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In Jacksonville, Florida, Randy Moore slouched in a chair in a waiting room while displaying a look of aggravation.  Just released from prison for child molestation, this was his first visit to the probation office.  Wearing gray sweatpants, a white tank top, and sandals, Randy was thirty-four years old, around six-feet tall with a chubby physique, sported red hair fashioned into dreadlocks, freckles riddled his pale skin, and a red mustache topped off his already peculiar appearance.  As he exuded a sex-offender vibe, he surfed the internet for child porn on his cellphone as he waited to see his parole officer.

At the age of twenty-three, Randy began molesting his ten-year old niece.  Two years later he impregnated her, followed by an investigation, then his arrest.  A DNA test proved Randy was the father and he was found guilty of child molestation.  After serving nine years out of a fifteen-year sentence, he was released early for good behavior.

A few minutes later, a woman called out his name.  “Randy Moore!”

He quickly shoved his phone in his pocket.  “Yeah!”

“Mr. Barnett will see you now.”

Randy swaggered into a small office and plopped in a chair.  “When do you want me to piss in a cup?”

Sitting at a desk, Andrew Barnett, an older man with a bald head and thick mustache, opened a folder and began reviewing some documents.  “Just sit there and be quiet.”

“I’ve been holdin’ my piss all mornin’ and need to take a leak.”

“You can relieve yourself when we’re done.”

“I’ve got to go really bad.  And I mean bad.”

Aggravated, Andrew pointed toward the door.  “There’s a restroom around the corner.”

Randy quickly left the room.  When he came back, he slouched in his chair while displaying a look of aggravation.  “If I’m not required to take a drug test, I’m not going to hold my piss anymore.”

“Since this is your first visit, I need to go over the conditions of your probation.  Before we start, I would like to record this conversation to ensure your rights are protected.  Do you consent to being recorded?”

“That’s fine.”

Andrew sat a plastic container on his desk.  “Item number one; random drug testing will be performed.  You’ll need to leave a sample before you leave.”

Randy’s eyes narrowed.  “Why didn’t you tell me that before I took a piss?”

Andrew slid a checklist over to him.  “Item number two; you cannot have any contact with the victim, or the child you fathered.”

“I’m sure you hear it all the time, but I was falsely accused of that.  And that kid isn’t mine.”

“I’m not here to debate your innocence or guilt.”  Andrew glanced at Randy’s file for a moment.  “A DNA test did confirm the child is yours.”

“I don’t know how that’s possible.  I’m not a child molester.  Maybe she got my jizz off the toilet seat or somethin’.”

Being a probation officer for almost three decades, Andrew dealt with a lot of scumbags and lowlifes who claimed they were innocent, but Randy’s jizz off the toilet seat comment was a first.  “It doesn’t work that way, son.  And I’ve already told you, I’m not here to debate your innocence or guilt.”  He pointed at his own copy of the checklist.  “Item three; you’ll have a mandatory curfew between 10 PM and 6 AM.”

“I can do that, I guess.”

“You guess?  If you violate any of the conditions of your parole, your probation can be revoked, and you’ll go back to prison and serve out the remainder of your sentence.”

“Naw, dude.  I got this.”

“It’s Mr. Barnett, not dude.”

“Sorry, man.  No disrespect intended.”

Andrew possessed a no-nonsense demeanor, and he didn’t have much patience for sex offenders.  “Item four; you cannot live within one-thousand feet of a park, playground, school or day care.” 

“I don’t.”

“Item five; you will need to register as a sex offender.”

“I want to talk to you about that.  I don’t identify as a sex offender, child molester or predator, and frankly, I find those labels offensive.”

“Really?  So, what would you consider yourself?”

“A MAP.”

“What the hell is that?”

Randy handed Andrew a pamphlet.  The front page displayed a flag with pastel colors of blue, red, yellow, purple, and pink; colors usually reserved for babies.  Across the center of the flag was written, Minor-Attracted People and Their Pursuit of Dignity.  When he flipped open the pamphlet, he scanned the message, Minor-Attracted People (MAPs) are individuals whose sexual and romantic preferences often draw them to underage people.  Minor-attraction is an orientation, and it is not chosen by the individual and usually reveals itself during puberty.  We are all born with a predetermined sexual preference, meaning, MAPs didn’t choose their sexual preference no more than others get to choose their sexual preference and they shouldn’t be judged for it.

MAPs are often misunderstood and are victims of misinformation and discrimination.  It’s often believed that they are dangerous, untrustworthy, and less human than everyone else.  Many people are frightened by MAPs, including trained counselors, and they are often ostracized for their urges.  A majority of MAPs lead lives of isolation due to prejudice, resulting in mental health challenges, such as depression, anxiety, and suicidal thoughts.  MAPs are people too, and their pursuit for dignity shouldn’t be disregarded.  When Andrew finished reading the pamphlet, he nonchalantly tossed it in a trashcan and picked up where he left off.  “Item six; you may not volunteer....”

An angered expression formed on Randy’s face.  “Hold up, man!  That was my personal property you threw away.  And I was tryin’ to talk to you about that.”

“Don’t interrupt me again.”

“Okay.  But you didn’t even comprehend what I was tryin’ to get across to you.”

“I got it.  Now sit there and be quiet.  “Item six; you may not volunteer, or work for pay, at any place where children gather, including daycares, schools, parks, playgrounds, libraries, zoos, pet stores, theme parks, and malls.  Item seven; you may not obtain or use a P.O. box without my approval.  Item eight; you will be subject to a polygraph test at least once a year.  Item nine; you may not view, own, or possess any pornographic or sexually stimulating material, including digital and physical media.”

“What about Penthouse magazine?  I already have a subscription.”

