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Screen is black.

Things then fade to that of a room that is almost pitch black.  The walls, ceiling, floor are all black, with no light in sight.  In the middle of this room is an old salon chair.  In that chair is nineteen year old Stanley Griffin.  His legs and left arm are taped to the seat, while his right arm is free.  Next to the chair is a small tray with a little blue cloth over the top of it.

However, the most shocking thing is what is around Stanley’s neck.  It is a piece of metal that has been formed to fit around his neck; a pad lock is placed on the back, keeping it in place.  Extending from the neck brace are four poles, all at different lengths.  The first one comes up to Stanley’s mouth, the second as the middle of his nose.  These two are on the front of the brace, while the other two are on the back.  The third is lined up with his eyes.  While the final pole is parallel to his forehead.

At the end of each of these poles is a butcher’s knife.  The blade has been welded on its side, causing it to slice rather than stab.  Each pole is pulled back slightly as if being held by an invisible force.  Stanley finally started to come around, stirring a little in his seat.  His eyes open then close.  He moves to sit up, finding that he can’t.  Stanley opens his eyes, which after a second are filled with fear as he sees that he is stuck in the chair.

Stanley moves his eyes to the left, seeing part of the contraption on his head.  Next he looks to the right, seeing the other half.  Stanley tries to take it off with his right hand, but finds that it won’t budge.  His hand stops on the lock, keeping it in place.  He is now really starting to panic.

He begins to shake the chair, trying to rip himself from the seat.  After a few tries at this he reaches over with his free hand and begins to undo the tape.  As he does this he breaths heavily, looking around the dark room for any sign of an exit.  He gets two layers of the tape unwrapped, when lights suddenly come on a few feet in front of him.  Stanley becomes still as a squeaking sound fills the dark room. 

Out of the light comes a small shape.  It is Jigsaw’s puppet, slowly pedaling on its red tricycle, making its way towards Stanley.  The puppet comes to a stop a few feet away from the young man, who looks on in terror.  He still hasn’t moved an inch from setting sight on the maniacal object.

PUPPET
Hello, Stanley.  I want to play game.  Six months ago the grim


          reaper paid a visit to your family, taking your mother and father


          from your life.  That lose would make anyone appreciate every


          second of their life as if it was their last.  But, not you Stanley.


          You threw your life away, going to needles and the bottom of the


          bottle for the answer to your pain.  I can assure you that you have


           not been injected with any narcotics and you are far under


          the limit, which leads to the situation you are in to be very real.


          The contraption on your head has a timer on the back.  Once this


          message is complete, that timer will begin.  You of course have to


          get it off, before it makes its final tick.  Fail, and the knives will


          slice through your head as if it was air.  You must be wondering 


          where the key is?  On your body you have three burn marks you


          made with a cigarette.  One on your upper left arm, another on


          the bottom of the arm, while the final rests on the side of your right shin.

Stanley pulls the sleeve up on his left arm, seeing that stitches contain part of his upper arm.  The wound under those stitches looks pretty fresh.  Looking down at his right leg he sees another hole stitched up.  He looks at the final set of stitches as the puppet continues.  
PUPPET
Take a look at what lies on the tray next to you.

Stanley looks over at the tray, terror fills every millimeter of his eyes.  With his free hand he reaches over, grabbing the cloth that lays over the hidden objects.  Once he has a hold of it, he throws it aside, revealing what lies underneath.  One of the tools on the tray was a rusty scalpel.  The other, a pair of pliers that looks just as bad as the sharpened weapon.

PUPPET

I’m sure you have already figured it out, but just in case you are


         in a state of shock, allow me to explain.  One of your burn marks

         contains the key to the contraption.  You must slice open the wound,

         then use the pliers to fish it out.  I can’t however tell you which mark


         it is in, but you better move fast for it isn’t just your life that may

         meet its end in sixty seconds, starting now.

The puppet became silent, but the room was still filled with sound.  The small clock on the back of the contraption had started its countdown.  Stanley’s eyes had not changed from their horrified stare, as they darted from the puppet, back to the tools on the tray.  Stanley picked up the scalpel, staring at it, knowing what pain was about to come.  He carries the blade of the tool over to the upper set of stitches on his left arm.
He places the edge onto the stitches and slices, but the blade is to rusty that it does nothing.  Stanley quickly places it back on top of the thread and begins to saw into it.  The blade cuts the threads a little slowly, but he was certainly getting through them.  As is cuts through the stitches, it cuts into his arm as well reopening the wound, causing blood to cover the upper part of his arm.  He yelped in pain as the process continued. 

