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SCENE 1 — BEDCHAMBER, NIGHT, 14th CENTURY

A quiet medieval room. A candle flame flickers in the soft draft.

On the wooden table — parchment, quills, ink bottle, compass, and books.

An OLD SCHOLAR (70) with a long beard writes with a feather quill.

The sound of scratching ink fills the silence.

Camera moves closer — words appear in faded Latin ink:

“Verbum manet.”

(“The word remains.”)

He pauses, takes a breath, folds the parchment, and ties it with a silk ribbon.

Holding up the oil lamp, he glances at a wall map — old roads, seas, forgotten empires.

A silent prayer in his eyes.

He takes the lamp and leaves the room.

SCENE 2 — CORRIDOR / GATE, NIGHT

The old man opens a heavy wooden door.

Rain pours outside.

Standing before him — a YOUNG AFRICAN MESSENGER (25), tall, solemn, with rain dripping 

from his cloak.

The old man looks at him for a long moment, then extends the parchment.

A silent exchange — wisdom passing from one generation to another.

The young man bows his head, accepts the parchment.

The old man murmurs softly, barely audible through the rain:

OLD SCHOLAR

“May your life carry the word…”

The young man turns and disappears into the storm.

The candlelight flickers out behind him.

SCENE 3 — MOUNTAIN TRAIL, NIGHT TO DAWN, 14th CENTURY

A storm.

The young messenger climbs through rugged rocks, clutching the parchment to his chest.

Rain turns to snow, wind roars.

His breath visible, his pace unwavering.

Camera follows from behind — a figure against nature’s fury.

Time passes within one continuous shot —

❄️ The storm becomes snow, then sunlight breaks through the clouds.

SCENE 4 — DUST ROAD, 16th CENTURY

The same soul, now reborn as a RIDER — dressed in era’s garb, crossing a sun-drenched path 

on horseback.

A small satchel at his side, the parchment still within.

He drinks from a leather flask, splashing some on his face.

Children playing nearby accidentally hit him with a ball.



He smiles, tosses it back, nodding kindly.

As the laughter fades, dust rises on the horizon — time shifting forward again.

SCENE 5 — COUNTRY ROAD, 18th CENTURY

A POSTMAN pedals a bicycle along a dusty village road.

Letters spill from his satchel as he tosses them to doorsteps.

An OLD MAN outside his home tries to light his pipe; a letter lands by his feet.

He picks it up, looks to the sky — quiet gratitude.

The postman stops, wipes his face with water from a tin bottle —

his gestures mirroring the same timeless rhythm of delivery.

SCENE 6 — HIGHWAY, FULL MOON, 20th CENTURY

Night.

A broken moped on the roadside, its tire flat.

A YOUNG AFRICAN MAN, echoing the first messenger, lights a cigarette.

In the distance — headlights approach.

He waves an envelope in his hand, shouting:

POSTMAN

“Help! The letters… they’re still out there!”

The car speeds past.

The wind lifts the envelope from his hand — it spins upward, carried toward the dark 

forest.

A BIRD swoops in, catching it midair.

It flies into the moonlight — wings shimmering like paper.

SCENE 7 — SUMMER, 21st CENTURY, CITY APARTMENT

Modern day.

A sleek minimalist apartment — clean lines, sunlight, silence.

On the table: an iPhone.

A notification lights up the screen:

“1 New Message — X (Twitter)”

Camera slowly zooms in.

On-screen text appears:

“Your message has been delivered.”

A soft piano melody begins — the same motif from the candle-lit scene centuries ago.

Electronic ambient tones merge with the piano — ancient and digital intertwined.

The screen fades to black.

Then — a final image:

TEXT ON SCREEN

FROM INK TO LIGHT

Written by Edgar Knyazev

“The word remains.”



FADE OUT.


