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               INT. 1ST AVE CLUB -NIGHT 
                      
          SOUND UNDER: MUSIC BUILDING IN INTENSITY
          AS--

                           PRINCE
                           (OVER)
               DEARLY BELOV`ED,
               WE ARE GATHERED HERE TODAY
               TO GET THROUGH THIS THING
               CALLED LIFE.
               ELECTRIC WORD LIFE,
               IT MEANS FOREVER AND THAT'S A
               MIGHTY LONG TIME.
               BUT I'M HERE TO TELL YOU THAT
               THERE'S SOMETHING ELSE -- THE
               AFTERWORLD.

          THEN HUGE CU OF EYES OPENING, GAZING
          INTO MIRROR, HAND APPLYING MAKEUP,
          SUDDEN BLACKNESS, THEN--

                           PRINCE
                           (CON'T)
               THAT'S RIGHT...A WORLD OF
               NEVER-ENDING HAPPINESS,
               YOU CAN ALWAYS SEE THE SUN --
               DAY OR NIGHT.

          BURN IN MAIN TITLE:    PURPLE RAIN

                           PRINCE
                           (CON'T)
               SO WHEN YOU CALL UP THAT
               SHRINK IN BEVERLY HILLS,
               YOU KNOW THE ONE -- DOCTOR
               EVERYTHING'LL BE ALRIGHT--
               INSTEAD OF ASKING HIM HOW MUCH
               OF YOUR MIND IS LEFT,
               ASK HIM HOW MUCH OF YOUR TIME,
               `CAUSE IN THIS LIFE,
               THINGS ARE MUCH HARDER THAN IN
               THE AFTERWORLD,
               IN THIS LIFE, YOU'RE ON YOUR
               OWN.

          NOW,  PULSATING COLOR -- FLASHES OF HOT,
          WHITE LIGHT...

                           PRINCE
                           (CON'T)
               AND IF DE-ELEVATOR TRIES TO



               BRING YOU DOWN,
               GO CRAZY, PUNCH A HIGHER
               FLOOR.

          AND THE BEAT PROVOCATIVE NOW,
          RELENTLESS, BUILDING WITH FIERCE INTENT
          TO--

        (2)  INT. CLUB (1ST AVE.  ST.  BAR) -- NIGHT

          THE MECCA!  THE LAST STOP FOR A BAND
          BEFORE NATIONAL FAME.

          THE HUGE CAVERNOUS HALL IS PACKED!
          PEOPLE ARE DANCING LIKE MAD! VIDEO
          SCREENS WITH WILD GRAPHICS HANG
          SUSPENDED FROM THE CEILINGS. BEAUTIFUL
          WAITRESSES CRISS-CROSS THE FLOOR IN A
          FRENZY.

          PRINCE IS CENTER-STAGE -- LIPS CARESSING
          THE MIKE, BLACK, LUSTROUS HAIR SHINING,
          EYES DANCING -- SINGING "LET'S GET
          CRAZY" AS THE CROWD PULSATES BENEATH THE
          LASER  LIGHTS.

          THE MUSIC  CONTINUES AS WE ...

          CUT TO:

                (3) EXT.  STREETS #1 -- NIGHT

          A TAXI PULLS UP WITH A SCREECH.  VANITY
          SLOUCHES IN THE BACKSEAT.  BLACK  BOOTS,
          BLACK SKIN-TIGHT PANTS, AND A MANE OF
          THICK, BLACK HAIR PRESENTS A BEAUTIFUL
          AND IMPOSING  FIGURE. HER EYES ARE
          LARGE AND DARK -- HER LOOK OPEN AND
          RIPE.  SHE KNOWS WHAT SHE'S GOT, AND
          DOESN'T MAKE ANY EXCUSES FOR IT -- BUT
          THE FACT IS SHE'S SCARED AS HELL,
          POSSESSING A  VULNERABILITY THAT
          SURPRISES HER BY ITS SUDDENNESS.  AN
          EXPENSIVE GOLD CHAIN IS FASTENED ON ONE
          BOOT.

          SHE SCROUNGES THROUGH HER BAG -- PULLS
          OUT HER REMAINING CASH. IT'S DRASTICALLY
          SHORT OF WHAT SHE OWES AND SHE KNOWS IT.
          SHE TOSSES IT ONTO THE FRONT SEAT,
          JUMPS FROM THE CAB, STREAKS ACROSS THE
          STREET.  THE CABBIE LETS OUT A YELL AND
          JUMPS OUT AFTER HER.
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          "LET'S GET  CRAZY" CONTINUES AS WE ...

          CUT TO:

           (4) INT.  SHOWER, MORRIS' APT. -- NIGHT

          MORRIS DAY STANDS IN THE SHOWER, STEAM
          WHIRLING ABOUT HIS FACE.  HE'S 22 YEARS
          OLD, MATINEE-IDOL SEXY WITH LARGE, DARK,
          BEDROOM EYES.  HE HEADLINES A SLICK
          TECHNO-FUNK GROUP CALLED THE TIME WHICH
          SPORTS GANGSTER SUITS AND WIDE-BRIMMED
          HATS. HE'S GIFTED WITH A WEALTH OF SELF-
          LAUDATORY HUMOR WHICH HE USES LIKE A
          KNIFE, MOVING THROUGH LIFE WITH A CALM,
          BUT RUTHLESS GRACE.

          MAKE NO MISTAKE, MORRIS IS NOBODY'S
          FOOL.   HIS SEEMING OUT-RACEOUSNESS, HIS
          CHARM -- EVERY MOVE HE MAKES IS FOR A
          CALCULATED EFFECT.  HE KNOWS EXACTLY
          WHAT THE LADIES NEED, AND DOESN'T MIND
          REMINDING THEM SHOULD THEY FORGET ...

          HE BREAKS INTO A WIDE GRIN.  HAIR
          STANDING UP LIKE DON KING, HE WIPES OFF
          A HAND MIRROR, REGARDS HIMSELF
          UNABASHEDLY AS HE BRUSHES HIS TEETH.

          "LET'S GET CRAZY" CONTINUES AS WE...

          CUT TO:

                (5) INT.  BASEMENT,  PRINCE'S HOME -- NIGHT

          PRINCE SITS IN FRONT OF THE MIRROR,
          FINISHES APPLYING HIS MAKEUP.  BLACK
          HAIR FLOWING, EYES WIDE AND FANTASTIC,
          HE REGARDS HIMSELF A MOMENT BEFORE
          JUMGING UP.  HE PUTS ON A HIGH-COLLARED
          OVERCOAT, GRABS HIS GUITAR  MOVES
          QUICKLY TO THE BASEMENT WINDOW.  HE
          HOISTS HIMSELF THROUGH IT, DISAPPEARS
          INTO THE NIGHT.

          "LET'S GET CRAZY" CONTINUES AS WE ...

          CUT TO:

           (6) EXT.  CORNER,  STREETS  #1 -- NIGHT

          A POLICE CAR, LIGHTS FLASHING, SITS AT
          THE CURB.  A SMALL CROWD HAS RATHERED

3.



          ABOUT.  THE CABBIE STANDS ON THE
          SIDEWALK GESTICULATING ANGRILY TO A COP.
          VANITY STANDS BY THE POLICE CAR,
          OBVIOUSLY BOARD, ANOTHER COP BY HER
          SIDE.  HER EYES ARE FASTENED ON A GOOD-
          LOOKING BUSINESSMAN STANDING NEARBY...

          A SILENT NEGOTIATION SEEMS TO BE GOING
          ON.  UNDERSTANDING WAFTS BETWEEN THEM
          LIKE A PASSING BREEZE.

          WITHOUT TAKING HIS EYES OFF HER, THE
          BUSINESSMAN APPROACHES THE CABBIE,
          STARTS TALKING ...

          "LET'S GET CRAZY" CONTINUES AS WE...

          CUT TO:

              (7) INT. MORRIS' BEDROOM -- NIGHT

          MORRIS MOVES LASCIVIOUSLY INTO THE
          BEDROOM WEARING A RED MUSCLE T-SHIRT,
          ORANGE BAGGY SHORTS, AND GREEN KNEE-HI
          SOCKS FASTENED TO GARTERS.  A YELLOW
          BANDANNA HOLDS UP HIS HAIR.

          THE BEDROOM IS A MESS.  A VACUUM CLEANER
          STANDS LIKE A SENTRY IN THE MIDDLE OF
          THE FLOOR.  HE TURNS IT ON, BLAZES A
          PATH TO HIS CLOSET.  HE YANKS OUT A WELL-
          PRESSED SUIT, HOLDS IT AGAINST HIM,
          STRIKES A SEXY, HALF-LIDDED POSE ONLY A
          MOTHER COULD LOVE--

                           MORRIS
                           (AWED)
               OH, LORD ...

          "LET'S GET CRAZY" CONTINUES AS WE ...

          CUT TO:

        (8) EXT.  CLUB (1ST AVE.  ST.  BAR) -- NIGHT

          THE STREETS ARE SWOLLEN WITH TRAFFIC.
          KIDS ARE PACKED ONTO THE SIDEWALK,
          WAITING TO GET INTO THE CLUB. PRINCE,
          RIDING HIS MOTORCYCLE, WEAVES BETWEEN
          JAMMED CARS, THEN BLASTS DOWN A NARROW
          ALLEY LEADING TO THE REAR ENTRANCE.  HIS
          GUITAR IS SLUNG ACROSS HIS BACK.  HE
          CHAINS UP HIS BIKE, MOVES PAST A CROWD
          OF KIDS, CUTS INSIDE.
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          'LET'S GET CRAZY" CONTINUES AS WE ...

          CUT TO:

                (9) EXT.  STREETS #2 -- NIGHT

          A SEVILLE SWEEPS TO A STOP.  THE
          BUSINESSMAN IS AT THE WHEEL. VANITY
          STEPS FROM THE CAR LANGUIDLY AND OFFERS
          A CURT WAVE GOODBYE.  THE CAR PULLS
          AWAY.

          SHE STANDS SERENELY A MOMENT AS THE CAR
          TWISTS AROUND THE CORNER.   SHE GRABS
          HER BAG, RUSHES INTO A DARK ALLEY.  SHE
          PULLS A HANDFUL OF CASH FROM HER POCKET,
          COUNTS THROUGH IT QUICKLY.

          'LET'S GET CRAZY" -CONTINUES AS WE ...

          CUT TO:

            (10) EXT.  MORRIS' APARTMENT -- NIGHT

          THE DOOR OPENS -- MORRIS STEPS
          CONFIDENTLY INTO THE NIGHT. THE CHANGE
          IN HIS APPEARANCE IS BREATHTAKING. A
          CASHMERE COAT IS DRAPED OVER HIS
          SHOULDERS, A WHITE SCARF HANGS LOOSELY
          ABOUT HIS NECK.  WEARING A SHARP,
          GANGSTER-STYLE SUIT, HIS HAIR IS A
          POMPADOUR, AND STACY ADAMS ON HIS FEET -
          - MORRIS IS THE VERY PICTURE OF
          ELEGANCE.   HE DOESN'T JUST WALK TO THE
          CURB, HE SLIDES -- HIS PROMENADE
          PUNCTUATED WITH A DIP AT THE KNEES YOU
          COULD SNAP YOUR FINGERS TO.

          JEROME IS AT THE CURB, BUFFING DOWN THE
          BUMPER OF A YELLOW, 1970 FLEETWOOD
          CADILLAC.  JEROME IS SOLIDLY BUILT,
          SMOOTH-FACED HANDSOME WITH A BOYISH
          CHARM ALL HIS OWN.  HE'S A MEMBER OF THE
          TIME, AND ACTS AS MORRIS' CHAUFFEUR,
          VALET, AND ALL-PURPOSE SHADOW.

          HE MOVES QUICKLY TO THE DOOR, HOLDS IT
          OPEN AS MORRIS SETTLES HIMSELF INTO THE
          BACKSEAT. HE CLOSES IT WITH A FLAIR,
          HOPS BEHIND THE WHEEL, PULLS OUT.

          'LET'S GET CRAZY" CONTINUES AS WE...
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          CUT TO:

           (11) INT.  DRESSING ROOM, CLUB -- NIGHT

          PRINCE IS BACKSTAGE, PRACTICING SPINS IN
          FRONT OF THE MIRROR. THE OTHER MEMBERS
          OF HIS CROUP ARE SCATTERED THROUGHOUT
          THE ROOM.  BOBBY SITS OFF TO THE SIDE,
          HIS DRUMSTICKS TAPPING AGAINST HIS KNEE.
          MATT PUTS ON HIS DOCTOR'S SMOCK.  LISA
          AND WENDY FINISH APPLYING THEIR MAKEUP.
          MARK RUNS HIS FINGERS UP AND DOWN THE
          NECK OF HIS BASS GUITAR.

          SUDDENLY A STAGEHAND POKES HIS HEAD INTO
          THE ROOM, HOLDS THE DOOR OPEN AS PRINCE
          AND HIS BAND CUT QUICKLY TO THE STAGE.

          'LET'S GET CRAZY' CONTINUES AS WE...

          CUT TO:

               (12) INT.  MOTEL ROOM -- NIGHT

          THE DOOR OPENS -- A LIGHT GOES ON.
          VANITY STANDS IN THE HALLWAY,  PEERS
          CAUTIOUSLY INTO A SQUALID, RUNDOWN ROOM.
          SHE HESITATES BRIEFLY, SEEMS TO SIGH,
          THEN INDICATES SHE WILL TAKE IT.  THE
          MANAGER CLOSES THE DOOR AS HE LEAVES.

          SHE STANDS A MOMENT, SURVEYS THE ROOM.
          A BED AND BUREAU, SINK, A CHAIR,
          HOTPLATE -- SIMPLY THE ESSENTIALS. SHE
          PULLS A DRESS FROM HER BAG, A PAIR OF HI-
          HEELS, SOME GLOVES, UNDERWEAR.  SHE
          HANGS THE DRESS ON A ROD, PLACES THE
          SHOES BENEATH IT, ARRANGES THE REST IN A
          BUREAU DRAWER.  SHE LOOKS AROUND ONCE
          MORE -- FLOWERED WALLPAPER PEELS FROM
          THE WALLS.

          SHE RUSHES TO THE WINDOW, TEARS OPEN THE
          SHUTTERS -- IRON BARS OBSTRUCT HER
          VIEW...

           (13) EXT.  CLUB -- NIGHT (VANITY'S POV)

          ... KIDS ARE CROWDED IN FRONT OF THE
          CLUB.  A YELLOW CADDY SCREECHES UP IN
          FRONT.   TRAFFIC IS JAMMED ALL AROUND.
          THE NIGHT IS ELECTRIC -- THE SCENE
          BECKONS ...
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            (14) INT.  VANITY'S HALLWAY -- NIGHT

          SHE RUNS FROM THE ROOM, CUTS DOWN THE
          HALLWAY, SLANMING THE DOOR BEHIND HER
          ...

          "LET'S GET CRAZY" CONTINUES AS WE...

          CUT TO:

        (15) EXT.  CLUB (1ST AVE.  ST.  BAR) -- NIGHT

          JEROME OPENS THE DOOR OF THE CADDY,
          HELPS MORRIS OUT.  THE CROWD RECOGNIZES
          THEM IMMEDIATELY, RUSHES IN FOR A CLOSER
          LOOK.   MORRIS LOVES THE ATTENTION,
          PLAYS TO THEIR ENTHUSIASM WITH A RELISH.
          JEROME SNAPS A COMB INTO HIS HAND, HOLDS
          UP A POCKET MIRROR ...

          MORRIS COMBS HIS HAIR DRAMATICALLY, THE
          CROWD ENCOURAGING HIM ON.  JEROME GIVES
          HIM THE OK SIGN, USHERS HIM INTO THE
          CLUB.

          "LET'S GET CRAZY" CONTINUES AS WE...

          CUT TO:

       (16) INT.  CLUB (1ST  AVE.  ST.  BAR) -- NIGHT

          PRINCE ONSTAGE PERFORMING "LET'S GET
          CRAZY."   HE'S LOCKED INTO A GUITAR
          SOLO, MOVING PROVOCATIVELY WITH WENDY.
          THE CROWD IS PACKED ONTO THE DANCE
          FLOOR, THICK AGAINST THE STAGE.

          JEROME MAKES HIS WAY THROUGH THE CROWD,
          BLAZING A PATH FOR MORRIS WHO IS
          SURROUNDED BY A DOZEN BABES.
          OCCASIONALLY MORRIS GLANCES AT PRINCE --
          DISCLOSES BY HIS LOOK THAT HE DOESN'T
          CARE MUCH FOR HIS ACT -- OR HIS MUSIC...

          HE BREAKS OFF FROM THE GIRLS, FOLLOWS
          JEROME TO THE BACKSTAGE ENTRANCE WHERE
          THEY'RE JOINED BY OTHER MEMBERS OF THE
          TIME -- JESSE AND JELLYBEAN AMONG THEM.
          MORRIS CASTS ANOTHER GLANCE TOWARD
          PRINCE, BREAKS INTO A SELF-SATISFIED
          GRIN--

                           MORRIS
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               WE'RE GOING TO SLAY HIM...
               (SCREAMS)
               WHAWHAK!

          "LET'S GET CRAZY" CONTINUES AS WE...

          CUT TO:

                  (17) EXT.  CLUB -- NIGHT

          COMMOTION! THE CROWD HAS BECOME
          UNWIELDLY -- TRAFFIC IS SNARLED ALL
          AROUND.  HORNS ARE BLARING.   COPS TRY
          DESPERATELY TO WARD OFF THE INEVITABLE
          GRID LOCK.

          VANITY RUNS AGAINST THE LIGHT, MOVES TO
          THE HEAD OF THE QUEUE TO THE
          ACCOMPANIMENT OF JEERS AND CATCALLS.
          SHE DOESN'T BUDGE AN INCH, KNOCKS
          RAPIDLY ON THE GLASS DOOR, CATCHING THE
          ATTENTION OF CHICK, A BURLY, 6'5", 285
          POUND BOUNCER WITH A WHITE BEARD AND
          LONG FLOWING HAIR.  AN EX-MARINE,
          CHICK'S FUNCTION IS OBVIOUS.  HE CRACKS
          THE DOOR--

                            CHICK
               WHAT?

                           VANITY
               I HAVE AN APPOINTMENT WITH THE
               MANAGER.

                            CHICK
               NO YOU DON'T -- HE DOESN'T SEE
               ANYBODY.

          SUDDENLY A FIGHT BREAKS OUT AT THE
          INSIDE MONEY WINDOW.  CHICK SPINS
          INSTANTLY, SLAMS THE DOOR -- BUT VANITY
          JAMS HER BOOT INTO THE NARROW SPACE.
          THE DOOR CRASHES AGAINST HER INSTEP, SHE
          WINCES IN PAIN --BUT CHICK DOESN'T
          NOTICE.  HE'S ALREADY UPON THE
          OFFENDERS,  HEAVING THEM AGAINST THE
          WALL.

          VANITY STREAKS INSIDE, BLAZES UP THE
          STAIRWAY, DUCKS BEHIND A GROUP OF
          GIRLS...

          CHICK TURNS INSTANTLY -- THE DOOR IS
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          CLOSED -- VANITY, GONE.  HIS EYES DART
          UP THE STAIRWAY -- NOTHING.  HE SHRUGS,
          DRAGS THE TWO GUYS OFF.

         (18) INT.  CLUB -- UPPER BAR AREA -- NIGHT

          VANITY WATCHES AS HE MOVES AWAY.   SHE
          JUMPS UP, LUNGES ONTO THE DANCE FLOOR,
          CRASHES INTO A WAITRESS, JILL, WHOSE
          TRAY SMASHES TO THE FLOOR--

                            JILL
               WHAT ARE YOU RETARDED OR
               SOMETHING?! WHY DON'T YOU LOOK
               WHERE YOU'RE GOING?

          SHE'S 18 YEARS OLD, BLONDE AND PRETTY IN
          A CUTE, INNOCENT WAY.   A DAISY MAE-TYPE
          WHOSE EMOTIONS FORM SO QUICKLY, SHE HAS
          TROUBLE SORTING THEM OUT.  RIGHT NOW
          SHE'S MAD AS HELL -- SHE THINKS--

                           VANITY
               SORRY ... WHERE'S THE OFFICE?

          JILL SQUATS, PICKS UP THE BROKEN GLASSES-
          -

                            JILL
               DO YOU THINK YOU CAN JUST COME
               IN HERE AND TAKE OVER?

                           VANITY
               I SAID I'M SORRY -- WHAT DO
               YOU WANT ME TO DO?  WHERE'S
               THE OFFICE?

          JILL POINTS -- VANITY HURRIES AWAY  --

                            JILL
               (TRIUMPHANTLY)
               NO ONE'S IN!

          VANITY STOPS DEAD IN HER TRACKS, DOES A
          SLOW BURN.  SHE WALKS BACK TO JILL--

                           VANITY
               OKAY, SO YOU GOT  ME BACK,
               FINE. LISTEN, I'M FROM OUT OF
               TOWN. I HAVE TO SEE THE
               MANAGER, IT'S IMPORTANT.  I'M
               A REAL GOOD SINGER AND DANCER.
               I KNOW HE COULD USE ME.
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                            JILL
               DO YOU HAVE ANY EXPERIENCE?

          VANITY SIMMERS, ENUNCIATES EVERY WORD--

                           VANITY
               YEAH...DEFINITELY.

                            JILL
               FOLLOW ME.

          AND SHE TURNS ON HER HEELS, MAKES HER
          WAY THROUGH THE CLUB, MOVING INTO THE
          VICINITY OF THE STAGE.  VANITY FOLLOWS
          HER RELUCTANTLY, CASTS A LOOK TO THE
          BAND.   SHE SPOTS PRINCE FOR THE FIRST
          TIME -- STOPS INSTANTLY...

          HIS EFFECT ON HER IS INSTANTANEOUS.
          PASSION SURGES THROUGH HER LIKE A TIDAL
          WAVE.  HIS HAIR, FACE, EYES -- IT ALL
          CONSPIRES TO MAKE HER WEAK.  IT'S LIKE
          MEETING SOMEONE FOR THE FIRST TIME, BUT
          SEEING SO MUCH OF YOURSELF IN THEM, THAT
          THEIR LIPS, EYES, MOUTH -- YOU'RE
          CERTAIN YOU HAVE TOUCHED, AND THE DESIRE
          TO BE WITH THEM BECOMES SO STRONG THAT
          THE VERY ACT OF TOUCHING WILL RELEASE
          YOU IN A WAY YOU NEVER THOUGHT
          POSSIBLE...

          PRINCE BRINES "LET'S GET CRAZY" TO A
          ROUSING, BLISTERING END.  SUDDENLY THE
          STAGE IS PLUNGED INTO DARKNESS. THE
          CROWD GOES WILD!

          ...VANITY SNAPS OUT OF IT.  JILL IS
          TUGGING AT HER ARM, A PUZZLED LOOK ON
          HER FACE--

                            JILL
               HERE, FILL THIS OUT -- I'LL
               HAVE HIM CALL YOU.

                           VANITY
               I DON'T HAVE A PHONE.  WHEN
               WILL HE BE BACK?

                            JILL
               WELL...YOU CAN TRY TOMORROW.

                           VANITY
               YOU CAN COUNT ON  IT.
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          VANITY HANDS THE CARD BACK  TO HER --
          JILL READS THE NAME, ADDRESS -- LOOKS UP
          PUZZLED--

                            JILL
               VANITY??

          BACKSTAGE
          AS MORRIS AND THE TIME PASS PRINCE ON
          THEIR WAY TO THE STAGE--

                           MORRIS
               WHY DON'T YOU STAY AWHILE, SEE
               HOW IT'S DONE.

          THE BAND MEMBERS BUST UP -- BUT PRINCE
          IGNORES THEM, THEN--

                             MC
               LADIES AND GENTLEMEN -- PLEASE
               WELCOME THE TIME.

          CLUB
          SUDDEN APPLAUSE AND CRIES.  VANITY AND
          JILL TURN DIRECTLY INTO THE PATH OF
          PRINCE, DESCENDING THE STEPS OF THE
          STAGE.  VANITY GASPS, LOCKS EYES WITH
          HIM.  JILL SEEMS TO JUMP OUT OF HER SKIN
          -- IT'S OBVIOUS SHE HAS A CRUSH ON HIM
          SOMETHING  AWFUL--

                            JILL
               HI YA,  PRINCE -- GOD I LIKED
               THAT SONG, IT'S REAL FUN.

          SHE FIDGETS UNCONTROLLABLY, VANITY'S
          CARD BURING A HOLE INTO HER HAND.
          PRINCE GLANCES AT THE CARD, THEN STARES
          AT VANITY,  THE RIPENESS OF HER LOOK
          PARALYZING.   HE TEARS HIS EYES AWAY,
          PUTS ON HIS SUNGLESSES, LOOKS TOWARD THE
          STAGE.

           (18A) INT.  CLUB -- NEAR STAGE -- NIGHT

          MORRIS AND THE TIME RIP INTO A FUNK TUNE
          CALLED "JUNGLE LOVE." THEIR STRANGLEHOLD
          ON THE AUDIENCE IS INSTANTANEOUS.
          MORRIS STRUTS ACROSS THE STAGE LIKE A
          PANTHER, PLAYING TO THE AUDIENCE WITH A
          RELISH.  HIS EYES FASTENED ON PRINCE --
          HIS PRIDE UMISTAKABLE.

          PRINCE WATCHES MORRIS A MOMENT, THEN
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          EYES VANITY AGAIN.  THE HEAT BETWEEN
          THEM IS APPARENT.  VANITY'S HEART IS
          POUNDING, SHE'S NOT SURE WHAT TO DO.
          SHE KEEPS HER EYES ON MORRIS, HOPING
          THAT A SOLUTION WILL PRESENT ITSELF.

          PRINCE WATCHES AS JILL TACKS THE CARD TO
          A BOARD BEHIND THE BAR.  SIZING UP THE
          SITUATION QUICKLY, HE AGAIN GLANCES AT
          VANITY -- BUT HER EYES ARE FASTENED ON
          MORRIS.  FEELING TERRIBLY SHY AND
          THINKING THERE'S NOTHING HE CAN DO TO
          DIVERT HER ATTENTION AWAY FROM HIM, HE
          RELUCTANTLY HEADS FOR THE FRONT DOOR.
          VANITY FINALLY HITS UPON SOMETHING TO
          SAY, TURNS--

                           VANITY
               I REALLY LIKED YOUR SONG
               TOO...

          BUT HE'S GONE.  HER EYES SCAN THE ROOM
          FRANTICALLY -- CATCHES A GLIMPSE OF HIM
          LEAVING.  SHE TAKES A SUDDEN STEP, THEN
          STOPS, PARALYZED WITH INDECISION.  JILL
          REGARDS GER COLDLY.

          MORRIS MEANWHILE IS BESIDE HIMSELF.
          SOME GORGEOUS, DARK-HAIRED BABE, EYES
          WIDE AS SAUCERS WAS STARLNG AT HIM FROM
          THE BAR.  PRINCE HAS LEFT, AND THIS GIRL
          IS HIS.  HE MOTIONS TO JEROME,  AND THEY
          DIRECT THEIR ACT IN HER DIRECTION.

          JILL GAZES AT VANITY, FIDGETS INTENSELY,
          SUSPICIOUS AND RESENTFUL OF HER.   SHE
          GLANCES UP AND NOTICES MORRIS, LOOK.
          SHE SEIZES UPON AN IDEA,  FORCES A
          FRIENDLY SMILE, TAPS VANITY ON THE
          SHOULDER--

                            JILL
               HEY ...

          SHE POINTS TO THE STAGE.  VANITY LOOKS
          AT MORRIS, AND HE GOES CRAZY,
          ENTERTAINING HER WITH HIS OWN SPECIAL
          BLEND OF SHOWMANSHIP.  THE CROWD LOVES
          IT!  VANITY IS HELD A MOMENT, BUT HER
          THOUCHTS ARE ELSEWHERE. SHE FINALLY
          COMES TO A DECISION, PULLS AWAY, CUTS
          THROUGH THE CLUB.

           (18B) INT.  FOYER AND STAIRWAY -- NIGHT
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          AS SHE RUNS DOWN THE STAIRS, CUTS BEHIND
          CHICK, BURSTS OUT THE DOOR.

                  (19) EXT.  CLUB -- NIGHT

          FRANTIC!  THE STREETS ARE THICK WITH
          TRAFFIC.  SHE SCANS THEM WILDLY --
          NOTHING.  SUDDENLY PRINCE, ASTRIDE HIS
          MOTORCYCLE, BLAZES PAST HER FROM THE
          OPPOSITE DIRECTION.  SHE STARTS RUNNING,
          SHOUTS--

                           VANITY
               HEY  WAIT!

          BUT PRINCE IS TOO FAR AWAY, THE TRAFFIC
          TOO CONEESTED FOR HIM TO HEAR.  HE WHIPS
          DOWN THE STREET, DISAPPEARS AROUND THE
          CORNER.

          VANITY CONTINUES RUNNING, THEN SLOWS,
          DEJECTION OVERCOMING HER IN WAVES.  SHE
          LOOKS AROUND -- KIDS ARE STARING AT HER,
          PASSING  JOKES.  EMBARRASSED, SHE MOVES
          TO THE FRONT DOOR BUT CHICK IS THERE,
          HIS EYES UPON HER COLD, IMPASSIONATE.

          EXHAUSTED AND SLIGHLTY TEARLUL, SHE CUTS
          ACROSS THE STREET, HEADS BACK TO HER
          APARTMENT.

              (20) EXT. PRINCE'S HOUSE -- NIGHT

          PRINCE WHIPS DOWN THE STREET, CUTS HIS
          MOTOR, COASTS UP THE DRIVE. HE COMES TO
          A STOP AGAINST A WOODEN GATE.  HIS HOUSE
          IS A NONDESCRIPT, ONE-FAMILY STRUCTURE
          WITH A WIDE FRONT PORCH.  HE LIVES IN A
          NEAT AND TIDY, HOMOGENEOUS, LOWER MIDDLE-
          CLASS NEIGHBORHOOD WHOSE OCCUPANTS ARE
          HARD-WORKING TYPE FIERCELY PROTECTIVE OF
          THEIR PRIVACY.

          HE CLIMBS THE STEPS TO THE PORCH, OPENS
          THE FRONT DOOR...