He finally made it through the stitches, placing the scalpel on his lap, while he grabbed the pliers.  He placed them over the wound a seconds hesitation before he stuck the slightly opened end of the pliers into his body.  He yelled out in pain, moving the tool back and forth as far as it would go, pulling it out a moment later, coming up empty handed.  He still had thirty-five seconds remaining.

Stanley exchanged the scalpel’s spot with the pliers, placing the dull blade over the second set of stitches on his left arm.  He was breathing heavily as blood flowed from his arm.  That didn’t stop him from quickly cutting away at the threads, spilling more blood over his damaged arm.  He had made it through this set twice as fast, his hands moving with lightning speed to grab the pliers.
Once again, his screams filled the room as he dug deep inside himself.  Searching through the skin, blood and muscle for the one thing that would keep him alive in less than thirty seconds.  He yanked the pliers away from his arm, his breathing worse than before.  Without a split seconds wait, he traded one tool for the other, going to the final set of stitches.  He leaned down, the blade barely able to reach the threads.  Stanley was stretching to his fullest just to reach it.

Under twenty seconds remained as he started cutting through the final hideout of the key.  Blood ran down onto his foot as well as splattered upwards, but he was soon finished.  Stanley exchanged the tools for the last time, opening the pliers slightly as he entered his leg.  This caused a howl of agony and pain to come from his lips, even as he squeezed the ends of the pliers together, pulling them from his body.  As the end of the blood covered pliers was a blood stained key.

Eight seconds were left to tick away, as Stanley set the pliers on his lap, picking up the key.  He reached behind his head on the right side, not finding the lock.  Six seconds left.  He reached over to the other side, quickly finding the lock.  He went to stick in the key, but hit the side of the lock, knocking it away.  Four seconds remain.  Tries again, hitting the side, but bringing it to a stop.  Three seconds to go.  He places the key in to lock with two seconds, turning the key.  This stops the timer with one second, while Stanley freezes.  When nothing happens, he blinks and slightly relaxes.  After a few seconds, his attention is back to the puppet as it once again speaks.
PUPPET

Congratulations Stanley.  However this is only the beginning of


         the game.  This was just a test.  A test to show that the amount of


         blood you spill shows how far you are willing to go to continue


         breathing.  Cut yourself free and walk down the hallway so we


         can see how much blood you will spill for your brothers Corey


         and Jarrod.

Stanley’s eyes went wide at the mention of his siblings. He set the pliers back on the tray, followed by prying open the metal neck brace then knocking it over to the left where it banged on the ground.  Next, he grabbed the scalpel.  He began cutting away at the tape that held his bloody left arm in place.  After that he leaned forward, cutting free both of his legs.  After that, he set the tool back on the tray, so he could use all of his strength the push himself up, out of the seat.  Once he was out of the chair and standing straight, a door that was hidden in darkness by the puppet, opened, leading into a hallway.  Stanley looked on for a moment, deciding that he had no other choice.  He took off towards the open door.
The hallway that Stanley walked down looked like no one had gone through here in about a decade.  The wallpaper was hanging off the walls, while dirt covered the wooden floor that creaked under his pressure.  The lights were barely working, casting the hall in a dark gaze with just enough to make out what things were.  Stanley looked around, but soon focused on the path before him.  However, he was not looking at the path, as he was focused about the past.
FLASHBACK:  Sitting on the steps of his school is six year old Corey Griffin.  Next to him is his friend, Jess, who is of the same age.  Corey turns to look at the clock that is just inside the school.  It reads 4:05.  A look of sadness and disappointment comes across Corey’s face as he turns back to look at the driveway for the school, where parents would come pick up their kids.  But, Corey no longer had parents to pick him up.  He only had Stanley.

JESS

Late again?

COREY

Yeah.

JESS

My ride will be here in a minute, we could give you a ride if



you like.

COREY

No, thanks.  Stanley will be here soon.

A car then pulled up in the driveway, stopping parallel to them.
JESS

There’s my ride.  You sure you won’t come along.

COREY

I’ll just wait for…..

Another car came into the driveway, stopping behind the first car.  Getting out of the car was Stanley.  As he walked he had a slight wobbliness, but by placing his right hand on the hood of his car he could balance himself out.  Jess walked away from Corey as his brother walked towards him.  Corey stood up, walking towards his oldest brother, who stopped walking once past the front of his car, trying to keep his balance.

Jess opened the passenger door of the car, slowly getting inside as she watched the other two for a moment.  She finally got inside the car, shutting the door as Corey stood in front of Stanley.

COREY

You’re late.

STANLEY

I know little buddy.  I was busy hanging with Mike and Peter.

There was a slur in his words, letting Corey know that his brother was pretty much drunk.

COREY

I thought you had to work today?

STANLEY

No, I got fired.

COREY

But, you promised that you would keep that job.  You were going


       to save up so we could go to the Yankee game.
STANLEY

We’ll just have to post pone that little trip.

Jess stared at the side mirror, seeing Corey’s head sag, as the sadness on his face grew.  Stanley gave a groan and rolled his head as if this act by his brother was embarrassing him.  Stanley kneeled down in front of Corey, who lifted his head to look at his brother a moment later.  A tear was going down the right side of the six year old boy’s face.

STANLEY

No, you are not going to cry, not here.  Every time you don’t get what


    you want you pull out this crying bullshit.  I’m not going to fall for it,


    not this time.

COREY

You promised.

STANLEY

Promises don’t mean shit, Corey.  Learn that now.  You also have to

     learn to do things on your own.

COREY

But, Jarrod and I need you.

STANLEY

You need to grow up, I have my own problems, I don’t need you to


      dump yours on me as well.

COREY

Mom and dad always helped me, why can’t you?

Stanley looked at his brother an expression coming on his face as if something just came to him.  He licked his lips and shut his eyes for a moment, trying to think of something to say.  After a moment he looked his brother in the eyes.

COREY

I’m sorry, Corey.  I’m……I didn’t mean what I said, I wasn’t


           thinking right.

Jess watched as Stanley pulled Corey close for a hug.  

STANLEY

I’ll try to be there for both of you. I won’t let anyone or anything


        hurt you guys.

COREY

Mom and dad always told me that, and now they’re gone.

STANLEY

When it comes to you guys, its going to take a lot for something


         to get rid of me before anything harms you, okay.

COREY

Okay.

Jess still watched as the car pulled away.  The two stayed in her mirror hugging, until the car turned and that view was no longer optional.  

BACK TO PRESENT:  Stanley had a look of sadness on his face as he made his way down the hall.  Up ahead was an intersection that he soon came to.  Once in this spot he stopped, taking a look around as it seemed to be the place he was suppose to be.  To his left was a large, heavy metal door with a TV hanging above it.  Beside the door was a small, blank screen with a key hole under it.  To his right was the same thing, except for the screen and key hole.  Each TV was turned so that they were facing him.  Across from the TV’s, a speaker was placed on the walls.  Beside the speaker was a security camera.  There was also a door at the end of the hall to Stanley’s right as well as one to his left.  He suddenly looked up at the right speaker as a voice came flowing through.
JIGSAW
Hello again, Stanley.  Welcome to the second part of the game.

Stanley walked over to the speaker so that he was standing underneath it, looking up.

JIGSAW
I will ask for you to look at the left TV screen.

Stanley turned and looked at the black screen of the left TV.  A second later, video footage popped on.  Stanley’s face again turned to terror as he looked up at the monitor.  On the TV was twelve year old Jarrod Griffin.  He was sat in a seat with a his arms outstretched over the table that stood in front of him.  However, both of his hands were inside a bear trap.  His hands had been handcuffed to a metal bar on the table that was so far inside the machine that no matter where he went, his hands were stuck in the bear traps.  A timer set at ten minutes hung behind him.  Jarrod was screaming for help.

JIGSAW

He is in no danger at the moment, that timer won’t begin until


          we are done here.  To get him free, you will need two keys.  One 


          is in the room to the left, which will open the door.  The key that lies


          in the room to the right will be used to stop the timer.  The door to


          your right will not unlock until you get the first key.  But, he is only


          half of your worries.  Please, turn your attention to the second TV. 

Stanley’s face was full of rage and fear, but he did what was asked, turning to face the second black screen.  The monitor came to life with security camera footage that matched that of the first screen.  This time Corey was in a room where he was wondering around.  A timer set at ten minutes also hung on the wall, which he glanced at for a second, before continuing to walk around, looking for a way out.

STANLEY

You son of a bitch.

JIGSAW

I am not the one to blame Stanley.  It is you who has given them


         purpose to be here.  Young Corey has nothing to worry about


        until his ten minutes is up.  At that time, a deadly nerve agent will


        be emptied into the room and he shall start a game of his own to


        survive.  I will explain what it takes to save the person that has

        looked at you for guidance once Jarrod is in the clear.  How much

        will you sacrifice to keep the grim reaper away.  The time starts now.

There was a clicking noise, as the door at the left end of the hall unlocked.  Also, the small screen by Jarrod’s door was now filled with the time 10:00, but quickly started to count down.  Stanley wasted no time, as he ran off down the corridor, practically sliding to a stop at the door.  He grabbed the handle and pushed the door open.  He stepped into the room, allowing the door to close on its own.  Stanley took a look around the room, a look of confusion covering his face.

The room looked like the rest of the place, but there was a little better lighting, which was a good thing.  Mostly since the opposite wall was covered with more than thirty holes, large enough for a large male’s arm to fit inside.  Inside each hole was a key stuck at the back of the hole.  Stanley then noticed a tape player lying on the ground just in front of that wall.  He ran over to the wall, bent down, picked up the tape player and pushed play.

JIGSAW

Getting the first key will be no easy task.  There is only one correct

      key in this room, which you will find by sticking your arm into one

      of the holes before you.  However, take the wrong key and a trap will


      spring.  Whether it injects you with a nerve agent followed by the door


      locking leading to three deaths appearing in tomorrows paper.  Or, a


      blade will be unleashed that slices off your arm. Choose carefully or

      you may end up next to your parents.

The tape then went dead.  Stanley looked over the holes in front of him, all of which looked exactly the same.  Stanley then lowered his head as he tried to think.  
FLASHBACK:  Stanley sat on his bed with his friends Mike and Peter sitting on the floor in front of him.  They were the same age as Stanley, but all three had the same glazed look in their eye.  Mike and Peter were each holding a beer bottle, while Stanley tightened rubber tubing around his left bicep.  

Once that was done, he grabbed a needle off his bed, slowly moving it over to a vein that was now bulging from his skin.  Just as he was about to pierce his body with the end of the syringe, the bedroom door opened.  Standing in the doorway was Jarrod.  All three of them looked at the twelve year old, but only Stanley was upset.

STANLEY

Get the hell out!

JARROD

What are you doing?  Where did you get that stuff?

STANLEY

It’s none of your damn business now get out of here!
JARROD

But I need a ride to basketball practice.

STANLEY

Then walk!

JARROD

It’s fifteen degrees outside.

STANLEY

Does it look like I give a shit?

Jarrod didn’t reply.  He had a some what scared look on his face as he really took in what his brother was doing.

JARROD

Where’s Corey?

STANLEY

I saw him around earlier.

JARROD

Did you actually see him, or did you just think you saw him.
Stanley rose off the bed, setting the syringe down as he did so.  He quickly walked across the room, heading towards his brother, talking as he did.

STANLEY

If I said I saw him, then I saw him, now get the hell out of my face!
Stanley backhanded Jarrod, causing him to stumble back a few steps.  Mike and Peter didn’t seem to think anything of this and Stanley didn’t either as his face was still filled with anger with no sign of regret.  Jarrod removed his right hand from his lip to find that it was bleeding.  He now looked equally as pissed as his brother, slowly turning his head so that their eyes met.

JARROD

You know, it’s kind of funny.

STANLEY

What is that?

JARROD

Your grave number will be the same as your age if you keep



doing that stuff.  Right next to mom and dad.

STANLEY

Yeah, very enlightening.  Now get your ass to practice.

Stanley slammed the door in his brother’s face.  Jarrod was about to walk away when his brother’s voice filled the air once again.

STANLEY

And don’t ever come in here again!

Jarrod walked away, placing his hand to his lip once more, the blood slowly trickling down his face.

BACK TO PRESENT:  Stanley raised his head to look at the wall once more.  His face showed that he had figured it out and was now in search for the correct hole.  Looking over the wall, he saw that there are a total of thirty-six holes.  Starting at the top left hole he counted along coming to the final hole in the third row.  He quickly stuck his right hand into the hole, reaching for the key, but stopping just an inch away.
A new look came onto his face and it was that of curiosity.  Looking down, there are still three more rows of holes, adding up to eighteen total.  If he started with the bottom right number and counted up, the eighteenth hole would be the first hole of the fourth row.  He pulled his right hand away, staring at the other hole.  Which one could it be?  Stanley thought hard, placing a hand to his forehead.

FLASHBACK:  A quick flash of a cemetery appears in his mind.  He is at his parent’s grave, with a spot a grass that was slot eighteen to his left.

BACK TO PRESENT:  Backwards.  The numbers were going backwards.  Stanley went over to the other hole, sticking his hand inside.  His fingers stopping once in front of the key.  Stanley took one last look at the hole he was at seconds before.  What if he was wrong?  Stanley quickly made up his mind, grabbing the key inside the hole and yanking his arm out.  He stared at the hole.  Nothing happened, no traps were sprung. Stanley let out a sigh of relief.

JIGSAW

Well done, Stanley.

Stanley spun around, seeing a camera in the darkness of the right corner.  Next to it was small speaker.

JIGSAW

Guess my clues are making it a little too easy.  For your information,


     if you had gone with your first choice you would now have over


     thirty nails stuck in your arm, with no chance of pulling your arm free.


     However, you get to move on as I suggest you do, as the clock has

     not stopped ticking.

Once the voice was gone, Stanley turned, heading towards the door, throwing it back open and heading out into the hallway.  He ran down the grungy hall, glancing up at the TV screen that contained the image of Corey.  The young boy was now sitting in a corner rocking back and forth.  The clock on the wall just ticked down to 5:59.  As Stanley ran past the door that held his six year old brother inside, he noticed a small box hanging beside it.  He looked at it puzzling as he did not see it before.
He turned his attention back to the door in front of him, hearing a click when he was only feet away.  He grabbed the handle, and rammed his shoulder into the door all at once as if he was trying to knock it off its hinges, but of course there was no way that could be done.  He stopped once in the room, looking around in amazement.  He almost stopped breathing at the sight before him.

The room he was now in looked as pathetic as those before it, but it wasn’t that.  On the ceiling hung over a hundred keys connected to the ceiling by a little piece of string.  The string however went into a hole that was complete darkness.  Each key was different looking, either being gold, short, square ended, etc.  On the opposite wall hung a small clock that looked brand new.  Looking to the right corner of that wall, Stanley noticed a speaker.  No camera was present.
JIGSAW
You will do this one on your own, as you only need to find the

          key that looks exactly like the one you poses.  However, pull the


          wrong key and this room will be decorated with your blood.  Some


          of those strings are tied to the trigger of a gun, while others lead to


          more gruesome ways of demise.  You have two minutes to find the


          key before each trap is sprung by a timer.

The door behind Stanley then slammed closed and the clicking sound was heard once again.  Stanley ran to it, grabbing the handle and pounding on the door, finding that it was locked.   Stanley looked away from the door, over at the timer.  Both hands were at 12:00, but the smaller hand moved out, starting its trip of sixty seconds.  Stanley looked scared as he stared down at the key in his hand, making sure he knew exactly what it looked like.  He then went into the main part of the room, where the key waited for Stanley to find it.

He looked at the keys as he slowly walked through them.  Silver, round end, some were even broken.  None however matched what he needed.  They brushed over his shoulders as he walked by, but the jagged end of one key caught on the back of his shirt, stretching the key as he walked.  Stanley stopped walking just in time, as the string was about as tight as a guitar string.  Stanley backed up, then reached back and unhooked the key.  

Once that was done, he looked to his right, but then slightly jumped as the keys began to turn.  Sections of the ceiling began to spin around, causing the keys to swing.  Stanley ducked down so that he didn’t get hit by any of them.  All of the keys had spun around and were now coming to a stop.  However, a lot of them got tangled up with another, making the strings inseparable.
Stanley stood up and immediately looked for the key.  He pushed his way past one key then another, still not finding what he desired.  It didn’t help that some keys were now swinging back around, untying themselves from another.  Stanley’s face grew worried as he looked at the time.  1:05 remained and still no sign of what he needed.  There, to his left, the key.  He quickly went over to it, holding it in his palm, while examining it with the other.

