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PENELOPE JONES is a brilliant inventor, a world-class 
engineer, and one of the most original scientific minds in 
the whole world. 

Her heroes are Nikolai Tesla, Marie Curie, and Henry 
Ruschmann, the inventor of glitter.

Oh. Did I mention that she’s only eleven years old? 

Between her boundless energy & giant brain, Penelope’s 
parents worried she would get bored with kids her own age, so 
this year they moved her up to Horace Plumhauser High School.

Penelope might be able to rewire a car to run on solar power 
and fruit punch, but navigating high school when you’re a 
super-genius younger than everyone else? That can be tricky.

Luckily, with her determination, optimism, and a few handfuls 
of glitter, nothing’s too tough for Penelope Jones!
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INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - MORNING

B-R-R-R-R-RING!

It’s an average day at Horace Plumhauser High School. 
Students emerge from classrooms into the hall, heading 

PENELOPE JONES, meanwhile, is having trouble with her locker.

Standing on a collapsible step stool of her own invention, 
Penelope faces down her TOP-ROW LOCKER, which bulges with 
books, papers, and other belongings.

PENELOPE
Okay. 3... 2...

Using all five feet of her might, she shoves the locker door 
shut, trying to get it closed enough to clap on her lock.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
(Struggling)

C’mon! Get... your stupid... 
book... butts... in there!

The POPULAR GIRLS next to her snicker while they exchange 
POPULAR GIRL LOOKS.

POPULAR GIRL
(Catty, stage whisper)

Oh my god. That is so cute, isn’t 
it girls?

Penelope grits her teeth. Doesn’t want to give them a 
satisfaction of a reaction.

POPULAR GIRL (CONT'D)
(Condescending)

Hey Penelope. Do you need some help 
with that locker? Looks a little...  
big for you.

PENELOPE
(Straining)

No. Thanks. I’m fine.

The popular girls all exchange eye rolls.

POPULAR GIRL
(Faux-nice)

Well just let me know if you change 
your mind. We’ll be right here.

Penelope tries to just ignore them.
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PENELOPE
(Under breath, voice 
command)

Backpack. Gimme a hand please?

Zip! From a pocket on her BACKPACK emerges a ROBOTIC ARM. It 
gives her a thumbs-up and, as she uses her whole weight to 
close the locker, Backpack slaps on the lock.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
(Exhausted)

Ha!

She hops down from her step stool and, with the push of a 
button, it collapses down so small that she can clip it on 
her backpack like a (sparkly, purple) keychain.

The popular girls look down their noses at Penelope, but she 
just gives them a big, genuine smile.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
(Blowing hair out of face)

See? No problem.

They all just roll their eyes and go back to ignoring her.

DARREN (O.S.)
Yo! Penelope!

Coming down the hallway are Penelope’s two best friends 
VICTORIA (14, preppy, violinist) and DARREN (14, frazzled, 
compensates with humor).

POPULAR GIRL
(Quiet, to friends)

Oh good. Now the rest of the Nerd 
Pack is here. Let’s go.

With that, the popular girls leave with as much haughty 
disdain as they can muster.

VICTORIA
(Dry)

Nice to see you too, ladies.
(Beat, to Penelope)

They bothering you again?

Penelope tries to wave it off.

PENELOPE
Pffft. What? No. No it’s fine. I 
think we’re... becoming friends. 
Yeah. They even asked, like, if I 
needed help with my locker.
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DARREN
Yeah they were giving off a real 
“friendly” vibe.

They start walking down the hallway together.

PENELOPE
Anyway! Enough about me. How’re you 
guys doing?

DARREN
Oh. You know. Stressed. Anxious. 
Feeling like my heart’s about to 
explode.

PENELOPE
The usual, then?

DARREN
Yep. Pretty much.

VICTORIA
(Smirk)

We were in class just now and when 
Ms. Varney asked Darren a question 
he just blurted out “Uhhh, the 
circumference?”

Penelope looks confused.

PENELOPE
But I thought you guys were in 
French this morning...?

DARREN
(Grumbling)

Exactly. But I was trying to get my 
geometry homework done because I 
didn’t have time last night.

As they walk, a small ROBOTIC ARM extends from Penelope’s 
backpack with her (unicorn) planner. She takes it and flips 
through - lots and lots of homework on her “To Do” list.

PENELOPE
Okay kinda glad to hear it’s not 
just me - The homework levels have 
been, like, cuckoo-levels lately, 
right?

DARREN
Thank you! It’s been horrible! I’ve 
always been one of the smart kids. 

(MORE)

4.

