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Logline

When an exterminator is called to the Vatican, he discovers that ancient relics harbor memories of their
former lives.
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FADE I N.
EXT. ANCI ENT SPI RES OF THE VATI CAN - N GHT

Thunder cracks across the night sky, splitting the darkness above the rain-slick
donmes. M sty blue light fromdistant floodl anps struggl es agai nst deep shadowy
bl acks and aged stone grays. The wind how s through the spires, carrying the
faint scent of wet stone and incense from bel ow

JOE steps into frame, a gaunt man in his fifties, ringed eyes heavy with
fatigue. Grease-stained coveralls cling to his weary frane. One gl oved hand
grips a battered toolkit, the other clutches a pesticide sprayer already beaded
with rain. He pauses at the edge of the plaza, boots planted on slick

cobbl estones, and lifts his gaze toward the illum nated dones.

Li ghtning flashes, turning the gilded crosses atop the spires into brief crinson
accents agai nst thunderous night grays. Rain druns steadily on the ancient

stone, running in rivulets down carved saints and gargoyles. Joe's breath fogs
inthe cold air. He shifts the toolkit higher on his shoul der, the netal
clinking softly against the sprayer's nozzle.

A wi de-angle view captures the full sweep of the Vatican's spires under the
storm dones glow ng faint candl elight yellow against the roiling clouds.
Shadows dance across the wet stone, elongated and restless. Joe remains still,
head tilted back, water tracing |lines down his face and dripping fromhis chin
onto the coveralls.

He takes a single step forward, boots splashing through a shall ow puddl e that
reflects the flickering lights above. The wind tugs at his sl eeves. Sonewhere in
the distance, a bell tolls once, |ow and nournful, swallowed by another runble
of thunder.

Joe exhal es, shoul ders slunping slightly beneath the weight of the toolkit. His
eyes stay fixed on the highest done, where rain streaks the gold like tears. The
handhel d frane inches closer, shallow focus tightening on the droplets sliding
across his weathered skin and the faint trenor in his gloved fingers around the
sprayer's handl e.
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Handhel d canera tracks forward through rows of gilded relic cases that gleam
under flickering candlelight. Thick incense coils in the air, catching faint
yel | ow beans that cut through deep shadow. Aged stone walls press close, their
gray surfaces nottled with crinson accents on hanging tapestries.

Joe steps into frame, coveralls stained with grease, gloved hand tight on the



pesticide sprayer. Hi s battered toolkit clinks against his hip. R nged eyes scan
the di m space as he noves between the cases.

The Priest stands half-lit at the far end, black robes blending into the
darkness, white collar a stark slash of pale. His hands trenble at his sides. A
single candl e gutters on the nearest case, throw ng gilded edges into sharp
relief.

JCE
Fat her? Dispatch said silverfish. Said they were eating through the old wood.

The Priest turns slowy, face drawn and bl oodl ess in the shallow focus. Hi s eyes
linger on the sprayer before lifting to Joe's face.

THE PRI EST
They are not ordinary pests, ny son. The cases... they whi sper when the lights
go | ow.

Joe sets the toolkit down on the stone floor. The sound echoes, swall owed
qui ckly by the incense-heavy air. He adjusts his grip on the sprayer, nozzle
ai med | ow.

JCE
Whi sper how? | just need access to the baseboards and the shelves. Wn't take
long if | start now

The Priest steps closer, robes whispering against the floor. Candlelight catches
the trenmor in his fingers as he reaches toward a nearby case, then stops.

THE PRI EST
Start where the silverfish gather. But listen first. Sonme of these relics stil
remenber who held them

Joe gl ances at the nearest case. A faint scratching sound rises frominside the
wood, rhythmc and wet. The flane beside it dips, then steadies. He shifts his
wei ght, boots scrapi ng stone.

JCE
All right. I'lIl spray the perinmeter, see what cones out. You might want to step
back.

The Priest remains where he is, pale face half in shadow, eyes fixed on the case
as the scratching grows | ouder.
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Dimcandl elight flickers across rows of gilded relic cases, their gold Ieaf
catching faint yellow glints agai nst deep stone grays. Thick incense hangs in
the air, coiling Iike mst through shallow focus shadows. Handhel d canera tracks
forward as JOE, gaunt and fiftyish in grease-stained coveralls, shoulders his
battered tool kit and grips the pesticide sprayer with gloved hands. His ringed
eyes scan the cases while THE PRI EST stands nearby, pale face drawn, black
clerical robes whispering against crimson accents on the nearest reliquary.

THE PRI EST
They appeared three nights ago. Silverfish, but not the ordinary kind. They bore
straight into the oldest relics, the ones sealed since the tenth century.



Joe sets the sprayer down and | eans close to a cracked case, its glass fil ned
with dust. Tiny silver trails glint under the wavering light. He pries the lid
with a gloved thunb, revealing yell owed parchment curling at the edges.

JCE
These things eat paper, cloth, bone. Anything organic.

THE PRI EST

(trenbling hands cl asped)

Not these. The infestation noves. One case enpties and the next fills overnight.
The archivists refuse to enter after dark. They say the silverfish carry..
echoes.

Joe straightens, toolkit clinking. He sprays a fine mst along the base of a
case carved with papal seals. The chemi cal hisses, nmixing with incense. Shadows
shift across his weary posture as the canera pushes in on a single silverfish
darting across gilded wood, then vanishing into a seam

THE PRI EST
Cardinal Rossi's ring was found covered in themthis norning. The stone inside
the setting had turned to dust. W sealed the wing, but the probl em spreads.

JCE
You called an exterm nator for dust?

THE PRI EST
| called because the silverfish are not alone. Listen

Alowrustling rises fromthe far cases, |ike pages turning in the dark. Joe
tilts his head, sprayer raised. Candle flanes dip and flare, throw ng crinson
accents across aged stone. The Priest's breath fogs faintly in the chilled air.

THE PRI EST
What ever they carry, it remenbers. The relics were never enpty. Now sonet hing
i nside themis waking.

