
The Mountain House 
by Joe Page 

Characters  (in order of appearance) 

Malcolm-- climbing student (age 34) 

Katie-- climbing student (age 28) 

Mark-- guide (age 33) 

Frank-- climbing student (age 51) 

Shawn--  climbing student (age 20) 

Elizabeth-- journalist (age 39) 

Alex-- veteran climber, retired?  (age 46) 

Max-- bush pilot (age 62) 

Dawn-- bush pilot  (age 63) 

Francis--  climbing instructor (age 39) 

Setting:  The Mountain House is a small plywood hut perched atop a rock outcropping  
deep in the heart of the Alaska Range, accessible only by an hour ski plane ride or an 
arduous ten day trek across difficult terrain.  Outside the hut’s windows are spectacular 
crystal clear views of Denali and the surrounding landscape— glaciers, snow, vertical 
rock cliffs, etc.  Inside the hut are broad benches for sitting and sleeping, a simple 
plywood table, a counter with Coleman Stove for cooking, shelves with assorted kitchen 
supplies.  A wood heating stove is center stage. A single door stage right opens into the 
hut.   

Time:  The recent past 



Act I, Scene One 

The hut has been occupied for several days and looks it.  Sock are hanging on the line, 
sleeping bags and pads are strewn over benches and hanging from hooks and rafters. 
Cooking pots and dishes clutter the counter near the stove.  Enter Malcolm, outfitted in 
climbing gear, over-sized purple parka, crampons, overmitts, ice axe, etc.  He plunks 
down on one of the benches, exhausted.  After a few moments, Katie, also decked out in 
climbing gear, pokes her head through the doorway.  

 Katie 
(Barking)  Hey, Malcolm, remember what Francis said!   No crampons in the hut. 

 Malcolm 
I don’t care what Francis said.  You don’t want another meltdown right now.  It’d be an 
ugly site. 

 Katie 
You’re leaving puncture marks all over the floor.  

 Malcolm 
I’ll bring sandpaper next time.  Look, just let me catch my breath.  I haven’t recovered 
from the forced march. 

 Katie 
It was only three miles.  You said you trained for this. 

 Malcolm 
It’s the altitude.  I’m not used to it.  Just let me catch my breath. 

 Katie 
OK.  I won’t say anything.  But one thing—. 

 Malcolm 
Anything, my dear.  Just let me catch my breath. 

 Katie 
There’s a Snickers bar in the back flap of my pack.  Toss it to me, please. 

 Malcolm 
A Snickers bar?  You’ve been concealing provisions from the team?  While the rest of us 
surrender to that glop they feed us, all this time you’ve been holding out?  I recently 
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learned this mountaineering course is part of some diabolical government research 
designed to find out many days the human body can subsist on recycled cardboard?  This 
is how the government disposes of secret documents.  They run ‘em through a shredder, 
add vitamins and minerals, a few flavor ingredients, and  shape ‘em into little dumplings. 
Voila.  One pot glop, the favorite of mountaineers everywhere. 

Katie 
The Snickers bar, please. 

 Malcolm 
(Going for her pack)  Have you been able to identify any of the ingredients in last night’s  
dining experience?   What did it say on the label?   

 Katie 
Fusilli Pasta with Italian Sausage.    

 Malcomb 
We’re eating stuff they wouldn’t test on astronauts.   

 Katie 
Never mind.  Right now I just want the Snickers bar. 

 Malcolm 
(Rummaging through her pack) Let’s see, what other illegal substances there might be?  
Ah, what’s this?  (Holding a small tube)  More rations?  Food?  Wait a minute.  Lipstick?  
I’m disappointed.  I didn’t think you were that kind of gal.  You know it’s made from 
chicken fat--  

 Katie 
It’s lip gloss. 

 Malcolm 
Red lip gloss? 

 Katie 
It’s cherry flavored.  Number fifty sunscreen.  Keeps your lips from cracking.  Just give 
me the Snickers bar before I bash in your head with this ice ax to shut you up.   
  
 Malcolm 
A violent streak?  I never would have guessed that either.  (Walks across floor to hand her 
the candy bar.) 
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 Katie 
Thanks.  Now get those crampons off before Francis gets here. 

 Malcolm 
Don’t worry.  I’ll get my crampons off.  I’ll get my gear packed.  And I’ll get my sorry 
ass down to that airstrip before the planes arrive.  One thing’s for sure, I’ll be on the first 
plane out of here. 

 Katie 
What?  You don’t like our company? 

 Malcolm 
No offense, but this is not my usual crowd.  I tend to hang out in basement apartments  
with the lights off and computer on.  On top o that, I’m not the easiest guy in the world to 
get along with.  I think I’ve made that quite clear over the past four days.    

 Katie 
I’ve seen worse.  (Turns to leave)  Now, if you’re a good boy and get your crampons off 
before I get back, I’ll give you a piece of candy. 

Malcolm starts Pavlov panting as Katie exits.  He sits on a bench and takes off  his pack 
and parka.  He reaches in his pack and pulls out his stash.  He loads a small pipe and 
fumbles in his pockets for a lighter.  Katie reenters.  

 Katie 
Now what are you doing? 

 Malcolm 
What does it look like I’m doing? 

 Katie 
It looks like you’re about to violate one of the non-negotiables.   Immediate expulsion.  
No credit.  
  Malcolm 
(He takes a toke.)  As soon as the planes show up,  I’ll be happy to be expelled.  (He 
holds out the pipe to her. 

 Katie 
(She shakes her head.)  It may not mean anything to you, but I need the credits for my 
masters degree. 
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 Malcolm 
(He nods approvingly.)  That, I would expect.  (He takes another  toke.)  Look, you’ve 
put up with me the past four days, you’ve already earned plenty of credit in my book. 

 Katie 
Too bad you’re not accredited.  (She goes to the counter to light the stove.)  You want a 
cup of tea before we pack up?  I’m making water.  

 Malcolm  
Making water-- hmmm.  I get two distinct images, one which involves a cloaked figure 
mixing the contents of two vials in a giant beaker.  Vapors appear as the ghostly figure 
swirls the contents together and a clear liquid, good enough to drink, mysteriously 
appears.  Oddly, the other image involves an evacuation, as in “making water.” 

 Katie 
Well, the water I’m making comes from snow, and it’s not yellow.  I’m going to melt 
some, boil it, and have a cup of tea.  Would you care to join me? 

 Malcolm 
At this elevation, that would be 198.3  degrees Fahrenheit, 92.22 degrees Celsius.  From 
absolute zero, the lowest temperature theoretically possible, at which the motion of 
particles that constitutes heat would be minimal, that would be  −273.15 degrees Celsius, 
or -459.67 Fahrenheit, hence, at this altitude, water boils at 365.37 Kelvin.    

 Katie 
All right, already.  Do you or don’t you want tea? 

 Malcolm 
It would be my delight to share a cup of tea with you my dear.  And crumpets?  Are they 
stashed in your pack as well? 

 Katie 
(Shaking her head)  Malcolm, I have to ask.  Why did you come out here in the first 
place? 

 Malcolm 
Clearly, there are important elements of physically demanding activities that warrant first 
hand investigation.  However, I, personally, have come to the end of my rope.  Before the 
knots I didn’t learn come unravelled, I believe I will move on to endeavors more in line 
with my skill set. 

 Katie 
What brought you here in the first place? 
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 Malcolm 
Are you looking for short and sweet, or something psychoanalytical? 

 Katie 
(Flashing a sweet smile.)  You know me—. 

 Malcolm 
Imagine sitting in front of a computer eighteen hours a day, writing programs that purport 
to communicate with unknown universes.  One tends to lose connection with the whole 
self.  Hence, I figured a crash course in physical awareness would be in order.  What 
better place to get physical than here, the mountaineer’s playground. (Sounds of others 
arriving outside the door.)  Speaking of mountaineers, here come some now—. 

 Katie 
Malcolm, you still have your damn crampons on.  All right.  I’ll stall them outside a 
minute.  Now get your shit together--.   

 Malcolm 
Be careful out there.  One time I made water in the wrong place. 

(Katie shakes her head, exits.  Malcolm takes another toke and removes his crampons. 
Mark enters, a rope coiled neatly over his shoulder, a rack of climbing gear dangling off 
his pack.)  

 Mark 
(Sniffing the air)  Must be class is over. 

 Malcolm 
You want some? 

 Mark 
No, I’m working.  You better get this place aired out before Francis gets here. 

 Malcolm.  
What’s Francis gonna do?  Send me home?  That’s what I’m waiting for.  (Takes another 
toke.) On the whole, I think I’ve accounted admirably for myself.  I was straight since I 
got here, at least ‘til now.  I thought maybe, with all this stark natural beauty, I’d have an 
epiphany or something.  But when you’re dragged on a rope from one end of the glacier 
to the other it’s difficult to epiphanize. 

 Mark 
It may have felt like it, but I didn’t drag you anywhere.  You were under your own power. 
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 Malcolm  
Don’t get me wrong.  I appreciate it.  I mean it. To think I’ve been wearing velcro 
sneakers these past twenty years.  At least now I’ll be able to tie my own shoes. 

 Mark 
Too bad they don’t make velcro crampons.  Now get those damn things off before Francis 
shows up.  It’s my head too this time. 

(Enter Katie carrying a large basin filled with snow followed by Frank and Shawn.  They 
make their way to benches where their other gear is stashed.) 

 Mark 
(Getting everyone’s attention)  The planes will be here in less than an hour.  Get your gear 
together.  Francis wants everything down by the landing strip in thirty minutes.  We’ll 
debrief this morning’s ice climb. 

Malcolm 
Debrief.  Should I change my underwear? 

 Frank 
I think you should change your attitude.  You may not realize it, but some of us are taking 
this mountaineering course seriously.  

 Katie 
(Dropping chunks of snow into the pot on the stove)  Mark, I’m making tea before we go.  
Do you want some? 

 Mark 
(Shakes his head)  Maybe a drink of water-- I’ve got to pack the rest of the food.  Critters, 
even way up here. 

 Malcolm 
Besides, government investigators want to find out what we refused to eat. 

 Mark 
(Stuffing things from the counter into a large duffel bag)  From the looks of it, not much.  
Let’s see, here’s a bag of couscous, some green pea soup, pistachio pudding-- 

 Frank 
(Sorting his gear on the plywood table.)  I love pistachios.  I bought them in ten pound 
bags.  Ate ‘'em like candy.  That was before I found out how high in fat they were. 
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 Malcolm 
Frank, tell me, do tell me you have pistachios hidden away in some secret stash?  

 Frank 
Nope.  Like I said, I gave them up two years ago. 

 Malcolm 
I’m taking inventory in case we get stuck up here.  Anybody got a stick of butter? A 
pound of lard?  Whale muktuk? 
   
 Frank 
The morning I turned fifty, I realized the first fifty weren’t good enough.  I’m working on 
my second fifty.  I’ve given up fatty foods.  I run every day.  I’ve lost twenty-five pounds.  
And look at me.  I’m here, climbing with hotshot young punks like Shawn.  He’s been 
filling me in on the history of rap music.  What was the name of that group?  

 Shawn 
Two Live Crew.   
   
 Malcolm 
You mean two live shrew--.  I found them in my boots this morning. 

 Mark 
(Pulls a harmonica from his pocket and plays a little ditty, making up words as he goes 
along.)  I saw two live shrew/ wearing blue suede shoes/ I haven’t got a clue/ why I’m 
paying those dues/ Those two live shrew/ Chasin’ away my blues/  But before I’m 
through/ They’re goin’ in the stew… (Puts away harmonic and checks his watch.)  Now 
let’s get packing.  Train leaves in 29 minutes.   

(All begin packing.  Mark packs food from shelves in duffel.) 

 Katie 
(To Mark) I didn’t know you played the harmonica. 

 Mark 
I had to choose between my saxophone and my climbing gear.  There wasn’t room for 
both.  What can I say?  A harmonica fits in your pocket. 

 Katie 
I used to play the flute.  I mean, I probably still could.  I know the fingerings and 
everything.   
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 Mark 
That’s cool. 
   
 Katie 
I had to choose between the flute and grad school.  

 Mark 
My buddy Eric played this Incan flute.  We made quite the duo on storm days.  One time 
on Denali, we were tent bound three days.  After playing every tune we knew and some 
others we didn’t, we got to wondering why a lot of religious guys wandered off into the 
wilderness.  You know, like Jesus and Buddha and Mohammed.  Moses, he came back 
with the ten commandments, you know, rules to live by.  Well, we tried to name all ten, 
but for the life of us, we couldn’t remember.  In fact we were only ever positive about six.   
   
 Katie 
Let’s see--  there’s thou shalt not steal, thou shalt not lie,  

 Mark 
Remember the sabbath and keep it holy. 

