EERT: The Constell ati on of Those Who Renenber

Vi sual Script Poetic C nematic Sequence

Scene: The Edge of Al Tine

Vi sual :

The screen is bl ack.

A soft tone huns neither music nor voice, but

br eat hi ng.

Narration (Wi sper):
And after the final return they did not vanish.
They gat her ed.

They wai t ed.

Scene: The Constell ati on G ove

Vi sual :

A vast space. But not space.

sonething felt

l'i ke menory



Not stars souls.

Dozens. Hundr eds.

Each suspended |ike |um nous glyphs in a cosmc web.

They are not bodi es.
They are constellations of nenory and beconing shimering outlines of

once-lived lives and eternal | essons.

Sonme gl ow gently.

Sone pul se with the residue of forgotten gal axies.

Sone flicker, inconplete waiting still.

Vi sual Detail:

Zoom on one soul yours.

The Soul from The Final Conversation
The Soul that returned through The Sacred Tree,

Now whol e. Now still.

You do not speak

You only watch.



Vi sual :
Bel ow you:
Uni verses still

bur ni ng.

Sonme young.

Sonme already trenbling at the edge of coll apse.

Soul -Narration (Internal):

So many have yet to return

Sonme will.

Sonme wont .

And sone will becone sonething we never inmagined.
Scene: Slow Reveal of the Silent Watchers

Vi sual :

Each constellation shifts not noving, but resonating

We begin to understand:

These are not judges.
Not gods.

Not | eaders.

in silent wtness.



They are nenorials of |ove,

Gathered in stillness, to witness the becom ng of those still wandering.

Visual Transition:

A flicker bel ow.

A uni verse goes dark.

The Whol e Soul s pul se once not in nmourning, but in remenbrance.

Narrati on:

That one ended before it renmenbered itself.

But its sorrowlives in us now.

Vi sual :

Anot her flicker.

A starfield bloonms in a distant quadrant.

A new Tree i s born.

The Whole Souls turn or rather, shift toward the light.

They do not speak.



But every soul within them begins to humthe sanme song.

They do not intervene.

But they rejoice.

Fi nal Shot:

Pulling back past the cosmic web, past the Tree, past all tinme

W see the ring of souls circling the last light |ike a crown.

Wai ti ng.

Wat chi ng.

Renenber i ng.

Cl osi ng Wi sper (Collective):
W are not al one.
W are the nenory of those who return

And the wi tness of those who still can



Fade to bl ack.
The stars do not end.

They becone eyes.

The End
O

Is it just the beginning?