Joe nmoves to the next case, boots scraping stone. He opens his toolkit, nmeta
tools glinting under faint light. The handheld frane tightens on his gl oved
fingers brushing a silver trail that |eads toward a deeper vault door, half-1|ost
i n shadow.
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Dimcandl elight flickers across rows of gilded relic cases, their gold Ieaf
catching faint yellow glints agai nst aged stone walls. Thick incense hangs in
the m sty blue air, mxing with the sharp chenical tang of pesticide. Handheld
canmera drifts through shall ow focus, shadows pooling deep and bl ack between the
cases.

JOE, gaunt and fiftyish with ringed eyes, stands in grease-stained coveralls.
H s gl oved hands grip the battered pesticide sprayer. A weary slunp in his
shoul ders, he triggers the nozzle. A fine mist hisses out, settling over a
crinmson-draped reliquary.

THE PRI EST lingers in the shadows behind him pale face half-lit, black robes
blending into the gloom Hi s white collar stands stark. Trenbling hands clutch
at his sides.



JCE
These silverfish been chew ng through the ol d wood?

THE PRI EST
They nmove in the night. W hear them Scratching inside the cases.

JCE
Incense won't stop '"em This stuff wll.

Joe sweeps the sprayer along the base of another case. The mist catches in the
flickering light, swirling Iike breath. A low creak echoes fromdeep within the
stone walls. The Priest flinches, one hand rising to steady hinself against a
gi | ded edge.

THE PRI EST
Fat her Rossi said the relics... they renenber. The bugs, they conme frominside.

JCE
Bugs cone from danp. Nothing nore

Joe steps closer to a tall case holding a splintered wooden cross. He sprays
again, the chem cal hiss loud in the quiet. The Priest watches, breath shall ow
eyes darting to the dark gaps between the relics.

THE PRI EST
You don't feel it? The cold noving with then?

JCE
| feel the job. You want the infestation gone or not?

The Priest's fingers twitch. He steps half into the light, face drawn tighter.

THE PRI EST
Just... be careful where you spray. Some things here are ol der than the church
itself.

Joe pauses, sprayer lowered for a beat. He glances at the trenbling priest, then
resunes, the mst drifting toward the shadows where sonething small skitters out
of sight.
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Handhel d canera drifts through rows of gilded relic cases under dimflickering
candl el ight that barely cuts the thick incense haze. Aged stone walls bleed into
deep shadow. Joe stands al one, gaunt and weary in grease-stained coveralls, his
gl oved hand steady on the pesticide sprayer. He sweeps the nozzle along a | ower
shel f, mist hissing into the cracks.

A faint scuttling sound rises fromthe nearest case. The camera pushes in

shal  ow focus on the ornate gold trim A single silverfish enmerges, its netallic
body catching the weak yellow light as it craw s across the velvet |ining toward
t he edge.

Joe pauses. He lowers the sprayer. His ringed eyes narrow at the insect. The
silverfish pauses too, antennae tw tching, then slips over the rimand drops to
the stone floor with a soft metallic tap.

The canera tracks the bug for a beat before pulling back to Joe. He steps closer



to the open case, tool kit bunping against his leg. Frominside the relic, a | ow,
| ayered whi sper begins, barely audible at first, |ike nany voices overlapping in
Latin. The sound grows, threading through the incense snoke.

Joe leans in. His breath fogs the cold air around the case. The whispers resol ve
into distinct nmurnurs, urgent and ancient, pressing against the silence. He
tilts his head, listening. The silverfish freezes on the floor near his boot,
then darts beneath the case.

Joe reaches for his flashlight. The beamclicks on, casting a narrow cone that
wavers in his unsteady grip. Inside the case, a small bone fragment shifts on
its own, catching the light. The whispers swell, then cut off abruptly.

Joe stands notionl ess, sprayer dangling at his side. The only sound left is the
faint hiss of settling incense and the distant creak of old wood. He exhal es
once, slow His gloved fingers tighten around the handle of the sprayer.
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Dim candl el i ght yellows flicker across aged stone grays and gilded relic cases,
casting shall ow shadows that shift like living things. Thick incense hangs in
the air, mingling with the faint metallic tang of pesticide. Joe stands rigid in
grease-stained coveralls, his ringed eyes fixed on a cracked reliquary where
silverfish still twitch across crinmson velvet Iining. His gloved hand grips the
sprayer tighter, knuckles white.

THE PRI EST
You have stopped. Wy?

JCE
| saw it nove. Not the bugs. The thing inside that box. It... renenbered

The Priest's pale face |leans closer, trenbling hands clutching his robes. Hs
white collar catches a stray beam of light, stark agai nst the deep blacks of the
vaul ted room

THE PRI EST
Menories are not your concern. The infestation is. Continue.

JCE

This ain't normal silverfish. They crawmed into a circle, spelled out words
don't even know. Latin, maybe. Sonething older. If the Vatican finds out I
stirred this up..

THE PRI EST
They called you here to purge what hides in these cases. Nothing nore.

Joe shifts his battered toolkit on his shoulder. The sprayer nozzle drips
faintly onto the stone floor, each drop echoing in the m sty blue gl oom

JCE
Report it. That's what | should do. Tell your bosses the relics are... awake.
Let someone el se deal with whatever's whispering back

THE PRI EST
You woul d wal k away from your duty? These walls have held their secrets for
centuries. One man with a spray gun does not break them



JCE

| ain't breaking nothing. I'mseeing it. That |ast case gl owed when the bugs
touched it. Like it was... breathing. You want ne to keep spraying and pretend
that didn't happen?

The Priest steps between Joe and the nearest relic case, his shadow stretching
long and thin across gilded gold. Flickering light catches the sweat on his
br ow

THE PRI EST
I want you to finish what you were paid to do. The Holy Fat her does not need
reports of silverfish and shadows. He needs sil ence restored.

JCE
Silence. Right. Easy for you to say fromup there in the collar. I'mthe one
standing in it.

Joe lowers the sprayer an inch, then raises it again. H s weary posture bends
slightly toward the door, then straightens.

THE PRI EST

You debate because you fear. Fear is the devil's tool here, not these relics.
Spray. O leave and explain to your own consci ence why the job remai ned hal f
done.