Same color, same back end and point.  But, the key on the string had four edges, while the correct key only had three.

STANLEY

Shit.

Stanley quickly ducked as the keys spun around once more.  This time they went a little faster, so when they came to a stop, they wrapped around one another to a greater degree.  Stanley stood back up, making his way over to the other side of the room.  No sign of the key and no longer any sign of a key that looked even close to what he was looking for.  He went to his right, standing to look at each key that was either still or winding down from another.
Then, he spotted it.  The key was about ten feet in front of him, wrapped up by six other keys.  He quickly made his way towards it, the other keys now bouncing off his shoulders.  Forty seconds remained when he got to the key.  He examined it with the correct key, seeing that they were indeed the same.  He tugged on the key, but it did not come free.  He tugged harder, getting the same result.

He then noticed that the other keys were keeping it from coming free.  Plus what if he pulled to hard and yanked out some other keys as well.  Stanley began unwrapping the string to a silver key.  It took a few seconds, and then he went to another key, getting it untied just as fast.  Four keys remained and he went straight to work on getting them free.  Three left to go.  The keys then spun around once more.

Stanley ducked so he did not get hit, quickly looking up so he could keep track of the key.  It stayed in his line of sight, but the other keys wrapped around it once more, covering more of its string this time.  Twenty-five seconds remained when they came to a stop, Stanley shot up to finish the job.  Again he started with the silver key.  It took longer as there was more to unwrap.  Five keys remained with twenty seconds left to tick away.

He unwrapped the gold key just as fast, but it still took longer than before.  Sixteen seconds and counting.  The next two keys were able to be undone at the same time, but took five seconds to do so.  The second to last was the most wrapped up, taking seven seconds to do, leaving him with four seconds.  He grabbed the final key, unwrapping it as fast as possible.  Three seconds.  Half way there.  Two seconds, he almost had it.  One second, He grabbed the key he needed and yanked, his eyes clenched shut, awaiting the pain to come.  But, it never came.
He opened his eyes very slowly, looking down at his right hand.  In his hand he held to keys that looked exactly the same.  Looking back at the clock, the small hand was twitching as it was a split second from being in the spot it had started in.  The door to the room clicked, causing Stanley to race towards it.

A second later he was in the hallway, running towards the second door.  Looking down at the timer besides the large door, he saw that he still had a little over two minutes.  He stuck the second key in the slot below the timer and turned the key.  Once this was done, the timer stopped.  A small smile appeared on his face as he stuck the first key into the lock on the door.  The movement of him turning the key caused the door to let out a loud click, like a large monster awakening angrily from its sleep.

Stanley opened the door and there sat his twelve year old brother in the same position as he had seen on the TV.  He wasted no time, running towards him.

JARROD

Under the table, he put the key under the table!

Stanley dropped the other two keys that he had worked so hard to get, and used his free hand to reach under the table where his brother sat.  He quickly found the key that had been taped there, pulling it free from its sticky prison.  Stanley then reached inside the left bear trap, and unlocked the hand cuff.  Jarrod pulled his hand free as his brother did the same to the second set of cuffs.

Jarrod stood up and wrapped his arms around his brother.  The two held each other close.  A voice then came through the speaker in the hallway.

JIGSAW
Don’t forget that Corey still needs your help.

The two let go of each other, followed by heading out of the room, into the hallway so that they could look at the camera and speaker.

JIGSAW

Jarrod, you can escape though the hidden passage that lies under


        the chair in the final room.

Stanley grabbed Jarrod and shoved him in that direction.  He had a look that showed he wanted to help.

STANLEY

Go!

Jarrod ran off down the hallway that Stanley had taken to get here.  

JIGSAW

You have a minute forty-five to save your brother.  Please, go


           over to the small box by his door.

Stanley hurried over to it, unlocking it, followed by flipping the lid open.  He reached inside and pulled out the single object that lied inside.  That was a straight razor.  Just like the clock it was brand new.

JIGSAW

To win the game, you must die.

A look of horror came over his face at the thought.  He turned to look at the security camera.

STANLEY

No, no no!  I’ve heard about your games, you want people to live!

JIGSAW

No, I want people to succeed and this is your way to do so.

STANLEY

There must be another way.

JIGSAW

There is no other way.  You said you would die before anything harmed


   Corey, now you must live up to your word.

STANLEY

How….how did you know I said that?

