
 



The Necklace – Day 1 
 
 

A refreshing night’s breeze brushes through the leaves of trees in the park, momentarily 
disrupting the tranquil scene. The park is empty, children and parents having left many hours 
before. The occasional sound of birds chirping keeps the silence from becoming unbearable. A 
solitary squirrel bounces across cooling grass, seeking a tree for the night under the tapestry of 
stars. 

             
A distant rumble heralds the coming of a storm that threatens the park’s serene state. 

The rustling of the trees grows louder, more frequent as the wind starts to pick up, sending a 
few loose leaves tumbling along the ground. Overhead the sparkling cloth of the sky seems to 
be slowly fading, leaving only an inky blackness in its place. The squirrel chitters, darting up a 
tall oak, just in time to avoid the huge drops of water as they hurtle down upon the foliage. 
The rumbling grows louder, chasing after flashes of light. Another and another, each getting 
closer and louder until the storm was on top of the park. 

  
The squirrel leaps to another tree, sensing danger. There is a deafening bang and crash as 

the tall oak is struck by an invisible hammer, felling the tree in one deft hit. The once proud 
tree lies strewn over the floor, the stump smouldering… 

  
The following night the park is once again silent, as if mourning the passing of one of its 

residents. The fallen tree had been mostly cleared, leaving only a few twigs and the stump to 
serve as a reminder of what once was. A distant laughter breaks the melancholy gloom, as two 
men make their way down one of the long, winding paths. Both look a little worse for ware, 
relying on each other to stay vertical. 

 

  
The friends banter back and forth as they stumble along the path, only stopping when 

one of them trips over one of the many branches littering the path. The other one laughs. 
  



  
The laughing friend staggers over to the blackened stump resting on it, waiting for his 

mate to pull himself off of the floor. 
  

  
The man on the stump grins and bows. As he rises out of said bow, he finds himself 

gripping onto the stump for dear life, nearly toppling over himself. The charred wood cracks 
and splits as he pulls on it, causing a sizable chunk to fall away in his hands. He laughs and tries 
to put it back on, but it is of no use. He is about to give up and help Chris, who is still on the 
floor, when something catches his eye. Deep within the damaged trunk there is something 
shiny. 

  

  
Stephen frowns, then as careful as a drunk can, sets to work pulling away more of the 

charred wood. Slowly the form emerges… it seems to be some kind of chain? Curious and a 
little excited he continues, physically wrestling with some sections to work them loose. In the 
process of doing this he ends up on his arse more than once. Finally, his prize is in sight. chain 
free from its wooden embrace, revealing the pink stones at the end, the centerpiece in the 
shape of a cute, girly heart. Chris approaches Stephen, having managed to 
finally get on his feet, and looks at the necklace with a curious and amused 
expression. 

  
 He says to Stephen, with a wry grin on his face. 

He tries to suppress a laugh, much to Stephen’s chagrin. 
 

  
 Stephen replies dryly at his friend, and gives him an equally facetious 

grin. 

  
 Chris’ smile widens. 

  
Stephen barely thinks about it as he places it over his head, content to play along with the 

dare - he was tempted to wear it anyhow, if only to wipe that smug grin off of Chris’s face. 
He’s surprised to find that there’s hardly any weight to it, to the point where he hardly even 
noticed it. The little heart rests nicely on his chest, not really calling attention to itself. He 



smiles, and puffing his chest out, standing straight and putting his fists to either side of his 
waist, strikes a heroic pose to show off his brand new possession. 

  
Chris is visibly annoyed, but still he grins smugly at him. 

 

  
 Stephen says with a smug smirk of his own, as 

he relaxes from his pose.  He grins goofily. 

  
Chris chuckles. 

 

  
Stephen rolls his eyes, and still wobbling, grabs his mate for balance and both go on their 

way. And with that, the park slowly returns to its sombre state, as the pair stagger off into the 
distance… 

  
Finally they manage to get themselves home, Stephen somehow figuring out how to 

operate the lift to his apartment. The fact that the buttons seemed to dance all over the panel 
wasn’t any help. Scraping his key around the lock he manages to push it home, turns it, and 
stumbles into the apartment. 

  
The door slams shut rather louder than he had expected, causing him to shush it, not 

wanting to wake his neighbours up. Now there’s only one goal in his mind. Dropping the keys 
onto a nearby dresser he wobbles down the narrow corridor of his flat, turning to his bedroom 
doorway. Ahead of him his large bed sits waiting, the soft quilt beckoning him. He moves 
forward, tripping on a rug in the centre of the floor, falling limply onto the bed. He was asleep 
before his head had even touched the fabric. 

 


