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INT. KITCHEN - WEDNESDAY - DAY

LUCAS (26), burly, stoic, sits at the table in the cramped 
kitchen-living room. An unfolded sofa-bed is nearby, neatly 
made, with posters selectively placed to cover the damp on 
the walls. Lucas eats a BOWL OF CORNFLAKES, and crockery is 
laid out indicating someone to follow suit. He checks his 
battered watch. 

LUCAS
(shouts)

Sofia! You'll be late.

A door opens, reluctant footsteps approach. SOFIA (12) 
emerges from her bedroom, dressed ALL IN WHITE; white t-
shirt, white shorts, white socks.

LUCAS (CONT’D)
Little young to get married?

Sofia sits at the table, taking out her phone. It is cheap 
and in need of a new screen. She texts furiously.

SOFIA
My dark clothes are in the basket. 
Can we do two washes this weekend? 
Please. I look like a Kardashian.

LUCAS 
Maybe. Get paid in two days. 
Besides, you look like you're gonna 
haunt someone. It suits you.

SOFIA
Shut up. My tummy hurts.

LUCAS
(nods at the bowl)

Eat up Casper.

She rolls her eyes, and pours herself a hefty bowl of cereal.

LUCAS  (CONT’D)
Woah, that's gotta last two more 
days. Payday is Friday, remember? 

She throws him a THUNDEROUS GLARE, and returns half of the 
bowl's contents into the package.

SOFIA
(pouring milk)

Body policing is sexist.
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LUCAS
If you want to pick up a paper 
round, be my guest.

SOFIA 
What? I thought you wanted me to 
focus on school! I'm trying to-

LUCAS
Packed lunch today. On the counter.

SOFIA
Wish I had a real brother and not a 
robot.

She gets up, seething, and takes the bowl to her room.

LUCAS
(as the door slams)

Be out in 5 minutes!

 
EXT. BUS STOP - DAY

Lucas waits as the bus pulls up, a HELMET by his feet. He 
boards, tapping his card. It's rejected. His eyes meet the 
driver's.

BUS DRIVER
Sir, you have to get off the bus.

Lucas looks around, but the other passengers avert his gaze.

LUCAS
Shit.

He steps off, and sprints down the street.

 
EXT. WAREHOUSE, DOWNTOWN - DAY

Lucas runs up the stairs in SOON-TO-BE LUXURY APARTMENTS. He 
stops to catch his breath, whilst slinging on a HAZARDOUS 
VEST. He tries to surreptitiously join the men at work, but-

MARCO
Garcia!

Lucas sighs and turns around. MARCO (40s) towers over him.

MARCO (CONT’D)
It's not daylight savings. 
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LUCAS
I'm sorry sir, my tap card-

MARCO 
Work through lunch.

Lucas grits his teeth and nods. He goes to the scaffolding.

 
INT. MIDDLE SCHOOL CAFETERIA - LUNCHTIME 

Sofia waits in line with a group of girls, a paper bag in 
hand. They head to a table, but are followed by a TRAIL OF 
WHISPERS and HEAD TURNS in the cafeteria.

As Sofia takes her seat, ADITI (11) leans over and WHISPERS 
COVERTLY IN HER EAR. Sofia's face flushes. She gets up 
quickly, and is closely followed by Aditi, who SHIELDS HER. 

 
INT. MIDDLE SCHOOL BATHROOMS - DAY 

Sofia runs towards a stall. We see the unmistakable RED BLOOD 
STAIN on her BRIGHT WHITE SHORTS. She locks the door.

SOFIA
Oh my god whyyyy...

ADITI
(lying)

It's fine no one saw.

SOFIA
Is this it?!

Aditi stifles a giggle. Sofia unlocks the door.

SOFIA (CONT’D)
Do you have a pad? 

Aditi shakes her head. She goes to the SANITARY DISPENSER by 
the sinks, clearly labelled $1.

SOFIA (CONT’D)
Do you have coins? 

ADITI
I spent my lunch money. There are-

She points to the metal PAPER-TOWEL DISPENSER, and pulls one 
out. She feels the sand-paper texture, then grimaces.

ADITI (CONT’D)
Here.
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Aditi takes off her PINK HOODIE and hands it to Sofia.

ADITI (CONT’D)
Tie this around your waist.

Sofia does so, and goes back into the stall.