DARREN (CONT'D)

5.



DARREN (CONT'D)

5.

6.

Not, like, “you guys” smart, 
obviously, but I’m not used to 
feeling so, so...

VICTORIA
“Inadequate?”

DARREN
I was gonna say “behind,” but sure. 
Let’s go with your crippling blow 
to my ego. Thanks Victoria.

(Surly, changing subjects)
How are you managing, anyway?

PENELOPE
Yeah. Don’t you have, like tons of 
club stuff to do too?

Victoria adjusts her backpack and violin case as she thinks--

WHIP PAN TO:

INT. VICTORIA’S BEDROOM - 3:00 AM LAST NIGHT

Victoria sobs while she practices violin, listens to an 
audiobook, and studies art history simultaneously.

BACK TO:

Victoria just shrugs.

VICTORIA
...Time management I guess?

She covers a near-imperceptible eye twitch. Penelope is still 
flipping through her planner.

PENELOPE
Essays, projects, papers, 
worksheets, reports... Like, I know 
how to do all of these things--

ALL
(Simultaneous)

It’s just way too much.

PENELOPE
Yeah! How are we supposed to have 
time to do anything that’s not 
school?

DARREN (CONT'D)
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MR. JONES (O.S.)
(Rhymes with “Antelope”)

Something wrong, Penelope?

Standing in an open doorway is Penelope’s dad/math teacher 
CURTIS JONES (cool dad, still lame). He grins at them as he 
sips his coffee.

MR. JONES
Hope it’s not me you kids are 
gripping about.

PENELOPE
Oh. Hey dad.

DARREN/VICTORIA
Hey Mr. Jones./Hi sir.

Penelope brandishes her planner at him.

PENELOPE
Is having this much homework 
against the rules?

MR. JONES
(Reading)

Hmmm... Well, I know it might not 
seem very lit, but-

Darren and Victoria both wince as Penelope buries her face in 
her hands.

PENELOPE
Dad please don’t make me disable 
your laptop’s WiFi again. You know 
I’ll do it.

He just chuckles as he hands back her planner. The robotic 
arm comes out of Penelope’s backpack again to take it back.

MR. JONES
But I’m afraid that’s just part of 
growing up. It’s always going to 
feel like there aren’t enough hours 
in the day.

(Beat, remembers)
Oh, speaking of...

He pulls a paper out of his binder and hands it to Darren.
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MR. JONES (CONT'D)
As much as j’aime votre devoirs, I 
bet Madame Varney would be better 
at grading your French homework 
than me.

DARREN
Aw man. Again?

The bell RINGS.

MR. JONES
Oop, gotta go. Later squad.

PENELOPE
DAD.

But he just walks away laughing to himself, leaving our gang 
to transition into a --

HOMEWORK-RECEIVING MONTAGE

Penelope, Victoria, and Darren go through the rest of their 
day in a whirlwind of bells, classes, teachers, and a 
mounting pile of homework and assignments.

We build and build and BUILD as it swirls around Penelope 
before we finally --

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. PENELOPE’S BEDROOM - END OF DAY

Penelope collapses onto her bed, looking harried. Every spare 
surface in her room is covered in half-finished experiments 
and inventions, and the walls are covered in posters of 
unicorns, boy bands, and inventors.

In the corner there’s a big cushy dog bed with a wall-eyed, 
wheezing PUG sitting in it. The embroidery reads “SMUDGE J. 
SMUDGINGTON.” Penelope looks over at him with a heavy head.

PENELOPE
I dunno what to do, Smudge. It’s 
only been a few weeks and 
everything at school is already 
getting absolutely crazy-pants.

Smudge might be dumb, but he can tell when he’s needed. He 
waddles over to the bed where he nudges a button that 
activates a perfectly pug-sized set of stairs. He climbs up.
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PENELOPE (CONT'D)
It’s not hard homework, obviously, 
but there’s just so much of it!

Smudge gives a little wheeze and settles down next to 
Penelope for some head scratches. She obliges as she sighs 
melodramatically.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
I wanted to work on the reactor for 
my scooter, but at this rate I’m 
not even gonna have time to sleep.

(Beat)
Backpack - Planner, please.

Penelope’s backpack CHIRPS and extends its robotic arm again, 
with planner in hand. She takes it and flips through.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Look at this. Calc worksheet, 
history paper, book report, econ 
essay, physics reading...

She flops onto her back, letting the planner fall open on her 
face as she groans. She tears open a package of FRUIT SNACKS 
and pops some in her mouth from that position.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Ughhhhh. I just wanna invent 
stuuuuuff.

