I NT. ARTHUR S APARTMENT - MORN NG

Arthur’s been projecting the filnms on his wall. There’s a
KNOCK. ANOTHER. THREE MORE. Art opens the door on Jeff, in
yell ow shorts and a t-shirt of Pope John Paul .

There’ s a decadence in Jeff’'s face that gives this outfit a
macabre aspect as he raises his hand |i ke a school kid.

JEFF
| call uncle.

ARTHUR
Should | give a fuck? Wiat do you want ?

JEFF
Per haps a certain papal schlong? Mn-am ?

ARTHUR S KI TCHEN

Arthur pours liquor into a glass, sliding it sullenly across
the bar to Jeff, who sets a hefty folder on the counter. The
word SECRET is stencilled in obsessive lettering on the back.
Hs T-Shirt says Fibonacci’s Flagellants #1123.

JEFF (CONT’ D)
Al bertson’s Brand? What do you drink when
you don’t have guests, Kkerosine?

ARTHUR
Just tell me what you want?

JEFF
| want your way with words, you crazy
typewiter man.

Arthur glares, then pours a drink for hinself, staring with a
m x of hostility and curiosity.

JEFF (CONT’ D)
Look, you obviously knew how to schnooze
that fernmented old haus-frau. | had an
off day. Crazy white | adies freak ne out.
But | have sonet hi ng you need.

ARTHUR
| got what | need. She signed the
rel ease.

JEFF

Drop the bullshit “story angle” right
now. | know what witers get paid.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

ARTHUR
Maybe | do it for |ove!

JEFF
Pal ? | once dated the Australian Geral do
Rivera. Witers nmake chunp change. You
couldn’t fill a gnat’s ass with the
respect | have for witers, but nobody’s
stupid enough to be in this for the
story.

Arthur is stunped. He’'s about to speak, but stops and grabs a
note pad. Meanwhile, Jeff pulls xeroxes fromhis nmanila
fol der, growi ng nore mani c by the second.

Jeff gul ps down his shot, then takes the bottle.

JEFF ( CONT’ D)
| was in the stacks all night,
researching. Had to resort to crank

He | eans across the counter.

JEFF (CONT’ D)
Does ny breath stink?

ARTHUR
Yes.

Art backs away as Jeff breathes into his palm

JEFF
Need to hit the Certs, if | want any
Twi nki e tonight.

Arthur drops into his easy chair, exhausted.

ARTHUR
Jeff? You threw nme out of the library.
You tried to con ny con. Now you’'re
drinking all ny liquor...

JEFF
—Al bert sons!

ARTHUR
Wiy for fuck’s sake would I even want you
in ny house?!

JEFF
Because you coul dn’t research your way
out of a fucking strip mall, Sherl ock.
( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:  (2)

JEFF (CONT' D)
| admt you can shoot the shit, but I
have the trail to Kane. From primary
sour ces.

ARTHUR
My story’s fine.

JEFF
Terciary sources AT BEST. Look, it’s
clear the French pope in Avignhon sent
your gold schlong to a condottieri named
Hawkwood, who was runni ng troops agai nst
the Roman pope in the Geat Schism..

ARTHUR
French pope? And...

Jeff paces, opening Arthur’s fridge. He points to a poster of
Clockwork Orange on the wall and nmakes a face—=geek!”

He wi pes his nose on a dishtowel.

JEFF
There were two popes; they didn't |ike
each other. Papal funds were sent to this
mercenary, described as ‘a sizeable
wei ght of gold, in shape resenbling a
purity of form and in formresenbling a
purity of shape.’” Now why would an
Italian businessman who deals in facts
and figures resort to such bizarre
vagari es? He woul dn’t, unless he were
stymed by the requirenents of papal
infallibility fromdescribing what should
be the perfect male organ. Do you think
this scribe would risk excomruni cation by
descri bing a knobby old wart on the
schl ong of the pope hinsel f?! No.

ARTHUR
| got a cranp in ny hand. Christ.

JEFF
Don't get nme started on Jesus. Tal k about
nepotism Do we have a deal or not?
Because | own the fucking Balinese.

ARTHUR
Who are the Balinese?!

Jeff pauses for a dramatic nonent.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:  (3)

JEFF
They are the gentlefuckers who will pay
bi g bucks for the schlong, M. Love-of-
Journalism But you don’t touch ‘em
wi t hout ne. 50/ 50.

Arthur thinks for a nonment, soaking in Jeff’s wld-eyed
sincerity.

ARTHUR
K. But | get the rights to the story.

THE CONTRACT

<--- SNI P Scene Continues -->



