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EXT. WOODS - DAY

Gretchen and Hansen are walking in the woods - various 
critters like raccoons skitter by as they make their way 
through. Gretchen plays "wand" with a stick she had picked 
up.

GRETCHEN
Okay, I see I see... something 
tall... and green...

Hansen is not looking. He is focused on his phone.

HANSEN
Cricket!

GRETCHEN
Ye--

(confused)
Wait-what? Okay the green part I 
get, but crickets are not tall.

HANSEN
Well, actually... crickets can jump 
really tall. Up to 30 times their 
body length. If a cricket was human 
sized, it could jump over the 
Leaning Tower of Pisa!

GRETCHEN
... Sure, that counts. I guess? 
Hansen if you agreed to play I SEE 
I SEE then you could at least pay 
attention. I even pointed it out 
for you. If you'd been looking.

HANSEN
Mhm.

Hansen continues to be on his phone. Gretchen decides to 
scare him a little.

GRETCHEN
I see I see something... small. 
Also green. But it's hoppy... and 
slimey... waiting in the murkey 
waters for little boys to pounce 
on... HANSEN LOOK OUT, A FROG!

HANSEN
Whu- AH!

Gretchen holds a common toad up to his face. Hansen curls up 
on himself like a hedgehog.
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2.

HANSEN 
Put it back, get it away!

Gretchen laughs and returns the frog to the earth, giving it 
a pat.

GRETCHEN
You're squirmy about the weirdest 
things. You like snakes and rats 
and crickets but somehow frogs 
don't make the cut?

HANSEN
You know the rules: six legs or 
fewer. Then there's the slime 
clause. Anything that slimy's got 
nothing good inside it.

(glances back at the frog 
over his shoulder)

There's something in their eyes. 
They know something.

As they walk, we pan through the forest, their environment 
slowly getting more enchanted... We zoom in from a low angle 
on the SPOOKY HOUSE IN THE DISTANCE. The house is lopsided, 
triangular at the top, with lots of windows. Gretchen and 
Hanson walk up to the front porch like they own the place.

GRETCHEN
So what's with this cricket thing 
lately?

HANSEN
I thought you'd never ask!

(Hansen reaches into his 
pocket)

I have designed the ultimate, top-
tier cricket that will take the 
reptile food industry by storm...

(he pushes his hands, now 
cradling a strange-
looking, bug-eyed 
CRICKET, towards 
Gretchen)

GRETCHEN
(slowly lowers Hansen's 
hands away)

Cooool. He looks a little... uh...

Looking at the cricket, you can tell it's not all there. His 
eyes bulge out of his head which is a size too large for his 
body. He trembles uncontrollably. Hansen is insulted.
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HANSEN
Hmph. I wouldn't expect you to 
understand the complexities of 
bioengineering a super cricket.

Not appreciating his passive-aggressive comment, Gretchen 
gears up to scare Hansen again. She opens the front door with 
an ominous creak.

INT. HOUSE - DAY

It's dark inside. The only light is coming from the daylight 
streaming in through the front door. Gretchen turns and faces 
her brother, backing into the house.

GRETCHEN
You'd better be careful with that 
cricket, Han. An old house like 
this could have any manner of 
dangers...

HANSEN
Wh-what do you mean?

GRETCHEN
Oh I dunno... I see I see... 
something small. And black. Hairy. 
Fangs. Eight, squirmy legs...

Silence. Gretchen has been swallowed up by the darkness.

HANSEN
Gretchen? Hello?

Hansen takes a few tentative steps into the house.

GRETCHEN
I see I see something 
big,...overgrown, prickly, plump, 
hungry...

Gretchen emerges from the darkness with her hands held high 
in the air, wriggling her fingers. Hanson looks at something 
beyond Gretchen. His eyes go wide with terror.

HANSEN
GIANT TARANTULA!!!

THE GIANT TARANTULA pops out, lunging at Gretchen and Hansen!

Hansen curls up on himself. Gretchen, confused by Hansen's 
reaction, turns around and looks up at the tarantula.
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Gretchen smiles.

GRETCHEN
Hi Auntie Nora!