As she lies there, chewing fruit snacks under her planner, 
she hears the echoing voice of her father.

MR. JONES (V.O.)
...not enough hours in the day... 
...not enough hours in the day... 
...hours in the day... hours...

Penelope lowers the planner with new fire in her eyes. She 
looks down at the fruit snacks - They’ve inspired her.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
(Repeating, mouth full)

“Not enough hours in the day...”
(Beat, swallow)

Smudge. I think I might just be 
having... an idea.

Smudge wheezes.

BAM. Penelope hits play on the “BRAIN TIME!!!” playlist on 
her computer. BAM. She slams down some drafting paper. BAM. 
She dumps out another package of fruit snacks.

8.

(MORE)

9.



(MORE)

9.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)

10.

Finally, she pulls back her frizzy hair into a scrunchie. 
That means things are serious.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Okay. Brain time.

As she dances along to the happy poppy tunes of her playlist, 
Penelope starts to make a PLAN. She explains out loud to 
Smudge while she makes some calculations on her computer.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
So. Dad said “there are only so 
many hours in a day...” But I think 
there might be a way around that. 

(Excited to share)
Y’know how there are always the 
same number of fruit snacks in 
every pack?

She holds up a fruit snack to demonstrate. Smudge snuffles. 
She’s got his attention. She pops one in her mouth, chews and 
swallows, repeat, repeat, as she talks.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
(Chewing, swallowing)

If you eat... ‘em all... like 
this... they’ll be gone super fast, 
right? And that’s sad. No bueno.

Smudge does look sad about the idea of no more fruit snacks.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
But if you do this...

She takes the next fruit snack and chews it super slowly.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
(Mouth full)

The bag will last longer!

Smudge just cocks his head. Penelope finally swallows.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
So I might not be able to control 
how any fruit snacks are in the 
bag, but I can control how long the 
bag lasts! It’s so simple!

Smudge stares at her blankly.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Yeah! All I gotta do is figure out 
a way to make time pass slower! 

(MORE)
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That way I’ll have more time to do 
my homework!

Smudge snuffles.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
I mean. Yeah. I guess I could just 
do my homework in the time I’ll 
spend inventing... 

(too jazzed)
But where’s the fun in that?!

She puts a hand to her head. Looks to all the empty bags of 
fruit snacks.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Hoo. Sugar rush.

(Beat, determined grin)
Gotta use it.

INVENTING TIME LAPSE SEQUENCE

Penelope turns up her music as a time lapse kicks in of her 
zipping around her room, cooking up her latest invention. 

She taps away at her computer, she sketches at her drafting 
table, she works at a chemistry station, she takes a break to 
bounce on the bed with Smudge... it gets later and later.

INT. PENELOPE’S KITCHEN - SIMULTANEOUS

It’s starting to get late, but Mr. Jones is still at the 
kitchen table grading homework. SAMANTHA JONES (lawyer, 
stylish, cool) comes in and gives him a peck on the cheek.

MRS. JONES
Wow. You and Pen are both burning 
that midnight oil, huh?

MR. JONES
Yeah, gotta get all these proofs 
graded by tomorrow. Can’t believe 
how they stacked up on me.

MRS. JONES
All right... well try to finish 
soon. I wanna see that movie 
tomorrow and I don’t want you 
falling asleep halfway through.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
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MR. JONES
(Rhymes with “Antelope”)

Thanks hon. Check on the Penelope 
on your way up?

She gives him another kiss on the cheek.

INT. HALLWAY, OUTSIDE PENELOPE’S ROOM - A MINUTE LATER

Mrs. Jones knocks on Penelope’s door. The quiet sound of her 
music inside leaks through.

MRS. JONES
Pen? You doing okay in there?

PENELOPE (O.S.)
Yeah mom!

MRS. JONES
Almost done with your homework?

A pause.

PENELOPE (O.S.)
....yeah mom!

Mrs. Jones looks tempted to say more... decides that her 
daughter’s old enough to make decisions herself.

MRS. JONES
Well just remember. Geniuses--

INT. PENELOPE’S ROOM - SIMULTANEOUS

PENELOPE
(Heard it a million times)

“--need sleep too.” I know.

MRS. JONES (O.S.)
Night kiddo. Love you.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Love you too!

Penelope turns back to her work... which is decidedly not her 
homework. Instead, she is examining a row of purple-and-
yellow STICKS OF GUM on her desk.

