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         It was time. 



The crystal was about the size of my thumbnail. My hands shook when I first picked it up, and they shook when I pulled it out of my pocket now, turned away from my companions. It felt like a cube, but when I looked at it, it appeared to show seven or possibly eight sides depending on the angle. The crystal was an ugly shade of brown, and despite being opaque enough to prevent you from seeing through it, something appeared to flow within. There was no apparent source or cause for the movement. It wasn’t warm, nor did it vibrate. Something just moved within of its own volition, and the brain couldn’t fully comprehend what it was looking at.



I knew what the crystal was, of course. Everyone had heard of the stuff. Most had even seen it before they knew what it was. I remembered seeing it my first time as well, though I didn’t know what it was then. I knew what I was going to do with it now that I had some, though: I was going to kill myself.







Time had crystallized for a reason nobody had bothered to explain to us common folk. I assumed it had to do with the monolithic buildings that had begun to dominate major cities the world over. Their sheer edifices blocked most of what they did from everyone outside, but for some reason time began crystallizing from whatever surface it could attach to, and great armies moved out of those buildings and began collecting it. I can’t say years passed, because time was irrelevant, but every crystal from every surface in every corner of the world eventually disappeared into those buildings.



The effects of lost time were felt by everybody. Somehow the sun kept shining, though it didn’t move, and we were still able to walk and talk, but we didn’t age. Nor did we die. That was the worst part. 



It wasn’t that we didn’t age and didn’t starve, no. No matter what was done to a person’s body, they didn’t stop functioning.



A person who was shot wouldn’t ever bleed out, but it wouldn’t heal, either. A severed head could keep talking, because air passing through the vocal cords was no longer necessary. Time seemed to think air was constantly there. It was disturbing as hell, and I can easily say I don’t know how it all worked. The real trouble with not dying, though, is that anything can happen to you, and you still feel the pain. I’ll always remember seeing someone who had been taped back together after getting severed in half. He screamed in pain non-stop until they buried him alive just to shut him up. He’s probably still down there.



I, myself had a knife wound in my back from when it all started and someone had mugged me. It hurt, and it had never stopped hurting, but I had learned to live with the pain. It was always there, but it was a single wound. I don’t want to imagine what fate lay in store for someone who was blown to pieces.







But now — now I held my salvation from such a fate. I held time in my hands, though a small amount of it, but it was enough to free me. I placed it on my tongue, unsure if eating it would be enough, and I swallowed.



As soon as it hit my stomach, I felt pain in my back. My heart beat in my chest, an unfamiliar and uncomfortable feeling, and I felt something wet soak my shirt. I smiled, then grimaced. My heart beat again and pain flared up. I tried to inhale, but the breath I pulled in gurgled as blood came with it. My vision started to narrow as blackness creeped in at the edges, and I could no longer hold myself up. I fell over, and my companions finally turned to look at me.



Despite my obvious distress, none of them reached out to help. Instead, they stared at me with undisguised envy as my blood spilled from my wound. I saw someone’s mouth move, but the slowing thud of my heart filled my ears and I heard nothing else. I choked and coughed up blood, and I could feel my strength fading. I spent the last minute of my life in agony, but I didn’t care.



I was free.
      

      
   