As I made my way to the large, looming college building, all too familiar smell of weed reminded me of the usual busy, crowdedness that use to be here. I never understood the eagerness people had for the drug, maybe it was an escape for people. I know that I could do with an escape from all this. The gentle breeze of the wind, just added to the feeling of emptiness to the place that use to hold so much.
I reached into my pocket a grabbed the dark purple ID card, she’d given it to me, her face stared back at me and made my stomach turn. I need to do this for her. 
As I walked up to the doors, they quickly swished open, the gust that came from the doors was enough to lift the posters about upcoming events and getting help at the front desk, they didn’t fall off the wall though much to my surprise. The silver paint that framed the glass doors sparkled as if what was behind them was some sort of haven.
The strong smell of bleach was the first thing that I noticed, it’s almost enough to make my eyes water, that was something I didn’t miss. I walked towards the barriers, my steps no louder then a whisper as they hit the carpeted floor. They always tried to make the lobby seem cosy and inviting, I personally found it obnoxious with every piece of furniture and banner all the same dark purple they were obsessed with. At least nobody being at the front desk wasn’t unusual. I continued walking past the lifts that I know broke way to often so that wasn’t an option. Then I noticed it a silver rubber duck, with kisses littered around its body, it’s what I had gotten her for valentine’s, she always made sure it was on display and loved it, some might say she loved it a bit too much. I’ll go back for it another time; this is more important now.
As I ventured up the stairs and opened the heavy doors to the theatre, all the memories and time I spent in the space washed over me. It all feels like one big dream now. The dark open space would have been impossible to navigate if not for the spotlight pointing at the centre of the stage. The curtains weren’t tucked away properly, my old friend would have lost it, the amount of times I heard him complain as he stumbled over them, though I was never sure if it was someone’s fault rather then him having two left feet. But there it was, propped up on a folded theatre chair, my small, knitted bee, the bright colours going from blue to purple to pink, was enough to put a smile on my face. Hopefully it hadn’t been tampered with.
As I made my way back outside the wind was harsher and heavy rain began showering down. Then multiple cars pulled up all with that annoying trademark purple. “This couldn’t be a simple grab and go could it.”

Commentary 
This story is meant to be set in an apocalypse. I wrote in first person because that is how I usually write and I might change it to third person if I decide to rewrite or edit this again. I feel as though I struggled making a smooth transition between vocal points. When it comes to colour symbolism I repeat dark purple a lot mainly to represent the darkness and shadows, the bee however is light colours around purple to represent embracing darkness, but not letting it be consuming. I’m unsure if that came across as well as I hoped. And finally silver as in a sense of hope. 