The Giant Tarantula (NORA) is disappointed she didn't scare 
Gretchen. She shrinks down and transforms into her normal 
WITCH self in a poof of green smoke. Gretchen roughly taps 
Hansen, who is still doubled over in fear. He looks up and 
frowns.

HANSEN
Oh, it's just Auntie Snora.

NORA
NORA. Not SNORA. Try that again and 
I'll turn YOU into a spider.

HANSEN
Someone's in a bad mood.

Nora raises a sparking finger and Hansen scurries away, out 
of Nora's line of sight.

GRETCHEN
You see, Auntie Nora? How un-
scareable I am? I'm just saying, 
I'd make a great Witch!

NORA
I thought I told you to get lost in 
the woods.

GRETCHEN
No... you told us to go play in the 
woods. We played. Now we're back!

NORA
Hmph. I was hoping you'd fall in a 
hole somewhere and never return.

(mumbles to herself)
Note to self: dig more holes...

GRETCHEN
Sooo, now that we're back, what's 
my next lesson? We could brew a 
potion, curse something... oh! What 
about flying? Maybe your broom 
needs some fresh air?

Gretchen gestures to a CROW SKULL BROOMSTICK in the corner of 
the room. It sneezes and a cloud of dust poofs off of it.
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NORA
(cackles)

You think you're ready for 
something as complicated as flying? 
After what happened last time?

GRETCHEN
That was a fluke.

NORA
If I recall correctly you asked for 
the Latin phrase for fire 
conjuring, immediately said it 
aloud, and burned my favorite Tarot 
set. The thousand year-old one.

GRETCHEN
Haha, well you know.. the learning 
process... what about 
transformation? Teach me that giant 
tarantula trick! ... Or a medium 
sized spider trick? How about a 
small spider, just a teeny tiny 
little one?

HANSEN (O.S.)
No! No spiders! You're scaring my 
cricket!

Nora reaches behind her back and smiles sweetly.

NORA
You know what? You're right. 
Perhaps learning is doing. Even if 
you destroy priceless antiques.

Something 'POOFS' behind Nora's back. She pulls out a small 
broom.

NORA 
Here. Your first broom. And here's 
your first lesson!

Nora hands the broom to a totally excited Gretchen.

NORA 
Sweep up!

Nora breaks into hysterics. Gretchen deflates. Nora sneezes 
in the middle of her laughter.

NORA 
Ugh. Dusty in here. Well, get to 
it!
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Gretchen is down, but not out. She follows Nora over to the 
Witch's TERRARIUM COLLECTION.

GRETCHEN
I've read all the book you've given 
me, I've waved my practice wand 
around, I've done all the chores... 
every day... for the past 3 
months... I think I'm ready for 
more, like, real magic-

NORA
You want real magic?

Nora manifests a GIANT MAGICAL AXE, which she brandishes over 
her shoulder. Gretchen looks up in wonder.

NORA 
Don't interrupt a Witch at work. 
Escoba! You're in charge. Make sure 
they don't touch anything.

The Crow Skull Broom (Escoba) in the corner pries one eye 
open.

ESCOBA
(muttering)

800 years of service and this is my 
promotion? Babysitting?

GRETCHEN
Wait, where are you going?

Nora plucks a hair from Gretchen's head-

GRETCHEN 
Ow!

-and drops it over the sharp head of the axe. It splits 
cleanly in two.

NORA
Need some ingredients. Legendary 
berries grown on the backs of 
legendary Berryback Turtles. Makes 
up their shell. Gotta pluck em off.

HANSEN
Isn't that painful?

NORA
Yes. Very.

(cackles)
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Nora shrinks down to a minuscule size and falls to the 
ground. She whistles and a cockroach with a little saddle 
runs up to her. Nora mounts the cockroach and the pair 
skitter up the wall and onto a terrarium shelf. Giving the 
cockroach a slap on the butt, it skitters away. The witch 
hops into a terrarium and disappears into it. What looked 
like a bowl of small leaves and foliage now looks like a vast 
forest. Gretchen runs up to the terrarium and watches Nora 
go.

GRETCHEN
Okay, I'll catch you when you get 
back! We can get started on my next 
lesson. Ha ha ha... ha ha...

