
		
			
				[image: 1. MY MOTHER’S EYES]
			
			That’s the 1st thing [image: ] can remember. U know how U can tell when someone is smiling just by looking in their eyes? That was my mother’s eyes. Sometimes she would squint them like she was about 2 tell U a secret. [image: ] found out later my mother had a lot of secrets.

			My father’s piano. That’s the 1st thing [image: ] remember hearing. As a younger man his playing was very busy but fluid. It was a joyous sound.

			The eyes & the ears of a songwriter can never get enough praise. The way things look & the way things sound, when conveyed lyrically, can give a song space & gravity.

			Of course 2 this writer there was nothing more beautiful than His Mother’s Eyes, but Y? One of the reasons is how playful they were. The fun & mischief they promised.

			There were 2 Princes in the house1 where we lived. The older one with all the responsibilities of heading a household & the younger one whose only modus operandi was fun. Not just any run-of-the-mill childhood board-game fun, but fun with a wink attached. My mother liked 2 wink at Me. [image: ] knew what a wink meant b4 [image: ] knew how 2 spell my name. A wink meant something covert was going on. Something special that only those who were in on it could attest [2]. Sometimes when my father wasn’t playing piano he’d say something 2 my mother & she would wink at me.

			She never told me what it meant and sometimes it would b accompanied by a gentle caress of her hand 2 my face. But [image: ] am quite sure now this is the birth of my physical imagination.

			An entire world of secrets & intrigue, puzzles 2 solve & good ol’ fashioned make-believe. A place where everything 4 a change goes ur way. One could get used 2 this. Many artists fall down the rabbit holes of their own imaginations & never return. There have been many who decry this as self-destruction, but [image: ] prefer the term FREE WILL. Life is better lived. What path one takes is what sets us apart from the rest.

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			
			Those considered “different” R the ones most interesting 2 us.

			A vibrant imagination is where the best songs R found. Make-believe characters wearing make-believe clothes all 2gether creating memories & calling it Life.

			My parents were beautiful. 2 watch them leave the crib dressed up 4 a night on the town was one of my favorite things 2 do. Even tho my mother was walking funny when she came home it was all worth [it] 2 me just 2 c them happy.

			Whenever they were happy with one another all was right [in] the world.

			Thinking back, my father’s mood used 2 change instantly whenever my mother was dressed up.

			She craved attention & He gave her plenty of it when she was sharp. Of all the family friends & relatives my parents were the sharpest! No one could accessorize like they could. My mother’s jewelry, gloves & hats all had 2 match. My father’s cuff linx, tie-pins & rings all sparkled within the sharkskin frame of his suit. My father’s suits were immaculate. There were so many of them….Every shirt had a corresponding tie 2 go with it. My favorite were the arrowhead style that rested just under the collar….

			Matter of fact, my father always outdressed my mother. Maybe there was a secret contest going on that we weren’t aware of. She never gave me the wink on that.

			
				1 My house—it was pink. It’s since been knocked down. It looked like Mad Men, but not as nice. Simple furniture. I remember this funky energy about it. People, voices, energy. Like the Kennedys, but black. Women had hats—like Jackie. Look up black bourgeois Midwest style. Right after Ellington. Not Ellington, but the time after him. My dad’s hero was Ellington. He patterned himself on him. Ellington was on top of everyone.

			

			
				[image: ]
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				Only thing better than watching Mother [and] Father getting dressed up 4 a night on the town was watching them leave.

				That’s where the Imagined Life began. A place where [image: ] could pretend dress-up & enter a fantasy of my own direction. A different storyline every time, but always with similar outcomes—[image: ] am always sharp & [image: ] always get the girl. In my fantasy world, [image: ] always live far away from the public at large, usually on a mountain, sometimes a cloud, & even in an underwater cave. (How that was accomplished was never divulged but somehow it worked out.)

				Superpowers1—optional but always with secret flying abilities 2 enter & exit a location anytime [image: ] chose.

				Hidden Places, Secret Abilities. A part of oneself that is never shown.

				These r the necessary tools 4 a vibrant imagination & the main ingredients of a good song.

				
					1 I used to watch Superman on TV. It was the first show I had to see. I used to rush home from school to watch it. Seeing George Reeves, seeing that cape flying, him on top of buildings—I wanted that. It’s funny to turn on the TV and in America you just see white people playing the heroes. People who look like the creators of the show. That affects your self-image when you’re black and watching white heroes.

				

			

		

	
		
			[image: 3. KISS]
		
		
			
				

				If not traditionally beautiful, what characteristic can a woman possess that still makes her irresistible 2 men? The answer is this—a fully functional imagination.