          ...HIS MOTHERS SCREAM IS LIKE ICE IN HIS
          VEINS.  FEAR TRICKLES INTO THE HOLLOWS
          OF HIS BODY LIKE COLD WATER,  HIS PAIN
          COMMANDS HIM TO MOVE, BUT THE IMPULSE
          SHORT CIRCUITS SOMEWHERE AT THE WAIST,
          LEAVING HIS LEGS TWITCHING
          UNCONTROLLABLY.  THEN ANOTHER SCREAM
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          FROM HIS MOTHER, AND HIS FATHER'S VOICE
          NOW, LOUD AND FURIOUS--

                        FATHER (O.S.)
               LISTEN TO ME!  YOU COME HOME
               WHEN I SAY COME HOME!  YOU'VE
               GOT NO BUSINESS IN THE
               STREETS!

          WHACK!  HIS MOTHER SCREAMS -- PRINCE
          BURSTS INTO THE ROOM.

          (21) INT. PRINCE'S LIVING ROOM --  NIGHT

          PRINCE'S MOTHER IS AT THE FAR SIDE OF
          THE LIVING ROOM CRYING UNCONTROLLABLE.
          SHE'S IN HER EARLY 40'S, A DARK-HAIRED,
          FADED BEAUTY, WITH LARGE, WILD, ANXIOUS
          EYES.  THERE'S A DETECTABLE SCENT OF
          LIQUOR IN THE AIR, AND HER SLURRED
          SPEECH PINS HER AS THE SOURCE.

          HIS FATHER IS IN HIS LATE 40'S, A SQUAT,
          BUT SOLIDLY BUILT BLACK MAN, WITH A
          CHERUBIC FACE, AND GRACEFUL EXPRESSIVE
          HANDS.

          HE'S UPON HER NOW, WHACKING! AT HER
          HORRIBLY, TRYING TO GET TO HER FACE--

                           FATHER
               YOU DO WHAT I SAY, DO YOU HEAR
               ME?!  YOU'VE GOT TO KEEP THIS
               PLACE CLEAN!  YOU HERE, NO
               PLACE ELSE!

                           MOTHER
               YOU'RE CRAZY!

          WHACK!

                           MOTHER
               ASSHOLE!

          WHACK!

                           MOTHER
               MOTHERFUCKER!!!

          THE FATHER LUNGES, WHACKS! HER ACROSS
          THE FACE.  SHE TOPPLES TO THE FLOOR, A
          LAMP CRASHES TO THE GROUND.  PRINCE CUTS
          THROUGH THE ROOM, LUNGES DESPERATELY IN
          FRONT OF HIM--
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                           PRINCE
               (PLEADING)
               PLEASE, DAD...SHE'S HEARD YOU.
               SHE'S HAD ENOUGH!

          HIS MOTHER DRAGS HERSELF UP ALONG THE
          WALL--

                           MOTHER
               (HYSTERICAL)
               HE'S  TRYING TO KILL ME!  HE'S
               CRAZY!  LOOK WHAT HE'S DOING
               TO ME!

                           PRINCE
               (TEARFULLY)
               DAD,  PLEASE ... SHE'S--

          WHACK!   PRINCE'S HEAD SNAPS BACK, HIS
          FEET LIFT FROM THE FLOOR, HIS BODY
          CRASHES IN A HEAP BY THE DOOR...

          STUNNED SILENCE.  PRINCE, FLAT ON HIS
          BACK, FIGHTS VERTIGO WITH EVERYTHING
          HE'S GOT.  HIS MOTHER LETS OUT A YELP,
          RUSHES INTO THE BEDROOM, SLAMS THE DOOR.
          HIS FATHER STANDS MOTIONLESS, SULLEN--

                           FATHER
               GET UP...YOU AIN'T HURT.

          PRINCE OPENS HIS MOUTH, BLOOD GUSHES
          FROM A GASH IN HIS TONGUE.  HE HOISTS
          HIMSELF UP SLOWLY, USING THE WALL FOR
          SUPPORT.  HE MOVES INTO THE KITCHEN,
          DISAPPEARS DOWN THE BASEMENT STEPS.

       (22) BASEMENT -- HALLWAYS AND BEDROOM -- NIGHT

          A NAKED LIGHT BULB SNAPS ON.  IT DANGLES
          LIKE A PENDULUM, CASTING STRANGE
          SHADOWS.  THE BASEMENT IS PARTITIONED
          OFF INTO A SERIES OF ROOMS,
          INTERCONNECTED BY A LABYRINTHINE
          COIMBINATION OF PASSAGES.  AN OLD WASHER
          AND DRYER STAND IN THE CORNER.

          PRINCE DESCENDS THE STEPS SLOWLY.  HE
          COMES THROUGH A DOOR, CLOSES IT BEHIND
          HIM.  HE MOVES DOWN A NARROW PASSAGEWAY,
          ENTERS A SMALL CRAMPED BEDROOM.

          HE CLOSES THE DOOR AND LOCKS IT BEHIND
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          HIM.  MOONLIGHT FILTERS IN THROUCH THE
          CACEMENT WINDOWS.  THE TOTAL EFFECT IS
          LIKE ENTERING A WOMB, A DEEP DARK
          CHAMBER OF SECURITY AND SAFETY.

          LYING HEAVILY ONTO HIS BED, HE SIGHS
          LONG AND DEEP, HIS EYES PIERCING THE
          DARKNESS...

          FADE OUT:

          FADE IN:

               (23) INT.  CLUB  EARLY MORNING

          MUSIC WAFTS THROUGH THE SUN-DRENCHED
          CLUB.   JILL IS SEATED AT THE PIANO, 'A
          LA MARLENE DIETRICH, SINGING TO HER
          HEART'S CONTENT.  A CIGARETTE DANGLES
          FROM HER LIP, A POLICE CAP IS PERCHED
          JAUNTILY ON HER HEAD.  IT'S A SIMPLE BAR
          TUNE, DELIVERED SLIGHTLY OFF-KEY, BUT
          WITH AN OPENNESS THAT IS ENDEARING.
          CHICK IS WORKING IN THE CORNER,
          CHUCKLING TO HIMSELF, STACKING CHAIRS,
          SWEEPING UP.

          SUDDENLY SHE STOPS -- LISTENS INTENTLY.
          SHE JUMPS UP, DELIBERATELY SPILLS HER
          ORANGE JUICE ON THE PIANO. PRINCE COMES
          AROUND THE CORNER, STOPS SHORT--

                           PRINCE
               (SURPRISED)
               WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?

          SHE'S A BUNDLE OF LOOSE, EMBARRASSING
          ENDS -- THE CIGARETTE, HAT,  JUICE--

                            JILL
               WHAT...WHAT ARE YOU DOING
               HERE?

          HE FEELS CAUGHT OUT -- SCANS THE BOARD
          EARNESTLY FOR VANITY'S INFO   -- TRIES
          TO THINK OF SOMETHING TO SAY--

                           PRINCE
               HUH ... IT'S KIND OF DEAD IN
               HERE.  WHERE IS  EVERYBODY?

                            JILL
               IN BED I GUESS...
               (TO HERSELF)
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               OH, GOD ...
               (CHANGES SUBJECT)
               GUESS WHAT, I BOUGHT A DOG.

                           PRINCE
               THAT'S NICE...
               (HE SPOTS VANITY'S CARD)
               AH, I GUESS I'LL COME BACK AT
               A BETTER TIME.  YOU THINK
               TONIGHT THE THE PLACE'LL BE
               JUMPING?

                            JILL
               WELL, I'LL BE HERE -- I ALWAYS
               LIKE WHAT YOU DO.

          HE SMILES, MOVES TO THE DOOR -- JILL
          CONNECTS WITH A THOUGHT--

                            JILL
               WAIT! I'VE GOT SOMETHING FOR
               YOU.

                           PRINCE
               WHAT? A SUBPOENA?

                            JILL
               (EMBARRASSED)
               NO...

          SHE RUMAGES THROUGH HER BAG, PULLS OUT A
          CASSETTE--

                            JILL
               IT'S A SONG LISA AND WENDY
               WROTE.

          HE STIFFENS, DOESN'T REACH FOR IT--

                           PRINCE
               (SUSPICIOUS)
               WHY DIDN'T THEY GIVE IT TO ME
               THEMSELVES?

                            JILL
               WELL, I LIKED IT AND WANTED TO
               LISTEN TO IT. THEY TOLD ME TO
               GIVE IT TO YOU WHEN I WAS
               DONE.

          HE PUTS HIS SUNGLASSES ON, HESITATES,
          THEN TAKES IT FROM HER GINGERLY.  HE
          REGARDS IT FOR A LONG TIME--
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                           PRINCE
               YOU REALLY LIKED IT, HUH?

              (24) INT.  REHEARSAL HALL -- DAY

          MUSIC THROBS THROUCH THE CRAMMED,
          RUNDOWN REHEARSAL HALL.  HARDWOOD
          FLOORS, A WALL OF MIRRORS, AND A BANK OF
          WINDOWS PROVIDES THE SETTING.  SUNLIGHT
          STREAMS THROUGH TATTERED YELLOW SHADES.

          THE TIME IS SET UP ON ONE SIDE PROVIDING
          THE MUSIC FOR "SEX SHOOTER" A SAUCY
          NUMBER WITH AN IRRESISTIBLE BEAT.

          MORRIS, WITH JEROME BY HIS SIDE, STANDS
          IN THE MIDDLE OF THE FLOOR, SHOUTS
          INSTRUCTIONS TO...

          ...BRENDA AND SUSAN, GAMELY TRYING SOME
          INTRICATE DANCE STEPS.  BRENDA IS 21
          YEARS OLD, BLOND, SEXY, WITH AN ALLURING
          NEW-WAVE LOOK.  SUSAN IS 16 YEARS OLD,
          WITH DARK, LUSTROUS HAIR AND A SEXY BABY-
          DOLL QUALITY. RIGHT NOW THEY'RE TIRED AS
          HELL, AND A LITTLE ANGRY--

                           MORRIS
               ONE, TWO, THREE, KICK!  ONE,
               TWO, THREE, KICK! FOUR,
               FIVE...OH, LORD.  CUT! CUT!

          THE MUSIC STOPS, THE GIRLS COME TO A
          HALT -- MORRIS REGARDS THEM EVENLY--

                           MORRIS
               YOU LADIES DON'T SEEM TO
               REALIZE HOW VALUABLE MY TIME
               IS.  YOU'RE GOING TO MAKE MY
               BOYS LOOK BAD.

                           BRENDA
               WHY DON'T YOU LET US COME UP
               WITH OUR OWN STEPS?

          MORRIS GLARES AT HER--

                           MORRIS
               WE TRIED THAT...
               (SWEETLY)
               ... REMEMBER?

          THE GIRLS  FIDGET--
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                           MORRIS
               NOW YOU'RE IN THE BEST
               POSSIBLE POSITION YOU CAN BE
               IN, SO WHAT' S THE MATTER --
               YOUR SHOES ON TOO TIGHT OR
               SOMETHING?
               (CLAPS HIS HANDS)
               LET'S HAVE SOME ACTION, LET'S
               HAVE SOME ASSES WIGGLING, I
               WANT SOME PERFECTION. WHAWHAK!

          THE MUSIC STARTS UP -- THE GIRLS START
          DANCING.  MORRIS LOOKS WOEFULLY TO
          JEROME---

                           MORRIS
               I THINK I'M GOING TO NEED A
               DRINK, A STRONG DRINK.
               (A BEAT)
               LET'S GET THE HELL OUT OF
               HERE.

       (25) EXT.  STREETS AND ALLEY -- DOWNTOWN -- DAY

          MORRIS AND JEROME MOVE BRISKIY DOWN THE
          SIDEWALK--

                           MORRIS
               THIS JUST AIN'T HAPPENING. THE
               BITCHES ARE OKAY, BUT WE NEED
               SOMETHING MORE EXCITING-

                           JEROME
               YOU'RE RIGHT.  WE COULD BE
               DOING MUCH BETTER.  ANY IDEAS?

                           MORRIS
               THAT POWDER FINE BABE WE SAW
               LAST NIGHT.

                           JEROME
               OOOH, YEEE! -- WHY DON'T WE
               FIND OUT WHO SHE IS?

          MORRIS SNAPS AN ADDRESS IN FRONT OF HIS
          FACE--

                           MORRIS
               I ALREADY KNOW THAT.  JILL
               GAVE ME EVERYTHING LAST NIGHT.
               WHAWHAK!
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                           JEROME
               THEN WHAT ARE WE WAITING FOR?
               LET'S GO!

                           MORRIS
               NO, NO -- THAT AIN'T CLASSY
               ENOUGH.  I WANT THE BITCH TO
               COME TO ME -- I'M THE ONLY
               STAR IN THIS TOWN.

          SUDDENLY  A BEAUTIFUL BABE LUNGES INTO
          THE SIDEWALK FROM THE ALLEY--

                            BABE
               (YELLING)
               MORRIS DAY, WHO DO YOU THINK
               YOU ARE?!  I WAITED UP ALL
               NIGHT FOR YOU.  I'M SO TIRED
               OF YOU DOING THAT  TO ME. YOU
               THINK YOU'RE SO HOT?  YOU'RE
               NOTHING SPECIAL.  THIS IS THE
               THIRD TIME YOU PULLED THAT
               SHIT.  WHO THE FUCK DO YOU
               THINK I AM?!

                           MORRIS
               JEROME!

          JEROME PUTS THE GIRL IN A HEADLOCK,
          DRAGS HER INTO THE ALLEY--

                            BABE
               (SCREAMING)
               LEAVE ME ALONE YOU APE! --
               WHAT ARE YOU DOING TO ME?!
               MORRIS!!

          HE FLINGS HER INTO THE DUMPSTER, SLAMS
          THE LID WITH A CRASH.  MORRIS PATS HIS
          BROW--

                           MORRIS
               LO-RD..!  SUCH NASTINESS.
               (A BEAT)
               HEE, HEE -- LET'S BREAK.

          THEY STREAK ACROSS THE STREET, DOUBLE-
          TIME IT TO THE CADDY.  A COP SWEEPS BY,
          GIVES THEM A CURIOUS LOOK.  MORRIS PUTS
          ON A DIGNIFIED AIR, THEN STOPS,
          STUPIFIED--

                           MORRIS
               JEROME, THIS CAR --
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               IT'S...IT'S LACKING SOMETHING.
               WHAT DO YOU THINK?

                           JEROME
               HMM... I DON'T KNOW...

                           MORRIS
               I GOT IT!  THE HUBCAPS.  WE
               NEED SOMETHING SWEETER.

                           JEROME
               I THINK I KNOW WHAT IT NEEDS.

          MORRIS IS PONDERING HIS STACY ADAMS--

                           MORRIS
               YEAH ... I KNOW WHAT THESE
               NEED.

        (26) INT.  SHOESHINE STAND -- DOWNTOWN -- DAY

          MORRIS SITS IN THE CHAIR, HIS STACY
          ADAMS WORKED ON BY AN OLD, GRIZZLED
          SHOESHINE BOY IN HIS MID-SIXTIES, WITH
          LARGE JOWLS AND SILVER CLOSE-CROPPED
          HAIR.  JEROME STANDS NEARBY, WATCHES
          INTENTLY--

                           MORRIS
               (MUSING)
               THE GIRL HAS EXPENSIVE TASTES.
               I WONDER IF SHE CAN SING.

                           JEROME
               AS FINE AS SHE IS...SHE
               DOESN'T HAVE TO KNOW HOW TO
               SING.

                           MORRIS
               (GRACE)
               I KNOW THAT'S RIGHT.
               (TO SHOESHINE)
               HEY -- WATCH IT NOW.

          THE SHOESHINE BOY LOOKS UP BALEFULLY --
          MORRIS SMILES, THEN GRITS HIS TEETH--

                           MORRIS
               I WANT YOU TO STAY OUT OF THE
               SET TONIGHT.  I WANT YOU TO
               WORK THE FLOOR.

                           JEROME
               WHAT FOR?
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                           MORRIS
               I WANT TO KNOW WHEN THAT SWEET
               THING SHOWS UP.  YOU STAY BY
               THE DOOR, YOU SEE HER, YOU
               COME GET ME, COOL?

                           JEROME
               COOL.  I COME GET YOU -- LET
               YOU KNOW THE GIRL'S THERE.

                           MORRIS
               WELL, NOT IF I'M WITH MY OTHER
               BABES.  THAT WOULDN'T BE COOL.
               I DON'T WANT TO BREAK THEIR
               HEARTS, AND YOU KNOW HOW I
               FEEL ABOUY THAT.  SO WE OUGHT
               TO HAVE LIKE, A SIGNAL.

                           JEROME
               A PASSWORD.

                           MORRIS
               OKAY.  WHAT'S THE PASSWORD?

                           JEROME
               YOU GOT IT.

                           MORRIS
               GOT WHAT?

                           JEROME
               THE PASSWORD.

                           MORRIS
               THE PASSWORD IS WHAT?

                           JEROME
               EXACTLY.

                           MORRIS
               THE PASSWORD IS EXACTLY?

                           JEROME
               NO, IT'S--

                           MORRIS
               -- HOLD IT NOW.  SLOW DOWN.
               THE BABE WALKS IN AND YOU SEE
               HER.

                           JEROME
               I SEE HER.

22.



                           MORRIS
               YOU COME GET ME.

                           JEROME
               I COME GET YOU.

                           MORRIS
               AND I'LL PROBABLY HAVE A
               COUPLE LITTLE SEXIES ON THE
               STAND-BY, AND WE DON'T WANT TO
               UPSET THEM, DO WE?  SO YOU
               JUST GLIDE BY ME AND
               SAY...WHAT?

                           JEROME
               OKAY.

                           MORRIS
               THE PASSWORD IS OKAY?

                           JEROME
               FAR AS I'M CONCERNED.

                           MORRIS
               DAMMIT!  SAY THE PASSWORD.

                           JEROME
               WHAT.

                           MORRIS
               SAY THE PASSWORD, SPERM
               BREATH!

                           JEROME
               THE PASSWORD IS WHAT.

                           MORRIS
               (FRUSTRATED)
               THAT'S WHAT I'M ASKING YOU!

                           JEROME
               (MORE FRUSTRATED)
               IT'S THE PASSWORD!

                           MORRIS
               THE PASSWORD IS IT?

                           JEROME
               (EXASPERATED)
               AHHHHH! THE PASSWORD IS WHAT!

                           MORRIS
               IT!  YOU JUST SAID SO!

23.



                           JEROME
               THE PASSWORD ISN'T IT!  THE
               PASSWORD IS--

                           MORRIS
               -- WHAT?

                           JEROME
               GOT IT!

                           MORRIS
               1 GOT IT?

                           JEROME
               RIGHT.

                           MORRIS
               IT OR RIGHT?

                           JEROME
               (PERPLEXED)
               WHAT??

          THE SHOESHINE BOY LOOKS  UP SLOWLY --
          REGARDS THEM WITH A SOULFULL LOOK--

                        SHOESHINE BOY
               EITHER OF YOU DO HEAVY DRUGS?

    (27) EXT. STORE WINDOW AND MALL SHOPS -- DOWNTOWN --
                          AFTERNOON

          THE SIDEWALKS ARE ALIVE WITH BUSTLING
          SHOPPERS.  VANITY WALKS AIMLESSLY PAST
          STORE WINDOWS, STARING LONGINGLY AT THE
          EXPENSIVE ITEMS.

                                   BRIDAL SHOP

          AS SHE STOPS SUDDENLY AND STARES
          TRANSFIXED.  A YOUNG WOMAN, STARTINGLY
          SIMILIAR TO HER IN LOOKS AND COLORING,
          TRIES ON A BEAUTIFUL BRIDAL GOWN AS A
          SEAMSTRESS ADJUSTS THE HEM.  THE ENTIRE
          SCENE IS WARM AND ENDEARING.  VANITY IS
          STRUCK BY LT'S BEAUTY AND SEEMS TO SIGH.
          THE YOUNG WOMAN LOOKS UP SUDDENLY,
          CATCHES VANITY'S GAZE, AND GIVES HER AN
          AFFECTIONATE SMILE.  VANITY SMILES BACK
          AVIDLY, THEN--

                      PRINCE (0.  S .)
               GIVE ME THAT.
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          SHE LOOKS UP STARTLED--

                           PRINCE
               THERE ... ON YOUR BOOT.

          SHE LOOKS  DOWN -- IT'S THE EXPENSIVE
          GOLD CHAIN.  SHE HESITATES, THEN HANDS
          IT TO HIM.  HE DROPS IT INTO HIS POCKET,
          WALKS AWAY--

                           VANITY
               HEY, WAIT!

          SHE RUNS AFTER HIM--

                           VANITY
               GIVE IT BACK TO MEL

          HE CONTINUES TO WALK BRISKLY -- SHE
          STARTS PULLING ON HIS COAT--

                           PRINCE
               YOU CAN HAVE IT BACK LATER.

                           VANITY
               I WANT IT BACK NOW, OKAY?

                           PRINCE
               WHO GAVE IT TO YOU?

                           VANITY
               A PERSON

                           PRINCE
               FEMALE OR MALE?

                           VANITY
               HUH ...

                           PRINCE
               YOU'RE LYING.  I CAN TELL JUST
               BY YOUR REACTION THAT YOU'RE
               LYING.

          HE MOVES AWAY BRISKLY -- VANITY STANDS
          HER GROUND, AMUSED--

                           PRINCE
               SO YOU GAVE IT TO ME -- IT'S
               NOT YOURS ANYMORE.

          HE STOPS SHORT -- SOMETHING HAS CAUGHT
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          HIS EYE.  SHE'S CURIOUS, COMES UP BEHIND
          HIM, THEN--

                           VANITY
               YOU SEE SOMETHING YOU LIKE?

          HE PUTS ON HIS SUNGLASSES.  A GUITAR
          STANDS PROMINENTLY IN THE WINDOW.

                           PRINCE
               LET'S GO FOR A RIDE.

          HE FLIPS HER THE GOLD CHAIN' -- TURNS
          HASTILY.  SHE WEIGHS IT IN HER HAND,
          STUDIES THE GUITAR--

                           VANITY
               IT'S PRETTY.

                 (28) EXT.  HIGHWAY -- DUSK

          PRINCE AND VANITY ON HIS MOTORCYCLE
          BLAZING DOWN THE HIGHWAY, TWISTING
          THROUGH TRAFFIC.  THE CITY IS BEHIND
          THEM, RECEDING INTO THE DISTANCE.

                (29) EXT. COUNTRYSIDE -- DUSK

          THEY PULL OFF AN ACCESS ROAD, DROP DOWN
          A SMALL EMBANKMENT, RIDE DOWN A NARROW,
          DIRT ROAD.

          LAKESIDE

          THE PULL TO A STOP.  A LAKE STRETCHES
          BEFORE THEM.  VANITY GETS OFF THE BIKE,
          WALKS AROUND EXPLORING, CASTING CURIOUS
          GLANCES AT PRINCE.  HE STANDS BY THE
          WATER, IDLY TOSSING STONES--

                           VANITY
               MY PSYCHIC TOLD RNE I WAS
               GOING TO BE FAMOUS.

                           PRINCE
               HOW MUCH DID THAT COST YOU?

                           VANITY
               FIFTY BUCKS.  IT WAS A GOOD
               INVESTMENT.

          HE DOESN'T RESPOND -- SHE SUDDENLY FEELS
          SHY--
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                           VANITY
               NO SERIOUSLY -- MY PSYCHIC DID
               TELL ME.  I WAS IN A PLAY
               ONCE.

                           PRINCE
               OH, YEAH -- WHAT DID YOU PLAY?

                           VANITY
               ISADORA DUNCAN...

          SHE STRETCHES HER ARMS LIKE A BUTTERFLY,
          DOES A LITTLE STEP--

                           VANITY
               THAT MEANS I CAN SING AND
               DANCE.
               (A BEAT)
               WANT TO HELP ME?

                           PRINCE
               (SWIFTLY)
               NOPE.

                           VANITY
               (SURPRISED)
               PARDON ME?

                           PRINCE
               NOPE.

          SHE'S PERPLEXED--

                           PRINCE
               WANT TO KNOW WHY?

                           VANITY
               (DEFENSIVELY)
               NOPE.

                           PRINCE
               (A BEAT)
               BECAUSE YOU WOULDN'T PASS THE
               INITIATION.

                           VANITY
               WHAT INITIATION?

                           PRINCE
               WELL, FOR STARTERS YCU HAVE TO
               PURIFY YOURSELF IN THE WATERS
               OF LAKE MINNETONKA.
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                           VANITY
               WHAT?

                           PRINCE
               YOU HAVE TO PURIFY YOURSELF IN
               LAKE MINNETONKA.

          HER BROW FURROWS, SHE LOOKS OUT ACROSS
          THE LAKE.  HE'S CALMLY THROWING STONES.
          RECOGNIZING A CHALLENGE WHEN SHE SEES
          ONE, SHE FORMULATES A PLAN, FACES HIM
          SEDUCTIVELY, SHOOTS HIM AN OPEN LOOK.
          HE STOPS SUDDENLY, LOCKS EYES WITH HER,
          FEELS HIS KNEES GO WEAK.  HER HOLD ON
          HIM IS UNMISTAKABLE.  SHE PULLS OFF HER
          BLOUSE IN ONE FLUID MOTION, TUGS OFF HER
          BOOTS, DROPS HER PANTS TO THE GROUND.
          SHE'S EXQUISITE, TAKES A STEP TOWARD
          HIM.  PASSION RINGS IN HIS VEINS ...

          SUDDENLY SHE TURNS ON HER   HEELS, MOVES
          PURPOSEFULLY TOWARD THE WATER.  HE'S
          SHOCKED,  REALIZES THAT SHE'S ABOUT TO
          GO IN--

                           PRINCE
               HEY, WAIT A MINUTE! THATS--

          BUT SHE SILENCES HIM SAVAGELY--

                           VANITY
               WE MADE A DEAL!

          AND BEFORE HE CAN REACT SHE SCAMPERS
          ALONG A LOG, DIVES BENEATH THE SURFACE.
          HE CAN'T BELIEVE IT -- HER SPIRIT REALLY
          IMPRESSES HIM.  SHE BREAKS THE SURFACE
          COUGHING AND SPUTTERING, HOPS AND JUMPS
          TO THE SHORE--

                           PRINCE
               HOLD IT.

                           VANITY
               WHAT?

                           PRINCE
               THAT AIN'T LAKE MINNETONKA.

          HE TRIES TO KEEP A STRAIGHT FACE, JUMPS
          ON HIS MOTORCVCLE, STARTS IT UP.  HIS
          WORDS TAKE A MOMENT TO SINK IN, THEN--

                           VANITY
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               (ENRAGED)
               YOU BASTARD.  I DON'T BELIEVE
               IT.  HOW COULD YOU DO THAT TO
               ME?!

          SHE GATHERS UP HER CLOTHES, TRIES
          DESPERATELY TO PUT THEM ON.  SHE SLIPS
          AND FALLS -- PRINCE CAN'T HELP LAUGHING-
          -

                           VANITY
               DAMN YOU -- I'LL KILL YOU.

          SHE STARTS THROWING STONES.  HE LAUGHS,
          BLASTS UP THE PATH--

                           VANITY
               (SCREAMING)
               YOU PRICK! ARE YOU SICK?! IS
               THIS SOME KIND OF RITUAL   --
               GETTING YOUR KICKS! HOW MANY
               GIRLS HAVE YOU DONE THIS TO?

          ACCESS ROAD

          HE BLAZES UP THE EMBANKMENT, SAILS
          THROUGH THE AIR, DROPS EXPERTLY ONTO THE
          ROAD.  HE FISHTAILS TO A SLICK STOP.
          VANITY IS BY THE LAKE, FLAILING ABOUT,
          THROWING THINGS, TRYING TO GET INTO HER
          BOOTS--

                           VANITY
               BASTARD!

          HE LAUGHS HEARTILY, WANTS TO KID HER,
          RIDES DOWN THE ROAD AS IF HE'S LEAVING.
          HAVING HIS FUN, HE SLOWS, TURNS TO GO
          BACK ...

          ...HIS SMILE DISSOLVES INSTANTLY.
          VANITY IS IN THE MIDDLEOF THE ROAD,
          FLAGGING DOWN A SMALL PICKUP TRUCK.  SHE
          HOPS IN, SLAMS THE DOOR.  THE TRUCK
          PEELS OUT, BEARS DOWN UPON HIM.   HE
          GESTICULATES HIS ARMS WILDLY --  WANTS
          TO EXPLAIN--

                           PRINCE
               HEY ...

          BUT THE TRUCK STREAKS PAST -- VANITY'S
          LOOK IS COLD, TRIUMPHANT.
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        (30) INT. CLUB (1ST AVE.  ST.  BAR) -- NIGHT

          MUSIC.  THE CLUB IS PACKED!  THE MODERN
          AIRES IS ONSTAGE, A HI-TECHNO FUNK
          GROUP, PERFORMING THEIR TRADEMARK, A
          FRENZIED SONG ENTITLED "MODERN AIRE"
          THE FLOOR IS DENSE WITH KIDS, ALL
          PERFORMING THE SAME SYNCOPATED DANCE.

          PRINCE MOVES THROUGH THE CLUB SLOWLY,
          SEEMS TO BE SEARCHING SOMEONE OUT.  HIS
          FACE IS DRAWN AND HAGGARD, HIS SPIRITS
          STRAINED.  HE CUTS PAST THE BAR, BARELY
          ACKNOWLEDGES JILL, OR THE OTHER
          WAITRESSES BY HER SIDE, KIM AND KATY.
          JILL LOOKS CONCERNED--

                             KIM
               HONEY, YOU STILL CHASING AFTER
               THAT FOOL?

          KIM IS 21 YEARS AND GORGEOUS, WITH DARK
          EYES, A SMOOTH SCULPTED FACE, AND TAUT
          SHAPELY LEGS.  SHE IS STREET-EDUCATED
          AND DOESN'T NEED ENCOURAGING TO SPEAK
          HER MIND.  KATY IS ALSO IN HER-EARLY
          20'S, A TALL, ALLURING ORIENTAL, WITH AN
          ATTRACTIVE, INTELLIGENT FACE--

                            JILL
               I'M DOING WHAT I'M DOING.
               IT'S MY BUSINESS.

