THE CLI MBI NG
by Daryl Henry
EXT. | DAHO MOUNTAI N RANCGE - SUNRI SE

The sun bal ances for an instant behind the snowcrests of
| daho' s Medi ci ne Rock Range then rises silently into view,
bat hing the land in pale gold.

As the blue shadows dissolve, the western flank of the
Rockies is reveal ed: spring-flowered neadows, al pine |akes,
broad forests, great peaks of snow and ice. It Is a |land
where a man could neet his gods, if he knew where to | ook.

EXT. MOUNTAI N SLOPE - DAWN

In the distance a tenuous file of black FI GQURES crosses a
nmoss- cover ed saddl e.

EXT. MOUNTAIN TRAIL - DAWN

The figures are hikers-- six BOYS in their early teens and

an adult GU DE-- heading for the high countrK. They wear

| ar ge packs, down parkas, nountain boots. The guide wears

glred parka, as does one boy. The others wear yellow or
ue.

The boy in the red parka wal ks far out in front, striding
ahead, confident, breathing easily. He pauses now, waiting
for his conpanions to catch up

He wat ches them approach, pass by, with eyes that are too
clear, too cold, too unconprom sing for his 14-year-old
face. He has a piratical |ook-- gold earring, black
bandana covering shaggy hair. This is QUENTIN

The adult guide is TIBBETS-- a snall, bearded, bespectacled
man in his late 20s. He brings up the rear. As he passes
Quentin he smles warmy. The smle is not returned.

As the group clinbs on, one of the boys takes out an i Pod
and turns up the volume. The others nouth the words, break
spre noves-- except for Quentin, who wal ks in contenplative
sil ence.

EXT. MOUNTAI N CREST - DAY

Ahead, a giant dead fir guards the trail. The hikers steﬁ
around it, nove over the ridge, descend one bK one into the
n1sged val l ey below. The Rap SONG fades in the norning

Wi nd.

EXT. DESCENDI NG TRAI L - DAY

The hi kers weave in and out of sunlight. Abruptly, the sky
clouds over with the onset of a late Spring storm

( CONTI NUED)



Dar kness Presses qui ckly into the nmountains, into the high,
finger valleys. The wi nd picks up, |ocking the swaying
trees in aswrl of fog. A thin rain turns quickly to wet
Snow.

Suddenly the wnd is drowed in an echoi ng EXPLOSI ON.

The boys and their guide freeze, then stare back at the
trail which they've just clinbed.

EXT. MOUNTAIN CLI FF - DAY

An icy blue slab 100 feet thick has broken |oose and is
THUNDERI NG down t he nountain, dragging trees and rocks and
earth in a whirlwind of billow ng snow.

The aval anche finally conmes to rest beneath a cl oud of
snowdust at the base of the cliff. The narrow valley is
sealed with a wall of debris five stories high.

FI RST BOY (V.Q)
Fucki ng hell ...

SECOND BOY (V.Q)
We coul d' ve been under that.

EXT. DESCENDI NG TRAIL - DAY
Only Quentin and the guide are calm

Ti bbets | owers his pack, takes out his radio. The boys
gat her round, except Quentin, who stands apart, considering
the aval anche, a thin smle on his |ips.

TI BBETS
(into radio)
Wnd River, Wnd River, this is
Ti bbets' hi ke. Over.

(beat)
Wnd River, Tibbets' hike. Cone in
pl ease.

(not hi ng)

|f you can read this, we are okay.
Repeat, the aval anche m ssed us.

There is only static. Tibbets pushes his Al pine cap to the
back of his head.

TI BBETS ( CONT' D)
| suggest we cut the trek short and
head back. As it is, it'll take us
at least two days to hike around
that snow fall

Ti bbets surveys his charges. The other boys | ook to him
then to Quentin.

( CONTI NUED)



QUENTI N
(unequi vocal |l y)
No.
Ti bbets and Quentin exchange a hard | ook.

TI BBETS

Ckay, so it's not a suggestion.

It's a plan.

QUENTI N

It sucks. | say we keep going.
W' ve busted our butts getting this

far.

A lean, taciturn boy responds evenly. This is Cody.

60D)4
It's not your call, Quent.

Quentin ignores him turns to a slender,
known by his initials, J.D

cauti ous boy who's

QUENTI N
You want to go hone, Jadey?
JADEY
Not r-really.
QUENTI N

How about you, Harv?

Harvey, |oyal but uneasy, studies his feet.

QUENTI N ( CONT' D)

Pudge?
Percy is chubby, thick gl asses, inevitab

PUDGE

e ni ckname.

| wouldn't mnd going hone. What

about you, Quent?

chew ng a wad of

QUENTI N
There's nothing at honme for ne.
(beat)
alie?
Alie is African Anerican, not too tall
gumlike it was tobacco.

CLLI E

W' ve supplies for six days. The

weat her doesn't |look all t
| say we keep going.

hat bad.
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