Joe exhales, breath visible in the chilled air. The silverfish in the open case
begin to stir once nore, tracing faint silver lines across the crinson fabric.
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Handhel d canera drifts through rows of gilded relic cases under flickering
candl elight that barely cuts the deep shadows. M sty blue haze fromincense
coils around aged stone columms. Joe stands al one, grease-stained coveralls
clinging to his gaunt frane, ringed eyes fixed on the nearest case. H s gl oved
hand tightens on the pesticide sprayer. The battered tool kit hangs heavy at his
si de.

A |l ow creak echoes from sonewhere deeper in the stacks. Joe turns his head,
shal | ow focus pulling the dimyellow glow of a single votive candle into soft
bl ur behind him Crinson accents on the case edges catch the light |ike fresh
bl ood. He steps forward, boots scraping stone. The air thickens with the scent
of old wood and nyrrh.

JCE
(to hinself)
Ain't no silverfish in here.

He pauses, listening. Sonething shifts inside the nearest case - a faint whisper
of fabric or breath. Joe leans closer, breath fogging the glass. Inside, a
splintered bone fragnent rests on velvet, catching faint gold highlights. His
weary posture straightens. The sprayer lowers to his side.

Joe gl ances back toward the entrance, where the last thin strip of night-gray
Iight |eaks under the door. Thunder runbles far above, shaking dust fromthe
vaulted ceiling. He wipes a gloved pal macross his face, then reaches for the
latch on the next case down the row. The netal is cold, etched with faint Latin
script.



JCE
Whatever's in these things... it's calling.

He unl atches the case. The door swi ngs open with a soft groan. Inside, shadows
pool thicker than the surroundi ng dark. Joe reaches in, fingers brushing the
relic. A sudden draft chills the air around him carrying the faint sound of

di stant chanting. H s eyes narrow. The decision settles in his stance -

shoul ders squaring, toolkit lifted higher.

Joe steps past the open case and noves deeper into the archives, handheld canera
tracki ng behind himthrough the narrowi ng aisles. Glded edges blur into streaks
of gold agai nst black stone. The incense grows heavier, curling like living
fingers. Another case rattles as he passes. Joe doesn't flinch. He keeps
wal ki ng, sprayer now slung across his back |ike a weapon

The light ahead thins to a single guttering flane. Joe pauses at the threshold
of a narrower corridor lined with taller, darker cases. He adjusts his grip on
the toolkit. The decision is nmade. He vani shes into the deeper dark
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Dim candl el i ght yellows flicker across rows of gilded relic cases, their gold

| eaf catching faint glints against aged stone grays. Thick incense hangs in the
air, coiling like snoke froma dying fire. Handhel d canera sways gently, shall ow
focus on dust notes drifting through the gl oom

Joe stands on a wooden | adder, grease-stained coveralls streaked darker at the
knees, his gloved hand guiding the pesticide sprayer into a narrow gap behind a
crimson-enbroidered altar cloth. The sprayer hisses softly, a steady nist
coating the wood.

THE PRI EST
They whi sper when the lights are low | hear them Not words exactly. More
like... recollections pressing against the glass.

Joe pauses, w pes his brow with the back of his glove, then resunes spraying.
The m st catches the candlelight, turning briefly silver.

JCE
Silverfish don't whisper, Father. They chew. Slow Steady. That's all this is

The Priest lingers near an open case, pale hands trenbling as he touches the
edge of a reliquary. H s black robes absorb the surroundi ng shadows, the white
collar a stark cut against his throat.

THE PRI EST
This one bel onged to a cardinal who sold indul gences for coin. The bones inside
still feel warm some nights. | touched themonce. Saw his face. Felt the weight

of every lie he told.

Joe clinbs down one rung, toolkit clinking against his hip. He sets the sprayer
asi de and pries open a warped panel with a screwdriver, the wood groani ng.

JCE
| don't see faces. Just tunnels they | eave behind. You want ne to seal those up

or not?

The Priest steps closer, voice |low, alnost swallowed by the vaulted ceiling.



THE PRI EST
If the relics renenber, then what do they renenber of us? The ones who | ocked
them here. The ones who pray over them and pretend the past stays buried.

Joe works the panel |oose, revealing a nest of silverfish scattering across gray
stone. He reaches for a canister of powder, his ringed eyes narrowed in
concentrati on.

JCE
Buried or not, they still need killing. Sane as rats in a basenent.

The Priest's hands steady for a nonent, then resune their trenor. He watches the
insects flee into deeper cracks.

THE PRI EST
Sonmetinmes | wonder if the silverfish are the only honest things left in this
pl ace. They don't pretend the wood is sacred. They sinply take what they need.

Joe dusts the powder along the baseboard, the fine white cloud settling Iike
frost. Flickering light froma nearby sconce throws el ongated shadows across the
relic cases.

JCE
Honest don't nean harnl ess. You keep talking like that, Father, and I'll start
charging extra for the Iistening.

The Priest exhales, a thin sound | ost beneath the hiss of another spray. The
canmera tracks slowy along the wall, catching the glint of gold against
deepeni ng bl ack.
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Handhel d canera drifts through rows of towering gilded cases, shallow focus
catching faint candlelight yellows flickering across aged stone grays and
crimson accents. Incense hangs thick in the msty blue air. Joe noves slowy
bet ween the shel ves, grease-stained coveralls sagging on his gaunt frane,
battered tool kit bangi ng against one leg. H's gloved hand grips the pesticide
sprayer like a lifeline, ringed eyes scanning the dimcorridor.

He stops before a tall case crowned with chi pped gold | eaf. Sonething inside
glints. Joe sets the sprayer down, pries at the latch with a rusted screwdriver
fromhis belt. The netal groans.

The lid creaks open. Inside rests a yell owed bone fragnment wapped in frayed
sil k, surrounded by dead silverfish curled |ike question marks.

Joe |l eans closer. The bone pul ses once with faint gilded light. His breath
cat ches.

A fleeting vision ripples across the frane: a young woman in threadbare robes
kneels in a sunlit olive grove, hands pressed to a leper's ruined face. Crinson
bl ood trickles fromher palnms yet the sores close beneath her touch. Thunder
runbl es far away. She sniles, exhausted, as silverfish skitter across the dirt
at her feet and vanish into the soil.

