The Best Key Linme Pie Ever
By
Davi d Burton



| NT. DI NER - DAY

An ol d-fashi oned American diner. Booths w th wooden tables
and naugahyde uphol stered benches, each one with a mni
coi n-oper at ed j ukebox.

Bottl es of ketchup and nustard on the table. A glass
ashtray.

The diner is enpty, except for two people.

JACK MARLING early 40s, sporting a utilitarian haircut and
what mght pass for a suit in the rural Mdwest, is also

si ppi ng coffee, black. Across fromhimis ANTHONY DANOW TZ,
Late 40s, slick hair, over dressed.

They sit in front of a |arge wi ndow which overl ooks the
parking lot and lets in the afternoon sun. A maroon Crown
Victoria auto is sitting in the nearest parking space.

Jack sl aps a BRI EFCASE onto the table.

JACK
This is it. Your new life.
Everything. Birth certficate. H gh
school diplonma. A driver’s |license
wi th your new nane...

ANTHONY
My nanme?

JACK
Cecil Smal |l s.

ANTHONY

Cecil Smalls? That sounds |like a
jerk. Why can’t | pick the nane?

JACK
The departnent picks the nane.
You’ve got a part-tine job in a

| unber vyard.

ANTHONY
And what? I'’m Cecil Smalls now and
|’ ma fucking | unber jockey?

JACK
Part-time |unber jockey. In
Tenpl eton, ldaho. In this house.

Jack passes a photo across the table.
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ANTHONY
That house is a piece of shit.

JACK
Then go back honme to Manhatt an
after you testify. It would save
the tax payers a | ot of nobney and
grief. It’s going to cost nearly
sixty grand a year just to keep you
br eat hi ng.

ANTHONY
That’ s nore than your salary isn't
it? Even your bosses think I’'m
worth nore than you, and they think
" ma scunbag.

JACK
Look at that nice girl over there.
Hard worker. Pretty.

Jack notions with his cup of coffee towards STARLA, |ate 20s
with a nop of red hair falling across her forehead. She
wears a faded yellow uniformwith a white apron. She w pes
down the counter, and as a phone on the wall RINGS, she
noves to answer it.

JACK ( CONT’ D)
How do you think she’'d |like to know
t hat when you die the roses on your
casket will be paid for with her
tax noney?

ANTHONY
| bet you twenty bucks that she’d
be happy about it.

JACK
Twenty bucks? That she’ll be happy
to pay for flowers at your funeral ?
Make it forty.
Ant hony nods and drops a quarter into the jukebox.
Procul Harem s "A WH TER SHADE OF PALE" swells.

ANTHONY ( SI NG NG
We ski pped the light fandango...

He cl oses his eyes and takes it in.
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ANTHONY
Ah, this one takes ne back. 1979.

ps a pack of cigarettes on the table and one falls out.
ights it and inhal es.

ANTHONY ( CONT’ D)
| was down on the Coney Island
boardwal k with Shelly W nkl eman.
And we were wal ki ng past the shills
and the eggnen and the cons, and |
never stop, right, because | know
that they' ve got it all figured
out. There’s no way to beat them

JACK
"1l bet you I can tell you where
you got your shoes...

ANTHONY
... You got themon your feet.
Right. You know the drill. But for

sone reason, wth this one guy, |
stopped. He was just standing there
hol di ng a shoebox. And naybe
because | never seen this gag

bef ore, or maybe because it was
fate, | don’'t know, but | stopped.
And he said "I bet you..."

STARLA wal ks up to the table. She | ooks nervous, jittery.

STARLA
What can | get y' all?
JACK
Good norning. 1’1l have the tomato

soup. And an egg cream

STARLA
And for you?

Ant hony squi nts at her nane badge.

ANTHONY
| don’t know... Starla. What won't
make me sick?

STARLA
Anyt hi ng but the egg cream But if
you want to know what the best
thing is, | reckonit’s... it's the
Key Line Pie.
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He sli des

ANTHONY
You hear that? Starla reckons it’s
the Key Linme Pie. What do you
reckon Jack?

JACK
| reckon you' re an asshol e.

ANTHONY
"1l have the tomato soup as well.

STARLA
| think really you oughta try the
Key Line Pie. If you re just
passi ng through you m ght never
have the chance agai n.