 Katie 
Aren’t there two about messing around with somebody? 

 Malcolm 
You’re right.  Thou shalt not commit adulthood. 

 Katie 
Okay, how many is that?  Six? 
   
 Mark 
Anyway, for the next ten days on the mountain Eric and I asked every group of climbers  
we met if they knew the ten commandments.  I mean, most of the climbers we met were 
either European or North American so it was cultural.  Not one group we met could name 
all ten.  One guy could only come up with three, and another group might have got nine 
but since we didn’t have a copy, there was no way to tell.  There was a group of born-
again Christians were embarrassed they couldn’t come up with them until their leader 
used the Old Testament clause.   
  
 Katie 
The Old Testament clause? 

 Mark 
The born-agains stacked their money on the New Testament.  
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 Malcolm 
(Booming) Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor’s ass--.   

 Katie 
Hey Frank.  Do you know the ten commandments?   

 Frank  
Not me.  I flunked catechism.   

 Katie 
How about you Shawn?  Do you know the ten commandments?  Hey Shawn--.  (She 
pulls off Shawn’s headphones). 

 Shawn 
Huh?  

 Katie 
We’re wondering.  Do you know the ten commandments? 

 Shawn 
What’s that? 

 Malcolm 
You know, do unto others before they do unto you—. 

 Katie 
That’s some deviant variation of the golden rule, practiced all too often. 

(Shawn shrugs and puts on his headphones.) 
  
 Mark 
See what I mean.  No one can remember.  On our descent my buddy and I ran into this 
team of Italian climbers dug in at 14000.  We passed along trail information, gave them 
our leftover fuel, and then we asked the one guy who spoke a little English if he 
happened to know the ten commandments.  He looked a little bewildered, then turned and 
translated to his partners.  They conversed a few moments, then he turned back and asked 
if they could sing them in Latin.  What the heck, sure, we said.  He took a deep breath, 
and as if a beloved poem, he began chanting and one by one his partners pitched in, and 
around number six or seven another partner added a base harmony.  Finally, they stopped, 
and the first Italian turned back to me and said, “That’s ten.”    

Katie 
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That must have been lovely. 

Mark 
The trouble was, since neither of us knew Latin, we still didn’t know all ten.  

 Katie 
(Adding snow to the pot of water)  Okay then.  Why do you go to the mountains?  

 Mark 
I don’t know.  I’m more attuned with myself.  Especially here in the Alaska Range where 
the gods are pretty damn unforgiving.  In town, it’s unlikely I’m going to starve or freeze 
to death.  I might get mugged or run over by a car, but I don’t have to constantly be on 
guard, plan every move in advance.  

 Katie 
People in the city get soft? 

 Mark 
It’s different for everyone. But I know it’s true for me.  I go to the mountains because I I 
get bored in cities and become a slacker.  Out here.  I feel more alive. (beat)  My buddy 
Eric.  He was buff!  There wasn’t anything he couldn’t climb.  Thirty below zero or a 
hundred above, he didn’t care.  A big wall, an unclimbed peak, he was on it.  He was such 
an animal! 

 Katie 
Do you still climb with him?  

 Mark 
He disappeared in Nepal two years ago.  Avalanche, whiteout-- nobody knows for sure.  
He just wandered off.  They found his tent but not his body. 

 Katie 
I’m sorry.  You were close to him? 

 Mark 
He was a buddy.  We did some first ascents, had some long-winded arguments, a few too 
many beers.  (beat)  Sometimes you try not to get too close because it's a big 
commitment.  I was supposed to meet him in Nepal, but something came up.  

 Katie 
Something?  You mean a girlfriend? 

Page 11



 Mark 
How did you know? 

 Katie 
We have our ways.   Are you glad you didn’t go?  I mean, do you think anything would 
have changed? 

 Mark 
Who’s to say?  I doubt it.  Things happen in the mountains all the time, a lot of them out 
of your control.  There’s luck involved, and if you don’t kill yourself getting it, 
experience improves your odds.  Then something happens and there’s nothing you can do 
but ride it out.  Maybe you live, maybe not.  As it is, I picture Eric hiding out on some 
beach in the South Pacific. 

 Katie 
You’d have made a difference.  I think of all the things I’ve learned the past three days.  I 
mean—. 

 Mark 
Yeah, well, the learning curve is pretty high for people who pay attention.  (Mark closes 
up the duffel bag.)  Okay guys, be down at the airstrip in fifteen minutes or we leave you 
behind.  Malcolm, if you promise to stay on the trail down to the airstrip, I won’t tie you 
up and drag you behind my rope. 

 Malcolm 
(salutes)  On my honor, sir. 

 Mark 
Frank, I know you love to fondle your gear, but get packed up.    

 Malcolm 
Frank wants to know if he can carry the rope.  It makes him feel like a real mountaineer. 

 Frank 
Oh shut up, Malcolm.  I don’t need it from you.  I promised myself I wasn’t going to put 
up with killjoys like you anymore, so just shut up. 

 Malcolm 
Touchy, touchy. 

 Frank 
Oh just shut up! 
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 Mark 
(Pointedly to Frank and Malcolm)  Are you two through? 

 Frank 
Through?  I doubt it.  But I promise to behave until we get back to town.  (He starts 
repacking.) 

 Mark 
And you?  

 Malcolm 
(Malcolm nods and salutes.)  Sir, yes sir.  I promise to behave, sir.  Yes, sir.   

 Mark 
And Shawn-- what about you?  Shawn, are you there?  Earth to Shawn. (Shawn is 
oblivious, his body pulsing to the beat in his headphones.  Mark reaches for the 
headphones.)  Give me those damn headphones. 

 Shawn 
Hey man, what d'ya doing? 

 Mark 
We’re trying to communicate here.  You know, like talk with your partners.  (Takes 
headphones.)  I’m confiscating these until we get back to town. (Pulls out harmonica and 
plays a rap-like tune.)  I’ve packed my gear/ gettin' outta here/ gonna get some beer/ 
maybe see ya next year….  Platinum level boarding starts in fifteen minutes.  The rest of 
ya’ get packed in with the luggage.  So get your butts in gear! (He shoulders the duffel 
and exits.) 

 Shawn 
(Shouldering his pack)  I’m outta' here.  See you dudes on the tarmac. 

 Katie  
(Handing Malcolm a cup of tea)  Frank, you want a cup of tea?  I’m closing the kitchen.  
You can get one to go, no extra charge. 

 Frank 
Sure.  I never realized how much water I lost breathing at altitude.  Francis said 
dehydration was the primary cause of pulmonary edema.  (He opens his pack and begins 
rummaging around.)  Just a minute, I’ll get my cup. 

 Malcolm 
Frank, we’re only at seven thousand feet here. 
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 Frank 
I ‘m not taking any chances. 

 Katie 
I guess you can’t if you’re going to live to be a hundred. 

 Frank 
I’ve got charts back at the office that are pretty damn good figuring out how long a 
person might live.  If you smoke, premiums go up.  Have a garden, premiums go down.  
More than two drinks a day, premiums go up.  If you have a pet, premiums go down--.   

 Malcolm 
If you read the charts right, you can live forever. 

 Frank 
I won’t go that far, but you can definitely improve the odds.  Genetics, no doubt, plays a 
part, but just because you’re living the good life, it doesn’t mean you’ll live a long life.  

 Malcolm 
Carpe diem. 

 Frank 
What? 
  
 Malcolm 
Seize the day.   

 Frank 
Not if you want to live to be a hundred.   You have to think ahead, make plans for the 
future. 

 Katie 
Frank, did you find your cup?  I’m ready to head out, so you’re on your own here.  

 Frank 
Not yet.  But I’ll find it.  It’s got to be here somewhere.  You go on ahead.  I’ll close up 
shop. 

(Malcolm straps his crampons to his pack and joins Katie at the door.) 

 Katie 
The planes will be here any minute.   

Page 14



 Frank 
Don’t worry.  I’ll be there. (Katie and Malcolm exit.)  Okay, now where did I put that 
damn cup?  Francis said, keep your cup near the top of your pack.  That way you can get 
it easily.  Mountaineers always know exactly where everything is.  Let’s see, I put my 
sleeping bag next to—. 

(Lights fade.  End Scene 1.) 
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Act I, Scene 2 

(Enter Alex and Elizabeth.  Alex’s parka, mountaineering pants and huge pack are well-
worn whereas Elizabeth is sporting new gear and rucksack.) 

Elizabeth  
Alex, this is wonderful.  The way you described it made me think we were being exiled to 
a stalag camp.  (She moves to one of the benches and slips off her pack.  She goes to the 
window and stares out at the mountains.). What a view!  (She turns back to him.). You 
won’t believe what I’ve brought-- two kinds of pasta, three pounds of shrimp, wine, 
champagne.  None of that glop you wooed me with on the last adventure.  I’m going to 
fatten you up the next three days. (Seductively)  Finally, I’ve got you all to myself-- away 
from all your climbing buddies and those women who keep slinking out of the past.  
(Gasping)  Oh my god, look at you.  You shouldn’t be carrying that load.  Let me help 
you.  (She moves to help him off with his pack.) 

 Alex 
(Keeping a stiff back, he squats on one of the benches.)  I can do it, Lizzy. 

 Elizabeth 
I know you can do it.  All by yourself.  You’ve proven that over the past thirty years.   But 
now you have me.  To aid and abet.  We just signed a contract remember--  in sickness 
and health. 

 Alex 
(Smiling) I certainly came out ahead on that deal. 

 Elizabeth 
That’s to be seen. 

 Alex 
(Looking her up and down) I promise, you got snookered.  In fact, you signed off on 
some damaged goods. 

 Elizabeth 
We’ve got three days to find out. (They begin kissing, falling back on the bench and 
working up as much passion as possible bound by layers of clothes.  Elizabeth finally 
comes up for air.)  I’ve got just what we need right now. 

 Alex 
What’s that? 
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 Elizabeth 
(She moves to her pack, opens it, and pulls out a wrapped package.)  It’s a gift. 

 Alex 
What is it? 

 Elizabeth 
You have to guess. 

 Alex 
I’m not too good at guesses.  I’m more into sure things.  

 Elizabeth 
I’ll assume that last comment endearing.  But you still have to guess. 

Alex 
It’s soft.  A fur lined g string? 

 Elizabeth 
You’re in the right category. 

 Alex 
It’s clothing? 

 Elizabeth 
Not exactly. 

 Alex 
A new hat? 

 Elizabeth 
Nope 
   
 Alex 
Am I warm? 

 Elizabeth 
No, but you will be.  Go ahead and open it. 

 Alex 
I haven’t guessed it yet. 
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 Elizabeth 
I’ll let it go this time.  You need more practice. 

 Alex 
(He opens the package and holds up a large puffy triangular cloth.)  Diapers?  

 Elizabeth 
They’re not diapers, silly.  This is your Sweetie Pie.  See, it’s got zippers.  It zips right 
into your hundred-year-old mummy bag so there’s room enough for two.  I already 
measured it and everything.  (She goes to her pack and pulls out a large, well-worn stuff 
sack.  She opens the sack and pulls out Alex's duct-taped sleeping bag, tiny feathers flying 
all directions.)  I wanted to buy you a new sleeping bag, but knew as long as you had this 
one, you wouldn't use it.  (She holds the bag near her nose.)  

 Alex 
I wouldn’t get too close.  There’s some unsavory things went on in there. 

Elizabeth 
As soon as I zip in this Sweetie Pie, there just might be one more. 

 Alex 
We’ll see about that. 

 Elizabeth 
Yes, we will, won’t we?  Now, get the pads out of your pack.  I want to make our love  
nest as comfy as possible.  I want to try out some of those knots you taught me the other 
day.  

 (Two airplanes taking off sound in the distance.  They move to the window to watch.)   

There they go.  Now we’re really alone.   
   
 Elizabeth 
Think we should get a fire going?  There’s already wood here.  We don’t have to make a 
trip down to the airstrip to get ours. (no response)  Alex, a fire? 

 Alex 
Yeah, sure.  (still looking out the window)  The pads are in my pack.  I’ll get them. 
   
 Elizabeth 
Earth to Alex.   Earth to Alex.  Come in please.   I was talking about getting a fire started. 
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 Alex 
(Turning) Oh, sorry--. 

 Elizabeth 
Remember, you’re a retired mountain climber.  Your back is screwed up.  You’re a  
consultant for Mountain Maniacs.  You get a salary.  Your annual salary is more than 
you’ve earned the past ten years climbing.  You no longer need to push routes up 
unclimbed peaks.  You’ve done that.  You’re moving on.  I thought that part was clear.  