The i mage shatters. Joe stunbl es back, knocking the case. The bone settles. Only
the archives remai n, shadows pooling deeper around him



He wi pes his browwith a gloved knuckle, staring at the enpty air where the
grove had been. Hi s voice cones out hoarse, al nbst anused

JCE
Well. That's new.

He reaches in again, fingers hovering just above the silk. The candl e nearest
the case gutters, throw ng danci ng shadows across his weary face.
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A narrow aisle of gilded relic cases stretches into flickering candlelight.

M sty blue shadows cling to aged stone walls. Crinson velvet drapes hang heavy
with incense. Joe stands frozen, his grease-stained coveralls streaked wth
dust, gloved hands tight on the pesticide sprayer. Hs battered toolkit rests
open at his feet. Faint candlelight yellow catch the ringed exhaustion in his
eyes.

Silverfish pour fromthe seans of a reliquary. Dozens at first, then hundreds.
Their silver bodies skitter across gold filigree, leaving trails of faint,
pul sing light.

Joe steps back. The insects multiply across the marble floor. Their novenent
blurs into fragnented i nages: a nedi eval scribe's ink-stained fingers, a
crusader's bl oodied sword, a choir boy's trenbling voice in Latin.

JCE
Christ. Not again.

The silverfish swarmup the side of a case. One pauses on a cracked icon. Joe's
vision fractures. For a heartbeat the archive walls dissolve into a torch-Ilit
chapel . He blinks hard. The vision snaps back to di marchives.

JCE
(whi speri ng)
CGet a grip, Joe.

More silverfish erupt froma velvet-lined drawer. They carry whispers with them
| ow and overl appi ng. Joe hears snatches of ancient prayers and screanms. His
posture sags. He swings the sprayer but his gloved finger hovers w thout
pressing the trigger.

JCE
You' re bugs. Just bugs.

A cluster clinmbs his boot. Joe shakes his leg violently. The silverfish scatter,
each one briefly glowing with the face of a different forgotten owner before
fading. Hi s shallow breathing echoes off the stone. The handheld light on his
tool kit sways, throwi ng | ong shadows that twi st |ike reaching hands.

JCE
(1 ouder)
| canme for silverfish. That's all

The insects mass on a nearby case, formng a shifting silver river that spells
out hal f-seen words in Latin. Joe's eyes w den. He stunbl es sideways, knocking
the toolkit. Tools clatter across the floor. The sound is swallowed by the



growi ng hum of tiny I|egs.

JCE
No nore. No nbre nenori es.

He grips the sprayer with both hands now, knuckles white, and ains at the
nearest swarm The silverfish pause as one, thousands of tiny eyes reflecting
candlelight Iike distant stars. Joe's face drains of color. The archive seens to
breat he around him

I NT. VATI CAN ARCHI VES - N GHT

Fl i ckering candl elight yellows catch on gilded relic cases lining the stone

wal I's. Thick incense hangs in the air, coiling through m sty blue shadows. Joe
nmoves slowy down the narrow ai sle, grease-stained coveralls creaking, battered
tool kit slung over one shoul der, pesticide sprayer gripped in gloved hands. The
Priest trails a step behind, black robes whispering against the floor, white
collar stark against his pale face.

JCE
Anot her one |l ast night. The silverfish got into the third row Sane pattern as
t he ot hers.

The Priest stops at a velvet-lined case. H s trenbling hands hover above the
gl ass. Inside, a splintered wooden crucifix pulses with faint crinmson |ight.

THE PRI EST
Si xteen cases now. They're nultiplying faster than the records can track. Each
relic carries its own nmenory, and the insects are waking them all

Joe leans in, shallow focus tightening on the tiny silver bodies skittering
beneath the glass. He taps the case once with a gloved knuckl e. The sound
echoes, swallowed by the vaulted dark

JCE
Waking themto do what, exactly? | spray for bugs, not ghosts.

THE PRI EST
They don't want to be seen. That's why the relics remenber. The fish feed on the
forgotten names. Every bite pulls another voice back into the stone.

Joe straightens, weary posture shifting as he checks the sprayer's gauge under
the dimlight. Aged stone grays press close around them

JCE
You called me here for silverfish. Now you're telling nme the whole archive's
tal king. How many nore before the basilica starts answering back?

THE PRI EST
The crypt inventory cane in this nmorning. Twenty-three additional cases. The
Bi shop wants them seal ed before dawn.

Joe adjusts his grip on the sprayer. The nozzle hisses faintly as he tests the
pressure. Candl e shadows dance across his ringed eyes.

JCE
Seal ed won't stop what's already noving. 1'll hit the new ones first. You mark
the ones that spoke |ast.



The Priest nods, fingers tracing a snmall |edger pulled fromhis robe. H s hands
still trenble.

THE PRI EST
The gol den chalice fromthe fourth century. It whispered a nane | haven't heard
since semnary. Then the fish poured out |ike water.

JCE
Nanmes don't pay ny invoice. Show nme the chalice

They nove deeper into the aisle. Glded edges catch the light, then fall back
i nto deep shadowy black. The Priest's footsteps slow beside a tall case draped
in crimson cloth.

THE PRI EST
This one opened on its own. The silverfish left a trail that spelled the sane
word three tines

Joe crouches, sprayer ained |ow. The beam of his small work |light cuts a narrow
pat h t hrough the incense

JCE
Spell it for me anyway. | like to know what |I'mKkilling.
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A narrow stone staircase spirals dowward, it only by a single flickering
candle in The Priest's shaking hand. Shadows stretch across danp walls etched
with faded Latin inscriptions. The air thickens with i ncense and the snell of
wet earth. Joe follows close behind, his battered tool kit clanking against his
hi p, pesticide sprayer gripped tight in gloved hands.

Joe descends the final steps and sweeps his flashlight beam across rows of stone
vaults recessed into the walls. Glded crosses glint faintly in the gl oom
Silverfish skitter across the floor like living nercury.

