       Anne and Jack have just finished eating dinner.

                                JACK

                  You know what the Holy Grail is?

        Anne takes a long drag then puts it out in her leftover

        food.  Jack is repelled by the habit.

                                ANNE

                  The Holy Grail?  Yeah... I know that.

                  It was like -- Jesus' juice glass.

        Jack just stares at her.

                                ANNE

                         (continuing)

                  Oh, I used to be such a Catholic.

                                JACK

                  You still believe in God?

                                ANNE

                  Oh sure... Gotta believe in God.

                         (trying to be 

                          intellectual)

                  But I don't think God made man in his

                  own image.  No.  'Cause most of...

                  the bullshit that happens, is because

                  of men.  No, I think man was made out

                  of the devil's image and women were

                  created out of God -- because women

                  can have babies which is sorta like

                  creating, and which also explains why

                  women are attracted to men, because,

                  lets face it, the devil is a helluva

                  lot more interesting -- I slept with

                  a few saints and let me tell you...

                  Booooorring!!!... And so the whole

                  point of life, I think, is for men

                  and women to get married so the devil

                  and God can live together and, ya

                  know -- work it out...

                         (Anne moves to him and

                          leans in for a kiss)

                  ... Not that we have to get married.

        Jack notices a brown spot on her chin and pulls away.

                                JACK

                  ... You have a little... uh...

                  something on your face...

                                ANNE

                  Oh, I got a pimple... This stuff is

                  supposed to blend with my skin

                  color... Like it really works, ya

                  know...

        Jack moves to the bar to fix a drink.  Anne follows him

        and takes the drink out of his hand.  Jack knows what

        this means.

                                JACK

                  I don't think I'm up to it tonight...

        Anne massages his shoulders.

                                JACK

                  I had a very traumatic experience...

                  I...

        Anne nods but keeps massaging.  As long as he wasn't with

        a woman, she doesn't care.  Her massaging gets more

        intense -- moving up his head and contorting his face as

        he speaks.

                                JACK

                         (continuing)

                  I think I'm getting sick...

                         (trying to be

                          forceful)

                  I... I slept in a boiler room,

                  Anne... I'm tired... I'm upset...

                  I'm... just not in the mood!... Okay!

        Anne grabs his face with both hands and pulls him into a

        kiss.  She proceeds to climb onto his body as she

        utilizes a skill she picked up in high school make-out

        parties.  She is a pro.  Jack, against all his better

        judgement and will -- despite the pimple cream -- is

        rendered helpless by this woman's passion... He returns

        the embrace and guides her to the floor.

                                JACK

                  I tell you something, Anne.  I really

                  feel like I'm cursed.

                                ANNE

                  Oh stop.  Things will change.  My

                  Aunt Mary always said, there's a

                  remedy for everything in this world

                  except death and having no class.

                                JACK

                  I get this feeling like I'm... a

                  magnet but I attract shit.  Out of

                  all the people in this city, why did

                  I meet a man who's wife I killed?

                                ANNE

                  You didn't kill anybody.  Stop.

                                JACK

                  I wish there was some way I could...

                  just... pay the fine and go home.

        Anne crosses to Jack and gently touches him.  Jack turns

        and clutches her to him tightly.  Lowering his head to

        hers, he cries...

                                ANNE

                  I know.  I know, honey.

