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Followed

The path curved out of view in the distance, the water narrowing where the lock was positioned. I 

continued to walk, keeping my eyes on the path ahead trying not to listen to the gentle tap of the 

footfalls behind me. Whoever it was seemed to be getting closer. I increased my pace. The echo 

stopped. But no, there it was, merged into the sound of my own feet tapping along the path. We 

were matched in steps, I hoped not in pace.

I reached the lock and jogged down the steep banking, trying to put some distance between me and 

my pursuer. I let my gaze linger on the wall to the left and spied an opening. I slipped into it, letting 

the trees embrace me. I dare not look out, lest I was spotted. Instantly I realised my mistake. If he 

were to see me, part concealed by the bud of spring trees, I would make a much better target – just 

off the path and no longer in view.

The footsteps sounded again, a little faster than before. I stood still, taking shallow breaths, waiting 

for him to launch in after me with a wild grin. My heart beat out of rhythm with the steps, as though 

it were still running away from him. For each hollow tap of his shoe my heart would pound three 

times. He must know I am in here. Where else would I go?

I watched the figure walk past. His head down and hands thrust into his pockets. I could not make 

out his face through the criss-cross of branches that made up my shield. I let out a long breath and 

felt my shoulders relax. I must have rocked back on my feet too, because there was a sudden snap 

of a twig.

The man stopped. His head raised and hands out of his pockets. He turned. I sucked my breath back 

in and held it there while I willed him on again. Keep walking, I thought, just keep walking.

“Get out of there, come on,” he yelled.

I hesitated, not willing to admit I had been found. But then I heard a sharp yap and the scratch of a 

paw on stone. I looked down. Near to my feet was a petite Jack Russell, head tilted up at me, 
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questioning: ‘Why are you in here’? But then, with another call from his owner – the man I had 

been so afraid of – he hopped back onto the path and scampered away leaving me in the shrubbery 

feeling abashed.
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