
GOOD NIGHT, CRONKITE


an original screenplay by


Rita Doyle Roberts

(719) 852-6976
rita@ritaroberts.com



FADE IN:

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Perfunctory furnishings plus a book shelf and desk.  Except
for a few stuffed animals on a toy box, this could be
temporary quarters in a half-way house.

A little girl, POOKY, (7) leans against her headboard.  She's
a down-to-business kind of kid in plain, cotton pajamas --
no polka dots or kitty cats for this child. 

She finishes a drawing and tapes it above her bed.

It shows two twigs stuck into the ground -- her family tree. 
One's labeled "Cheryl" and the other, dark colored twig "Me."

She speaks to no one, or maybe to a stuffed animal.

POOKY
You should see the other kids'
drawings.  They go on and on about
aunties and grandpas, as if that
makes them special.  It really makes
them just like everyone else.

She yawns, sets her alarm.  Lights out.  

VOICE (O.S.)
If I had a mommy, even an adopted
one like yours, she'd let me stay up
a little longer.

It's CRONKITE, unseen yet very present in the dark room.

POOKY
Don't start.  Besides, she's just a
foster mom.

CRONKITE (O.S.)
She'd at least tell me a story.

Pooky leans over the side of the bed.

POOKY
Good night, Cronkite.

She plops herself in place and gets comfy under the quilt. 
The bed jiggles.  And bumps.

POOKY (CONT'D)
Come on, we've talked about this.

CRONKITE  (O.S.)
You know you forgot something.
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POOKY
Fine.

Pooky places her glass of water on the floor.

CRONKITE (O.S.)
Perfect.  Now if you could just maybe
spare one of those stuffed animals?

Pooky flings a teddy bear under the bed.

CRONKITE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
No need to get huffy.  Ha!  Get it
huffy, like Goldilocks -- or were
those pigs?  I haven't heard the
story for such a long time.

POOKY
Can we please go to sleep now?

CRONKITE (O.S.)
Of course.  Nighty-night.

Pooky settles back in.  All is quiet.

Until the quilt slides slowly toward the edge of the bed. 
Pooky grips the covers in her fists.

The quilt moves in short, forceful tugs, yanks free, hits
the floor.  A furry paw slides it beneath the bed.

POOKY
Cronkite!

CRONKITE
It's a little chilly in here, don't
you think?

POOKY
Yeah, now I do.

Pooky hangs upside down over the side of the mattress.  Her
long hair dangles while she speaks to a dark shadow below.

POOKY (CONT'D)
I'll make you a deal.

CRONKITE
No deals.

POOKY
I'll unroll my sleeping bag and give
you that extra fuzzy, warm blanket --
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CRONKITE
The one with the silk trim?

POOKY
If you'll be quiet and sleep on the
floor next to me, it's yours.

CRONKITE
I can rub the edges any time I want?

POOKY
Just don't wake up Cheryl.

CRONKITE
Do you think she might adopt me too?

POOKY
You'll never know if you don't come
out.  So, do we have a deal?

CRONKITE
I don't have any night-night clothes.

Pooky flips on her lamp and shines it toward giant Mr. Teddy
slumped in the corner with his plus-sized Pj's.

CRONKITE (CONT'D)
Maybe.

INT. BEDROOM - LATER

Mr. Teddy is now naked, stripped of his jammies. 

Pooky climbs on a wobbly chair, reaches on tiptoes for a
blanket on the top shelf of her closet.

A toy dump truck inches toward the edge and triggers an
avalanche.  Toys and blanket crash to the floor.   

The blanket covers Pooky, now a squirming mound beneath it.

Pooky's mom, CHERYL (38) throws open the door.  She's all
angles and cheek bones, a woman who's hit the snooze button
on her biological clock one-too-many times.

CHERYL
What was that?  Did you break some --

Cheryl drops her book, silk robe falls open to reveal a lacy
nighty.  She adjusts her glasses, takes a moment to process --

CRONKITE, Pooky's monster friend, an unidentified, furry
hunk of cuddles, wearing Mr. Teddy's sleepwear, tucked into
his makeshift bedroll on the floor of her daughter's room.
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His Irish sea captain eyebrows arch above his beauty mask.  

CRONKITE
(whispers)

Who's there?

