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Model Essay: The Wind of That Dusk

The dusk began on the wire fence. Light hung on the rust, link by link, gold
enough to burn. The playground was empty except for the two of us, our shadows
stretched long, long enough to cross the running track and lean against the base of
the wall. Neither of us spoke. Talking needs a chosen day, and today was not

suitable.

The sun sank, and the color changed layer by layer. First gold, then orange, at
last a pink like old porcelain. Look too long and your eyes ache. I remembered three
years ago it was this same color as we stepped onto this playground, and back then we
did not know that dusk had weight.

The wind came. It started from the stands, ran hugging the ground, lifted an old
exam paper out of the grass, chased it around half the playground, then pressed it
back onto the track. The flag gave a sudden shake and cracked against its pole, one
clap—like sound. The wind passed between us, lifted the hair on his forehead, let it

fall. He squinted for a moment. The wind was full of September’s smells - grass,

www. vv99. net



rubber, and the distant canteen.

In the seconds after the wind stopped, it was quiet enough to hear the wire fence
humming. His shadow grew another span longer, climbing from the wall’s base onto the
wall. Only a thread of sunset remained, wedged between two buildings, red as a coal

about to die out.

He raised his hand, as if to say something, then lowered it. Then he turned and
left. The back of his uniform was traced by that last thread of light, gold, then
quickly dark. He took a few steps and looked back; the wind blew his coat hem toward
me, like a wave. I stood where I was and scraped my sole against the ground, a soft

rasp only I could hear.

The sky went dark. The playground emptied; the wind stayed. It ran a lap around
the stands, lifted one corner of that old exam paper again, then headed out of the
school gate. It was going to the places he would pass. For a moment I envied a gust

of wind.

Later, from classroom windows, I wrote many dusks, and none had that day s color.
Colors cannot be kept, and neither can wind. But every September, when the wind
crosses the playground, I know it has come — from that track, from that wire fence,

from that turning back. It takes nothing away; it returns that dusk again and again.
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