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Halcyon

Life is Fragile



☆



A quiet sigh escaped Chanyeol’s parted lips as he stood, back against the smooth concrete

wall of the train station. The platform was full of life, people hurrying about, briefcases in

hands as they glance upwards at the clock displayed on the wall; and next to it, the estimated

time of arrival of the train.

Furrowing his brows, Chanyeol’s lips pressed into a thin line and he shook his head; his thick

mop of mahogany hair obscured his vision. Tongue clicking against the roof of his mouth,

Chanyeol resisted the urge to roll his eyes.

He wished that people would slow down – enjoy life for what it was; live a little; take things

as they come, not rush about with their gaze fixed on the ground below. People missed out on

the beauty that life had to offer that way. All the little things that could make you smile –

gone, without having realised it.

With a quick flick of his head, Chanyeol’s dark hair was pushed from his eyes. As he relaxed,

Chanyeol’s shoulders slumped as he smoothed out his denim shirt. With a gentle push,

Chanyeol moved away from the brick wall and began his way slowly along the platform,

observing the people that pushed their way around him.

At the very top of a platform sat a petite boy in a simple cotton shirt; his coffee coloured hair

was swept to one side, a plastic umbrella clutched tightly in his small hands. Peering up at the

cornflower sky, Chanyeol let out a quiet chuckle; there wasn’t a cloud in sight!

This guy certainly was a piece of work. The way he clutched onto the umbrella, turning it

over and over in his hands as though his life depended on it … Maybe he was holding it for

someone? Or maybe, he was prepared for the unexpected. Chanyeol wasn’t sure why, but he

felt a small smile creep onto his face.

The shrill whistle of the train caught his attention and Chanyeol glanced up; it had only just

pulled into the station now and its wheels screeched loudly against the tracks as it fought

against the breaks. The platform’s occupants pushed and shoved one another in an attempt to

try and align themselves with the automatic doors.

Making his way to the edge of the platform, another quiet sigh escaped Chanyeol’s lips and

he found himself at the back of a large cluster of people; each one bouncing impatiently on

the balls of their feet, necks craned in an attempt to locate an empty seat.

1



Finally, Chanyeol made his way into the train, managing to find himself a seat next to the

window. Placing his satchel on the vacant seat next to him, he gazed out of the window as the

train began to move; the beautiful cityscape of Seoul, the city that never rests speeding by.

A throat cleared next to him quietly, barely loud enough for Chanyeol to hear. Slowly, he

turned his gaze away from the window and found himself face to face with the guy in loose

cotton shirt; the plastic umbrella was still clutched firmly in his hands. With a quick gesture

to the seat next to Chanyeol, occupied with his bag, the stranger tilted his head to the side.

“I’m sorry,” he said, “but do you mind?”

Chanyeol shook his head and quickly slid his satchel from the seat next to him onto his lap.

Gratefully, the stranger took a seat next to him, sliding the plastic umbrella under his feet and

the two, after exchanging one final glance, uttered not another word. Instead, they gazed out

opposite windows, determined not to pay mind to the other.

The train ride had lasted just over an hour, and much of the carriage’s occupants had emptied.

Yet, Chanyeol remained, his gaze fixed out the window; and the guy, silent, beside him.

Something touched his shoulder lightly and Chanyeol broke his gaze away from the passing

countryside. From next to him, the guy had fallen asleep, his head resting gently against

Chanyeol. A small smile crept across his face as his brushed the others tousled fringe lightly

from his eyes.

Chanyeol gazed at the sleeping boy next to him for a short while before he furrowed his

brows. What if he was to wake and find him staring? That would not end well. Breaking his

gaze away, Chanyeol repositioned himself in his chair carefully, so as not to disrupt the

others slumber. Shaking his head, the smile still on his face, Chanyeol turned to stare out of

the window once more when something caught his eye.

A piece of paper, or at least, what was left of it – he had been twisting it over and over in his

hands for much of the train ride until it had become a highly crumpled form. His grip on it

had loosened considerably in his unconscious state, and it was threatening to fall through his

fingertips and onto the carriage floor.

Without thinking, Chanyeol reached for the paper, untwisting it carefully and smoothing out

the creased surface over his knee. Glancing over it, he sighed thoughtfully.



Go to an amusement park.



Watch the sun set atop a Ferris Wheel.



Make friends with a complete stranger.