                            KATY
               HE DOESN'T EVEN LOOK AT YOU.
               THAT'S THE LAST THING YOU WANT
               FROM A MAN.

                            JILL
               YOU JUST DON'T KNOW HIM LIKE I
               DO.

                             KIM
               HONEY... LOOK, LISTEN, AND
               THEN FEEL.  IF YOU DO THEM IN
               ANY OTHER ORDER, YOU'RE HEADED
               FOR TROUBLE.

          MATT AND BOBBY (MEMBERS OF PRINCE'S
          GROUP) STROLL UP--

                            BOBBY
               HEY, JILL -- WHERE'S OUR
               DRINKS?
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                            JILL
               THEY'RE COMING -- JUST WAIT.

          MATT STARES HUNGRILY AT HER BREASTS--

                            JILL
               WHAT YOU WANT ISN'T ON THE
               MENU.

                            BOBBY
               JILL, IN TEN YEARS THEY'LL BE
               ON THE TABLE.

          SHE SWATS HIM WITH HER ORDER PAD --
          BOBBY DUCKS, TAUNTS HER--

                            BOBBY
               C'MON, C'MON ...

          SHE GOES TO SWING, MATT MOVES IN,
          SQUEEZES HER BREASTS--

                            MATT
               (HORN SOUND)
               BOOPOO!!

                             KIM
               GET OUT OF HERE, YOU JERKS!

                            MATT
               SWEETHEART ... DO YOU HAVE A
               REAL HOT PLACE WHERE I COULD
               STICK MY NOSE?

                             KIM
               SURE -- TRY A MICROWAVE.

          THE GUYS BUST UP, HEAD FOR THEIR TABLES-
          -

                            KATY
               THOSE GUYS ARE DEEP.

                             KIM
               YEAH -- DEEPLY RETARDED.

        (31) INT./EXT. CLUB -- MONEY WINDOW -- NIGHT

          VANITY STANDS IN LINE WAITING TO GET IN.
          SHE WEARS A SHORT, BLACK DRESS AND RED
          HEELS, CARRIES A BLACK AND RED
          CLUTCHBAG.  HER HAIR IS SWEPT BACK AND
          WIND-BLOWN, HER EYES DARK AND DANCING.
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          SHE LOOKS WICKEDLY WONDERFUL AND KNOWS
          IT.

          CHICK STANDS BY THE WINDOW, ARMS FOLDED,
          AS MASSIVE AS A SEQUOIA.  HE REGARDS HER
          SUSPICIOUSLY--

                           VANITY
               (SWEETLY)
               I'M PAYING ... SEE?
               (TO CASHIER, GRUFF)
                KEEP THE CHANGE.

          CHICK ADVANCES ON HER -- HER EYES WIDEN
          WITH FEAR--

                            CHICK
               THE MANAGER WANTS TO SEE YOU.

                           VANITY
               REALLY..?  OH, GREAT...LIKE TO
               SEE HIM TOO.

          SHE BREATHS A SIGH OF RELIEF.

          JEROME WATCHES AS CHICK ESCORTS VANITY
          TO THE UPPER LEVEL.  HE STAYS SHORT
          DISTANCE BEHIND.

             (32) INT. CLUB UPPER LEVEL -- NIGHT

          AS VANITY AND CHICK COME TO A  HALT IN
          THE MIDDLE OF THE F IOOR--

                            CHICK
               HE'LL BE RIGHT WITH YOU.

          CHICK WALKS AWAY.  JEROME MAKES A MOVE
          TOWARD HER, BUT PULLS HIMSELF UP SHORT -
          - BILLY SPARKS HAS APPROACHED HER--

                        BILLY SPARKS
               HI, I'M BILLY SPARKS, I MANAGE
               THIS PLACE.

          VANITY TURNS AROUND -- HER EYES WIDEN
          WITH SURPRISE--

          HE'S 38 YEARS OLD, 5'3" TALL AND WEIGHS
          ABOUT 180 POUNDS.  HE'S DRESSED IN A
          BABY-BLUE RUNNING SUIT.AND WHITE TENNIS
          SHOES THAT COME TO A POINT.  A DARK-
          SKINNED, SMOOTH-FACED BLACK MAN, HE'S
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          WEARING SMALL, WHITE SUNGLASSES AND A
          BASE-BALL CAP PERCHED ON HIS HEAD.  FRED
          FLINTSTONE IN HARLEM.  A HIP, FAST-
          TALKING JIVE MOTHERFUCKER WHO USES
          PROFANITY LIKE A LIGHT SABER.  CHUBBY,
          CUDDLY, CHERUBIC BILLY SPARKS.  HE'D
          SELL HIS MOTHER IF HE THOUGHT HE COULD
          MAKE A BUCK.

          THEY SIZE ONE ANOTHER UP IN. ABOUT THREE
          SECONDS--

                           VANITY
               HI -- I REALLY LIKE YOUR CLUB.

                            BILLY
               REALLY...

                           VANITY
               WHAT TIME IS IT?

                            BILLY
               NINE, SWEETS.

                           VANITY
               OH, THAT'S A REALLY NICE
               WATCH. VERY PRETTY.

          BILLY LIGHTS A CIGARETTE, OFFERS HER
          ONE, SHE ACCEPTS--

                           VANITY
               YOU  LOOK LIKE A GUY I USED TO
               GO OUT WITH -- HE WAS A LOT
               OLDER, BUT I LIKE OLDER MEN.

                            BILLY
               REALLY, WHAT A COINCIDENCE.

                           VANITY
               I JUST CAME OFF A BROADWAY
               PLAY.  MY GRANDMOTHER GOT
               SICK.

                            BILLY
               DOES SHE LIVE HERE?

                           VANITY
               NO, IN NEW YORK ...
                (CATCHES HERSELF)
               BUT, HUH,  I HAVE A SISTER
               HERE, LIVES IN SAINT ... HUH
               ...
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                            BILLY
               ...PAUL.

                           VANITY
               AMAZING.

                            BILLY
               YE-ES.
                (SMILES)
               WHAT DO YOU WANT TO DO?  YOU
               DON'T WANT TO BE A WAITRESS DO
               YOU?

                           VANITY
               NO ... NO...ACTUALLY I WAS
               THINKING MORE IN THE WAY OF
               THE STAGE.

                            BILLY
               OF COURSE... HOW ABOUT DINNER?

                           VANITY
               THEATRE?

                            BILLY
               DINNER, THEN THE THEATRE, MY
               SWEETS.

                           VANITY
               OH, HUH...

          JEROME APPEARS--

                           JEROME
               HI YA, BILLY.

                            BILLY
               GOOD EVENING, JEROME.

          VANITY SEES HER ESCAPE--

                           VANITY
               JEROME -- I WAS LOOKING ALL
               OVER FOR YOU!

          THEY BOTH LOOK AT HER SURPRISED--

                            BILLY
               YOU KNOW EACH OTHER?

                           VANITY
               OF COURSE.

          JEROME GOES ALONG WITH IT--
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                           JEROME
               YES, WE'VE MET.  I HAVE
               SOMETHING TO SHOW YOU.

                           VANITY
               GREAT.  SEE YOU LATER, BILLY.

          SHE WALKS AWAY WITH JEROME, ARM IN ARM--

                           VANITY
               YOU RESCUED ME.

                           JEROME
               (SMILES)
               YE-ES.

              (33) INT.  DRESSING ROOM -- NIGHT

          PRINCE AND HIS BAND (MARK, BOBBY, MATT,
          LISA) SIT BACKSTAGE, WAITING TO GO ON.
          AN AIR OF TENSION PERMEATES THE ROOM.
          LISA SITS IN THE CORNER AND FIDGETS,
          CASTS SIDELONG LOOKS TO PRINCE.  HE SITS
          APART FROM THE GROUP, DEATHLY SILENT,
          LOCKED IN THOUQHT.

          WENDY WALKS IN AND SHARES A LOOK WITH
          LISA.  SHE GOES UP TO PRINCE, HER VOICE
          FILLED WITH NERVOUSNESS--

                            WENDY
               HI  YA, PRINCE.  I HEARD
               THROUGH THE GRAPEVINE YOU HAD
               A NEW TUNE WRITTEN BY TWO
               GREAT GIRLS.  BY CHANCE DID
               YOU HEAR IT?

          HE STARES AT HER -- IF LOOKS COULD KILL
          WENDY WOULD BE DEAD--

                            LISA
               I KNEW IT -- HE DIDN'T LISTEN
               TO IT.  HE PROBABLY DROPPED IT
               UNDER HIS BIKE AND ROLLED OVER
               IT.

          PRINCE GRUNTS, TURNS AWAY -- WENDY IS
          AMAZED--

                            WENDY
               WOW! OKAY...YOU THINK ABOUT
               THIS.  I'M GOING TO BE REAL
               HONEST WITH YOU.  YOU'RE
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               REALLY BEING FULL OF SHIT.

                            LISA
               FORGET ABOUT IT, WENDY.  LET'S
               GET OUT OF HERE--

          BUT WENDY, AGITATED, SILENCES HER WITH A
          FIERCE GESTURE--

                            WENDY
               (TO PRINCE)
               EVERY TIME WE GIVE YOU A SONG,
               YOU SAY YOU'RE GOING TO USE
               IT, BUT YOU NEVER DO.  YOU
               ALWAYS THINK THAT WE'RE DOING
               SOMETHING BEHIND YOUR BACK.
               YOU'RE JUST BEING PARANOID AS
               USUAL.

                            LISA
               WENDY...

                            WENDY
               (UPSET)
               SHUT UP, LISA, PLEASE!
               (TO PRINCE)
               YOU SHOULD KNOW BY NOW THAT WE
               WOULDN'T HURT VOU.  WE'RE NOT
               OUT TO PUT A DARK CLOUD OVER
               YOUR HEAD.  IT'S JUST TO MAKE
               YOU FEEL GOOD, PRINCE --
               THAT'S WHAT IT'S ALL ABOUT.
               YOU'VE BEEN THIS WAY WITH US
               BEFORE, REMEMBER?

                           PRINCE
               (MALICIOUSLY)
               THE NOMINEES FOR THE BEST
               ACTRESS ARE--

                            LISA
               -- FUCK IT, WENDY -- LET'S
               BREAK!

          WENDY IS SHAKING, TEARS SPRING TO HER
          EYES--

                            WENDY
               DO YOU KNOW YOU CAN REALLY,
               REALLY HURT PEOPLE?  DOESN'T
               THAT MEAN ANYTHING TO YOU?
               DOESN'T THAT MAKE YOU FEEL
               LIKE SHIT?
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                            LISA
               C'MON ...

                            WENDY
               I'M TIRED OF THIS ... I'M
               REALLY TIRED...

          THEY LEAVE THE ROOM, WENDY SLAMS THE
          DOOR BEHIND HER.  PRINCE CASTS A LOOK TO
          BOBBY, MARK, MATT--

                           PRINCE
               YOU TIRED, TOO?

                            MATT
               GOD GOT WENDY'S PERIODS
               REVERSED.  ABOUT EVERY 28
               DAYS, SHE STARTS ACTING NICE.
               LASTS ABOUT A WEEKEND.

          THUD.  THE JOKE HANGS SUSPENDED LIKE A
          BALL AND CHAIN.  BOBBY GETS UP, THE
          OTHERS FOLLOW HIM TO THE DOOR--

                            BOBBY
               WHAT DIFFERENCE DOES IT MAKE,
               PRINCE.  WE'RE STILL A GROUP,
               RIGHT?

          THEY CUT OUT THE DOOR.

                 (34) INT.  HALLWAY -- NIGHT

          BOBBY, MATT AND MARK MOVE BRISKLY TO THE
          STAGE--

                            MARK
               HEADCASE.  TELLING
               YOU...'EFFED UP HEADCASE.

                            BOBBY
               PEOPLE WITH TALENT USUALLY
               ARE.

          MATT DONS HIS SURGEON'S MASK -- MARK
          ROLLS HIS EYES--

                            MARK
               OF COURSE, THERE ARE A NUMBER
               OF HEADCASES WITHOUT GREAT
               TALENT TOO.

          (35) INT/BACKSTAGE ENTRANCE/CLUB -- NIGHT
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          MORRIS STANDS BY THE DOOR SURROUNDED BY
          SEVERAL DELICIOUS BABES.  ONE OF THEM,
          WEARING A TIGHT, RED DRESS, LOOKS
          ESPECIALLY ENTICING.  MORRIS LEANS IN
          CLOSER -- HER TASTY BREASTS STRAIN
          AGAINST THE SPANDEX MATERIAL--

                           MORRIS
               HONEY -- DON'T YOU EVER TRY
               AND BREASTFEED NO BABY NOW.

                            GIRL
               WHY NOT?

                           MORRIS
               NEVER MIND ...

          JEROME APPEARS--

                           JEROME
               WHAT.

                           MORRIS
               WHAT?

                           JEROME
               RIGHT.  WHAT.

                           MORRIS
               WHAT??

                           JEROME
               YOU GOT IT.

          BE SNAPS HIS HEAD TO THE SIDE -- MORRIS
          LOOKS, SEES VANITY SITTING AT A TABLE.
          HIS EYES DANCE MISCHIEVOUSLY--

                           MORRIS
               YE-ES
               (TO GIRL)
               WHAT TIME IS IT?

                            GIRL
               (COYLY)
               TEA TIME.

                           MORRIS
               SO, RIGHT.

              (36) INT. DRESSING ROOM -- NIGHT

          AS PRINCE SITS BY HIMSELF IN FRONT OF
          THE MIRROR, STARING AT A CASSETTE ON THE
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          COUNTER.  WE RECOGNIZE IT IMMEDIATELY AS
          THE TAPE JILL GAVE HIM EARLIER,
          CONTAINING LISA'S AND WENDY'S MUSIC.  HE
          PICKS IT UP, SNAPS IT INTO A GHETTO
          BLASTER.  MUSIC, WITHOUT LYRICS, FILLS
          THE ROOM.  HE ADJUSTS THE DIALS, SITS
          BACK AND LISTENS A MOMENT.  SUDDENLY THE
          DOOR OPENS--

                          STAGEHAND
               PRINCE, FIVE MINUTES.

          BE SNAPS OFF THE MUSIC, DROPS THE
          CASSETTE INTO HIS POCKET, CUTS OUT THE
          ROOM.

                (37) INT.  BACKSTAGE -- NIGHT

          HE COMES TO THE STAGE-AREA.  HIS
          BAND.MEMBERS ARE STANDING ABOUT
          ANXIOUSLY, WATCHING THE FINAL MOMENTS OF
          THE MODERN AIRES' PERFORMANCE.  HE CUTS
          BEHIND THE CURTAIN, PEERS AT THE
          CROWD...

          ...HIS EYES FALL ON VANITY -- HIS FACE
          BRIGHTENS INSTANTLY.  JUST THEN JEROME
          AND MORRIS APPROACH HER.  PRINCE SHAKES
          HIS HEAD KNOWINGLY, OFFERS A WRY SMILE,
          THEN JOINS HIS BAND.

         (38) INT.  VAN1TY'S TABLE AND CLUB -- NIGHT

          SHE SITS DEMURELY.  MORRIS' EYES ARE
          WIDE AND SHINING -- HER BEAUTY UP CLOSE
          ASTONISHES HIM--

                           JEROME
               VANITY, I'D LIKE YOU TO MEET
               MORRIS E. DAY.

                           MORRIS
               HOLD IT NOW -- JUST LEAVE THE
               'E' ALONE.

                           JEROME
               (CLEARS THROAT)
               VANITY...THIS IS MORRIS DAY

                           MORRIS
               THE PLEASURE'S ALL MINE.

          SHE OFFERS HER HAND -- HE TAKES IT
          DECOROUSLY--
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                           JEROME
               IF YOU'D EXCUSE ME.

          MORRIS SIGNALS HIM -- WHISPERS INTO HIS
          EAR--

                           MORRIS
               TOO SEXY ...
               (A BEAT)
               HAVE  A WAITRESS BRING.A
               BOTTLE OF THEIR BEST
               CHAMPACNE.

          HE SEATS HIMSELF, FASTENS HER WITH A
          SEXY, HALF-LIDDED LOOK--

                           MORRIS
               YOUR LIPS WOULD MAKE A
               LOLLIPOP TOO HAPPY.

                           VANITY
               YOU THINK SO, HUH?

                           MORRIS
               YE-ES.

          KIM APPEARS WITH A BOTTLE OF CHAMPACNE
          IN ICE--

                             KIM
               WHO'S PAYING FOR THIS MORRIS?

                           MORRIS
               I THINK YOU KNOW THAT.
                (A BEAT)
               JEROME!

          JEROME APPEARS, OPENS THE BOTTLE WITH A
          FLAIR, PERFORMS A CLASSY TASTE TEST.
          MORRIS PULLS OUT SOME CASH, PAYS HIM,
          WHO SNATCHES THE MONEY, LEAVES--

                           MORRIS
               HUH, KEEP THE CHANGE--

          HE WHISPERS TO JEROME--

                           MORRIS
               GET MY CHANGE, WILL YA?

          JEROME LEAVES, MORRIS PURSES HIS LIPS--

                           MORRIS
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               OH, LORD...EITHER SOMEBODY PUT
               SOMETHING IN MY DRINK, OR YOU
               ARE THE FINEST (MOTHERFUCKER)
               I'VE SEEN IN AGES.

                           VANITY
               EXCUSE ME, WHAT DID YOU SAY?

                           MORRIS
               HUH...YOU LOOK NICE TONIGHT.

          HE LEANS IN, SPEAKS WITH A SEXY VOICE--

                           MORRIS
               IT'S RARE THAT I OUT MY CARDS
               ON THE TABLE WHEN IT COMES TO
               MEETING YOUNQ LADIES, BUT ...
               I'M GOING TO MAKE YOU LOVE ME.

                           VANITY
               IS THAT A  FACT?

          HE FOLDS HIS LEGS DRAMATICALLY, HIS
          STACY ADAMS REFLECTING THE LIGHT--

                           MORRIS
               JUST AS SURE AS MY STACY ADAMS
               ARE SHINY.

          JUST THEN--

                         M.C. (O.S.)
               LADIES AND GENTLEMEN -- PLEASE
               WELCOME PRINCE!

          THE CLUB ERUPTS IN CRIES!  PRINCE HITS
          THE STAGE, LAUNCHES INTO "G-SPOT," A
          FAST, HIGH-SPIRITED FUNK TUNE THAT GETS
          THE CROWD HOPPING.  VANITY WATCHES AS
          PRINCE WHIPS THE CROWD INTO A FRENZY.
          MORRIS LISTENS WITH A COMPLACENT GRIN ON
          HIS FACE, HIS EYES SEARCHING OUT VARIOUS
          MEMBERS OF THE TIME WHO ARE SCATTERED
          THROUGH-OUT THE CLUB.  WHEN HE CONNECTS
          WITH ONE OF THEM HE MAKES A SERIES OF
          ABSURD FACES WHICH SENDS THEM INTO
          HYSTERICS.  FOR PRINCE IS PLAYING MUSIC
          THAT THE TIME IS NOTED FOR, AND, AS FAR
          AS MORRIS IS CONCERNED, PERFORMS BETTER.
          NOT EVERYONE IN THE CLUB IS DANCING, OR
          PAYING ATTENTION, AND THIS DOES NOT
          ESCAPE HIS NOTICE.

          SUDDENLY "G-SPOT" COMES TO A ROUSING
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          END.  THE CROWD CHEERS WILDLY.  PRINCE
          MOVES QUICKLY TO THE PIANO AND LAUNCHES
          INTO "ELECTRIC INTERCOURSE," A LOVE
          BALLAD WHICH, AS IT PROGRESSES, BECOMES
          A PERSONAL STATEMENT FOR VANITY AND
          PRINCE HIMSELF.

          SHE LISTENS INTENTLY, HER EYES FASTENED
          ON HIM.  THE WORDS HAVE A PROFOUND
          EFFECT ON HER -- AND THE AUDIENCE.
          WITHOUT BEING CONSCIOUSLY AWARE OF IT,
          THEY'RE MOVING CLOSER TO THE STAGE,
          SEARCHING FOR THEIR PERSONAL FIX. PRINCE
          SURRENDERS HIMSELF TO THE MUSIC TOTALLY,
          RELEASING FROM HIMSELF ALL THAT IS
          HURTFUL -- RELEASING THE SINCERITY AND
          TRUTHFULNESS THAT ESCAPES HIM IN HIS
          DAILY LIFE.  WE ARE ENTERING  REALM
          WHERE LIFE AND MUSIC ARE INEXTRICABLY
          BOUND, AND THE IMPACT ON THE PERFORMER
          AND LISTENER IS PROFOUND.

          HE'S DIRECTING HIS MUSIC TOWARD HER, AND
          SHE RECEIVES IT GRATEFULLY, ALMOST
          ANXIOUSLY.  IT FILLS A VOID IN HER, HEWN
          BY A LIFE OF MEANINGLESS PROMISES.  HE
          SEARCHES HER FACE WITH HIS MAGNIFICENT
          EYES, AND ENDS THE SONG WITH A
          HEARTRENDING CRY WHICH CONNECTS WITH THE
          SOULS OF ALL PRESENT.  EVERYONE IS
          PAYING ATTENTION NOW.

          THE STAGE IS PLUNGED INTO DARKNESS.  THE
          CROWD GOES CRAZY!  VANITY APPLAUDS
          VIGOROUSLY, WIPES THE TEARS FROM HER
          EYES.  MORRIS, WHO WAS MORE AFFECTED BY
          THE PERFORMANCE THAN HE'D CARE TO ADMIT,
          DOESN'T LIKE WHAT HE SEES AND SEARCHES
          FOR A WINNING LINE--

                           MORRIS
               HE DOESN'T LIKE GIRLS.

          SHE'S EQUAL TO THE CHALLENGE--

                           VANITY
               I KNOW -- HE LIKES WOMEN.

          BUT MORRIS CAN BARELY SUPPRESS A SMILE,
          AND SETTLES HIMSELF COMFORTABLY INTO HIS
          CHAIR -- FOR HE KNOWS WHAT VANITY HAS
          LOST...AT LEAST THIS ROUND--

                           MORRIS
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               WELL ... HE DON'T DO TOO GOOD
               WITH THEM EITHER.

          SHE FLASHES HIM A QUIZZICAL LOOK -- HE
          SIMPLY SMILES.

           (39) INT.  BACKSTAGE HALLIIAY -- NIGHT

          JUBILATION TIME!  PRINCE AND HIS BAND
          MOVE THROUGH THE HALLWAY BRISKLY, PAST
          THE OUTSTRETCHED ARMS OF ADMIRING FANS.
          THERE'S A LOT OF BACK-SLAPPING GOING ON
          AS THE MUSICIANS BASK IN THE GLOW OF
          WELL-WISHERS.  PRINCE MOVES PAST BILLY
          SPARKS, WHO HAS AN ANGRY LOOK ON HIS
          FACE--

                            BILLY
               WHAT'S THIS INTERCOURSE, SHIT?

                           PRINCE
               HEY; MAN -- DON'T WORRY ABOUT
               IT.

                            BILLY
               I'M WARNING YOU...

          BUT PRINCE IGNORES HIM, CUTS INTO THE
          DRESSING ROOM--

              (40) INT.  DRESSING ROOM -- NIGHT

          --THEN STOPS SUDDENLY, SURPRISED.  HE'S
          MUZZLE TO MUZZLE WITH A CUDDLY DOG, HELD
          UP LOVINGLY BY JILL--

                            JILL
               SURPRISE!

          OOHS! AND AAHS!  BY  THE ENTIRE GROUP.
          JILL HESITATES, THEN KISSES PRINCE'S
          CHEEK COMPULSIVELY.  HE'S SURPRISED,
          TOUCHED--

                           PRINCE
               HEY -- WAIT TILL WE'RE
               MARRIED, NOW.

          SHE FIDGETS, HER FACE BLUSHES RED.
          WENDY IS STUDYING THE DOG--

                             WENDY
               OH, MY GOD -- LOOK AT THIS!
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          EVERYONE LOOKS -- JILL GRINS LIKE THE
          CHESHIRE CAT--

                            JILL
               NOTICE ANYTHING?

                           PRINCE
               WHAT?

                            WENDY
               IT LOOKS LIKE YOU!

          SHE THRUSTS THE DOG INTO HIS ARMS -- THE
          BAND LAUGHS UPROARIOUSLY.  JILL IS
          BEAMING--

                            JILL
               HIS HAIR ...

          PRINCE GAZES INTO THE MIRROR -- AND SURE
          ENOUGH THE DOG'S HAIR HAS BEEN GROOMED
          TO MATCH HIS.  HE CAN'T HELP SMILING--

                           PRINCE
               SHIT ...

                            JILL
               (SOFTLY)
               I WANTED TO CHEER YOU UP.

                           PRINCE
               THANKS.

                            MATT
               I'M HUNGRY -- WHERE'S THE
               FOOD?!

          HE GRABS THE DOG, 'A LA THE WEREWOLF,
          STARTS CHOMPING ON IT'S NECK.  THE GROUP
          BUSTS UP, STARTS FOOLING AROUND.

          PRINCE GLANCES INTO THE MIRROR -- VANITY
          IS THERE.  HE WHIRLS AROUND TO THE DOOR
          -- NOTHING.  A HUGE SMILE SWEEPS HIS
          FACE INSTEAD.  THE BAND CONTINUES
          FOOLING AROUND, AND PRINCE JOINS IN WITH
          A RELISH.

         (41) EXT.  ALLEYWAY #2, REAR CLUB -- NIGHT

          VANITY LEANS AGAINST A BRICK WALL,
          HIDING IN THE SHADOWS.  SUDDENLY
          FOOTSTEPS APPROACH.  PRINCE APPEARS,
          GETS ON HIS MOTORCYCLE--
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                           VANITY
               HEY...

          HE DOESN'T LOOK UP--

                           PRINCE
               WE HAVE TO GO TO YOUR PLACE.

                           VANITY
               WHAT FOR?

                            PRINCE
               I WANT TO SHOW YOU SOMETHING.

          SHE'S EMBARRASSED BY HER APARTMENT--

                           VANITY
               NO...NO, WE CAN'T.

                           PRINCE
               WHY -- IS THERE SOMEONE THERE?

                           VANITY
               WHY DO YOU ALWAYS THINK
               THERE'S SOMEBODY ELSE?

          HE AVERTS HIS EYES -- KICK STARTS HIS
          BIKE--

                           PRINCE
               LET'S GO.

                           VANITY
               (GETTING ON)
               YEAH -- BUT WE'RE NOT GOING TO
               MY PLACE.

          HE REMAINS SILENT, SNAPS THE BIKE INTO
          GEAR, BLASTS DOWN THE ALLY INTO THE
          STREET.

           (42) PRINCE'S HOUSE AND STREET -- NIGHT

          PRINCE AND VANITY WHIP DOWN A
          RESIDENTIAL STREET.  AS HE APPROACHES
          HIS HOUSE HE SLOWS, MOVES PAST IT
          QUIETLY.

          HE MAKES A DEFT U-TURN, CROSSES HIS
          HOUSE AGAIN -- SEEMS TO BE LISTENING
          INTENTLY...

          AFTER A MOMENT, HE CUTS DOWN A NARROW
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          PATH, TURNS UP A BACK ALLEY.  HE RIDES
          TO A WOODEN GATE, DETACHES A HIDDEN
          LEVER.  THE WOOD SLATS ROTATE LIKE A
          GARAGE DOOR -- PRINCE COAXES HIS BIKE
          THROUGH.

          BACKYARD

          VANITY'S MESMERIZED.  THEY RIDE DOWN A
          NARROW SIDEWALK, CUT THROUGH A GARDEN,
          AND EMERGE FROM THE BACK OF A GARAGE.
          HE LEANS HIS BIKE AGAINST IT--

                           VANITY
               THAT WAS A GRAND ENTRANCE.
               WHERE AM I?

          HE SILENCES HER WITH A LOOK, MOVES
          QUICKLY ACROSS THE GRASS, COMES TO A
          WINDOW.  HE STANDS ON A PIPE, LOOKS IN--

       (43) PRINCE'S POV -- INT.  LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT

          HIS MOTHER AND FATHER IN THE LIVING
          ROOM.  HIS MOTHER IS SPRAWLED OUT ON THE
          SOFA, OBVIOUSLY DRUNK, HER DRESS HIKED
          ALONG HER THIGHS.  HER HEAD RESTS IN HIS
          FATHER'S LAP.

                (44) EXT.  BACKYARD -- NIGHT

          PRINCE HOPS FROM THE PIPE, LEANS COOLLY
          AGAINST THE HOUSE. INTRIGUED. VANITY
          LOOKS IN--

       (45) VANITY'S POV -- INT.  LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT

          THE MOTHER AND FATHER KISSING
          TENTATIVELY, THEN VIOLENTLY, FINALLY
          PULLING AWAY.  THE MOTHER SEEMS TO BE
          TAUNTING THE FATHER, COAXING HIM INTO A
          TRAP.  HE KISSES HER MOUTH LUSTILY --
          SHE PULLS BACK SNARLING--.

                (46) EXT.  BACKYARD -- NIGHT

          VANITY'S SCARED -- TRIES TO BE COOL--

                           VANITY
               SO -- FRIENDS OF YOURS?

                           PRINCE
               YEAH -- THE FREAK SHOW.
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          HE WALKS OFF.  SHE JUMPS OFF THE PIPE,
          FOLLOWS.

          SIDE OF HOUSE

          AS THEY EMERGE AROUND THE CORNER.
          PRINCE SQUATS BY A BASEMENT WINDOW,
          ADJUSTS AN OLD COAL CHUTE, THEN SLIDES
          DOWN IT--

                           VANITY
               HEY...

                        PRINCE (O.S.)
               C'MON.

          SHE HESITATES A MOMENT, THEN SLIDES DOWN
          TOO.

         (47) INT.  BASEMENT, PRINCE'S HOME -- NIGHT

          HE TURNS ON A LIGHT, DISAPPEARS INTO AN
          ADJOINING ROOM.  VANITY LOOKS AROUND
          AMAZED.  SHE STANDS IN A SMALL ANTE-
          CHAMBER WHOSE WALLS ARE COVERED WITH
          THICKS PADS AND FOAM.

