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EXT. LOOKING IN

A doll’s house cut of a two story building.

On the first level is Miss Mindy’s Cake&Bake shop.

There is a middle school tween couple sitting at a petite
table sharing a slice of green princess cake.

A group of 5th grade girls sit coloring, enjoying cookies
and milk.

An older man sits at the counter, reading a paper with the
headline, "Placating Radical Demands."

On the second level, a flat.

A grande piano occupies the middle of the room.

INT. MISS MINDY’S KITCHEN

Miss Mindy, 26, pulls out a finished cake from her oven.

She smells the sweet vanilla surface and places it to cool.

The bell to her shop door rings.

INT. MISS MINDY’S CAKE&BAKE SHOP

BETSY
I’ll take the Pavlova. Something
light to start the day.

MISS MINDY
I’ve got it decorated with
raspberries this morning. Fresh.

BETSY
That is a nice touch. You’ve
inherited that delicate hand from
your mother.

Miss Mindy places the small meringue in front of Betsy who
begins to take up a fork when-

The sound of dissonant crashing clamors from above.

Betsy stops half bite. Miss Mindy looks to the ceiling.

MISS MINDY
New tenant.

Another crash from upstairs.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

BETSY
Maybe you should check to make sure
everything is okay.

Miss Mindy nods and scurries to the door.

INT. HORACIO’S FLAT

Horacio is loudly hammering on the grande piano.

A knock at the door unheard.

A louder knock. Unheard. Horacio continues to play.

Thumps and yells from the door make Horacio stop playing.

The thumping and yelling cease. A beat.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

Horacio stands and opens the door.

MISS MINDY
Hello.

HORACIO
Good Morning.

MISS MINDY
Are you okay?

Horacio tilts his head.

A question- ’Am I okay?’

MISS MINDY
I own the bakery downstairs. Miss
Mindy’s Cake&Bake. I’m Miss Mindy.
You can call me Mindy. I was
downstairs in the bakery and I
heard a loud crash. My customers
heard a loud crash. It was
startling. The loud crash. Like an
impetuous dithyramb.

HORACIO
Almost.

He opens the door further and steps aside to reveal the
impressive instrument.

Miss Mindy looks to the piano, at Horacio, and back to the
piano.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

MISS MINDY
Could you play a bit more soft? Ly.
Please? My customers are trying to
enjoy their cake.

HORACIO
Cake?

MISS MINDY
(spelling it out for him)

Cake&Bake.

HORACIO
(suddenly serious, an
important question.)

May I try a slice?

MISS MINDY
For five quid.

HORACIO
I haven’t got a quid.

Miss Mindy turns to leave.

HORACIO
I haven’t got any quid.

Miss Mindy turns back to face him, exasperated.

MISS MINDY
What do you eat?

Dessert only matters if you have
food first.

INT. MISS MINDY’S CAKE&BAKE SHOP

A family of five sit eating cakes and milkshakes.

A father and his daughter enjoy cupcakes.

A group of eighth graders gossip over sweets.

The old man sits at the counter and reads an article with
the headline, "Rebut Contrary Claims".



4.

INT. MISS MINDY’S KITCHEN

Miss Mindy pulls out a finished cake from her oven. She
smells the sweet honey brown surface and places it to cool.

The bell to her shop door rings.

EXT. LOOKING IN

Betsy enters Miss Mindy’s Cake&Bake shop, dressed in pale
orange.

Miss Mindy enters from the kitchen, leans on the counter to
greet Betsy.

Horacio enters the second floor flat. He tosses his keys to
the ground, drops his messenger bag (overflowing now with
papers) and sits at the piano.

Thinks.

INT. MISS MINDY’S CAKE&BAKE SHOP

BETSY
It was a piano?

All that noise?

MISS MINDY
Haven’t heard from him today.

(proudly)
I don’t think we’ll hear from him
again.

BETSY
(nodding to the kids in the
shop)

For the children’s sake if nothing
else.

I’ll take two Angel cakes, dear. My
little one’s started asking
me...the questions. I just want to
soak up those "whys" and have her
swallow them all away.