(groans)

HANSEN
Don't waste your time with all that 
witchcraft stuff, Gretch. If you 
want legendary, you outta invest in 
something more... lucrative.

GRETCHEN
(annoyed)

Oh yeah, like what?

Hansen leads Gretchen to the dining room table. From within 
his backpack, Hansen pulls out a large glass tank. He 
deposits his cricket into the tank.

HANSEN
The reptile food industry! Check it 
out - I have engineered this 
cricket to have all the nutrients 
your scaly friend could ever need 
and! He can do math! Watch this...

(turns to his cricket)
Ok, buddy, 2+3...

CRICKET
(taps on the glass with 
its antennae) (tap tap 
tap tap... ... tap)

HANSEN
SEE?! I call it... Food for 
Thought, patent pending. Look, I 
made shirts!

Hansen pulls a Tshirt with a "Food for Thought" logo out of 
his backpack.

HANSEN 
I made you one too.
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GRETCHEN
... why does it need to do math? 
It's food.

HANSEN
Well actually, there's scientific 
correlation between smarts and 
taste. To a lizard this baby's 
gonna taste like a medium-well 
sirloin steak.

GRETCHEN
Correlation doesn't mean causation.

HANSEN
(tsks)

You just don't appreciate 
innovation, Gretch. All the 
crickets friends I lost along the 
way...

Hansen mourns over a cricket cemetery in the corner of his 
tank.

HANSEN 
All that's left is to bio-engineer 
the perfect mate. I'll need some 
backers and a couple months. Maybe 
I could Shark Tank it...

Hansen grabs a book and places it on top of his cricket tank.

Gretchen notices the title of the book - "1001 TRANSFORMATION 
SPELLS AND QUICHE RECIPIES" - and gasps.

GRETCHEN
That's it!!!

(snatches the book)
I'll just do it myself!

HANSEN
HEY!

Gretchen walks over to the other end of the room to read her 
book, leaving Hansen to hastily catch his crickets and 
replace the book with another. Gretchen opens up to Page 1 
and sees "Transformation Spells/Transformatio Exponentia".

She reads the Latin and immediately gets frustrated. She 
flips through the book and barely skims the pages.

GRETCHEN
What the heck kind of language is 
this? Hey Hansen!
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Hansen makes eye contact with Gretchen, but quickly turns 
away. Clearly pouting.

GRETCHEN 
(mutters to herself)

You gotta be kidding me...

Gretchen makes her way back to Hansen and tries to get in 
front of him. She puts the book in front of his face.

GRETCHEN 
Hey Hansen? Can you translate this? 
Hansen? Hansen? Haaansen?

Hansen harrumphs and turns away from her. He takes out his 
phone and starts typing away.

GRETCHEN 
(eye rolls)

C'mon, Han. Look - if you help me 
with this spell, I could just poof 
your cricket a girlfriend. All.. 
bio-enhanced or whatever. Whatdyah 
say?

HANSEN
(looks up from his phone)

... Hmm... deal. Hand me the book.

Gretchen excitedly gives the book to Hansen. He flips to page 
1.

HANSEN 
Gretchen. This this is just Latin. 
It says LATIN in bold here.

GRETCHEN
Oh... Right. Well, just give me a 
hard one. Something... legendary.

HANSEN
Let's start with a cricket!

GRETCHEN
No no, let's do a mammal.

HANSEN
(deflated)

Uhh... Here's one for a raccoon?

GRETCHEN
That'll do.
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HANSEN
It says, "Have a clear mental 
image. Keep it in your mind and 
hold it strongly. Say the words, 
"Et conversus sum" plus the Latin 
for whatever animal. That charges 
the spell and then you just throw 
it. The Latin for raccoon is just 
raccoon.

(ahem)
Same goes for cricket. Cricket in 
Latin? Cricket.

GRETCHEN
Okay. Here goes.

(She concentrates, 
pointing the wand at 
herself.)

Et conver--

HANSEN
Whoah, whoah! How about you try on 
something... not you first?

GRETCHEN
Good point.

Gretchen grabs the broom Nora gave her. She sets it up 
against a wall and squares up to it.

