Scene 2: The Conversation

(Old Jim, 25, sitting by a prison phone booth. Jack, a bedraggled and aged pedophile, enters in a prison suit on the other side of the glass: thin, resolute.  He picks up a phone.)

Jack: What?

Old Jim: Hello, Jack.

Jack: Who are you?

Old Jim: You don’t recognize me?

Jack:  Nope.

Old Jim: I get the courage up to visit and you don’t even…

Jack: Wait.  Oh my god.  

Old Jim: Yeah.

Jack: Hey kid.

Old Jim: I want answers.

Jack: To what?

Old Jim: Look, I’ve had this thing lurking in the back of mind, and… I need to know what happened that night.

Jack: Why wait this long?

Old Jim:  I’m here now, and I just want to get things set straight.

Jack:  Okay well… I take it you realize I’m not Santa Claus.

Old Jim: Look mister – I – I had to work to find out who you were, okay?  I mean, please, I don’t want be here, I don’t wanna see you, I just want to know if you –  If… If what I’ve been told is true.

Jack:  What have you been told?

Old Jim: You kidnapped me, you… you… I was – it was not a pleasant evening.

Jack: Who told you that?

Old Jim: That you kidnapped me?  The police.

Jack: The thing you can’t say.  Who told you I did that?

Old Jim: I… well no one ever told me, per se, but…

Jack: But everyone assumed that since I had a history, I would naturally…

Old Jim: Did you?

Jack: Makes sense.

Old Jim: You did?

Jack: I didn’t say that.  But it makes sense people would assume it.

Old Jim: Damnit, look, I need to know.

Jack: Why? Why wait fifteen years to ask the man who kidnapped you?  Don’t you remember?

Old Jim: These are people I trust.

Jack: What people?  Cops? Psycho-analysts? 

Old Jim: My parents.