ANTHONY
What’s with the fucking Key Line
Pie? 1"l have the soup
STARLA
It’s just that I'Il bet you...
ANTHONY
You' Il bet nme? She’'ll bet ne.
STARLA

Il bet you it’s the best pie that
you’ ve ever tasted.

ANTHONY
Yeah?
JACK
This is what he does. He bets.
ANTHONY
K. If this is the best pie |I’'ve
ever tasted then I'Il leave this

shi t box house to you when | die.

the photo of the house across the table.
ANTHONY ( CONT’ D)

It’s in Idaho. Probably sonme great

bi ngo halls out there.

STARLA
You' |l give ne that house?
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ANTHONY
VWll, not for a while, not until |
die. And not the house itself. Jack
here. ..
Jack waves at Starl a.
JACK
Hel | o agai n.
ANTHONY
WIIl liquidate the house and you’ |

recei ve the noney. But then..
what's the house val ued at Jack?

JACK
$178, 000.

ANTHONY
Like | said, it’s a shitbox. That
$178,000 will be taken to the
Gol den Nugget in Las Vegas. They
have no limt roulette there. And
you' |l put it on red. Ever been to
Vegas?

STARLA
Par don me?

ANTHONY
No, fuck it. You can choose, red or
bl ack. Control your own destiny,
it’s better that way. And | F you
wi n, the $356,000 is yours to keep.
But only IF this is the BEST pie
| ve ever had.

STARLA
| don’t know what. ..

ANTHONY
And it nust be, because you told ne
it was, and you wouldn’t Iie.

STARLA
And suppose you don’t agree that
it’s the best pie you ve ever had?

ANTHONY
Then you dance with e, right here,
to "A Wiiter Shade of Pale",

because, goddammit, | never got to
dance with Shelly Wnkleman to it,
( MORE)
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ANTHONY (cont’ d)
and that’s what shoul d have
happened that night.

Jack just sits, drinking his coffee. He has no dog in this
fight. He lights a cigarette.

STARLA
Ri ght then. | guess | better go and
put a cherry on top. For | uck.

Starla turns to wal k away. Even nore nervous than before.

JACK
And don’t forget ny tomato soup.
Cancel the egg cream

Ant hony turns back to Jack.

ANTHONY
So anyway. '79. Coney Island
Boar dwal k. The shoebox. And this
shill says to ne, he says "I’I| bet
you that | can show you and your
| ady the freakiest thing you' ve
ever seen in your life. And so |
says, what’'s the bet? And he tells
nme it’'s $20 for himto show us, but
if it’s not the freakiest thing
we’' ve ever seen, he’'ll give us 50
back.

JACK
50 back? That’'s a good deal .

ANTHONY
It 1S a good deal, because | figure
11 just tell himsone bullshit
about sone freakier thing I saw and
he’ Il give us 50 and we’ Il wal k
away and we’' ||l have sone cotton
candy and get drunk at Cusomano’s
bar where they served underage kids
and it would be a great night...
but if that’s what had happened, |
woul dn’t renenber it.

JACK

You never get a good deal on the
boar dwal k.
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ANTHONY
No. \What happened is that he opened
t he box. We | ooked. And then we
didn’'t ask for the 50. W wal ked
away, and then this song here, "A
Wi ter Shade of Pale", started
pl ayi ng, and we went separate ways
and never saw each other again. But
because of that night, | amwho |
am t oday. Because of that night I'm
being forced to becone Cecil Smalls
and becone a part-tinme |unber
jockey and live in what was
probably a confiscated neth | ab.
You know that shit is toxic. It
sticks to the walls, right?

JACK
It isn"t a confiscated nethl ab.
VWhat was in the box?

ANTHONY
You don’t wanna know, Jack.

JACK
| do. What was in the box?

Ant hony takes a long drag fromhis cigarette and smashes it
in the glass ashtray.

ANTHONY
A tiny man.
JACK
Cet the fuck outta here.
ANTHONY
No, I’ m being serious. Look nme in

the eyes and tell nme I'’mlying.

Jack stares at himfor a few seconds and then smashes his
cigarette out too.