She lowers a magnifying lens on her goggles and picks up one 
of the pieces of gum with a pair of tweezers. Through her 
goggles, she can see it crackling with ENERGY.
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PENELOPE (CONT'D)
(Grin, to self)

Quantum destabilized molecules 
bonded to organic rubber polymers.

(Showing off to Smudge)
Aka... Time Gum. Tropical berry 
flavor!

Smudge yawns and sits up to pay attention.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Here’s how it works. You take a 
stick of gum, chew it, and--

She pops the stick of gum in her mouth and starts chewing. 
There’s a FLASH as everything around her starts to move in 
extremely slow motion.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
(omg it worked)

--Time slows down. YES!

She reaches into her mouth and pulls out the gum. Time snaps 
back to the correct speed again. Smudge looks startled.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Ha! It worked! The unstable 
molecules are bonded to the 
molecules responsible for the 
flavor, so as long as the gum still 
has flavor it should still slow 
time down.

(Beat)
Plus that way I’m not left chewing 
flavorless gum, heh.

She looks over at her computer screen where there’s a 3D 
visualization of the space-time continuum. A meter labeled 
STABILITY shows a small blip.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Space-time continuum stability 
is... hm, a little blippy. But not 
terrible.

(A beat... then-)
I’ll be careful. What’s the worst 
that could happen?

With that, she pops the gum back in her mouth - But now we 
watch from Smudge’s startled perspective as she starts to zip 
around the room at lightning speed.
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He lies back down as we see Penelope continue working at high 
speed. We see the To-Do list in her planner get checked off - 
Bam! BAM! BAM!

Finally, she zips over to next to her bed and returns to 
normal speed as she takes the gum out of her mouth. She looks 
absolutely exhausted, but she’s got a smile on her face.

PENELOPE
(Bleary)

I did it, Smudge.

She tosses the used gum into her wastebasket. It crackles 
with its last remaining residual energy, then fades.

Penelope falls face-first into bed.

PENELOPE
..I did it...

She starts snoring almost instantly.

FADE TO:

EXT. PENELOPE’S NEIGHBORHOOD - THE NEXT MORNING

Penelope putts along on an electric scooter, Smudge in an 
attached sidecar next to her. They both wear goggles and 
matching glittery purple helmets.

PENELOPE
Well Smudge, I’d call the Time Gum 
an enormous success.

Smudge snuffles.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
(Like he said something)

Hm. Yeah I’d love to share the Gum 
with Darren and Victoria. Like, I 
know they could really use it too, 
but I’m worried that if space/time 
gets messed with too much it could 
result in complete quantum 
destabilization! Or something. 
Speaking of which...

(Thinking)
Backpack? Have the lab keep an eye 
out for more blippiness, okay?

The robotic arm pops out and gives a thumbs up.
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Penelope and Smudge pull up in front of the school. She hops 
off, punches a few buttons on the handlebar control panel, 
and gives Smudge a smooch on the forehead.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
See ya later boy.

Smudge snuffles as the sidecar slides over and merges with 
the main seat, resulting in a motorcycle-like shape that 
takes Smudge back towards home.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - LATER

Penelope walks down the hallway, humming to herself. Her 
backpack’s robot arm holds out her planner as she jots some 
assignments down. She comes up to Darren and Victoria.

PENELOPE
Hey guys!

They both look at her, heavy bags under their eyes.

DARREN
(Crabby)

What’s that supposed to mean?

VICTORIA
(No energy whatsoever)

Yeah.

PENELOPE
Oh, um, it means... “Hi?”

Darren gives himself a few wake-up slaps on the cheek.

DARREN
Sorry, sorry... I’m running on, 
like, no sleep as it is, and Mr. 
Hewlett just dumped another art 
history essay on me.

VICTORIA
And I apparently forgot to prep 
materials for debate club, so 
that’s what I get to spend my lunch 
doing. Ugh.

Penelope looks guilty.

PENELOPE
Aw man, I’m really sorry you guys.

Darren looks at Penelope suspiciously.
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DARREN
Hang on. You’re just as slammed as 
the rest of us, why don’t you look 
like trash covered in sewage too?

VICTORIA
(Deadpan)

Speak for yourself.

Penelope looks like she really, really wants to say 
something... but she can’t do it.

PENELOPE
Ohhh. Uhhh... I mean, thanks? But-

(Fake yawn)
-Yeah. I’m super tired too. Yup.

Darren and Victoria both squint at her. She wipes a tiny 
droplet of sweat from her forehead.

Luckily, she’s saved by the bell. B-R-R-R-R-RING!

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Gotta go!

With that, Penelope vanishes into the crowd as Darren and 
Victoria look at each other. What the heck...?

