards the OUTPOST. The other men are busy hauling the NORWEGIAN MAN towards the INFIRMARY for surgery.

CUT TO:

INT. INFIRMARY – DAWN

TITUS, MILES, CHUCK and RON place the stretcher on a table. CHRIS and VINCE look at the body. JIM, SHANNON, BURLDON, NEIL, RON and FREDRIC walk in. But by this time others had decided to see what is going on. Several soldiers are watching and looking over the NORWEGIAN MAN.

FREDRIC

(Walking around)

Alright everybody, nothing to see here, just get back to work.

SHANNON reaches into his pack and takes out the MED-KIT. He opens it and takes out several things. COTTON SWABS, SCALPALS, SMALL SYRINGES, and so on.

He grabs a SYRINGE and feels it with MORPHINE. He slides the syringe’s needle into the man’s arm.

NORWEGIAN

(Moaning)

URAHHHHHHHHHHHH

SHANNON takes out some more items, he applies disinfectant to the cuts, the man moans in pain. SHANNON continues to work but there are other issues currently at hand.

CUT TO:

INT. OUTPOST #98, OUTSIDE INFIRMARY – NIGHT

C.J looks into the INFIRMARY and sighs, he turns back towards FREDRIC.

C.J

So what’s your take on all this?

FREDRIC

It’s strange, Burldon brought some corpses back from the camp, they’re frozen and beat up pretty bad. Most of them have even been burnt to a crisp.

C.J

(Confused)

So what does that have to do with our boy in there?

FREDRIC removes his ski-cap from his head and scratch’s. He holds it to his chest and sighs. 

FREDRIC

Things just don’t add up.

TERRANCE walks up.

TERRANCE

What doesn’t add up, it’s a man, so what?

FREDRIC

Well you see those corpses are old and frozen, flesh decayed and all. When Neil said ya’ll got there you said everything seemed calm but the camp looked as though it was burned up.

C.J

I still don’t get it.

FREDRIC

GOD DAMN-IT GUYS! That man is in good shape except for those cuts, he should be dead from frostbite. He should have hypothermia, it just doesn’t make sense.

They all turn and look into the INFIRMARY, SHANNON is still operating on the NORWEGIAN. Inside with him are RON, NEIL, CHRIS, VINCE and JIM. FREDRIC sighs and puts his hat back on, he leans back against the wall.

FREDRIC

Things just don’t add up, we all know it…

FREDRIC walks down into the hallway and disappears into the shadows. The other men walk into the INFIRMARY.

CUT TO:

INT. INFIRMARY – NIGHT

C.J and RON are talking in a corner as SHANNON is busy operating on the NORWEGIAN. 

C.J

So has the team from Outpost #31 returned?

RON

Ya, they left a couple hours before you and returned not to long before… They brought back a lot of stuff with em.

C.J

Did they say anything about the Outpost?

RON

Nothing much, except that the camp was like the Norwegian one, you can talk to them in the research, there busy watching some videos they found at the camp.

C.J walks out of the corner; he grabs SHANNON by the shoulder and spins him around.

SHANNON

Jesus C.J can’t ya see I’m busy?

C.J

I want you to tell me once you fix this boy up, Fredric’s right, something is wrong.

C.J turns around and walks towards the exit, SHANNON turns to the NORWEGIAN, he hesitates then gets back to work.

CUT TO:

INT. RESEARCH LAB – DAWN

C.J and several soldiers are gathered in a large room, the soldiers are DANNY, MARK, FRANK, JASPER, GARRET and HANK. C.J is on a solitary computer looking through files collected from OUTPOST #31.

The team had returned from STATION 4, they reported that like the NORWEGIAN CAMP it was in ruin. They however were able to collect several pieces of evidence: FILES, COMPUTER DISKS, REPORTS, RECORDED MESSAGES etc…

Everyone is looking through something; C.J had arrived to ask questions to the men.

There are still things that need to be search. One of them had uncovered a video. The video was slightly damaged, it had been sight aside. C.J plans to watch the video next, along with it came several files.