          COLORFUL MOBILES HANG SUSPENDED FROM THE
          CEILINGS -- VARIOUS INSTRUMENTS LIE
          ABOUT: A DRUMSET, AN ELECTRIC GUITAR,
          AND A SMALL UPRIGHT PIANO.  A STEREO AND
          CASSETTE PLAYER. ARE PERCHED ON A SHELF,
          AND  TWO SPEAKERS ARE RECESSED INTO THE
          WALLS.  THE ENTIRE ROOM LOOKS HAND-
          BUILT, THE WOOD CAREFULLY PAINTED, OR
          STAINED.

          SHE PEERS THROUGH THE DOORWAY INTO THE
          ADJOINING ROOM.  BLUE MOONLIGHT FILTERS
          IN THROUGH THE CASEMENT WINDOWS.
          VARIOUS MURALS ARE PAINTED ON THE WALLS,
          MOBILES ARE SUSPENDED FROM THE CEILING.
          A BED SITS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE FLOOR, A
          VANITY TABLE AND MIRROR NEARBY.

          SHE STANDS IDLY A MEMENT, THEN MOVES
          AROUND THE ANTECHAMBER.  VARIOUS
          KNICKNACKS CATCH HER ATTENTION. SMALL
          WIND-UP TOYS LIE ABOUT:  A SOLDIER, A
          BEAR BANGING ON A DRUM, A TRACTOR AND
          CAR.  A SMALL MUSIC BOX SITS ON A SHELF.
          SHE TURNS THE HANDLE, A LITTLE TUNE
          FILLS THE ROOM...
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          A CASSETTE SITS IN THE PLAYER.  SHE
          SNAPS IT SHUT, HITS THE PLAY BUTTON.  A
          DRUM BEAT FILLS THE ROOM, FOLLOWED BY A
          WOMAN'S VOICE, SEEMINGLY SPEAKING IN A
          FOREIGN TONGUE.  THE COMBINATION IS
          HYPNOTIC AND SENSUAL -- SHE FINDS
          HERSELF DRAWN IN ...

          SUDDENLY PRINCE GRABS HER BY THE WAIST,
          LETS OUT A SHRIEK.  SHE DRAWS A OUT
          BREATH, JUMPS--

                           VANITY
               IF YOU THINK YOU SCARED ME,
               YOU DIDN'T.

                           PRINCE
               OH, YEAH ...

          HE PUTS HIS INDEX FINGER DIRECTLY IN
          FRONT OF HER NOSE, MOVES IT BACK AND
          FORTH HYPNOTICALLY.  SHE FOLLOWS IT
          EARNESTLY WITH HER EYES.  SUDDENLY, HE
          PULLS HIS HAND AWAY, STRETCHES IT TO THE
          CEILING LIKE AN ESCAPING BIRD.  THEY
          BOTH SMILE, LOCK EYES.  PASSION RINGS IN
          THEIR VEINS...

          THE WOMAN'S VOICE BEGINS TO MOAN DEEPLY,
          PLEASURABLY--

                           VANITY
               WHO'S THE LUCKY GIRL?  SOUNDS
               LIKE SHE WAS HAVING A GOOD
               TIME.

                           PRINCE
               SHE'S CRYING -- IT'S
               BACKWARDS.  IT MAKES ME SAD
               WHEN I HEAR IT.  IT SORTA
               SOUNDS LIKE SHE'S LAUGHING,
               DOESN'T IT?

                           VANITY
               SO WHAT DID YOU DO TO HER? DO
               YOU ALWAYS TREAT YOUR WOMEN
               LIKE THAT?

                           PRINCE
               I DON'T HAVE ANYBODY RIGHT
               NOW.

          HEAT FLOODS INTO HER WOMB LIKE SOFT FIRE-
          -
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                           VANITY
               YOU LOOK PRETTY...

          SHE TOUCHES HIS CHEST DELICATELY, FLUFFS
          UP HIS HAIR--

                           VANITY
               KING KONG?

                           PRINCE
               STOP.

          SHE HESITATES -- BUT HE REACHES OUT
          TENTATIVELY, TOUCHES HER BREAST--

                           VANITY
               NO.

          BUT THEIR MUTUAL DESIRE IS TOO STRONG.
          THEIR LIPS SEEK ONE ANOTHER OUT TIMIDLY,
          ALMOST DEFERENTIALLY...THEN FERVENTLY.

          DISSOLVE TO:

            (48) INT.  BEDROOM -- LATER -- NIGHT

          VANITY SITS AT THE FOOT OF THE BED,
          PRINCE STANDS BEFORE HER.  HER DRESS IS
          HIKED ALONG HER THIGHS, HER STOCKINGS
          ATTACHED TO GARTERS.  THEIR HANDS SEARCH
          DELICATELY ACROSS THE CONTOURS OF THEIR
          BODIES, DRAWING QUICK BREATHS FROM THEIR
          LIPS.  THEY KISS ONE ANOTHER ARDENTLY,
          THEN QUICKLY, LIKE SPARROWS PECKING
          SEED.  SHE GOES TO REMOVE HER DRESS, BUT
          PRINCE STAYS HER WITH A GESTURE, MOVING
          HIS HANDS ALONG HER THIGHS, TOUCHING
          DELICATELY THAT SPOT BETWEEN HER LEGS.
          A LOW, WHISPERY MOAN ESCAPES FROM HER
          LIPS.

          VANITY LIES BACK, DRAWING PRINCE TOWARD
          HER.  HIS LIPS MOVE ACROSS HER MOUTH,
          HER NECK, HER BREASTS.  SHE MOANS
          SOFTLY, PULLS HER DRESS ABOVE HER
          THIGHS, GOES TO REMOVE IT.  ONCE AGAIN
          HE STOPS HER, SLOWLY TURNS HER ONTO HER
          STOMACH.

          SHE STANDS.ON HER KNEES, HER HEAD
          RESTING ON A PILLOW.  HIS HANDS MOVE UP
          ALONG THE BACK OF HER THIGHS, PAST THE
          GARTERS TO HER PANTIES.  HE TUGS AT THEM
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          GENTLY, THEN RUBS HIS HAND FIRMLY
          BETWEEN HER LEGS.  SHE MOANS SUDDENLY,
          THE SHUDDER MOVING THROUGH HER LIKE A
          WHIRLWIND ...

          DISSOLVE TO:

            (49) INT.  BEDROOM -- LATER -- NIGHT

          MOONLIGHT GLOWS THROUCH THE CASEMENT
          WINDOWS.  MOBILES STIR GENTLY IN THE
          NIGHT BREEZE.

          PRINCE AND VANITY ARE ASLEEP.  HE RESTS
          ON HIS SIDE, HIS HANDS GENTLY SURPORTING
          HIS FACE.  SHE LIES BEHIND HIM, ONE LEG
          DANGLING OFF THE BED, ONE SHOE DISCARDED
          ON THE FLOOR

          SUDDENLY A DISTANT MOAN...QUICK
          FOOTSTEPS -- A DOOR SLAMS.  VANITY SNAPS
          AWAKE! FEAR SWEEPS HER LIKE A SHADOW
          FROM A PASSING CLOUD.  SHE LISTENS
          INTENTLY, THEN--

          -- ANOTHER DOOR SLAM, QUICK FOOTSTEPS,
          AND PRINCE'S MOTHER
           CRYING IN THE DARK--

                           MOTHER
                           (O.S.)
               (UPSTAIRS)
               PLEASE!

          A BOTTLE CRASHES TO THE FLOOR.  THEN
          SILENCE...

          ...DEEP SILENCE LIKE SNOW IN THE ROOM...

          VANITY'S RACKED WITH FEAR.  SHE SITS UP
          SLOWLY, HER EYES SEARCHING OUT PRINCE --
          HE'S SLEEPING...

           SUDDENLY MORE FOOTSTEPS, A DOOR SLAMS AND THE
FATHER'S CRY--

                           FATHER
                           (O.S.)
               NO!!

          WHACK!  SOMETHING HEAVY CRASHES TO THE
          FLOOR...

          VANITY RISES FROM THE BED IN A PANIC!
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          SHE SMOOTHES DOWN HER DRESS, SEARCHES
          FOR HER OTHER SHOE.  SHE SHOOTS ANOTHER
          LOOK TO PRINCE, BUT HE SLEEPS
          PEACEFULLY.  CASTING A GLANCE UPSTAIRS,
          SHE CLIMBS THROUCH THE CASEMENT WINDOW,
          DISAPPEARS INTO THE NIGHT.

          PRINCE IS RESTING ON HIS SIDE, HIS EYES
          OPENED.

        (50)  EXT. PRINCE'S HOUSE AND STREET -- NIGHT

          VANITY MOVES QUICKLY ALONG THE SIDE OF
          THE HOUSE, TRYING DESPERATELY TO FIND
          HER WAV.  SUDDENLY A HAND REACHES OUT OF
          THE DARKNESS, GRABS HER BY THE THROAT.
          SHE SCREAMS, SWINGS HER BAG DESPERATELY
          -- SOMETHING CRASHES, INTO THE BUSHES--

                            VOICE
               DAMN, BABY, HOLD IT!  HOLD
               IT!!
               (WAILS)
               OH, GOD -- GOD!  YOU BROKE MY
               NOSE!

          SHE SEES IT'S MORRIS -- SHE'S BESIDE
          HERSELF  WITH FEAR AND RAGE--

                           VANITY
               YOU SHIT! WHAT THE HELL ARE
               YOU DOING HERE?

          HE STRUGGLES IN THE BUSHES -- DOGS START
          BARKING--

                           MORRIS
               SHH! SHH! SHH! OH, LORD HELP
               ME OUTTA HERE.
               (A BEAT)
               HEE, HEE -- I KNOW YOU
               WOULDN'T WANT TO SPEND THE
               WHOLE NIGHT WITH OL' PENCIL
               DICK.

                           VANITY
               YOUR NOSE ALRIGHT?

                           MORRIS
               MY NOSE IS FINE, I'M JUST
               WONDERING IF I FUCKED MY SHOES
               UP...
               (A BEAT)
               C'MON ...
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          THEY CUT ACROSS THE YARD, HEAD TO THE
          STREET.  THE CADDY IS PARKED AT THE
          CURB.  JEROME LEANS AGAINST IT, READING
          A NEWSPAPER--

                           VANITY
               HI, JEROME.  WOW!  NICE
               HUBCAPS.

          HE GRINS PROUDLY FROM EAR TO EAR -- THE
          CADDY SPORTS NEW CHROME WIRE WHEELS--

                           JEROME
               YOU LIKE THEM, HUH?

                           VANITY
               BEAUTIFUL.

          MORRIS MOANS DISMALLY--

                           MORRIS
               JEROME...YOU THINK THESE CAN
               BE FIXED?

          HIS SHOES ARE BADLY SCUFFED, THE LEATHER
          TORN ACROSS THE TOP--

                           JEROME
               I THINK THEY'RE DEAD, MAN.

                           VANITY
               GOD, I'M SORRY.

                           MORRIS
               SHIT -- IT'S SO ROUGH OUT
               HERE.

          JUST THEN A PATROL CAR CRUISES BY.  THE
          COP REGARDS THEM SUSPICIOUSLY.  MORRIS
          AND JEROME SNAP TO ATTENTION--

                           MORRIS
               YOU LOCK THE DOOR, BABY?
               LET'S GO!

          THEY PILE INTO THE CADDY, PULL OUT.

                 (51)  EXT. HIGHWAY -- NIGHT

          THE CADDY BLAZES BY IN THE NIGHT.  THE
          CITY LIGHTS GLIMMER SPECTACULARLY IN THE
          DISTANCE.
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               (52)  INT./EXT. CADDY -- NIGHT

          JEROME DRIVES.  MORRIS AND VANITY SIT IN
          THE BACKSEAT. HE GAZES AT HER ARDENTLY--

                           MORRIS
               JEROME!

          JEROME SNAPS A LOOK IN THE REAR-VIEW --
          MORRIS GIVES HIM A DEFT NOD. JEROME
          OPENS THE GLOVE COMPARTMENT, SEARCHES
          THROUGH THE CASSETTE TAPES. HE FINDS THE
          ONE HE WANTS, SNAPS IT INTO THE PLAYER.
          RESTAURANT AMBIANCE FILLS THE CAR...

          NOTE:  THE RESTAURANT AMBIANCE WILL GROW
          IN VOLUME, AND WILL BE FOLLOWED BY
          EXAGGERATED DINNER MUSIC, PUNCTUATED
          WITH STRINGS AND DELICATE CYMBALS.  THE
          MUSIC PLAYS THROUGHOUT THIS SCENE -- AND
          MORRIS TIMES HIS WORDS TO THE EBB AND
          FLOW OF THE PIECE TO INSURE THE PROPER
          DRAMATIC EFFECT.

          ...DINNER MUSIC BEGINS--

                           JEROME
               COCKTAILS BEFORE DINNER?

                           MORRIS
               YES -- TWO PIÑA COLADAS.

                           VANITY
               UH...MAKE MINE A VIRGIN.

                           JEROME
               OKAY...

          JEROME BRACES HIS KNEES AGAINST THE
          WHEEL, POURS TWO PREMIXED COLADAS INTO
          PLASTIC GLASSES--

                           JEROME
               (TO MORRIS)
               WILL YOU BE HAVING A VIRGIN AS
               WELL?

                           MORRIS
               YE-ES!  FOR DESSERT!!
               WHAWHAK!

          JEROME STIFLES A LAUGH, POURS A RUM
          MINIATURE INTO MORRIS' GLASS.  HE HANDS
          THEM BACK--
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                           MORRIS
               THANK YOU.  HERE YOU ARE,
               DEAR.

          THEY SAVOR THEIR DRINKS -- MORRIS'
          FERVOR GROWS BY LEAPS AND BOUNDS--

                           MORRIS
               JEROME, UH, GET YOUR PAD AND
               PENCIL, I THINK IT'S GONNA BE
               KINDA RIGHT.  IF MY JUDGE OF
               CHARACTER IS CORRECT, IT'S
               GOING TO BE ABOUT LOVING
               TONIGHT.
               (A BEAT)
               STOP ME WHEN I GET TO
               SEVENTEEN.

          JEROME PLACES A PAD BY HIS SIDE, PENCIL
          AT THE READY. HE SETTLES THE CADDY TO A
          CRUISING 55 -- MORRIS LOOKS DEEPLY INTO
          VANITY'S EYES--

                           MORRIS
               EXCUSE ME, BABY...I BET YOU
               DIDN'T KNOW I HAD A PIECE OF
               THIS RESTAURANT, DID YOU?
               (A BEAT)
               MAY I TASTE THAT?

          HE TAKES VANITY'S DRINK, SLURPS A
          LITTLE, BURPS--

                           MORRIS
               HUH, EXCUSE ME, THAT'S KIND OF
               WEAK...HERE, TRY MINE.

          SHE DOES, AND BEGINS COUGHING VIOLENTLY-
          -

                           VANITY
               GOOD GOD!

                           MORRIS
               Y'KNOW...THEY SAY THAT SALIVA
               IS AN APHRODISIAC.
               (A BEAT)
               YOU LOOK SO LOVELY TONIGHT.

                           VANITY
               (COUCHING)
               WHY...THANK YOU.
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                           MORRIS
               PROBABLY YOU'D LOOK BETTER
               UNDER EXOTIC...RED...LIQHTS.
               (ANOTHER THOUGH)
               I WISH YOU COULD SEE MY HOME.
               IT'S...IT'S SO EXCITING.

          HE LEANS CLOSE TO HER, SPEAKS IN A SOFT,
          SEXY VOICE--

                           MORRIS
               IN MY BEDROOM, I HAVE A BRASS
               WATERBED ...

                           VANITY
               OOOH!

                           MORRIS
               I HAVE AN ITALIAN COOK, GINO
               IZOGOCHOGRACHI, OR SOMETHING
               LIKE THAT.

          SHE GIGGLES, LOOKS AT HIM DEEPLY--

                           MORRIS
               IT'S FUNNY...YOUR EYES -- WHEN
               YOU STARE AT ME LIKE THAT, IT
               CAUSES MY STOMACH TO QUI-
               QUIVER.  OH, LORD...

          AN IDEA FLASHES ACROSS HIS MIND--

                           MORRIS
               DO YOU LIKE DIAMONDS?

                           VANITY
               UH, HUH.

                           MORRIS
               YEAH ...?

                           VANITY
               YEAH.

                           MORRIS
               I KNOW IT'S RATHER MASCULINE,
               BUT -- TRY THIS ONE ON.

          HE SLIDES A LARGE GLASS DIAMOND ON HER
          FINGER--

                           VANITY
               OHHH!
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                           MORRIS
               MY GOD, DARLING IT FITS.

          HE STUDIES HER HANDS CLOSELY--

                           MORRIS
               YOU MUST HAVE STRONG HANDS,
               BUT -- THEY'RE SO SOFT...LIKE
               OILS IN MY BUBBLE BATH.
               (A BEAT)
               DAMN ...

          HE LEANS CLOSE TO HER--

                           MORRIS
               DARLING...?

                           VANITY
               YEAH...?

                           MORRIS
               I'M NOT USUALLY SO FORWARD,
               BUT -- WOULD YOU LIKE TO MAKE
               LOVE TO ME?  I CAN MAKE IT SO
               NICE ...

          SHE GIGGLES FREELY, LOOKS AT HIM WITH
          BIG EYES--

                           MORRIS
               DO YOU KNOW WHAT IS MEANT BY
               THE WORDS, HUH, I HATE TO USE
               THEM, THEY'RE SO HARSH, SO
               AMERICAN...I MEAN, AND YET ON
               THE OTHER HAND, THEY'RE
               EXCITING WORDS.  THE WORDS...
               (PAUSE)
               ...CHILI SAUCE.  OH, LORD.
               (A BEAT)

                           MORRIS
               YOU KNOW, I HAVEN'T MADE LOVE
               IN SO LONG, BUT WITH YOU I
               KNOW IT WOULD BE JUST LIKE
               RIDING A BIKE.  I'D REMEMBER
               EVERYTHING I'VE EVER LEARNED.
               (A BEAT)
               BABY, IF THE KID CAN'T MAKE
               YOU COME, NOBODY CAN.

          JEROME CHECKS OFF HIS PAD--

                           JEROME
               (WHISPERS)
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               MORRIS..!

                           MORRIS
               YEAH...?

                           JEROME
               SEVENTEEN.

          MORRIS FIXES VANITY WITH HIS HALF-
          LIDDED, POUTY-LIP LOOK--

                           MORRIS
               HUH, WHAT'S IT GONNA TO BE
               BABY?

          SHE'S ON THE SPOT, THINKS FAST--

                           VANITY
               PULL OVER THERE!

                           MORRIS
               WHAT?!

                           JEROME
               WHAT?!

                           VANITY
               OVER THERE -- THAT'S WHERE I
               LIVE.

          JEROME SKIDS THE CAR TO A STOP.  THEY'RE
          DIRECTLY IN FRONT OF A SLICK, HI-RISE
          APARTMENT BUILDING--

                           MORRIS
               HERE...?

                           VANITY
               YES.

                           MORRIS
               UH, WHAT ONE IS IT?

                           VANITY
               THAT ONE, RIGHT THERE, SEE?
               ON THE 14TH FLOOR.

                           MORRIS
               IT'S NICE, HUH?

                           VANITY
               OH, IT'S GREAT.  REAL PRETTY.
               BIG OPEN ROOMS, BALCONIES,
               FIREPLACE -- THE WORKS.
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          HE SMILES LOVINGLY--

                           MORRIS
               JEROME!

               JEROME PUTS THE CADDY INTO
               GEAR, PULLS OFF INTO THE NIGHT-
               -

                           VANITY
               HEY, WAIT!  C'MON!
               (A BEAT)
               OKAY -- WHERE ARE YOU TAKING
               ME?

                           MORRIS
               HOME.
               (SMILING)
               YOU AND ME ARE A LOT ALIKE.- I
               LIKE THAT.  SO, I'D LIKE TO
               HELP YOU OUT.  I THINK I HAVE
               SOMETHING YOU MAY BE
               INTERESTED,  IN.

                           VANITY
               OH YEAH -- WHAT?

          JEROME HANDS MORRIS A CASSETTE -- MORRIS
          WAVES IT IN FRONT OF HER NOSE--

                           MORRIS
               A LITTLE SONG AND DANCE.  THAT
               IS, IF YOU CAN SING AND DANCE.

                           VANITY
               (DEFENSIVELY)
               PRINCE IS GOINQ TO HELP ME.

          JEROME AND MORIS SUPPRESS THEIR LAUGHTER-
          -

                           JEROME
               MOTHERFUCKER NEEDS A HAIRCUT.

                           MORRIS
               HEE, HEE, UH, EXCUSE ME.  NO
               HE WON'T.  HE'S NEVER DONE
               ANYTHING IN HIS WHOLE LIFE FOR
               ANYBODY BUT HIMSELF.

                           VANITY
               GUYS BETTER THAN YOU HAVE
               PROMISED ME THINGS BEFORE.
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                           MORRIS
               I KNOW THAT'S RIGHT, BUT--

          JEROME HANDS HIM A CARD WITH AN ADDRESS
          ON IT.  MORRIS HANDS THE CARD TO HER--

                           MORRIS
                           (CON'T)
                -- NOT MORRIS DAY.
                (HE SMILES)

           JEROME PULLS UP IN FRONT OF HER MOTEL.
          VANITY READS THE CARD--

                           MORRIS
               COME BY ANY TIME.

           (53)  EXT. MOTEL/INT. CADDY -- TWILIGHT

          SHE GETS OUT OF THE CAR, STANDS ON THE
          SIDEWALK.  MORRIS PUSHES THE WINDOW
          BUTTON -- NOTHING HAPPENS--

                           MORRIS
               JEROME!

          JEROME LEANS OVER, TAPS THE GLASS -- THE
          WINDOW GLIDES DOWN--

                           MORRIS
               (TO VANITY)
               ONE MORE THING ...

          JEROME SNAPS THE GLOVE COMPARTMENT,
          HANDS MORRIS A NEATLY FOLDED CAMISOLE.
          MORRIS PRESENTS IT TO HER--

                           MORRIS
               HERE'S A LITTLE SOMETHING FOR
               YOU.  IF YOU GET COLD WHEN YOU
               WEAR IT, CALL ME.

          HE SNAPS HIS FINGERS -- JEROME PULLS THE
          CADDY AWAY WITH A SCREECH.

            (54) EXT. VANITY'S MOTEL -- TWILIGHT

          VANITY STANDS ON THE SIDEWALK A MOMENT,
          SLIGHTLY BEWILDERED AND VERY AMUSED.
          SHE WATCHES THE CADILLAC SCREECH AROUND
          THE BEND.  SHE TURNS, GOES INTO THE
          MOTEL.
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          PRINCE STANDS IN THE ALLEYWAY ACROSS THE
          STREET, HIS MOTORCYCLE PARKED NEARBY.
          HE WATCHES AS VANITY CUTS INSIDE.

          (55)  INT. HALLWAY/VANITY'S MOTEL -- DAWN

          SHE COMES DOWN THE HALLWAY, OPENS HER
          DOOR WITH A KEY.

              (55A)  INT. VANITY'S ROOM -- DAWN

          SHE GOES INSIDE, DROPS THE TAPE AND CARD
          IN HER BUREAU. UNFOLDING THE CAMISOLE,
          SHE HOLDS IT AGAINST HER, GAZES INTO THE
          MIRROR.  IT LOOKS BEAUTIFUL.  SUDDENLY A
          KNOCK AT THE DOOR--

                           VANITY
               MORRIS...?

          ANOTHER TWO KNOCKS, SOMETHING LIKE A
          CONFIRMATION.  SHE SMILES, CUTS TO THE
          DOOR, FLINGS IT OPEN -- BUT PRINCE IS
          THERE. SHE'S SHOCKED, BUT RECOVERS
          INSTANTLY--

                           VANITY
               I HAD A FEELING IT WAS YOU --
               I KNEW IT!  IT'S AMAZING -- I
               COULD TELL IT WAS YOU.

          HIS FACE REMAINS PLACID AS HE PUTS ON
          HIS SUNGLASSES--

                           PRINCE
               HOW'D YOU GET HOME?

                           VANITY
               TOOK A CAB.

                           PRINCE
               OH YEAH?  WHERE'D YOU GET
               THAT?

          SHE STARES AT THE CAMISOLE IN HER HANDS-
          -

                           VANITY
               I ADORE CAMISOLES.

          HE NODS DISPASSIONATELY, WALKS INTO THE
          ROOM, GIVES THE PLACE THE ONCE OVER,
          THEN--
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                           PRINCE
               LET'S RIDE.

                 (56)  EXT. HIGHWAY -- DAWN

          AERIAL SHOT
          PRINCE AND VANITY ON HIS MOTORCYCLE
          WHIPPING DOWN THE HIGHWAY.  THE DAWN
          LIGHT BREAKS OVER THE HORIZON.

              (57) EXT. ANOTHER HIGHWAY -- DAWN

          A SERIES OF SHOTS
          STREAKING DOWN A TWO-LANE BLACKTOP
          OBVIOUSLY EXHILARATED BY THE VELOCITY OF
          THEIR RIDE.  THE LANDSCAPE BECOMES LUSH,
          THE TREES A RIOT OF AUTUMN SPLENDOR.

               (58) EXT. COUNTRY ROAD -- DAWN

          ANOTHER ANGLE
          AS PRINCE AND VANITY WHIP UP TO THE TOP
          OF A SMALL HILL, SKID TO A STOP.  HE
          SCANS THE AREA QUICKLY, GETS HIS
          BEARINGS.  HE POPS THE CLUTCH, SKIDS OFF
          TO THE VALLEY BELOW.

             (59) EXT. WOODS AND STREAM -- DAWN

          PRINCE AND VANITY RIDE CAUTIOUSLY
          THROUGH A SERIES OF HIKING PATHS, THEN
          TWIST DOWN A SMALL EMBANKMENT.  A STREAM
          FLOWS BEFORE THEM.  THEY CLIMB OFF THE
          BIKE, LOOK AROUND QUIETLY--

                           VANITY
               GOD, THIS IS BEAUTIFUL.  IT
               REMINDS ME OF WHERE I GREW UP.
               MY FATHER USED TO ...

          HE WAITS FOR AN ANSWER, IT'S NOT
          FORTHCOMING--

                           PRINCE
               YOUR FATHER USED TO WHAT...?

                           VANITY
               NOTHING...IT'S JUST...
               (CHANGES SUBJECT)
               YOU MUST LIKE PLACES LIKE
               THIS.

          HE GOES TO THE STREAM, BALANCES ON
          SEVERAL ROCKS, MOVES TO THE OTHER SIDE.
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          THE STREAM FLOWS BETWEEN THEM--

                           VANITY
               SO, HAVE YOU RECONSIDERED MY
               PROPOSAL?

                           PRINCE
               WHAT...?

                           VANITY
               WHAT WE TALKED ABOUT LAST
               TIME.

                           PRINCE
               YOU CAN'T BE SERIOUS.

          SHE STARTS A LITTLE DANCE STEP, CLIMAXES
          IT WITH SPINS AND TWIRLS--

                           VANITY
               OH, COME ON -- YOU KNOW YOU
               REALLY WANT TO.  YOU'VE BEEN
               WAITING FOR THIS OPPORTUNITY
               ...ALL...YOUR...LIFE...

          HE CAN'T HELP LAUGHING -- SHE FREEZES,
          LOOKS AT HIM COLDLY--

                           PRINCE
               I'M SORRY -- EXCUSE ME.

                           VANITY
               GOD -- SO WHY DO YOU COME
               AROUND?  YOU DON'T WANT TO
               HELP ME, NOT THAT YOU HAVE TO.
               YOU DON'T WANT TO SLEEP WITH
               ME, NOT THAT YOU HAVE TO DO
               THAT EITHER.  SO WHY AM I
               HERE?

          HE SMILES, WALKS OFF--

                           VANITY
               THERE'S A LOT OF THINGS YOU
               DON'T KNOW ABOUT ME.  YOU'D BE
               SURPRISED HOW MANY THINGS I
               COULD DO.

          HE DISAPPEARS AROUND SOME TREES--

                           VANITY
               TAKE ME HOME IMMEDIATELY!  I
               WANT TO GO HOME.  I CAN'T
               STAND THIS!  I CAN'T TAKE THIS
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               ANYMORE!  PRINCE!

          PRINCE MOVES THROUGH THE TREES SMILING,
          STUDYING NATURE--

                        VANITY(O.S.)
               I DON'T NEED THIS!  I WAS
               DOING ALRIGHT BEFORE I MET
               YOU.  MOTHERFUCKER, YOU NEED A
               HAIRCUT!

          HE COMES TO A TREE, LEANS AGAINST IT
          CONTENTEDLY, STUDIES THE FOLIAGE.

          VANITY PACES BACK AND FORTH FRANTICALLY
          ALONG THE STREAM--

                           VANITY
               (TO HERSELF)
               I DON'T GET THIS.
               (YELLS)
               PRINCE! WHO DO YOU THINK YOU
               ARE?!  YOU DON'T CARE.  YOU
               DON'T CARE ABOUT ANYTHING!  I
               NEVER WANTED YOU TO HELP ME
               ANYWAY!

          PRINCE RESTS BY THE TREE, OBSERVES TWO
          HIKERS WALKING DOWN THE PATH TOWARD HIM-
          -

                        VANITY (0.S.)
               YOU THINK YOU'RE A GOOD
               MUSICIAN?!  YOU'RE NOTHING!
               MORRIS IS BETTER.  I NEVER
               WANTED TO MAKE IT WITH YOU
               ANYWAY.

          THE HIKERS PASS HIM STARTLED--

                           PRINCE
               GOOD MORNING.

                           VANITY
               PRINCE, I HATE YOU!

                           HIKERS
               GOOD MORNING, SIR.

AND THEY WALK DOWN THE PATH, DISAPPEAR AROUND THE BEND.
JUST THEN--

          VANITY IS STANDING BY HIS SIDE, A
          WILDFLOWER IN HER HANDS--
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                           VANITY
               (SOFTLY)
               I'M SORRY.  I SHOULDN'T HAVE
               SAID THOSE THINGS.  WILL YOU
               FORGIVE ME?

                           PRINCE
               (SOFTLY)
               YES.

          HE TAKES THE FLOWER, SLIPS IT INTO HIS
          JACKET, KISSES HER FOREHEAD.