As they talk, Miss Mindy prepares two Angel cakes to-go.

MISS MINDY
The other day, two tiny boys asked
about the protests on Third.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 5.

BETSY
(with baited breath)

What did you say?

MISS MINDY
Feigned ignorance, pretended not to
hear, asked if they wanted a free
sample of anything.

That brought an end to the
questions.

BETSY
(indicating the to-go bag of
cakes now in her hand)

Precisely.

The sound of floating music from above.

Strong layers, absorbing and consuming the lungs of the
Cake&Bake customers.

BETSY
(struck)

Oh.

It’s like a lonely symphony panting
in angst.

The family gets up to leave, uncomfortable and annoyed. The
smallest of the three children looks up at the ceiling and
howls, like a wounded puppy.

INT. HORACIO’S FLAT

Horacio is swaying to his fantasia, engrossed in the
anguished rhapsody.

A sharp kick against the door interrupts his pulse.

Horacio looks at the door.

A polite; Knock. Knock-na-knock-knock.

Horacio stands and opens the door.

MISS MINDY
Hello!

HORACIO
Good morning.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 6.

MISS MINDY
Is it?

Horacio tilts his head.

A question- ’Is it what?’

MISS MINDY
Is it a good morning? Because from
your sounds, it appears you are
in mourning. I had a bustling
beginning to my day and I intend to
finish it on a flourish with Miss
Mindy’s flourless Cake&Bake event.
But your lament is so loud. No one
cares to hear a song so strepent.
It consumes my customer’s mouths
before they enjoy a bite.

(exasperated)
A little girl howled to the ceiling
in response.

HORACIO
I heard.

She must care.

Miss Mindy stares.

She turns to leave.

MISS MINDY
If you must play so loud...May it
be a joyful tune?

Horacio turns back to the piano.

MISS MINDY
(insisting)

Must it be sad?

HORACIO
Must your cakes be sweet?

MISS MINDY
If I want people to buy them.

HORACIO
If I want people to hear them.

Horacio nods briefly to the strewn papers from his messenger
bag and begins again to play. Miss Mindy leaves.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 7.

MONTAGE

Dollhouse cut out of the two levels.

Horacio plays with fervor, customers in Miss Mindy’s shop
leave with their children in hand.

Miss Mindy knocks on the ceiling with a broom handle.

Miss Mindy throws away a sheet of individual pies.

Horacio, with a pencil in his mouth, storms around the flat,
reading a letter.

Miss Mindy tries to stop a customer dragging her child from
the shop.

Horacio’s fingers fly across the keys. A letter is on the
piano stand.

Miss Mindy throws a dozen cookies out.

Miss Mindy yells to the ceiling.

Horacio, on his knees, hungrily reads a letter.

Miss Mindy’s bakery front door slams shut.

Horacio pounds on the piano.

Miss Mindy yells up to the ceiling.

Miss Mindy throws out a whole, completely decorated cake.

INT. MISS MINDY’S CAKE&BAKE SHOP- ONE WEEK LATER

The old man sits alone in the Cake&Bake shop. He reads a
newspaper, "Impressive Edifice Torn Down- Dialogues
Improved."

INT. MISS MINDY’S KITCHEN

Miss Mindy pulls out a small, singular cake from the oven.

She frosts the cake.

INT. MISS MINDY’S CAKE&BAKE SHOP

Miss Mindy places the cake in front of the old man.

MISS MINDY
(with a grim smile)

That’s fresh.



8.

The bell to the shop rings.

EXT. LOOKING IN

Betsy hurriedly enters dressed in jeans, a grey cardigan and
red lipstick.

Miss Mindy leans on the counter to greet Betsy.

Horacio is already in his flat. Laying on cushions, reading
the papers spilled over and around him, some crumpled tight.

INT. MISS MINDY’S CAKE&BAKE SHOP

BETSY
The four Eccles I ordered?

MISS MINDY
Would you like one of those for
here? There hasn’t been a sound all
day.