				Laura Winnick1 was in possession of such a trait. No one could play-act fantasies better than Laura. Not even me. Laura had a mastery of the English language that [image: ] had never encountered b4. She could have a conversation with an imaginary friend & get everyone watching 2 suspend their [dis]belief 2 the point where they might start talking 2 the person themselves.

				Laura was only five or six at the time but the only fantasy she wanted 2 play-act was House. Whereas all my plays revolved around transmutation of some sort, Laura was firmly rooted in reality. It was better than television and all of Her characters were happy, grounded, & smart.

				Out of nowhere one day Laura decided she wanted me 2 play her husband.

				We weren’t the 1st interracial couple in Minneapolis, but we were no doubt the youngest. All lives mattered back then because race didn’t. At least not in r fantasy world.

				Laura kissed me three times that day. Each time was my 1st. The obligatory husband on the way 2 work kiss, one when U returned, & one b4 U went 2 sleep that night. Those kisses—not lasting over 3 seconds each, in line with the Hayes Code, mind U—were everything 2 me. Laura was initiating everything & moved her head just like the married people in the movies. 2 this day my father’s rendition of the jazz standard “Laura”2 is one of my favorite melodies.

			

			
				1 Laura looked like Elizabeth Taylor, but little. Really dark-haired.

				2 I only found out later that my father played this very popular song called “Laura.” Those sorts of coincidences amazed me. They still do.

			

		

	
		
			
				[image: 4. PRINCE]
			
			
				Handwriting is a lost art in need of resurrection. Everyone should have a pen pal 2 actually write 2 as often as possible. Having an audience who will not judge U opens the pen up 2 a more honest fluid style of songwriting. My mother was also an artist, so her penmanship was impeccable. She could write on blank paper and when she was finished U could C the lines of every paragraph because of how straight her pen was. She 1st showed me how 2 write my name in kindergarten. She started with my nickname, Skipper, & then my given name, Prince.1

				When showing me how 2 properly write the name Prince, [image: ] noticed my Mother’s demeanor change. She stared at the word after she wrote it, the same way she stared at my father sometimes. It was his name also & this was a reverent look that she seemed 2 take pleasure in helping me own. Every school year 2 come kids & teachers alike would tease me about My name but it never bothered Me because it was unique. No One Else had the given name Prince.

				Except Me.

			

			
				[image: ]
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				[image: ]
			
				
				[image: ]
			There is a technique called Visualization2 that was most certainly being employed back then, even though we had no name 4 it. Things [image: ] wanted 2 happen, [image: ] would write or type.

			Looking back at those lists now, most everything came true. B4 an actual stab at a real, fully 4med song, lists, stats were the 1st original writings. The list [[image: ] was] most proud of was the one containing my girlfriends. All the girls [image: ] liked at school were included. Whether they liked me or not was of no consequence. [image: ] liked them—they were on my list, so eventually they would like me. Rather than the cute little kid in their 1st grade class they would one day think of Me as a superhero who they really just wanna play House with.

			The problem with Vision Lists is that they take time. Patience is required. After the encounter with Laura, who had since moved away 2 a better neighborhood, [image: ] needed real partners 2 explain the deeper meaningful relationships in the subconscious world.

			[image: ] was smaller than the rest of the kids in school so [image: ] needed a gimmick. Something that would make people notice me. [image: ] tried tap dancing at my kid sister Tyka’s prodding. Tyka3 told me [image: ] was good at everything & [image: ] believed her. So off 2 the school talent show [image: ] went.

			What happened next almost derailed my hopes of neighborhood stardom 4 good. After they announced my name, [image: ] sheepishly walked onstage & proceeded 2 do a never-changing rat-a-tat step (with no music, mind U) 4 28 ½ minutes. Which actually felt like years. Until, well, [image: ] just stopped. [image: ] think the applause [image: ] got was 4 me getting off the stage. Anything 2 make that tapping noise stop.

			Dwight Buckner4 & his brother followed me home from school that night. 1st 2 escort my sister & [image: ] home because it was sundown after the talent show and secondly 2 ridicule me & my “per4mance.” Dwight & his brother would mimic my routine in between uproarious laughter. Dwight kept saying 2 me, “What’s wrong with U? Negroes ain’t supposed 2 tap dance no more!”