GRETCHEN 
Alright, you useless broom!

(shuts her eyes and 
concentrates)

Et conversus sum raccoon!

The wand sparks to live with green, sparking magic. Gretchen 
rears back and prepares to throw the spell.

HANSEN
(whispering)

longantennaaaae...!

Magic flies from Gretchen's wand and zaps the broom. It turns 
into a raccoon! ... A raccoon with long weird antennae. And a 
long skinny broom handle for a torso.

GRETCHEN
Hansen.
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HANSEN

(LAUGHS) NICE UHHH... NICE RACCOON YOU 
GOT THERE. GRETCHEN

Just give me another one. And don't 
mess with it this time.

HANSEN
(flipping through the 
pages)

How about a condor? It's "condor" 
in Latin too. Real simple.

GRETCHEN
Okay.

Gretchen aims her wand at a vase on the table. She closes her 
eyes again.

GRETCHEN 
Et conversus...

HANSEN

(whispering) Fuzzy hind

leg-

Gretchen stops and glares at Hansen. Hansen is the picture of 
innocence.

GRETCHEN
(louder, faster)

Et conversus su-

HANSEN
(whispering)

Fuzzy hind-

Gretchen whips her head around and Hansen whistles. Very 
slowly she turns back around and faces the vase. She squeezes 
her eyes shut again and concentrates.

GRETCHEN
(yelling at the speed of 
light)

ET CONVERSUS SUM CONDOR!

HANSEN
(yelling)

FUZZY HIND LE-
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Gretchen throws her spell before Hansen can finish. The vase 
is zapped and looks sort of like a condor, but with the torso 
of a vase and fuzzy cricket legs that are too big and awkward 
for its body. It flaps around pathetically, then disappears 
O.S. and a CRASH sound is heard. Gretchen glares at Hansen.

HANSEN 
(trying hard to contain 
his laughter)

Must be a learning curve?

GRETCHEN
You know what? I'm just gonna pick 
an animal myself.

(to herself)
My favorite. Manatee. Manatee. 
Manatee. My mental image couldn't 
be clearer. You got this Gretch. Et 
conversus sum manatee!

Gretchen's wand is silent.

GRETCHEN 
Et conversus sum manatee!

She turns back to Hansen, defeated.

GRETCHEN 
... what's Latin for manatee?

HANSEN
(snorts)

Okay, manatee in Latin is... uh...
(pulls out his phone and 
types quickly)

... Insulae Canibalium.

GRETCHEN
... What? Why is that one so 
complicated?

HANSEN
Latin is weird.

GRETCHEN
Fine okay whatever. Insulae 
Canblums.

HANSEN
Canibalium.
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GRETCHEN
Whatever!

(she points at a couch in 
the corner)

Et conversus sum Insulae 
Canibalium!

HANSEN
(whispers)

Crickeeeet!

The wand zaps the couch, turning it into a gross, blubbery, 
yet bug like monstrosity. It gives a look that seems to say, 
"Kill me." Hanson explodes in laughter.

GRETCHEN
Hansen!!! Knock it off!

HANSEN
What? Maybe you're not thinking 
hard enough.

GRETCHEN
These aren't animals or crickets! 
They're... abominations! You're 
messing everything up with your 
stupid cricket obsession-

Now Hansen is engaged. He meets eyes with Gretchen.

HANSEN
Crickets. Aren't. Stupid.

GRETCHEN
Just stop! Let me get one right!

HANSEN
(mocking)

Why? These won't impress Auntie 
Ignore-ya?

Direct hit to Gretchen's ego. She straightens up a bit and 
shakes away her nerves, as if to warm up for a pitch.

GRETCHEN
Hey Han? Let's play another round. 
I see I see...

Gretchen steadies her hand and brings the wand up close to 
her face.

GRETCHEN 
Et conversus sum cricket.
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The wand sparks to life. Gretchen smirks.

GRETCHEN 
... something...

Hansen, who is on his phone, looks up just in time to see 
Gretchen getting ready to lob a transformation spell at him.

GRETCHEN 
Small!

ZAP! A spark flies towards Hansen, who ducks out of the way.