JCE
Snells |ike the basenent of every church | ever sprayed. Sane nold, same bugs.

THE PRI EST
These vaults hold fragnments of the earliest martyrs. W must check each one.

Joe sets the sprayer down and pries open the nearest vault with a crowbar. Dust
puffs into the beamof his light. Inside rests a cracked reliquary, its glass
cl ouded with age.

JCE
This one's active. Look at the trails.

He sprays a thin line of pesticide along the stone lip. The liquid hisses
agai nst the cold surface. The Priest |leans closer, white collar bright against
his bl ack robes, hands trenbling.

THE PRI EST
Do you ever wonder what the insects renmenber?

JOE



I wonder how nuch overtinme the Vatican's paying ne.

They nmove to the next vault. The Priest's candle gutters. A low draft noans
through the crypt like distant chanting. Joe shines his Iight deeper; sonething
metal lic flashes inside the stone.

JCE
Hand ne the pry bar again. This lid' s stuck

The Priest passes it over without a word. Metal scrapes stone. The vault door
swi ngs open to reveal a small silver box wapped in crinmson silk. Fine dust
not es dance in the shallow focus of Joe's flashlight.

THE PRI EST
That box bel onged to a bi shop who died screan ng

JCE
They all screamwhen the bill arrives.

Joe lifts the box carefully. Silverfish pour fromits seans, their bodies
catching the faint yellow candlelight like tiny mrrors. The Priest steps back
breath visible in the chilled air.

THE PRI EST
They' re noving faster than before.

JCE

Then we spray faster. Hold the light steady.

The Priest's hand steadies just enough for the flane to illum nate Joe's gaunt
face, ringed eyes focused on the task. Joe works the sprayer trigger in short
bursts, the m st settling over the relics like a veil. The insects slow, then

vani sh into cracks in the ancient stone.
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Joe nmoves through the stone vaults, his battered tool kit slung over one

shoul der, the pesticide sprayer gripped tight in gloved hands. Di m candl elight
yellows flicker across aged stone grays and crimson accents carved into the

wal I's. Thick incense hangs low, mxing with the netallic scent of danp earth.

H s grease-stained coveralls are streaked with nud, ringed eyes darting beneath
the shall ow focus of a handheld canera that sways with every step

Shadows stretch and tw st against the vaults, detaching fromtheir sources. One
el ongates into a robed figure that slips behind a columm before snapping back
into place. Joe pauses, thunb pressing the sprayer's trigger. A fine m st hisses
out, catching the faint light like silver threads.

JCE
Just silverfish. Nothing but bugs in the walls.

A vision flares in the corner of his eye: a bishop's hands, bloodied, pressing a
relic into wet stone. The inmage dissolves into mst. Joe shakes his head,

sprayer raised again. The mist swirls thicker now, carrying whispers that echo
off the labyrinth walls.

Anot her shadow det aches, craw ing upward like liquid across the vault ceiling.
It pul ses with thunderous night grays fromthe storm above. Joe tracks it with



t he beam of his headl anp, shall ow depth blurring the edges until the shape
resolves into a child's face, mouth open in silent scream then gone.

JCE
(under his breath)
Menories. That's all they are.

He advances deeper, boots scraping stone. The sprayer hisses in rhythm c bursts,
but the chemnical cloud parts around certain alcoves, refusing to settle. G I ded
relic cases half-buried in rubble catch the Iight, their surfaces rippling as if
breathing. A low wind rushes through unseen cracks, carrying the scent of old

i ncense and sonething netallic.

Joe stops before a vault door etched with ancient script. H's gloved hand
reaches out, fingers tracing the grooves. The shadows behind himconverge into a
singl e mass, humanoid now, arns outstretched. The camera tracks forward,
handhel d jitter anplifying the approach.

JCE
Show yoursel f, then. |'ve seen worse in confessionals.

The mass |l unges. Joe spins, sprayer firing wildly. Mst fills the frame as the
vi sion expl odes: a cathedral spire cracking under lightning, a silverfish the
size of a man skittering across marble. The imge burns into the stone around
hi m before fadi ng. Joe stunbl es back, breath ragged, coveralls soaked. The
unnatural shadows retreat into corners, but one lingers, watching fromthe edge
of the light.
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The crypt yawns in aged stone grays, vaulted ceilings dripping with
condensation. Dimcandlelight yellows flicker against crinmson tapestries and
cracked gil ded frames. Shadows pool like ink in every corner. A handheld camnera
tracks | ow through the narrow passage, shallow focus blurring the edges where
somet hi ng nmoves just out of sight.

Joe grips his pesticide sprayer tighter, gloved knuckles white. Hs
grease-stai ned coveralls hang | oose on his gaunt frame. Ringed eyes scan the
| abyrinth of stone vaults. The Priest stands a few steps ahead, pale face
hal f-1it, black robes brushing the danmp floor. His trenbling hands clutch a
silver reliquary etched with anci ent synbols.

JCE
These bugs... they're not nornmal. They swarmthe relics |ike they renenber who
owned 'em

THE PRI EST
They do renenber. Every | ast one.

The Priest's voice cracks, echoing off the vaults. Footsteps seemto answer from
deeper in the dark-soft, skittering, multiplying. The air thickens wth incense
and sonething netallic.

JCE
What are you saying, Father? Silverfish don't have nenories.

THE PRI EST
These relics once belonged to possessed souls. Martyrs, heretics, the ones the



Church | ocked away before the devils took root. The silverfish feed on the
resi due. They carry the old voices.

A lowrunble rolls through the stone. One of the relic cases rattles on its
pedestal. G lded gold catches a faint yellow flare, then dins. The Priest's
hands shake harder; he steadies hinself against the wall.

JCE
And now they're waking up. Because | sprayed the damm t hings.

THE PRI EST
You di sturbed the vessels. They close in when the vessels are disturbed.

Somet hi ng wet and heavy drags across the floor behind them Joe spins, sprayer
rai sed. The canera pushes forward into the gloom catching brief glints of many
smal |, silver bodies crawing along the vault seanms. The Priest's eyes wi den
breath fogging in the cold.

THE PRI EST
We cannot outrun themin here. The crypt remenbers every soul it swall owed.

