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FADE IN:

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

OSCAR (72), bald, frail, though he speaks with conviction. 
He wears a simple linen button-up and slacks. Sits at the 
old, wooden dining room table fiddling with a mug.

The room illuminated by a warm, flickering light.

OSCAR
Oh, this old place was my daddy’s 
daddy’s. Built it with his own 
hands when he came into this land, 
oh... maybe... almost a hundred 
years now. But it’s scarcely his 
anymore. Fire took it when I was 
just a boy.

Oscar stares at the mug. He shifts it a bit by the handle. 
Only an inch or so. Gentle.

OSCAR
Fire took everything from us. And 
one of us. My mama, your great. Had 
to start all over. It was tough 
without her... but we crawled our 
way outta the dirt and soot.

A little boy’s voice emerges. Maybe 7-years-old. The person 
unseen.

BOY
How did the fire start?

The question strikes Oscar. His eyes filled with troubling 
memories.

OSCAR
The fire...

He snaps to, as if rehearsed.

OSCAR
Well, my daddy thought maybe an old 
beam in the basement got a little 
warm. Warm from some bad rot. Got a 
little warm and caught--

BOY
Rot?

OSCAR
Yeah. The decay just--
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A knock on wood from another room. Oscar looks beside him. 
Perks up. Then relaxes.

OSCAR
Old house. The rot just got warm 
and...

Oscar trails off. As if he doesn’t believe what he says. He 
takes a deep breath. Folds his hands around the mug. Never 
drinks.

Oscar zones out. Lost in the memory...

OSCAR
I remember that fire. There was 
something about that light. So big 
and so warm... you feel like you 
could just walk right into it and 
it’d take you in like...

He snaps out of it. Looks ahead of him, across the table.

OSCAR
Anyway... Seems that flame followed 
me. Of course, you were old enough 
remember that... Seems it’s gonna 
keep following us till it takes 
everything.

His eyes grow a bit glassy. A slight anger in his 
expression.

Across from oscar sits LUKE (7). He wears a similar linen 
shirt. Has a brown bowl cut.

His arms up on the table. His chin rests on his hands. He 
stares at the candle on the table in front of him.

Luke reaches his hand toward the flame.

Oscar grabs the candle. Pulls it away.

OSCAR
Knock that off. You’re gonna burn 
your...

He takes pause as he watches the boy’s gaze follow the flame 
with intensity.

OSCAR
You remember that second fire?

The boy nods.
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OSCAR

How do you think it started?

With his eyes on the flame:

BOY
Rot. I think it was rot, too.

A grim realization comes over Oscar.

OSCAR
Rot...

BOY
Maybe we should move to a new 
house.

OSCAR
A new house?

Oscar realization fades. Acceptance in its place.

OSCAR
No. We’ve always been in this 
place. And we always will be.

Oscar looks at the flame. Blows it out.

The tip glows red. Smokes.

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

In the middle of a field surrounded by woods:

The smoldering ruins of an old house. Smoke rises from the 
glowing embers.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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