The spell whirs past him and hits a book, which transforms 
into a half-cricket, half book creature.

GRETCHEN 
(frusted)

... with long antannae!
(ZAP)

A boot by the front door transforms into a half-and-half 
cricket creature.

GRETCHEN 
... strong fuzzy hind legs!

(ZAP)

A picture frame on the wall transforms. Gretchen continues to 
throw spells while Hansen dodges. A Terrarium on a shelf 
shakes with each rumble.

MEANWHILE

INT. TERRARIUM - FOREST

Nora is hiding behind a bush, eyeing a strange turtle with 
berries growing from its back, forming a lumpy pink shell.

The Berryback. The terrarium rumbles and a distant rumble 
like thunder rings out, breaking her concentration. She 
glances behind her, suspicious.

CUT TO:

INT. HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The room is filled with cricket hybrids. Some are even fully 
transformed! Hansen is loving it. He dodges a final spell 
that lodges itself into the floorboards.
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HANSEN
(proud)

HA! Missed me! If only the old 
witch could see you now-

A low rumble sounds as the house begins to shake. Gretchen 
stops throwing spells. Hansen looks out the window beside the 
terrariums.

HANSEN 
Uhhh... why is the sky getting 
closer?

Hansen runs over to the window and looks out. He sees a vast 
expanse of long, fuzzy hind leg. Growing from the house! The 
entire house has become a cricket hybrid.

HANSEN 
We are so dead.

The house jerks up suddenly, hopping into the air. Gretchen 
and Hansen fall to the ground. The siblings look at each 
other in shock.

HANSEN 
What did you do?!

GRETCHEN
I didn't do anything! This is your 
fault! If you'd just stood still-

The pair are interrupted by a loud chorus of glass clinking 
sounds. They look over toward the terrarium shelves.

HANSEN AND GRETCHEN 
Nora!

The pair run over to the wall of terrariums. They shake and 
roll as the house vibrates.

HANSEN 
Which one is it?

GRETCHEN
I don't know!

HANSEN
What? You were the last one over 
here, how do you not know?

GRETCHEN
I dunno, they all look exactly the 
same!
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Hansen grabs a terrarium and yells into it.

HANSEN
Nora?!

Gretchen grabs one, then another, and another.

GRETCHEN
Nora?! Hello?!

Both of the siblings have their arms full of terrariums.

HANSEN
There's none left, where is she?

With a loud PLINK sound, the siblings turn their heads slowly 
and watch a terrarium from the top shelf roll off, onto the 
one below, falling down the shelves like a staircase, headed 
toward an open window... Gretchen lunges for it and misses, 
and the terrarium goes out the window.

HANSEN 
(strained)

I bet it was that one, wasn't it?

MEANWHILE

INT. TERRARIUM - FOREST

Nora is sneaking up on the Berryback. She has her axe raised.

Just as she's about to strike, the turtle begin to float.

NORA
What? Berrybacks don't fly...

Nora looks down and sees that she is floating as well! She 
raises her hand and snaps her fingers.

EXT. WOODS - SKY

Nora finds herself falling through the air, along with the 
terrarium. Snatching the terrariums, Nora points her hand at 
the fast-approaching forest floor and slows to a stop, gently 
stepping onto the ground. She slips the terrarium into her 
pocket.

CUT TO:
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INT. TERRARIUM - CONTINUOUS

The Berryback turtle, still floating, suddenly flops to the 
ground. He sighs in relief.

CUT TO:

EXT. WOODS - CONTINUOUS

Nora fixes her hat on her head and flicks stray hairs from 
her face. A large shadow passes over her. She looks up, grim.

Her cottage flies high over her head , sporting the legs, 
head, and wings of a cricket. It exits into the distance.

NORA
(muttering)

I'm gone for 5 minutes and they've 
made my house mobile.

--begin beat boards--

Nora whistles for her broom.

NORA 
ESCOBA! Come!

CUT TO:

INT. HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Escoba awakens with a start, the whistle ringing in its ears.

It looks out at the chaos of the house, filled with cricket 
hybrids. A tea-cup cricket hybrid rests on Escoba's head.

ESCOBA
I'm in so much trouble.

