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INT. SLAPPY CAKES PANCAKE RESTAURANT- CONT.

MONTAGE

Batter hits a pancake griddle and starts sizzling. “Mad 
World” by Tears for Fears starts playing. A montage of 
beautiful women followed by misshapen pancakes and 
disappointed close ups of GERALD (22) down on his luck, 
already balding, ensues.  

END MONTAGE.

INT. SLAPPY CAKES PANCAKE RESTAURANT- PRESENT DAY

CLOSE UP of Gerald’s face. He stares up at the Slappy Cakes 
sign. He droops his shoulders, sighs, and reluctantly enters.

GERALD
...anyway, so then the dog just ran 
off with my pants! 

Gerald laughs nervously. He takes another bite of pancake. 

GERALD (CONT’D)
So, uh, you say you’re an instagram 
wrist watch representative! How 
neat! What does your average day 
look like? How many watches do 
you...

Gerald trails off as the woman across from him picks up 
batter in a condiment container. 

GERALD (CONT’D)
Where was I- oh yes! As I was 
saying, I find your wrists very 
lucrative and- ethereal, and...

The beautiful woman makes a batter circle on the griddle. 

GERALD (CONT’D)
And, uh-

She fills the pancake in with batter. It’s perfect. Gerald 
drools slightly.  

GERALD (CONT’D)
(Slow-Mo)

Woah.

The pancake bubbles in slow motion. Suddenly the pancake 
bubbles start making gaseous noises. The camera pans up to 
Gerald’s stomach, then up to Gerald’s mystified face. 



GERALD (CONT’D)
Your-your pancake. It’s beautiful. 
I need to ask you something, I-

A sharp fart emits from Gerald’s buttocks. It keeps going. 
And going. And going. And going. 

GERALD (CONT’D)
Um.

There is a very awkward silence. Everyone in the restaurant 
stares at Gerald. 

GERALD (CONT’D)
Aw man, the music in this place is 
pretty wacky huh...

Gerald attempts to replicate the noise of his fart with his 
mouth and makes a goofy face then gestures to the music. 

GERALD (CONT’D)
Haha, right?

The beautiful woman, horrified, stares wide-eyed at Gerald as 
her spatula hangs limply from her hand. Another mega-fart 
escapes Gerald’s buttocks.  

GERALD (CONT’D)
(Too Loud)

Ha, well if you’ll excuse me I’m 
just going to go and check on this 
wacko music! 

Gerald walks towards the back whilst nonchalantly swinging 
his arms, then desperately beelines in towards the restroom 
sign. He runs hands first towards the singular gender-
inclusive bathroom door.   

GERALD (CONT’D)
(to himself)

For the love of all things maple, 
please help me release this syrup 
lord!  

Gerald slams his hands into a locked door and proceeds to 
dramatically fall backwards into the wall behind him. 

GERALD (CONT’D)
What the heck?

Gerald gets up and tries banging on the door again. 

VOICE FROM INSIDE BATHROOM 
Occupato! 
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GERALD
Please!! Hurry! It’s an emergency. 

VOICE FROM INSIDE BATHROOM
(mocking)

PleAsE huRRy. It’S aN eMeRgeNCy.

ROSIE, 23, vivacious, bodacious, blonde, beautiful, and 
doesn’t give a fuuuuck, sits on the can and glares at the 
door from the inside of the singular gender-inclusive 
bathroom.   

GERALD
(under-breath)

Okay, that’s a little rude. 

ROSIE
Can a gal make a slappy cake at 
Slappy Cakes in peace? Jesus 
Christ. 

GERALD
Okay, listen, miss? I have a lot on 
the line, and-

ROSIE
Why don’t you wait in line asshole. 

GERALD
I can’t, I-

Gerald starts crying.

ROSIE
Are you crying? 

GERALD
No. 

Rosie opens a Martha Stewart magazine and listens to Gerald’s 
sniffles.

ROSIE
Okay.  

