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I NT. SMALL TOWN GROCERY - DUSK

An el evator-esque rendition of "Let it Snow' plays lazily
over a speaker.

The marks of late capitalism Christms dot the store. Santa
Cl ause, Pol ar Bears, but nost inportantly, snownen.

Two corner drug store enployees, MARK the manager and DEVIN
the teenage cashier, wait as the clock ticks ever closer to
closing tine.

Devin slunps bored over his register, there isn’t a custoner
in sight.

| NT. SMALL TOAN GROCERY, MARK S OFFI CE - DUSK

Mark is lounged in his conputer chair in the office,
counting the drawers for the night.

The FAINT SOUND of a news caster’s report on the record
br eaki ng storm

Mar k scoots over and | ooks out the slits in his blinds from
hi s wood panel ed office. Qutside the snow drifts down
heavi l y.

EXT. SMALL TOWN GROCERY, FRONT - DUSK

A QUI ET BREEZE washes over the | andscape as the parking | ot
is plastered with bl ankets upon bl ankets of snow.

The stormis bell ow ng.
A lone plow truck RUVMBLES by, desperately trying to keep up
with the blizzard.
| NT. SMALL TOWN GROCERY - DUSK
Mark conmes out of his office, finished with the | ast drawer.
MARK
Al right, nobody’ s comng in
toni ght. Pack everything up, 1’1
go get the carts.

Devin lets out a sigh of relief, nmaking a silent "yes" fist
with his arm He begins to tidy up his register.

Mark turns the open sign to closed.



Grabbing a coat fromthe coat rack, he steps outside.

EXT. SMALL TOWN GROCERY, FRONT - DUSK
As he | eaves the store, he | ocks the door behind hinself.

He begins to collect all of the carts in the lot, struggling
to get sonme out of the snow.

He wangles themall into their respective cart slots.

As he wal ks toward the building to pull out his keys, the
sound of snow CRUNCHES behi nd him breaking the silence.

He jolts to | ook behind, dropping his keys.
There’s no one there.

He bends down to grab the keys when suddenly, seem ngly
W t hout noving, a | one snowran stands behind him

As he cones back up and begins putting the key into the
door, again he hears a CRUNCH as snow i s stepped on.

He turns around angry, now annoyed w th whatever he assunes
is playing a prank on him

Mar k nmakes eyes at the snownan and begins to smle.

MARK
(chuckl i ng)
Ahh, haha, okay, good one.

He | ooks around for any one el se.
MARK
(slightly starting to shout)
Good one guys! You got ne!
He turns back around grunbling under his breath, struggling
to get the correct key fromhis ring. The keys are covered
in snow nmaki ng themcold and hard to maneuver

Cut again to behind Mark as he struggles to get his key in.
There are now four or five snowrman behind him not noving.

Still not having any luck, Mark turns around to see the
gat heri ng of unnoving snownen with no one around to have put
t hem t here.

He | ooks conf used.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

Scranbling, Mark now tries desperately to get his key into
t he | ock.

The canera never breaks fromthe shot of Mark’s back.
Shadows | oom over him as sonet hing draws cl oser and cl oser
to the door.

A wad of snow is tossed by sonething at the outdoor |ight,
extinguishing its electricity and shutting it off.

Mark screans as he finally gets the key into the |ock, a
flash of blue |ight envel opes him

| NT. SMALL TOWN GROCERY - DUSK

Mark’ s scream echoes into the store.

Devin is startl ed.

The door to the store bursts open.

Mark stands silently, not nmoving. His skin is blue. Icicles
hang from his nose and nouth as if all the liquids in his
body were frozen stiff all at once.

Hi s body falls face first onto the ground and instantly

shatters into a thousand tiny little pieces |like a hunk of
i ce.



