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int. airport hanger – day

A large group of people nervously talk to one another. All are dressed completely in brightly colored skydiving outfits.

One man JACKSON is dressed in a white and black skin tight outfit, he smiles happily. Teeth chew away at a piece of gum.

He quickly spots a lone man sitting up on a wing of one of the airplanes stationed in the hanger.

Like a bully walking through the halls Jackson approaches, gives him a smack on the back.

Jackson

Wachya doing over here all alone, got the bad jitters or some shit like that?

The man on the wing TIM looks over, he shakes his head.

Tim

No I’m fine.

Jackson

Yeah sure you are.

To Tim’s disappointment Jackson climbs up onto the wing beside him, he exhales.

Jackson

You’re not fine, neither are they.

(Points behind him at the group)

Bunch of fucking amateurs this year. I guarantee all of them will have to be pushed out of the plane.

Tim stays quiet hoping that Jackson will leave, he doesn’t.

Jackson

I’ve been doing this for…well would’ve been five years straight now if that one bitch knew what she was doing. So I know.

Tim

What happened?

Jackson

Stupid broad panicked, didn’t deploy the chute

(slaps his hands together)

And hit the ground. The jump was cancelled last year because of her.

Tim

Well I’m sure there was a reason behind it.

Jackson

Stupidity is more likely the reason, the names Aron by the way but you can call me Jackson.

Jackson sticks out a hand to Tim, he shakes it.

Tim

Tim.

jackson

You do anything like this before Tim?

Tim

Yeah, something like this.

jackson

You aren’t one of those W.T.W’s are you?

Tim

What are W.T.W’s?

Jackson

Wind tunnel wimps, people who train in a wind tunnel because they’re to God damn afraid of the real thing and when the time comes to jump all they do is shit themselves and cry.

Tim shakes his head.

Tim

No, I’m not one of them. 

Jackson

Good, because I’d boot your ass out of the door whether you’d want to jump or not. 

Jackson spins around and climbs off the wing.

Jackson

I’m going to see how many pussies are jumping with us, see you in the air Tim.

Tim responds without looking back.

Tim

See you in the air.

Jackson walks off and quickly spots another target.

Tim places a hand inside his pocket and pulls out a photo.

He gazes down at the bright happy faces of a woman and a two year old girl. Both sit behind a sand castle.

Tim’s lets off small soft smile, his eyes showing the pain he keeps inside. A woman’s voice snaps him back to reality.

woman’s voice

Who are those cuties?

Standing on the other side of the canopy of the plane is SIARRA, dressed in a yellow and black suit. She looks over at the picture with interest.

Tim tries to put it back in his pocket.

Siarra

Oh you don’t have to hide it, let me see.

Slowly Tim brings it back out of his pocket and hands it over to Siarra. She looks at it with a smile.

Siarra

Ahhh, she’s adorable. Yours?

Tim nods his head in response.

Tim

That picture is of my wife and daughter.

Siarra

(Handing it back to Tim)

Cute family you have.

Tim places the picture back in his pocket. He rests his hand over it as if it needs to be protected.

Tim

Had.

Siarra

Pardon?

Tim

They were killed last year, car accident.

Siarra nods to herself in thought.

Siarra

I’m sorry to hear that.

(BEAT)

So is that why you’re jumping?

Tim turns to Siarra ready with a question but before he can say anything a booming voice echoes in the hanger.

The JUMP LEADER stands in front of the hanger fully dressed in bright orange jump suit.

Jump leader

The plane is fuelled up and ready to take off. Please form a line so that we can all board as quickly as possible.

Jump leader (cont’d)

If you have any gut feelings or feel you can’t jump this year then I urge you to stay on the ground. Everyone else line up.

Everyone rushes to start a line. Jackson is in the middle clearly not happy where he is positioned.

Siarra

Well it’s now or never.

int. Twin otter plane-day

The engines of the plane are already on and ROARING sending vibrations throughout the plane.

Tim is seated close to the cockpit. He gazes out of the window with his usual blank expression.