 Alex 
(He puts his arms around her.)  You’re more beautiful than any mountain. 

 Elizabeth 
I’m not sure how to take that.  Look out there-- craggy peaks, wind-scoured snow fields, 
barren rocky slopes. 

 Alex 
(Pointing out the window)  See how the south buttress curves like a gentle breast--. 

 Elizabeth 
From what you described there was nothing gentle when you tried to climb it. 

 Alex 
Who would have expected the storm to last ten days.  

 Elizabeth 
Your so-called compliment is rapidly degenerating.  Now I’m compared to a maelstrom. 

 Alex  
Thoughts of you kept me from giving up--.  (He pushes her onto the bench.) 

 Elizabeth 
(She rolls free.)  You didn’t even know me then.  We met during the interview after that 
climb.   
 Alex 
Trapped in a cave for days on end, winds howlin’ like a banshee outside, your mind does 
strange things.  It’s dark, cold, you go into survival mode where the key is sustained 
hallucinations.  Your mind tumbles along whatever path it wants, and in that cave, I kept 
picturing a woman whose smile melted my heart, whose mind was brilliant and witty 
beyond compare, and that’s what kept me going,  And when I opened my eyes, there you 
were.   
  
  

Page 19



 Elizabeth 
(She leans over and kisses him.) That’s more like it.  You keep that up for another couple 
of days, and you’ll find yourself one happy man. 

 Alex 
I am a happy man.   

Elizabeth 
I mean happy, like totally satisfied, ecstatic, full of joy, depleted of every last milligram 
of sadness.  (They kiss again, and make out on the bench.  Elizabeth pushes him back and 
sits on top of him.)  Stop a minute.  Before we get serious, I want to make the bed. 
   
 Alex 
 A fellow could get spoiled. 

 Elizabeth 
(Climbs off him)  Like I said, one happy man.  Now get up.  After all these years of 
roughing it, you’ve earned a few creature comforts.  Now, I suggest you offer your lovely 
new bride some champagne before you try to bed her.  You might find that loosens her 
inhibitions.    

 Alex 
Hmmm.  An appealing thought.  That reminds me of this other hallucination I had--. 

 Elizabeth 
Just get the champagne.  It’s in the top pocket of your pack.  

(She lays out pads and sleeping bags on the bench while Alex goes to his pack and 
unpacks the champagne bottle.  His attention is drawn out the window and he stands 
transfixed staring toward the south buttress.) 

 Elizabeth 
(Her back to him, she arranges bed clothes on a broad bench.)  I just couldn’t see using 
tin mugs to celebrate so I also packed two champagne glasses.  They’re in the bottom of 
your pack.  My mother insisted on it.  You know, it’s a family tradition to break the 
marriage crystal, never to be used again.  (Smoothing out their bed.)  Hand me your 
parka.  We’ll use it for pillows.  That’ll make it nice and cozy.  (She turns to see him 
staring out the window.)  Alex, don’t disappear.  Look at me.    

 Alex 
(Clicking in, he removes the foil wrapper from the champagne bottle and looks at her.)  
What-- what’s that?   
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 Elizabeth 
(Hesitates)  Never mind.  I want a fire in here.  If I’m going to run around bare-ass naked 
it’s gotta’ be warm.  You get the fire going, I’ll get the champagne glass. 

 Alex 
You brought champagne glasses? 

 Elizabeth 
Well, technically, you brought champagne glasses.  (She goes to his pack.)  They’re in the 
bottom of your pack, in a box. We can’t toast our marriage in some banged up old tin 
cups. 

(Alex retrieves box from his pack and hands it to Elizabeth.)  
  
 Alex 
I haven’t seen a good old tin cup in years.  Everything’s plastic these days.   
   
 Elizabeth 
(She holds up the crystals and pings them together.). These are the real thing.  
  
 Alex 
(He uncorks the champagne and pours.)  Like us.  
   
 Elizabeth 
Now you’re on the right track.  (Goes to window) Do you think we hang some curtains 
right here? 

 Alex 
But the view is the main attraction. 

 Elizabeth 
You got that wrong. 

 Alex 
Okay.  You’re the main attraction.  And once you get out of a few more layers, I promise  
I won’t get distracted.  (He looks her in the eyes.  They toast.) 

 Elizabeth 
A t'ais a'mour. 

 Alex 
Translate please. 
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 Elizabeth 
To the things you love. 

 Alex 
Crystal champagne.  None of my buddies would believe it. 

 Elizabeth 
(Setting her glass down)  Now get the fire started while I prepare the trousseau. 

 Alex 
Translate, please. 

 Elizabeth 
You’ll find out. 

(She slips into bed and disappears under the sleeping bags.   Alex lays a fire in the stove 
and lights it, then moves to stare out the window.) 

 Alex 
Set camp in the saddle at the top of the buttress.  From there, ten, maybe eleven pitches 
up the Cassin. That would be sweet.  (Looks out other window.  Excited)  See how the 
southeast ridge of Hunter curves gently to the east.  Imagine, peering over the edge into a 
that chasm.    

(Elizabeth pulls back the sleeping bag cover, and dressed in a slinky satin teddy, she 
strikes an enticing pose.   
  
 Alex 
(Oblivious)   Waterman disappeared on Hunter twenty-five years ago.  He set up camp on 
a bench below the summit and hung out.  Even though the weather was good, he never 
attempted the summit.  People starting thinking he was crazy or something, and became 
something of an attraction for flightseeing tours.  When pilots flew past he’d flip ‘em off 
or moon ‘em.  One day Buggsy and I had a day to kill, so we climbed up to check on him.  
He made us a cup of tea and though he didn’t say much, he pointed out an impossible 
pitch to the summit.  (Beat.)  Two weeks later, after a big storm, he was gone.  Maybe he 
got swept into a crevasse and he’s grinding slowly to the sea.  Or maybe he hiked out 
through the gorge and he’s climbing in Patagonia or Pakistan, or maybe he moved to New 
Jersey and started a family and plays golf on weekends. I guess it doesn’t matter all that 
much in the end.   

 Elizabeth 
What are you talking about? 
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 Alex 
I’m sorry.  I was talking to myself.  The mountains do that to you.  (He turns to look at 
her.)  Oh my god!  A vision.  Hark, a goddess appeareth!  
   
 Elizabeth 
Get your butt over here and give me some good lovin'.   

 Alex 
Yes, right away, my princess.  (beat)  More champagne? 

 Elizabeth 
(She nods royally and holds out her glass.)  If you please. 

 Alex 
(He pours.) As always, at your service. 

 Elizabeth 
(sipping) I do believe my inhibitions are just about properly lubricated.   

 Alex 
(Setting down the bottle and coming to her.)  We’ll see about that.   
   
 Elizabeth 
Yes, we will, won’t we?   

(As they kiss, droning sounds of one, then a second plane gets louder.  Alex breaks off and 
looks out the window.) 

 Alex 
Damnit!  I didn’t think those guys were going to make it out of here.   

 Elizabeth 
What are you talking about? 

 Alex 
We’re going to have company.    
  
 Elizabeth 
What!  You’re kidding?   

 Alex 
That low pressure was moving too fast.  It’s blocked the mouth of the gorge.  Those guys 
are trapped in here. 
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 Elizabeth 
(Looking out the window)  Maybe it’s just some sightseers.   

 Alex 
Nope.  Red 206’s.  It’s Max and Dawn, all right..  

 Elizabeth 
And they’re coming here, to the Mountain House?   

 Alex 
I suspect nothing less. 

  Elizabeth 
But this is our honeymoon.  We have reservations for the next three days. 

 Alex 
What can I say? 

 Elizabeth 
For one thing, you can go down there and tell them they have to stay somewhere else.   
   
 Alex 
I’ve got nothing invested in the climbing group, but Max and Dawn have saved my ass 
more times than you can count.  I owe them big time.   

 Elizabeth 
I don’t believe this is happening.   

 Alex 
There’s time for a quickie. 
   
 Elizabeth 
Screw you.  (Gestures out the window to the mountains.) Already I’m fighting for your 
attention with inanimate objects, now you expect me to share you with a dozen other 
people?  We came up here to be alone.  Just the two of us.   

 Alex 
I’m sorry.  What can I say?   

 Elizabeth 
There’s nothing you can say.  There’s nothing you can do.  Never mind that we have to 
share our honeymoon with eight other people.  I’m sure this will make a great story when 
we look back on it.  But I didn’t come here to get a great story.  I came here to spend 
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three days alone with my new husband.  I thought maybe we could get to know one 
another in a genuinely meaningful way, maybe talk about some long term plans. Like 
whether or not to have children, whether I should quit my job with the magazine, where 
we might want to settle down.  Is that asking too much? 

(Airplane landing noises are heard outside the window.) 

 Alex 
What can I say?   There’s only eight of them.     

(Elizabeth picks up her champagne glass and hurls it against the door.  It shatters.)  

  Elizabeth 
Just leave me alone.  I need to get dressed. 

(Black out.  End scene 2) 
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Act I, Scene 3  (Later that day) 

(Supplies from Elizabeth and Alex’s packs are stockpiled on the counter.  Dawn and Max 
are seated on a bench beside the plywood table.  Elizabeth peers into a large pot she has 
steaming atop the Coleman Stove.  She sorts through a collection of mugs on the counter, 
selecting four of them.)  

 Dawn 
Are you sure this isn’t a bother?  I’m positive you weren’t planning to entertain visitors.   
Max and I can sleep in one of the planes.  We’ve done it before, haven’t we, Honey?  
(Max nods.)  

  Elizabeth 
(Smiling faintly)  It’s not a problem--.  Alex has told me so much about you both.  I’m 
glad we finally get a chance to meet.  Would you like tea or coffee?  I have both.  
   
 Dawn 
I’ll take some tea, please.   

 Max 
Coffee for me, please.  

 Dawn 
Take it easy on the coffee, Honey.  Your doctor told you to cut back. 

 Elizabeth 
There’s plenty.  I brought a pound of French roast.  
  
 Dawn 
You’ve not seen Max drink coffee.  (To Max) Remember, the doctor told you to cut back.   

  Max 
I promise, I’ll cut back.  After I’m dead.   
  
  Elizabeth  
(She points to a can on the counter.)  There’s a can of  Hills Brothers if we get desperate.   
   
  Dawn 
In that case, never mind the tea, I’ll have coffee, too.   

 Max 
What?  You always have tea.  You never have coffee.   
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 Dawn 
I’m just being polite.  We’re guests here, remember?  Besides, if I drink coffee, you won’t 
drink so much yourself.  (To Elizabeth) Like I said, we can sleep in the plane.  We’ve 
done it before. One time Max wanted to show me this piece of property out by Big River.  
That’s way out to the west, past the Tordrillos.   As I recall Max dropped Alex off on a 
glacier out that way—. 

 Max 
Picked him up a month later when he ran out of food.  

 Dawn 
But anyway, like I was saying, we put down on this frozen lake out by Big River and 
things looked fine after a touch and go.  When we landed, we end up waterskiing cause 
underneath the snow is all this overflow.  Sure enough, we had to prop the skis up on logs 
and wait overnight for things to freeze up before we could take off.  As I recall it was 
minus fifteen that night.  I have to say, it was mighty cozy that night in the plane, but 
Max’s survival kit had two sleeping bags.  The worse thing was Max ran out of coffee 
and was pretty cranky the next morning.   

 Elizabeth 
(Opens a bag of cookies, arranges them on a plate, and sets them on the table.)  I’ve been 
known to be a little cranky myself if I don’t have my coffee.   

 Dawn 
If there’s one thing you have to figure out about marriage, it’s what makes the other one 
cranky.  Then figure out detours and compromises.  That’s what’s kept us together the 
past forty years.    
  
 Elizabeth 
Forty years?  I can’t believe you’ve been married that long.   

 Dawn 
I hate to admit it in front of Max here, but it’s been pretty much smooth sailing most of 
the way. (reaches to hold Max’s hand)  We’ve had a few bumpy rides, that’s to be 
expected, but all in all we’ve had smooth sailing. 
    
(Elizabeth hands Max his coffee.)  

  Max 
(Looking at Elizabeth)  I just have one question-- how did a grimy, grungy, unkempt, 
poverty-stricken degenerate mountain climber like Alex ever end up with such a lovely 
young woman as yourself?   
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 Elizabeth 
(shrugs ) I think it was fate. 

 Dawn 
Same as you old fart.  If you remember forty years ago, you needed a little cleaning up 
yourself.  Look at you now—you clean up okay. 

 Max 
That was different.  At least I had a job forty years ago. 

 Dawn 
You call salvaging broken airplanes for room and board a job?    

 Max 
You got to start somewhere.  

 Elizabeth 
Alex has a job.   