GERALD
(between sobs)

My future wife is out there, okay? 
And, I’m going to miss the chance 
to make her my own, because- 
because- I’M ABOUT TO SOIL MY 
DOCKERS. 

Silence. Gerald sniffles.

3.



GERALD (CONT’D)
Hello? 

ROSIE
Yeah, still here. That was just- a 
lot to unpack there. Let me get 
this straight. You are about to 
propose to someone? At Slappy 
Cakes.  

GERALD
(Distraught, about to shit 
himself)

YES. She is the ONE. The PANCAKES. 
The PANCAKES have all been WRONG. 
But this pancake... this PANCAKE!  

Gerald trails off into tears again. 

ROSIE
Wait- I know you! Gerald, right? 
You are that guy that that is like, 
always here? Always with the 
beautiful women? Always making 
pancakes?  

GERALD
I- I’m not always here-

VOICE FROM INSIDE BATHROOM
It’s Rosie! The one that always 
brings out your batter! I’ve 
actually been meaning to ask you- 
what do you do? For a living? 
Because I’m pretty sure I saw you 
here with a Khardasian last week, 
and you look like a sweaty Russell 
from UP, so...

GERALD
YOU DON’T UNDERSTAND. I have a 
dream you see. 

“My Heart Will Go On” by Celine Dion plays. 

GERALD (CONT’D)
I have a dream that one day I will 
finally meet the perfect woman 
capable of making the perfect 
pancake. It is a tradition passed 
down in my family from generation 
to generation that we get down on 
one knee the moment we find one 
with the golden cakes. 
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Gerald pulls out a golden ring adorned with tiny pancakes. 

GERALD (CONT’D)
So I have been carrying around this 
golden ring-

(Delivered as if reading 
slam poetry)

So that when the moment comes I 
meet that special Flap Jack Jane, I 
can get down on one knee right as 
she puts her perfect golden cake 
onto her plate. Well that dream 
came true today. She is out there, 
right now, but now I see, I can’t 
get down on one knee, before her 
cakes hit the plate.  

Gerald bursts into tears. Rosie stares intently at the door 
to her magazine, back the door, then to her magazine again. 
We zoom in on an article with a picture of Martha Stewart 
pouring syrup on her pancakes that reads: 

“Special pancakes for your special someone!” 

Then in smaller font: 

“If you don’t get out of this bathroom stall, this poor 
bastard will never find love and that blood will be on your 
hands. Also ten reasons why to say ‘No to GMO’”.  

Rosie looks back to the door and sighs. There is a flush. “My 
heart will go on” by Celine Dion plays again, the bathroom 
door slams open. Rosie leaps out of the bathroom and picks 
Gerald up off of the floor. 

ROSIE
Say no more. You are going to get 
down on one knee before the cake 
hits the plate. You can count on 
me. I will make sure that pancake  
stays on the griddle until you are 
able to put a ring on that 
beautiful flapjack lady no matter 
what it takes.  

Rosie stares wistfully into the distance then split leaps 
away. Gerald looks after her as the music continues and 
smiles. He then farts again and dashes into the bathroom. 

CUT TO:

Gerald reads the last page of the Martha Stewart magazine 
then closes it. There is a flush and “My heart will go on” by 
Celine Dion plays yet again. 
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Gerald takes a deep breath, fixes his hair in the mirror, 
then triumphantly steps outside. The music screeches to a 
halt. Gerald’s face falls. 

ROSIE (CONT’D)
(climbing out of a 
refrigerator)

Oh, god. Hey Gerald! 

Gerald turns around to face Rosie and in doing so reveals the 
burnt wreckage of a now almost empty Slappy Cakes.  

GERALD
Wha-what the heck? 

ROSIE
Listen, I really tried to make this 
happen for you. I told your little 
lady that it was crucial she wait 
for you before she put that Slappy 
Cake onto her plate, that you had a 
family tradition to uphold, yada, 
yada. But then too many seconds 
went by, and then too many minutes, 
and then the griddle caught on fire 
and she wanted to leave.