              (60) EXT. GLADE AND BARN -- DAWN

          AS THEY RIDE DOWN A LEAF-STREWN PATH AND
          PULL TO A STOP NEAR AN OLD, WEATHERED,
          DILAPIDATED BARN.  IT STANDS LAARGE AND
          SILENT LIKE A PAINTING.  A LOW THUNDER
          ROLLS ACROSS THE LAND...

                   (61) INT. BARN -- DAWN

          DAWN LIGHT BURNS THROUGH THE WOODEN
          SLATS.. STEAM RISES FROM THE WET HAY
          SCATTERED THROUGHOUT.  THE AIR IS THICK
          AND DAMP.  IT BEGINS TO RAIN.

          VANITY STANDS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE BARN,
          GAZING AT THE STORM.  BEADS OF
          PERSPIRATION GLISTEN ON HER FOREHEAD.
          SHE TURNS SLOWLY, WATCHES AS PRINCE
          RETRIEVES OLD BLANKETS FROM A NEARBY
          STALL.  THEIR EYES SEARCH ONE ANOTHER
          OUT, THEIR BREATHING BECOMES SHORT,
          EXPECTANT.  SHE HESITATES A MOMENT, THEN
          PULLS OFF HER BLOUSE, DISCARDS IT TO THE
          MOIST, DUSTY FLOOR.

                   (62)  INT. BARN -- DAY

          ANOTHER ANGLE
          RAIN PATTERS SRTONGLY AGAINST THE BARN.
          A DEEP THUNDER ROLLS.  SHE'S ON TOP OF
          HIM, MOVING DELICIOUSLY, HER BODY
          GLOWING IN THE PURPLE, DAWN LIGHT.
          MOIST, PURPLE WATER SHADOWS STREAK AND
          COURSE HER SKIN AS SHE MOVES SLOWLY,
          THEN DELIBERATELY AGAINST HIM.  HE
          WATCHES HER AVIDLY,  HIS HANDS FIRMLY ON
          HER THIGHS, AND THRUSTS INTO HER AGAIN
          AND AGAIN...AND AGAIN.
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                   (62A)  EXT. BARN -- DAY

          LEAVES SCATTER AS THE BIKE WHIPS THRU
          THE WET PATH.

        (63) EXT. STREETS, VANITY'S MOTEL -- MORNING

          THE STREETS GLISTEN WITH THE RAIN.
          PRINCE AND VANITY PULL UP IN FRONT OF
          HER MOTEL.  SHE HUGS HIM FIERCELY, STEPS
          OFF THE BIKE, HER FACE ALIVE AND FRESH
          AS A FLOWER.  HIS EYES SPARKLE--

                           PRINCE
               SEE YOU LATER?

                           VANITY
               WHEN?

                           PRINCE
               WHY?

                           VANITY
               'CAUSE I HAVE TO DO SOMETHING
               FIRST.

                           PRINCE
               WHAT?

                           VANITY
               (COYLY)
               A SECRET...

                           PRINCE
               TELL ME.

                           VANITY
               NO.

                           PRINCE
               OKAY, COME BY -- EIGHT
               O'CLOCK.

          HE KICKS THE BIKE INTO GEAR -- SHE
          TOUCHES HIS JACKET LONGINGLY--

                           VANITY
               BYE...

          HE BLASTS OFF.  SHE WATCHES HIM A
          MOMENT, HER EYES GLOWING.  SHE HEADS TO
          HER MOTEL, THEN STOPS SHORT -- A SINGLE
          CARNATION LIES OON THE SIDEWALK.  SHE
          LOOKS AROUND QUICKLY, ALMOST EXPECTING

65.



          SOMEONE TO CLAIM IT.  BUT NO ONE'S
          AROUND, SO SHE PICKS IT UP, GOES INSIDE.

       (64) INT. STAIRWELL, VANITY'S MOTEL -- MORNING

          SHE ENTERS THE LOBBY, CLOSES THE DOOR
          BEHIND HER.  SHE TURNS -- ANOTHER
          CARNATION IS ON THE STAIRWELL.  SHE'S
          INTRIGUED, GLANCES UP THE STAIRS --
          THERE'S ANOTHER ONE, AND YET ANOTHER
          FURTHER UP.  SHE'S CONFUSED, BUT GRABS
          THEM, DISAPPEARS UP THE STAIRS.

          HALLWAY
          AS SHE COMES TO A HALT OUTSIDE HER ROOM,
          PICKING UP CARNATIONS ALONG THE WAY.
          SHE OPENS HER DOOR, CUTS INSIDE.

             (65) INT. VANIITY'S ROOM -- MORNING

          SHE GOES INTO THE BATHROOM, FILLS THE
          SINK WITH WATER, ARRANGES THE FLOWERS
          WITHIN.  SHE SMILES RADIANTLY -- THEY
          LOOK BEAUTIFUL.  SUDDENLY SOMETHING
          SEIZES HER THOUGHTS.  SHE OPENS HER
          BUREAU DRAWER QUICKLY, PULLS OUT THE
          YELLOW PAGES, LEAFS THROUGH IT
          HURRIEDLY, WE READ: PARKING, PASSPORT,
          PAVING...THEN PAWNBROKERS.  SHE STOPS,
          RUNS HER FINGER DOWN THE PAGE, THEN
          HUNTS QUICKLY THROUGH HER DRAWER.  HER
          EYES DANCE MISCHIEVOUSLY WHEN SHE PULLS
          OUT HER GOLD CHAIN.  SHE PLACES IT ON
          HER BUREAU, HURRIES TO HER CLOTHES RACK.
          SUDDENLY, A QUICK KNOCK AT THE DOOR--

                          MAN(O.S.)
               MISS V.?

          SHE LOOKS AROUND THE CORNER -- A FLOWER
          DELIVERY MAN STANDS IN THE HALLWAY,
          HOLDING A BOUQUET OF ROSES--

                           VANITY
               YES...?

                             MAN
               DELIVERY.

                           VANITY
               (SURPRISED)
               COME IN ...
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          HE CUTS INSIDE, AND IS FOLLOWED BY
          ANOTHER MAN, HOLDING A BOUQUET OF
          DAISIES--

                           VANITY
               HEY -- WAIT A MINUTE.  WHAT'S
               GOING ON?

          THE MEN LEAVE THE ROOM--

                             MAN
               DOWNSTAIRS.

          SHE HURRIES TO THE WINDOW, LOOKS OUT--

          (66) EXT. STREET -- DAY -- VANITY'S POV--

          MORRIS AND JEROME STANDING BY THE CURB,
          THEIR EYES FASTENED EXCITEDLY ON HER
          WINDOW, LEANING AGAINST A FLOWER TRUCK.
          WE CATCH A GLIMPSE OF A MAN BRINGING HER
          A DOZEN CHRYSANTHEMUMS--

                           MORRIS
               GOOD MORNING, DAHLING.

         (67) EXT. VANITY'S WINDOW AND STREET -- DAY

          (INTERCUT)

                           VANITY
               YOU'RE CRAZY! -- WHAT ARE YOU
               DOING?

                           MORRIS
               (EXCITED)
               COME DOWN -- COME DOWN.

                           VANITY
               I CAN'T -- I'VE GOT THINGS TO
               DO.

                           MORRIS
               C'MON, TEN MINUTES.  I WANT TO
               SHOW YOU SOMETHING-

          SHE SHAKES HER HEAD--

                           VANITY
               I'M SORRY, BUT THANKS FOR THE
               FLOWERS.  YOU'RE REALLY CRAZY.
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          SHE DISAPPEARS FROM THE WINDOW.  THEY
          STAND EXPECTANTLY A LONG TIME.  FINALLY
          JEROME LOOKS AT MORRIS--

                           JEROME
               WELL...WHAT DO YOU THINK?

          MORRIS IS STARING INTENTLY AT THE WINDOW
          -- HE PURSES HIS LIPS SENSUALY--

                           MORRIS
               CHILI SAUCE.

          JUST THEN VANITY STEPS OUTSIDE, LOOKS
          STUNNING IN HER TIGHT, BLACK PANTS AND
          BOOTS.  HER EYES DANCE VIVACIOUSLY, A
          RED SASH IS TIED AROUND HER WASTE.
          MORRIS GIVES JEROME HIS SEXY, HALF-
          LIDDED, POUTY-LIP LOOK--

                           MORRIS
               OH, LORD...

          (68) INT. CLUB (1ST AVE. ST. BAR.) -- DAY

          CU--CLOCK.  WE SEE 11:25

          PRINCE CUTS THROUGH THE BACK ENTRANCE,
          WALKS ONTO THE FLOOR.  LISA AND WENDY
          ARE ONSTAGE PLAYING A SONG WE
          IMMEDIATELY RECOGNIZE AS THE ONE THEY
          HAD GIVEN PRINCE TO LISTEN TO.  THE DRUM
          RIFF IS PROVIDED BY THE LINN MACHINE (A
          SYNTHESIZED DRUM UNIT).  WENDY PLAYS
          GUITAR, HER BACK TO PRINCE.  LISA, AT
          THE KEYBOARDS, SPOTS HIM AND STOPS--

                            WENDY
               WHAT'S WRONG?

          LISA POINTS TO PRINCE.  WENDY
          IMMEDIATELY RIPS INTO THE GUITAR SOLO OF
          "G-SPOT."  SHE STOPS SUDDENLY--

                            WENDY
               IS THAT BETTER? DO YOU LIKE
               THAT?

          HE IGNORES HER--

                           PRINCE
               WHERE IS EVERYBODY?

                            LISA

68.



               YOU'RE LATE -- THEY LEFT.

                           PRINCE
               SO WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?

          LISA IMMEDIATELY LAUNCHES INTO THE
          OPENING BARS OF "LET'S GET CRAZY"--

                            LISA
               (IMITATING PRINCE)
               BUT I'M HERE TO TELL YOU THAT
               THERE'S SOMETHING ELSE -- OUR
               MUSIC--.

          THE GIRLS BUST UP -- HE GLARES AT THEM--

                           PRINCE
               CAN'T YOU GUYS GET OFF IT?
               CAN'T YOU JUST LEAVE IT ALONE?

          WENDY MEETS HIS GLARE WITH ONE OF HER
          OWN...

                            WENDY
               YEAH -- WE'LL GET OFF IT.

          SHE TURNS, SNAPS OFF THE LINN MACHINE
          ANGRILY, PLUNGING THE CLUB INTO SILENCE.

               (69) INT. REHEARSAL HALL --DAY

          THE TIME IS JAMMING LIKE MAD, DEEP IN
          THE HEART OF "SEX SHOOTER."  BRENDA AND
          SUSAN MOVE FURIOUSLY TO THE BEAT, TRYING
          THEIR BEST TO GET IT RIGHT.  THEY ARE
          WATCHED BY ...

          ...MORRIS, VANITY  AND JEROME STANDING
          OFF TO THE SIDE.  MORRIS HAS A CONTENTED
          LOOK ON HIS FACE, EVEN THOUGH HIS GIRLS
          ARE SCREWING UP.  VANITY'S EYES ARE WIDE
          WITH EXCITEMENT

                           MORRIS
               AS YOU CAN SEE, WE NEED
               SOMEONE WITH YOUR SPECIAL
               QUALITIES.

     (70) INT. PRINCE'S ANTECHAMBER AND BEDROOM -- NIGHT

          CU--CLOCK.  WE SEE: 8:15.
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          PRINCE SITS, ON HIS BED, STARING AT THE
          CLOCK, SEEMINGLY LOST IN THOUCHT.  HE
          GETS UP, RUMMAGES THROUGH HIS COAT
          POCKETS, PULLS OUT LISA'S AND WENDY'S
          TAPE.  HE SNAPS IT INTO THE PLAYER,
          SETTLES BACK.

          MUSIC FILLS THE ROOM.  HE LISTENS
          INTENTLY A MOMENT, HIS FACE PLACID.  HE
          CLOSES HIS EYES, TRIES TO RELAX ...

          SUDDENLY A DOOR SLAMS IN THE FAR REACHES
          OF THE HOUSE.  HARSH FOOTSTEPS ECHO
          THROUGH THE UPSTAIRS HALLWAY.  PRINCE
          REMAINS STILL, HIS EYES CLOSED...

          THEN ANOTHER DEATHLY DOOR SLAM!  GLASS
          DISSOLVES IN ITS FRAME AND TRICKLES TO
          THE FLOOR LIKE ICICLES.  RESENTMENT
          SURGES IN HIM LIKE A TORNADO.  HE RISES
          PURPOSEFULLY, TURNS THE MUSIC UP...

          ...AND THEN HIS DOOR SMASHES OPEN AND
          HIS MOTHER LUNGES INTO THE ROOM IN A
          PANIC.  SHE FLINGS HERSELF ONTO HIS BED
          AS HIS FATHER STREAKS IN AND WHACKS!
          WHACKS!  WHACKS!  AT HER WITH A STRAP,
          SCREAMING AT HER WITH AN OMINOUS GROWL
          OF RAGE--

                           FATHER
               YOU AIN'T GOT NO BUSINESS
               LEAVING HERE!  ALL YOUR
               SNEAKING AROUND -- YOU'RE JUST
               A SINNER!  YOU'RE NOTHING BUT
               A LOW LIFE SINNER!

          THE MOTHER THROWS HERSELF AT HIM
          DRUNKENLY, STARTS SLAPPING, SCRATCHING
          AT HIS FACE--

                           MOTHER
               SHUT UP!  YOU DON'T CARE ABOUT
               ME!  LEAVE ME ALONE!

          PRINCE CLAWS DESPERATELY AT HIS FATHER'S
          BACK--

                           FATHER
               DON'T I KEEP THE HEAT ON?
               ISN'T THERE FOOD IN THE
               REFRIGERATOR?

                           MOTHER
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               (CRYING)
               I DON'T LIKE IT HERE.  YOU
               NEVER TALK TO ME! I'M ALWAYS
               ALONE!

           PRINCE DRAGS HIS FATHER AWAY--

                           PRINCE
               DAD, PLEASE!

                           FATHER
               (SHOUTING)
               WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH THIS
               HOUSE?  ISN'T IT NICE AND WARM
               HERE?!

          THE MOTHER STANDS ON THE BED SHRIEKING--

                           MOTHER
               YOU'RE CRAZY!

                           FATHER
               SHUT UP!

                           MOTHER.
               ASSHOLE!

                           FATHER
               SHUT UP!

                           MOTHER
               (TRIUMPHANTLY)
               MOTHERFUCKER!!

          THE FATHER LUNGES, DRAGS PRINCE ALONG
          THE FLOOR, WHACKS! THE MOTHER IN THE
          FACE.  SHE TOPPLES IN A HEAP TO THE BED.
          HE'S OVER HER NOW, BREATHING FIRE,
          FLAILING ABOUT SAVAGELY--

                           FATHER
               SHUT UP! SHUT UP! SHUT UP!

                           PRINCE
               (DESPERATELY)
               DAD!

          HE LUNGES, DROP KICKS HIS FATHER WITH
          EVERYTHING HE'S GOT!  HIS FATHER SMASHES
          BACKWARDS AGAINST THE WALL, SLIDES TO
          HIS BUTTOCKS ON THE FLOOR.  HE SITS
          THERE DULLY, EXHAUSTED...SPENT.
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          PRINCE CRAWLS UP ALONG THE SIDE OF THE
          BED.  HIS MOTHER BURIES HER HEAD IN THE
          PILLOW, CHOKING BACK SOBS--

                           MOTHER
               I'M JUST TRAPPED HERE...

          HIS FATHER'S EYES WELL WITH TEARS.  HE
          LEANS CLOSE TO HER, SPEAKS SOFTLY--

                           FATHER
               YOU ALWAYS GOT A ROOF
               OVERHEAD...

                           MOTHER
               YOU DON'T LET ME HAVE ANY
               FUN...

          HIS FATHER SIGHS WEARILY, PULLS HIMSELF
          TO HIS FEET.  HE MOVES TO THE DOOR--

                           FATHER
               I COULD MAKE YOU HAPPY.  JUST
               BELIEVE IN ME...

                           MOTHER
               YOU NEVER...

                           FATHER
               I WOULD DIE FOR YOU.

          HE LEAVES THE ROOM, CLOSES THE DOOR
          BEHIND HIM.

          PRINCE STARES AT  THE DOOR A MOMENT,
          TEARS WELLING IN HIS EYES.  HIS MOTHER
          IS MOTIONLESS, WHIMPERING SOFTLY.  A
          SCENT OF LIQUOR PERMEATES THE AIR.

          HE MOVES TOWARD HER, REACHES OUT
          TENTATIVELY...

          SUDDENLY SHE JUMPS UP, STARTS PACING
          FRANTICAILY--

                           MOTHER
               IT'S NICE HERE.  IT'S A NICE
               HOUSE.  NOTHING WRONG.
               (A BEAT)
               IT'S A GOOD FAMILY.  BELIEVE
               ME, I KNOW.  NOTHING WRONG
               HERE.
               (A BEAT)
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               YOUR FATHER IS OKAY.  HE'S A
               GOOD MAN.  YOU COULD LEARN
               SOMTHING.

          SHE CATCHES A GLIMPSE OF HERSELF IN THE
          MIRROR, STOPS--

                           MOTHER
               MY, MY!  DON'T YOU THINK I
               HAVE A GOOD FIGURE?  YOUR
               FATHER DID.

          SHE SITS IN FRONT OF THE MIRROR, STUDIES
          HER FACE, HER EYES...HER BREASTS--

                           MOTHER
               I WAS BEAUTIFUL WHEN YOUR DAD
               MET ME.  I WAS OUT-A-SIGHT!

          SHE GIGGLES, STARTS APPLYING MAKEUP--

                           MOTHER
               I LOOKED JUST LIKE A MOVIE
               STAR.  THE MINUTE HE SAW ME
               SINGING, I KNEW JUST WHAT HE
               WANTED.

          SHE FIXES HIM WITH A CONSPIRATORIAL
          LOOK, WHISPERS--

                           MOTHER
               HE WANTED TO GET INTO MY
               PANTIES.

          SHE MAKES FUNNY, "JAZZY" EYES AT HIM,
          THEN STOPS SUDDENLY, STARING.  HIS FACE,
          MOUTH, EYES...A SUDDEN STIRRING IN HER
          LOINS.  HER LIPS PART, SHE MOISTENS THEM
          UNCONSCIOUSLY...

          SHE TURNS FROM THE MIRROR AND STARES AT
          HIM -- HIS LOOK CONNECTS WITH HER GROIN.
          SHE RISES SUDDENLY, WALKS SLOWLY TOWARD
          THE BED, SITS FACING HIM--

                           MOTHER
               YOU LOOK SO PRETTY.  JUST LIKE
               ME, HONEY.  YOU COULDA BEEN A
               GIRL.

          SHE OUTLINES THE MOLE ON HIS CHEEK WITH
          A MAKEUP PENCIL, THEN DRAWS ONE ON
          HERSELF.  SHE TAKES HER EARRING OFF, AND
          PUTS IT ON HIS EAR.  THEY ARE FACE TO
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          FACE -- IDENTICAL--

                           MOTHER
               SO PRETTY...

          SHE LOOKS AT HIM DRUNKENLY.  HE TRIES TO
          HOLD IT IN, BUT CAN'T.  A TEAR, HOT AND
          HARD AS A BULLET FLOWS DOWN HIS CHEEK.
          SHE PUTS HER INDEX FINGER IN FRONT OF
          HIS FACE, MOVES IT BACK AND FORTH
          HYPNOTICALLY.   SUDDENLY SHE PULLS HER
          HAND AWAY, STRETCHES IT TO THE CEILING
          LIKE AN ESCAPING BIRD.  HE SWALLOWS,
          TRIES TO SMILE -- SHE LEANS CLOSE --

                           MOTHER
               (SECRETLY)
               I HAVE TO GO NOW, SEE SOME
               FRIENDS.  DON'T TELL YOUR
               FATHER, OKAY?

          SHE GETS UP, LEAVES THE ROOM--

                           MOTHER
               BYE, SKIPPER...BYE.

          (71) EXT. PRINCE'S HOUSE -- NIGHT (LATER)

          VANITY CLIMBS OVER A FENCE, MOVES
          THROUGH SOME BUSHES, EMERGES ALONG SIDE
          PRINCE'S HOUSE.  SHE HAS AN EXCITED,
          RAVENOUS LOOK ON HER FACE.  SHE HURRIES
          TO THE CASEMENT WINDOW, CLIMBS INTO THE
          BASEMENT.

            (72) INT. PRINCE'S BEDROOBT -- NIGHT

          SHE DROPS DOWN INTO THE BASEMENT, TURNS
          EXCITEDLY, LEAPS INTO PRINCE'S ARMS--

                           VANITY
               I MISSED YOU!  MISSED YOU!
               MISSED YOU!

          SHE HUGS HIM TIGHT, SHOWERS HIM WITH
          KISSES, TOPPLES THEM BOTH TO THE BED.
          LAUGHING, HUGGING, KISSING -- FAST AND
          FURIOUS.  SUDDENLY SHE JUMPS UP LIKE A
          PANTHER, FLUFFS HER HAIR WILDLY IN THE
          MIRROR, FIXES HIM WITH A WANTON LOOK.
          HIS EYES DEVOUR HER--

                           PRINCE
               COME HERE.  WHERE WERE YOU?
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          SHE MOISTENS HER LIPS, WALKS
          LASCIVIOUSLY TOWARD THE BED, SITS FACING
          HIM.  SHE LAUGHS SUDDENLY, PUSHES HIM
          BACK...AND THEY'RE AT EACH OTHER AGAIN -
          - FACES TWO INCHES APART;  TOUCHING,
          WHISPERING, KISSING, HANDS SEARCHING --
          SHUTTING OUT THE ROCM, SHUTTING OUT THE
          WORLD...

          SHE JUMPS UP SUDDENLY.  SHE CAN'T BE
          CONTAINED!  SHE PRACTICALLY LEVITATES--

                           VANITY
               I HAVE A BIG SURPRISE FOR YOU.

          SHE RUSHES TO THE COAL CHUTE, CLIMBS
          HALFWAY THROUGH.  PRINCE, PUZZLED,
          CRACKS UP WATCHING HER ASS AND LEGS
          DANGLING.  SHE DROPS BACK INTO THE ROOM,
          HOLDING A LARGE PACKAGE.  HIS EYES
          WIDEN.  SHE STRUTS TO THE BED, LAYS IT
          DOWN MAJESTICALLY BEFORE HIM--

                           VANITY
               (SINGS)
               DA...DA..!

                            PRINCE
               WHAT IS IT?

                           VANITY
               OPEN IT.

          HE STARTS PEELING THE TAPE OFF, CAREFUL
          NOT TO RIP THE PAPER.  VANITY'S BURSTING
          WITH EXCITEMENT THOUGH, AND DEMOLISHES
          IT IN A FLASH!  HE LAUGHS, OPENS THE LID
          -- STARES IN SHOCK--

                           PRINCE
               OH, NO...
               (HAPPY)
               OH, NO!

           HE PULLS OUT A GLEAMING NEW GUITAR, AND
          WE IMMEDIATELY RECOGNIZE IT AS THE ONE
          THEY SAW IN THE WINDOW. HE'S DELIRIOUSLY
          HAPPY, AND SPEECHLESS--

                           PRINCE
               HOW'D YOU DO IT?

          SHE SHOUTS WITH DELIGHT, ATTACKS HIM

75.



          AGAIN, PUSHING THE GUITAR ASIDE.  FAST,
          FURIOUS KISSES AND HE RESPONDS IN KIND.
          THEY'RE TWISTED IN A HEAP ON THE BED.
          AFTER A MOMENT THEY COME UP FOR AIR,
          STARE AT EACH OTHER PLAYFULLY. SOMETHING
          FLASHES ACROSS HIS MIND--

                           PRINCE
               HERE...

          HER EYES WIDEN.  HE TAKES OFF HIS
          MOTHER'S EARRING, FASTENS IT TO HER EAR.
          EYES DANCING, SHE JUMPS UP, STUDIES IT
          CLOSELY, IN THE MIRROR--

                           VANITY
               I LOVE IT!

          SHE TWISTS AROUND, KNEELS BESIDE HIM,
          SHOWERS HIM WITH BITES AND KISSES.
          SUDDENLY SHE STOPS--

                           VANITY
               I'M GOING TO JOIN MORRIS'
               GROUP.

          HIS FACE  DROPS, SHOCKED--

                           PRINCE
               WHAT?

          SHE BACKS AWAY FROM  HIM, STANDS,
          STRIKES A DEFENSIVE STANCE--

                           VANITY
               I'M GOING TO JOIN MORRIS'
               GROUP.

          HE LUNGES SAVAGELY BEFORE HE KNOWS IT!
          HIS HAND LASHES OUT, SMASHES HER IN THE
          FACE.  SHE FALLS BACK, CRASHES INTO THE
          MIRROR.  SHE SLIPS DULLY TO THE FLOOR,
          TRIES DESPERATELY TO BRACE HERSELF ON A
          CHAIR--

          HE'S HORRIFIED--

                           PRINCE
               I'M SORRY!  OH, BABY, I'M
               SORRY! ARE YOU ALRIGHT?

          HE HELPS HER UP, SHE TURNS AWAY FROM HIM-
          -
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                           VANITY
               JUST...LEAVE ME ALONE.

          HIS HEART STAGGERS IN HIS CHEST--

                           PRINCE
               PLEASE...IT'S JUST...
               (A BEAT)
               I DON'T WANT YOU AROUND THIS
               AT ALL.  I JUST DON'T WANT YOU
               IN MY LIFE THIS WAY.  YOU
               DON'T HAVE TO PROVE ANYTHING
               TO ME OR ANYBODY ELSE.
               (A BEAT)
               VANITY...?  DON'T I MAKE YOU
               HAPPY?  DON.T YOU LIKE THE WAY
               WE ARE?
               (ANOTHER THOUGHT)
               DO YOU KNOW MORRIS?  DO YOU
               KNOW WHAT HE'S ABOUT? HE
               DOESN'T CARE ABOUT YOU.

          SHE  TWISTS VICIOUSLY--

                           VANITY
               JEALOUS..?!

          SHE RUSHES INTO THE ANTECHAMBER, CLIMBS
          THROUGH THE COAL CHUTE, DISAPPEARS INTO
          THE NIGHT.

          DISSOLVE TO:

                  (73) INT. CLUB -- MORNING

          MATT, BOBBY AND MARK ARE JAMMING
          ONSTAGE.  PRINCE EMERGES FROM BEHIND THE
          CURTAINS.  HE LOOKS DRAWN.AND HAGGARD,
          HIS FACE UNSHAVEN.  THE GUYS SPOT HIM,
          AND THE MUSIC TRICKLES TO A STOP.
          TENSION FILLS THE ROOM IN AN INSTANT.
          MARK GLANCES AT HIS WATCH, FIXES PRINCE
          WITH A DISGUSTED LOOK.

          PRINCE CLIMBS THE STEPS TO THE STAGE,
          CUTS ACROSS IT--

                           PRINCE
               WHERE'S LISA AND WENDY?

                            BOBBY
               THEY HAVEN'T SHOWN UP YET.

                           PRINCE

77.



               THEY CALL?

          THE GUYS SHRUG, LOOK AWAY.  PRINCE
          SIMMERS A MOMENT, STRAPS ON HIS GUITAR -
          - IMMEDIATELY GETS EAR-SPLITTING
          FEEDBACK.  HE STOMPS ON THE FLOOR PEDALS
          ANGRILY.  JUST THEN CHICK COMES UP TO
          THE STAGE--

                            CHICK
               PRINCE.  BILLY SPARKS WANTS TO
               SEE YOU.

                           PRINCE
               TELL HIM I'M REHEARSING.

                            CHICK
               UH, UH -- NOW.

             (74) INT. STAIRWAY AND CLUB -- DAY

          AS BILLY CUTS DOWN THE STAIRS QUICKLY.
          PRINCE, WALKING TO MEET HIM, PULLS
          HIMSELF UP SHORT--

                            BILLY
               WHAT DO YOU WANT?

                           PRINCE
               YOU WANTED TO SEE ME?

          BILLY STILL MOVES -- PRINCE KEEPS UP--

                            BILLY
               YOU HAVING TROUBLE?

                           PRINCE
               (SHRUGS)
               NO.

                            BILLY
               NO?

                           PRINCE
               NO ...

                            BILLY
               WHERE'S LISA AND WENDY?

          HE STOPS ABRUPTLY AT THE FRONT DOOR,
          STUDIES PRINCE FOR A LONG TIME.  THEN HE
          CUTS OUTSIDE.  PRINCE FOLLOWS.

               (75) EXT. STREETS, CLUB -- DAY
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          RUSH HOUR TRAFFIC.  BILLY SETS THE PACE
          DOWN THE SIDEWALK -- PRINCE KEEPS UP--

                            BILLY
               MORRIS CALLED ME THIS MORNING.
               SEEMS HE'S GOT HIMSELF A NEW
               GROUP CALLED VANITY SIX.  YOU
               KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT THEM?

                           PRINCE
               (A BEAT)
               NO.

                            BILLY
               HE TELLS ME THEY'RE GREAT.
               THINKS I'LL BE INTERESTED.
               THAT'S COOL, BUT NOW I'VE GOT
               A PROBLEM.

                            PRINCE
               WHAT'S THAT?

                            BILLY
               I BOOK THREE ACTS -- I CAN'T
               AFFORD FOUR.  IF THEY'RE AS
               GOOD AS MORRIS SAYS THEY ARE,
               ONE OF YOU WILL HAVE TO GO...

          SUDDENLY A HORN BLARES OFF SCREEN.
          BILLY LOOKS UP -- A BEAUTIFUL BABE IN A
          BLACK BMW WAVES--

                            BILLY
               GO AROUND THE BLOCK!

          THE BABE PULLS INTO THE FLOW OF TRAFFIC-
          -

                            BILLY
               IT WON'T BE THE TIME --
               THEY'RE PLAYING BACKUP TO
               VANITY.  SO IT'S EITHER YOU OR
               THE MODERN AIRES.
               (A BEAT)
               WHAT WOULD YOU DO IN MY
               POSITION?

           PRINCE HAS A SINKING FEELING IN HIS GUT-
          -

                            BILLY
               (MUSING)
               I LIKE THE MODERN AIRES.  THEY
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               HAVE A GOOD FOLLOWING -- THEY
               SHOW UP FOR PRACTICE -- AND
               THE KIDS LIKE ALL THEIR MUSIC.