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY, OUTSIDE CLASSROOM - A MINUTE LATER

Penelope lines up with students waiting to file into the 
classroom. She still looks guilty about her friends.

PENELOPE
(To self)

...it’s to protect the space-time 
continuum...

Meanwhile, the students chatter with each other as they wait 
to get into the classroom.

STUDENT 1
Man. I can’t believe I almost 
missed the back of the worksheet.

STUDENT 2
Ha, yeah, same.

Penelope’s eyes widen.
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PENELOPE
(Hushed)

“Back of the worksheet?” Backpack! 
Homework please.

Her backpack’s robotic arm hands over the worksheet. She 
takes it and feverishly flips it over. Penelope GASPS. Sure 
enough, there’s a back side... and it’s BLANK.

Penelope’s eyes dart back and forth. She thinks... makes a 
decision, and dashes towards the bathroom.

INT. SCHOOL BATHROOM - A MINUTE LATER

Penelope ducks into the bathroom stall, sits down on the 
toilet, and pulls her feet up.

PENELOPE
(Hushed)

Backpack. Gum please.

Backpack hands her some normal gum.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Time Gum, backpack. Though... good 
flavor. Save that for later.

Backpack corrects, handing her over some Time Gum.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Thanks.

She stuffs the gum in her mouth, there’s a FLASH, and time 
slows down. Hiding there inside the bathroom stall, she 
polishes off the rest of the worksheet at lightning speed.

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
Phew. That was close.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY, OUTSIDE CLASSROOM - A MINUTE LATER

Penelope, breathing hard, runs back to her classroom. She 
reaches to grab the handle... and realizes she’s still 
chewing the gum. Doi.

She pulls the gum out of her mouth. It’s still crackling with 
time energy. She grimaces... and then notices the teacher 
inside is starting to teach. She tosses it in a trash can.

As Penelope ducks into her classroom we see that, from down 
the hall, DARREN JUST SAW THE WHOLE THING.

16.

(MORE)

17.



(MORE)

17.

VICTORIA (CONT'D)

18.

DARREN
(Slack-jawed)

...whaaaaaaaaaat...

Darren cautiously reaches into the trash can and fishes out 
the glowing, crackling, wad of gum.

DARREN (CONT'D)
...whaaaaaaaaaat...

Eyes still exhausted-looking, Darren carefully examines the 
gum, considering, then starts to pop it in his mouth...

EXT. OUTSIDE HIGH SCHOOL - THAT AFTERNOON

BR-R-R-R-R-RING! The bell rings and sets all of the students 
of Horace Plumhauser High School free.

Penelope comes bounding down the stairs and heads towards the 
bike rack where Smudge and her scooter are waiting. He 
snuffles happily at the sight of her. She waves.

But suddenly...

DARREN
Penelope!

Penelope stops. She turns to see Darren and Victoria standing 
in the shadow of a tree. They... don’t look super stoked.

PENELOPE
(Under breath)

Hoo boy.

She walks over to them.

PENELOPE
What’s going on?

DARREN
I could ask you the saaame thing.

PENELOPE
Huh?

DARREN
Playing dumb doesn’t suit you, 
Jones.

VICTORIA
(Irritated)

Darren. 
(MORE)
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I’ve got yearbook club in three 
minutes. Could you cut to the chase 
please-?

DARREN
Okay okay.

He pulls out the wad of Time Gum.

DARREN
Wanna explain this?

It still crackles with one or two last zaps of time energy. 
Penelope looks at them both... and realizes the jig is up.

PENELOPE
Okay. Come over after dinner and 
I’ll show you.

INT. PENELOPE’S ROOM - AFTER DINNER

Darren and Victoria sit on Penelope’s bed as she shows them 
the Time Gum. She looks apologetic.

PENELOPE
--And see, the only reason I didn’t 
tell you guys about the Gum was 
because I was worried about the 
quantum de-stabilization.

Darren and Victoria both look grumpy... but they get it.

DARREN
I understood, like, a third of the 
words you used... but I can tell 
you mean it.

VICTORIA
Yeah. You’re not the worst.

PENELOPE
Heh. Phew?

Darren gets up and looks over the computer monitors. He 
points to the STABILITY meter.

DARREN
And so this little bar shows the 
space-time continuum’s...

PENELOPE
Blippiness.

VICTORIA (CONT'D)
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DARREN
Blippiness. Right. I mean I don’t 
wanna be, like, presumptuous... but 
it looks like it’s not too blippy, 
right?

PENELOPE
(Admitting)

Yeah.

