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Dedicated to the existentialists.

Paul was about to jump, there was no doubt in his mind. Sweating, nervous 
and agitated, he grasped the humid metal rods of the Golden Gate Bridge. The 
only thing delaying him for doing so was life flashing before his eyes through 
these last moments. The wind struck hard on him and made his tie hit his 
glasses, one time, after another, distracting him from getting his thoughts 
straight. Perhaps it was a signal, maybe he needed a couple more minutes. He 
thought about the things he’d done before leaving his home so that his family 
wouldn’t have to struggle with other things besides his death. He had paid the 
remaining bills, signed his will, kissed his two daughters goodbye, prepared the 
breakfast for his wife, who would be waking up 10 minutes after his departure 
very early in the morning. Amongst other things; he also took a cab so that she’d 
have the car once she was notified about the news. 

“All is done,” Paul thought to himself. Jumping was the remaining task, all 
the problems he’d ever had, would fade away. “1... 2...-“ He counted before 
making his last meaningful action.

“-That’s cliché” mocked a voice behind him.
 Paul looked but could hardly see anything from the heavy fog.
 “What?” Paul cried.
Holding his jacket and smoking a cigarette, approached a young handsome 

man in his black suit as he said “It wouldn’t be special, you know. More than 
1,500 people have jumped from this bridge, you’d just be one of them. Why don’t 
you go Sylvia Plath style or something? Kick some art into it.” Said as he flicked 
his cigarette. 

“You’re not gonna stop me.” replied nervously as the man approached even 
more. 

“I’m not trying to, I’m just curious.” Said the man with a soothing voice, as if 
there was no life at stake at all.
 “About what?” Paul asked confusedly.
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 “Death in general. May I sit down?” The man pointed at the rod near the 
edge where Paul was standing.

 “I guess...” Paul replied cluelessly as to what was going on. He couldn't 
comprehend where he came from nor what was so intriguing about his life. 
“Wow, this really is that L'appel du vide they talk about.” said the man with his 
perfect French accent, as he looked down at the abyss.

 “I don’t speak German.” Said Paul, bothered by the man’s presumption.
 “It’s French.” The man replied.
 “Who are you anyway?” asked Paul as he gradually became more annoyed 

by this significant interruption.
 “I’m Death.” Said the man followed with an intense stare.
 “What?!” Paul freaked out, almost slipping.
 “Wow, relax man. I’m not Death, although I was about to be him for a second 
there,” said as he adjusted his legs in the metal rod, “I’m Hugo.” While 

stretching his hand, then retrieving it after he noticed Paul was using both hands 
to stay alive. 

“Well, Hugo...” gestured impatiently with his head, “It was a pleasure to meet 
you, but I have this important thing to do, you see.” Pointing with his head to the 
abyss. 

“What’s yours?” asked Hugo.
 “Pardon?”
 “Your name.” With an obvious stare.
 “Oh, it’s Paul. I’m sorry” lifting his hand to greet him and quickly putting it 
back on its place after losing his balance.
 “That seems dangerous.” playfully worried about Paul’s stands.
 “That’s what it’s supposed to be,” replied Paul with an obvious look on his 
face.
 “Where’s the fun in it?” Asked Hugo with a mocking tone.
 “It’s not supposed to be fun—Hugo, what do you mean?” Asked annoyed by 
the obliviousness. 
“I mean, Paul, it is an adventure. I can only imagine the journey.” Answered 

Hugo as he tried to see past the fog. 
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“Well, there’s not much of a journey, it only takes about 5 seconds to hit the 
water.” Implied Paul. 

“Yeah, but what about the journey before that?” Replied thoughtfully, “The 
journey you took to get here?” 

“I live fairly close by. It was not much of a drive, I took a cab.” disregarding 
the true meaning beneath Hugo’s questions. 

“Paul. What drove you to this moment?” Asked Hugo, trying to get Paul 
focused, he continued, “Jesus, just see the bigger picture.” exclaimed bothered. 

“I’m not even catholic” Paul replied, still bothered by all this nonsense. 
“That’s good if you don’t believe in hell you can’t go to hell.” Said agreeing.
“Are you?” Intrigued.
“No.” Looking away while taking out his cigarettes.
“What are you?” Genuinely interested in Hugo’s opinion now.
“I’m curious.” Said as he lit his cigarette.
“Yeah, you’ve said that already; though you were vague.”
“It’s just what I am, what do you want me to say?”
“I don’t know, if you’re going to stop someone from killing themselves how 
about you bring something interesting to the table?” Paul had it, Hugo was 

not getting to the point and his final task was getting delayed. It would only be a 
matter of minutes until his wife found out Paul had left without his car. He 
hadn’t even left them a note, he figured it would only hurt them more since he 
never showed them how he felt, he always kept it to himself. For his wife and 
daughters, Paul was only a loving husband and father. Why would he do that 
sort of thing?

