The Jumper 

The present.

Los Angeles Ghetto.

Rooftop.

Night.

Amidst the stinch from the dumpsters directly below and the smog that limits

visibility to about three yards a girl makes a hackling like mown as she 

makes her way up the staircase leading to the rooftop of her ten story 

apartment complex. As she lifts the hatch and steps out onto the icy rooftop 

the moaning seems to intensify into some sort of warped  hackling like 

sound as though someone is being skinned alive or tortured slowly in some 

unspeakable demented manner.  

Just about ten feet before  the edge of the rooftop Sarah drops to her 

knees and  pulls out  from her coat pocket  a sack containing a razor 

sharp blade, some Jack Daniels liquor, some pig rope, a 45 high caliber 

pistol and what appears to be some form of cocaine like substances all of 

which came to her in error as it was tossed through her bedroom window 

one night by hoodlums trying to ditch this incriminating  evidence from the 

cops.  Sarah takes the liquor and empties the contents into her system then 

slits both her rists.   

Now as Sarah  kneels down into what will soon become a pool  of blood and 

tears she cries out loud  I hate you, I hate you all, you robbed life from my 

child last year on this same day and now I want to let you all know I hate you. 

God Dam it I hate your fucking guts and I will kill anyone who has enough 

balls to admit they had anything to do with it.  As Sarah's body is quickly 

drained of blood she begins to crawl closer to the edge again moaning 

intensely bloody murder. 

There is now a crowd below trying to determine where these moans and shreaking

noises are stemming from.  With only three yards of visibility folks below 

don't have a clue exactly where the sound is coming from other than somewhere 

above them.  A man living on the top floor was able to determine the 

sounds origin is from the rooftop and decides to go up to investigate 

it further.  

Now on the rooftop Samuel yells.... hello is there a problem?  

Sarah answers go away, I hate you... I know four ways to kill myself and if you 

come one step closer I will do just that.  

Samuel freezes in his tracks still not sure where Sarah is since visibility is 

limited.  Samuel yells out four ways to do what...what  are you doing up here 

and please speak louder I'm having trouble hearing you?

Sarah, please don't come any closer I have a gun, a rope, and a very 

sharp hunting knife which I won't hesitate to use on you and then myself if 

necessary. Samuel replies, well I don't want to call you stupid or say that 

you can't count but I don't understand how you have four ways to kill

yourself when you only mentioned three, a gun, a knife and the rope.. 

what's the fourth one?  Sarah, I don't have to tell you anything, what do you 

care your nothing but another one of them how do I know your not the one 

that was responsible for killing my baby?  

Samuel, because I don't know your baby, in fact I don't even know if I know

you but if I come closer I could see you and you could see me and then we 

will know if we know each other.  Sarah, I don't want you to approach me but 

please note I live in this building and have lived here for the past ten years 

how about you.  I also live in this building and have for the past twelve 

years that's why I am curious who you are I thought I knew everyone here 

but I don't think I know you. 

Sarah, Well just so you will know I am not stupid the fourth way is the planned 

way, in other-words, I mean the way that make sense you know?  If you look 

at where we are.

Samuel, I can see where we are but still can't see what's the planned 

way?  Sarah, how could you even suggest I am the stupid one.. Well think 

about it and think about where you are, if we were to reverse rolls I think I 

could determine what the Hell you were planning to do being that I would 

have gone through considerable effort to get all the way the fuck up here 

on this COLD and DANGEROUS Cock Sucking  ROOF TOP!  

If I were in your shoes that is.... which now that I thing about it I am glade 

I'm not.

Samuel, Well that may seem logical to you but this entire idea is sort of 

twisted and if I were in your shoes I  wouldn't  be up here in the first place. 

Sarah, well what do you suggest I have had it with the drugs, killing and 

robbings that take place around here daily.  Samuel, and you think  this will 

change that?  I mean killing yourself?  Sarah, I don't know  but I know I will 

be free of having to live with it every day.  

Samuel, but what about me and other good people that are not responsible 

for such bad things do you think we should all do what your about to do?  

Sarah, I don't care what anyone does I just want to end the pain I feel.

Samuel, well I can understand the pain  you feel Sarah in fact I have had 

thoughts of kill myself also but I don't want to use a knife or a gun or a rope 

but perhaps that fourth method you have yet to mention would appeal to 

me what is it? Sarah, since you can't figure it out even as you were told 

to observe where we stand and so forth I will spell it out, the fourth way 

is jumping off the dam building.  Samuel, well I can't jump because I have a 

fear of heights but perhaps the rope will work toss it to me.  I am to weak to 

throw it.  Ok, may I come and pick it up?  yes come get this rope quickly  

before I change my mind. 

Samuel,  grabs the rope and tosses it around Sarah and pulls her 

back from the edge and abruptly wraps her rists with pieces of cloth torn 

from his shirt and rushes her to the hospital.  Sarah thanks Samuel after 

she recovers they get married and lives happy ever after.  