DARREN
So maybe, if you wouldn’t mind 
sharing... maybe we...

VICTORIA
...Could have a couple sticks of 
that Time Gum too?

Penelope knew this was coming... she looks at the space-time 
continuum stability meter. It really does look mostly okay.

DARREN
Please? For your friends?

PENELOPE
...Yeah. Okay.

DARREN
YES! Gettin’ back on that straight-
A train!

PENELOPE
But you gotta make sure you don’t 
chew too much! Or share it with 
anyone. I’m kinda worried about 
three people using it as it is.

VICTORIA
Your secret is safe with us.

PENELOPE
Okay. I’ve already done all my 
homework, so I don’t need to use 
anymore tonight.

She hands over a couple sticks of Time Gum to each of them. 
They’re packaged in adorable silver foil and wrappers. Darren 
gives his gum a grateful kiss and gets a ZAP to the lips, 
like static electricity.

DARREN
Yow! Oops.
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He startles, fumbles, and drops one of his sticks of gum. It 
hits the ground and bounces under Penelope’s desk. She just 
rolls her eyes and hands him another one.

PENELOPE
I’ll get that later. Here. But 
that’s the last one you get.

From downstairs, there’s a call-

MRS. JONES
Penelope! You ready to go? Car 
leaves for the movies in five 
minutes!

PENELOPE
Coming mom!

INT. PENELOPE’S LIVING ROOM - A MINUTE LATER

Penelope, Darren, and Victoria come bounding down the stairs.

PENELOPE
(Hushed)

Remember. Not too much, okay?

They both solemnly nod and head out the door.

DARREN
Bye Mr. & Mrs. J!

VICTORIA
Have fun at the movies!

MRS. JONES
Bye kids.

Mrs. Jones turns back to her conversation with Mr. Jones.

MRS. JONES
You’re sure you’ve got time for the 
movies? I don’t want you getting in 
trouble because of me.

MR. JONES
I’ll be fine, I’ll be fine.

(Clearly a little worried)
I’ll just... have an extra cup of 
coffee or something when we get 
home. It’ll be fine.
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He pulls on his jacket. Mrs. Jones swaps her work blazer for 
a more comfy jacket. Penelope stands ready to go in her best 
hoody.

MR. JONES
C’mon ladies. Let’s hit the 
theater.

INT. THE JONES’ CAR - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Penelope rides in the backseat as they head to the movie 
theater. Mrs. Jones, from the passenger seat, turns around to 
look at her.

MRS. JONES
I’m so happy you were able to get 
enough homework finished that you 
could come with us, Pen. I’ve been 
kind of worried lately.

PENELOPE
Ha, you and me both, mom.

MR. JONES
Yeah you’ll have to show me a thing 
or two. You using some kind of... 
new app or something like that to 
stay organized?

PENELOPE
Err. Yeah. Something like that.

She looks out the window as we transition to--

VICTORIA AND DARREN USING THE TIME GUM MONTAGE

We see Darren and Victoria in the respective bedrooms, each 
carefully taking out a stick of time gum and starting to chew 
it. FLASH! Time slows down. It’s working! Awesome.

-Darren starts reading a thick novel, taking notes. 

-Victoria practices violin as she jauntily blows a bubble 
with the gum.

-Back in Penelope’s bedroom, we see the STABILITY meter pass 
UNSTABLE and go into the yellow.
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INT. MOVIE THEATER LOBBY - SIMULTANEOUS

Penelope stands in line at the concession stand at the movie 
theater, bouncing from foot to foot as she eagerly stares at 
the popcorn in the machine.

PENELOPE
Oh man. Freshly popped. Yes!

She pulls out her phone to snap a photo and share it on 
social media... when she sees a notification from Backpack.

PENELOPE
Uh oh. Blippiness.

She pops open her self-made LAB MONITOR app and sees that 
there are some serious instabilities forming in the space-
time continuum. Her eyes go wide.

CONCESSION STAND JERK (O.S.)
Uhh, hello?

The pimply power-tripping teen working the CONCESSION STAND 
coughs loudly to grab Penelope’s attention.

PENELOPE
Oh! Uh. One large popcorn and a 
medium orange soda please?

CONCESSION STAND JERK
Sure.

Penelope rapidly types a text to Victoria and Darren - “GUYS! 
S/TC looking blippy. Not too much gum ok???”

Mid-texting, the jerk coughs again.

CONCESSION STAND JERK
Ahem. That’ll be $7.58.

Without even looking she hands over her money, gets back her 
change and popcorn, and finishes typing the message (with a 
bunch of emoji for good measure, of course). Send.