 Max 
You’re kidding?   

 Elizabeth 
Mountain Maniacs.   He’s a consultant.  He recommends gear and equipment.     

 Max 
I’ll be damned.  Thirty years!  That’s gotta be a record.   
  
 Elizabeth 
A record for what? 

 Max 
Joblessness.    

 Dawn 
You’ll have to forgive Max.  He’s kinda old-fashioned when it comes to work. 

 Elizabeth 
I’m worried about this consulting job.  In his mind, he’s still a young man.  He’ll want to 
test it under taxing conditions before he gives anything thumbs up.   
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 Dawn 
(Sipping her coffee.  Makes a face.)  If you don’t mind my saying, he’ll be the perfect 
doting father. 

 Elizabeth 
That’s another thing I’m worried about.  Like with climbing, he’ll invest everything he’s 
got in his kids, and I’m not sure kids need that much attention.  They need space to figure 
things out for themselves.   

 Dawn 
Obviously, you’ve given this some thought.   
   
 Max 
That’s another thing when you’re married, theres always someone who knows how to run 
your life better than you do.   Just leave the boy alone.  He’ll figure things out.   

 Dawn 
Never mind him, he’s always saying stuff to get you riled up. 
   
 Max 
It’s true.  Dawn always tells me what to do.  

 Dawn 
I remind him--. 

 Max 
Just short of henpecked.  Not so bad as our neighbor Harold.  He doesn’t say much, and 
the few things he says, she corrects him.     

Dawn 
Give me a break! 

Max 
Most of the time, I’m okay with it.  No need both of you keeping track of everything.   
But every so often, things get crossed up and you got to straighten it out. 

 Elizabeth 
Is there a secret?  How do you stay together so long?   
   
 Max 
She does the bookkeeping.  I do the flying.  Every now and then, you cross over.  Like 
now, for instance. 
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 Dawn 
Don, his other pilot has a cousin visiting from Ohio.  Well, he told us it was his cousin, 
but I think he just wanted to take a week off and go fishing.  What with the weather 
coming in, rather than have Max take two trips, I agreed to fill in.   

 Max 
She didn’t want Alex and me to get stuck up here with all these young women climbers.   

 Dawn 
He still dreams about the time he and Alex brought those two fashion models out here for 
a photo shoot and got weathered in for five days-- at least that’s what he tells me.   

 Elizabeth 
Alex and I agreed not to delve too deep into the past. 
   
 Dawn 
It may have come as a shock when some people heard Alex got married.  I could see, he 
was ready to settle down.    

 Max 
He was tired of schlepping stockbrokers and insurance salesmen up places where they 
had no business.   

 Elizabeth 
Well, I hope you’re right. 

(Alex enters, clad in mountaineering gear and parka, carrying a bundle of firewood.)   
   
 Alex  
Everything all right up here?   
   
 Dawn 
Nothing a break in the weather wouldn’t fix--. 
     
 Max 
(Clicking an imaginary remote device) I can’t seem to find the clear sky movie channel.  I 
registered a complaint with the manager at the front desk but she said she couldn’t do 
anything until this weather cleared out.  These other channels are all fuzzy too--. 
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 Elizabeth 
I’ve got water on.  Would you like a cup of tea? 

 Alex 
Not yet.  Francis said they’d weather it out down at the airstrip.  They’re digging in.  
Mark said he’d keep the planes shoveled off.  

 Elizabeth 
They’re not coming up here? 

 Max 
If you sign up for wilderness adventure, there’s nothing like a good storm where you curl 
up in a bombproof tent and wait it out.  Personally, after a day’s work, there’s nothing like 
a cup of coffee and a nice warm bed. 

  Alex 
(Their usual bantering) I understand the part about a nice warm bed, but tea is lighter, 
easier to pack, and a good black tea packs as much punch as coffee. 

  Max 
It’s not like I have to carry a bag of beans on my back like some damn fool mountain 
climber.    
  
  Alex 
(Stacking the firewood near the stove.)  You’re an addict, admit it.    
   
 Max 
You’d rather me fall asleep after I’ve pulled your sorry ass off of some god-forsaken 
mountain.  Wouldn’t that make a great story?  World Renowned Mountaineer Dies in 
Plane Accident.  You’d get buried on the third page of the New York Times. (Takes a sip of 
coffee.)  And look at you, bringing in a load of firewood.  I thought you believed in 
roughing it. 

 Alex 
You think I’m going soft?  Now that I’m married? 

 Max 
You’re definitely coming up in the world.  But how in blazes were you able to hoodwink 
Elizabeth into marrying you?    
   
 Alex 
There are strange things done, in the midnight sun, by the men who moil for gold—. 
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 Max 
Moiling is one thing.  But how you struck it rich assaulting these poor mountains is 
another.    
  
 Alex 
Remind me to explain it to you sometime.  But right now, if you can bring yourself to put 
down that coffee for a moment, I’ll help you tie down your planes so they don’t get eaten 
by the storm.  In case you haven’t noticed, we’re in for a bit of weather. 

 Max 
As much as I’d like, I can’t argue. (Pulls on his leather flight jacket.)  If you’ll excuse us 
ladies--.  (As they exit.)  What’s this about a corporate sell-out? 

  Dawn 
They’re always like that.  Trying to get each other’s goat.  I don’t know why.   

 Elizabeth 
Male bonding.  Insults as a form of admiration. 

(Elizabeth and Dawn sip their coffee.) 

 Dawn 
You know, after seeing him live out of a backpack all these years, it’s hard to picture Alex 
settling down.  I mean, everything he owned fit in his pack or the back of that old van.   

 Elizabeth 
We’ve talked about settling down in Wyoming, the Wind River area.   Maybe look for a 
small ranch in the middle of nowhere.  At least off the beaten track.  That’s one of the 
reasons we can’t stay around here.  Too many pilgrims. 

 Dawn 
How’s his back?       

 Elizabeth 
The doctors say he’ll never have full range of motion, but we’re not resigned to that.  You 
know how headstrong he is.  Every waking moment he’s using willpower to heal his 
back.  That, and some weird tasting mineral concoction he mixes up every morning.  Six 
months now, and he’s improved mobility five percent.  That might not seem like much, 
but to us it’s a major victory. (beat)  Us--.  It’s a little strange using that word us.  I mean, 
it’s been years of just I or me.  It takes some getting used to.  Us—. 

 Dawn 
Believe me, you’ll get used to it.   
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 Elizabeth 
That’s one thing I can’t figure out.  I mean, how much independence do you give up to be 
married? 

  Dawn 
Marriage is based on compromise.  And tolerance.  But don’t let stray too far from who 
you are.  

 Elizabeth 
You make it sound so easy. 

 Dawn 
Trust yourself, that’s all you can do.  (Another sip of coffee)  Now seriously, honey, Max 
and I can sleep in one of the planes.  Like I said, we’ve done it before, we can do it again.  
I know you and Alex came here to get away from everybody.  My god, it’s your 
honeymoon--. 

(There’s a loud rapping on the door.) 

 Dawn 
Now who on earth could that be? 

 Elizabeth 
(Goes to open the door.)  Max wouldn’t knock would he? 

 Dawn 
No, not Max. 

(Elizabeth opens the door.  Enter Frank.) 

 Frank 
Excuse me ladies, but I’m looking for my cup.  I think I left it here by mistake when we 
were packing up. 

 Elizabeth 
There are some cups over on the counter by the stove.  Have a look. 

 Frank 
You don’t mind?  I’m sorry to break in like this, but you know how mountaineers get 
attached to their equipment. It’s not only my cup, but my bowl and my plate, everything.  
Anything I eat or drink comes out of that cup.  Mountaineers are totally dependent on 
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their cup.  You try to find just the perfect cup, and then you hang on to it for a lifetime.  
You build a relationship with your cup, stockpile adventures, memories--. 

 Elizabeth 
Would you like a cup of tea?  There’s water on the stove. 

 Frank 
Sure, if you don’t mind.  Mountaineers need to stay hydrated.  You don’t realize it, but 
this cold, dry air sucks moisture from your body.  Drink fluids whenever you can.  Tea is 
good.  I love coffee, but coffee is a diuretic and mountaineers need to retain moisture.  
Especially at night.  Mountaineers hate to crawl out of their sleeping bags in the middle 
of the night and lose the envelope of heat energy--. 

 Elizabeth 
There are plenty of cups on the counter if you can’t find yours.  No one will mind if you 
take one. 
   
 Frank 
(Looking through the assortment of cups)  Thanks, but a mountaineer needs to keep track 
of his gear.  If a mountaineer was on an expedition and lost his cup, he’d stop everything 
until he found it.  You’re only as strong as your weakest link.  Not being able to eat or 
drink because you lost your cup would be considered a weak link. 
   
 Dawn 
Do me a favor.  I’m sorry,  I didn’t catch your name. 
  
 Frank 
Frank.  Frank Craycroft.  I’m from Minneapolis.   

 Dawn 
Do me a favor, Frank Craycroft from Minneapolis.  Sit down here at the table and relax a 
minute while you think about where you left your cup.  Elizabeth will fix you some tea in 
a different cup, and if by the time you finish the tea, you haven’t figured out where your 
all time favorite mountaineering cup is, well, you’ll just have to use a different one.   
   
 Frank 
(Thinks about it a moment, then sits down.)  I’m sorry.  Of course you’re right.  I don’t 
know what’s gotten into me.  With this storm coming in, I’m a little over-amped.  You 
know, we don’t have mountains in Minnesota so I’m new to all this.  I had no idea 
everything was so big, and that I was so small.  

 Dawn 
You get used to it.    
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 Frank 
Francis says there’s a chance we might be stormed in for three or four days. 

 Elizabeth 
Three or four days? 

 Dawn 
I’m sure it won’t be that long.  But it never hurts to be prepared in case it does.  Once, 
Max and I had to wait three days up Granite Creek before the fog lifted.  In this country 
schedules don’t mean a thing.  This is waitin’ country. 

 Elizabeth 
What do you mean? 

 Dawn 
You wait for opportunities.  Even Max, who’s flown these mountains over thirty years 
knows better than to try and sneak through the gorge in these conditions.  I don’t care 
what instruments you’ve got or how good you are at reading them.  Those granite walls 
are unforgiving, especially the turns at the end.  If you don’t believe me, ask Max to show 
you the carcasses of those who tried. 

 Frank 
You mean real carcasses?  People’s bones are out there? 

 Dawn 
Airplane carcasses-- mashed up airplane engines, metal struts twisted like pretzels, 
propellers folded like accordions.  That was Max’s job, salvaging wrecked airplanes, 
before he became a pilot and started the flying business.  Personally, I think it’s a 
perfectly sobering way to get into the air service business.  You’ve heard the saying, there 
are bold pilots, and there are old pilots, but there are no old bold pilots. 

(Elizabeth hands Frank a cup of tea.)  
   
 Frank 
Thanks.   

(It starts snowing outside.)  

  Dawn 
If you don’t mind, I’ll have tea.  I don’t even like coffee.  I’m just trying to get Max to cut 
down.  Can I pour this out somewhere? 
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 Frank 
We used that big bucket at the end of the counter.   

 Dawn 
The slop bucket--.  (She moves to empty her cup)  Slob bucket is more like it.  When Max 
emptied it he slopped it all over the kitchen floor.   We used one the first three years 
before I convinced him to put in water and septic, at least for dishes and washing up.  
Well, what I actually told him was that I would withhold sex until he installed some kind 
of water system.  I don’t mind a trip to the outhouse.  But a few simple pleasures, like hot 
running water…  
  
 Elizabeth 
Look at that, it’s snowing. 

 Dawn 
(Returns to her seat)  Frank, have you ever been in a storm?  
   
 Frank 
Like I said, I’m from Minnesota.  We’ve had storms that cut power for a day or two, but 
nothing like what I’ve heard happens up here. 
   
 Dawn 
I hope you brought a good book to read.   

 Frank 
Actually I didn’t.  

 Dawn 
I’d suggest you take one from that shelf over there.  If you have to hibernate for a few 
days, it never hurts to have something to occupy your mind.  

 Frank 
Do you mind?   

 Elizabeth 
That’s what books are for.  

(Frank browses shelf.) 

 Dawn 
Alex told us you freelance for magazines. 
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 Elizabeth 
I met Alex on an assignment.  I was doing a story on the wilderness classic, you know, 
human pits body against nature kind of thing. 

 Dawn 
Is that the one when he ran into the grizzly bear floating down the river? 

 Elizabeth 
(Smiling)  He’s told me.   He fought it off with a kayak paddle. 

 Dawn 
Did he ever show you the story he wrote? 

 Elizabeth 
I didn’t know he wrote.  Well, I mean, he wrote some letters, but I didn’t know he wrote 
stories. 

 Dawn 
Rough around the edges, but plenty of heart in it, and some good writing as well.  Ask 
him about it sometime. 

 Elizabeth 
There are a lot of things I’ve got to learn about Alex.   
   
 Dawn 
Don’t worry honey, you’ll have plenty of time for that.   

(Max and Alex enter, brushing snow from their jackets.) 
    
 Alex 
Three times a year, they fly me to exotic places and take some pictures for the catalog.    
You know, Mongolia, the Fiji Islands, the Eiffel Tower.  I get my own label, just like I 
was somebody important--. 

  Max 
(Hanging up his flight jacket)  I always thought of you as a dirt-bag climbing.  I never 
thought you’d make anything of yourself.  

 Alex 
My financial advisor said my experience this past thirty years was earned capital.  It adds 
something to my net worth.  All this time I was just wandering around the mountains.  
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 Max 
Don’t trust those gamblers.  Put your money in land, or gold.  They ain’t makin’ it 
anymore of it.  At least on this planet.  

 Alex 
I’m opening an outlet at Basecamp, deep discounts for bonafide card-carrying dirt-bag 
climbers like myself.  

 Max 
You’ll never compete with Salvation Army.  (Moves to sit at the table)  I could sure use 
me a cup of that fine-tasting coffee.  You got any left, young lady, or did Dawn here drink 
it all while I was gone? 

 Elizabeth 
We’ve used all the hot water.   I’ll make some more.   

 Max 
I thought only God could make water. 

 Alex 
Watch this.  (He picks up a chunk of snow from the floor and squeezes it between his 
fingers.  Water drips out.)  What do you think about that? 

 Max 
I’d heard rumors, but now I’m a believer.  As one of the gods, you get your own label.   
   
 Alex 
Instead of an alligator, a dog foaming at the mouth.  Buggsy came up with it.  Mad Dog 
gear.  Adventure on the edge.        

 Max  
So what do you hear from Bugsy?   

 Alex 
Who the hell knows?  First I hear he’s got a new girlfriend.  Then I hear it’s not a 
girlfriend, it’s a boyfriend.  Some hot stud young climber from Brazil. They’d spent three 
weeks climbing around naked in the canopy of the rain forest, never touched the ground.  
Slept in hammocks with monkeys every night.   Next time he comes through town, ask 
him about it. 

 Max 
I thought he’d be livin’ on some south sea island.    
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 Alex 
Brazil is in the south. 

 Max 
I meant livin’.  You know, in a little shack by the ocean, a couple of native wives seein’ to 
your every need.   

 Dawn 
In your dreams you old fart.      
   
 Max 
Ain’t that what dreams are for?   Now what’d ya’ do with that coffee you had in your 
cup?  I know you didn’t drink it. 

 Dawn 
(She walks over and begins fanning him as if he were in the south seas.)  It’s in the slop 
bucket.  If you can’t wait until we make some more water,  I’ll strain it out for you, dear. 

 Max 
It’s a good thing I brought my thermos.  Alex, hand me that thermos on the floor there 
beneath my jacket. 

 Dawn 
I thought you drank up your thermos on the way out here. 

 Max 
I did.  (Alex hands him a thermos.)  This is my backup thermos.   Look at this cup I 
found.  It’s insulated so my coffee won’t get cold.   

 Frank 
That’s my cup!  I’ve been looking for that.   

  Max 
I found it under the seat in the plane.   

 Alex 
Looks like booty to me.   

 Max 
I’ve never drunk coffee out of a chartreuse mug.  I wonder what it tastes like?   
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 Alex 
(Hands Frank a different mug from the table.)  Here, take this.  And if I were you, I’d 
hightail to camp while you can still find it.  

 Frank 
Thanks.  (He prepares to leave by pulling on his thin polypro liner gloves, then struggles 
to put on bulky fleece-lined overmitts.) 

 Elizabeth 
You need help with that?   

  Frank 
If you don’t mind.  I haven’t quite got the knack of it yet.   

 Elizabeth 
(Helps with overmitts)  I feel like a mom.   
  
 Alex 
Hand me that basin and I’ll fill it with snow.  As long as we’ve got the wood stove going, 
we might as well make water.   

 Dawn 
Max’ll get it.  (She gives him “the look”.  Resigned, he puts down his coffee mug and 
takes the basin.)  
  
 Dawn 
Since you’re such a gentleman, I’ll get the stove going and make some more coffee. (She 
goes to the stove.)  This contraption still work the same way?   

 Elizabeth 
(Helping Frank with his other overmitt.)  Just pump it, adjust those levers and light it.   
   
 Dawn 
I cooked on one of these the first year of our marriage when Max and I lived in a place 
not much bigger than this hut.  We climbed up into a sleeping loft but it was about the 
same size. 
   
 Elizabeth 
Didn’t you get claustrophobic, especially in winter? 
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 Dawn 
(Lighting the stove)  Can’t say as I did.  Max spent a lot of time at the shop fixin’ up his 
airplane, and I took a long walks every day rain or shine, and in summer I had a garden 
with cabbages and carrots and potatoes, and we canned a bunch of salmon, and Max 
would end up with moose hindquarters hauling hunters back and forth. We were living 
the good life. 

 Elizabeth 
It sounds romantic.   
   
 Dawn 
I can’t say as though I’m nostalgic for it.  Forty below three weeks straight in January and 
we had to keep a hole in the ice open for water.  The cold starts to get to you after awhile 
no matter how many good books you have stacked up next to the stove.     

(Enter Max with basin full of snow.  Dawn sets a large pot on the wood stove and fills it 
with snow.) 

 Frank 
(Gathering up his new cup and a book.)  I’ll see you folks a little later.  Thanks. 

 Alex 
Keep your shovel handy.  Don’t cook in your tent.  We lost a couple fellows a few years 
back to carbon monoxide poisoning. 

 Max 
 (He pours coffee from his thermos.)  Thanks for the cup.  I promise to put it to good use. 
   
(There’s a commotion outside and the door bangs open.  Katie enters, out of breath)   

 Katie 
We need help!  We can’t find Frances! 

(Blackout, End Act I) 

Intermission 
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ACT II, Scene 1, 

(A few hours later.  A blizzard rages outside.  Dawn is  at the window, peering through the 
storm for sign of the rescue party.  Elizabeth is at the table shucking heads from a 
package of shrimp.) 

 Dawn 
I wouldn’t know the first thing about pulling someone out of a crevasse. 

 Elizabeth 
I hope she’s all right?   

 Dawn 
(Moves over to the stove to stir the pot of soup.)  There’s not much we can do besides 
feed ‘em and keep ‘em warm.  I don’t like using up our wood, but they’re going to need 
to warm up when they get here. 

  Elizabeth 
I wish we could do more.  I feel so helpless. 

 Dawn 
Hunker down.  Wait it out.  That’s all you can do.    
   
 Elizabeth 
(Beat)  Do?  More like a time to be--.   

 Dawn 
What? 

 Elizabeth 
I had a friend who always talked about doing and being, you know, with capital letters.  
(Sees a puzzled look on Dawn’s face.)  Whether what you do is an extension of who you 
are, or who you are is an extension of what you do.  She tried to connect it to genetics 
and DNA--.  

 Dawn 
I don’t know anything about that stuff.   

  Elizabeth 
It’s like when I take an assignment for a magazine.  Sometimes I have to do things to 
write the story— track people down, go to strange places, do a lot of running around to 
piece together a story people might find interesting.  Other times, I may not be thinking 
about anything in particular, but just because of who I am, I find myself in the middle of 
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a story and I wonder if it came to me because my job as a reporter was to make 
connections and I wonder if  I hadn’t been there, it wouldn’t have been a story, even 
though it happened.  
   
 Dawn 
Like I said, I don’t know anything about that stuff. 

 Elizabeth 
Alex was right.  Your mind does strange things up here in the mountains.    

 Dawn 
Now what about this bread?  Should I cut it up? 

 Elizabeth 
Sure.  There’s some butter and garlic on the counter over by the wine.  Wrap it in foil and 
stick it on the stove. 

 Dawn 
Shrimp, garlic, butter, wine—.  I wonder what the rich people are eating tonight? 

 Elizabeth 
(Shucking shrimp)  I’m sure I told the fishmonger to take off the heads. I don’t mind 
peeling shells, but I hate seeing those eyeballs peer up at me.  

 Dawn 
Max has some rations stashed down in the planes.  I have to warn you though, he leans 
toward Spam and pilot biscuits.  None of this fancy, high falutin' food for him.   

 Elizabeth 
It’s just soup.   

 Dawn 
Shrimp soup?   

 Elizabeth 
If you grow up on the coast, it’s not so unusual.  Shrimp soup, garlic shrimp, shrimp 
tacos, shrimp salad-- there’s a thousand ways to fix it.  To me, eating moose is high 
falutin’. 

 Dawn 
You can’t beat moose for good eating, and salmon—.   
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(The door to the hut blows open and a blast of snow swirls in, followed by Malcolm 
wearing goggles and climbing gear.) 

 Malcolm 
(Pushes the door shut.)  They’re bringing her up.  They’re right behind me.   

 Dawn 
How is she? 

 Elizabeth 
Is she all right? 

 Malcolm 
We don’t know.  She’s still unconscious.   

 Dawn 
Is everybody else okay? 

 Malcolm 
(He nods.)  Frozen.  But okay.   

(Loud banging on the door.) 

 Alex 
(Yelling from outside)  Open the door--. 

(Malcolm opens the door and Alex, Max, Shawn, Katie, Mark, and Frank enter.  They’re 
carrying Francis' body inside a sleeping bag, a pair of skis used as stretcher. Francis’ 
head is bandaged and immobilized between thick padding.) 

 Alex 
Okay.  Put her on the table--. 

 Mark 
Don’t jostle her.  Her pelvis is probably broken.    
  
 Alex 
Okay.  Here we go-- we move together.  We’re going to put her down.  One, two, three.  
(They set her on the table.) 

 Mark 
(Placing his ear next to her mouth.)  She’s still breathing.  (Places his fingertips along the 
side of her neck)  Frank, time thirty seconds. 
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 Frank 
(Fumbling with his mittens to find his watch)  Okay, ready?  Go. 

 Mark 
Hold it.  I’m not finding a pulse. (beat)  There it is.  Shit. 

 Elizabeth 
What’s the matter?  How is she? 

  Alex 
We need someone to get in the bag with her..   

 Mark 
 Any volunteers? 

 Alex 
(Stripping off his outer layers)  That bag’s too small for three.  Grab that other one over 
on the bench.  
   
 Elizabeth 
What’s going on?   

 Alex 
(To Elizabeth) Take your clothes off. 

 Elizabeth 
What? 
  
 Mark 
We need people to get in the sleeping bag with Francis. 

 Alex 
Take your clothes off.   

  Elizabeth 
Everything? 

 Alex 
I guess you could leave on your trousseau. 

 Elizabeth 
You don’t wear a trousseau--.   
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 Mark 
(Unzipping Francis’ sleeping bag)  Katie, help me with this.  We need to get her out of 
her clothes. 
   
 Katie 
How are we going to do that? 

 Mark 
Scissors anybody? 

 Frank 
Yeah, on my Swiss Army knife.  (Wearing his mittens, he fumbles to get the knife.)  

 Mark 
(Pointing) There’s one in the first aid kit at the end of the counter.   

 Dawn 
(Gets the scissors.)  I can help.   

(Dawn, and Katie cut away Francis’ clothing while Alex and Elizabeth get undressed. ) 

 Elizabeth 
(Undressing)  This is not exactly what I had in mind for our honeymoon--. 

(Blackout) 
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ACT II, Scene 2 

(An hour later.  Alex and Elizabeth are in the sleeping bag, Francis sandwiched between 
them.  Others are scattered about the hut eating soup and bread or drinking tea, or in 
Max’s case, coffee.)            

 Elizabeth 
This reminds me of a trick an old boyfriend once tried on me.   

 Alex 
How did it work? 

 Elizabeth 
It didn’t.   

 Mark 
(Coming over to them.)   Excuse me--.  I want to take her temperature again.  (To 
Elizabeth) Do you mind?  

 Elizabeth 
(Shakes her head)  Every now and then I see her lips move.  

   Alex 
What happened?  How did she fall? 

 Mark 
(Checking her pulse)  I don’t know. I was helping Malcolm shore up the wall around his 
tent, and when I looked back she was gone.  I mean, we wanded the perimeter, but she 
must have walked off beyond it.  At first I thought she was in the tent with Katie, but 
when I checked, she wasn’t there.  That’s when we started searching. 
   
 Alex 
How long before you found her? 