SOFIA
I'll be fine, I swear, you can 
go... Thanks for your help.

Aditi leaves the bathroom, and Sofia WAITS to hear the SOUND 
OF THE DOOR CLOSE. Under the stall, we see Sofia take off her 
SHOE and her WHITE SOCK. She puts THE SHOE back on. 

 
INT. APARTMENT - EVENING

Lucas sits with DIXON (30s) at the table. They are PLAYING 
CARDS, beers in hand, football on the SMALL TV in the 
background. Sofia enters the apartment. They both turn-

DIXON
'sup kiddo.

LUCAS
New hoody? 

Sofia walks briskly to her bedroom, avoiding eye-contact.

SOFIA
(short)

I don't feel well.

She SLAMS the door behind her. The men LOOK AT EACH OTHER. 
Dixon chuckles and shakes his head. They resume card playing.

 
EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK - THE NEXT DAY (THURS) - EARLY MORNING

Lucas empties the CONTENTS OF THE TRASH into a large garbage 
container outside the apartment block. He does a double take.

LUCAS
What the-

With a look of concern, he pulls out a BLOODIED SOCK from on 
top of the pile. He looks back into the trash, and sees the 
DISCARDED BLOODIED UNDERPANTS. He recoils, disgusted. 

 
INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY - EARLY MORNING

Lucas knocks gently on Sofia's bedroom door.
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LUCAS
I gotta head to work early. You 
okay?

SOFIA
(through the door)

No.

Lucas sighs, struggling with what to say.

LUCAS
Can you make your own lunch?

No answer. Lucas hesitates, nods, then leaves the apartment.

 
INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - MORNING

Lucas furtively eyes the SANITARY PRODUCTS in the pharmacy 
aisle, a grim look on his face. He looks at the price of the 
items and takes out his wallet. It is EMPTY, save for a few 
coins. A WOMAN turns the corner and walks towards him. Lucas 
GOES RED, and swiftly leaves. CCTV SIGNS DECORATE THE WALLS.

 
INT. CONSTRUCTION SIGHT - DAY

Lucas is at work, surrounded by men. His PHONE BUZZES - an 
unknown number. He looks around for Marco, and answers.

LUCAS
Lucas Garcia.

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
Good morning sir, Sofia missed her 
first period today, are you aware-

LUCAS
Sorry? 

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
Your sister wasn't in class this 
morning, and we hadn't heard from-

LUCAS
Oh yeah. Yeah. Sorry. She's not 
feeling too well.

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
Well, this is her third absence of 
the term. It will start affecting 
her grades and, more importantly, 
her position in the gifted program. 
We take attendance very seriously.
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Lucas looks over his shoulder and sees his boss approaching-

LUCAS
She'll be back tomorrow. Thank you 
ma'am.

MARCO
Everything okay?

Lucas snaps his phone into his pocket.

LUCAS
Yeah, sorry, that was my sister's 
school. Is there, uh... is there 
any chance I can get an advance?

MARCO
(scoffs)

Again? Not after yesterday.

LUCAS
I know, I know... but it's my 
sister. She woke up feeling sick.

MARCO
Is it serious?

Lucas looks at him, and shrugs his shoulders.

MARCO (CONT’D)
See how she feels tomorrow. Let me 
know if it's a problem.

Marco turns around to the brawny construction workers.

MARCO (CONT’D)
(bellowing)

LUNCH!

 
EXT. HOLY CROSS CENTRE FOOD BANK - DAY

Lucas sprints around the street corner, and sees the LONG 
LINE at the FOOD BANK with children, parents, homeless 
people. He swears under his breath and joins the back, avidly 
checking his watch. After what feels like an eternity, he 
reaches the front of the line. 

GLORIA
Well well, Lucas Garcia. Long time. 
Photo ID?

Lucas hands over his card.
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GLORIA (CONT’D)
What can I get for you?

LUCAS
Do you have any, uh...

(he lowers his voice)
You got any tampons?

GLORIA
Speak up - what was that?

LUCAS
Tampons. Or any, you know-

GLORIA
Just messing, heard you the first 
time. No, they're always the first 
to go. Gotta get here early.

She looks sympathetically at Marco.

GLORIA (CONT’D)
I'm sorry. You can try the Women's 
Shelter on Fig?

LUCAS
Okay, thanks. Can I grab a box of 
that?

He points over her shoulder.

 
INT. COVENANT HOUSE WOMEN'S CENTER - DAY

Lucas enters the women's shelter out of breath, clutching a 
BOX OF CORNFLAKES, and approaches the counter.

LUCAS
(muttering)

Hi ma'am. My, uh, my sister has... 
I need... do, do you have any 
women's products?

WOMAN
(frankly)

We need her to collect them in 
person if she wants tampons.

LUCAS
I'm sorry, what?

WOMAN
We've had issues in the past with 
hand outs.

(MORE)
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WOMAN (CONT’D)
Women come in on crack, or have 
other medical problems. They forget 
to change. It can lead to TSS, they 
wind up in hospital-

LUCAS
(not wanting to hear this)

Okay, okay... do you have pads?

WOMAN
We need your sister here in person 
to validate whether-

LUCAS
She's 12 years old! 

WOMAN
(looking at him seriously)

We've seen worse.

Lucas pauses and nods.

LUCAS
You got anything?

The woman hesitates, and pulls out a package of adult long-
lasting period pants.

WOMAN
These can be worn for the duration-

LUCAS
She can't wear a diaper to school!  

WOMAN
(sighing)

Fine, I understand. If you bring 
her this weekend we can-

LUCAS
I need them today. It's urgent. 

WOMAN
There's a Planned Parenthood a mile 
east of here. Take the 205 bus.

LUCAS
What time do they shut?

WOMAN
5pm. So you have plenty of time.

LUCAS
No I don't. Gotta get back to work.
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He turns to leave.

LUCAS (CONT’D)
(over his shoulder)

Thank you for your help!

 
EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE - LATER THAT EVENING (THURS)

Lucas enters the store, SWEATY and DIRTY from his AFTERNOON 
SHIFT. It is dark outside. He smiles at the SECURITY GUARD by 
the entrance, and heads to the pharmaceuticals.

CUT TO-

Lucas approaches the counter.

LUCAS
Pack of gum please.

OWNER
(eyeing him)

Is that all?

Lucas nods, avoiding his gaze.

OWNER (CONT’D)
What about in your helmet?

Lucas FREEZES, but the SECURITY GUARD has already advanced. 
Lucas BACKS AWAY. He turns a corner, makes a run for it, but 
the guard is faster, and BLOCKS HIS ESCAPE. The guard GRABS 
HIM, merciless, and twists his arm into submission.

SECURITY GUARD 
Sir if you'd like to come with me 
to the manager's office.

LUCAS
(struggling)

I didn't- I can pay-

SECURITY
Unless you want me to call the 
police.

 
INT. DARK ROOM - EVENING

Lucas is sat at a table opposite the STORE OWNER.

OWNER
(to the security guard)

I can take it from here.
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LUCAS
Please, I've never done anything 
like this-

OWNER
Empty your helmet.

Lucas looks at him, then does as he is told. An array of 
TAMPONS and PADS scatter the table - chosen at random from 
their boxes. The owner looks up at Lucas, who STARES 
RESOLUTELY BACK. The owner, giving nothing away, picks up a 
tampon, and examines it. He then casts a stern look at Lucas.

LUCAS
It's for my sister! I- I don't want 
her to miss school. She's only 12. 
This is her future. She's doing so 
well... I'm just trying to hel-

But he can't finish. He BREAKS DOWN IN A PILE OF TEARS. The 
owner considers him. Then, he pushes the pile towards Lucas. 

OWNER
This is between you and me.

Lucas wipes his face and looks up, dazed. He nods slowly.

OWNER (CONT’D)
Now get.

LUCAS
Thank you, sir. 

 
INT. APARTMENT - THURSDAY EVENING

Lucas sits on the sofa-bed, exhausted, nursing his wrist. 
Sofia opens her bedroom door. She looks down to see STOLEN 
ITEMS at her feet. She looks up to the breakfast table, where 
the BOX OF CORNFLAKES sit. She picks up the items, and 
shuffles back into her room. Lucas HEARS THE DOOR CLOSE.

 
INT. LAUNDROMAT - SATURDAY MORNING - THAT WEEKEND

Lucas unloads clothes into the drum. Sofia then unloads her 
basket. She looks up at him, and sheepishly hugs him.

SOFIA
Thank you. 

He smiles, finally.

FADE TO BLACK.