Cronkite's paw-like hands are curiously small for his size.
Chewed, rounded claws which click together nervously.

His walrus mustache twitches in the silence over his buck
teeth. He lifts the beauty mask off one eye. 

Cheryl stands frozen.  
Stunned.  
Mouth open.  
Mute. 

Cronkite's little paw opens and closes in a timid howdy-do. 
Cheryl, semiconscious, waves back.

POOKY
(lifts the blanket)

Mom, this is --

Cheryl grabs Pooky's wrist and hauls her toward the door.

Pooky drags the blanket with her.  Cheryl tries to slam the
door but the blanket blocks it. 

Pooky escapes Cheryl's grasp and slips back into the room.

CHERYL
You're grounded, young lady.

Cronkite tugs the blanket to free it from the door.

CHERYL (CONT'D)
(to Cronkite)

And so are you!

Electrified with fear, Cronkite's fur juts out.  Tiny rabbit
ears on his bulky noggin stand straight up.

He screams but it sounds more like a roar.  A very LOUD roar.

CHERYL (CONT'D)
Inside voices, please!

Cronkite dives back under the bed.  His feet scramble, scrape
the carpet.  Filed claws can't get a grip.  Somehow, this
linebacker sized monster fits himself under a twin bed.

POOKY
I just got you out. Don't regress!
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Cheryl, out of sorts, repeatedly rams the door into the
blanket in an irrational insistence on closing it.

CHERYL
(mutters to herself)

I did not bargain on this, that's
for sure.  I could have just minded
my own business, but no --

Pooky observes these two lunatics -- give her eyeglasses on
a chain and she could teach kindergarten already at age seven.

Pooky reaches for Cronkite, slides half way under the bed.

CHERYL (CONT'D)
Oh, no you don't, not on my watch. 

Cheryl lunges for Pooky, pulls her out by the ankle.

POOKY
Stop!  We just had a breakthrough.

(jumps up)
Cheryl!

Pooky leads Cheryl toward the hallway.  She calmly folds the
blanket, turns out the light and gently closes the door.

Under the bed, Cronkite's eyes shine wide and wild, blink.

CHERYL (O.S.)
What is that?  How did -- by the
way, you've been with me long enough,
would it kill you to call me Mom?

EXT. BEDROOM/HALLWAY

Pooky closes and ties Cheryl's robe.

POOKY
Get yourself together, you've just
reversed months of progress!

CHERYL
I did not agree to this, this...
whatever it is.  He's gotta go.

POOKY
I'll handle him.

Pooky turns the doorknob.  Cheryl stops her.  Takes a deep
breath.  Reties her robe.

CHERYL
I'm trained in these situations.
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POOKY
Yes, but --

CHERYL
What's the pathology?  Schizophrenia? 
Agoraphobia?  Nevermind, I'll make
that assessment myself.

POOKY
But you can't kick him out, he's not
ready. He's a sweet monster, so just
be nice.  Please.

CHERYL
When am I not nice?  Hmm, Miss Suzie
Sunshine?  Might you be projecting
now?  Leave this up to me.

INT. BEDROOM

Cheryl kneels beside the bed but avoids looking under it.

CHERYL
Hello, Mr. Monster.  I'm Cheryl.

POOKY
His name is Cronkite.

CHERYL
Strange name, for starters.  

(to herself)
I'll make a mental note.

Cronkite inches as far away from her as possible.  His chest
heaves short, scared breaths.  Pooky kneels on the far side
of the bed and strokes his fur. 

POOKY
(whispers)

Take a deep breath.  I'm right here.

Cronkite whimpers but inhales. His breathing slows.

CHERYL
Yes, you couldn't be in better hands. 
I know troubled psyches of all sorts. 
Nut-jobs of every shape and size,
and now species.  Where's a notebook? 
I need to write that down.

Cronkite chews his claws.

CRONKITE
(whispers to Pooky)

Am I a nut-job?  
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POOKY
Don't pay any attention to her.

CHERYL
Really, Pooky?  A sleeping bag on
the floor? Let's make you a real
bed.  You can sleep in my room.

Cronkite's eyebrows raise.  He spits out a bit of claw.

POOKY
You never let me sleep in your room.

CHERYL
Shush.  Don't interrupt the process.

CRONKITE
I just got a terrible craving for
nuts.  Is that normal?