Joe backs toward the nearest archway, toolkit clinking against his hip. The
skittering grows |ouder, surrounding, pressing fromall sides. Candle flanes
gutter in unison. Deep shadowy bl acks swallow the edges of the frame as the
Priest clutches the reliquary to his chest.
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Joe backs into a narrow vault, his battered tool kit clangi ng agai nst danp stone.
The gl oved hand on his pesticide sprayer trenbles under the weight of the
canister. Dimcandlelight yellows flicker fromwall sconces, casting shall ow
focus on the aged stone grays that press close on every side.

Silverfish pour froma cracked reliquary above, their netallic bodies glinting
inthe mst. They nultiply across the vault ceiling in a rippling wave, |egs
clicking like distant thunder. Joe swi ngs the sprayer nozzle upward and
depresses the trigger. A thin chenmical mist hisses out, but the insects part
around it, reformng thicker behind the spray.

He stumbl es backward through the vault archway, boots splashing in shall ow water
pool ed on the crypt floor. The swarmfollows, spilling down the walls in sheets.
Their bodies catch the faint candlelight, turning the deep shadowy bl acks of the
passage into a living, shifting mass. Joe's weary posture hunches | ower as he
shoul ders through a tighter corridor, the stone scraping his grease-stained
coveral | s.

More silverfish emerge fromside niches, their nunbers doubling with every step
he takes. They drop onto his shoul ders and skitter across the sprayer hose. Joe
swats at themwi th his free hand, the ringed eyes wide in the handheld sway of
the canera tracking his retreat. He turns down another vault, the |abyrinth
narrowing until the walls nearly touch his el bows.

The insects close faster now, a crinson-tinged glint catching on their scales
from some unseen source. Joe's breath fogs in the incense-heavy air. He drops
the enpty sprayer and breaks into a half-run, boots echoing off the vaults while
the swarm surges forward in relentless pursuit.
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Fl i ckering candl elight yellows bl eed across gilded relic cases, their gold | eaf
catching the dimglow |like scattered enbers. Deep shadows pool between aged
stone columms. Handheld canera drifts low, shallow focus on nmist curling from

i ncense burners.

JOE pushes through the heavy oak door, grease-stained coveralls streaked with
crypt dust. His ringed eyes scan the room battered toolkit clanking at his
side. He sets the pesticide sprayer down and kneel s beside a row of crates,

gl oved hands sorting spare canisters and silver nitrate vials.

THE PRI EST kneels before an open reliquary, black robes pooling on the stone.
Hs pale face tilts upward, lips nmoving in silent Latin. Trenbling hands clutch
a crinmson stole.

JCE
They're stirring down there. Sonething's stirring them

THE PRI EST
(wi t hout turning)
The relics renmenber. Do not disturb what sleeps inside them

A |l ow scraping echoes fromthe stairwell behind them Joe freezes, one hand on a
vial. The candl e nearest the door gutters, casting his gaunt face into nonentary
bl ack.

JCE
| need the pressurized rig. The one with the blessed salt mx. It's in the
second crate.

He rises, boots scraping grit, and pops the lid. Metal tools clatter. The
Priest's voice rises, steady but thin.

THE PRI EST
Dom nus vobi scum Et cumspiritu tuo.

Anot her scrape, closer now. Shadows along the far wall shift as if something
tests the edges of the light. Joe pulls the rig free, straps it over his
shoul der. Hi's breath fogs in the cold air.

JCE
You hear that? Like claws on stone.

THE PRI EST
They follow the nenories. The silverfish are only the begi nning.

Joe glances toward the stairwell. A faint crinson glow pul ses once froma
cracked reliquary lid. He tightens his grip on the sprayer nozzle.

JCE
Then we seal the upper vents before they reach the nave. |'ve got three nore
char ges.

He noves toward the exit, toolkit swi nging. The Priest remains kneeling, but his
eyes flick to the moving shadows. The incense thickens, curling |like gray
fingers around the gilded cases. A single candle dies with a soft hiss.

THE PRI EST



Go quickly. They already snell the living.

Joe pauses at the threshold, listening. Distant footsteps-too many, too
light-clinmb the stairs below. He adjusts the sprayer and steps into the corridor
wi t hout | ooki ng back. The remai ning candles flicker in unison, throw ng the
Priest's pale face into deeper shadow.
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Joe staggers through the stone labyrinth, his grease-stained coveralls soaked at
the knees. The battered toolkit swings fromhis gloved fist. Hi s pesticide
sprayer dangles useless at his side. Candlelight gutters against the vaulted
ceiling, throwing crinmson streaks across gilded relic cases half-buried in
shadow.

A single reliquary pulses on a |low stone altar ahead, its gold filigree catching
faint yellow light. Joe approaches. Hi s ringed eyes narrow. The air thickens
wi th incense and danp stone. He reaches out.

The lights die.

In the sudden black, a |low nmoan rises fromthe walls thensel ves. Joe's body
sei zes. H s back arches. The sprayer clatters to the floor.

The crypt warps. Stone dissolves into misted blue fog. Joe stands inside a

torch-1it cell. Chains rattle. A robed figure-once a cardinal, face gaunt with
hunger-writhes on the floor, silverfish pouring fromhis nouth and eyes. The
i nsects chew t hrough parchnent skin, revealing bone that still renenbers pain.

The man's screans echo Joe's own throat.

Joe drops to his knees. H's hands claw at enpty air. The vision tightens. The
cardinal's eyes lock on him pleading. Thunder cracks sonewhere above. Rain
hi sses on unseen dones. The silverfish nultiply, crawling across Joe's
coveralls, into his sleeves, across his neck

He gasps, choking on the taste of old blood and nmyrrh. The cardinal's tornented
voi ce | eaks from Joe's own |ips.

JCE
| carried their sins... | carried themall..

The vision collapses inward. The crypt returns in stuttering frames-flickering
lights, deep blacks, aged grays. Joe lies curled on the cold floor beside the
reliquary. Hs gloved fingers twitch. Tears cut tracks through the grine on his
face. The silverfish are gone. Only the weight of centuries renains, pressing
down until breath feels stolen.