CREW AND STAFF

R.J MACREADY: 

HELICOPTER PILOT

MATTHEW T. GARRY: 

STATION MANAGER

KEITH CHILDS:

 CHIEF ENGINEER

WILLIAM BRAND BLAIR: 

SENIOR BIOLOGIST

DR. RICHARD COPPER:

 PHYSICIAN

DAVID PALMER:

ASSISTANT MECHANIC/HELICOPTER PILOT (TRAINING)

RAYMOND NAULS:

CHEF

VANCE NORRIS:

GEOPHYSICIST

GEORGE BENNINGS:

METEOROLOGISTS

LARRY CLARK:

DOG HANDLER

JAMES (JIM) WINDOWS:

RADIO OPERATOR

JOSEPH FUCHS:

ASSISTANT BIOLOGIST

C.J scratches his head, he takes out the disk and sets it to the side, he grabs a small bundle of files.

WILLIAM BLAIR, SENIOR BIOLOGIST

AUTOPSY REPORT

After hours of researching the corpse recovered from the Norwegian outpost. After the incident in the kennel I’ve decided to re-research the corpse and look for something.

REPORT

After hours of searching the body I’ve found nothing, this itself may prove my theory correct. I believe the man was being either assimilated or imitated when the Norwegians came across it. They burned it and it died. The creature has a pair of human organs ands form is very similar. I believe this creature is able to assimilate a being perfectly.

There is most defiantly still cellular activity in these remains. I believe this creature is still capable of imitating one of us.

I’m hoping to burn this organism but the other men are not happy with this. After my discovery of it being able to imitate us the men have become paranoid and mistrusting. This creature is defiantly not from Earth origins. There are few people I trust, I believe my assistant Fuchs and Macready are not-infected, however I’m not sure.

I’ve been trying to come up with a test but I’m unable to come up with a successful one. This is all I can right for now, I’ll continue soon.

C.J looks through the pages again.

C.J

This is some weird shit…

GARRET

Why, what’s wrong.

C.J

Well the senior biologist, Blair, says they had visited the Norway camp and found what we did mostly, and that was over a month ago. Fredric was right about that guy. And he also mentions something about a creature, it imitates and… I don’t know.

C.J picks up a disk and puts it into the computer.

COMPUTER SIMULATION

Three images appear on screen, a RED CELL labeled INTRUDER. Two BLUE CELLS labeled DOG CELL. A DOG CELL ventured near the INTRUDER, suddenly the INTRUDER attacks. It absorbs the DOG CELL; suddenly it changes to Blue and takes the DOG CELL’S shape. To the side appear several words. ASSIMILATION, DOG CELL, INTRUDER, IMITATION.

Probability that one or more Team Members may be infected by Intruder Organism:

-75%-

PROJECTION:

If Intruder organism reaches civilized area…

Entire World population infected 27,000 hours from first contact…

END OF SIMULATION:

C.J ejects the disk and sets it aside, he sighs and leans back. He closes his eyes.

FRANK

What’s wrong?

C.J

Oh nothing, nothing at all… I’m just gonna keep looking around in these files.

CUT TO:

INT. INFIRMARY – DAWN

SHANNON wipes sweat from his head and leans back, the NORWEGIAN is all disinfected and bandaged, he should be fine.

Miles is at his computer counsel, he sighs. Apparently the weather is gonna get pretty bad, by night another storm should be set upon them again.

MILES

Weathers gonna get bad again tonight… it’s gonna stay that way for another week unfortunately. 

BURLDON

So what, as long as the Norwegians good that’s all we need, he’ll tell us what we need to now.

SHANNON

I’m not so sure; he’s in a deep coma and might be under for days.

MICHEAL

God damn-it, I guess we should get the covers on the copters and tractors, I’ll talk to Jim later, he may be good for something, just maybe…

CHRIS

Knowing him he’d probably fuck it up, me and Jerald will handle it later…

CUT TO:

INT. RESEARCH LAB – DAWN

C.J is watching the video unit taken from the camp. As he does he reads some paperwork that goes along with it.

---VIDEO UNIT---

A small team slowly implants thermo-charges into the ice. CUT TO: The ice explodes and flies through the air. CUT TO: The team is surrounding the huge crater; something can be seen beneath the ice. 

C.J

Hmmm, this is strange…

DANNY

What’s strange?

C.J

Well these guys apparently knew about what happened at the camp, but they never contacted anybody about it.