			
				
					[image: ]

			
			Early on [image: ] believed another power greater than myself was at work in my life. We grew up 1st attending 7th Day Adventist Church where [image: ] 1st met the Andersons. Fred Anderson and his wife, Bernadette5, were friends of my parents, &, though [image: ] never asked, [image: ] believe now that Bernadette & my mother secretly had each other’s back when it came 2 their husbands. 4 that matter [image: ] think that the entire planet has been maintained this long by the feminine principle. [image: ] can always let my guard down when there’s a woman present.

			The 1st epileptic seizure [image: ] recall was when [image: ] was about 3. [image: ] loved 2 play outside & felt completely free with no ceiling. Clouds seemed like home 2 me. One day the clouds started violently spinning & [image: ] just remember being carried by my father in2 the living room where [image: ] came 2 on the couch. A trip 2 the hospital revealed [image: ] was epileptic & prone 2 seizures at any time.

			My brain6 has always been overactive & the blackouts would occur primarily from overthinking. Basically bred by the normalady (new word alert) of life…[image: ] always viewed it thru hyper-realities. My schoolteacher couldn’t just b the person who taught the alphabet & math. She had 2 b a willing participant in a mud-wrestling contest between [me] & the other teachers7 at the school. And the contest started once [image: ] got home after school, in the octagon of my brain. Coming back 2 reality was always very jarring.

			The last seizure [image: ] recall happened walking 2 my grandmother’s house. My sister was up ahead of me, walking with my mother. [image: ] just remember sitting down on the sidewalk & feeling very small, the 2 of them went farther & farther away. [image: ] could hear my mother’s voice calling out, “Skipper! Get up! Come over here. Don’t make me come back there & carry U.” Carry me is what she had 2 do, though, cuz this blackout was bad. Apparently there were violent convulsions accompanying it & it scared everyone something awful. [image: ] can’t imagine my mother’s true feelings about herself back then, but she has the deepest gratitude from me 4 enduring what must have been a nightmare.

			She told me that shortly after that episode [image: ] approached Her & told her that an angel came & told me that [image: ]’m not gonna b sick anymore. [image: ] never had another seizure.8

			
				[image: ]
			
				[image: When Doves Cry]
			

			Music is healing. Some secrets r so dark they have 2 b turned in2 song 1st b4 one can even begin 2 unpack them.

			My mother, altho very loving & nurturing, the outgoing life of the party, sometimes could b very stubborn & completely irrational. No one could reason with my mother when she was in this state.

			The sound of Ur parents fighting is chilling when U’re a child. If it happens 2 become physical,9 it can b soul-crushing.

			One night [image: ] remember hearing them arguing & it got physical. At some point my mother crashed in2 my bedroom and grabbed me. She was crying but managed a smile & said, “Tell Ur father 2 b nice 2 me.” She held me up as a buffer so that he wouldn’t fight with her anymore.

			Things calmed down then. 4 a while. My mother subsequently got a lawyer 2 defend herself against my father. She basically wanted 2 run the household not Him. She considered him weak & narrow-minded, as opposed 2 the practical man that he was. Where she wanted adventure & traveling…he just wanted [2] make sure there was food on the table.

			Some topics can’t b glossed over. After several breakdowns of communication & even occasional violence, my Mother & Father divorced.10 [image: ] had no idea what impact that would have on me. [image: ] was 7 years old & more than anything [image: ] just wanted peace. A quiet space where [image: ] could hear myself think & create. The separation was good 4 both of them at the time. They needed 2 explore themselves without interference from each other. 4 a time everyone was happier. My father would come by every weekend & take us 2 church & then 2 dinner afterward. Just like b4 except now my mother was absent. This stubbornness on her part would b their ultimate undoing. [image: ] missed seeing her get dressed up in her Sunday best. [image: ] missed the admiring eyes from the other kids cause [image: ] had the most beautiful mom. Most of all [image: ] missed the knowing wink that she’d give me whenever [image: ] was unsure about something. That wink meant everything was alright. When in fact…everything was different now. [image: ] didn’t actually begin 2 know my father until he left my mother. Being the only male in the house with Her, [image: ] understood Y he left.

			She was 2 strong & not always in a good way. She would spend up what little $ the family had 4 survival on partying with her friends, then trespass in2 my bedroom, “borrow” my personal $ that [image: ]’d gotten from babysitting local kids, & then chastise me 4 even questioning her regarding the broken promise she made 2 pay me back.

			In hindsight, [image: ] am glad [image: ] was able 2 help put food on the table, but this was the 1st time [image: ] had ever had any real $ b4 & it felt amazing. [image: ] made $ babysitting 4 a local celebrity DJ named JERRY “MOTORMOUTH” MAC. Him & his dancer wife, Tracy, were the Ike & Tina Turner of North Minneapolis.