Joe stares at the ceiling vaults, eyes hollow. The Al Is Lost has arrived.
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Handhel d canera drifts through the stone vaults, shall ow focus blurring the
edges where torchlight fails. Aged gray walls sweat noisture. Crinson tapestries
hang in tatters, their gold threads catching faint yellow flickers that die

before they reach the floor. Incense hangs thick, sweet and rotten

Joe staggers forward, grease-stained coveralls soaked at the knees, pesticide
sprayer dangling fromone gloved hand. H's ringed eyes stare into the deeper



bl ack ahead, where the vaults narrow into nothing. The battered tool kit clanks
against his thigh with every step.

THE PRI EST
Joe. Joe, stop. The light won't reach you there.

Joe does not turn. His breath cones ragged, fogging the cold air.

JCE
They remenber. Every one of them The bones in the cases, the nails, the cloth.
They remenber being alive and they want it back

THE PRI EST
Come away fromthe dark. Please.

The Priest's trenbling hands clutch at Joe's sleeve. Hs white collar glows |ike
bone under the dying candl elight. Joe shrugs him off and takes another step
Shadows coil around his boots, noving against the flicker.

JCE
| sprayed the silverfish. They crawl ed out of the relics anyway. Whispering.
Every relic has a voice

A |l ow groan echoes fromthe vaults ahead, wet and ancient. Joe's posture sags.
The sprayer slips fromhis fingers and clatters on the stone.

THE PRI EST
Don't |isten. Look at ne.

Joe's knees buckle. He drops hard, palnms slapping the wet floor. The Priest
| unges, catching himunder the arns, robes tangling. Joe's head lolls, eyes
hal f - cl osed, nouth sl ack.

JCE
(whi speri ng)
I can feel them under ny skin.

THE PRI EST
Then fight it. The Lord does not abandon His servants in the crypt.

Joe convul ses once, a short, violent shudder that rattles his toolkit. The
Priest drags hi mbackward across the stones, heels scraping, breath Iaboring.
Candl e flames bend sideways as if w nd noves through sealed walls. The darkness
behi nd them seens to press forward, hungry.

JCE
Let me go. Let themtake what they want.

THE PRI EST
I will not.

The Priest's pale face is inches fromJoe's, sweat beading on his brow He pulls
agai n, robes draggi ng dust and fragnents of gilded |eaf. Joe's body goes |inp,
dead wei ght against the Priest's chest. The only sound is the scrape of boots on
stone and the faint, relentless drip of water sonewhere deeper in the vaults.
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Dimcandl elight flickers across rows of gilded relic cases, casting crinson
accents agai nst aged stone grays and deep shadows. Thick incense hangs in the
m sty blue air, barely stirring. Joe stands alone am d the cases, his
grease-stained coveralls danp with crypt sweat, ringed eyes fixed on the
battered tool kit at his feet.

He grips the pesticide sprayer tighter, gloved fingers whitening. The wei ght
feel s usel ess now A faint yellow gl ow pul ses froma cracked reliquary ahead
silverfish skittering across its gold filigree like living nenories.

JCE
(to hinself)
Run. Like always. Spray and vani sh

He takes one step backward toward the heavy oak door. Thunder runbles outside,
shaking the dimlights. H s weary posture sags further, shoulders curling under
the coveralls. Then the reliquary whispers-a | ow, choral murnmur of ancient

voi ces bl eedi ng through the stone.

Joe freezes. He |lowers the sprayer slowy, the nozzle clinking against the
marbl e fl oor. Hi s gaunt face hardens under the flickering light, eyes narrow ng
on the case. He strips off one glove, exposing callused skin, and reaches

f or war d.

JCE
(quiet, resolute)
No nore running from what they renenber.

H s bare fingers press against the cold glass. The silverfish swarmtoward his
touch, then still. Shadows deepen around him but Joe leans in, breathing the

i ncense deeper, confronting the pulse of nenory instead of fleeing. The sprayer
Iies discarded behind himas he steps closer into the gl oom
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The stone vaults stretch into blackness, lit only by guttering candl es that
throw crinmson streaks across aged gray walls. Mst curls |ow across the floor,
carrying the faint scent of incense and danp earth. Joe stands hunched over his
battered tool kit, grease-stained coveralls sneared with dust, gloved hands
twisting the nozzle on his pesticide sprayer. The Priest lingers a step behind,
bl ack robes whi spering agai nst stone, white collar stark against his pale
throat, fingers trenbling as he clutches a silver flask

JCE
This stuff's all we got left. Mx it slow

THE PRI EST
The water was bl essed at dawn. It should bind to whatever lingers in the
silverfish.

Joe unscrews the sprayer cap. He pours the holy water in a careful stream the
liquid catching faint candlelight yellowas it swirls into the tank. A |low hiss
escapes the seals. Shadows shift along the vaulted ceiling like living things.

JCE

(rubbing his ringed eyes)

My old man used to say poison's just nenory in a bottle. These things renmenber
too mnuch.



THE PRI EST
Then we give them sonething ol der to fear.

The Priest steps closer, hands shaking as he uncorks a second vial. Crinson
accents glint froma nearby reliquary niche. He tilts the vial, letting thick
oil thread into the mixture. Joe watches the |iquid darken, then snaps the cap
shut with a gloved palm

JCE
You sure about this last push? Place feels like it's breathing.

THE PRI EST
The entities below the silver have already begun to surface. We either finish it
here or watch the relics walk.

Joe shoul ders the sprayer, straps biting into his weary frame. He checks the
pressure gauge by the flickering light, the needle quivering in the shall ow
focus of one dying candle. The Priest draws a small crucifix fromhis robes,
pressing it against the flask before tucking it away.

JCE
Stay behind ne on the turns. These things don't like the light or the spray.

