
GABE, 13, walks into the hotel room, arms full of 
complimentary hotel chocolates. 

GABE
I never want to leave this place.

MARK
Well, we are.  We are getting out 
of this godforsaken country.  

GABE 
These chocolates are like the best 
things I’ve ever eaten. 

MARK
Oh good, well as long as you like 
the chocolate then all of this was 
worth it. 

GABE
How am I going to pack all of 
these?

MARK
You are just going to have to 
figure something out.  And if you 
get stopped at customs that is not 
my problem.  

Mark resumes his packing.  Gabe rolls his eyes and walks over 
to his suitcase on the floor in the corner of the room. 

RUBY
Dad, come on.  

Mark doesn’t day anything, but clocks his reprimanding.  He 
knows he was out of line. 

Clara walks out of the bathroom. She is still on the phone.

CLARA
Cleo, it’s mom again.  Please call 
me back.  It will all be okay, it 
really will be.  Yesterday is 
already in the past, and when we 
get home we can just look to the 
future.  You can start training 
again as soon as we get back.  The 
next four years are going to fly 
by. 

MARK
Oh yeah, and who’s gonna pay for 
the training now?
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Mark looks exasperated. Clara swats at him to stop talking. 

CLARA
Please just come home Cleo, okay?

Mark mumbles to himself. 

MARK
Fifteen years.  Fifteen fucking 
years we worked for this.  

He raises his voice a bit, stuttering as he gets more 
frustrated.

MARK (CONT'D)
The, the, the trainers, the 
nutritionists, the flights, the new 
skis, the thousand dollar coats.  
We moved to Vail for Christ’s sake!

RUBY 
Yeah, I actually seem to remember 
our uprooting.

A pause. 

RUBY (CONT'D)
It’s not her fault dad. 

Mark is silent.  He zips up his suitcase. 

He shakes his head and speaks more quietly.  

MARK
I mean we did everything we could.  

Clara walks back into the room, sans cell phone.  

She folds a shirt aggressively.  

CLARA
Her message inbox is full and I 
can’t get a single competent person 
on the phone. 

Gabe’s PHONE RINGS. 

GABE
Hello?

CLARA
Is it Cleo?
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GABE
What are we saying to reporters 
again?

MARK
Just hang up. 

Clara sits down on the edge of the bed and rubs her temples. 

RUBY
She’ll come.  She’ll be at the 
airport. 

MARK
Well, she better be, because if not 
we are leaving without her. 

Clara raises her voice. 

CLARA
We get it Mark!  You’ve said it a 
million times!  You’re leaving 
without her!

Mark storms off into the bathroom.  

Clara holds her head in her hands.  She chokes back a cry. 

Ruby rubs her back. 

RUBY
She’ll be there. 

CLARA
How do you know?

RUBY
Just.... She’ll be there.
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