EXT. LA STREET - DOMTOM BUSI NESS DI STRI CT - DAY

Furious, Arthur follows Jeff into a high-end downtown food
grotto.

JEFF
| can’t believe you took a check?! And
it’'s post-dated.

ARTHUR
They’ re | ndonesi ans, Jeff. They're |ike
t he fucki ng nob!

JEFF
So you'd let a mllion-five go down the
toilet?

Exasperated, Arthur pulls out the Polaroid of Kane and the
dil do, pausing in the mddle of the food court.

ARTHUR
Are you conpletely divorced fromreality?
Look at this picture! How could this be
cast froma real penis? It nust be twelve
i nches | ong.

JEFF
Wiy do you think they call the Pope,
‘Primate of Italy’ ? Because they' re al
hung |i ke fucking gorillas, man!

ARTHUR
Even if it exists, we don’t know where it
i sl

JEFF

W'l find it! Think! Cues are
everywhere. The basic foundation of
Anerican culture is the erection. Wiat is
a guitar solo, but worship of the

adol escent masturbatory act? A policenman
and his baton? Progress in our society is
just one big cock rammng itself into the
future!

Jeff sees a COUPLE | eaving a nearby table and races over

JEFF
Ch. Lunch.

He grazes for snacks as Arthur stal ks over, fum ng.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

ARTHUR
What are you going to tell those
bodyguards when they cone for the dil do?

JEFF
"1l say, here’s your noney back. Man, we
have the deposit!

ARTHUR
For four days!

Jeff lays a hand on Arthur’s shoul der, speaking as if to a
retard. Arthur drops into a chair, trying to cool down.

JEFF
| have a friend. He’s |like the Ugandan
Bill Gates. He tells ne the price of
Tantalite in that country is ready to
bottom out .

ARTHUR
What's tantalite?!

JEFF
Fuck if I know. They make cant al oupes out
of it—who cares? Point is, sinpleton, we
sell short on tantalite, nmake a fortune
t hen gi ve back the Indo’s deposit.

Arthur refuses to let Jeff get the better of him
He sips a discarded beer, quietly furious.

JEFF (CONT’ D)
You don’t know what selling short is, do
you?

ARTHUR
You' re not getting ahold of that check.

Jeff takes a breadstick to denonstrate, as an annoyed waiter
comes up and grabs his tip off the table.

JEFF
Ckay, say this is a blowob. Nowif...
(readi ng tag)
Roy the waiter promses to sell you this
bl owjob for the current rate of a dollar.
But he promses to sell it to you on
Thur sday. . .

ARTHUR
Roy’ s gonna ki ck your ass.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

The wai ter
cigarette.

(2)

JEFF

Now when Thursday cones, if the price
falls, and you can wal k down Santa Monica
and buy your blow ob for ten cents it
doesn’t matter, because you’' ve prom sed
to give Roy a dollar. He can pay sone
crackhead to do it for a dine and pocket
the difference. That is selling short.

| eaves, with a venonous glare as Jeff pulls out



