SCENE 2
Stan:
Disgusting.  (Checks the door.  Locked.  Looks around.  He can’t see anything beyond the cage walls.)  

Roland:
(Voice from the darkness.)  Good morning!

Stan:
What the.…  Hello.  Who’s out there?  Get me out of here.  Help!  You hear me?  What is this?  Did you….  You won’t get away with this?  I know you’re listening and it’s sick.  Who are you?  (He listens for a response.  Nothing.) What do you want?  Money?  I haven’t got any.  Not money.  What then? (Waits for a response.  None.  He sits.)  I can’t believe this.  (Jake is buzzed in through a large steel door.  Stan hears him and runs to the other corner.  Jake has food and water.  He tries to leave, but the door is locked.  They circle each other, both waiting for the fight.  Eventually….)

Jake:
Good morning.

Stan:
Morning. (Pause.)Who are you?

Jake:
A friend.

Stan:
What do you want?

Jake:
To feed you.

Stan:
What?

Jake:
I want to feed you.  In those.  

Stan:
Why?

Jake:
You look hungry.  And thirsty.  Are you?

Stan:
Yes.

Jake:
So I’ll just… feed you.

Stan:
OK.

Jake:
You’ll stay over there?

Stan:
Yes.

Jake:
Promise?

Stan:
Yes.

Jake:
OK.  (He cautiously approaches the dishes and fills them, never taking his eyes off of Stan.  When he is done, he backs away to the farthest edge of the cage.)
Stan:
Thanks.

Jake:
Sure.

Stan:
Are you going to let me go?

Jake:
I can’t.

Stan:
Yes, you can.

Jake:
No, I really can’t.  Really.

Stan:
Why not?

Jake:
Because….

Stan:
What am I doing here?

Jake:
I don’t know yet.

Stan:
What do you want?

Jake:
Nothin.

Stan:
Then why—

Jake:
Well maybe somethin.

Stan:
What?

Jake:
To touch you.

Stan:
You stay the hell away from me.

Jake:
No no no.  Not like that.  Just touch you.  See if you’re real.  Your hand, your cheek, like that.  That’s all.

Stan:
Why?

Jake:
I don’t know.  Cause I do, that’s all.

Stan:
That’s all?

Jake:
Ya.

Stan:
Promise?

Jake:
Cross my heart and hope to die.

Stan:
If I were willing to let you do that, would you be willing to let me out?

Jake:
Well… ya.

Stan:
You sure?

Jake:
Ya, I would but—

Stan:
OK.  Do it. 

Jake:
Kay.  (They slowly converge.  Jake pokes his hand.  Smiles.  Comes right up to him.  Puts his hand on his cheek.  In a moment he is overwhelmed and throws his arms around Stan tightly.  Too tightly.)
Stan:
Get off.  Let go!!  (Pushes him away.) There, you did it.  Now open the door.

Jake:
I can’t.

Stan:
I let you touch me.  I’m real.  Now open the door.

Jake:
I can’t.

Stan:
You said—

Jake:
I lied.  I’m sorry Stan.  I’m sorry.

Stan:
You put me here, now get me out!

Jake:
Not me.

Stan:
What?  “Not me.”  What’s that mean?  You didn’t bring me here?

Jake:
No.

Stan:
Then who?

Jake:
Him.  

Stan:
There’s someone else out there?

Jake:
Ya.

Stan:
Of course.  You couldn’t….  You’re….  You stink.  Who is it then?  Who’s out there?  (No response.)  Who is it?  Please.  I’m sorry.  Just… please. (No response.)  Who are you? (The door buzzes open.  Jake runs out shutting the door behind him.)  Goddamn-it.  Your lackey seems to have run for cover.  I guess that just leaves us.  Look, whatever it is you want, I probably can’t even get it for you.  You’ve got the wrong guy.  No one is going to pay to get me out of here.  Just let me go.  It’ll be OK, I promise.  I don’t even know what you look like.  Let me go now and no one would even know this happened. 

