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INT/EXT. STORAGE FACILITY - DAY

A shiny black Mercedes pulls up to one of the yellow roller 
doors at a large, modern, outdoor storage facility.

MR. BLACK steps out of the car, he is ancient, bald and thin. 
He is followed by LILY KENT, (22, nerdy.)

Mr. Black unlocks and opens the nearest, room sized locker. 
It is filled with shelves of hundreds of numbered and 
catalogued snow globes.

The two of them go into the locker, Lily is amazed by the 
globes.

MR. BLACK
Now Miss Kent, all the containers 
in this row are mine. You should 
find everything you need on these 
shelves.

LILY
Well, to be perfectly honest I was 
kind of expecting... I don’t know, 
documents, photos. Maybe a home 
movie. Not...

MR. BLACK
Souvenirs. 

LILY
I’m sorry but I just don’t know how 
to decipher these into a narrative-

MR. BLACK
Select one. Pick it up.

She goes to the nearest shelf and takes a snow globe. It has 
a tiny model of a young boy on a galloping horse.

As soon as she touches the globe there is a FLASH of a horse 
running through the snow, seen from the POV of a small boy 
saddled on its back.

SMASH! The globe falls onto the concrete floor and shatters.

MR. BLACK (CONT’D)
Watch it, child! These are 
irreplaceable!

LILY
What the hell was that?

MR. BLACK
That was a memory, Miss Kent, far 
clearer than any photo or document 
could conjure. 



He puts on white cotton gloves and walks the along the 
shelves touching the glass globes.

MR. BLACK (CONT’D)
I have my memories stored in here 
and once they are catalogued and 
shelved I forget them. You will 
view them and write my story, Miss 
Kent.

LILY
Wait. This is all just a bit... Why 
me? I’ve never written non-fiction 
let alone memoirs of a millionaire.

MR. BLACK
Ex-millionaire. And I have my 
reasons for hiring you but they 
shall remain my own.

LILY
Well... We haven’t spoken about 
payment.

MR. BLACK
I’m glad you asked.

He walks to a small podium, upon which sits a single snow 
globe.

MR. BLACK (CONT’D)
Your payment will be the rest of 
these.

He takes the globe and tosses it to Lily. 

As she catches it there is another FLASH of memory in first 
person POV. A young woman is leaning over a sink as the self-
inflicted wounds on her wrists are bleeding into the drain. 
She looks up into the mirror, it’s a younger Lily, this is 
her memory.

Lily almost drops the snow globe but manages this time to 
hold onto it.

LILY
What is... How did you...

Mr. Black has already made it back to his car and is climbing 
in.

MR. BLACK
We shall not be seeing each other 
again, Miss Kent. Finish my book 
and receive your payment. Good day.

She gives chase as the car speeds away but she gives up as it 
is soon out the gate and down the road.
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