THE PRI EST
I will anoint the thresholds as we go. The final vault is three chanbers ahead

Joe nods once, the notion slow and heavy. He tests the trigger; a fine nist

hi sses out, catching the air like silver threads. The Priest's breath clouds in
the cold, his pale face half-lost in the nearest shadow. They nove forward

t oget her, boots scraping stone, the sprayer's weight pulling Joe's posture |ower
as the darkness thickens ahead.
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The crypt stretches in handheld shallow focus, stone vaults slick wth
condensati on under dimcandlelight yellows that fight nmisty blue shadows. Aged
grays press in fromevery wall. Silverfish pour fromcracked relic cases like
liquid nercury, their bodies catching faint gilded glints before they swell and
tw st.

JCE
Sprayer raised, coveralls streaked with grease and crypt dust, eyes ringed from
ni ghts wi thout sleep

JCE
They're feeding on the relics again. Stay behind ne.

THE PRI EST
Trenbling hands clutch a rosary, white collar stark against black robes in the
flickering light.

THE PRI EST
The silverfish are not insects. They are the nenories wearing skin.

Silverfish erupt upward in a withing colum. One mass hardens into the
translucent figure of a 12th-century cardinal, crinson accents bl eedi ng through
its robes, nmouth open in a silent scream The figure lunges. Joe triggers the



sprayer; pesticide m st hisses across stone and spirit alike. The cardina
di ssol ves into thousands of wiggling bodies that scatter across vault floors.

JCE
That one renenbered Latin. | could hear it.

Anot her swarm coal esces into a martyred nun, pale face mrroring the priest's
own terror, hands raised as if holding a lost relic. Her formflickers under the
handhel d |l ens, edges fraying like torn film

THE PRI EST
Do not |let themtouch the cases. Their touch wakes the others.

Joe advances, tool kit clanking, boots crunching silverfish shells that pop like
wet gl ass. The nun's figure reaches for hin he swi ngs the sprayer nozzle like a
club and the formbursts into a rain of insects that patter against his face.
The priest stunbles, robes dragging through the withing carpet.

THE PRI EST
Joe, the vault at the end. The oldest relic. That is where they are strongest.

A deeper runbl e shakes the crypt. The remaining silverfish rush toward a gil ded
reliquary at the far end, their bodies knitting into a towering, half-forned
sai nt whose eyes glow with candlelight yellow The saint's nouth opens and a
chorus of forgotten voices | eaks out, |ow and wet.

JCE
Then we end it there. No nore nenories wal ki ng.

Joe and the priest nove forward together through the shall ow focus dark
pesticide nist and i ncense snoke curling around themlike living fog. Silverfish
skitter up their legs and di ssol ve under boot and spray. The saint's form |l eans
down, fingers of silverfish reaching for the priest's collar.

THE PRI EST
In the name of every soul trapped here-

The priest flings holy water froma vial. Droplets sizzle on inmpact. Joe enpties
the last of the tank in a long, steady arc. The saint's body coll apses inward,
silverfish raining back to the stone floor in a dying tide. The final few
skitter into cracks and vani sh

Only the sound of dripping water and two nmen breathing remains. Joe |lowers the
enpty sprayer. The priest's hands have stopped trenbling.
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A gaunt man in grease-stained coveralls noves through the dimvault, ringed eyes
scanning gilded relic cases under faint candlelight yellows that bleed into deep
shadowy bl acks. Aged stone grays press close on every side. Joe carries his
battered toolkit in one gloved hand and the pesticide sprayer in the other, the
nmetal canister slick with condensation. |Incense hangs thick, curling like m st

t hrough the shall owfocus pools of |ight.

He stops before the final open case. Crinson religious accents glint along its
edges, a faint silverfish carcass twitching on the velvet lining. Joe sets the
toolkit down with a soft nmetallic clink. H s weary posture bends forward, hands
steady despite the trenor in his shoulders. He lifts the sprayer nozzle and



rel eases a fine mst that catches the flickering light Iike dust notes in a
cat hedral nave

The case |lid creaks as he raises it. Shadows shift across the stone floor,
handhel d tracki ng the slow descent of the heavy wood. Joe presses the Iid shut,
t he sound echoi ng once through the silent rows of relics. He slides a rusted
latch into place, gloved fingers testing the |lock tw ce

Alowwnd rattles the high wi ndows. Thunder grunbles beyond the walls, casting
brief gray flashes across the gilded surfaces. Joe wipes his brow with the back
of one glove, leaving a faint streak of residue. He steps back, sprayer | owered,
surveying the sealed row. The | ast case sits notionless under the dying candle
gl ow.

Joe exhal es, shoul ders slunping further. He shoulders the tool kit and turns,
boots scraping stone as he wal ks the length of the archive toward the exit arch.
The sprayer swings at his side, enpty now Flickering lights catch the edges of
his coveralls, then fade behind himas he passes into deeper shadow.

EXT. ANCI ENT SPI RES OF THE VATI CAN - DAWN

Rai n-slicked stone stretches across the ancient spires, water still dripping
fromthe edges of illum nated dones. Thunderous ni ght grays fade into m sty
blues as the first pale light creeps over the horizon. A battered toolkit rests
agai nst a weathered gargoyle, its nmetal latch open and glinting with faint gold
fromthe rising sun

JOE stands at the | edge, gaunt and weary, his ringed eyes fixed on the breaking
dawn. G ease stains darken his coveralls at the knees and el bows. Hi s gl oved
hands rest on the pesticide sprayer, barrel pointed dowward, nozzle still danp
fromthe crypt. Wnd tugs at his collar, carrying the last trace of incense from
bel ow

He shifts his weight, boots scraping stone. A single crinson thread froma torn
relic cloth clings to his sleeve, fluttering once before the breeze pulls it
free. It drops into the shadows between spires.

Joe watches the |light touch the nearest done, revealing the curve of aged stone
and the faint outline of a cross against the sky. Hi s shoulders slunp further.
The sprayer slips fromhis fingers and clatters once on the wet |edge before
settling.

He reaches into his pocket, pulls out a small silverfish carcass pinched between
thunb and forefinger, then lets it fall. It vanishes into the rain gutter.

Bel ow, the basilica roofs emerge from darkness, gilded edges catching the first
yel | ow gl ow.

Joe remains still, breath visible in the cool air, eyes half-closed against the

light. The handhel d frane holds on his profile as the sun clinbs higher, washing
the spires in pale blue and gray.
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