CHERYL
Maybe a bedtime story? 

Pooky's jaw drops.  

Cronkite gasps.

POOKY
Now's your chance, but only if you
come out.

CRONKITE
Does this mean I have a mommy?

POOKY
I guess you could call it that.

CHERYL
I should be recording this.  

INT. CHERYL'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Cheryl tucks Cronkite in on a love-seat that's way too small
for him.  She fluffs his pillow.

Cronkite scrunches his furry bulk between the two armrests
while Pooky monitors from the doorway.

Cheryl awkwardly kisses the monster on the forehead, and
smooths his fur, anxious for the right response.

He looks up at Cheryl adoringly -- Baby Huey with a sly fox.

CHERYL
How's that?  Are you comfy?
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CRONKITE
Yes.  Mostly.

Pooky offers a teddy bear to Cheryl.

CHERYL
Oh, I see.  How's this?

Cronkite nods, happy.

CHERYL (CONT'D)
Great.  Nighty-night.

Pooky smirks, flips the light off, but her finger remains on
the switch.

CRONKITE
There's just one more thing.

Lights on.

Pooky hands a glass of water to Cheryl.

CHERYL
Of course.  Here you go.  We all
need a little attention sometimes.

Lights off.

A moment of silence.

CRONKITE
Um...

Lights on.

POOKY
Good night, you two.

She leaves Cheryl to learn the routine for herself.

INT. POOKY'S BEDROOM

Pooky settles into bed with a bemused smile on her face.

Sounds of a toilet flushing, water runs.

CHERYL (O.S.)
Okay?  Are we good now?

Click. 

CRONKITE (O.S.)
If only there was a night light, I
wouldn't have to bother you again.
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Click.

CHERYL (O.S.)
(sighs)

Fine.  But after that --

Pooky rolls over and immediately falls asleep.

INT. KITCHEN - MORNING

Old fashioned, barely used appliances shine like new. Linoleum
counters are packed with newfangled gadgets. 

Cheryl leans on the sideboard, robe droops off her shoulder. 
Bed-head and puffy eyes tell the story of her night.

Bright as sunshine, Cronkite clutches a serving spoon in his
fist. Cheryl pours cereal into his bowl.

Pooky enters fully dressed, but stops short at the scene.

POOKY
Didn't expect to see you up already.

Cheryl yawns.

Cronkite smiles.  Sugary mush gushes past his teeth.

POOKY (CONT'D)
Did you make breakfast for me?

CHERYL
Sure, there's the cereal.  You know
where the bowls are.

Cronkite scoots the cereal box towards Pooky.

POOKY
No thanks.

Pooky sets herself up with toast and a half grapefruit.

Cronkite studies her every move.  He eyeballs the extra half
of grapefruit.

POOKY (CONT'D)
Go ahead.

He mangles the grapefruit but a section rests on his spoon. 
He sits up straight, and delicately places it on his tongue.

ACK!  Sour!  He spits it out.

The grapefruit splashes into the bowl of cereal.  Cronkite
digs the offending citrus out and flings it.
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CRONKITE
How can you eat that?

CHERYL
That's what I love about Pooky, she
practically parents herself.

Cheryl pulls up a stool next to the monster in striped pajamas
and steals a sugary puff from the overflow of his bowl.

Cronkite inches his cereal further away from Cheryl.

POOKY
Did you sleep well?

CRONKITE
Like a baby.

CHERYL
Don't ask.

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER

Stacks of gossip magazines clutter the perfect furniture
store showroom set up.  Even the flowers are fake.

Cronkite waves sadly from the window as Pooky boards the
school bus.  Cheryl races past him, gathers her bag and keys.

CHERYL
Stay out of trouble.  Watch television
or something.

Cronkite slumps into a chair, stares at the floor and clicks
his claws together.  

All alone again in the silent, empty room.

INT. CHERYL'S OFFICE - DAY

Cheryl half-sits on the desk with the phone to her ear.
Posters of Freud, Jung, Erikson flank the walls. 

A homogenous parade of GRADE SCHOOL CHILDREN lug backpacks
and file past her door. The sign on it reads "Counselor."

A FORLORN GIRL stops in the doorway.  Cheryl scowls and waves
at the girl to move on.

CHERYL
(into phone)

Yes, hello! Have I got a story for
you!
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