
INT. CABIN - DAY

REMICK enters. Drops assortment of found and salvaged 
items into an old wicker basket that sits near the door. 
His leather jacket slides off him onto the floor next to 
the basket.

CADDIE (O.S.)
Now just cause it’s the end of the world 
doesn’t mean you get to act like it.

Remick tilts his head slightly, his eyes shooting a 
glance across the cabin’s main room. Empty. A small smile 
traces his lips despite himself. He reaches down and 
grabs his jacket -- hangs it on a hook near the door.

REMICK
Well it sure hasn’t hurt your ears any.

CADDIE pokes her head through the far kitchen door.

CADDIE
Sorry, cowboy. Not all of us lived for 
rock and roll.

REMICK
(sotto)

You call that living?

CADDIE
You know Mozart was the Kurt Cobain of 
his day.

REMICK
Look at you with the name dropping.

CADDIE
Look at you with the still standing 
there. Anything we can use for dinner?

Remick takes a long breath.

REMICK
Not unless you know how to make weeds 
taste good. Figured they might help with 
the compost.

CADDIE
Bring ‘em in. 

She ducks her head back into the kitchen. Remick turns 
back to the basket and pulls out the greens. Just as he 
turns around --
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CADDIE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
And clean those boots mister.

REMICK
(sotto)

Unbelievable.

Beat as he starts to scrape them against a mat.

CADDIE (O.S.)
Believe it.

That unwilling hint of a smile returns to Remick’s face.

INT. CABIN - NIGHT

Caddie and Remick sit at a small wooden table with meagre 
portions of food before them. An old lantern in the 
corner and a candle on the table provide the only 
illumination in the room. Caddie casts a glance at Remick 
who cuts the remains of his meal into smaller pieces.

CADDIE
Well the good news is that someone I know 
isn’t nearly as gassy as they used to be.

Remick glances up from his food.

CADDIE (CONT’D)
Smaller portions. Slower eating. Makes a 
difference. (beat) Like I always said.

REMICK
(shaking his head slightly)

If you had a nickel for every time you 
were right...

CADDIE
Yesss... ?

REMICK
You’d have one big pile of... useless 
nickels. 

Remick looks back down at his food and starts to cut.

CADDIE
The other good news...

Remick looks up.

CADDIE (CONT’D)
Is that I’m full. So...

drm-136-tvc-the-war-within-cabin 2.

© 2019 Acting on Action | Lot 49



She lifts her plate and scrapes what’s left of her meal 
onto Remick’s plate.

CADDIE (CONT’D)
You’re getting seconds, mister.

REMICK
No. Honey. You can’t. You need to keep up 
your --

CADDIE
You trying to get me fat? Best thing 
about this life and you’re fixin’ to ruin 
it for me?

Remick looks into her eyes. He takes a breath.

REMICK
I love you.

CADDIE
You better. Not just any girl can make 
dandelion pie.

Remick shoots her a questioning glance.

CADDIE (CONT’D)
Well. I’m working on it.

Remick smiles. He turns back to his plate, the light in 
his eyes growing from the mere sight of more food.

Beyond the couple the windows of the cabin look out onto 
a shaft of moonlight cutting across the water of a lake.

REMICK (O.S.)
Who was gassy?
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