			Jerry was a godsend 2 r community. He was always dressed 2 the 9s. Quick-witted, silky smooth with the compliments, & kept an xtra bankroll on hand 4 tipping. Jerry tipped everybody. If he had $ everybody had 2 have some.

			He loved complimenting my mother. She “borrowed” [his] $ sometimes 2. [image: ]’m sure she never paid it back. Jerry loved music more than anything. Whenever the latest discs would come out, Jerry would have them 1st. He belonged 2 a DJ & Record Store Owner Pool. Having a fast track 2 the baddest, just released joints made u top dog in the hood. What’s more, Jerry had a drum set, a piano, a mic, AND an amplifier he used 4 his DJ shows. [image: ] had only ever seen an amplifier on TV b4 behind The Beatles. [image: ] had no idea this device would become more important 2 my life than a stove. Countless hours [image: ] would spend in Jerry’s basement looking at all the 8 x 10 glossies of the greatest RnB stars, B.B. King, Bobby Blue Bland, Al Green, & Joe Tex. Jerry even had pictures of my favorite singer, James Brown, on his wall. Jerry introduced me 2 Dee, the local record store owner. Dee had a shop at the end of Plymouth Ave. as we [knew] it. We never rode past Dee’s Record Shop11 without stopping in. A trip 2 Dee’s was a Happy Day.

			Any song that caught my fancy was 1st purchased then transcribed. Lyrics only, as [image: ] never learned 2 read music. Re-copying a lyric helps U 2 break down a line 2 c what it’s made [of]. “If U feel like loving me, if U’ve got the notion, [image: ] Second That Emotion.” Then while reading the copied lyric [image: ]’d learn the chords that went with each lyric, as the record played behind me. [image: ] learned 2 play & sing along with every record of choice. It didn’t matter whether it was male or female—it was the overall arrangement [image: ] was most interested in.

			Singing along with all records—James Brown, Ray Charles, Smokey Robinson, & Aretha Franklin—helps 2 develop range & a sense of soul that can cover all bases. There r many great singers but [not] that many funky singers. How a word is shaped in the mouth & the velocity or subtlety that a word is sung [with] is what characterizes a funky singer or not.

			Truly funky singers actually sound like they’re singing in everyday conversation. Look at an interview with some of the greats. U know the names. If U feel like dancing while they’re just talking, that’s funk.

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			
			Ideally parents should stay 2gether. The day my mother remarried12 was the day [image: ] decided [image: ] wanted 2 live with my real father, who loved the Bible & had a keen sense of morality & class. None of which my stepfather possessed. The best thing that can b said about him was that he made my mother happy. At 12 years of age, [image: ] left them 2 each other 2 go live with my father. It was the Happiest Day of My Life. [image: ] could only go so far alone with no teacher. [image: ] needed 2 b near my hero.

			
				1 Teachers had a problem with calling me Prince. They didn’t see it as a name. They thought it wasn’t fit for a name, just like King wouldn’t be. So they used Skipper instead.

				2 I was looking for myself outside of myself. When you’re little you see yourself in other people and try to find out who you are. People say things about me like, How is his skin so light? Or, Why doesn’t he age? It’s because of my self-image. I don’t think about myself as wrinkly. Why is your hair like that? My hair is like this because it’s unadulterated. Remember that scene in The Matrix, where Neo is feeling the back of his neck and saying the plugs aren’t there, and Morpheus says, that’s your residual self-image? That’s why I made lists and things. That’s what I mean by visualization. I was trying to see who I would become.

				3 Tyka looked up to me because I was like a little version of my father. She loved my father and she seemed to get under his wing. I loved both my parents, but I had a distance from my father. I still can’t figure out why. Maybe because he represented discipline.

				4 He was my neighbor. He lived up the street. We should keep his full name in there, because it’s so funny. It’s so Midwestern. It’s like a cartoon. And we won’t have anything more in there about him.

				5 She was a big community figure. I think I’ll have to add a whole chapter about her. Whenever there are documentaries about North Minneapolis, they bring her up before they bring me up. You’d asked about the feminine principle. I’d say it’s that African women have an unspoken language. It’s almost primordial. No one can run a village like African women. On the one hand, they’re always in each other’s hair—you can’t keep a secret because they’re talking to everyone. On the other hand, they know you need someone to survive. There’s a kind of agreement: If I die you take care of my children, if you die I take care of yours….It’s about religion and family. It’s unwavering. All birth comes from the feminine principle. Every
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