BETSY
Well maybe the Piper is tiring of
his own Dancing Dirge of Death.

MISS MINDY
I’m not sure the music was
analogous of a Children’s
Crusade...

BETSY
(pointedly)

For a sunny lit Saturday, there
seem to be no children occupying
your Bakery this afternoon.

Take care, Miss Mindy.

Betsy takes her to-go bag and leaves.

The old man wraps his newspaper under his arm, tips his hat
to Miss Mindy.

The shop bell rings as he leaves.

Miss Mindy stares at the door and turns her head to the
ceiling.



9.

INT. HORACIO’S FLAT

Horacio is asleep on cushions. A letter lays on his chest.
Papers scattered about.

A timid; Knock, knock.

Horacio moves his head from the left then to the right.

A beat.

A harder; Knock knock. Beat. Knock knock knock knock.

Horacio stirs and blinks his eyes. He looks to the door.

He slides his body along the floor, uses the armchair next
to the door to help him stand and opens the door.

Miss Mindy stands opposite him, poised to knock again.

MISS MINDY
Hello.

HORACIO
Good morning.

Silence.

MISS MINDY
May I come in?

Horacio moves aside to let Miss Mindy enter.

Miss Mindy steps over the threshold for the first time,
surveys the flat.

MISS MINDY
Just the one room?

HORACIO
Just the one.

MISS MINDY
For the piano?

Horacio nods.

Miss Mindy looks to the papers on the floor.

MISS MINDY
You should get a filing cabinet for
those.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 10.

HORACIO
I like them strewn. They get in my
way. It forces me to see it.

Miss Mindy bends down and picks a paper up.

HORACIO
It forces me to read them.

Miss Mindy looks at the letter.

HORACIO
If I read, I have no choice but to
absorb.

If you eat a piece of cake, you
have no choice but to taste it.

MISS MINDY
Cake?...Oh. Cake-!

I have a cake. For you.

Miss Mindy lets the letter fall and takes out a plastic
to-go container from the bag she’s carrying.

MISS MINDY
I wasn’t sure if you were okay or
not. Since you didn’t play
yesterday...And I hadn’t heard you
today.

It’s a pie, actually. Savory. Green
beans, carrots, eggs. Mushrooms.
All fresh from my garden. And
chickens. Well chicken. The eggs I
mean. Her name’s Penny.

Miss Mindy shakes her head, jiggling her thoughts into a
coherent pattern.

MISS MINDY
Penny is my chicken who layed the
eggs with which I scrambled and
mixed into a pie. Which I’m giving
to you. Now.

Miss Mindy hands Horacio the pie.

HORACIO
Thank you.

Horacio sits at the piano bench. He places his fingers
lightly on the keys and begins to play.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 11.

It is short. Billowing, light; like dandelion fairies.

He finishes.

MISS MINDY
That was...

HORACIO
Billowing? Light? Like dandelion
fairies?

MISS MINDY
-different.

HORACIO
(smiling)

My gratitude to you. For the pie.

Music expresses those thoughts
unsaid, unheard. The duty of the
player is to release those unsung
words, prayers, desires into the
air. So it penetrates the ear. And
maybe, perhaps then, the owner
shall listen.

Miss Mindy considers Horacio.

She bends down for the letter she dropped.

She studies it.

She sets the letter down in front of Horacio.

Horacio looks at her.

He looks at the letter.

He reads the letter. He closes his eyes. He inhales.

He plays.

Miss Mindy rotates around the piano, watching Horacio.

She looks to the letters. She circles the pile.

She grabs a paper.

She grabs another.

She circles the pile.

As she reads, her body contorts, cringing at the words,
engulfing her limbs into the music.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 12.

She flings sheets of writing into the air.

Miss Mindy rolls on top of and under the piano.

She finishes her epiphanic eurhythmics in the arm chair by
the door.

Horacio is...Stunned? Bemused? Shocked? In awe?

HORACIO
Hello.

MISS MINDY
(breathless, reborn)

Good morning.

An inhale of breath from each player.