 Mark 
I don’t know.  At most, thirty minutes.  You know how it is when you’re buckling down 
for a storm and trying to do twenty things at once.  Shawn saw her tracks leading off or 
who knows how long we might have searched.  Shit. I can’t believe it.  She’s so damn 
meticulous all the time.  Then one slip and look what happens. 
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 Alex 
Sometimes you just screw up.   

 Mark 
She knew her limits and knew what she doing and she kept her cool.  That’s why students 
trusted her. 
   
 Alex 
Bugsy climbed with her in the Andes.  Right after they bagged a couple of peaks in 
Argentina, they bagged the relationship.  

 Mark 
Like I said, Francis had high expectations.   

 Alex 
Yeah, Bugsy mentioned something about that.  He wasn’t one much for compliments, but 
he did say she was hell on skis.      
  
 Mark 
She has family in Idaho. We should notify them--. 

 Elizabeth 
What are you guys talking about?  Francis isn’t dead yet.  She’s right here next to me.  
She’s getting warmer.  I can feel it.  You guys are talking like she’s already dead.  Can’t 
we do something?  We can’t just let her die. 

 Alex 
We’re doing what we can.   It’s not as if Max can fly her to the emergency room.     

 Mark 
(Looking into her eyes)  Are you in  there, Francis?  You can come back now.   We’re at 
the Mountain House.  Everybody’s okay.  We’ve got some hot soup for you.  It’s got fresh 
shrimp in it. (beat)  Remember that time you told me about?  When you caught all those 
prawns off the coast of Baja, and Diego said not to put them in posole, but after three 
bowls, he changed his mind. (beat)  Blink or something-- let me know you’re okay.  

 Alex 
Anything? 

 Mark 
(Shakes his head)  Nothing.  Let’s switch out.  You two should get something to eat.   
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 Elizabeth 
I’m not hungry.   But I could use something to drink.   

 Mark 
I’ve got some tea here.   

 Elizabeth 
No, I mean, drink.  Like a shot of whiskey.  Maybe something stiffer.  

 Mark 
She’s not dead yet.   

 Malcolm 
(Loudly)  Shawn, here’s your chance.  Your hero Bugsy has been in there. 

 Frank 
Shut up, Malcolm. 

 Malcolm 
I forgot about Frank.  He’s had the hots for Francis from the beginning. 

 Frank 
Shut up, Malcolm. 

 Malcolm 
Keep an eye on him though.  

  Mark 
Shut up, Malcolm. 

 Katie 
I’ll get in with her.   

 Frank 
If it’ll make a difference, I’ll get in. 

 Malcolm 
Frank will stay there until she’s cold and stiff, especially stiff.   

 Elizabeth 
(glaring at Malcolm)  You're disgusting.  
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 Malcolm 
I can’t help it. It’s one of my many character flaws.   

 Elizabeth 
We’ve got a woman who’s dying here. 

 Malcolm 
(Moving center stage)  We might as well try to revive the iceman they found in the Alps.  
   
 Katie 
Shut up, Malcolm. 
   
 Malcolm 
When does an accident become intentional? 

 Mark 
(Glaring) Shut up, Malcolm. 

 Malcolm 
Maybe she forgot to take her happy pills.  Maybe she decided it wasn’t worth it any 
longer.  (Mark moves toward Malcolm.)  Was she taking anything?   

(Mark slugs Malcolm in the mouth. Malcolm staggers back, collapsing on a bench.)  

 Mark  
Now shut up about it. 
    
 Frank 
Give him another one.  I’ve wanted to do that the past two days. 

 Mark 
(To Malcolm) Am I getting through to you?   

 Malcolm 
(Mumbles) Aye aye, sir. 

 Frank 
(To Malcolm) Maybe that will shut you up for awhile. 

 Mark 
Frank, put a sock in it.  (beat)   We’re doing what we can to save Francis.  Unless anyone 
has a better idea, we’ll keep two people in the bag with Francis all night.  Katie, you and 
Frank are next.  Strip down and get in there.  Don’t move her, she’s broken some bones--. 
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(Lights down) 
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Act II, Scene 4 

(The next morning.  It’s cold.  The blizzard continues unabated.  Shawn is in the sleeping 
bag with Francis.  The others are sprawled throughout the hut in various sleeping 
arrangements.  Marks stirs first, slowly dragging himself out of his bag to check on 
Francis.) 
   
 Mark 
(Standing over Francis, he checks vital signs, then pulls out a flashlight and shines it in 
her eyes. After a few moments he moves to a bench where he sits in mourning.)  Shit! 

(Lights fade.) 
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Act II, Scene 5 

(Later.  Mark is sitting in the same position.  Dawn, her sleeping bag wrapped like a cape 
over her shoulders, gets up to light the gas stove.  She tries to be quiet, but is not 
succeeding.  She tries several times, but the stove fails to light.) 
  
 Mark 
It’s out of gas.   

 Dawn 
(She gasps.)  You startled me.  I didn’t think anyone else was up. 

 Mark 
I’ve been up awhile.   

 Dawn 
It’s cold in here.  You should put on another layer. 

 Mark 
I will. 

 Dawn 
Do you think we should get a fire going? 

 Mark 
I don’t know.  Sure--. 

 Dawn 
Are you all right?  Did you stay up all night? 

 Mark 
No, I’m okay. 

 Dawn 
You’re worried about Francis. 

 Mark 
Well, no--. 

 Dawn 
How is she? 
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 Mark 
She’s dead. 

  Dawn 
(She goes to him and puts her arm around him.)  I’m so sorry.   

 Mark 
It’s the last thing I expected.  

 Dawn 
How long had you known her? 

 Mark 
We’d been guiding together the past three years.  This was our tenth trip.   

 Dawn 
I’m sorry. 

 Mark 
I thought you’d know when your time was up, and you could kind of get ready.   

 Dawn 
Accidents happen.   

 Mark 
They happen to people who don’t paying attention.  Not people like Francis.  Francis was 
meticulous to the point of compulsion.  Take knots for instance.  Each knot had to be 
perfect, and sometimes it was frustrating watching her tie and untie knots all the time, but 
I got used to it.  Shit, even her sneakers. 

  Dawn 
You’ll miss things like that.   

 Max 
(Max, bundled in a sleeping bag, calls from one of the benches across the room.) Hey 
woman, how’s that coffee coming? 

 Dawn 
Use your thermos you old fart.  The stove’s out of gas.   

 Max 
I drank it all last night. 
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 Mark 
I’ll get the fuel.  (He moves to do it.) 

 Dawn 
(To Max)  Get up and make yourself useful.  Just cause you can’t go flying doesn’t mean 
you can’t be constructive around here.   

 Max 
How much wood we got? 

 Dawn 
Enough to get a fire going. 

 Max 
I hate to mention this, but good firewood is hard to find in the middle of this here glacier.  

 Dawn 
I don’t care.  We need a fire this morning. 

 Max 
We might be here a week.  

 Dawn 
Francis is dead. 

 Max 
(Beat)  I had a feeling she wouldn’t make it.  She was too far gone.   
  
(Others begin stirring.)    
  Frank 
What?  (Sitting up.)  Francis is dead?  (He looks at her.)  Are you sure? 
   
 Mark 
No pulse, her pupils are fixed.  No response when I shake her.  Body temperature 60. 

 Frank 
Oh my god.  What do we do? 

 Dawn 
The first thing is to make a fire.  I’ll make tea. (to Max)  Or coffee.  We’ll talk things over 
and make a plan.  As Max said, we might be here a week. 
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 Frank 
What are we going to do with Francis? 

  Max 
Just make sure she’s sitting up. 

 Frank 
What? 

 Max 
When they go stiff, it’s hard to get ‘em in the airplane if they’re not in a sitting position. 

 Dawn 
Max, be quiet, please. 

 Katie 
Won’t that make it hard to fit her in a coffin? 

 Max 
Not my problem.  Besides, people get cremated these days.  

 Katie 
Isn’t that something family should decide? 

 Mark 
(Fueling the stove)  From what she told me, they’re pretty religious.   

 Katie 
What do you mean? 

 Mark 
You know, like fundamentalists.   

 Katie 
What about Francis?  Was she religious? 

 Mark 
She didn’t go to church or anything.  She had a falling out with her family a few years 
ago.  She didn’t talk about it all that much. 

 Katie 
What do you think Francis would want? 
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 Mark 
She had a lot of unanswered questions.  (He walks over and looks down at Francis.)   
What should we do with you? 

Lights fade)   
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Act II, Scene 6 

(Blizzard conditions outside the Mountain House.  Francis’s body is laid out on the table 
inside sleeping bag.   Dawn is dishing oatmeal into cups on the counter.) 

 Alex 
Max, you said a week?   
   
 Max 
I’m just saying it’s better than rationing three days and it turning a week.  (Looking Alex 
up and down) Besides, I don’t think you’d taste that good.  Too tough and stringy. 

  Alex 
What do you have in the planes?   

 Max 
Let’s see, a case of prime ribs, three king crabs, two bunches asparagus, and what’s that 
fancy lettuce you get in restaurants? 

 Elizabeth 
Endive?  Arugula?   

 Max 
Yeah, that’s it. A couple heads of arugula, and ten pounds of spuds--. 

 Alex 
How many cans of Spam? 

 Max 
How do you know I’ve got Spam? 

 Alex 
I’ve been flying with you twenty years.  You don’t think I know what’s in your survival 
kit?  

 Max 
Four cans.   

 Alex 
In each plane?   

 Max 
Total.  Sometimes I get hungry on long hauls. 
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 Alex 
(to Mark)  What about you guys?  How are you set for food?   
   
 Mark 
We’ve got two days rations that could stretch to four. 

 Malcolm 
(Holding icepack to his mouth) I wouldn’t call it food exactly.   

 Mark 
If you catch one of those voles I heard last night, I’m cook ‘em up for you.   The recipe 
calls for squirrel, but I suspect voles will be just as tasty.    

  Malcolm 
I’m salivating. 

 Mark 
(To Alex) We’ll move back to our camp down the hill.  You could use the extra space in 
here.   

 Alex 
(Looks out the window into the blizzard)  It’ll take most of the day to stomp out a runway. 
   
 Dawn 
Come and get it.  Find your mug.  Raisins, brown sugar and powdered milk on the 
counter.   

  Frank 
I’ll use Malcolm’s mug since he’s on a diet. 

 Mark 
Savor it boys and girls.  Small mouthfuls.  Chew slowly. 

(General commotion as people move to get their breakfast.) 

 Frank 
Anyone seen my spoon? 

(Shawn remains in his bag where he’d been dozing.) 

 Katie 
(Moves to sit next to him)  Do you want me to get your oatmeal? 
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 Shawn 
I’m not hungry right now. 

 Katie 
You’ve got to eat.  We’ve got a lot of work ahead. 

  Shawn 
I’m not hungry. 

 Katie 
You didn’t drink your tea either.  Are you okay? 

 Shawn    
I’m thinking about people who face death every day.  Like in wars and stuff.   You never 
know who was next.  Boom!  Blown up at a wedding with a bomb in the cake. Or a 
marketplace or school attacked by mad shooters.  The world has gone insane. 

 Katie 
That’s one way to look at it for sure.  It’s crazy out these.  But there’s more to it than that.  
(To Shawn) I for one, plan to keep Francis’s spirit alive—.   

 Mark 
(Sitting nearby) There’s a place in Tibet where priests toss chunks of human flesh to a 
flock of sacred vultures.  They stand on this rock precipice, say a prayer, make a blessing, 
and toss pieces of flesh onto the rocks below. The idea grossed me out at first, then it 
seemed like a pretty good idea.  My friend Matt decided he wanted to come back in his 
next life as a vulture.  They fly around all day using hardly any energy and perform 
community service by keeping the countryside cleaned up.  Seemed like a pretty good 
life. 

  Alex 
Bugsy said I should eat him if he died before me.  He talked recipes for stews and stir 
fries you could make from different body parts.    
  
 Frank 
Do you mind?  We’re eating breakfast here.   
  
 Dawn 
(Handing Shawn a bowl of oatmeal)  Death is a wonderful mystery that no one knows.  
You have to come to peace with it. 

(Shawn takes the bowl.) 
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 Dawn 
(She hands him his spoon)  Now eat your oatmeal.   

(Lights fade) 
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ACT II, Scene 7 
   
(The storm continues.  Gusts of wind occasionally rattle the hut.  Lights stage center on 
Francis’ body as everyone hangs around the edge of the hut.  Dawn moves into light and  
gently washes Francis’s  face with warm water.  Elizabeth brushes Francis’ hair.) 
   
 Mark 
(Mark puts mountaineering goggles on Francis.) She’d want these.  She never went 
anywhere without them. 

 Dawn 
Does anyone have anything to say? 

