
THE COMPETITION

PAUL: Why the hell aren't you practicing?  Answer me.

HEIDI:   Answer you?  I don't even know you.

PAUL:   Then what the hell do you think you're doing, making some grand gesture?  I'm not scared of you, and I'm not worried about you.  So don't do me any favors.  Is that clear?

HEIDI:   Yes, it's clear.  I won't do you any favors.

PAUL:   OK.  [Walks out.]  Oh, christ, I did not come here to tell her that.  [Walks in.]  You know you bring out the worst in me?  I came here to tell you that I'm a liar.  I realized it this morning when I woke up and you weren't there.  I'm a liar about you and me and what all that means.

HEIDI:   Wait a minute.

PAUL:   No.  I don't want to wait a minute.  That's all I've been doing -- waiting.  Waiting to win, like that's going to change my life.  And that was fine, until I ran into you, and kept running into you.  And things began to happen.  I saw you and I wanted you so bad I couldn't make a fist.  And now I know that is more important than this damn competition.  OK, so what I really feel about you and me is that we are a corporation.  If you win, great.  If I win, better, and if neither of us wins then to hell with it but the corporation goes on and I wish I could have told you this the other night but I just wasn't seeing straight, so I lied.  I'll never lie to you again.  If you think that was easy....

HEIDI:   Are you waiting for a yes or no answer?  [Kisses him.]  Now what?

PAUL:   Now you practice.

HEIDI:   Wait, we need to make a plan.  If one of us wins, there'll be a week before the Carnegie recital.  We should use it just to go somewhere and get to know each other.  I have friends on the Cape and if they're there we'll kick them out or we could go to Vegas -- we'll ask Jerry what the tackiest place to go is -- the point is I think we should do it, don't you?

PAUL:   Yes.  I love you.   [Smooch.]

