          STANLEY

          Tina... What are you doing here?

          TINA

          I heard about the robbery. I

          guess I just wanted to make sure

          you were okay.

          STANLEY

          Oh, don't worry about me.

          (TWITCHES)

          I'm fine.

          TINA

          Are you sure? You look a

          little...

          STANLEY

          I'm just having a little trouble

          sleeping is all.

          (BEAT)

          I guess you won't want to open

          that account after all this...

          TINA

          I'm not so sure I'll have much

          to open an account with anymore.

          STANLEY

          What about the nightclub? I

          thought you were doing great.

          TINA

          I don't know how much longer I

          can stay there Stanley. Things

          are getting a little intense.

          STANLEY

          Well, there must be plenty of

          other places you could sing.

          Maybe even get a record deal...

          TINA

          I wish it was that easy. There's

          thousands of girls out there just

          like me who...

          STANLEY

          Not just like you. You've got

          a voice like... like an angel.

          TINA

          (lights a cigarette)

          An angel huh? That's the first

          time I've heard that one.

          STANLEY

          No, I mean it. You really do.

          TINA

          I can vamp my way through a tune.

          But that's not really singing.

          STANLEY

          What is it with you, Tina? Why

          don't you believe in yourself?

          TINA

          (SIGHS)

          I guess I've just heard a lot of

          promises from a lot of guys. In

          the end they all wanted the same

          thing and it wasn't a song.

          STANLEY

          So maybe you've been singing for

          the wrong guys.

          TINA

          I'm not so sure there's any other

          kind. Not for me, anyway.

          (RISES)

          Well, I'm glad nobody got hurt.

          STANLEY

          Yeah.

          TINA

          What about this guy, the Mask?

          Do the cops have a line on him?

          STANLEY

          I'm not sure. Why are you

          interested?

          TINA

          Promise you won't say anything?

          STANLEY

          Sure.

          TINA

          He came to the club last night

          and he was just so... well,

          different. I haven't been able

          to get him off my mind.

          STANLEY

          Really? They say he's pretty

          weird looking.

          TINA

          Yeah. He's ugly... but he's kinda

          cool... y'know, like Mick Jagger.

          STANLEY

          You really think so?

          TINA

          Yeah. If you hear anything about

          him, would you call me at the

          club?

          Stanley nods - unsure of what to say. Tina opens the door, but 

          before she exits...

          STANLEY

          Actually... I sort of know the

          guy.

          TINA

          What?

          STANLEY

          The Mask. We're - old college

          buddies him and I.

          TINA

          Are you serious?

          STANLEY

          Oh yeah. To tell you the truth,

          I'm sorta covering for him on this

          bank thing. He's not such a bad

          guy, really. He just gets a

          little carried away.

          TINA

          I'll say. Do you think you could

          give him a message?

          STANLEY

          I suppose so.

          TINA

          Tell him I want to see him again

          STANLEY

          When? I mean, I'd need to tell

          him exactly.

          TINA

          How about seven o'clock tonight

          at Peninsula Park.

