       INT. VIDEO POP OFFICE - DAY.

        Anne sits at her desk, surrounded by her shelves of porno

        tapes. Jack sits before her looking like death warmed over.

        Frank's voice reverbs in his head as he half listens to Anne.

                                     ANNE

                   ....But when you care about somebody

                   ya need more than an open relationship.

                   Ya need a phone call.

        Her intercom RINGS. Anne's tone immediately changes:

                                     ANNE

                              (continuing)

                   WHAT!....

                                EMPLOYEE (V.O.)

                  A guy wants to check out the

                  pornos...

                                ANNE

                  So send him back!

                         (she flicks off the

                          intercom and returns

                          to Jack, softly)

                  ... Ya need to pick up the phone and

                  tell me that you're not dead... that

                  you haven't been attacked or raped or

                  who knows.  You disappear last night.

                  I don't know what to think.  I was up

                  all night.  Look at you!

        A meek, fiftyish BUSINESSMAN has entered and begins to

        browse through the porno videos discreetly.

                                JACK

                  I'm sorry.

                                ANNE

                  I smell gas... Do you smell gas...

        She and the Businessman exchange glances.  Jack is about

        to respond when Anne continues:

                                ANNE

                         (continuing)

                  I can't tell you how distraught I

                  was.  All night long.  What the hell

                  happened?

                                JACK

                  I was attacked.

                                ANNE

                  What!

                                JACK

                  Two kids tried to set me on fire.

                                ANNE

                  Oh my God... What did they do!  My

                  God!!!

        She crosses to Jack and hugs him... The Businessman turns

        with a concerned look, having overheard.  Jack indicates

        to Anne that he feels awkward in front of the

        Businessman.  Anne confronts the Businessman with as

        little tact as possible.

                                ANNE

                         (continuing)

                  Are you almost done?!

                                BUSINESSMAN

                         (flustered)

                  Well...

                                ANNE

                  Whatta looking for -- a story!?

                         (makes a selection)

                  Here... "Creamer Versus Creamer"...

                  It won an award.

        Jack hides his face so as not to laugh.  Anne ushers the

        man out.

                                ANNE

                         (continuing)

                  You were attacked.  My God.  Should I

                  call a doctor!  Did you call the

                  police...

                                JACK

                  No, I'm fine... really...

                                ANNE

                  You're all right... you sure...

        Jack nods.  So, Anne moves on to more important matters.

                                ANNE

                         (continuing)

                  ... So... where did you sleep last

                  night?

                                JACK

                  I... I stayed at a friend's.  Listen,

                  I --

                                ANNE

                         (puts up her hand)

                  Please... before you go on... let me

                  tawk... okay... We've had a wonderful

                  time together... When we first met,

                  you said this wasn't serious and I

                  shouldn't get serious and then you

                  moved in and we haven't been serious.

                  And I just wanna say that I have no

                  regrets.  None.  And don't wanna have

                  any now so I want ya to be up front

                  with me... I want the truth.

                  If you're seein' somebody else, let

                  me know... You don't have to pour

                  gasoline on yourself and light a

                  match just to break up with me.  Just

                  tell me the truth.

        Jack looks to her -- somewhat admiring the bravery and

        integrity underneath the peasant stock.

                                JACK

                  I'm not seeing anyone else.  I really

                  was attacked.

                                ANNE

                  Okay.

                         (satisfied, she struts

                          to her desk)

                  ... I love you...

        Jack smiles weakly.

                                ANNE

                         (continuing)

                  ... You don't have to say it back...

                  although it wouldn't kill you.  I'll

                  cook tonight.

                                                   CUT TO:

