Ni ght Nursery
Witten By

Caner an Crutcher



EXT. DANCE STUDI O- M DNI GHT
Dark sky covers the night |ike a blanket.

Sanna exits the side door of studio. She hugs her fenale
count erpart goodbye. They head in opposite directions.

EXT. CTY STREETS- CONTI NUED

Sanna pl aces her headphones on. Soft jazz plays to
romantici ze the night.

Her feet nove against the pavenent on her not so |ong wal k
hore.

The wi nd bl ows, sending a shiver down her neck. Paranoia sets
i n. She anal yzes her surroundi ngs.

No nmovenent in sight. She continues.
A streetlight blinks dimorange, as if it's about to die.
EXT. BRI DGE- NI GHT

Sanna approaches her usual bridge to cross. Police tape
bl ocks it. Huge CLOSED FOR REPAIRS sign in mddle.

She si ghs, slipping her headphones around her neck.

She pulls out her phone, checking GPS. A new route fl ashes.
FOREST TRAI L.

Sanna hesitates. She | ooks both directions. Nothing but trees
and road.

Nowhere el se to go. She clutches her cross neckl ace, whispers
a qui ck prayer and steps forward.

EXT. FOREST TRAI L
Leaves and branches crunch under her sneakers.

She wal ks quickly, arms folded tight. She tightens her hoodie
for warnth.

Her phone buzzes. She pulls it out. The screen reads "UNKNO/W
NUMBER" .

She freezes.

Answer s.



Sil ence. Then sl ow, steady breathing.
Caller begins to whistle "M ss Mary Mack".
The cal |l disconnects.

Sanna shudders. She pockets her phone. She picks up her pace,
ducki ng | ow under | ow branches.

The whistle returns. This tine, in the wind. Wispers of her
name join after.

The faint glow of the streetlights shines at the end of the
trail.

Sanna breaks into a run
EXT. OUTSI DE APARTMENT
She energes fromthe woods, panting.

Her hoodie clings to her skin. Sweat on her forehead glistens
in the |ight.

She bends over, clutching her side. Her heart pounds in her
t hr oat .

The gl ow of her building | oons ahead. Still a short wal k
across the parking | ot.

Her sneakers scrape the pavenent as she pushes forward, each
step heavy with exhausti on.

Behi nd her, the sound of footsteps begins.
She freezes. Turns.

A dark figure stands at the far end of the lot, barely
vi si bl e.

Sanna swal | ows hard. Quicken steps.

The figure does the sane.

She breaks into a run.

Turns her head slightly as she runs. No sign of anyone.

Her apartnent door cones into view She yanks the keys from
her pocket.



She funbles with the | ock. The door opens.
| NT. | NSI DE APARTNMENT
She sl ans the door shut. Quickly locks it.

Her back drops agai nst the door. Hand clutches her chest,
catching her breath. Relief.

Throws keys into fruit basket by entrance.

Si | ence.

Then a famliar sound. Wiistling. Mss Mary Mack again.
Her eyes wi den.

The sound lingers fromthe living room

Her | egs nove slowy, trenbling. She follows the sound.
The dark hallway stretches before her.

FADES OUT