          THE BMW SWEEPS UP TO THE CURB.  BILLY
          OPENS THE DOOR, SLIDES IN--

                            BILLY
               'NOUGH SAID.  GET SMART.
               STRAIGHTEN UP YOUR SHIT.

               (76) INT. REHEARSAL HALL -- DAY

          THE PLACE IS JUMPING!  ONCE AGAIN THE
          TIME IS DEEP IN THE GUTS OF "SEX
          SHOOTER," BUT NOW THERE'S A DIFFERENCE.
          THE MUSIC IS FIERCER AND CRISPER -- THE
          BEAT TAILORED, MORE DEFINED.

          MORRIS AND JEROME STAND OFF TO THE SIDE
          SPORTING HUGE GRINS.  THEY'RE AVIDLY
          WATCHING...

          ...VANITY, SUSAN, AND BRENDA DANCING UP
          A FIERCE STORM.  VANITY FRONTS THE TWO
          GIRLS AND MOVES PANTHER-LIKE IN FRONT OF
          THE MIRRORS...

          SHE'S A DYNAMO, HER FACE DRAWN TIGHTLY,
          HER MOVEMENTS CRISP AND PRECISE.  SHE
          URGES THE GIRLS ON, SUGGESTS AND
          CAJOLES, STRENGTHENING THEIR RESOLVE.
          SWEAT LATHERS THEIR BODIES AND FORMS
          RINGS ON THEIR DANSKINS.  THE ACT IS
          STILL VERY ROUGH, BUT THE POTENTIAL FOR
          SUCCESS CAN BE FELT.

          PRINCE SUDDENLY ENTERS THE HALL.  MORRIS
          SPOTS HIM IMMEDIATELY AND HALTS THE
          MUSIC.  THE GIRLS DANCE ON A MOMENT,
          THEN STOP PERPLEXED.  VANITY CATCHES
          PRINCE'S LOOK, SHAKES HER HEAD IN
          DISBELIEF--

                           PRINCE
               I WANT TO TALK TO YOU.

          SHE'S OUT OF BREATH, WAVES HIM OFF--

                           VANITY
               NOT NOW,  I'M BUSY.

                           PRINCE
               NOW.
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          A TITTER GOES THROUGH THE BAND MEMBERS -
          - VANITY WIPES HER FACE, FIXES HIM WITH
          A GLARE--

                           VANITY
               I SAID I'M BUSY -- WE'LL TALK
               LATER.

                           PRINCE
               UH, UH...

          HE GRABS HER SUDDENLY, PULLS HER TO THE
          DOOR--

                           VANITY
               LEAVE ME ALONE!  I'VE GOT A
               SHOW TO DO!

          SHE PULLS AWAY SAVAGELY--

                           VANITY
               YOU CAN'T JUST COME IN HERE
               AND TAKE ME AWAY!  WE'LL TALK
               LATER!

          MORRIS IS ENRAGED--

                           MORRIS
               MAN -- WHY DON'T YOU JUST DO
               THE WALK?

          PRINCE GLARES AT HIM, CUPS HIS GENITALS-
          -

                           PRINCE
               WHY DON'T YOU KISS THE ONE-
               EYED SNAKE?

          THE BAND LETS OUT A CONDESCENDING GROAN
          -- THE TENSION RISES

                           MORRIS
               JELLYBEAN!

          JELLYBEAN, 6'4", 210 POUNDS, STEPS FROM
          BEHIND THE DRUMS, MOVES UP BEHIND PRINCE-
          -

                          JELLYBEAN
               LET'S GO, JACK.

                           PRINCE
               FUCK YOU!
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          HE LUNGES, GRABS VANITY AGAIN -- SHE
          SHRIEKS--

                           VANITY
               LEAVE ME ALONE, DAMMIT!  GET
               OUT OF HERE!

          JELLYBEAN LURCHES, GRABS PRINCE IN A
          HEAIDLOCK, LIFTS HIM OFF HIS HIS FEET.
          PRINCE KICKS AT HIM WILDLY--

                          JELLYBEAN
               (ENRAGED)
               FUCKER!!

          HE TWISTS PRINCE'S HEAD BACKWARDS,
          SMASHES HIS BODY TO THE GROUND--

                          JELLYBEAN
               STAY STILL, MOTHERFUCKER!!

          BUT PRINCE CONTINUES FIGHTING HIM WITH
          EVERYTHING HE'S GOT!  JELLYBEAN IS
          ASTONISHED--

                          JELLYBEAN
               SHIT!!

          HE TWISTS PRINCE'S NECK SAVAGELY,
          SMASHES! HIS LEGS TO THE FLOOR AGAIN AND
          AGAIN--

                          JELLYBEAN
               STOP!!

          VANITY IS CRYING--

                           VANITY
               JELLYBEAN, PLEASE...

PRINCE DROPS TO HIS HANDS AND KNEES EXHAUSTED.  EVERYBODY IS
FROZEN NOW -- SCARED.  THE GIRLS ARE CRYING, THE INCEDENT
HAS ALREADY GONE TOO FAR...

          JELLYBEAN SETTLES HIS WEIGHT ON PRINCE,
          TWISTS HIS HEAD DOWN PAINFULLY, TRYING
          TO BREAK THE RESISTANCE HE ALONE CAN
          FEEL.  PRINCE REMAINS SILENT, THE ANGER
          COURSING THROUGH HIS BODY IN TREMORS--

          THE GUYS SURROUND THEM, GRABBING
          PRINCE'S ARMS, LEGS, AND FEET.  HE'S
          LIKE A TRAPPED ANIMAL NOW--
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                          JELLYBEAN
               LIFT HIM.

                           VANITY
               (CRYING)
               DON'T HURT HIM ...

          THEY PICK HIM UP, MOVE HIM TOWARD THE
          DOOR.  HE RESISTS THEM SLIGHTLY, HIS
          BODY LURCHING IN FIT AND STARTS.
          SUDDENLY HE BREAKS FREE, FACES THEM WITH
          HIS BACK TO HE DOOR.  BUT THE BAND
          MEMBERS SURROUND HIM, THEIR WILLS
          UNITED, THE OBVIOUSNESS OF THE SITUATION
          APPARENT TO ALL.

          HE SEARCHES FOR VANITY'S EYES, BUT SHE
          CAN'T FACE HIM AND WALKS AWAY.  ANGER
          AGAIN SURGES IN HIS VEINS.  HE CUTS OUT
          THE DOOR, SLAMS IT BEHIND HIM.

         (77) EXT. ACCESS ROAD, TRAIN TRACKS -- DUSK

          PRINCE WHIPS DOWN A DIRT ACCESS ROAD
          LOCKED IN THOUGHT, THE PAIN AND ANGER IN
          HIS EYES APPARENT.  SUDDENLY A TRAIN
          WHISTLE BLASTS JUST BEHIND HIM, SENDING
          A SHOT OF FEAR THROUGH HIS GUTS.

          HE TWISTS BACKWARDS IN AMAZEMENT.  A
          FREIGHT TRAIN ROARS AROUND THE BEND
          BLASTING ITS HORN VIOLENTLY.  PRINCE
          SHUDDERS WITH FRIGHT, LOSES CONTROL OF
          HIS CYCLE FOR AN INSTANT.  HE HITS A
          SERIES OF RUTS THAT ALMOST TOPPLE HIM TO
          THE GROUND.

          HE LOOKS BACK AT THE TRAIN CONFUSED,
          WHEN ANOTHER BLAST SEEMS TO SOCK HIM IN
          THE TEETH.  HE TWISTS WILDLY TO THE SIDE
          OF THE ROAD, KICKING UP DIRT AND DEBRIS,
          LURCHING HIM INTO THE HANDLEBARS
          VIOLENTLY.

          THE TRAIN ROARS ABREAST OF HIM!  PRINCE
          SNAPS AN ANGRY LOOK AT THE ENGINEER.
          THE GUY COOLLY GIVES HIM THE FINGER AND
          BLASTS THE HORN VIOLENTLY.

          PRINCE BECOMES ENRAGED!  HE SNAPS A LOOK
          TO THE SPEEDOMETER: 65 MPH.  HE SNAPS A
          LOOK TO THE ENGINEER -- THE GUY SENDS
          HIM ANOTHER OBSCENE GESTURE AND BLASTS
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          HIS HORN.

          PRINCE GRITS HIS TEETH, TWISTS THE
          THROTTLE FULL.  HE LURCHES FORWARD IN AN
          INSTANT, BLAZING IN FRONT OF THE TRAIN,
          THE ENGINEER BLASTS THE HORN
          MERCILESSLY, AND THROWS ON THE COALS.
          THEY BLAST DOWN THE STRETCH NECK TO
          NECK, TWIST ROUND A WIDE BEND.

          PRINCE EDGES IN FRONT!  THE ENGINEER
          BLASTS THE HORN AND MOVES UP.  PRINCE
          SNAPS A LOOK TO HIM -- THE GUY MOUTHS
          THE WORDS:  FUCK YOU!

          PRINCE WANTS TO SCREAM!  HE TWISTS THE
          THROTTLE, SNAPS A LOOK TO THE
          SPEEDOMETER:  75 MPH.  HE RIPS PAST RUTS
          AND GULLIES LIKE A MADMAN.  THE TRAIN
          MOVES UP.  THEY BLAST AROUND ANOTHER
          BEND NECK TO NECK

          SUDDENLY PRINCE'S EYES WIDEN WITH
          HORROR.  A CAR IS PARKED ACROSS THE
          ACCESS ROAD, WAITING TO CROSS THE TRACK.
          HE SHOOTS A LOOK TO THE ENGINEER -- THE
          GUY IS LAUGHING HYSTERICALLY NOW,
          BLASTING HIS HORN WILDLY, MOUTHING THE
          WORDS:  BYE BYE!

          PRINCE SCREAMS LIKE  A MADMAN!  HE
          TWISTS HIS  THROTTLE FULL!  HE BLAZES
          AHEAD OF THE TRAIN, BLASTS! UP THE
          EMBANKMENT, SAILS THROUGH THE AIR...

          ...A BRICK WALL CUTS THE ACCESS ROAD IN
          TWO!

          HE SCREAMS IN BLOODY TERROR!  HE HITS
          THE ROAD AND FISHTAILS WILDLY, LOCKING
          HIS BRAKES.  THE WALL COMES AT HIM LIKE
          A LOCOMOTIVE.  HE'S GOING TO HIT IT,
          KNOWS IT AND...

          HE TWISTS HIS THROTTLE VIOLENTLY BLASTS!
          DIRECTLY INTO THE PATH OF THE TRAIN!

          THE ENGINEER LOOKS ON IN HORROR!  PRINCE
          THROWS HIS WEIGHT FORWARD AND...

          ...THE TRAIN ROARS PAST HIM AS HE
          FISHTAILS WILDLY TO A STOP.

          THE ENGINEER SAILS OFF INTO THE DUSK,
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          HIS MOUTH AGAPE.  PRINCE SITS THERE
          BREATHING FIERCELY, THE ADRENALINE
          SHRIEKING THOUGH HIS VEINS, WATCHING
          THE TRAIN DISAPPEAR INTO THE DISTANCE.

     (78) EXT. STREETS AND ALLEY -- DOWNTOWN -- TWILIGHT

SHOPPERS FLOOD THE SIDEWALKS, RUSHING FOR THE BUSES THAT
TAKE THEM HOME.  TRAFFIC CLOGS  AT THE 77 INTERSECTIONS
WHILE PEDESTRIANS WALK AGAINST THE LIGHTS.  PRINCE RIDES
DOWN THE STREETS, HUGGING THE RIGHT SHOULDER, IMPATIENT WITH
THE DELAYS.  HE BLASTS DOWN A SIDE STREET, SEES FLASHING
LIGHTS UP AHEAD.  GAWKERS ARE ALREADY CROWDING AROUND.

          HE MOVES THROUGH THE TRAFFIC SLOWLY,
          GLIDES PAST A POLICE CAR, AND A SMALL
          CROWD.  A CAR HAS RUN ONTO THE SIDEWALK,
          KNOCKING DOWN THE MARQUEE TO A RUNDOWN,
          NEIGHBORHOOD BAR.

          SOMETHING CATCHES HIS EYE -- HE STOPS
          SUDDENLY.  HIS MOTHER STANDS AGAINST THE
          WALL, IDLY WATCHING THE GOINGS ON.  HE
          JUMPS OFF HIS BIKE HURRIEDLY, WALKS UP
          BEHIND HER, TAPS HER ON THE SHOULDER--

                           PRINCE
               MA...?

          SHE TURNS, HE GASPS OUT LOUD.  HER LEFT
          EYE IS SWOLLEN SHUT--

                           MOTHER
               (DRUNKENLY)
               HI, YA, BABY...

          HER DRUNKEN BREATH WASHES OVER HIM --
          HIS HEAD SPINS--

                           PRINCE
               MA...WHAT HAPPENED?

          SHE RUBS UP AGAINST HIM--

                           MOTHER
               CAN YOU GIVE ME SOME MONEY?
               C'MON, JUST SOME MONEY...

          SHE GROPES FOR HIM DRUNKENLY -- HE
          SUDDENLY REALIZES SHE DOESN'T KNOW WHO
          HE IS--

                           MOTHER
               HERE...HERE...
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          SHE TUGS AT HER WEDDING RING--

                           MOTHER
               GIVE ME SOMETHING FOR
               THIS...JUST A LITTLE.  IT'LL
               BE OKAY...

                           PRINCE
               C'MON...I'LL TAKE YOU HOME.

          JUST THEN A COP MOVES THROUGH THE CROWD-
          -

                             COP
               OKAY, C'MON NOW -- BREAK IT
               UP.  LET'S GO..

          THE CROWD MOVES OUT.  POLICE RADIOS
          CACKLE.  THREE WOMEN STAGGER OVER, ONE
          OF THEM GRABBING HIS MOTHER--

                            WOMAN
               C'MON, HONEY -- WE'RE GOIN'
               IN...

          SHE FIXES PRINCE WITH A GLARE--

                            WOMAN
               YOU'RE A LITTLE YOUNG AREN'T
               YOU?  GET OUT OF HERE.  LEAVE
               HER ALONE.

               (79) EXT. PRINCES HOME -- NIGHT

          PRINCE BLASTS DOWN THE STREET, SWEEPS
          INTO HIS DRIVE, AND JUMPS OFF HIS BIKE,
          PRACTICALLY SMASHING IT INTO THE GATE.
          HIS EYES ARE BURNING WITH ANGER.  HE
          FLIES UP THE STEPS THREE AT A TIME, CUTS
          ACROSS THE PORCH, BURSTS THROUCH THE
          FRONT DOOR AND--

              (80) INT. PRINCE'S POME -- NIGHT

          -- STALKS THROUGH THE LIVING ROOM, EYES
          BLAZING--

                           PRINCE
               WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU?

          HE SPINS LIKE A TOP, STREAKS DOWN THE
          HALLWAY, THROWS OPEN SEVERAL DOORS
          VIOLENTLY--
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                           PRINCE
               WHERE ARE YOU?

          HE CUTS INTO THE KITCHEN RAGING--

                           PRINCE
               ANSWER ME YOU FUCKER!!

          HE TWISTS AROUND FRUSTRATED; EXHAUSTION,
          ANGER, AND PAIN COMPETING FOR THE SAME
          SPACE.  SUDDENLY HE STOPS, LISTENS
          INTENTLY A MOMENT.  WE HEAR IT NOW -- A
          PIANO.  SOMEONE'S PLAYING A PIANO.
          PRINCE THROWS A LOOK AT THE BASEMENT
          DOOR -- IT'S AJAR.

         (81) INT. BASEMENT, PRINCE'S HOUSE -- NIGHT

          A NAKED LIGHT BULB SNAPS ON.  PRINCE
          HESITATES A MOMENT, DESCENDS THE STEPS,
          PAUSES AT THE DOOR.  THE MUSIC WAFTS
          DELICATELY IN THE NIGHT BREEZE.  HE
          MOVES DOWN THE HALLLWAY UNCERTAINLY, BUT
          STEADILY, THE MUSIC GROWING, DRAWING HIM
          IN.

          HE STOPS, PEERS INTO THE ANTECHAMBER.
          HIS FATHER IS AT THE PIANO, HIS BACK TO
          HIM.  HE'S PERCHED ON THE BROKEN STOOL,
          PLAYING WITH ALL HE'S GOT.

          PRINCE MOVES SLOWLY INTO THE ROOM, HIS
          KNEES WEAKENING, HIS ANGER FLOWING FROM
          HIM WITH EVERY STEP HE TAKES.  SEEING
          HIS FATHER THIS WAY, HE DOESN'T KNOW IF
          HE SHOULD LAUGH OR CRY.  HE SITS DOWN
          SILENTLY BEHIND HIM, LISTENS AS HIS
          FATHER PLAYS.

          THE SONG ENDS.  HIS FATHER SITS A
          MOMENT, STRETCHING HIS HANDS IDLY ALONG
          THE KEYS.  FEELING A PRESENCE IN THE
          ROOM, HE SPINS AROUND AND JUMPS SLIGHTLY
          AT SEEING HIS SON.  HE FIXES HIM WITH A
          THREATENING LOOK, THEN SHRUGS, HUNCHES
          OVER THE KEYS--

                           PRINCE
               IS THAT YOURS?

                           FATHER
               'COURSE IT'S MINE.  WHO ELSE'S
               IS IT GOIN' TO BE?  GOT ALL
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               KINDS OF THEM.  THEY'RE
               DIFFERENT TOO.

                           PRINCE
               I'D LIKE TO SEE THEM.  YOU GOT
               THEM WRITTEN DOWN SOMEWHERE?

                           FATHER
               NO, MAN -- I DON'T WRITE THEM
               DOWN -- DON'T NEED TO.  THAT'S
               THE BIG DIFFERENCE BETWEEN YOU
               AND ME.

                           PRINCE
               THOUGHT YOU WEREN'T GOING TO
               PLAY NO MORE.

          HIS FATHER LOOKS AT HIM SULLENLY, THEN
          LOOKS DOWN, STARES AT THE KEYS.
          PRINCE'S EYES WELL WITH TEARS--

                           PRINCE
               I SAW MOM UP THE STREET.  SHE
               LOOKED PRETTY BAD.  ANY IDEA
               HOW SHE GOT THAT WAY?

          HIS FATHER BITES HIS HIS LIP, RUBS A
          HAND OVER HIS FACE, STARES AT THE KEYS.
          HIS VOICE COMES WITH DIFFICULTY--

                           PRINCE
               YEAH...
               (A BEAT)
               I GOT A GIRLFRIEND.

                            FATHER
               YOU GONNA GET MARRIED?

                           PRINCE
               (LONG PAUSE)
               I DON'T KNOW.

          HIS FATHER SHARES A HURTFUL LOOK WITH
          HIM, THEN STARES DARKLY AT THE FLOOR
          BELOW--

                           FATHER
               NEVER GET MARRIED.

                   (82) INT. CLUB -- NIGHT

          THE CLUB IS THROBBING.  PRINCE IS
          ONSTAGE, STRIPPED TO THE WAIST, SWEAT
          SEEPING FROM HIS PORES IN TORRENTS.
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          HE'S DEEP INTO THE PIT OF "COMPUTER
          BLUE, " LOCKED INTO A PROVOCATIVE,
          OBSCENE GRAPHIC WITH WENDY. SHE'S ON HER
          KNEES IN FRONT OF HIM, HIS CROTCH MOVING
          DIRECTLY IN FRONT OF HER LIPS.  SHE'S
          MADE UP FIERCELY, LOOKS LIKE PRINCE
          HIMSELF.  THE TOTAL EFFECT IS UNNERVING
          -- PRINCE IS GOING DOWN ON HIMSELF.

          BILLY SPARKS STANDS BY THE BAR PRETTY
          UPSET.  JILL STANDS SLACK-JAWED.  THE
          KIDS HAVE STOPPED DANCING, DRINKING --
          THEY STARING AT THE DISPLAY,.SHAKING
          THEIR HEADS CONFUSED...

          THE BEAT IS SAVAGE.  PRINCE IS IN HIS
          OWN WORLD, LIVING HIS OWN PRIVATE HELL.
          SUDDENLY THE MUSIC CRESCENDOS, THEN
          WINDS DOWN LIKE A ROLLER COASTER
          SWEEPING EVERYONE ALONG.  THE BEAT
          CHANGES RADICALLY.  HE TURNS HIS BACK TO
          THE AUDIENCE AND PLAYS ...

          ...AND WE SUDDENLY RECOGNIZE THE MUSIC
          AS HIS FATHER'S -- THE SONG HE PLAYED ON
          THE PIANO THE NIGHT BEFORE. BUT IT'S
          PRINCE'S NOW, STAMPED WITH HIS OWN
          SIGNATURE.  HE'S BENT AT THE WAIST, HIS
          BACK TO THE AUDIENCE, ALONE WITH HIS
          FATHER'S, AND HIS, PAIN.

          THE CROWD FIDGETS...BILLY SPARKS FASTENS
          HIS EYES ON PRINCE ANGRILY.

 (83) EXT. CLUB/INT. MORRIS' CAR (1ST AVE. ST. BAR) -- NIGHT

          KIDS ARE HANGING OUT IN FRONT OF THE
          CLUB.  THE USUAL QUEUE, HOWEVER, IS
          NOTICEABLY ABSENT.

          THE YELLOW CADDY SWEEPS UP.  JEROME IS
          AT THE WHEEL, MORRIS AND VANITY SIT IN
          THE BACK.  MORRIS IS DRESSED ELEGANTLY,
          RESPLENDENT IN A 5O'S-STYLE SUIT.  SHE'S
          BEAUTIFUL IN A SLEEK BLACK DRESS, WITH
          LONG BLACK GLOVES, AND HEELS--

                           VANITY
               WHAT ARE WE DOING HERE,
               MORRIS?

                           MORRIS
               WHAT DO YOU MEAN?
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                           VANITY
               I DON'T WANT TO BE HERE.  I
               DON'T WANT TO HURT ANYBODY.

                           MORRIS
               IT'S NOT ABOUT HURTING
               ANYBODY.  THIS IS BUSINESS.
               WE CAN USE THE EXPOSURE.

          JUST THEN BRENDA AND SUSAN COME UP TO
          THE CAR EXCITEDLY.  BRENDA IS DRESSED IN
          A 40'S-STYLE DRESS, SUSAN WEARS A FORM-
          FITTING LEOPARD ONE.  THEY BOTH LOOK
          GORGEOUS--

                           BRENDA
               HI -- YOU COMING IN?

          THEIR EXCITEMENT AND NERVOUSNESS IS
          ENDEARING.  VANITY'S HEART GOES OUT TO
          THEM.  SHE FORCES A SMILE, CLIMBS OUT
          UNAIDED--

                           VANITY
               YOUR HORNS ARE SHOWING,
               MORRIS.

                           MORRIS
               YEAH...BUT THEY'RE HOLDING UP
               MY HALO.

                   (84) INT. CLUB -- NIGHT

          PRINCE IS ON-STAGE, DEEP INTO THE
          CLOSING MOMENTS OF "COMPUTER BLUE."  HE
          PACES BACK AND FORTH FRANTICALLY, STILL
          LOCKED IN HIS OWN PRIVATE HELL.  THE
          CROWD'S ATTENTION HAS WANDERED, HOWEVER,
          AND VERY FEW REMAIN ON THE DANCE FLOOR,
          FINDING IT TOO MUCH TROUBLE TO KEEP UP
          WITH THE CHANGING SHIFTS IN THE MUSIC.
          EVEN HIS BAND MEMBERS ARE EDGY, CASTING
          QUICK LOOKS TO EACH OTHER, WISHING TO
          GET ON WITH MORE COMPELLING AUDIENCE-
          PLEASING SOUNDS.

          BAR AREA
          AS BILLY SPARKS SHAKES HANDS WITH MORRIS
          AND JEROME AND IS INTRODUCED TO VANITY
          SIX FOR THE FIRST TIME.  WE CAN TELL BY
          HIS REACTION THAT HE LIKES WHAT HE SEES.
          HE KISSES BRENDA AND SUSAN, SAVES A
          SPECIAL SQUEEZE FOR VANITY HERSELF.  HE
          ESCORTS THE WHOLE GROUP TO A TABLE
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          ACROSS THE FLOOR.  VANITY BRINGS UP THE
          REAR, CASTS A QUICK LOOK TO PRINCE
          ONSTAGE.

          PRINCE
          FASTENS ON HER AND BRINGS "COMPUTER
          BLUE" TO A ROUSING END.  THE CROWD
          APPLAUDS, BUT IT'S MORE OUT OF RESPECT
          THAN EAGERNESS.  HE DOESN'T SEEM TO
          NOTICE THOUGH, OR CARE.  HE CONFERS
          QUICKLY WITH HIS GROUP., THEN MOVES
          CENTER-STAGE.  THE BAND MEMBERS TRADE
          FRUSTRATED LOOKS WITH EACH OTHER -- IT'S
          OBVIOUS THAT THEY HAVE SOME TROUBLE WITH
          THE NEXT SONG...

          PRINCE PRESSES HIS LIPS TO THE MIKE, AND
          THE MUSIC STARTS.  HE BEGINS SINGING
          "DARLING NICKY"--

                           PRINCE
               I KNEW A GIRL NAMED NICKY,
               I GUESS YOU CAN SAY SHE WAS A
               SEX FIEND.
               I MET HER IN A HOTEL LOBBY
               MASTURBATING IN MAGAZINES.
               SHE SAID, HOW'D YOU LIKE TO
               WASTE SOME TIME,
               AND I COULD NOT RESIST
               WHEN I SAW LITTLE NICKY GRIND.

          BILLY SPARKS
          SHOOTS A FIERCE LOOK TO PRINCE, HELPS
          MORRIS, JEROME AND THE GIRLS TO THEIR
          TABLE.  VANITY IS WATCHING PRINCE, A
          PUZZLED LOOK ON HER FACE--

                           MORRIS
               HEE, HEE...LITTLE EMPTY
               TONIGHT, HUH, BILLY.  BUT I
               GUESS MONEY ISN'T EVERYTHING.

          JEROME BUSTS UP--

                           JEROME
               OH NO... THAT'S COLD...

          BUT BILLY AGREES--

                            BILLY
               THE DUKE OF DICK IS IN RARE
               FORM TONIGHT.

          THEY ALL LOOK TOWARD THE STAGE--
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          PRINCE
          IS FASTENED ON VANITY AND IT'S APPARENT
          TO ALL.  HE LAUNCHES INTO THE NEXT VERSE-
          -

                           PRINCE
               SHE TOOK ME TO HER CASTLE
               AND I COULD NOT BELIEVE MY
               EYES.
               SHE HAD SO MANY DEVICES
               EVERYTHING THAT MONEY COULD
               BUY.
               SHE SAID,
               SIGN YOUR NAME ON THE DOTTED
               LINE,
               THE LIGHTS WENT OUT,
               AND NICKY STARTED TO GRIND.

          VANITY
          FLUSHES WITH EMBARRASSMENT.  BILLY AND
          MORRIS NOTICE THIS AND GLARE AT PRINCE.

          PRINCE
          LOOKS DEAD-CENTER AT THEM, AND THEN TO
          VANILY--

                           PRINCE
               I WOKE UP THE NEXT MORNING.
               NICKY WASN'T THERE.
               I LOOKED ALL OV'R ALL I FOUND
               WAS A PHONE NUMBER ON THE
               STAIRS.
               IT SAID THANK YOU FOR A FUNKY
               TIME,
               CALL ME UP WHEN EV'R YOU WANT
               TO GRIND.

          VANITY
          STANDS SUDDENLY, FIGHTING BACK TEARS.
          SHE BACKS FROM THE TABLE QUICKLY, KNOCKS
          THE CHAIR OVER.  MORRIS TRIES TO HELP
          HER, BUT SHE SWEEPS PAST HIM, HURRYING
          FOR THE EXIT.

           (85) INT. STAIRWAY/EXT. STREET -- NIGHT

          AS SHE COMES DOWN THE STAIRS STUMBLING
          SLIGHTLY, TEARS STREAMING DOWN HER FACE.
          CHICK SEES HER, REACHED OUT TO HELP--

                            CHICK
               HEY ...

92.



          BUT SHE PULLS AWAY, RUNS OUT THE DOOR,
          CUTS ACROSS THE STREET.

                   (86) INT. CLUB -- NIGHT

          PRINCE
          BRINGS THE SONG TO A BLISTERING END.
          THE STAGE IS PLUNGED INTO DARKNESS.  HE
          STRIPS OFF HIS GUITAR, CUTS FROM THE
          STAGE, IGNORING THE GRAVE LOOKS FROM HIS
          BAND MEMBERS.

                 (87) INT. HALLWAY -- NIGHT

          AS PRINCE TWISTS AGGRESSIVELY PAST A
          HANDFUL OF FANS, RUDELY DISREGARDING
          THEIR ATTENTION.  HE CUTS INTO THE
          DRESSING ROOM.

              (88) INT. DRESSING ROON -- NIGHT

          HE'S AGITATED, PACES BACK AND FORTH IN A
          FRENZY.  SUDDENLY THE DOOR FLIES OPEN.
          BILLY SPARKS ENTERS ANGRILY--

                            BILLY
               WHAT THE FUCK'S WRONG WITH
               YOU, PRINCE?!

                           PRINCE
               I DON'T HAVE TIME FOR YOUR
               BULLSHIT, BILLY.  WHAT DO YOU
               WANT?

                            BILLY
               MY STAGE IS NO PLACE FOR YOUR
               PERSONAL SHIT!

                           PRINCE
               THAT'S LIFE, MAN.

                            BILLY
               LIFE MY ASS, MOTHERFUCKER!
               THIS IS A BUSINESS, AND YOU'RE
               NOT TOO FAR GONE TO SEE THAT.
               (A BEAT)
               I'VE TOLD YOU THIS BEFORE.
               YOU'RE NOT PULLING THEM IN
               LIKE YOU USED TO.  THE ONLY
               PERSON WHO GIVES A FUCK ABOUT
               YOUR MUSIC IS YOURSELF.

                           PRINCE
               FUCK OFF!
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          BUT BILLY CAN'T HELP LAUGHING--

                            BILLY
               JUST LIKE YOUR OLD MAN...

