The Gift – Weems Cross-examines Annie


        Prosecuter:
              Mrs Wilson... Mrs Wilson.

              Your husband, Ben Wilson Senior,

       was one of the men killed last year in the 
       explosion at the cable plant.


Annie:  


      Yes, that's right.


Prosecuter:


      You were left with three children to raise alone.


Annie:


      Yes, sir.


Prosecuter:


      How do you provide for you and your sons?


Annie:


      I get a little bit of money from Social Security

              as a result of my husband's death.

              And I... I also give readings.


Prosecuter:


      - Psychic readings? 

Annie:


      - Yes, sir.


Prosecuter:


      What does being psychic enable you to do?


Annie:


      I see things...

              ...and I, you know, I sense... things

              that hadn't happened yet or...

              ...they happened someplace else.


      My granny told me that I... I had a gift, that it runs in 

       my family.


      She told me I shouldn't be afraid of it,I should just  



always use my instinct and I'd be all right.


Prosecuter:



So you're swearing before this court that you didn't get 


your information from any other means than your special 


ability, your gift?


Annie:


      Yes, sir,

              I'm swearing that, yes.


Prosecuter:



Thank you, Mrs Wilson. I have no further questions.


Judge:


      Mr Weems.


Weems:


      Mrs Wilson...

              ...how many fingers am I holding up behind my back?


Prosecuter:


      Objection!


Weems:


      My client is on trial partly because of powers this 

      woman claims to have.

              In all fairness, I should be given the opportunity to 

      test the powers instead of having to take her word for it!


Judge:


      You have a good point. Objection overruled.


Weems:


      Can everyone in the jury box see how many fingers I'm 


showin'?

              How many fingers, Mrs Wilson?


Annie:


      I don't know.


Weems:


      You don't know?

              Seven. Seven fingers. 

Annie:


      That doesn't prove anything.

              Your Honour, I can't do this - you know, at the drop of a 


hat.


Weems:


      Well, ma'am, how about doing it at the drop of a dollar 


bill?


Annie:


      What are you trying to say?


Weems:

              Maybe this gift doesn't work unless you're being paid.

              Like they say in the army - no money, no honey.


Annie:

              That's not true.


Weems:


      In Hatcher County, it's illegal for a psychic to charge 

      people money.


Annie:


      I-I don't charge money... 

Weems:


      You testified that you do!


Annie:


      No, I accept donations. People give me gifts.


Weems:

              Oh... a distinction worthy of a lawyer.

              Mrs Wilson, are you a rich woman?


Annie:


      No. 

Weems:


      Why not?

              If I had powers like yours and could read the future, I'd 


be filthy rich!

              I'd be playing the stockmarket, I'd be at Mobile betting 


on the dogs.

              I'd warn my husband not to go to work on the day the 


plant's gonna blow up,

              leaving three children to be raised in a carnival 


sideshow!


Annie:

              It doesn't work that way. I can't use my gift for 


personal gain.


Weems:

              Except for those - what you call 'em? - Donations.

              You have had some personal troubles with Donnie 


Barksdale, haven't you?


Annie:

              Yes, I have.


Weems:

              A few weeks ago, you said you were gonna have his ass 


thrown in jail!


Annie:

               He was threatening my kids!


Weems:

               Isn't it true, in one of those readings of yours

               when you were doing your ESP, you told Valerie 


Barksdale that Donnie was an insecure redneck

                and he wasn't really crazy enough to kill anybody?


Annie:

               Yes, I did say that. 

Weems:



Then why are you saying he did?


Annie:

                I have never said that! 

Weems:



You might as well have!

                You wanted his ass in jail and...


Annie:

                I just told the Sheriff what I saw.


Weems:

                And how could any of us ever forget that?

                Jessica King floatin' up in that tree...

                naked...with a chain...wrapped...around her.

                It must be so much fun for you.

                You must be having the time of your life entertaining 


 yourself with...


Annie:

                Think it's fun seeing decomposed bodies in my tree, do 


 you, sir?

                You think it's fun that I've people trying to strangle 


 me in my sleep?!

                I'm blaming myself 'cause some crazy man tried to burn 


 his daddy half to death

                and you think I'm having fun?!

                I'm sorry, sir, you're crazy if you think that!


Weems:

                No more questions, Your Honour.


Judge:

                You're dismissed.
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