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The Necklace of Collapsed Time 

                   Echo of an Old Woun


The City of Fog was drowning in its usual silence, the sky draped in a dull gray that perfectly mirrored the depths of Adam’s soul. Every morning, he awoke to the impact of the same memory, a memory that needed no sun to rise, for it fed on the darkness of his spirit. The sound of innocent laughter, then a sharp scream that severed the thread of joy, followed by a long silence, heavier than all the words that were never spoken.


It was the memory of Zayn, his younger brother, swallowed by a horrific car accident five years ago. Adam wasn’t driving, but he was there, standing on the opposite sidewalk, a helpless witness to the end. Guilt was a faithful companion; it held his hand while he was awake and embraced him in his sleep, whispering that he could have done something, anything, if only his feet hadn’t been frozen to the spot.


Adam worked in the National Archives, a place befitting his old, sorrowful soul. He spent his days among yellowed papers that smelled of the past, organizing the tales of people who had lived and died, preserving their stories from oblivion. But deep down, he felt he was just another ghost wandering those silent corridors, searching for an unfinished story, a lost chapter from his own life.


That day was no different from any other monotonous day. He was sorting through the contents of an old wooden box that had recently arrived from his late grandmother’s house. He didn’t expect to find anything more than some faded photographs and letters that time had worn away. His mother had asked him to get rid of all the worthless “junk,” but he found a strange comfort in touching those objects.


As he moved aside a layer of worn-out velvet fabric, something glinted in the dim lamplight. It was not gold or silver, but a dark metal with a strange texture, as if it had absorbed a piece of the night. It was a necklace of a primitive design, a chain of interlocking rings holding a matte black stone in its center. The stone reflected no light; instead, it seemed to swallow it. There were no engravings on it, and it was unlike anything he had ever seen before.


He felt a strange pull towards it. A chill ran through his fingertips when he touched it, a living coldness as if the necklace had a faint pulse. He put it in his pocket without a second thought, feeling its small weight press against his thigh—a weight both physical and metaphorical. He closed the box and returned it to the dark corner, but his mind remained fixed on the black stone resting in his pocket, as if it held an ancient secret waiting to be discovered.


Adam returned to his small apartment, which overlooked one of the city’s quiet streets. The apartment was little more than walls that contained his loneliness. He took the necklace out of his pocket and placed it on the wooden coffee table. In the warm light of the room, the necklace looked even stranger. The surface of the black stone was not perfectly smooth; it had fine ridges that resembled a map of an unknown land.


He sat on the worn-out sofa, his eyes fixed on the stone. The memories began to flow again, not as a calm film, but as a raging storm. He saw Zayn’s smiling face, his black hair flying as he ran towards him. He heard his voice calling out, “Adam, look!” pointing to a kite he had made himself. He remembered how he felt responsible for him, and how he had failed him in the most crucial moment.


He shut his eyes tightly, in a desperate attempt to banish the painful images. He unconsciously grabbed the necklace, squeezing it hard in his palm. He wished with all his heart that he could go back in time, even for a single second, to see that smile one more time, to hear that innocent voice, to hold that small hand and stop it from crossing the street. It was an agonizing wish, a silent scream he let out into the darkness of his soul.


Suddenly, he felt a sharp prick in his hand, as if the necklace had bitten him. He opened his eyes in alarm, but what he saw made him freeze. The room around him was melting and reforming, colors dancing and merging, and sounds fading into white noise. He felt a severe dizziness, as if the ground were shifting beneath him, and then he was swallowed by a profound darkness, deeper and colder than any he had ever known.


It didn’t last long, perhaps only a few seconds, but it felt like an eternity. When he regained consciousness, everything was as quiet as it had been. The table, the sofa, the scattered books—everything was in its place. He looked at his hand; the necklace was still in his grasp, cold and still. He sighed with a troubled relief, believing that what had happened was just a hallucination caused by exhaustion and grief. Perhaps he had dozed off without realizing it.


But something was different. Something small, trivial, but it was there. The glass of water he always left on the right side of the table was now on the left. He shook his head, trying to convince himself that he had moved it and forgotten. But a deep feeling of anxiety began to creep into his chest. He stood up and checked the apartment, finding nothing else out of the ordinary. Everything was normal, disturbingly normal.


The next day, Adam took the necklace to work with him. He couldn’t leave it; he felt a mysterious bond connecting him to it. He placed it in his desk drawer, but he could feel its presence as if it were an eye watching him in silence. He tried to focus on his work, on sorting and classifying documents, but his mind was preoccupied with what had happened the night before. Was it just a dream? Or had something real actually occurred?


During his lunch break, he went to visit his only friend, Karim, who worked in a shop repairing old clocks a couple of streets away from the archives. Karim’s workshop was a world of its own, filled with the sound of ticking clocks and their delicate gears. Karim was a cheerful young man, the complete opposite of Adam. He was the only connection that tied Adam to life outside the walls of the archives and the wreckage of his memories.


“You look pale today, man,” Karim said, peering from behind his magnifying lens. “Are the ghosts of the archives visiting you in your dreams again?” Adam managed a faint smile. “Something like that.” He hesitated for a moment, then took the necklace out of his pocket and placed it on the table cluttered with tiny cogs and screws. “I found this among my grandmother’s things. Have you ever seen anything like it?”


Karim picked up the necklace, examining it with an expert’s eye. He turned it over in his fingers and tried to scratch the stone with a sharp tool, but it left no mark. “Strange metal, not one I’m familiar with. And the stone… I don’t know what it is, but it’s definitely not glass or any traditional gemstone. Its design is very primitive, yet skillfully made. Did your grandmother say where she got it?”


“She didn’t. It was just among her old belongings,” Adam replied, feeling a slight disappointment. He had hoped Karim might have some explanation. “Well, keep it. It could be a rare artifact worth a fortune,” Karim said, handing it back to him before returning to his intricate clockwork. “Or it could just be a piece of bad luck. It doesn’t have a friendly look to it.” Karim laughed, but Adam didn’t join in.


On his way back to the archives, Adam passed the bakery where he and Zayn used to buy their favorite chocolate cake every Thursday. He paused for a moment, looking through the glass window. He saw a mother buying a piece of the same cake for her son and saw the pure joy in the child’s eyes. He felt a lump in his throat and a sharp pain in his chest. Longing was a torrential river threatening to drown him.


He clutched the necklace in his pocket again, feeling its familiar coldness. This time, the wish wasn’t vague or fleeting. It was clear, sharp, and painful. He wished he could return to that specific Thursday, not to prevent the accident, but just to sit with Zayn on that bench in the park opposite the bakery and share a piece of cake. He wanted to live that simple, happy moment again, in all its detail.


He squeezed the necklace with all his might and closed his eyes. The same feeling of dizziness, the same sensation of the world twisting and collapsing around him. This time, he was ready for it. He surrendered to the darkness, holding on to that small wish, that desperate plea. When he opened his eyes, he wasn’t standing on the street in front of the bakery. He was sitting on a green wooden bench, and the sun was warm on his face.


He looked beside him, and there he was. Zayn, with his jet-black hair and shining eyes, was laughing as he took a large bite of chocolate cake, leaving a brown smudge at the corner of his mouth. “You eat so slowly, Adam!” Zayn said in the voice Adam had never forgotten. Adam felt tears welling up in his eyes, but they were tears of joy, of disbelief. “I’m here… I’m really here.”


He didn’t know how long that moment lasted. It could have been a minute or an hour. Time didn’t matter. All that mattered was that he was with Zayn again. They talked about school, about Zayn’s dreams of becoming a pilot, and about the new kite they wanted to build. Every word, every laugh, every glance was like a glass of water quenching the desert of his thirsty soul.


But suddenly, the image began to tremble. Zayn’s voice started to fade, as if calling to him from a great distance. The colors of the park began to dull and turn to gray. He felt the same sensation of collapse, of returning to his bitter reality. He tried to grab Zayn’s hand, but his fingers passed through thin air. “Don’t go!” Adam screamed, but the echo of his cry was all he heard as he found himself standing once more in front of the bakery, tears streaming down his face.


Passersby looked at him strangely, a grown man crying in the middle of the street. He quickly wiped his tears, trying to calm his racing heart. It wasn’t a dream, and it wasn’t a hallucination. It had really happened. This necklace, this cold piece of metal, had taken him to the past. It had granted him his dearest wish, if only for a few moments. He felt a mixture of indescribable joy and intense fear.


He ran back to his apartment and locked the door behind him. He threw himself onto the sofa, panting. He took out the necklace and looked at it. It was no longer just a strange piece of metal; it had become a key, a secret door to a world he thought he had lost forever. The power he held in his hands was immense, terrifying, and seductive all at once. He could see Zayn whenever he wanted; he could relive all their happy moments together.


But he also remembered what had happened the first time. The glass that had moved. He got up quickly and began to inspect
















He gripped the necklace tightly, focusing all his thought, all his will, all his pain, on that one moment. The image of the street, the sound of the speeding car, and Zayn’s face as he turned to smile at him one last time. He closed his eyes and surrendered to the vortex again, ignorant that the step he was taking would not lead him to salvation, but to the beginning of a nightmare he could not have imagined in his worst dreams. The echo of an old wound was about to become a storm that would destroy everything.