“Hey, I’m not holding you back.” Said Hugo, “You can jump whenever you 
want.”

What was this morbid thing Hugo was after? Why would someone like to be 
present at someone’s suicide? Now Paul was curious about Hugo. It was an odd 
behavior to see someone so intrigued in this particular circumstance. People 
often want to know about death, but only after it happens.

“It’s not that simple.” Paul gave in.
“It sure isn’t, committing suicide is the single most cowardice act, yet also the 
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bravest one,” he continued, “just think about it, the balls it took for you to stand 
in this edge, yet, you’re such coward at the same time.” 

“Why?” Asked Paul, a bit offended.
“Because dying is easy, and living is harder.”
It was as if Paul had contemplated suicide from another perspective. He knew 

it was hard, that’s why he was thinking about taking his own life, but there was a 
sense of his ego being attacked, a sense that made him want to contradict Hugo. 

“Well yes, I lacked a reason.”
“For jumping?” Asked Hugo.
“For living,” Paul replied thoughtlessly.
“You know, it doesn’t look that bad from up here.”
“What do you mean?” Asked Paul confusedly.
“Suicide. I can understand you now, there’s peace in eternal silence.” Replied 
as he observed his cigarette before throwing it away into the abyss.
Hugo was slowly finding the questions he came looking for when seeing Paul 

for the first time. He did not intend to cross paths with this man, in fact, he was 
only walking past the bridge to be part of a photoshoot for a suit brand. Now he 
was in front of what appeared to be a life-changing experience. 

Hugo continued, “What do you think will happen when you die?” 
Paul carefully thought of his answer. “I suppose there’s only death and then... 

nothing.” He continued by asking “What do you think?” 
It had seemed that the humidity and fog had cleared, they both felt in peace 

and it was as if death was not a bad thing anymore. 
“I think we get more chances, more lives, though we just keep evolving.” 

Hugo replied and continued by asking “Did you wake up knowing that this was 
going to be your last day?” 

“Yes, I left everything ready according to the needs of my family.” Replied 
Paul with slight sadness in his voice. 

“You’ve got a family?” He continued, “That’s nice. I bet they’ll miss you.”
“I bet they will.” Looking away as he started tearing. 
“You know Paul,” said as he tried to call for his attention, “I didn’t come here 

to stop you. You seem very decisive on the idea of suicide. But now that I’ve 
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talked to you, you’ve convinced me.”
Paul was now genuinely confused. What did he mean by that? It was not his 

intention to convince Hugo to do the same thing he was about to do, now would 
he have to deal with that guilt? Would it matter anyway? Death was meaningless 
for Paul, if he died first, what did he care? There would be no remorse, no hell, 
no afterlife for him. It would all just be, done.

“I’m sorry Hugo, I’m afraid I don’t understand what you’re implying.”
“Yeah, I’d like to see what’s next. I found that this life I’m currently in is 

meaningless, absurd.” He continued “I don’t always know what I like about this 
life, but I always know what I dislike, and I want it to end. The thing is, I’ll 
probably never know, and that’s okay.”

“You must not give up on that.” Said Paul, afraid, as the orange light of San 
Francisco’s morning was hitting their faces.

“Give up on what? It’s meaningless, I’m no longer satisfied with this current 
life of mine.”

“You can’t just suddenly decide to die, Hugo.” Annoyed by how lightly he 
was taking things, Paul continued, “It’s not something that you decide in a 
minute.”

“I didn’t, I contemplate it every morning. Death can, and should come at the 
right time, at the right place.”

“Yes, you said it. It should come, you shouldn’t go towards it.” Paul said. 
“Do you listen to yourself, Paul?” Asked Hugo.
There was a long pause. The only thing that could be heard was the strong 

wind. The rise of a new day brought them heat and was granted time to think 
about it, think about life itself.

“I do.” Said Paul after that long pause, then continued, “Are they waiting for 
you too?”

“No. No one is, and that’s what makes it so easy.” Hugo continued after a 
slight pause by saying “I’ve heard our conversation, and it seems that we have 
both learn a lot about each other,” Hugo said, with immense peace, “I came to 
you looking for an answer, and I found it.” 
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The slightest effort of gravity carried down the brave body of a coward man. 
That day, someone would get to meet his family again, while the other one, 
would meet his creator; again.