“Item ten; you must keep a driving log, and you’re not allowed to operate a motor vehicle alone without my approval.”

“I don’t have a car, so no problem there.”

“Item eleven; you cannot participate in any Halloween activities where children will be present.  On Halloween, you must post a sign at your residence that states ‘no candy’ all exterior lights must remain off, and you cannot display any Halloween decorations.”

“But I live in an apartment complex.  I can’t control what my neighbors do.”

“Item twelve; you will need to successfully complete a sex offender treatment program.”

“Wow!  That’s ridiculous.”

“Last, but not least.”  Andrew strolled over to a closet and pulled out a large sign that incorporated red letters plastered across a bright-yellow background, then leaned it against his desk.  “You will need to display this at your place of residence at all times.”

Randy’s eyes opened wide as he glared at the four-foot wide by three-foot tall sign that read, WARNING! Randy Paul Moore is a Convicted Sexual Predator.  “Are you fuckin’ jokin’!?!”

“If it was a joke, would it be funny?”

Randy could sense Andrew took delight in his humiliation.  “You can’t expect me to do that.  It’s embarrassing as shit.”

“Displaying the sign outside of your residence is part of your probation.  If you fail to meet any of these conditions, your probation can be revoked, and you’ll go back to prison and serve out the remainder of your sentence.”

“You’ve already made that clear.  And why is it so damn big?”

“To ensure everyone will see it.”

“Naw, man.  That shit violates my rights.”

“How do you figure that?”

“It just does.”

Andrew slid his copy of the checklist to Randy.  “Sign that.”

“Why?”

“So, I’ll have proof you were informed of these conditions.”

Randy quickly scribbled his signature on the document.  “You know, I’m a person too.  This isn’t fair.”

“What you did to that young lady wasn’t fair either.”

“I already told you I was falsely accused of that.”

“If you were falsely accused, I find it kind of odd that you would be carrying around a molester handout that promotes child molestation.”

“It’s not a molester handout.  If you took the time to read it, you’d know that.”

“Oh, I got the message.”

“I don’t think you did.  And I don’t appreciate how you’re treating me.  I have rights like everyone else.”

“Send a complaint to the molester protector.”

“Wow!  Someone needs to knock you off your pedestal.”

Andrew began writing in his folder.

“What are you writing down?”

“I’m keeping track of your threats and lack of cooperation.”

“That will be my word against yours, dude.”

Andrew nodded toward a wall-mounted camera.  “This conversation is being recorded.”

Randy’s eyes narrowed as he studied the camera.  “Hold up, man!  It’s illegal to record someone in Florida.”

“You think so?”

“Yeah.  I know my rights.”

“Florida does have stricter privacy laws compared to other states, and usually prohibits the recording of private conversations.”

“I told you I know my rights, and not only are you gonna lose your job for this, but I’m also gonna sue your ass.”

“But Florida does allow recording when all parties consent.”

“I didn’t consent to shit.”

“Before we started, I told you I would like to record this conversation to ensure your rights are protected.  I also asked if you consented, and you said that’s fine.”

“No, I didn’t.”

Andrew held up a remote control.  “Do you want me to play back the recording?”  He nodded toward a large flatscreen TV mounted on the wall.  “I can play it back on that eighty-five-inch screen if you like.”

Knowing he did consent, he gritted his teeth as he grumbled, “Naw, man.  I’m good.”

“That’s what I thought.”  Andrew jotted a few things down on a piece of paper, then handed it to Randy.  “I’ve added some additional conditions to your probation.”

“You can’t do that.”

“Sure, I can.  It’s to my discretion.  And because of the behavior you demonstrated here, you’ll be required to complete an anger management course.”

“Seriously?”

“And you need to undergo a psychological health assessment.”

“Why?”

“Because you might be suicidal.”

“Why in the hell would you think that?”

Andrew retrieved the pamphlet from the trash and stuck it in Randy’s file.  “Your molester handout states child molesters face mental health challenges, including suicidal thoughts.”

“Stop calling it a molester handout.  And I’m not suicidal.  It’s just a brochure I printed from the internet.”

“You’re also going to be GPS monitored.”

“I know you’re not sayin’ I have to wear one of those ankle bracelets.”

“And I’m giving you a hundred hours of community service.”

“You’re just doin’ all this because I’m not bowing down to you.”

“This meeting is concluded.  And before you leave, drop your urine sample off at the reception desk.”  As Randy walked toward the door, Andrew added, “And make sure you pay your probation fee.”

“Probation fee?  How much is that?”

“Fifty dollars.”

“I only have twenty bucks, and I need that for my ride home.”

“Nonpayment will result in a violation of your probation.”

“What am I supposed to do?  I told you I only have twenty bucks.”

“That’s not my problem.  And speaking of being broke, you’ll be required to obtain employment.”

“I’ve been trying to find a job, but no one is hiring.”

“Bullshit.  I see help-wanted signs everywhere.”

“Like where?”

“There’s plenty of construction work around town.”

“I ain’t doing that hard labor shit.” 

“All the fast-food joints are hiring.”

“I’m not flippin’ patties at McFuckers.”

“Most of the local factories are hiring.”

“Naw, man.  That would be boring, and I ain’t doin’ shift work.”

“Well, laziness is no excuse, so you better have proof of employment at our next meeting.”

“I didn’t want to mention this, but I filed for disability, and if I get a job, they will deny my benefits.”

“I’m sure you did.”

“What the hell does that mean?”

“You’re a typical lazy scumbag looking for free handouts.”

“You can’t insult me like that.”  Randy glanced at the camera, then grinned.  “I got your ass now.  That comment is gonna cost you your job.”
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