MARK

Actually I’ve found some files from the station manager, his names Garry, I think. He says their radio equipment had been malfunctioning, he also says that their biologist, Blair, destroyed their copters, tractors and the radio equipment…

C.J looks through the papers, their in Norwegian; he doesn’t know much Norwegian but can translate some. He looks through it once again and finally finds something. A map that was made at the American camp, it shows where those NORWEGIANS had been. 

C.J

Ah-ha! I found something here, I’m gonna get Terrance, we got a little mission to go on.

CUT TO:

EXT. HELICOPTER LANDING PAD - DAWN

Three men slowly walk towards the LANDING PAD, C.J, TERRANCE and FREDRIC. They are all in the heavy winter gear; FREDRIC is hauling jugs of fuel just in case.

FREDRIC throws open the door and puts the jugs behind the pilot seat, C.J and TERRANCE are busy talking.

TERRANCE

Taking an awfully big risk by flying now, it’ll take all day to get there and we should get back late tonight…You do know there’s gonna be another storm tonight, right?

C.J

I know about the storm, but this might be our best chance to get some answers…

TERRANCE

I want to know what happened too but this is a hell of a risk, its dangerous enough flying at night but through a storm?

C.J

I don’t care, something is wrong. I got Burldon working on the rest of the files; maybe he can find something while we go to that crater…

C.J sighs, he takes out a small plastic pouch from his coat he takes something out, a joint! He sticks it in his mouth.

TERRANCE

Ya also know one day those are gonna kill ya right?

C.J

Screw you.

FREDRIC

Alright then, were all ready to go…

CUT TO:

INT. HELICOPTER – AFTERNOON

C.J and FREDRIC are perched in the back seat. FREDRIC had snatched some of the paperwork from the lab and is currently looking through it.

JOSEPH FUCHS, ASSISTANT BIOLOGIST

Nobody trusts anybody, paranoia has spread out to us and a fear few of us are still human. Blair has been confined to the tool shed and Macready has assigned me to come up with a test. However, on the limited knowledge I have about the creature I cannot come up with a test that might be successful.

After study on some dead remains, I believe just a small particle could be enough to infect someone. It is no longer safe to eat food prepared by anyone else.

The creature has already taken most of the dogs and Bennings. However after looking through Blair’s files I believe there are several more that are infected. I haven’t had much sleep, no more then a few hours a day. I have begun to doubt my own abilities. I have a list of those I believer are either infected or clean.

MACREADY: Not Infected

CLARK: Infected

PALMER: Not Infected

NORRIS: Not Infected

CHILDS: Not Infected

GARRY: Infected

COPPER: Infected

BLAIR: Not infected

NAULS: Not infected

WINDOWS: Not Infected

I however have no way of knowing if this is true, without a test I believe we might be lost.

This creature appears to be incredibly intelligent; its true form may not be its original. In the kennel we saw the Norwegian dog transformed, it had claws, talons, teeth, tentacles, spider-legs and so on. I believe this form is just a mixture of all it may have every imitated.

Whenever this creature assimilates a being into itself, a creature will split from its body in the form of that which was just assimilated.

Fire seems the best way to exterminate these beings. It kills there cells but must be allowed to burn for a long while or the creatures cell’s will remain alive and danger.

FREDRIC reads through the rest, he rubs his eyes and puts the papers down. Nothing was helping much, there are several questions still unanswered. He puts his hand down.

It hits something, something metallic and cold; he turns and looks at it.

FREDRIC

When did you fucks get a flamethrower from the armory?

TERRANCE

What?

FREDRIC picks up the FLAMETHROWER; he sets the tanks on his lap and looks at the nozzle. The FLAMETHROWER is also covered in a thin layer of frost.

TERRANCE

Oh that. Neil brought it back from the Outpost; they also brought back some other weapons…

C.J

I don’t get this; it’s all connected but how?

TERRANCE

Huh?

FREDRIC

I think he’s talking about the Norway and American camp.

C.J

Exactly! Things seem to have gone down pretty much the same at both places, I think once we get where we’re going things will finally begin to make since.

FREDRIC looks out the window. The sun is high in the air but snow is beginning to fall harder again. The storm is coming back, they better get there soon or they’ll be stuck, bad.

WHITE OUT:
