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Screen is black.

His heavy breathing filled the air. Johnson stood in a grungy room with three doors before him.  In his right hand he possessed a single key that would open one of them.  Above the middle door was a clock that was counting down to the ultimate zero.  Seven seconds remained before it would reach its destination.  The middle aged man had a waterfall of sweat draining from his hair onto his forehead.

Four seconds were left to tick away when he moved towards the door on the right.  Sliding the key into the lock, its edges fell into place.  Once the key stopped, signaling that it was in position, Johnson held his breath as his right hand began to turn his right hand.  This was the last thing he would ever do if he was wrong.  His hand made the full turn, a click being heard.

BOOM!

A flash from the barrel of a gun is the final sight that processes in front of Johnson’s eyes.  He didn’t even get to hear the deafening sound it made when it went off.  Blood ran with the sweat down his forehead, pouring from the bullet hold above his left eye.  Johnson fell to his knees, tumbling over onto the left side of his corpse.  The only thing to fill the air now was silence.

The door on the left opened a moment later, a very familiar figure walking into the room.  Jigsaw made his entrance, wearing his red cloak, hood covering his face.  He stopped, looking down at his latest victim.  With both hands he reaches up and slides the hood off his head, revealing the disappointed look on his face.  A moment later a horrible cough escaped his lips, causing him to slightly bend over, placing his right fist in front of his mouth.
The coughing, yes, not a day goes by that I don’t feel like one of my lungs is going to make its way out when this happens.  Oh well, I have become quite use to it by now.  Mr. Johnson however is something of a disappointment.  Such an intelligent man still could not use all his abilities to save his life.  That is the third to fail and non to succeed.  Is it something that I am doing, or do these people just not have the will to live and enjoy all there blessings.  Maybe they don’t want to continue living and simply fail to use it as a way out.

Jigsaw walked over to the body of Mr. Johnson, placing his arms under that of the corpses’.  Next, he began to pull him towards the door he had entered from.  A puddle of blood had formed on the floor where the body had been laying seconds before.  Jigsaw grunted as he tugged the body along, the work apparently causing him much pain and stress, but still he pushed on.

The next room was very dark, the only light coming from the ceiling.  The light was covered in dirt and looked as if it hadn’t been used in years.  Jigsaw pulled the body along over to the opposite side of the room, heading towards the left corner.  In that spot of the room there was a table with a white cloth folded up next to it.  
Jigsaw stopped next to the table, setting the upper half of Mr. Johnson on the comfy spot.  He was breathing hard now as he moved to the lower half of the once living man, placing each leg onto the table one at a time.  Once that was done, he stepped back, taking a breather for a moment, before bending down and grabbing the cloth.  He opened it by flicking it in the air, and then placed it over the corpse, covering every inch of what lay below.

Maybe next time, next time I will get someone who will live.  Someone who will see the errors in there life and embrace all the gifts that they have been given. Young Amanda shall be next.  So much to live for, yet she uses drugs to escape a world that means her no harm.  To escape a place that many would consider a dream, but she treats it like a living nightmare.  She will soon learn that a nightmare catches up with you, whether you are asleep or awake.

Jigsaw heads over to the door, just a few feet to the right of the body.  Opening the door he walks into the next room which is empty, besides looking like it had been burned, slightly rebuilt then torn down once again.  As he walked, Jigsaw continued to think to himself.  I’ll leave the body at the morgue tomorrow morning.  At least this one is not as badly damaged as the two before.  But it doesn’t matter how they look, it’s what is lost that the families feel.
Jigsaw walked to the next door, opened it and walked into a room that was almost exactly like the one before it, except that it was in the shape of an L.  As he made his way through the room, Jigsaw’s mind was still stuck on the players of his game.  I hate to see them fail.  Should I continue trying to help if this is the result every time?  Yes, I shall continue, I will until the day I die.  I will make a difference to people.  I will show them that the greatest thing they ever receive is what they take for granted every day.
Jigsaw continued walking through the room, turning the L and heading for the door. Once to the door he grabbed the knob, turning it, followed by pulling the door open.  Standing on the other side of the door was a person, who had their right hand raised with something clenched in it.  Before Jigsaw had time to act, the person brought there hand down, hitting their target across the head with a nightstick.  Jigsaw fell to the ground, everything going dark around him as the attacker stood over him, only to be seen as a shadow.  Then everything went to black.

Silence.  There wasn’t anything in the air.  No sound, no smell, nothing.  Jigsaw’s eyes slightly fluttered before slowly opening.  He squints his eyes as the bright light shining down on him burns the retina of his eyeballs.  Looking around he sees that he is lying on the floor in a very small room.  To his right is a door that now has boards in front of it, all of which have been nailed to the wall to keep him locked in the room.  Above the door is an exit sign.

Jigsaw slowly pushes himself into a sitting position, where he then begins to cough uncontrollably.  He places his right hand in front of his mouth as he hunches over to his right.  This goes on for a few moments before he moves his hand away and throws up.  It isn’t very much, but by the look on his face, it was painful.  Jigsaw takes a few deep breaths then pushes himself to his feet, backing up two steps so he could lean against the wall.

Once there, he looks around the room he knows so well, seeing the other door that leads into the L room.  Looking into the left corner past that door he notices the security camera and speaker that he installed himself.  After a second of looking at the two, a female voice came through the speaker.  The voice of Deputy Sara Jenkins, the person who knocked out the mastermind.  
SARA
Hello, Jigsaw.  Glad to see you are still alive, but sadly it



  doesn’t look like you are doing so well.  I thought those


  five hours of sleep would have done you good.

There was then a moment of silence.

SARA

To your left you will see a walkie-talkie.  Please, pick it up



 as I will want your input on some of the things will we be



 discussing and doing this evening.

Jigsaw looked to his left and saw on the second row of the small metal shelf, a black walkie-talkie that was the same as the police used.  He walked over to the shelf, using the wall at first to make his way over to the shelf, but was able to do it on his own after a few steps.  He picked it up, placing it close to his head as Sara’s voice now came through the device rather than the speakers.

SARA

That’s better, don’t you think?

JIGSAW

Who are you?

SARA

I am Deputy Sara Jenkins.  I’m one of the officers that has been


         following your little game.  Seems like you are making quite the


         ripple in this city.
JIGSAW

I am only trying to help, to send a message.

SARA

Yes, you want to show people how important life is, so you



 place them in situations that strip it away.

JIGSAW

I do place them in the situations, but it is they who strip it



 away.  They do it by not having the will to fight for such



 greatness.

SARA

I see.

JIGSAW

How did you find me?

SARA

While the gunshot of course.  Just because this is the empty part


         of the city, that does not mean that the police no longer search this


         area.  After I knocked you out I had the opportunity to look around


         and found out just who I was dealing with.  

JIGSAW

And you called for back up?  The police are coming to take me


          are they not?
SARA

Actually, they aren’t.  You see, I came to the conclusion of something


    much more interesting for you.  I am going to send you through a game


    of your own.  As you were unconscious I had the time to set up a little


    course for you, to show you what it is like to be on the opposite end of


    the game.

JIGSAW

I have already been on the other side.

SARA

Then tell me Jigsaw.  If your message is to show just how precious life


    is, why do you spend your time coming up with death traps and ways


    to push people to the limits?  Why do you not just enjoy the life you have


    been given?

JIGSAW

Because, there is nothing left in my life, for myself anyway.  The cancer


  in my body continues to eat away, leaving me to love even the smallest


  things in life.  But, by building what you call death traps and constructing


  ways for people to realize their gifts, that gives my life purpose.  I know


  that if someone makes it through my game, they will not only be changed,


  but  they will change those around them.  Their story that will be printed


  in the papers will touch the minds of those that read it.  By using one


  person, I can make hundreds appreciate life and not squander it, like I have. 

SARA

So, just because people do not live the way you think is right,


           you believe you must interfere and make them see things your way.

JIGSAW

In a way yes, but by not doing so they may destroy their lives.

SARA

Did you ever think that they may be able to take care of their own


        problems?

JIGSAW

Of course.  However, if I test them, and they see the errors of their


       ways, I can stop things from falling apart.  I could leave them to find


       their own answers to their problems, but they may take actions that


       cannot be undone.  A man can tear his world apart before the solution


       is found.  His wife gone, his job lost, everything he holds dear can


       be taken away before things come to a satisfying conclusion.  But, if


       I test them first and they survive, that man can keep his wife and his job


       and everything he loves.  And, he will regret nothing, for he didn’t


       do anything to harm those around him.  He hasn’t done anything that


       can’t be undone.  Do you understand?

There was a moment of silence.  

SARA

Yes, I do.  But, that does not change the chain of events yet to come.

     Go to the door in front of you so the game can begin.

JIGSAW

First, I have a question.

SARA

What?

JIGSAW

Why did you really not call for back up?  There is something more


       to your actions.

There was another moment of silence as Jigsaw has apparently asked the question to get the upper hand in the situation.

SARA

That will be discussed later, if you are still alive.
Jigsaw heads for the door in front of him.  As he opens it and heads into the next room, the small security camera follows him.  The room that the video feed it going to is just on the other side of the room that contains the three doors.  In the room is lots of video equipment, showing all the rooms of the building as well as containing many different kids of audio set ups.  The room is full of Jigsaw’s contraptions and drawings of works in progress.

Sitting in a chair behind the desk that contains the video monitors is twenty-four year old Sara.  She is good looking with long black hair.  She is still wearing her police uniform of course as she has had no time to change.  She moves her eyes from the screen that showed the small room that Jigsaw woke up in, to the L shaped room that he was now entering.

Jigsaw was only able to go about two feet into the L shaped room.  The door closed itself behind him and was followed by a clicking noise as it was locked.  He didn’t bother looking at the door as he only looked onwards at the deadly obstacle course before him.  The L shaped room was now covered in electric wire.  It went from side to side, vertically and diagonally.  It looked a lot like the barb wire maze from the first SAW.  Sara’s voice came through the speakers once again.
SARA

You have some very interesting things in this place, and I plan


          to make good use of them.  I’m sure you remember your first

          victim Paul.  I’ve decided to make you find your way through a


          maze of electrical wire all of which is active.  You look a little


          scared.  I can’t imagine how scared Paul must have been.

JIGSAW

Paul was my friend.  I worked with him for years.  I knew his


           family, I knew all the great things he had that I no longer did.

SARA

Yet you still made him suffer unbelievable pain.  I can understand


        being able to put a stranger through something like this and feel


        nothing, but a friend.

JIGSAW

Paul had everything going for him, but he only wanted to end it.


         Friend or stranger, I always feel for those that have failed.

SARA

It is time to see if you are one of those failures.  You gave Paul


         two hours to get through the wire.  I am giving you two minutes.


         to get through yours.  If you do not succeed, the door on the other

         end of this room will lock and I will leave you, just like you have


         done with your friend.  The time starts now.

Sara started a stop watch on her wrist watch. The time quickly moving, making its way to the two minute mark.  Jigsaw had no choice but to make his way through the room. He puts the walkie-talkie into his right cloak pocket then moves forward, squeezing through two vertical wires to the best of his abilities.  His back and chest make contact with the wire, sending an electrical current through his body.

His face shows the pain that he feels, but he does not stop.  Next, he slowly ducks under a wire, but there is another piece not far below that, which strikes Jigsaw’s face.  His pain is vocal this time as he quickly steps all the way under the wire, but catches his left foot as he is trying to move faster than he should.  This does not bother him, nor does it slow him down.  

Sara continues to watch, a strange satisfaction on her face as she watches this man suffer.  The more pain he endures, the happier she seems to become.  Looking back down at her watch, she sees that thirty-five seconds has gone by.  Jigsaw continues to push on, coming to a wall of wire.  He knows what has to be done, so he wastes no time in doing it.  