PENELOPE
(Already scarfing popcorn)

Phew. Glad I caught that.

INT. DARREN/VICTORIA’S ROOMS - SIMULTANEOUS

In split-screen, we see Darren and Victoria in almost 
perfectly sync finish a piece of gum and receive Penelope’s 
text message. They read it over.

22.

23.



23.

24.

DARREN/VICTORIA
Hmmmm.

A beat. They look at their remaining piles of homework. Then 
back to the gum. Then to Penelope’s text on their phones. 
Then back to the piles of homework.

DARREN/VICTORIA
I’m sure one more piece won’t hurt.

CHOMP. FLASH! 

Back to the DARREN/VICTORIA GUM MONTAGE:

-Victoria types up a manifesto for yearbook club.

-Darren looks over complex math equations in his text book.

-Penelope and her parents sit down in the movie. This is 
gonna be great! From inside Penelope’s pocket, her MUTED 
phone flashes a DANGER notification from Backpack.

-Back in her room, Smudge is staring at the computer that 
shows the Stability meter creeping dangerously close to the 
DANGER ZONE. Backpack’s robotic arm waves helplessly.

INT. DARREN’S ROOM - EVENING

Darren is still feverishly working away and chewing his Time 
Gum, just wrapping up a long arduous French essay.

DARREN
(Checking)

Cross the t’s, dot the i’s, accent 
the aigu’s... and... done! Ha!

Time around him starts to get wobbly and a look crosses his 
face - Bad taste, bad taste.

DARREN (CONT'D)
Augh, and not a minute too soon. 
Blech. So flavorless.

He spits out his gum and tosses it in a wastebasket. He sits 
back in his chair, smug and satisfied.

DARREN (CONT'D)
Look at me. Caught up on homework. 
And it’s not even 11:30 yet!

His eye drifts towards his video game console in the corner.
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DARREN (CONT'D)
Could probably even squeeze in an 
hour or two of Storm Warriors and 
still get a decent night’s sleep!

Suddenly. Idea. He pulls out his LAST STICK OF TIME GUM.

DARREN (CONT'D)
Or...

In rapid succession, we see Darren kick back on his beanbag 
chair, boot up the game, and pop in the last of his Time Gum.

FLASH!

INT. PENELOPE’S ROOM - SIMULTANEOUS

BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP! The stability alarm on Penelope’s 
computer starts going haywire. Poor Backpack just flails 
helplessly as Smudge hides.

INT. DARREN’S ROOM - SIMULTANEOUS

Darren hums along to the Storm Warriors theme song as he 
starts up the game. But then... he realizes something weird 
is going on with his gum.

He stops chewing and starts to pull the gum out of his 
mouth... and realizes that it’s bubbling and writhing like 
it’s alive. Tendrils of it still stick to his teeth.

DARREN
(Worried, gummed up)

Well dat dudn’t theem good.

INT. VICTORIA’S ROOM - SIMULTANEOUS

Victoria, in the middle of her calculus homework, pauses.

VICTORIA
(Gross taste)

Huh?

She reaches into her mouth for her gum, sees it roiling and 
‘glitching’. As she watches, it starts to envelop her hand, 
stretching and melting down her arm.

VICTORIA (CONT'D)
Aw crud.
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EXT. MOVIE THEATER - SIMULTANEOUS

Penelope and her parents come out of the theater, laughing.

MRS. JONES
What..? I wasn’t expecting it to be 
so creepy!

PENELOPE
But you saw the trailers, right?

MRS. JONES
Well, yeah, but I thought they 
were, y’know. Exaggerating. 
Marketing!

As they talk, Penelope pulls out her phone to unmute it. She 
sees the DANGER WARNING from Backpack and her eyes go WIDE.

PENELOPE
(Disappointed/worried)

Oh no. Guyyyyys.

MR. JONES
(Rhymes with “antelope”)

What is it, Penelope?

PENELOPE
(Urgent)

We gotta get home, now!

EXT. PENELOPE’S HOUSE - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Mr. Jones has barely pulled the car all the way into the 
driveway when Penelope bounds out of it.

MRS. JONES
Hey! Slow down, what’s going on?

PENELOPE
I’ll explain everything in a 
minute, I promise!

Penelope practically vibrates with impatience on the front 
stoop as Mr. Jones puts the car in park, gets out...

PENELOPE (CONT'D)
(To self)

C’mon c’mon c’mon c’mon.

Finally, Mr. Jones gets to the front door. He fiddles with 
the keys, finding the house key... He’s about to unlock the 
door and let Penelope in when-
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MRS. JONES
What on earth are those?