We see the table where he once sat, griddle still on, and the 
beautiful woman who is now a charred corpse. The ends of her 
hair still slightly on fire. 

ROSIE (CONT’D)
(squatting down next to 
dead beautiful woman)

-so I strapped her to her chair so 
she couldn’t! 

(in baby voice to corpse)
Didn’t I. Didn’t I! 

GERALD
(horrified)

You-you couldn't just turn off the 
griddle?!

ROSIE
And extinguish the flames of love? 
Ha. I don’t think so. 

GERALD
W-what about the fire department, 
didn’t they show up??
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ROSIE
(laughing)

Well they tried! But obviously I 
had to lock the doors so those 
block heads couldn’t ruin the 
surprise! 

Rosie steps over a pile of dead firefighters. Then playfully 
knocks on the door. 

ROSIE (CONT’D)
Haha! Then some more minutes 
passed, and an hour passed- Jesus 
Christ man what did you eat? 

Gerald hyperventilates and stares at the body of his formerly 
beloved.   

ROSIE (CONT’D)
Anyway, pretty soon everything was 
on fire, so I hid in the fridge and 
waited for you to come out of the 
shitter! 

Tears stream down Gerald’s face. 

ROSIE (CONT’D)
(gently)

Hey, it’s okay! So things didn’t 
work out with Flapjack Jane. 
The griddle is still hot! 

Rosie enthusiastically pulls a condiment container full of 
batter out from under her skirt. 

GERALD
Woah! Where did you get that 
pancake batter? 

ROSIE
Oh I always carry some on me! 
Pancakes always-

ROSIE AND GERALD 
(in unison)

-make life batter.

ROSIE
Right! 

GERALD
(dreamily bewildered)

Exactly. You know- I am kind of 
hungry.  
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Gerald and Rosie both sit down at the table across from the 
crispy hot lady. Rosie lights a candle on the flames of the 
corpse’s hair, then goes to work making pancakes. 

Her pancakes are exquisite. Not only does she make perfect 
sphere’s she makes a portrait of Gerald as well. The two 
stare into each other’s eyes. “My heart will go on” by Celine 
Dion plays.    

GERALD (CONT’D)
Oh my god- all this time I’ve been 
searching, and all this time you 
have been right here. Right here at 
Slappy Cakes. 

Gerald and Rosie lean in for a kiss. The music swells and 
their lips are almost meet when all of a sudden Slappy Cakes’ 
doors burst open and fly off their hinges.  

MRS. BUTTERSWORTH
MR. GERALD BUTTERSWORTH! How dare 
you. 

MRS. BUTTERSWORTH stands at the entrance, chest heaving, gun  
in her hand.  

GERALD
Butter pat! W-what are you doing 
here?? I-I can explain.

MRS. BUTTERSWORTH
You have two kids Gerald. And a bun 
in the oven. 

GERALD
I know, I know. This is quite the 
sticky situation-

MRS. BUTTERSWORTH
You have three seconds to explain 
yourself. 

GERALD
I-I-

MRS. BUTTERSWORTH
Three! TWO.  

Gerald farts in fear. 

GERALD
I DON’T LOVE YOU ANYMORE! 

Mrs. Buttersworth shoots Gerald. Syrup squirts out. 
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MRS. BUTTERWORTH 
GOD DAMN IT. 

Mrs. Butterworth pulls out a syrup bottle and points it at 
Gerald. She shoots and hits Gerald. His head rolls back as 
Mrs. Buttersworth pants, feverish look in her eye. Silence. 
Then Mrs. Buttersworth spits at Rosie’s feet and storms out. 

ROSIE
(beat)

Buttersworth... so I guess that’s 
he could afford all those ladies. 
Huh. 

Rosie takes a bite of her pancake and gently pats Gerald’s 
lifeless shoulder. 

FADE OUT.
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