Placing his right hand on the wire followed by the left, he grunts in both physical excursion and pain as he now places his feet onto the wire.  The current of electricity is flowing through his body coming in from four different conductors.  As he reaches for the highest spot of the wire with his right hand, he doesn’t even take notice that it is bleeding and has several burn marks all over his palm.

He reaches the top of the wire, throwing over his right leg.  He moves as fast as he can, but at the moment it is very slow as he brings his other leg over the wire.  Jigsaw is now yelling in pain as he finally gets his entire body onto the other side.  Once there he just lets go of the wire, falling to the ground, hitting like a brick.  He has made it to the second part of the L shaped room, but at the moment is just lying on the floor, taking a moment to recuperate.

SARA
You have less than a minute.  I don’t think you are going to get out


       of this room by lying on the ground.

Jigsaw grunts in pain and anger as he pushes himself to his feet.  Turning to see what else lies in front of him, he takes notice of the cobweb like set up in front of him.  This time he goes head on into the wire, pulling on it, ripping it free of the walls, causing the stables that held it in place to fall to the ground.  He is now very angered and very determined to get out of this hell.

Sara checks her watch once more, seeing that he has about thirty seconds remaining.  Jigsaw tears enough of the wire away so that he can crawl through.  As he does he is shocked in the back, the chest, stomach, parts of his legs and one wire even gets the back of his neck.  It takes him a few painful second to fully make it through.  Once he does, he heads over to the left wall, leaning against it for a moment to catch his breath.
Twenty seconds remain for him to make it to the door that is only ten feet away, but has over a hundred feet of deadly wire that lies in front of it.  Jigsaw grabs the wire in front of him, ripping it free of the wall, causing it to fall and swing away.  He continues to tear the wire free of the stables, getting closer to the door one step at a time.  Ten seconds are left for Jigsaw to prove that he has the fight to survive.
As if a rage fills his body even more so than the electrical current, he quickly tears through the final pieces of wire as if they were paper, getting to the door and shoving it open.  Sara looks at her watch, seeing that he had a spare of four seconds.  She has a look of disappointment on her face as she obviously wanted to see him fail.  She then looks back at the monitors to see Jigsaw fall to his knees then bend over, placing his head on the floor of the second room.

Jigsaw’s hands are bleeding and he is breathing heavily.  His face is filled with pain, but out of the corner of his eye he sees the security camera and this seems to send a message to his brain.  His face straightens up and he now looks calm.  Next, he slowly pushes himself back onto his feet, where he shuts the door to the L room.  He looks at the camera as if he can see Sara and stares at her his eyes meeting hers.  Sara looks a little scared and surprised.  That trial apparently has done nothing to damage this old man.  He pulls the walkie-talkie from his pocket.
SARA

Quite impressive.  I guess you are a man of your word.
JIGSAW

But, are you a lady of yours.  Tell me why you did not call for back up.

Sara hesitates, wondering if she was actually going to tell him the truth.  She then remembers what she had for the second and final part of his game, and then decided why not.

SARA

Because, I want the credit all to myself.  Catching the Jigsaw killer


      would make me a star in this city.  With crooked cops all around


      I would stand out as one that got things done.  I deserve more than


      what I get.  They think just because I am a women, I can’t play with

SARA (Continued)
the big boys.

JIGSAW

From what I’ve read in the papers about you Mrs. Jenkins, you


          seem to be well respected.

SARA

What do you mean read about me?  Did you consider me for one


         of your games?

JIGSAW

No, I just like to read the paper, just like everyone else.  I found


         it interesting how you and your partner saved those people from 

         the burning building two weeks ago.  Before that you helped stop

         a large drug shipment, placing some very high drug lords behind


         bars.

SARA

Still it is not enough.  Officers that don’t do things by the book get


       more recognition that those that do.  All I am to the department and


       my family is second rate. I work all the time, trying to make them

       see what I can do, but it doesn’t mean anything.

JIGSAW

Then why don’t you take me in, put me behind bars if you see that


       as boosting your status as an officer, as well as making you get what


       you want.

SARA

Why are you doing that?  Why are you putting yourself on the line


       for my benefit?

JIGSAW

Have you learned nothing, Mrs. Jenkins?  That is what I do now.  If


      me spending the rest of my days in a cell can get you to appreciate


      your life more, than I have succeeded.  I have made a difference in


      someone’s life.

Sara thought this over for a moment.  She then looked at her cell phone that she had set on the desk next to her.  She picked the phone up, flipped it open and dialed in a number.  The phone rang and rang.  Jigsaw was able to hear the phone ring as Sara was still holding the button on the walkie-talkie.  The phone then went to a voice message.

CELL PHONE MESSAGE

Hi, you’ve reached AJ’s phone which I am either not by or just

CELL PHONE MESSAGE (Continued)
don’t feel like answering.  Leave me a message and I’ll get back to


       you.

SARA

AJ, it’s Sara.  Come to the old warehouse on 42nd Street.


   I’ve got the Jigsaw killer and need your help to bring him



   in.  Hurry up and get here.

Sara shut her phone and set it back in its original spot.

JIGSAW

Just your partner, why not more?

SARA

Simple, the fewer that bring you in, the more recognition I will get.

JIGSAW

Did you ever think there was more to life than just work?

SARA

What are you talking about?  One minute you are trying to help me


      and now you are questioning my actions.

JIGSAW

I am still trying to help you, but what do you do besides work?

Sara thought for a moment, trying to think of all the things she does, besides work.

SARA

Nothing.  Work is my life, nothing else is that important.

JIGSAW

Is that how you want to live your life?  Setting your standards to high


     for you to reach, leaving an empty feeling in your mind.

SARA

I can reach them, it only takes time.

JIGSAW

Yes, but it is time you are wasting.  How long will it take you to reach


    those goals you create?  Before you know it, you are like me.  Old, all


    of your good years gone.  You have tried so hard to be one thing, a thing


    that brings you nothing but grief.  And when you are old, you will look


    back and see all of the things you could have done.  All of those things


    you never noticed.  Is that what you want Sara.  To live an unfulfilling life.
SARA
    It is not wasting time if it is for something you desire.  Take for example
your games.  Do you think Paul would say that the blood he shed was


    a waste if he now noticed everything like you wished him to?  Do you


    think he would say it was time wasted for all the bad things he did if it


    lead to him now having a wonderful life?

JIGSAW

But, you don’t have to have any downfalls to end up with a wonderful


    life.  If you take notice of every little thing that is offered, you can always


    wear a smile.  You can always be happy.  And you can start doing that


    right now, once I am behind bars, you will get your recognition and then


    you can move on.

Sara seems to become upset by what he had to say.

SARA

For someone who speaks so much about life you certainly don’t know


    shit about it.  Things just aren’t handed to you in life, you have to work 


    for it.

JIGSAW

You are not paying attention.  If you have really been following my work


  than you would know that by now.  Why do you think I make these games


  so difficult for them to survive?  If I did something small, it would just be


  a slap on the wrist to them and they would learn nothing.  I am trying to show


  them that the so called work is not as hard as they make it.  Every morning I


  wake up feeling weaker than the day before, making things harder.  Still, I

  find the same amount of comfort in things no matter how much strength I have.


  The difficulty of life should mean nothing to people, only the things that


  bring happiness.

SARA

Enough talk, I am through listening to what you have to say.  It is the


    same bullshit over and over.  You want to continue living, you are


    going to have to finish your game first.  The second victim of yours,


    Mark.  You made him open a safe while covered in a flammable substance,


    which cost him his life in the end.  You are now going to do something


    along those lines. Go into the next room.
Jigsaw did as he was told.  He walked across the empty room, entering the dim lighted room.  This room had changed a little from the last time he had been in here.  The body of Mr. Johnson was still here, Sara must not have wanted to deal with that.  The gun was still attached to the back of the third door, but he knew it was empty.  However, there was now a safe in the middle of the room and the right wall was now covered in holes.  Above each hole was a number.  There was easily over a hundred numbers.

