vANNIE, entering Paul's room. He lies back in the wheelchair, eyes closed. Liberace music playing in the background. From the start, PAUL'S TONE is different -- strong, he's in control.

                                ANNIE

                Paul, don't you think it's time for

                you to start writing again? It's been

                over a week.

                                PAUL

                I don't know, it's weird, but a couple

                of broken bones hasn't done a lot for

                my creative juices. Get the fuck out

                of here.

                                ANNIE

                Don't talk to me like that.

                                PAUL

                        (staring at her now)

                Why, what are you going to do?

                        (spreading his arms wide)

                Kill me? Take your best shot.

                                ANNIE

                        (taken aback)

                Why are you so mean, Mister you'd-

                be-dead-in-the-snow-if-it-wasn't-

                for-me?

                                PAUL

                Oh, no reason, you keep me prisoner,

                you make me burn my book, you drive

                a sledgehammer into my ankles...

                                ANNIE

                I'll drive a sledgehammer into your

                man-gland if you're not nicer --

                                PAUL

                        (He spreads his legs)

                Be my guest.

                                ANNIE

                        (after a beat)

                That's disgusting.

