
I want to make a quick note for whoever is reviewing this, this is extremely rough and out
of order, just because this is how my brain works, and the use of chekhov’s gun may be a little
messy, but in my final draft i will be reordering the timeline and fixing that all so i’m just warning
that things will be confusing as of this draft and some things may be rushed but i will be adding
more to fix that issue.

It’s a freezing winter’s day in New York city, in December of 1891. Jesse was running
from the cops over something small again. He slipped into an alleyway to get away from them.
And as he was walking through, he noticed a pretty big box that seemed to have blankets and
food in it. Being one to never pass up an opportunity like this, he picked up the box and started
going through it. Inside not only did he find blankets and food, he also found a small child who
was around the age of five. The child looked up at Jesse with fear in her eyes. She was scared
he’d hurt her, she shied away from him burying herself in the safety of her blankets. Jesse
gently set the box down. Then moving slowly to show he wasn’t going to hurt her, he reached
into the box to gently pick the child up. In the child’s hand is a tiny souvenir snow globe. Inside
the snow globe it had a sculpture of the Eiffel tower and instead of fake snow it had silver and
gold glitter, when it was shaken, the globe would swirl with the silver and gold, looking like tiny
stars in the sky. The base of the snow globe was a deep metallic blue that had a hint of purple in
the hue that looked like the sky in the night. Engraved in the front of the base was written “Paris,
France” and underneath that in a small cursive subscript it says, “Love you my little red”. The
child clings to this snow globe for comfort as Jesse took her to the orphanage he lived at with a
bunch of other boys.

Eight years later the child, now the age of thirteen was running down the sidewalks, past
the sad bushes of New York city. This child is a child of the streets, she never had a home, and
sleeps on rooftops at night. Her name was red, given to her by the boys she was raised by due
to her red hair. She was currently running as she’d just pickpocketed a broken watch that she
plans to sell to get some money to get at least a little food. This had become a routine for her,
stealing valuables to sell to be able to buy food almost everyday. If she wasn’t pickpocketing,
she was stealing clothes and food for those who needed it most. Now because of this and her
habits she was always on the run from the law, however no one has ever caught her. She’s
been doing this since she was extremely young around five or six. Whatever money she didn’t
spend on food, she’d store in a safe place to save up to help the boys who raised her and who
she calls her family. She wants to make sure that someday they can all be able to live a life
where they aren’t wondering when their next meal will be. As she was running down the
sidewalks and past stands, she was grabbing food from the stands she was passing by without
even so much as slowing down, and she put the food in her satchel to keep safe, and to bring to
the boys. She enjoys the thrill of running from the police, and she knows if she’s ever running
and needs a safe space to stay for the night, she can always head to a local theatre and lie low
for the night, because she knows the owner, and did a few jobs there on occasion. She got
inside the theatre and stopped to catch her breath after talking to the owner about staying the
night there. She goes through her bag to see what food she grabbed as she was running,
because she wasn’t looking she just kinda grabbed it, to see what food she’s bringing home to



her family in the morning. She smiled because they’ll be eating like kings tomorrow, instead of
going another day without eating.

In the morning she went home to her family, and Jesse was the first to greet her with a
hug. Red unpacked her bag, placing all of the food she’d grabbed and placing it on a table for
everyone to grab what they wanted. She waited till everyone else got food before taking what
little was left and eating. Because she always ate last and ate the least, she was incredibly
scrawny. After eating the boys and herself started getting ready for the day. Red washed her
face, then put her long hair into a braid so that she could easily tuck it into her cap so it was out
of the way. When she was done getting ready, she placed her snowglobe she’d had since she
was a child in a safe pocket in her bag. Then she went out to do her thing for the day, conning
people out of money. She walked around the streets on the lookout for the laws, and as she was
walking she landed herself in the broadway district. She stopped in front of one of the theatres
to take in the sights.

As she let her guard down, she hears the shouting of an officer that spotted her, and she
takes off running. As she runs she runs into alleys, and eventually manages to throw the officer
off her trail, however to be on the safe side she keeps running back to the orphanage to lie low
for a while. Inside, on the stairs she trips, landing splayed out on her stomach, her bag
underneath her. CRACK. Her snowglobe breaks. The liquid inside spills out onto the floor as
she quickly picks it up to try to repair it. She feels the shards of glass digging into her hands as
she picks them up, and when she has all the pieces she runs upstairs, and tries to tape it back
together, but it just isn’t working. She’s sobbing because this snowglobe is the  only thing she
has from her family. When she realizes she can’t repair it, she breaks off the glass around the
base of the globe, and cleans the remaining glitter and liquid off of the base and figure that was
inside. That night, as she lies in bed on her back, she holds the figure up and runs her finger
along the engraving that reads, “I love you my little red.”