SARA

Just like Mark, you must get the numbers off the wall and enter


         them into the safe.  Inside the safe is the key to the 3rd door.  The holes      
  
         you see under the numbers is for my benefit.  Behind one of these

         holes is the barrel of my gun. When you get to that hole, I will pull

         the trigger.  However, if you stand by the safe and read the numbers,

         I will have no choice but to shoot you where ever and when ever I

         wish.  Either way, that cancer of yours is going to have another spot

         to infect.

JIGSAW

And what if your partner gets here and I am still breathing.  Will


        you kill me then?

SARA

No, that wouldn’t look very good now would it.  I would however


       make sure every day you spend in that cell, makes you pray for the


       day your life finally ends.

JIGSAW

You still haven’t figured it out.  Pain has no effect on me anymore.

SARA

Well, we shall see about that.

Jigsaw walks towards the number covered wall, while Sara got up from her seat, moving over to that wall as well.  She pulled the gun from her holster, quietly, so her target didn’t know exactly where she was.  She stops behind the wall, bending down as she looks through the holes, seeing Jigsaws legs.  Next to the wall is an empty barrel with a hand drill sitting on top which she used to make the holes.

Jigsaw memorized the first five numbers, and then walked back over to the safe.  He entered the five digits, turning the dial of the black safe this way and that, stopping once they were all processed.  Sara watched as he headed back towards the wall.  As he got closer, she raised her gun so that it was parallel to his stomach when he came to a stop.  She got in shooting position as well as placed the barrel of the weapon against the hole with the best angle.
Her finger squeezed the trigger ever so lightly, but just when she was about to end his life, he turned and headed back to the safe.  Jigsaw entered in another five digits.  Once he was done he turned and looked at Sara, or at the spot he thought she was at.  She lowered her gun and looked through the hole that it was up against a moment before.  She looked into the eyes of the old man.  There was no fear in his eyes.  He wasn’t afraid at all of the danger she possessed. 

Jigsaw stood back up and headed towards the wall for the third time.  There were still plenty of numbers for him to enter, but he was in no hurry.  Jigsaw slowly scanned the next five numbers, 6,3,5,1, and 10.  He turned back around, slowly walking towards the safe. He bent down and began to enter the numbers, getting closer to opening the safe. 

BAM!

The bullet tore from the barrel of the gun, going through the drilled hole in the wall, making it three times the size.  It went through the air and made contact with its target, for the most part.  The bullet ripped through the side of Jigsaw’s right bicep, going through the body part, causing blood to flow out.  The bullet continued on and didn’t stop until it hit the wall.  Jigsaw fell backwards from the impact, grabbing his wound with his already bloody left hand.

SARA

Shit.

She looked through the holes, aiming her gun in a few, trying to find a good angle to finish the job, but none presented such and option.  

SARA

Damn it.

Sara stood up and marched over to the door.  Jigsaw continued to lie on the floor, holding the bloody spot of his arm.  He pulled his hand away, seeing the warm and fresh blood run down it and drip onto his cloak.  He then placed his hand back over the exit wound.  The third door out of the three along the wall opened and Sara walked in, aiming her gun at her fallen target.
JIGSAW

What will you tell your partner if you kill me?

SARA

Self defense.  

JIGSAW
And he’ll believe you?

SARA

After I tell him that you put me through the wires and was going to


      shoot me until I wrestled the gun away from you, all the while I’m


      holding back tears, yeah, I think, he and everyone else will buy it.

JIGSAW

And what will you tell him of that body in the corner?

Sara looks up seeing the body that he is talking about.  She looks a little surprised as if she hadn’t even seen it before.  She then walked backwards towards the body while, keeping her gun trained on Jigsaw.  He didn’t look away from her either.
SARA

Just another one of your victims.  I wasn’t able to save them in time


     before you killed them. But, now you aren’t going to do this to anyone


     ever again.

Sara yanked off the cloth as she spoke, tossing it aside, followed by looking at the dead body that lay beneath it.  Her left hand slipped away from the gun as it swung to the right of her body lifelessly.  Her face turned to that of shock as she looked at the body of Alexander Johnson, or for short…..