          PRINCE SHOOTS HIM A THREATENING LOOK--

                            BILLY
               YEAH -- YOU GOT IT.  TELL ME
               I'M WRONG.
               (A BEAT)
               YOU'RE NOT BLIND.  LOOK AROUND
               YOU.  NO ONE'S DIGGING YOU.

          PRINCE TURNS AWAY--

                            BILLY
               LOOK AT YOUR BAND.  ARE THEY
               IN HERE RIGHT NOW?  THEY'RE
               OUT THERE 'CAUSE THEY CAN'T
               STAND BEING IN THE SAME ROOM
               WITH YOU.
               (A BEAT)
               WHAT A FUCKING WASTE...LIKE
               FATHER, LIKE SON--

                           PRINCE
               LAY OFF THAT!

          BILLY TURNS TO GO--

                            BILLY
               TAKE YOUR HEAD OUT OF YOUR
               ASS, PRINCE, CHECK IT OUT --
               UNLESS YOU LIKE THE VIEW UP
               THERE.  YOUR MUSIC DOESN'T
               MAKE SENSE TO ANYONE BUT
               YOURSELF.

          HE CLOSES THE DOOR BEHIND HIM.  PRINCE
          STANDS DULLY A MOMENT, THEN SITS HEAVILY
          IN A CHAIR.  EXHAUSTION SUDDENLY
          OVERWHELMS HIM.  HE RESTS HIS HEAD IN
          HIS HANDS, MOMENTS TICK BY...

          HE SHAKES HIMSELF AWAKE -- MORRIS AND
          JEROME STAND BY THE DOOR--

                           JEROME
               THAT WAS FUCKED UP WHAT YOU
               DID MAN.  MORRIS DOESN'T LIKE
               IT. AND BEING A PART OF THIS -
               - I DON'T LIKE IT EITHER.
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                           PRINCE
               I DON'T CARE.

                           MORRIS
               HEE, HEE...HUH, IT'S OBVIOUS
               YOU DON'T HAVE WHAT IT TAKES
               TO BE ON TOP.

          HE PULLS AN ENVELOPE FROM HIS POCKET--

                           MORRIS
               BUT TO SHOW YOU THAT I'M
               SYMPATHETIC TO YOUR PROBLEMS -
               - HERE'S A PASS TO OUR SHOW
               TOMORROW NIGHT.  ENJOY IT.

          THEY LEAVE.  THEN MORRIS STICKS HIS HEAD
          INTO THE DOORWAY--

                           MORRIS
               DON'T FORGET TO BRING A
               GIRLFRIEND.  WHAWHAK!

                (89) EXT. THE TASTE -- NIGHT

          COMMOTION.  CARS ARE THICK IN FRONT OF
          THE TASTE, A SMALL NIGHTCLUB LOCATED IN
          THE POORER PART OF THE CITY.  BECAUSE OF
          ITS LOCATION, THE TASTE BOOKS DIFFERENT
          DANCE BANDS FOUR NIGHTS A WEEK AND THEN
          HOSTS A VARIETY NIGHT THE REMAINING TWO.
          ASPIRING COMEDIANS, DANCERS AND JUGGLERS
          FLOCK TO VARIETY NIGHT, DESIROUS OF
          TRYING THEIR MATERIAL IN FRONT OF A LIVE
          AUDIENCE -- AND HOPING TO CATCH THE
          DISCERING EYE OF A TALENT SCOUT ON THE
          PROWL.

          BILLY SPARKS PULLS UP TO THE CURB, GETS
          OUT WITH A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN AND CUTS
          INSIDE.

           (90) INT. BACKSTAGE, THE TASTE -- NIGHT
          JEROME STANDS BACKSTAGE FIDGETING
          NERVOUSLY, STARING APPRECIATIVELY AT THE
          CLOSED DRESSING ROOM DOOR.  VARIOUS
          PEOPLE IN COSTUMES PASS BY SPORADICALLY.
          SUDDENLY A BURST OF APPLAUSE AND
          LAUGHTER WAFTS INTO THE HALLWAY.  JEROME
          WALKS TO THE CURTAIN AND PEERS OUT--

                (91) INT. THE TASTE -- NIGHT
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          JEROME'S POV--
          BILLY SPARKS AND HIS GIRLFRIEND BEING
          SEATED AT A FRONT TABLE.  A COMEDIAN IS
          ON STAGE JUGGLING KNIVES AND HATCHETS.
          THE CROWD IS ROARING THEIR APPROVAL.

          (92) INT. BACKSTAGE -- THE TASTE -- NIGHT

          JUST THEN A CLOWN PASSES JEROME, STOPS,
          AND HANDS HIM A FLOWER.  JEROME TRIES TO
          SMILE, BUT HIS NERVOUSNESS IS SIMPLY TOO
          STRONG.  THE CLOWN HANDS HIM ANOTHER
          FLOWER, TRYING TO ELICIT A FAVORABLE
          RESPONSE.  JEROME IS PATIENT, BUT
          ATTEMPTS TO IGNORE THE CLOWN IN A POLITE
          WAY, INDICATING HE'D RATHER BE ALONE.
          THE CLOWN PERSISTS, HOWEVER, GOING
          THROUGH A LITTLE ROUTINE, HANDING HIM
          FLOWER AFTER FLOWER...

          SUDDENLY JEROME THROWS THEM INTO THE
          AIR, GRABS THE CLOWN BY THE THROAT AND
          FLINGS HIM HEADLONG DOWN THE HALLWAY.
          THE CLOWN GIVES JEROME THE FINGER AND
          WALKS OFF IN A HUFF.

          MORRIS
          CUTS FROM THE DRESSING ROOM, CLOSES THE
          DOOR BEHIND HIM.  HE JOINS JEROME AT THE
          CURTAIN, AND THEY MOVE DOWN THE BACK
          STAIRWAY TO THE CLUB--

                           MORRIS
               (NERVOUSLY)
               I GUESS THIS IS IT.

                           JEROME
               I GUESS SO, M.D.

                           MORRIS
               I THINK I'M GOING TO BE SICK.
               WHY DOES THIS HAVE TO BE
               HAPPENING TO ME?  HAS IT
               CROSSED YOUR MIND THAT WE'RE
               ABOUT TO MAKE THE BIGGEST
               MISTAKE WE'VE EVER MADE?

                           JEROME
               I DON'T THINK IT'S ALL THAT
               BAD.

                           MORRIS
               THAT'S WHY I DO ALL THE
               THINKING.
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                (93) INT. THE TASTE -- NIGHT

AS BILLY SPARKS SPOTS MORRIS, WAVES.  MORRIS MANAGES A WEAK
SMILE, OFFERS A HALF-HEARTED WAVE BACK.  JUST THEN WE HEAR A
FIRCE DRUM BEAT, AND--

                         TASTE M.C.
               LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, PLEASE
               WELCOME VANITY SIX.

          RESPECTFUL APPLAUSE--

                           MORRIS
               OH, GOD--

          HE SITS QUICKLY, FOLLOWED BY JEROME --
          THEY BOTH PUT ON SUNGLASSES.

          A HUSH DESCENDS OVER THE CROWD.  THE
          CURTAIN RISES SLOWLY...AND BRENDA, SUSAN
          AND VANITY ARE FROZEN IN A PROVOCATIVE,
          VAMPY STANCE.  THEIR EFFECT ON THE
          AUDIENCE IS GALVANIZING --   THE CROWD
          BURSTS INTO APPLAUSE AND WHISTLES--

                           MORRIS
               (SURPRISED)
               WHAT??

          WEARING SEXY LINGERIE AND MOVING
          SEDUCTIVELY TO THE BEAT, THE GIRLS
          LAUNCH INTO "SEX SHOOTER" WITH COMPLETE
          ABANDON.  THE MUSIC IS SLICK AND FIERCE,
          THE GIRLS SEXY AND SURE.  WEARING BLACK
          BIKINI PANTIES, BLACK TAILS AND BOOTS,
          VANITY DANCES CENTER-STAGE AND BEGINS
          SINGING.  SHE'S MESMERIZING, HER LOOK SO
          ALLURING, SO PROFOUND THAT THE AUDIENCE
          SITS SLACK-JAWED IN AMAZEMENT.  THE
          SPOTLIGHT IS HERS AND SHE SOAKS IT IN,
          RADIATING A SEXINESS THAT HAS THE
          AUDIENCE AT HER FEET.  THE ENTIRE
          CONCEPT -- DRESS, DANCE, MUSIC AND
          STAGING -- IS OVERWHELMING, WITH JUST
          THE RIGHT DEGREE OF PLAYFULNESS TO ALLOW
          THE CROWD EASY PASSAGE INTO THE FANTASY
          WORLD THE GIRLS CREATE.  BRENDA AND
          SUSAN PLAY OFF HER WONDERFULLY, SHARING
          SECRET LOOKS WITH THE CROWD, BALANCING
          THE WICKEDNESS OF THE ACT WITH AN
          INNOCENCE THAT IS ENTICING.  THEY'RE
          WORKING STRONGLY AS A UNIT NOW, THE
          AUDIENCE ROARING THEIR APPROVAL...
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          MORRIS
          AND JEROME ARE BESIDE THEMSELVES WITH
          HAPPINESS.  THE PULL OFF THEIR SHADES
          IMMEDIATELY, SIT BACK AND GLOW IN THE
          AUDIENCE'S RESPONSE.

          PRINCE
          STANDS IN THE BACK, HIS EYES GLUED TO
          VANITY.  HER STRENGTH AND SURENESS IN
          FRONT OF THE CROWD IS BREATHTAKING.  THE
          AUDIENCE LOVES HER AND HE SUDDENLY FEELS
          VERY ALONE -- AS IF ANOTHER WALL HAS
          GONE UP BETWEEN THEM.  HE LOOKS AWAY A
          MOMENT AND SPOTS...

          ...MORRIS LOOKING AT HIM WITH A SELF-
          SATISFIED, TRIUMPHANT GRIN ON HIS FACE.
          PRINCE LOOKS AWAY, MOVES OUT OF HIS
          EYESIGHT.

          "SEX SHOOTER" COMES TO AN END.  THE
          STAGE IS PLUNGED INTO DARKNESS.  THE
          CROWD GOES WILD, LEAPS TO THEIR FEET,
          BEGGING FOR MORE.  THE GIRLS, SLIGHLY
          OVER-WHELMED BY THE RESPONSE AND
          FLUSHING DEEP RED, HOLD ONE
          ANOTHER.TIGHTLY AND TAKE REPEATED BOWS.

          PRINCE
          WATCHES THE GIRLS BOWING TO THUNDEROUS
          APPLAUSE.  SUDDENLY VANITY LOOKS AT HIM
          AND TOUCHES THE EARRING SHE'S WEARING --
          IT'S HIS MOTHER'S.  HIS KNEES WEAKEN
          INSTANTLY, AND HE LOCKS EYES WITH HER.
          THE HEAT BETWEEN THEM IS UNMISTAKABLE.
          SHE SMILES VIVIDLY, GIVES HIM AN
          ENDEARING WAVE AND STEPS BACK AS THE
          CURTAIN CLOSES.

          HE'S MOVING THROUGH THE CROWD BEFORE HE
          KNOWS IT, TRYING TO GET TO THE BACKSTAGE
          DOOR.  THE CROWD IS THICK, HIS PATH
          MOMENTARILY BLOCKED.  HE SPOTS BILLY
          SPARKS CUTTING ACROSS THE FLOOR AND
          CONGRATULATING MORRIS AND JEROME.
          PRINCE TURNS FROM THEM, TRIES ONCE AGAIN
          TO MAKE HIS WAY THROUGH THE CROWD.

 (94) INT. DRESSING ROOM, AND HALLWAY -- THE TASTE -- NIGHT

          VANITY
          AND THE GIRLS RUSH INTO THE DRESSING
          ROOM AND JUMP UP AND DOWN WITH
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          EXCITEMENT.  THEY ARE BESIDE THEMSELVES
          WITH HAPPINESS, KISSING AND HUGGING ONE
          ANOTHER AVIDLY.  SUDDENLY VANITY PULLS
          AWAY, INDICATES SHE WILL BE BACK AND
          CUTS OUT THE ROOM.

          HALLWAY
          AS SHE RUNS DOWN THE HALLWAY TO THE
          BACKSTAGE AREA, PEERS FROM BEHIND THE
          CURTAIN, SCANNING THE CLUB EARNESTLY.

      (95) IN'T. -- THE TASTE -- NEAR CURTAIN -- NIGHT

          AS PRINCE WAITS IMPATIENTLY IN THE LONG
          LINE.  BILLY SPARKS COMES BY, SPOTS HIM
          AND STOPS--

                            BILLY
               MORRIS IS SQUEEZING YOU,
               KIDDO.  YOU BETTER KICK ASS
               TOMORROW NIGHT OR ELSE.

          HE CUTS OUTSIDE, DISAPPEARS INTO THE
          CROWD.  PRINCE STANDS THERE STEAMING,
          THE WIND KNOCKED OUT OF HIM, HIS JOY A
          MEMORY.  HE TURNS BACK TO THE LINE, BUT
          IT HAS GROWN, THE CROWD NOW JAMMED UP
          AGAINST THE DOOR.  FRUSTRATED, HE CUTS
          OUTSIDE.

          BACKSTAGE
          AS VANITY WATCHES PRINCE LEAVE.  A
          PROFOUND SADNESS SWEEPS HER FACE.
          SUDDENLY SUSAN IS BY HER SIDE, HUGGING
          AND KISSING HER HAPPILY.  BRENDA RUNS
          UP, POURING CHAMPAGNE.  MORRIS, JEROME
          AND THE TIME ARE AT THE END OF THE
          HALLWAY AND BECKON HER EXCITEDLY INTO
          THE ROOM.  VANITY FORCES A SMILE, GOES
          DOWN THE HALLWAY, CASTING ANOTHER LOOK
          AT THE EXIT DOOR.

          (96) EXT. BACK ALLEY, THE TASTE -- NIGHT

          MORRIS AND VANITY STAGGER DOWN THE ALLEY
          OBVIOUSLY VERY DRUNK.  MORRIS PULLS FROM
          A FLASK.  VANITY IS STILL IN HER
          LINGERIE, WEARS AN OPEN COAT OVER IT.
          HER SPEECH IS SLURRED--

                           VANITY
               DID YOU HEAR THESE PEOPLE
               APPLAUDING?  THEY LOVED US --
               THEY WANTED TO RIP US APART,
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               AND THIS IS JUST OUR FIRST
               NIGHT.  I CAN SEE IT NOW,
               WE'RE ALL GOING TO BE BIG
               STARS.  I CAN FEEL IT.

                           MORRIS
               (SINGING)
               AIN'T NOBODY BAD LIKE ME.

          SHE KISSES HIM SPONTANEOUSLY ON THE
          CHEEK--

                           VANITY
               MORRIS, YOU'RE A GENIUS.

                           MORRIS
               YE-ES...

          HE FIXES HER WITH A SEXY LOOK, TAKES A
          HEALTHY LOOK FROM HIS FLASK, THEN GIVES
          IT TOO HER.  VANITY THROWS HER HEAD
          BACK, DRINKS FULLY, THE LIQUOR COURSING
          OVER HER CHEEKS.  HE DEVOURS HER WITH
          HIS EYES, OPENS THE DOOR TO THE CADDY--

                           MORRIS
               LET'S GO, BEBE.

          SHE STOPS AS IF REMEMBERING SOMETHING--

                           VANITY
               HUH, WHERE'S JEROME?

                           MORRIS
               IN HIS SKIN...HEE, HEE...

          HE'S TRYING TO NUDGE HER INTO THE CADDY-
          -

                           VANITY
               IS HE COMING?

                           MORRIS
               I GAVE HIM THE NIGHT OFF.

                           VANITY
               WHY?

          HE STAGGERS BACK FROM THE CAR, UNDULATES
          HIS HIPS WANTONLY--

                           MORRIS
               WHAWHAK!
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          SHE BUSTS UP.  JUST THEN A MOTORCYCLE
          CAN BE HEARD OFF SCREEN.  THEY LOOK
          AROUND DRUNKENLY, TRYING TO DISCERN ITS
          DIRECTION.  SUDDENLY PRINCE BLASTS
          AROUND THE CORNER FULL OUT!  HE STREAKS
          BY MORRIS AND KICKS HIM FLAT ON HIS ASS
          INTO THE GARBAGE--

                           MORRIS
               (WAILS)
               OH, NO -- OH, GOD...NO!

          PRINCE SKIDS TO A SLICK STOP.  VANITY IS
          TRANSFIXED.  THE ENTIRE EPISODE  TOOK
          LESS THAN FIVE SECONDS.  HE TWISTS THE
          THROTTLE, BLASTS DOWN UPON HER...

          SHE BREAKS IN A PANIC!  SHE RUNS
          CLUMSILY DOWN ANOTHER ALLEY, HER COAT
          FLYING.  HE WHIPS AFTER HER LIKE A
          MADMAN.  SHE FLIES AROUND THE CORNER --
          A DEAD END!  HE FISHTAILS TO A SLICK
          STOP--

                           PRINCE
               GET ON!

          THERE'S NO WAY OUT!  SUDDENLY SHE LETS
          OUT AN EXCITED YELP, JUMPS ON.  HE GUNS
          THE BIKE, BURSTS UP THE ALLEY.  MORRIS
          JUMPS INTO HIS PATH DRUNKENLY, HIS ARMS
          EXTENDED--

                           MORRIS
               STOP! STOP!

          BUT PRINCE BLAZES DOWN UPON HIM, SENDING
          HIM SLIPPING AND SLIDING TO SAFETY.  HE
          BLASTS AROUND THE BEND--

                           MORRIS
               MOTHERFUCKER!  YOU LONG-HAIRED
               FAGGOT!

          (97) EXT. HIGHWAY  TO EMBANKMENT -- NIGHT

          PRINCE AND VANITY WHIPPING DOWN THE
          HIGHWAY.

                (98) EXT. EMBANKMENT -- NIGHT

          THEY STREAK DOWN THE ROAD, SLOW, THEN
          MOVE DOWN A SMALL EMBANKMENT.  HE STOPS
          THE BIKE AND GETS OFF.  SHE'S IN A FOUL
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          MOOD, STAGGERS AROUND DULLY, HER HEAD
          POUNDING, HER SPEECH SLURRED--

                           VANITY
               SO HERE WE ARE AGAIN.  SO THIS
               IS IT, HUH?  WHAT DO YOU WANT
               THIS TIME?

          HE LOOKS AT HER PAINFULLY, UPSET ABOUT
          HER DRUNKEN STATE--

                           VANITY
               WHAT'S YOUR PROBLEM NOW?
               WHAT'S YOUR MAIN PROBLEM?

                           PRINCE
               NO PROBLEM.  I JUST WANTED TO
               TALK, ALRIGHT? I JUST WANT US
               TO BE OKAY, TO REALLY GET
               ALONG.  NO BIG DEAL.

          SHE CACKLES, FALLS FLAT ON HER ASS,
          HOISTS HERSELF UP--

                           VANITY
               NO BIG DEAL, HUH...

          SHE PULLS MORRIS' FLASK FROM HER JACKET
          -- HIS EYES BLACKEN--

                           PRINCE
               GIVE ME THAT.

                           VANITY
               NO, DEFINITELY NOT.  WHO ARE
               YOU?  YOU CAN'T TELL ME WHAT
               TO DO.

          SHE PUTS IT TO HER LIPS--

                           PRINCE
               PLEASE DON'T DRINK THAT.  GIVE
               IT TO ME.

          SHE HOLDS THE FLASK TO HER LIPS
          DEFIANTLY, THEN GOES TO DRINK.

          HE LASHES OUT SUDDENLY, SMASHES IT FROM
          HER GRIP.  SHE SCREAMS WILDLY, SLAPS HIM
          HARD ACROSS THE FACE.  HE STANDS SHOCKED
          A MOMENT, HIS RAGE SURGING WITHIN HIM,
          SMASHING THROUGH EVERY SAFETY VALVE HE'S
          ACQUIRED IN HIS LIFE.  HE BACKHANDS HER
          SAVAGELY ACROSS THE JAW.
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          SHE HITS THE GROUND LIKE A RAG DOLL.  HE
          LOOKS AT HER CURIOUSLY, BENDS OVER HER -
          - SHE SUCKER-PUNCHES HIM WITH EVERYTHING
          SHE'S GOT!  HE SCREAMS IN RAGE AND GRABS
          HER HANDS AS THEY FLAIL ABOUT HIS FACE.
          HE SQUEEZES HER FINGERS BACK WHILE THE
          TEARS STREAM DOWN HER CHEEKS AND HER
          MOUTH FORMS A SILENT "OW"!  SHE BARES
          HER TEETH ANGRILY AND HE SUCKS AT HER
          MOUTH, BITING AND KISSING HER IN A FEVER
          PITCH.

          SHE KICKS AT HIM VIOLENTLY, HOT TEARS
          STREAMING DOWN HER CHEEKS.  HE JAMS HIS
          LEG BETWEEN HERS, RUBS IT FIRMLY AGAINST
          HER BOTTOM.  SHE STRUGGLES HELPLESSLY
          AGAINST HIM AS HE COVERS HER BREASTS,
          HER STOMACH, HER THIGHS WITH HIS LIPS.
          QUICK BREATHS ESCAPE FROM HER -- HER
          BREATHING BEGINS TO RACE...

          HE SNAPS HER PANTIES IN TWO, PULLS THEM
          FROM BETWEEN HER LEGS.  SHE SPREADS
          HERSELF AS HE RELEASES HIS PANTS.  SHE
          SQUEEZES HIS BUTTOCKS, PULLS HIM TOWARD
          HER -- BUT PRINCE RESISTS HER COLDLY,
          REGARDS HER WITH CONTEMPT.  SUDDENLY HE
          FLIPS HER ONTO HER STOMACH, FORCES HER
          TO STAND PAINFULLY ON HER KNEES.  HE
          RUBS HIS HAND BETWEEN HER BUTTOCKS, THEN
          THRUSTS INTO HER PAINFULLY, DRIVING
          HIMSELF TO THE VERY DEPTHS OF HER...

          ...BUT SHE STIFLES A CRY, ARCHES HER
          BACK, AND MEETS HIS THRUSTS FIERCELY,
          MOVING QUICKER AND QUICKER, BANGING HER
          BUTTOCKS AGAINST HIS THIGHS AGAIN AND
          AGAIN.  SHE'S DRAWING FROM HIM NOW,
          TURNING THE HUMILIATION AROUND,
          OBTAINING ALL THAT SHE NEEDS AND
          DESIRES.  HE'S POWERLESS -- HER THRUSTS
          SET THE PACE.  SHE RISES, PRINCE STILL
          INSIDE HER AND TUGS ON HIM RAPIDLY,
          CAUSING HIM TO EJACULATE SUDDENLY,
          DRAWING FROM HIM A SHARP AND SUDDEN
          CRY...

          SHE MOVES AWAY, DRAWS HER COAT TIGHTLY
          ABOUT HER, FIXES HIM WITH A CONTEMPTUOUS
          LOOK--

                           VANITY
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               YOU'RE NOTHING, PRINCE,
               ABSOLUTELY NOTHING.  YOU THINK
               YOU'RE SO SPECIAL --  BUT DEEP
               DOWN YOU'RE JUST LIKE ALL THE
               REST.
               (A BEAT)
               YOUR WHOLE LIFE YOU'VE BEEN
               HIDING, HIDING BEHIND YOUR
               MUSIC.  BUT NOW YOU DON'T EVEN
               HAVE THAT, BECAUSE LAST
               NIGHT...LAST NIGHT YOU USED IT
               TO HURT SOMEONE, SOMEONE WHO
               REALLY CARES.

          SHE RUNS UP THE EMBANKMENT, WIPES AWAY
          HER TEARS, FACES HIM--

                           VANITY
               IF YOU PUT YOUR HANDS ON ME
               LIKE THAT EVER AGAIN, I'LL BE
               THE LAST PERSON YOU TOUCH.

          SHE PULLS OFF HIS MOTHER'S EARRING,
          THROWS IT AT HIM.  TEARS FLOWING, SHE
          STREAKS INTO THE HIGHWAY BLINDLY,
          DIRECTLY INTO THE PATH OF A SPEEDING CAR-
          -

          THE DRIVER
          SPOTS HER IN HIS HEADLIGHTS, SLAMS ON
          HIS BRAKES!  HE SKIDS WILDLY ACROSS THE
          ROAD, COMES TO A SCREECHING, BURNING
          STOP INCHES FROM HER THIGH!

          VANITY
          SHOOTS A LOOK AT PRINCE, HER LIPS
          TREMBLING, HER LOVE FOR HIM, WRITTEN
          PLAINLY ON HER FACE.  BUT HIS EYES FLASH
          DEFIANTLY.  SHE BITES HER LIP SADLY,
          THEN SNAPS A HOT LOOK AT THE DRIVER--

                           VANITY
               I  NEED A  RIDE.

          SHE CUTS AROUND THE CAR, HOPS IN.  THE
          DRIVER SKIDS OFF INTO THE NIGHT.  PRINCE
          STANDS THERE TREMBLING, WATCHES AS IT
          DISAPPEARS INTO THE DISTANCE.

          DISSOLVE   TO:

              (99) EXT. PRINCE'S HOUSE -- NIGHT

          PRINCE PULLS UP TO THE WOODEN GATE, CUTS
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          THE MOTOR, GETS OFF.  HE WALK WEARILY
          ACROSS THE PORCH, MOVES TO THE FRONT
          DOOR -- IT'S WIDE OPEN.  HE THINKS
          NOTHING OF IT, CUTS INTO THE HOUSE,
          CLOSES IT BEHIND HIM.

     (100) INT. PRINCE'S HOUSE -- GROUND  FLOOR -- NIGHT

          HE STANDS BY THE DOOR MOTIONLESS, A
          CURIOUS LOOK ON HIS FACE.  THE STEREO IS
          ON, THE NEEDLE SKIPPING MONOTONOUSLY
          ALONG THE RECORD.  HIS MOUTH OPENS INTO
          A SPASM--

                           PRINCE
               DAD...?

          SILENCE.  A SUDDEN DREAD COURSES THROUGH
          HIM, LEAVING A HOLLOW IN HIS STOMACH.
          HIS FEET ARE LIKE LEAD.  HE MOVES
          HEAVILY INTO THE ROOM--

                           PRINCE
               MOM...?

          NOTHING.  PANIC SETS IN.  HE STREAKS
          DOWN THE HALLWAY, TWISTS OPEN THE
          BEDROOM DOOR -- IT'S EMPTY.  BLUE NIGHT
          LIGHT GLOWS THROUGH THE WINDOWS.
          CURTAINS PLAY DELICATELY IN THE BREEZE.
          HE'S THOUGHTFUL, WALKS BACK INTO THE
          LIVING ROOM...

          ...THE COFFEE TABLE IS SMASHED.  HE
          LOOKS AT IT CURIOUSLY, WONDERING
          STUPIDLY IF IT HAD ALWAYS BEEN LIKE
          THAT.  THEN SUDDEN BOLT OF FEAR MAKES
          HIS HEAD SWIM.  A LAMP, A PORCELAIN
          DISH, SOME KNICKKNACKS ON THE MANTLE --
          ALL SMASHED.  HE RUSHES INTO THE
          KITCHEN, LOOKS AROUND CRAZILY--

                           PRINCE
               DADDD...!

          NOTHING BUT THE DECAY OF HIS SCREAM.
          THE BASEMENT DOOR IS AJAR.  HE CUTS TO
          IT QUICKLY, PULLS IT OPEN, PEERS
          FRANTICALLY INTO THE DARKNESS BELOW.  HE
          SNAPS ON THE LIGHT...

                         (101) OMIT

             (102) EXT. PRINCE'S HOUSE -- NIGHT
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          SIRENS!  THE SCENE IS A RIOT OF COLOR
          AND FRENZY.  A POLICE CAR, LIGHTS
          FLASHING, SKIDS INTO THE DRIVE.
          NEIGHBORS JAM THE STREETS.  POLICE CARS
          ARE PARKED ALL AROUND.

        (103) INT. BASEMENT, PRINCE'S HOUSE -- NIGHT

          CHAOS!  THE BASEMENT IS PACKED WITH
          COPS.  PRINCE'S FATHER IS STRAPPED INTO
          A GURNEY, STARING DULLY AT THE CEILING.
          PHOTOGRAPHERS SNAP PICTURES AS
          PARAMEDICS WORK FEVERISHLY OVER HIM.
          I.V. UNITS ARE PUSHED INTO HIS VEINS.
          AN OXYGEN MASK IS PLACED OVER HIS NOSE
          AND MOUTH.  HUGE WHITE BANDAGES ARE
          BUNCHED UP ALONG THE BACK OF HIS HEAD.
          HIS MOTHER IS KNEELING BY THE GURNEY,

          CRYING HYSTERICALLY, GRASPING HIS HANDS
          IN A WHITE PANIC.  TWO COPS SUPPORT HER.
          SOMEONE IS SHOUTING INSTRUCTIONS.
          RADIOS CRACKLE INCESSANTLY.  A MEDIC
          CRIES--

                            MEDIC
               LIFT!

          AND THE GURNEY IS HOISTED UP THE STAIRS
          QUICKLY, THE BULK OF THE CROWD
          FOLLOWING, HIS MOTHER SUPPORTED AS SHE
          ASCENDS THE STAIRS.

          PRINCE SITS ON A TATTERED SOFA IN THE
          CORNER, HIS HEAD BOWED.  COPS STANDING
          AND KNEELING BESIDE HIM.  SOMEBODY
          FINISHED TAKING NOTES, CLOSES HIS PAD.
          ONE COP RESTS A HAND ON HIS SHOULDER,
          TALKS TO HIM IN SOFT TONES.  PRINCE
          SHAKES HIS HEAD SLIGHTLY.  THE COP GIVES
          THE GROUP A SIGNAL AND EVERYONE
          DISPERSES, MOVES UP THE STAIRS.  THE COP
          LOOKS AT HIM SYMPATHETICALLY, THEN
          CLOSES THE DOOR BEHIND HIM.

                (104) INT. BASEMENT -- NIGHT

          PRINCE
          SITS MOTIONLESS A LONG TIME.  MOONLIGHT
          FLOODS THE BASEMENT WITH A FOREBODING
          LIGHT.  A DOG BARKS SOMEWHERE IN THE
          DISTANCE.  HE LOOKS UP SUDDENLY, HIS
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          FACE AGITATED, HIS EYES RED FROM TEARS.