JIGSAW

Did you happen to see who picked up Jess that day you came to school?

FLASHBACK:  Jess got in the car, looking up at her uncle John, who smiled down at her.  The two then turned to watch as the two brothers fought just a few feet away.
STANLEY

When it comes to you guys, its going to take a lot for something


         to get rid of me before anything harms you, okay.

BACK TO PRESENT:  Stanley looked shocked at the memory.

JIGSAW

You see Stanley, I am not a monster.  I am a man who wishes to

         help those around me and now, you need to help Corey.

Stanley slumped against the wall between both of the doors, followed by sliding down the wall into a sitting position.  He looked at the razor.  Stanley then looked up at the TV screen that contained Corey, who was now staring at the clock.  Thirty seconds remained.  Stanley looked back down at the razor, slowly placing it onto his left wrist.  Tears filled his eyes and he breathed heavily.  A second later, he did it.

The blade of the razor was covered in the eighteen years olds blood.  The rest of it ran down his wrist where it dripped onto the floor.  With all his might he placed the razor in his opposite hand, turning the blade up.  He placed his right wrist over the blade and ran it across the incredibly sharp object.  He let out a yell of pain as the tears fell down both sides of his face.  He set his head against the wall, letting the razor fall from his blood covered hand.  Looking up at the screen, the timer stopped with about ten seconds to go.

STANLEY

Let me…..let me see him.

For a moment the entire place was silent, but finally, the door to his left clicked, slowly opening into the room that he had spent the final ten minutes trying to open.
Back in the room Stanley started in, Jarrod entered, seeing the chair.  He ran over to it, pushing it aside, to reveal a trap door below.  He lifted it, moving very slowly as it was quite heavy.  However, he managed to get it open, causing it to slam on the floor across from him.  The now open area showed stairs leading into the sewers.  A note was on the first step.  Jarrod picked it up, reading it in his mind.  The note simply read, “Follow the arrows to get to safety.”  Jarrod held onto the note as he descended into the sewer.

Back to Stanley, he fell onto his stomach as he crawled across the floor, so he could peer into the room.  Although he was covered in his own blood, and was in terrible pain, a smile was still able to cross his face as he looked into the room.  However, that smile quickly turned into a look of confusion. 

Corey was not in the room, nor did the room even look like that on the TV screen.  Small TV monitors showed the views of the security cameras.  Stanley could see himself on one of the screens.  There was also a sound system hooked up on a desk.  But the most surprising thing was the person sitting at that desk.  The man was dressed in a black cloak which Stanley could clearly see as the unknown person stood up.

The man then turned around, throwing his cloak back, revealing the face of Jigsaw.  Stanley stared in shock as Jigsaw walked towards him.

STANLEY

Where…..where is my brother.

JIGSAW

He is safe, and should be found right about now.

Jarrod ran through the sewers, looking at the black arrow on the wall, pointing him to go right.  He did just that, seeing a door at the end of the corridor.  Jarrod ran full speed to get there, throwing the door open once he got to it.  He came to a stop and had a look of complete surprise when he entered it.  In the room was his younger brother, who turned and looked at him.

Back in the hallway, Jigsaw bent down so that he was face to face with Stanley.

STANLEY

You tricked me you bastard…..you…...

JIGSAW

Oh no, I promised you that your brothers would go free and so they

       have.

STANLEY

But….I’m never going to see them again.

JIGSAW

Sometimes, we succeed in ways we do not wish to succeed.  But we


     can hope that the choices we make, reflect the person we really are.


     You have shown me the person you really are and I shall make sure


     that your brothers are watched over.  Congratulations Stanley.  You’ve


     won. 

Jigsaw grabbed Stanley’s shoulders with care, setting him back up against the wall.  As the two looked at each other, Jigsaw smiled.  He then stood up, turned and walked away.  Stanley looked up at the TV screen seeing his two brothers.  They were hugging and even though he couldn’t see their faces, he was sure that it was a look of satisfaction greater than any other. 

A small smile came onto Stanley’s face as well as he looked away from the screen.  The blood continued to pore from his wrists, but he did not care.  His body became still as he had his final thought.  That thought was of his two brothers, safe and away from harm.  They would go onto see another day and even thought he wouldn’t he didn’t care.  It was them that mattered as it was only them that ever mattered.  Stanley’s eyes closed for the final time.

GAME OVER