Penelope takes a look, not expecting it to be anything that 
matters to her right now, but--

PENELOPE
Oooooh. No.

Shambling down the block towards them, silhouetted by 
flickering streetlights, are a PAIR OF FIGURES.

The figures walk with uncertain footsteps, as though they 
keep sticking to the ground. They move in strange, jerky 
movements. Mr. Jones doesn’t like the look of them.

MR. JONES
Stay behind me, you too.

PENELOPE
No, it’s okay Dad. Don’t worry.

MR. JONES
What?

But as the figures come under a streetlight we can see that 
it’s DARREN and VICTORIA, completely covered in glitching-out 
TIME GUM and shambling like some sort of gum zombies.

DARREN/VICTORIA
(All gummed up)

Penellllopeeee. Helllppp us!

PENELOPE
Ooooh. Hey guys.

MRS. JONES
(Understandably, freaked 
out)

Penelope. What. Is. Going. On?

Penelope winces, turns to her parents.

PENELOPE
Umm. Do you know a good way to 
clean gum off of... everywhere?

INT. PENELOPE’S KITCHEN - HALF AN HOUR LATER

Victoria stands with her head under the kitchen sink, rinsing 
her hair. Penelope and her parents have gotten most of the 
gum scraped off her and stuffed into garbage bags.
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Aiding their efforts is an INDUSTRIAL-SIZED JAR OF PEANUT 
BUTTER. Mrs. Jones is in the middle of slathering some on 
Darren’s head to try and free him.

MRS. JONES
Well I don’t know what lesson you 
were supposed to learn here 
exactly, but I sure hope you 
learned it Pen. Because this is 
really rank.

PENELOPE
(Sheepish)

Yeah... “Don’t mess with the 
space/time continuum.”

MR. JONES
(Smirk)

I don’t care what your grandparents 
say - Parenting your generation is 
different.

Victoria finishes rinsing her hair in the sink.

VICTORIA
Ohhh this is so gross. So gross. 
You know, it’s what I get for 
trying to game the system though. 
This right here? It’s karma. 
Sticky, horrible, karma.

PENELOPE
No... this is all my fault, I’m 
sorry guys. I never should’ve 
messed with time in the first 
place... That was stupid.

(Chipper, bright side)
At least it was just the gum that 
completely de-stabilized and not, 
like, the whole space-time 
continuum!

DARREN
(From beneath gum, 
sarcastic)

Woo-hoo.

VICTORIA
Watch it, Darren. If I recall 
correctly, I wasn’t the one who de-
stabilized everything because I 
just had to get in a round of my 
stupid game.
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DARREN
(gummed up)

Sh’not a shtupid gabe!
(Sheepish)

But poind tak’n.

They keep scrubbing away at Darren and Victoria as we--

FADE TO:

INT. PENELOPE’S KITCHEN - LATER THAT NIGHT

Mr. Jones stands in the kitchen, eyelids heavy, making 
himself a fresh pot of coffee. We hear the sound of the front 
door as Mrs. Jones comes home, tossing down her car keys.

MR. JONES
Everyone home safe?

MRS. JONES
Yes indeed. Bit sticky, but safe.

(Sees the coffee)
At this hour?

MR. JONES
I know, I know. But I gotta finish 
my grading.

Meanwhile, up the stairs--

INT. PENELOPE’S ROOM - SIMULTANEOUS

--Penelope is fast asleep. Smudge, hearing the sounds of 
voices downstairs, stirs awake, hops to the ground. But on 
his way out, he spots something...

Under Penelope’s desk is the misplaced PIECE OF TIME GUM, 
still in its wrapper. Smudge cocks his head.

INT. PENELOPE’S KITCHEN - SIMULTANEOUS

Mrs. Jones gives her husband a peck on the cheek.

MRS. JONES
All right, well same rules go for 
you as Pen. Don’t stay up too late.

MR. JONES
You got it.
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And with that she heads upstairs as Mr. Jones sits down 
heavily at the kitchen table, facing down all of the grading 
he still has ahead of him. He sighs, pours some coffee.

Something bumps his ankle. Huh? He looks down and sees SMUDGE 
staring back up at him, wall-eyed. Something purple and 
yellow pokes out of his mouth.

MR. JONES (CONT'D)
Huh. What’cha got there, 
Smudgington?

Mr. Jones reaches down to take the Time Gum from Smudge. It 
takes him a second, but he figures out what it is. His 
eyebrows go up as we-

CUT TO BLACK.
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