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Stirling appears. He's weighed down with a pile of BOOKS.

STARX —P e
Hiya.

RKIT
iya-
HAY: .
STIRLING
These are from your room.

Stirling suddenly SNEEZES LOUDLY, dropping the books.

STIRLING (CONT'D)
Serry. It's the dust.

He begins to pick them up.

KIT
Just leave them. I'll put them away.

j?’ STIRLING

I'm sorry we put you out of your room.

KIT
It‘s alright. I'm fine about it.
Really. I can get more writing done
here. It’'s less...

STIRLING
Pink?

She smiles. He smiles.

KIT
My mother logves it.

STIRLING
Mine toe.f What deo you write?
i
EIT
The Tree House Newsletter. It’'s soxrt of
a daily article about...my observations.

STIRLING
Do you write it for your family?

KIT
And a couple of reporter friends of mine.

STIRLING

(jaw dropping)
You know reporters?
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STIRLING
¢ I've never met another kid who works at *
the newspaper, and reads the newspaper *
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KIT
I work at the Register.
STIRLING
You write for the newspaper? *
KIT
I sweep up. Do errands, but I plan on *
writing, one day. They read my articles *
and give me pointers. *

He sees piles of NEWSPAPERS stacked in the corner.

(Be picks up a book)
.».the adventures of Robin Hood.

KTT .
(a little shy) T Lo, ///

[t’'s my favorite.

swzaﬁﬁa \

¥ou know, it’s not\ so bad up here. 2
(His goes tofggiﬁ;induw] 5}
You can easily get to your tree house

from that window. See? All you have to
do is...

Taw) N

He POINTS to the LARGE BOUGH that hangs onto the roof.

STIRLING (CONT'D)
.+.3tep onto your roof, grab that branch (
and you're there. No one would even see

»
v
you come or go. Just like Robin Hood. .é'
She looks at the tree and then at Stirling. )

KIT
(Smiling)
Yeahhh.

\

KIT (CONT'D) '
Hey, 8Stirling? -
(he turns)
Why didn't you ever talk to me before?

He turns to leave.
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He shrugs.
STIRLING

M Why didn‘t you ever talk to me?
Of! Kit. Z

The general public probakly doesn’t care
that you hate house guests, Kit.

Pull back to see we are: &f

INT. NEWSPAPER OFFICE - DAY

Billy, who ig seated behind the typewriter g’hands Kit her
grticle. Kit, broom in hand, walks over 6 him.

KIT
I don’'t hate them anymorgd .

BILLY
If you want to wrij# for the Register you
eed to broaden yfur scope. Do Gibson,
Mgnk. Go on. Jfo him,.

Hank, a tall, WYangly g€porter, sits in front of Billy.
He puffs out hi% chgft, and clears his throad

HANK
(iNpersonating Mr. Gibson)
It £ the shpe stories day after day. Wwhy
= the pap&g? Just save the one from
e day befory. Hal! Ha! Ha!l
Billy J#ughs, Kit laughs, Yank laughs.
Billf stops. Kit stops. Halg deesn’+t,

ftil he sees their faces. He ™Ngns around, revealing:
R. GIBSON, 60's EDITOR IN CHIEF.

Kit, head down, continues SWEEPING.

MR. GIBSON
What were you saying, Mr...

HANK

Peabody, sir. Hank. Peabody. Noth¥ng,
e ———————5 1 owsman needs an angle. Sir.
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MISS HART

KRIT
That’s a swell idea, Stir
we'll make paper hats, angstreamers, and
it will be just like thg” birthdays we

used to have -

(quietly)
Except Charlie ajy

1SS HART
father's back on his feett

ope not. I mean, I hope
eet. But in
't .anyone find jobs

MISS HART
You have to go where the w

rling? What‘s the matter? Something's
the matter? You’'re moving already. You
didn’t want to tell me. Is that it?

STIRLING
I hate the mailman, and mail, and

letters, and pens, and words. I hate
words.

KIiT MISS HART

What are you talking... Shhhh.

STIRLING (CONT'D)
Because you believe them. Even when
they're not true.
(He looks to them)
She just needed to hear from him. Once.
To know he remembered. That he cared.

MISS HART
You're talking about your mother?

Dad aren’t here... ¥
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