FADE IN: 
INT. GYM – DUSK 
An empty space, a sense of eeriness – messy equipment, ropes hanging down, punch bags still in the fluorescent light that highlights creased and torn leather. 

Through the stillness a figure emerges in the far corner. We watch as they bend down, pick things up, put them in a holdall, as if they collect things. 
The movement is precise and quick and demands our attention. 
Light seeps through the small window near the ceiling of the gym, it’s strong and orange implying dusk.

We follow the figure into a darker narrow hallway with strips of light creeping from the gym onto the floor and watch the dark, small figure rummage through a pile of seeming garbage.

Following her from afar moving into a smaller room, she carefully lays the collection down onto a cushioned blanket on the floor, resembling a bed. 
Choosing one by one, she places them in some sort of order. 
We quickly come to realise she has hidden these items deliberately as she immediately adheres herself to the floor, quietly hovering over them with a focused expression. 
After a few moments, she hastily chooses an item from the pile of sharp metal tools.

Springing from her seat on the cold concrete floor, she snatches one from the far end, grabs her brown, unkempt jacket and stuffs the tool in her pocket.

EXT. CITY - DUSK
In the cold of autumn her breath clouds around her, she pounces into the busy city of New York, darting through a crowd of people gliding with the golden light of dusk behind her. Clearly she is unnoticed as everyone around her is busy rushing in different directions. 

She arrives abruptly at a small convenience store on the corner of a street entering cautiously leaving the noise behind her. 

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE
From the doorway of the overcrowded, cramped convenience store a kind middle-aged Asian woman serves a customer at the till which inhabits a golden waving ‘lucky cat’. 
Noticing her, she glances over with a warm smile as the young girl discreetly circles the aisles occupying herself with items off the shelves. 

A jingle is heard as the MAN exits. Hiding in the back of the store with a reserved stance, the shelves tower over the girl as she is surrounded by tightly packed items casting shadow over her face and florescent lighting overhead.

WOMAN
         Looks like I’ve got all this extra delicious 
              food and no one to give it to…

The Girl slowly emerges from the back of the store approaching the counter from afar. 
Over to the side above the woman there is a small shrine with an old picture surrounded by lit candles. 
WOMAN
(Smiling affectionately)
There you are! I thought I’d have to eat all this myself.

She reaches underneath the wooden worn counter, grabs a heavy white plastic bag clearly filled with food as a loaf of bread peaks out of the top. The girl walks toward the till and stops, waiting patiently.
WOMAN
And something a little extra.
To the left an organised mess of small items for sale lay atop, a clear plastic container holds an array of lollipops. The woman hesitates with an exaggerated focused expression, choosing one carefully. 

WOMAN
(Whispering to her) My favourite!
The woman winks as if it were a secret and places it in the bag sitting on the counter-top. The girl suddenly has a wide, glimmering smile.
GIRL
Thank you!
The woman grabs the noisy plastic bag, bends over the counter to the girl who is reaching up. Holding tightly as the weight transfers, it immediately weighs the girl down as she slumps over with the bag in her grasp. 

The over-sized brown jacket sleeves bury her hands as she readjusts herself and holds onto the bag tightly. She looks up toward the woman.

WOMAN
(Concerned) You be careful out there, Maya.
MAYA
(Solemn) I will.
Maya turns and walks toward the exit to the right, the last of orange light from dusk filtering through the edges of posters stuck to the door window.

Gripping the bag in front of her, she looks back at the woman who encompasses a warm smile. Maya smiles back, reaches in front of her and grasps the metal handle jingling the bell as she opens it fully.

The cold air is visible from the doorway which frames Maya in shadow as the door slowly closes from the inside behind her. 

EXT. STREET - NIGHT
The sun peers slightly over the tall buildings, leaving most of the street in a shadowy fog. The street is quiet, still. The people from before have vanished, almost like magic. 

Maya is left standing alone in the barren street encompassed by darkness, the white bag glowing in front of her. 
We hear the wind agitate the plastic ..BEAT..

We follow behind as she hurriedly walks down the street, her shoes are broken, falling apart. There is a faint whistle of wind blowing her hair as she tries to bury her head in her coat. 

A stray cat appears from a dark, narrow alleyway filled with garbage bags one being torn open. Maya, noticing it from a couple steps back slowly crouches down, lays the bag next to her and reaches out her hand, her expression eager and happy. The cat wonders over cautiously, sniffs her hand leans into it and starts purring. 

A wide smile lay across her face, but from behind we see the loaf of bread gradually slant, gravity taunting it toward the concrete. The bread seems to echo as it hits the ground in the abyss of silence.

The cat becomes scared, hisses and runs away. Maya is left once again. Standing up her smile is wiped away, alone in the streets of New York the wind returns to her like an old friend. 



