          PRINCE'S POV--
          CHALK MARKS ON THE FLOOR OUTLINING THE
          BODY OF HIS FATHER.  THERE'S A GUN IN
          HIS FATHER'S HAND CLEARLY MARKED.

          A TRAIN WHISTLE IN THE DISTANCE.  HE'S
          STARING AT THE GUN.  HE SHAKES HIS HEAD,
          RUBS A HAND OVER HIS FACE VIGOROUSLY AND
          LOOKS UP AGAIN...

          ...THE GUN IN HIS FATHER'S HAND.  HE
          CAN'T GET IT OUT OF HIS MIND!  THE
          WHISTLE IS CLOSER.

          HE LURCHES TO HIS FEET, PACES BACK AND
          FORTH CRAZILY.  HIS FATHER'S HEAD, THE
          GUN...THE GUN...THE...

          THE WHISTLE IS LOUDER.

          HE THROWS HIMSELF INTO THE CHAIR, BURIES
          HIS FACE DEEPLY INTO HIS HANDS AND
          CRIES.  HUGE RACKING SOBS SPASM THROUGH
          HIS BODY.  HIS FATHER, HIS MOTHER, HIS
          ENTIRE LIFE, HIS MUSIC, HIS GUITAR...

          HE LOOKS UP SUDDENLY -- THE GUN IN HIS
          FATHER'S HAND.

          ..AND HE STARES AT IT.

          THE WHISTLE IS LOUDER!

          HIS HEART IS POUNDING IN HIS EARS.  HE
          SQUEEZES THEM SHUT, LOOKS UP...

          THE GUN.

          HE BOLTS TO HIS FEET, PACES BACK AND
          FORTH IN A PANIC!  THE TRAIN IS HOWLING!
          A ROPE IN THE CORNER OF THE ROOM, HIS
          FACE, THE GUN...

          HE SITS DULLY, GAZES AT THE ROPE AS IF
          IN A TRANCE.  THE TRAIN IS ROARING PAST
          THE HOUSE, IT'S HORN BLASTING.  THE
          ROPE, THE GUN, AND HIS BODY DANGLING
          FROM THE RAFTERS IN THE NIGHT BREEZE--

                           PRINCE
               (SCREAMING)
               NOOOOOO!!
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          HE LURCHES TO HIS FEET, CUTS THROUGH THE
          BASEMENT LIKE A MADMAN.  HE GRABS A
          STICK AND STARTS SLASHING THINGS
          CRAZILY, MOVING THROUGH THE ROOM
          SWINGING HIS STICK WILDLY AGAIN AND
          AGAIN.

          HE'S LOST TO HIMSELF NOW, DEEP IN THE
          PIT OF AN UNKNOWN TERROR, EXPURGATING A
          HORROR THAT HAS BEEN FESTERING IN HIM
          FOR YEARS.  HE FLINGS HIS STICK AT THE
          WALL, UNENDS SHELVES AND BUREAUS,
          TRAMPLING OLD MEMORIES THAT HAVE LAIN
          DORMANT FOR YEARS.

          DRAWER AFTER DRAWER IS FLUNG AGAINST THE
          WALL, THEIR CONTENTS SMASHING AND
          SCATTERING ABOUT.  HE OPENS A LARGE,
          OAKEN CHEST AND FLIPS OVER.  THICK THREE
          INCH PILES OF YELLOWED PAPER FALL OUT.
          HE SNAPS THROUGH THE RUBBER BANDS
          HOLDING THEM TOGETHER AND FLINGS THE
          PAPER AT THE WALL AGAIN AND AGAIN...

          ...HE STOPS SUDDENLY, SHOCKED.  HE SEES
          MUSICAL NOTES WRITTEN DOWN ON THE PAPER.
          HIS HEART POUNDING IN HIS CHEST, HE
          SEARCHES FRANTICALLY THROUGH THE RUBBLE
          SCATTERED ABOUT HIM.  MORE AND MORE
          MUSICAL NOTES, SKETCHED IDEAS, SIMPLE
          MELODIES, ENTIRE SONGS AND SCORES -- ALL
          METICULOUSLY RECORDED ON LINED YELLOWED
          PAPER, DATED FOR THE LAST 20 YEARS, AND
          SIGNED...BY HIS FATHER.  HE'S SHOCKED TO
          A STANDSTILL.  THEN THE FULL
          SIGNIFICANCE OF WHAT'S BEFORE HIM HITS
          HIM LIKE A SLEDGEHAMMER.  HE COLLAPSES
          IN AGONY AGAINST THE CHEST, TEARS
          FLOWING DOWN HIS CHEEKS.

  (105) INT. BASEMENT -- A SERIES OF SHOTS (NIGHT INTO DAY)

          PRINCE LYING OUTSTRETCHED ON THE
          BASEMENT FLOOR, SLEEPING FITFULLY,
          FEVERISHLY.  HIS BODY IS LATHERED IN
          SWEAT, THE DROPLETS GLISTEN IN THE PALE
          LIGHT.

          ANOTHER ANGLE
          COOL, GRAY DAWN.  HE'S IN A DEAD SLEEP
          ON THE FLOOR, HIS ARMS OUTSTRETCHED, HIS
          LEGS TWISTED BENEATH HIM.  HIS FATHER'S
          OUTLINE SEEMINGLY RESTS BY HIS SIDE...
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          JUST THEN THE BASEMENT WINDOW BEGINS TO
          GLOW WITH SUNLIGHT.  IT INCHES SLOWLY
          ACROSS THE FLOOR, THEN SWEEPS HIM
          MAJESTICALLY, BATHING HIM IN ITS WARMTH.
          HE WAKES SLOWLY, STRETCHES HIS LIMBS
          LIKE AN OPENING FLOWER.  AFTER A MOMENT
          HE SITS UP, SHADES HIS EYES...

          THE BASEMENT IS LITTERED WITH DEBRIS.
          THE DESTRUCTION IS COMPLETE, BUT IN THE
          MIDST OF IT LIES HIS FATHER'S MUSIC.
          THE YELLOW PARCHMENT IS SCATTERED ABOUT
          GLOWING IN THE SUNLIGHT...

          SOMETHING SEEMS TO FLASH ACROSS HIS
          MIND.  HE STANDS, MOVES QUICKLY DOWN THE
          HALLWAY TO THE ANTECHAMBER...

          SUDDENLY WE HEAR A TAPE REWINDING.
          AFTER A MOMENT...MUSIC AND WE
          IMMEDIATELY RECOGNIZE IT AS LISA'S AND
          WENDY'S SONG.  IT PLAYS A MOMENT, THEN
          SNAPS OFF ABRUPTLY.  HE STANDS LOCKED IN
          THOUGHT, THEN SITS BEHIND THE PIANO,
          HUNTS FOR THE FIRST FEW NOTES OF LISA'S
          AND WENDY'S SONG...

          DISSOLVE TO:

             (105A) INT. HOSPITAL ROOM -- NIGHT

          PRINCE'S FATHER IS LYING ON THE BED,
          SLEEPING PEACEFULLY.  A LARGE BANDAGE IS
          WRAPPED ALONG THE BACK OF HIS HEAD.  HIS
          MOTHER SITS BY HIS SIDE, HER FOREHEAD
          RESTING ON THE COVERS, HER HANDS HOLDING
          HIS.  SHE'S IN DEEP SLEEP, AND IT'S
          OBVIOUS AT ONCE THAT SHE'S BEEN BY HIS
          SIDE THE ENTIRE TIME...

          PRINCE STEPS FROM THE SHADOWS OF THE
          ROOM AND GAZES AT THEM FIGHTING BACK THE
          EMOTION THAT WELLS WITHIN HIM.  HE LEANS
          CLOSE AND KISSES THEM BOTH GENTLYTHEN--

                             MC
                           (OVER)
               (EXCITED)
               LET'S BRING THEM BACK!  LADIES
               AND GENTLEMEN, THE TIME!

        (106)  INT. CLUB  (1ST AVE. ST. BAR) -- NIGHT
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          THE CROWD GOES WILD!  MORRIS, JEROME AND
          THE TIME RETURN TO THE STAGE TO A
          FRENZIED THRONG.  THE PLACE IS PACKED,
          THE CROWD APPLAUDING LIKE MAD!  LASER
          LIGHTS STROBE THE HOUSE IN A FRENZY.
          IT'S A GLORIOUS NIGHT, AND MORRIS STRUTS
          BACK AND FORTH IMPERIALISTICALLY CRISS-
          CROSSING THE STAGE LIKE A LION, URGING
          THE AUDIENCE ON.  HE GRABS A MIKE--

                           MORRIS
               YOU LOVE US RIGHT?!  YOU WANT
               US RIGHT?!  I CAN'T HEAR YOU!

          THE CROWD IS SCREAMING -- MORRIS FLASHES
          A WIDE, EXAGGERATED GRIN--

                           MORRIS
               WHAT TIME IS IT?!
               (A BEAT)
               WHAWHAK!!

          AND MUSIC.  THE TIME LAUNCHES INTO "THE
          BIRD" AND MORRIS, LAUGHING HEARTILY,
          DOES 'THE BIRD" (DANCE) WITH JEROME AS
          THE AUDIENCE ROARS THEIR APPROVAL.

        (107)  INT. DRESSING ROOM/BACKSTAGE -- NIGHT

          AS PRINCE AND HIS BAND SIT IN GRAVE
          SILENCE, THE EXUBERANT SOUNDS OF THE
          CLUB FILTERING THROUGH THE OPEN DOOR.
          JILL IS ALSO IN THE ROOM, SITTING ON A
          TABLE, HOLDING THE DOG SILENTLY IN HER
          LAP.  SHE CASTS SIDELONG LOOKS TO
          PRINCE, TEARS WELLING IN HER EYES.

          THE BAND MEMBERS FIDGET NERVOUSLY,
          KNOWING FULL WELL THAT THEIR JOBS ARE ON
          THE LINE, AND FEELING AWFUL ABOUT THE
          PERSONAL TRAGEDY THAT HAS BEFALLEN
          PRINCE.  THE ENTIRE SITUATION IS VERY
          TENSE, AND IT'S MADE WORSE EVERY TIME
          THE CROWD LETS OUT A DELIGHTED ROAR OF
          APPROVAL.  BUT PRINCE SITS PLACIDLY, HIS
          FACE AN ENIGMA, HIS FEELINGS A MYSTERY.

                  (108) INT. CLUB -- NIGHT

          AND IT COULDN'T BE MORE OF A CONTRAST!
          THE PLACE IS A RIOT OF COLOR AND RAUCOUS
          CARRYINGS ON.  "THE BIRD" IS A SMASHING
          SUCCESS WITH EVERYONE ON THE DANCE FLOOR
          TRYING GAMELY TO GET THE STEPS RIGHT.
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          MORRIS AND JEROME ARE FLUSHED WITH
          PRIDE, SURPRISING EVEN THEMSELVES WITH
          THEIR IMPROMPTU ADJUSTMENTS TO THE ACT.
          THE MUSIC CRESCENDOS, THEN COMES TO A
          ROUSING BLISTERING END!

          THE STAGE IS PLUNGE INTO DARKNESS.  THE
          CROWD GOES BERSERK.  BILLY SPARKS SHAKES
          HIS HEAD HAPPILY--

                            BILLY
               JESUS!

               (109)  INT. BACKSTAGE -- NIGHT

          MORRIS, JEROME AND THE TIME CUT BRISKLY
          PAST ADMIRING FANS, LAUGHING AND
          SHOUTING CRAZILY--

                        BAND MEMBERS
               (AD LIB)
               IT'S ALL OVER NOW.  HE BETTER
               WATCH OUT.  HE DOESN'T EVEN
               NEED TO GO ON.  HE MIGHT AS
               WELL GO HOME.

              (110) INT. DRESSING ROOM -- NIGHT

          AS PRINCE, JILL AND THE BAND SIT IN DEAD
          SILENCE LISTENING TO THE TIME'S BLUSTER
          OFF SCREEN.  SUDDENLY THE TIME CROSSES
          THE DOORWAY -- MORRIS DOES A DOUBLE-
          TAKE, STICKS HIS HEAD INTO THE ROOM--

                           MORRIS
               HOW'S THE FAMILY!  WHAWHAK!

          THE TIME BUSTS UP, DRAGS MORRIS FROM THE
          ROOM.  PRINCE'S GROUP IS SHOCKED, CASTS
          FURTIVE GLANCES TO HIM -- BUT HE REMAINS
          SERENE, THEN--

                             MC
                           (OVER)
                   LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,
               PLEASE WELCOME PRINCE!

          APPLAUSE OFFSCREEN.  PRINCE STANDS
          ABRUPTLY, STRAPS ON HIS GUITAR.  HIS
          BAND MEMBERS LOOK AT HIM CLOSELY, TRYING
          TO DISCERN HIS FEELINGS.  HE GIVES THEM
          A CURSORY GLANCE, CUTS OUT THE DOOR.

                  (111) INT. CLUB -- NIGHT
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          PRINCE HITS THE STAGE AND THE APPLAUSE
          GROWS, BUT IT' S NOTHING LIKE THE
          EXUBERANCE THAT GREETED MORRIS.  HE
          MOVES CENTER-STAGE AND PLANTS HIMSELF
          THERE, HIS EYES STARING INTO THE
          AUDIENCE.

          BILLY SPARKS
          LEANS AGAINST THE BAR, A SMUG LOOK ON
          HIS FACE.

          VANITY
          WALKS SLOWLY UP THE STAIRS, GAZES AT
          PRINCE.

          PRINCE
          DOES NOT MOVE.  THE APPLAUSE TRICKLES
          AWAY.  HE CONTINUES TO STARE IN THE
          AUDIENCE MAKING NO ATTEMPT TO DIRECT HIS
          BAND, OR START A TUNE.  A NERVOUS
          TWITTER RIPPLES THOUGH THE CROWD.  THOSE
          WHO KNOW ABOUT THE TRAGEDY FEEL A
          PROFOUND EMBARRASSMENT FOR HIM -- BUT NO
          ONE TURNS AWAY.  THEN HIS VOICE COMES
          CLEAR AND MELLIFLUOUS--

                           PRINCE
               I WOULD LIKE TO DO A SONG THAT
               TWO OF MY FRIENDS WROTE.

          A MURMUR, CUTS THROUGH THE CROWD LIKE A
          RIPTIDE.  PRINCE SNAPS A LOOK TO LISA
          AND WENDY AND CONFIRMS THAT IT IS INDEED
          THEIR SONG.  THEY CAN'T BELIEVE IT!
          TEARS SPRING TO WENDY'S EYES BEFORE SHE
          KNOWS IT ...

          PRINCE SMILES AT HER, THEN GAZES AT HIS
          ENTIRE BAND.  THEIR EYES FASTEN ON HIM
          IN AN INSTANT.  HE COUNTS SOFTLY AND...

          MUSIC.  THE OPENING BARS OF "PURPLE
          RAIN."  HE TURNS TO TO THE AUDIENCE AND
          SINGS....

          IT'S A BALLAD, A POEM REALLY, A PLEA FOR
          UNDERSTANDING, LOVE, AND SURVIVAL.  IT'S
          A TESTAMENT, A PACT IF YOU WILL, BETWEEN
          HIMSELF AND OTHERS...

          THE AUDIENCE IS MESMERIZED, ALL EYES ARE
          UPON HIM -- BUT PRINCE DOESN'T NOTICE.
          LIPS PRESSED AGAINST THE MIKE, DARK EYES
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          STREAMING, HE'S LOST TO HIMSELF NOW,
          LOOSENING ALL THAT'S WITHIN HIM,
          CLEANSING HIMSELF OF HIS RAGE, HATRED
          AND PAIN...

          VANITY
          IS CRYING.  EVERY MOMENT SHE HAS SHARED
          WITH HIM IS EXPRESSED IN THIS SONG, AND
          THE EFFECT ON HER IS UNNERVING.  HER
          HEART LEAPS TO HIM IN A WAY SHE NEVER
          THOUGHT POSSIBLE.  BUT SHE LETS IT GO
          WILLINGLY, AS THE WORDS DRAW HER IN,
          SEDUCING HER SOMEHOW, MAKING HER
          FREE...AS IF THE MUSIC, HIS WORDS, ALL
          THAT HE HAS EXPERIENCED AND  UNDERSTOOD,
          IS PURGING WHAT IS CONFUSED AND UGLY
          WITHIN HERSELF, LEAVING HER WITH AN
          UNDERSTANDING AND JOY THAT BURNS IN HER
          WOMB LIKE SOFT FIRE.  A SMILE SPRINGS TO
          HER LIPS AS TEARS CONTINUE TO FLOW, AND
          SHE FINDS HERSELF MOVING CLOSER...

          ...AS THE AUDIENCE MOVES CLOSER, DRAWN
          SOMEHOW TO THE STAGE, TO THE PERSON WHO
          SINGS SO TRULY, TO THE PERSON WHO GIVES
          OF HIMSELF UNSELFISHLY TO ALL THAT HE
          FEELS...

          PRINCE BEGINS A LONG SUSTAINED CRY THAT
          CUTS THOUGH THE HEARTS OF ALL PRESENT.
          THE MUSIC BUILDS AWSOMELY, AND HE
          CONTINUES TO SING OUT, EMPTYING HIMSELF
          OF ALL THE REMAINING PAIN LYING WITHIN.
          THE MUSIC CRESCENDOS AND COMES TO A
          QUIET END...

          STUNNED SILENCE.  A SILENCE SO PROFOUND
          YOU COULD HEAR A PIN DROP.  PRINCE
          SIGHS, ASSUMES THE WORSE, THEN CUTS
          ACROSS THE STAGE PURPOSEFULLY.  NOW SOME
          CLAPPING.  AND A WHISTLE FROM THE BACK
          AND THE SHOUTING.  AND MORE WHISTLES AND
          SOME EVEN SCREAMING.  AND THE WHISTLES
          AND THE SHOUTS AND THE CLAPPING GROWING
          AND GROWING AS....

                (112)  INT. HALLWAY -- NIGHT

          PRINCE CUTS FROM THE STAGE IN A FRENZY,
          RUSHES TOWARD THE REAR EXIT.  THE
          APPLAUSE IS BUILDING AND BUILDING UNTIL
          IT'S A THUNDER, AN ONRUSHING ROAR, AN
          AVALANCHE OF HYSTERIA THAT ROCKS THE
          CLUB MIGHTILY...
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          PRINCE
          IS STILL RUNNING THOUGH, HIS FACE
          STREAMING WITH TEARS, PAST THE SURPRISED
          LOOK OF JILL, PAST THE FANS, PAST
          EVERYONE -- STRIPPING OF HIS CLOTHES
          FIERCELY, FLINGING OFF HIS JACKET, HIS
          SHIRT, HIS SCARF--

   (113) EXT. BACK ENTRANCE, INT. HALLWAY -- CLUB -- NIGHT

          HE SMASHES OPEN THE DOOR, BURSTS
          OUTSIDE.  HE SUCKS IN THE NIGHT AIR AS
          IF HE WAS DROWNING.  HE WIPES AWAY HIS
          TEARS, RUSHES TO HIS BIKE, STARTS TO
          UNDO THE CHAIN...

          ...THEY'RE SHOUTING HIS NAME...

          NOT RANDOMLY, NOT HAPHAZARDLY, BUT...IN
          UNISON.  AND RELENTLESS, VERY DEMANDING,
          DOWNRIGHT URGENT, AND...IT'S BEAUTIFUL.

          A WRY SMILE CROSSES HIS LIPS.  HE HEADS
          BACK TO THE DOOR.  JILL IS THERE,
          SCARED, HER FACE A MAP OF TEARS.  HE
          FLASHES HER A SMILE--

                           PRINCE
               HI.

          SHE'S THUNDERSTRUCK, CAN BARELY SQUEAK
          IT OUT--

                            JILL
               HI.

          AND HE WHIPS INTO THE HALLWAY.  HER FACE
          DISSOLVES INTO A SMILE OF PURE JOY.

                  (114) INT. CLUB -- NIGHT

          MOVING NOW, FAST AND FURIOUS.  THE
          HALLWAY IS LINED WITH PEOPLE.  THEY
          REACH FOR HIM AS HE PASSES, TOUCHING
          HIM, SHOWERING HIM WITH THEIR LOVE.
          SOMEONE HANDS HIM HIS SHIRT, ANOTHER HIS
          SCARF -- IT'S SO INTENSE!

          HE'S MOVING QUICKLY NOW, HIS JACKET UP
          AHEAD, CLOSER...HE STOPS SUDDENLY,
          STUNNED...

          ...VANITY IS HOLDING HIS JACKET.  HE'S
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          STRUCK SPEECHLESS -- SHE HANDS IT TO HIM
          SMILING, TEARS STREAMING DOWN HER FACE--

                           VANITY
               I LOVE YOU.

          HIS KNEES GO WEAK, SHE KISSES HIM
          SPONTANEOUSLY, PUSHES HIM LOVINGLY TO
          THE STAGE.

          THE CROWD IS ROARING!

         (115)  INT. HALLWAY AND STAGE REAR -- NIGHT

          HE'S HALF-RUNNING NOW LIKE CRAZY -- HIS
          BAND IS ON-STAGE, PEERING ANXIOUSLY INTO
          THE HALLWAY.  THEY SPOT HIM AND RELIEF
          SWEEPS THEIR FACES LIKE A TIDAL WAVE.
          HE WHIPS HIS JACKET ON, RUSHES UP THE
          STAIRS...

                  (116)  INT. CLUB -- NIGHT

          STAGE
          THUNDER!  PRINCE WALKS CENTER-
          STAGE...AND BOWS.  THE AUDIENCE GOES
          BERSERK!  HE ACKNOWLEDGES WENDY AND
          LISA, AND THEN THE ENTIRE BAND.  THE
          CROWD IS JUMPING OUT OF THEIR SKIN!  HE
          STRAPS ON HIS GUITAR, GIVES A DEFT
          SIGNAL AND--

          MUSIC.  THE BAND LAUNCHES INTO "I WOULD
          DIE FOR YOU."  VANITY SQUEEZES HER WAY
          THROUGH THE CROWD AND STANDS WATCHING
          PRINCE FROM THE WINGS.  HE PRESSES HIS
          LIPS TO THE MIKE AND SINGS.

          THE MUSIC CONTINUES AS WE...

          CUT TO:

       (117)  INT. LIVING ROOM, PRINCE'S HOME -- NIGHT

          PRINCE WALKS THROUGH THE LIVING ROOM
          SLOWLY, GAZES AT THE SMASHED TABLE, THE
          BROKEN LAMP AND DISHES. EVERY ITEM IN
          THE ROOM SUDDENLY TAKES ON A PROFOUND
          SIGNIFICANCE.  HIS FATHER'S SLIPPERS
          UNDER THE SOFA, HIS MOTHER'S KNICKKNACKS
          ON THE TABLE, HER PEN AND INK DRAWINGS
          ON THE WALL.  AFTER A MOMENT, HE PICKS
          UP HIS FATHER'S SLIPPERS, STUDIES THEM A
          LONG TIME.
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                (118)  INT. BEDROOM -- NIGHT

          THE DOOR OPENS -- A LIGHT SNAPS ON.  HE
          WALKS INTO THE ROOM, PLACES HIS FATHER'S
          SLIPPERS IN THE CLOSET.  HIS MOTHER'S
          DRESS IS LYING IN A HEAP ON THE FLOOR.
          HE PICKS IT UP, AND PUTS IT AWAY.

                (119) INT. BASEMENT -- NIGHT

          AS HE DESCENDS THE STEPS HESITANTLY.
          THE FLOOR IS COVERED WITH RUBBLE.  HE
          SITS ON THE STEPS, STARES AT HIS
          FATHER'S MUSIC ON THE FLOOR.

          "I WOULD DIE FOR YOU" CONTINUES AS WE...

          CUT TO:

                  (120)  INT. CLUB -- NIGHT

          PRINCE ON-STAGE SINGING "I WOULD DIE FOR
          YOU."  THE AUDIENCE IS CAPTIVATED,
          LOCKED INTO HIS GRIP AGAIN.  HIS EYES
          SEEM TO BE FOCUSED ON SOMETHING FAR
          AWAY.  HE CLOSES THEM TIGHTLY, PRESSES
          HIS LIPS AGAINST THE MIKE.

          THE MUSIC CONTINUES AS WE...

          CUT TO:

       (121)  INT. BASEMENT, PRINCE'S HOME -- TWILIGHT

          HE'S IN THE FINAL STAGES OF CLEANING THE
          BASEMENT FLOOR.  THE DEBRIS HAS BEEN
          SWEPT UP, SHELVES RIGHTED, SMASHED ITEMS
          THROWN AWAY...

          HE STACKS HIS FATHER'S MUSIC NEATLY,
          TEARS WELLING IN HIS EYES.  HE PLACES IT
          IN NEW BOXES, STANDS WEARILY, A
          FULFILLED LOOK ON HIS FACE.  SUDDENLY HE
          STOPS -- STARES AT THE AWFUL CHALK MARKS
          ON THE FLOOR:  HIS FATHER LYING DOWN,
          THE GUN GRIPPED IN HIS HAND...

          "I WOULD DIE FOR YOU" CONTINUES AS WE...

          CUT TO:

                  (122)  INT. CLUB -- NIGHT

116.



          PRINCE ON-STAGE SINGING  "I WOULD DIE
          FOR YOU."  HE'S LOST TO HIMSELF NOW,
          LOCKED INTO A PERSONAL HORROR HE ALONE
          CAN SEE.  THE CROWD IS PRESSED AGAINST
          THE STAGE, MESMERIZED BY HIS
          PERFORMANCE.  BILLY SPARKS IS ALSO DRAWN
          IN, AMAZED AT THE POWER BEING GENERATED
          FROM THE STAGE.  PRINCE SWEEPS THE
          AUDIENCE WITH HIS EYES, THEN FASTENS ON
          VANITY EARNESTLY, SINGS DIRECTLY TO HER.

          THE MUSIC CONTINUES AS WE...

          CUT TO:

         (123)  INT. BASEMENT, PRINCE'S HOME -- DAWN

          HE PULLS A HOSE FROM BEHIND THE WASHER,
          DRAWS IT ON TO THE FLOOR.  HE HESITATES
          A MOMENT, GAZES ONE LAST TIME AT HIS
          FATHER'S OUTLINE, TEARS WELLING IN HIS
          EYES.  HE TURNS THE WATER ON, WATCHES AS
          THE DUSTY YELLOW CHALK GIVES WAY
          RELUCTANTLY, MIXING WITH THE WATER,
          SWIRLING DOWN THE DRAIN.  CALMNESS
          SWEEPS HIS FACE LIKE A PASSING CLOUD.

          JUST THEN SUNLIGHT BLAZES IN THROUGH THE
          CASEMENT WINDOWS.  WATER DROPLETS
          GLISTEN BRILLIANTLY IN THE MORNING
          LIGHT.  HE TURNS THE WATER OFF, GOES TO
          PUT THE HOSE BACK -- STOPS SUDDENLY,
          SURPRISED...

          ...HIS MOTHER'S EARRING LIES ON THE
          FLOOR.

          HE'S ENTRANCED, PICKS IT UP, STARES AT
          IT A MOMENT.  EVERYTHING HE'S BEEN
          THROUGH COMES RUSHING AT HIM LIKE A LOCO
          MOTIVE.  THE CONFUSION, THE SHOUTING AND
          VIOLENCE, THE DARKNESS THAT ECLIPSED HIS
          PARENTS' LIFE -- IT'S ALL THERE, LYING
          JUST BELOW THE SURFACE, SETTLED INTO HIS
          HEART.  BUT NOW THERE'S A DIFFERENCE --
          HE KNOWS IT'S THERE AND HAS DISCOVERED
          WHAT COULD HAPPEN WHEN IT TAKES CONTROL
          OF YOUR LIFE.

          SO AS HE STANDS IN THE BASEMENT, ON THE
          CLEAN CELLAR FLOOR, HE REALIZES
          THAT...HE'LL JUST TAKE ONE THING AT A
          TIME, AND DO IT RIGHT.  BETTER THAN
          ANYBODY ELSE.  HE SMILES, REALIZES THAT
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          IN THE LAST FEW WEEKS, HE'S NEVER FELT
          BETTER THAN HE FEELS RIGHT NOW.  HE
          TURNS QUICKLY, FLIPS THE EARRING TO THE
          STAIRWELL...

          ...VANITY PLUCKS IT FROM THE AIR.  THEIR
          EYES LOCK AND THEY SHARE SMILES OF PURE
          JOY.  HE PICKS UP HIS FATHER'S MUSIC,
          AND THEY BOTH HEAD UP THE STAIRS.

          "I WOULD DIE FOR YOU" CONTINUES AS WE--

          CUT TO:

                  (124)  INT. CLUB -- NIGHT

          CELEBRATION!  EVERYONE IS JUMPING UP AND
          DOWN.  PRINCE IS RADIANT, STRUTTING
          ACROSS THE STAGE, HIS HANDS UPRAISED.
          THE CROWD GOES WILD!  HE FLASHES A WIDE
          GRIN TO VANITY, THEN TWISTS, EYEBALLS
          THE CROWD WICKEDLY, WONDERFULLY.  IT'S
          TOO MUCH!

          EVERYONE IS JOINING IN NOW.  EVEN MORRIS
          AND JEROME, STANDING IN THE WINGS, START
          DANCING LIKE CRAZY.  THEN SUDDENLY THEY
          CATCH THEMSELVES, STOP, ACT DIGNIFIED.
          BUT VANITY SEES THEM AND BUSTS UP.  THEY
          CATCH HER LOOK, LAUGH HEARTILY AND JOIN
          IN AGAIN.

          THE MUSIC SEGUES INTO A FIERCE BEAT.
          THE CROWD LETS OUT A ROAR!  PRINCE
          STRIPS OFF HIS GUITAR, STREAKS CENTER-
          STAGE.  THE BAND LAUNCHES INTO "BABY,
          I'M A STAR."

          ...AND THE CROWD LAUGHING, DANCING,
          SHOUTING AND LOVING.  THE CLUB IS ALIVE!

          AND THE MUSIC CONTINUES...FOREVER...
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