Escoba whizzes out of the house, out of the open window by 
the terrariums, directly over Gretchen and Hansen's head.

GRETCHEN
Escoba, wait! Where are you going?

MEANWHILE

EXT. WOODS - CONTINUOUS

Nora holds out her hand and waits impatiently. Escoba zooms 
up and lands perfectly in Nora's grip. It smiles sheepishly.
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ESCOBA
Ha ha, so it's such a funny story, 
about the whole... house 
situation... you'll have a good 
laugh when I expla-HUUURK!

Nora mounts Escoba and takes off abruptly. They chase after 
the fleeing house.

NORA
Faster. What are you, 800 years 
old?

ESCOBA
Ma'am I feel it pressing to remind 
you that the last time you took me 
out you were 100 years younger and 
a hundred pou-GAAACK!

Nora clamps her hands around Escoba's beak and leans forward, 
increasing the speed.

NORA
And 100 years ago you weren't a 
dusty has-been. We're both old, 
broom. Let's catch these infants.

Nora and Escoba manage to ride side by side to the terrarium 
window of the house, matching the speed but not the up-and-
down.

MEANWHILE:

INT. HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Gretchen and Hansen continue arguing. Hansen is covered in 
hybrids, as though he's a cricket-whisperer.

GRETCHEN
Look! It's Nora!

The siblings run to the window. With the up-and-down of the 
house, Nora and Escoba are only in front of the window for a 
split-second. Nora is yelling at them, but they only catch 
snippets.

NORA
... how did this... insolent 
brats... lifetime of chores...

GRETCHEN
Okay okay you can punish us later! 
What the heck do we do?!
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NORA
... dont trust... you can't even... 
AHHAARGH... just get the... blue 
book with... no wait... red 
potion... spin thrice... click your 
heels...

Suddenly, the house veers right and Nora's momentum carries 
her and Escoba away. Gretchen and Hansen are alone.

GRETCHEN
Great! Now what? What did she say? 
Spin twice? Something about a blue 
potion? Red book?

Hansen is depositing his favorite hybrids into his cricket 
tank. He's pleased as punch.

GRETCHEN 
Hansen! Focus!

HANSEN
What if this isn't such a bad 
thing? This house could be Food for 
Thought's mascot! We could be 
mobile! A food cart! A pet-food 
cart!

GRETCHEN
(looking out the window)

Not unless you're doing underwater 
service. Haaaanseeeeen!?

Hansen runs to the window and looks out with Gretchen. A 
cliff, with a steep drop into the ocean, gets closer with 
each hop.

HANSEN
AH! What do we do what do we do?

GRETCHEN
Maybe... one of those books has 
something in it?

Hansen thinks for a moment.

HANSEN
What if... we transformed 
something?

GRETCHEN
Okay, transform what?

149 149

150 150

151 151

152 152

153 153

154 154

155 155

156 156

157 157



20.

HANSEN
What if we made a natural predator?

GRETCHEN
You mean like a frog? Those also 
hop... we'd need a massive frog...

Gretchen looks at the spider web in the corner of the room, 
where Nora has been waiting for them in Tarantula form.

GRETCHEN 
A giant tarantula? If I imagine a 
really big one, it could web up the 
house or something!

HANSEN
NO! ... I mean, uhhh.. we can do 
better than that, right? We've 
gotta think of something else.

GRETCHEN
We don't have time to think of 
anything else! What's the latin for 
big spider?

HANSEN
No way!

GRETCHEN
Do you want to run your business 
from the ocean floor?! Pick your 
battles!

HANSEN
Okay okay fine! The latin is... 
uh...

(looks through phone)
... magna aranea!

Gretchen steadies her wand, then leans out the terrarium 
window. She locates a massive, lone tree at the end of the 
cliff. She waits until the house finishes a hop and touches 
the ground.

GRETCHEN
Et conversus sum MAGNA ARANEA!

She shoots at the tree and misses. The house hops up and the 
spell misses. She tries again. Misses.

HANSEN
What are you doing?!
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GRETCHEN
I can't get it! The house is moving 
too much!

HANSEN
AIM BETTER!

Gretchen points the wand at herself.

