The Playground At Dusk

Present 
Black.
Where am I?
Stop thinking.
Keep on running.
Are they on my trail?
Stop thinking.
Keep on running.
Focus.
Don’t lose grip.
41 mins ago 
Contrasting to the usually sublime neighbourhood park only sublime while the rays of the sun is still at full activation. Though during dusk when I visited it was a totally different story. If you even had the weakest sense of smell this park would be engraved in your nostrils forever. Rubbish was floating. There was a group of people- scary people- dangerous people. The grass was not green like usual it was a disgusting mouldy colour of yellow- you could on some bright beautiful days roll on the grass as if it was pure white snow- but not on this dark and gloomy day- or should I say dawn. I spotted I yellow envelope camouflaged in the mouldy grass.
I opened it, it read:
Dearest maya, if you ever find this know that I am waiting, your favourite sweet brownies ready for your beautiful greedy mouth to devour…
It cut off there. I looked at the contents of the envelope, there was multiple paper slips like this. As I was about to pick up another one to read at that moment. One of the dangerous people spotted me and said “ whatcha doin here” I put the paper back in the envelope he also said “this is our base” I sealed the envelope,all the other dangerous people got up too. I did the reasonable thing: I ran.


Present 
Black.
Where am I?
Stop thinking.
Keep on running.
Are they on my trail?
Stop thinking.
Keep on running.
Focus.
Don’t lose grip.
Don’t lose grip
I stopped running.
Slightly turned my head.
No one.
What a soothing sight.
In case they were still on my trail, I ducked.
I ducked into an alleyway that leads me right to the front door of my house.