SARA
AJ.

Sara turned at the sound of the third door closing, followed by that of it locking.  She aimed her gun, but saw that her target was no longer there.  She hurried over to the door that Jigsaw had entered from, but there was a clicking sound, signifying that she was now locked in the room.  She turned towards the wall with all the numbers, raising her gun, where she began firing off rounds.

BAM!  BAM!  BAM!

They punctured the wall, but there was no yell of human pain.  No cries for her to stop.  There was nothing to state that she had hit what she intended to.  There was then a dry clicking sound as the clip her gun contained was now empty.  She lowered it, as she breathed heavily, anger showered over her face.  There was a moment of silence, until a laugh came out of the speakers.  The laugh of a creepy puppet, signaling victory.  A moment later, that laugh was replaced by the familiar voice of Jigsaw. 

JIGSAW

Hello, Mrs. Jenkins, I want to play a game.  It seems you do not


         deserve all the things that life has to offer, but I am willing to give


         you a chance to redeem yourself, although it is not me you will have


         to convince.  It is the men and women in blue that is now your enemy.


         Once I am done explaining everything I am going to call the police


         and you better have one good explanation for all that you have done.

Sara pulled the walkie-talkie from her back pocket and yelled into it.

SARA

I haven’t done anything; the police won’t arrest me if I haven’t


          committed a crime.

JIGSAW

True, you have done nothing, besides ponder your existence.



However, that is not how it appears.  You see, Mr. Johnson



was one of those crooked cops you spoke of.  So, I started 



looking into him.

FLASHBACK:  The second discussion that the two are having.

JIGSAW

No, I just like to read the paper, just like everyone else.  I found


         it interesting how you and your partner saved those people from


         the burning building two weeks ago. 

BACK TO PRESENT:  Sara now realizes what those words actually meant.

JIGSAW

But, I didn’t think that his partner would be just as ungrateful.


          And you set yourself up for murder along the way.  You see I


          have Mr. Johnson’s death on tape, but I shut off the cameras 


          when I went in to recover the body, so my face is not shown.  My


          face is shown however when you turned the security cameras


          back on only to record me being tortured.  And as you know


          these cameras do not have sound, so all the police are going to


          have is an image.  Plus, you also gave Mr. Johnson a call to meet


          you here did you not.  A message that was left on the phone I


          now hold.

Jigsaw held AJ’s phone up to one of the holes in the wall.  He had shut off the security cameras, leaving the room he was in to be very dark.  He still had enough light see what he was doing and Sara could see him through the holes.  Jigsaw turned and set the phone on the desk.
JIGSAW

So, the way the police are going to see it is that you are the



 Jigsaw killer who just killed her own partner followed by almost



 killing an old man.  They have all the evidence they need, so



 think fast, because it is you that is about to spend the rest of your


 life behind bars.

Jigsaw pulled a cell phone out from under his cloak, pulling it from his pant pocket.  He dialed 911 and hit send.  Next, he grabbed the walkie-talkie and headed out the door.  Sara on the other hand was pounding on the third door, screaming as she did.  She moved over to the next door, continuing this behavior.

SARA

No, you bastard, you bastard I’m going to kill you!

Jigsaw put his phone back where he got it as he opened the final door to the building.  He did all of this with his left hand as his right arm and hand was still very sour.  He could still hear Sara screaming even once he was outside.  As Jigsaw walked down the dark and cold alley, he flipped up his hood, causing it to cover his face as he thought about what he was going to do.  

The police will most likely take all of the stuff I have created as evidence.  Oh well, I can always make more.  Especially if they believe they have the real killer, I have all the time in the world.  All I have to worry about now is tending to my wound.  I’ll go to the hospital tomorrow, come up with some story so I don’t get tangled up in Sara’s.  

As Jigsaw continued walking down the alley, he heard the sound of sirens coming from several police cars.  He could also still hear Sara screaming, saying she would get him.  Jigsaw couldn’t help but smile.

GAME OVER