 Katie 
She was a good instructor.   She taught you stuff you never thought was important.  And 
then there it was, right in front of you, and you knew what to do.  I never had a chance to 
thank her until now.  Thanks, Francis.  

 Frank 
I just met her a week ago, but she was a hell of a good teacher.  I’m sorry she’s dead.  
May she rest in peace. 
  
(Mark plays a slow melancholy version of “She’ll Be Coming Round the Mountain” on 
his harmonica, and follows it with a spirited second verse enlivening the group.)   

 Mark  
That was her favorite tune. 

(A gust of wind rattles the hut.)   
 Dawn 
Anybody else?  I’m sure there’ll be a memorial after we get back and things settle down. 
   
 Alex 
This will sound a little cold-hearted, but we need to put her outside.  Wrap her in a tarp or 
something but we’ll want her sleeping bag if this weather doesn’t break. 

 Elizabeth 
How cold will it get?  

 Alex 
Maybe ten below in here.  We’ll bring up the rest of the firewood, but if we’re here 
another three or four days, it’s gonna get cold.    
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 Max 
How’s the fuel situation?   

 Alex 
We’ve got a gallon of gas for the stove.  Mark, what about you? 

 Mark 
(distracted) What? 

 Alex 
Sorry.  How much fuel do you have? 

 Mark 
About a gallon.   

 Elizabeth 
I’ve got some cheese, brie and camembert, two bags of pasta, a baguette.   

 Dawn 
Those shrimp heads will make a good broth. 

 Alex 
Max has food in his plane.   Compact, high in fat, and most people won’t eat it unless it’s 
a life or death situation.   

 Max 
Spam to the rescue once again. 
   
 Malcolm 
Shrimphead Stew with Spam.  Yum.  After what Mark’s been force feeding us, my mouth 
is watering.  
   
 Alex 
Okay, get geared up.  Mark, Katie, and Shawn on one rope.  Frank and Malcolm, you’re 
with me.  Bring your bivy sac. 
   
 Mark 
That means your sleeping bag, all your layers, your pad--. 

 Malcolm 
Frank, don’t forget your cup--. 
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 Elizabeth 
(To Alex as he gears up.)  We need to talk.   

 Alex  
I know.  The ranch, a name for the dog. 

 Elizabeth 
You’re getting warmer.  Guess again.    

 Alex 
Is it something related to our marriage vows?  
  
 Elizabeth 
You’re getting much better at guessing games.   

 Alex 
Bugsy told me it was a prerequisite to getting married, and that I needed practice. 

(Lights down on others as they gear up to leave, up on Elizabeth and Alex.) 

 Elizabeth 
We love each other, right? 

 Alex 
While I can speak only for myself, I know that I love you more than anyone I’ve ever 
met.  You’re beautiful, you surprise me with profound and idle thoughts, you make me 
think about things that sometimes make me change my mind.  You make me laugh.  I 
know I get irritated when you fuss over things of no apparent purpose and that we battle 
about insignificant things until we call a truce.  I know that we love each other and that 
once we get off this mountain we’ll move to a little ranch in Wyoming and raise apples 
and peaches and live happily ever after.  Just like Dawn and Max over there.   

 Elizabeth 
You’re saying the right words, but I heard you say those same words a year ago, only you 
were talking about this damn mountain instead of me.   

 Alex 
What can I say?  That was a year ago.. 
  
  
 Elizabeth 
You can’t have it both ways. 

Page 64



 Alex  
I married you. 

 Elizabeth 
I’m talking about this damn mountain.   
  
 Alex 
I’m shaped by it.  

 Elizabeth 
I know you suggested an island in the South Pacific for our honeymoon.  But we’re here 
now, at the Mountain House, and I want you to stay here.  We have food enough--.  

 Alex 
It won’t be long.   
   
 Elizabeth 
That’s not my point.   

 Alex 
The group consensus was to prepare for the long haul in case we get snowed in.  
   
 Elizabeth 
I thought coming here one last time would get this mountain out of your system.  You 
could say your goodbyes. 
  
 Alex 
You know me better than that.   

 Elizabeth 
Things change.  You can look at things in different ways.   

 Alex   
As a matter of fact, there are infinite ways to look at things.  I was trapped in a snow cave 
one week and counted them up. 

 Elizabeth 
That’s not what I mean.  

 Alex 
You mean that basic principles change?  What can I say to that?  The mountain is my 
family.   
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 Elizabeth 
I’m your family now, and your family wants you to find a mountain where if you step out 
the door your life’s not at risk. 

 Alex 
With a stream meandering through a small valley, a little cabin with a garden out back 
and two dogs under a shade tree.  And look, a strong beautiful woman standing on the 
front porch and there’s a path into the mountain to a meadow full of heather and 
chocolate lilies, and she’s spreading out a picnic blanket.   

 Elizabeth 
(They embrace.)  I’ll have the sweetie-pie rolled out.   

(Lights fade) 
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Act III, Scene 1 

The next day. If anything, the storm is more intense and gusts rattle the hut.  A sleeping 
bag wrapped around her shoulders, Dawn is standing at the stove heating water.  Max is 
snoozing in his sleeping bag.  Elizabeth is sitting up in her bag, writing in a notebook.)    

  Dawn 
Tea or coffee? 

 Elizabeth 
How much coffee do we have left? 

 Dawn 
There’s one more batch of the stuff you brought.  Then there’s the can of Hills Brothers.   

 Elizabeth 
Maybe we should save the French Roast until later. 

 Max 
I’ll have some French Roast, please. 

 Dawn 
Go back to sleep, you old fart. 

 Elizabeth 
Shouldn’t we save the French Roast for later? 

 Max 
If you have to choose between fresh squeezed orange juice or Tang, you don’t save the 
orange juice until last.  Enjoy it while you can.  When it’s gone you still have Tang.  

 Elizabeth 
What are you talking about? 

 Max 
Let me put it this way.  Assuming the French Roast is the best, we drink it until it’s gone.  
What we have left is still the best and we drink the Hills Brothers. 

 Elizabeth 
It also happens to be our only choice.   

 Max 
And that makes it the best.  
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 Elizabeth  
All right.  You’ve convinced me.  Let’s have French Roast.   

(Another gust rattles the hut.) 

 Max 
(To Dawn) Hey woman.  Make that two French Roasts.   

 Dawn 
Lots of tea here.  Mint Medley, Morning Thunder, Lemon Zapper, Rose Blossom, Orange 
Pekoe--.   

 Elizabeth 
Those words conjure up great visual images, but I’ll stick with coffee. 

 Dawn 
(To Max) What about you?  Any of those words catch your attention?   

 Max 
What was that one?  Morning quickie?  I could go for some of that. 

 Dawn 
Get out of here, you old fart.   

 Max  
I’ll stick to coffee ‘til the bitter end. 

(Another gust rattles the hut, and they all brace.  Elizabeth retreats to her bench and 
writes in her notebook.) 
  
 Dawn 
(To Max)  You’re sure those guys are all right?   

 Max 
It’s not like they’re making a first ascent.  They’re dug in, waiting out the storm.   

 Dawn 
What about Frank?  I worry about Frank. 

 Max 
Don’t worry about Frank.  Frank’s fifty years old.  He’s old enough to know better.  
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 Dawn 
What about those kids? 

 Max 
Those kids are old enough too. 

 Dawn  
Shawn, he’s not even twenty yet. 

 Max 
There’s plenty more where he came from.  Twenty years ago you were worried about 
Alex.  I’m telling you, don’t worry.  Whatever happens, happens.  They know what 
they’re doing.   
  
 Dawn 
Sometimes I worry that you’re turning into a crotchety old man. 

 Max 
Don’t forget lecherous.   

  Dawn 
Okay, a crotchety, lecherous old man.  I still worry about it.   

 Max 
That’s two. 

(A gust of wind rattles the hut.) 
 Dawn 
Two what? 

 Max 
That’s two things you’re worried about.  You can only worry about one more thing. 
   
 Elizabeth 
(Looking up from her writing)  What’s this? 

 Dawn 
(A look) He thinks I worry too much.  We made a deal that I can only worry him three 
things each day. 

  Elizabeth 
Worry him? .   
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 Dawn 
There are plenty of things to worry about right?  Overpopulation, climate change, greedy 
corporations, plastics choking the oceans—  

 Max 
Don’t forget cow farts.   

 Dawn 
Just think about the Middle East-- a religious argument thousands of years old, likely 
never to be settled.  I worry about these things.  Max says there’s nothing I can do about 
it, that worrying is counterproductive.  I say if nobody worried, things would be screwed 
up even worse.  If enough people worry about something they finally do something about 
it. (beat)  But, for the sake of our marriage, I’ve agreed to limit my worries to three each 
day.  I mean-- three that I’m allowed to talk about with Max.   

  Elizabeth 
If you want to know, I’m worried about Alex.   

 Dawn 
Now that he’s married, there’s no way he’ll take risks. 

 Elizabeth 
Then why aren’t they back yet?    

 Dawn 
Like I said, he doesn’t want to take any chances.  They’re probably holed up in the snow 
caves down by the planes.   (A gust of wind rattles the hut.)  You wouldn’t want them to 
be out in this.  
   
 Max 
It sounds worse than it is.  Don’t worry about it. 

 Elizabeth 
I guess not.  I wouldn’t mind cuddling up with Alex right now.  It’s freezing in here! 

 Max 
Remember me, I’m the lecherous old man.  I’m available, anytime.   

 Dawn 
One thing to Max's credit.  He gives off a lot of  body heat.   
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 Max 
You saying I’m full of hot air? 
   
 Elizabeth 
(She snuggles into her sleeping bag.)  Not only do I worry about Alex here, I worry about 
taking him away from here.  

 Max 
It must be a female disease, worrying.  Just let things be.   

 Elizabeth 
You don’t worry about anything? 

  Max 
I worry whether the Mariners make it through August before losing any chance at the 
playoffs, but that’s not like real worrying.     

 Elizabeth 
You’re not worried we’ll run out of coffee?  
  
 Max 
I can drink tea if I have to.   

 Elizabeth 
You’ve never been worried? 

 Max 
(Hesitates)  One time flying back from base camp the weather closed in on me.  I didn’t 
see it coming and was completely socked in..  I was flying through the gorge, I couldn’t 
see the tips of my wings, big peaks to either side, and for the longest time, I held steady, 
knowing somewhere I had to bank left so I wouldn’t  plow into the side of the mountain.  
During those moments I had every emotion known to man, so yeah, I guess you could say 
that I’ve worried. 
   
 Dawn 
You’ve never told me about this. 

  Max 
I didn’t want you to worry. 

 Dawn 
(Delivering coffee)  I don’t know if I can trust you anymore.  I’m going to start worrying 
about you every time you go flying again.   
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 Max 
You’ve got nothing to worry about.  I’m right here next to you. 

 Elizabeth 
Isn’t that sweet.  What’s the longest you’ve been apart? 

 Dawn 
A week.  I went back for my grandmother’s funeral.  (They brace as a gust of wind rattles 
the hut)  And then there was the time Max and Alex got stuck up here five days in the 
Mountain House with those fashion models.  It doesn’t take much to prod that story out 
of him.   
   
 Max 
I promised I wouldn’t tell that story unless Alex was here to defend himself--. 

(The hut rattles, the door swings open, and one-by-one, Malcolm, Frank, and Katie come 
stomping into the hut.  Katie, last in, motions Frank to help her close the door.  They 
manage it shut, then join Malcolm brushing off  gear.)  

 Katie 
Everybody’s okay.  At least they were when we left ten minutes ago.  

 Frank 
We got the planes shoveled off, then crawled into our tents until the wind died down.  I 
guess it was overnight.  My watch quit working so we couldn’t tell.  Malcolm and I have 
a bet about how much time has passed since we left.   

 Max 
Twenty-eight hours and forty-seven minutes.  You could round that to twenty-nine.   

 Frank 
Hah!  You owe me that candy bar.  I said twenty.  Malcolm said fifty.   

 Malcolm 
Being with you, Frankie darling, makes time fly. 

 Dawn 
I’ve got hot water for tea.  Anybody ready for some?    

 Malcolm 
Frank, in case you’re looking for it, I put your cup in the top pocket of your pack.  
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 Frank 
Malcolm, I didn’t know you had it in you to be so thoughtful.   

(Frank steps in front of Malcolm, looking him over carefully, first his nose, then his 
cheeks and ears.) 

 Malcolm 
(Alarmed)  What are you doing? 

 Frank 
I’m checking for frostbite.  

 Malcolm 
(Pulling away) Just because I did something nice for you, doesn’t mean I want you to 
start grooming me.     

 Frank 
You look good.  A little black and blue around the mouth, but I don’t see any white spots.  
Check my ears for me, would you? 