ANTHONY ( CONT’' D)
And not a baby neither. | nmean, a
tiny black MAN. In a shoebox. And
he | ooked like he was trying to
talk but he couldn’t formthe
words. He just turned his head and
| ooked at nme and Shelly and opened
his mouth. And it | ooked Iike he
was gonna cry. And then the man
cl osed t he box.
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JACK
And now you’ re giving away houses
i n diners.
ANTHONY

Now |’ m gi ving away houses in

di ners because after that, shit
doesn’t nmake sense. The world
doesn’t make sense. There are tiny
men you never hear about kept in
boxes on the beach and there's shit
a lot crazier than that out there,
believe it. You buy your shitty
suits at Men’s Warehouse and spend
your life lugging briefcases |ike
that one into shitty diners |ike
this one and putting guys |like ne
into falling down houses in places
i ke Idaho and act |ike you're
saving the world, and it doesn’t
mean anything. We're living in
sonebody’ s fucking dream Morality
is relative.

JACK
| live in this world, buddy. I
don’t know what the fuck pl ace
you' re living in, but I don’'t want
to visit.

ANTHONY
So, now the waitress is going to
think differently. Bigger. \Whether
she wins the pie bet or not, and
t hen whet her she wins on roulette
or not, is irrelevant. Because now
she’ s thinking about having
$356, 000, which she coul d never
i magi ne before she cane to work
this norning. And when you get used
to i magi ning that kind of noney
around, then suddenly $2.50 an hour
plus tips just doesn’t cut it
anynor e.

JACK
So now she’s going to be
unful filled in her work.

ANTHONY
Yes! Yes. But she already was. It’s
just that now she’s gonna start to
take risks. Now she’s gonna have a
successful m ndset.
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JACK
This is the nost fucked up
breakfast |’ve ever had. Can't we
just talk about baseball?

Starla arrives back at the table, carrying a tray.

STARLA
Order up for the high rollers.

ANTHONY
Got a pen, Starla?

Starla pulls a pen from her apron and passes it to Anthony,
who’ s snoot hing out his paper place mat in front of him

ANTHONY ( CONT’ D)

Alright, this here is a binding
will that recognizes Starla...
STARLA
Cr anf or d.
ANTHONY

Starla Cranford as mnmy beneficiary.
Upon ny unfortunate death, many,
many years fromnow, ny house is to
be |iquidated and the assets |eft
to Starla Cranford in the form of
chi ps at the Gol den Nugget Casi no.
There’s only one thing I'd like to
ask, if it’s not too nmuch trouble
darli ng.

STARLA
VWhat’' s that?

ANTHONY
Wul d you be ki nd enough to buy
some yell ow roses for ny casket?

STARLA
Yeah, sure. O course.

Ant hony | ooks over at Jack.

Jack opens his wallet and takes out two $20 bills. He tosses
t hem over towards Anthony.

JACK
Un- f ucki ng- bel i evabl e.
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ANTHONY
But of course, of course this is
all conditional on whether or not
Starla tells the truth. If this is
not the best piece of pie |’'ve ever
tasted, then she’s gonna dance with
me right here. Like it’s 1979.
Coney 1 sl and.

STARLA
| don’t know what that neans.

JACK
You don’t want to.

Jack takes a spoonful of his tomato soup and | ooks out the
picture window. A truck is attaching the Crown Vic to a
Wi nch.

JACK ( CONT’ D)
Ah, shit.

He squeezes out of the booth and pushes through the front
door.

EXT. DI NER PARKI NG LOT - DAY

Jack runs towards the car. The parking lot is vast, al nost
enpty.

JACK
Hey, hey. I'’mright here.

TOMRUCK OPERATOR
Yeah, you were parked in a handi cap
spot .

JACK
Il move it, 1’1l nove it. |
didn't see a sign. Here, let ne
just nove it.

TOMRUCK OPERATOR
It’s already on the winch now so I
can't...

JACK
Look around, there’s no one el se
here. There’s no handi capped person
who needs that spot.
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TOMRUCK OPERATOR
Like | said, nowthat |I’ve got it

hooked. .

JACK
Ah, this is a fucked up world. This
isn't right.

Through the door, the notes of "A Witer Shade of Pale"
drift out.

Jack turns towards the nusic.

| NT. DI NER - DAY

JACK
What? He already tried it?

Anthony is sprawed on the floor by Starla s feet. He's not
nmoving. Starla is panicky.

STARLA
We... we were dancing and he
started choking. On the cherry. For

| uck.
Jack reaches down and feels for a pul se. Not hing.

JACK
Huh. Just now, maybe you coul dn’t
hear him but when | bent down just
now, he said "that was the best pie
| ever had.”

STARLA
Real | y? Are you sure?

JACK
| would bet on it.

Through the w ndow, Jack’s car is towed away.

END



