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INT. DIMY LIT ROOM - N GHT

A pink digital wall clock boldly displaying 10: 17PM ANGEL, a
petite girl dressed in her pyjanas with barbie prints on
them sits behind her study desk. She reads a slide page from
the screen of her pink | aptop while she packs her hair into
pigtails with pink scrunchies. She yawns, shuts down her

| apt op, gets up, and wal ks towards her bed as she grabs her
phone from her bed, scrolls through it and smles. ANGEL
grabs a pink journal with a penin it fromthe side of her
pillow, then begins to wite "I need this examto cone and
go,so | can focus on better things. | have read the

slides. (Yawns) Hopefully, no questions fromthe text readings
woul d be asked" Angel closes the diary then proceeds to |ay
on her bed, stretches to reach her pink bedside lanp sitting
on her bedside table, a few netres away. She struggles to
reach it but is not able to.

Pauses.

ANGEL grunts, then rolls back to her sleeping position as she
ignores the light and puts on her sleeping mask instead. She
pl aces her phone on the floor, and cl oses her eyes. From her
sl eep, she begins to sweat and pant, as she shakes her head
di sapproving to sonething. ANGEL opens her eyes and screans
from her nightmare. She gets up, grabs her phone to | ook at
the tinme which diaplayed 12: 00AM and sighs |ike a wi sh of
hers is being fulfilled. ANGEL rushes from her bed and wal ks
towar ds her desk as she opens a book fromthe book stack in
her shelf and flips through pages.

I NT. BRI GHTLY LI'T ROOM - MORNI NG

ANGEL is sitting behind her desk as she focuses on the sane
book fromlast night. Her eyes are red. On her desk, there
are crushed cans of energy drink. ANGEL yawns, raises her
head to | ook at her pink wall clock which boldly displays

9: 17AM  ANCEL opens her eye wi dely, and raises her eyebrows

| ooki ng shocked to have stayed awake all night. She types in
her | aptop password, scrolls through her screen, pauses, then
zoons in on a post displaying The Fear of Failure is the

Begi nni ng of Seriousness” ANGEL giggles, gets up, wal ks
towards her bed and wites in her journal "It is exam nation
day. Thank you God for the awakeni ng". She closes the
journal, spreads her bed sheet, and heads towards a door with
a pi nk bat hroom synbol .