GRETCHEN
Okay. Big spider. HUGE spider. I'll 
make a HUGE web and stop the house 
in it's tracks. Imagine it imagine 
it... Et conversus sum MAGNA 
ARANEA!

Gretchen flicks her wrist and the spell zaps herself. Hansen 
looks on, horrified. Gretchen doesn't transform. She remains 
her human self.

GRETCHEN 
Uhhh...

HANSEN
WE'RE DOOMED! YOU'VE DOOMED US!

GRETCHEN
I've doomed us? You're the one who-

Gretchen turns around and points at Hansen and a web shoots 
out from her fingertip. It hits Hansen square in the chest 
and plasters him to the wall. He wriggles like a worm.

HANSEN
Ew! No! Get me out of here!

Gretchen looks at her hand, shocked. She runs to the window.

The house is a hop away from the cliff's edge. Taking aim at 
the tree, Gretchen reels back and points both hands and all 
ten fingers at the massive tree. Webs shoot from her hands 
and wrap around the tree. The cricket house leaps off the 
edge, and as it falls down the cliff, Gretchen shoots webs 
all over the walls, floors, ceiling, the cliff face... With a 
jerk, the house catches itself on the webs and sproings up 
like a bungie jumper. After a couple more bounces, and a few 
more sprays of web, the house settles.

GRETCHEN
Phew.

The front door blasts open. Nora stands at the entrance, 
clutching a panting Escoba.
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She looks about her decimated parlor and fumes. A cricket 
hybrid lands on her head and chirps.

GRETCHEN AND HANSEN 
(nervous laughter)

FADE TO:

EXT HOUSE - BALCONY

Nora is out on the balcony, soaking in the new sea-side view.

Nora sips tea alongside him.

NORA
Hey, you up there. Some 
entertainment.

The house, cricket legs still attached, looks down sadly. It 
rubs its legs together and classical violin begins to play.

The balcony door slams open and a web-covered Gretchen 
emerges, holding an equally web-covered broom. She breathes 
heavily.

GRETCHEN
Okay. The whole house is spotless. 
Not a web in sight.

NORA
And the crickets?

Hansen emerges from the house, teary-eyed.

HANSEN
Transformed back to their originl 
forms.

NORA
Even the ones that fully 
transformed?

HANSEN
(sobs)

Even the fully transformed ones.

NORA
What about that one?

The OG cricket hops out of the back door, then hops to the 
edge of the balcony and leaps off.
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HANSEN
NO! MY BOY!

The cricket spreads its wings and flies into the sunset. It 
smiles serenely. Hansen leans pathetically over the railing 
of the balcony and mourns.

HANSEN 
My business! My investments!

NORA
All that's left is to get my house 
out of this.. prediciment.

GRETCHEN
I'd be happy to help! With my 
newfound web powers, I can 
slingshot us back up the top in no 
time!

Gretchen shoots off a demonstration web, which hits Nora 
square in the face. Nora poofs it away with a snap of her 
fingers, then immediately zaps Gretchen's hands. Shocked, 
Gretchen attempst to shoot another web. Nothing happens. She 
deflates.

GRETCHEN 
Aw.

NORA
It's going to take a lot of time, 
and a lot of magic. I might need to 
call in reinforcements.

(to herself, horrified)
No, I don't want to see any old 
faces. Or relatives. Are they even 
alive? I haven't written them in... 
well, I've never written.

GRETCHEN
What if we just stayed here! You 
can't beat this view. It's all 
about location location location. 
You're seaside now! Your property 
value just skyrocketed!

HANSEN
(snaps out of sobbing)

Well actually... the structual 
integrity of your house easily 
trumps location. We're dangling by 
a web. There's not a soul on earth 
who would but this house.
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HANSEN 
Who would represent us eiher? No 
realtor on earth would bless this 
mess.

Nora gazes out over the sunset and then looks up at the 
transformed house, the webs holding them up, then to Gretchen 
and Hansen as they bicker. The corner of her mouth twitches a 
bit.

HANSEN 
What do you think, Auntie Snora? If 
we put her up on the market now, I 
think we could probably appeal to 
the daredevil market...

NORA
I'm not even selling my house.
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