Further down the aisle Jackson is seated. Soon spots Tim, gets up, and walks over to him.

Jackson

God man! Sit back here you would have to wait ages to jump.

Tim

That’s fine. 

Jackson plops down in an open seat across from Tim, clearly psyched.

Jackson

Let’s get this bird in the air!

He nudges Tim for agreement but nothing comes out.

The jump leader hops into the plane and shuts the door. With a thumb up to the pilot he takes his seat.

The engines increase with ferocity. Tim looks around to see if Siarra is in the plane, he can’t find her.

Tim

Jackson, did you see a girl in a yellow and black jump suit back there? 

Jackson shakes his head no.

Jackson

Was she boneable? 

Tim ignores the question as he continues his search, Jackson laughs heartily.

Jackson

Thatta boy! Just don’t try any freaky shit while you’re falling.

int. twin otter plane-later

The jump leader stands up and motion for everyone else to do the same, he opens the hatch. A glow of light enters the fuselage.

Jump leader

Just jump don’t think. I’ll see you all on the ground.

One by one people walk up and hop out without a care in the world.

Tim stands right behind an excited Jackson, he nudges people forward right after one jumps.

Tim’s breathing get quicker and deeper, he clenches his hands repeatedly. He knows the moment is close.

When his time comes Jackson runs off the plane rather than jumps.

Jackson

(voice fading away)

Get Some!

Tim now stands at the edge, he peers down at the memorizing sight of clouds and land far below.

Jump leader

Just jump don’t think.

Tim

Just jump don’t think, alright.

Tim shut his eyes tightly, raises his arms. Time seems to slow dramatically, seconds feel like hours.

Slowly but surely Tim falls from the plane.

He streaks through the clear blue sky, eyes still tightly shut, body rigid and motionless. 

Below are other sky divers, some have already deployed their chutes.

He falls for a long time until suddenly he hears a familiar voice.

Siarra

You really think I’d leave you to do this alone?

Tim opens his eyes and sees Siarra right beside him, her long hair flies freely in the wind.

Tim

(voice panicky)

You know what I’m doing?

Siarra

Of course, I did the same thing two years ago. Funny how they thought it was an accident.

Tim

So you’re a ghost, why can’t anyone else see you?

Siarra

No one else is in the same condition you’re in are they?
Tim now shuts his eyes again after looking at the ground.

Tim

Why did you jump?

Siarra

Same reason you are same reason why people commit suicide. I couldn’t live anymore.

Tim

You always stay in the clothes you die in?

Siarra

Your eyes aren’t able to see what your soul does. So to you I’m dressed like a sky diver.

Siarra (cont’d)

I need to ask you a question.

Building up the courage Tim opens his eyes again.

Tim

What’s the question?

Siarra

What is your Heaven?

Tim stares out in thought. A smile begins to form on his face, growing with time.

Tim

My Heaven is to be with my family

Siarra shares Tim’s smile.

The ground gets ever closer but Tim doesn’t notice.

Siarra

Tell them I said hello.

Slowly Siarra fades away into a white cloud and disappears from site leaving Tim smiling.

He falls for just a bit longer when with a sickening loud CRACK Tim’s body hits the ground.

FADE TO: BLACK

In the abyss of darkness the voice of a Little Girl echoes. Words are too soft and muffled to hear.

A second time she calls, this time more clear.

Little girl

Daddy.

CUT TO:

ext. white beach-day

A beautiful white beach stretches off as far as the eye can see. Evening sun losing its lighting power.

Further up the beach are massive fresh green trees. Fruits of all sorts hang from the branches.

The air is still and not a sound breaks the heavy silence.

On the beach sits a smiling little girl held in her mother’s arms. Both are in bright white dresses, hair looks as though they have never been dirty.

A man sits across from them, a camera hides his face.

Little girl

Don’t forget to take a picture of the castle too daddy.

Slowly the man lowers his camera, its Tim. He smiles happily as a single tear breaks off and rolls down his face.

Tim

Alright princess.

Tim raises the camera up again and takes a picture, the flash emits bright and strong.
PAGE  

9 of 10 