 Malcolm 
(Hesitates)  Okay, turn your head this way--.   

 Max 
I’m glad to see you boys getting along better. 

 Malcolm 
Frank promised I could have first dibs on his liver if I was nice to him until we got out of 
here.  

  Frank 
Since you were nice enough to remember my cup, Ill throw in a kidney too.  

 Dawn  
I’ve got hot water.  There’s tea and cocoa on the table.  Help yourself.  Katie, come over 
here, let me check your ears.     
   
 Elizabeth 
Where are Alex and the others?   
  
  Katie 
(Hands her cup to Dawn) Alex was checking on a site for a snow cave.  They should be 
here any moment.   
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 Elizabeth 
Snow cave?  We can all crowd in here again tonight.  There’s enough room. 

 Katie 
I don’t think that’s what he had in mind.   

 Dawn  
What do you mean? 

 Katie 
He’s building a two person snow cave.   

 Elizabeth 
He’s not getting me out there!   

 Max 
Uuuggghhhaa. Uuuggghhhaa.  Mountain man tradition.   

 Elizabeth 
What are you talking about? 

 Max 
Man gone three moons in mountains.  Return with bride.  Go in cave seven days.  
   
(The hut rattles and the door swings open.  Mark enters carrying a load of firewood, 
Shawn their climbing rope.) 

 Mark 
(Setting the firewood near the woodstove.)  That’s it for firewood.   

 Elizabeth 
Where’s Alex?   

 Mark 
He’s digging a cave.    

 Elizabeth 
I’m not going out there.  He’s wasting his time.   

 Mark 
He said he'd get you when he’s finished. 
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 Elizabeth 
He can sleep out in the cave all by himself if he wants, but if he wants to snuggle, he’ll 
find me on that bench over there.   

 Mark 
Hey, I’m just the messenger.  

 Elizabeth 
Here’s a message.  Tell him to quit wasting his time and get his butt in here. 
  
 Mark 
I said something along those lines, but he was determined. 

 Elizabeth 
He doesn’t have to prove anything to me.  I know he can dig snow caves in a blizzard at 
thirty below.  He’s done it before.  But the accommodations here at the Mountain House 
satisfy my every desire.  Tell him I appreciate the gesture, but I have no intention of 
sleeping in a snow cave with him--.     
   
 Max 
I’m laying three to one Alex sleeps in here.   

 Mark 
I don’t know.  He looked damned committed to digging that cave.   
  
 Elizabeth 
If I have to, I’ll go tell him myself.  (She moves to do so.) 

 Mark 
(Stops her) Hold on.  I’ll talk to him but I have a feeling it’s not going to do any good.  
   
 Elizabeth 
Why’s that? 

 Mark 
He mentioned something about testing out the Sweetie Pie. 

 Max 
Three to one.  Any takers?   

 Dawn 
Quiet, you old goat.  (to Mark)  Go tell Alex to get his butt in here.  The soup’s getting 
cold. 
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(Mark and Shawn exit.  Lights down.)  

End Act III, Scene 1.) 
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ACT III, Scene 2  

(Thirty minutes later.  Dawn is standing at the stove, stirring the pot of soup while 
Elizabeth looks through a spice kit.  The others are settled around the room drinking tea.  
A gust rattles the hut.)   

 Dawn 
(Picks a shrimp head from a bag on the counter.) I’ve canned moose bones for stock, but 
never made anything with shrimp heads.  Here goes.  (Dawn pours bag of shrimp heads 
into the pot.)   What kind of spices you got over there?  Oregano?  Any lemon pepper?   

 Elizabeth 
Here you go.  (She hands the spices to Dawn.)  How about salt?   

 Dawn 
A dash or two.   

 Elizabeth 
 (Adding salt to the soup) I don’t like Alex going off and deciding things like this on his 
own. 

 Dawn 
Think of it as a romantic gesture.  

 Elizabeth 
Romance is the last thing I need at fifteen below zero.  

(Another gust rattles the hut.)  

 Max 
Any French Roast left? 

 Dawn 
(Dawn sashays over to retrieve his cup.)  Anything else, big boy?   

 Max 
Maybe a nice big slab of your blueberry pie with a scoop of vanilla ice cream.  

 Dawn 
Anything else?   
    
 Max 
I wouldn’t mind a foot rub.  My feet seem to be losing circulation in this cold.  
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 Dawn 
In your dreams big fella… 
  
 Max 
It don’t hurt a man to try. 

 Dawn 
(To Elizabeth)  Charm is one of Max’s strong suits.  (She puts his coffee cup on the 
counter, puts coffee in the filter, and dips a cup of water from the soup pot.)  
   
 Max 
Don’t forget lecherous--. 

 Dawn 
(She pours water from the soup stock through the coffee filter.)  How could I forget? 
Lecherous --.   

 Max 
And good looking. 

  Dawn 
He was a looker when he was younger.  For that matter, he’s not that bad looking now.  
(She lifts filter from cup.)  Did I leave anything else out? 

 Max 
Sense of humor. 

 Dawn 
(She walks over and hands him his cup)  That’s for sure.  A marriage has got to have a 
sense of humor.   

 Max 
That’s right.  (He puts the cup to his lips, then pulls it away.) If you take things seriously, 
it’ll drive you crazy.  (He starts to take another sip, but stops.)  It’s best to keep a sense of 
humor about it.  (He puts cup to lips, then pauses.)   

  Dawn 
All right already.  We get the point.  Are you going to drink that coffee or not? 

 Max 
How much fuel we got?   
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 Dawn 
Enough you don’t have to drink that coffee if you don’t want to.   

 Max 
(Holding cup in front of his nose) I’ve had worse in my day. 

 Dawn 
How do you know?  You haven’t tasted it yet. 

 Max 
(Takes a sip from the cup and swirls it around in his mouth.) A not-so subtle hint of 
shrimp heads and garlic overpowers the bittersweet chocolaty taste.  (He takes another 
sip.)  As I said, I’ve had worse. 

 Malcolm 
Hey Frank.  How’s your tea?   

 Frank 
It’s very good, thank you.  This newfound concern for your fellow man is rather uplifting.  
Or are you angling for my other kidney?   

 Malcolm 
I was just curious.  That’s all.   

 Frank 
Curious? 
   
 Malcolm 
Last night in the tent, when it was really blowing, I had to take a leak.  I didn’t want to go 
outside, so I used your cup.  (Beat)  So I’m curious.  How’s your tea?  

(The door swings open and Mark and Shawn enter.  Looks exchanged.) 
  
 Elizabeth 
Where’s Alex?   

 Mark 
We found the snow cave all right but didn’t find Alex. We waited, thinking he’d just 
stepped off to take a leak, but he never showed up.  We searched as far as the rope would 
allow but it was blowing so hard you couldn’t see more than five feet ahead.  We thought 
he might be here and we’d missed him in the storm.   
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 Frank 
He couldn’t be lost.  There was a trail stomped in the snow.  It’s only a hundred feet 
away.  
   
 Max 
Where is he then?  Did he forget something in the plane?  

 Mark 
I didn’t like leaving him the first time, but he insisted.  Besides, there was only one 
shovel. 

 Max 
He’s probably dug in some where.  Waiting for a lull.  

 Mark  
We’ll set up two probes.  Shawn and I will get started.  Katie, you and Frank set up 
another one.  Turn your ski pole upside down and probe around. Malcolm, get dressed.  
We need you. 
   
 Frank 
Yeah, we’ll send you out unleashed.   See if you can find your way back. 

 Mark 
Shut up, Frank.   

 Frank 
It was just a joke. 

 Malcolm 
Shut up, Frank. 
  
 Elizabeth 
(Slowly) Is this is really happening.  Am I really standing here wondering if Alex is alive.  
(To Dawn) If I only get three worries each day, I’m calling in all three right now.   

 Dawn 
(Nods to Mark who takes the cue and leaves with Shawn while the others get ready.)  
Don’t worry, they’ll find him.  
   
 Elizabeth 
They found Francis.  What good was that? 
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 Dawn 
This is different. This is Alex--.   

 Max 
He told me about the time when he dug a hole in the snow just big enough for one and 
waited it out three days with just his sleeping bag.  

(Frank and Katie are at the door, ready to leave.) 

 Frank 
We’ll find him.  (To Katie) You ready? 

(She nods.) 

  Malcolm 
Hold on, I’m coming. 

(They exit.) 
 Dawn 
(Puts her arms around Elizabeth, holds her in a tight embrace, then breaks.) How about a 
cup of coffee? 

 Max 
Yeah, what do you say we break into that Hills Brothers?  That last cup of French Roast 
didn’t go down so well. 

 Dawn 
I’ll get the water going.  Max, make yourself useful.  Get a fire going in here.  Everyone 
will need to warm up when they get back.  I’ll make a big pot of water--. 

(Lights fade.) 
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 ACT III, Scene 3 

(Max is lighting a fire in the wood stove, Dawn is at the Coleman stove heating water.  
Elizabeth sits upstage center, wrapped in her sleeping bag, rocking anxiously.  A gust of 
wind rattles the hut and they all brace against it.) 
   
 Elizabeth 
How long can this keep up?   

 Max 
Two or three days is not unusual.  Four is rare.  You just hunker down and wait it out.  
Fighting it just wears you down.  You have to wait it out--.  

 Elizabeth 
I’m picturing Alex buried in the snow.  (Lights down in hut, spot on Elizabeth.) 

 Max 
What? 

 Elizabeth 
I’m picturing a ski pole poking him from above.  Alex takes hold of it and he pulls up out 
of the snow and it leads to Mark.  Mark is roped up to Shawn, and Shawn is standing just 
outside the door --.   

(Enter Alex.  He goes to Elizabeth.)  

 Elizabeth 
(They embrace.)  Thank god you’re safe.  Don’t ever worry me like that again.  Stand 
back, let me see you.   Do you have all your body parts?  (She looks him over.)   

 Alex 
Are the others okay?   

 Elizabeth 
You didn’t see them.  They’re right outside the door. 

 Alex 
I must have missed them.  Is everyone okay? 

 Elizabeth 
They’re out looking for you.   
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 Alex 
I need to let them know I’m back. 

 Elizabeth 
Don’t go.   

 Alex 
I need to make sure everyone’s safe. 

 Elizabeth 
Let me give you some tea first.  You’ve been out a long time.   

(Wind rattles the hut.) 

 Alex 
Go ahead.  Make tea.  I’ll be right back.   

 Elizabeth 
What kind?   

 Alex 
Surprise me--. 

 Elizabeth 
Apple spice, Lemon Zinger, Morning Thunder--. 

 Alex 
I’ll take some of that Morning Quickie.  (He exits.) 

 Elizabeth 
Wait--. 

(Lights up in hut.) 
 Max 
…waiting is hard.  There’s no doubt about it.  You just get along as best you can.   
  
 Dawn 
(Bringing a cup to Elizabeth)  Here you go, honey.  Drink this tea.  It’ll help you relax--. 

(The door swings open.  Enter Frank, Malcolm, Katie, Shawn, and Mark.  Frank and 
Katie push the door shut.  Uncomfortable silence ensues.) 
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 Mark 
I had to call it off.  It was too dangerous.  We were going to lose someone else. 

 Katie 
(Moves to comfort Elizabeth.)  I’m sorry.  We did the best we could.   

 Mark 
(Quickly) We think he’s okay.  We just can’t find him.  We’ll try again once it lets up a 
little.  Until then—. 

 Max 
Like I said, he’s dug in somewhere, waiting it out--. 

(Mark, Katie, Shawn, and Malcolm brush off snow and settle in.) 

 Dawn 
There’s soup on the stove.  Don’t mind those little brown things in there, that’s just a few 
coffee grounds for extra flavor.   Would anyone like some? 

(Lights down in hut, up on Elizabeth standing alone.)  

 Elizabeth 
(Moves to counter near the stove and looks through the collection of teas.  She holds up 
one of the tea bags. )  Let’s see, Jasmine Blossom.  (Discarding it.)  No.  That would 
remind you of one of your girl friends in Thailand.   (She holds up another tea bag.)  
Mandarin Orange Spice.  Now that’s better.  Do you like oranges?  (Gets no answer.  She 
holds up another.)   Mango Madness.  (beat)  Alex—you’re supposed to say how that 
reminds you of the time we walked the beach Coast Rica and traded grizzly bear 
postcards for mangoes with those beautiful children. (beat)  How about Mint Medley?  
Remember that time I was sick and you made mint tea and read to me until I fell asleep.  
(She turns.)  Alex-- why aren’t you answering? (She runs to the door and flings it open. 
She screams.)  ALEX! 

 (Blackout.  End.) 
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