Chanyeol’s brows knitted together as he continued down the page; there were so many things

on the list but only a few, somewhat odd ones stood out to him. They were normal things;

things that everyone would have done at least once in their life.
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Have a home-cooked meal.



Make someone smile.



Buy a painting for the corridor.



Surprise someone.



Fall in love.



Chanyeol’s eyes widened in realisation at what he was reading. It was a bucket list. How

strange. Without thinking, Chanyeol’s free hand dug into his bag, returning moments later

with a pen. Uncapping it, he held the creased paper to the window of the train, writing down

his phone number – and a promise.

“I’ll help you with your list,” he murmured quietly, tucking his pen into the pocket of his

coat.

Quickly, he folded in the corners; tucking them over, then under, then over once more until a

small paper crane rested in the palm of his hand. It looked batted and far from elegant, but it

would certainly make the stranger smile when he saw it. Yes, Chanyeol thought, what a nice

way to wake up.

Peering out of the window once more, he realised that he was getting closer and closer to the

small rural station in the town in which his sister lived. Placing a hand on the shoulder of the

sleeping stranger, Chanyeol got carefully to his feet, ensuring the other maintained his

balance as he stood

A small grin crossed Chanyeol’s face as he turned his back to the sleeping form of the; the

countryside slowed down around him as the train came to a stop – the automatic doors sliding

forward. Shooting one last glance at him, Chanyeol stepped off the train, taking his phone

from his pocket and turning it over in the palm of his hand.

Chanyeol hadn’t the slightest expectation of the stranger to contact him and he knew that if

he had fallen asleep, waking to find a phone number written on his list, he would not even

consider it. But, Chanyeol decided, should the stranger contact him at all, he would gladly

keep his promise.
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Chanyeol hadn't expected him to text. Not exactly. But somewhere deep down, buried

beneath his pride and expectations, there was a small glimmer of hope - a small yearning that

this stranger would save his number, maybe even memorise it. And if he did … Chanyeol

had hoped that he would contact him. He didn’t care how long it would take as long as he

did.

The stranger didn’t have to call if that made him feel uncomfortable – a simple ‘hey, I got

your message – thanks for the offer!’ would have sufficed. And that is exactly what Chanyeol

got. Well, kind of.

‘Will you really help me?’

Chanyeol couldn’t contain the grin that played across his face the day he received the

response he had been waiting for.

“Of course,” Chanyeol murmured, chuckling to himself.

And with that incentive, he went about scheduling a meet up, without knowing so much as a

name; hopes high that he will, soon, see this stranger once more.

To be perfectly honest, Chanyeol wasn’t sure why he was so eager to meet someone he had

only exchanged a few words to. But, it was his lack of concern and easy going, pleasant

nature that really intrigued Chanyeol.

When the day eventually came for the two to meet, Chanyeol found his legs walking him

towards the train station with a bounce in his stride. The thought alone of meeting this guy for

the second time around in order to help his out with his life's ambitions was enough to calm

any nerves he previously had and brighten the gloomy day - well, for Chanyeol at least.

Shaking his head, Chanyeol’s lips curled upwards into a lopsided smile. Running his thumb

across the smooth screen of his mobile phone, he allowed a small chuckle to escape his

parted lips.

The air was crisp in the city that morning, the tall buildings providing little shelter from the

icy breeze that wove and wrapped its way around them. Adjusting the navy scarf tightly

around his neck to ward off the cold, Chanyeol took in his surroundings; the snow-topped

trees and the lake, coated in a frosty glaze that glittered in the pale sunlight. This was the

correct meeting place, he decided at a glance. But the guy from the train hadn't gotten there

yet.

Twisting his brows into a frown, Chanyeol exhaled, his breath crystallising in front of his

eyes. He knew what the stranger looked like, but he had no idea who he was. Narrowing his

dark eyes, Chanyeol glanced across the lake.

There sat a familiar figure, his army-green muffler shielding the lower half of his face from

the wind; his jacket tight fitting and classy, fixed neatly around the chest with small brass

buttons.
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He was sitting on a small wooden bench a short way away, his gloved hands tearing small

chunks of stale bread apart for scavenging ducks who bustled about his ankles. Chanyeol

paused for a moment, watching his laugh happily as the greedy animals fought one another

for the biggest chunks before he allowed his shoulders to slump, his body relaxing.

Any previous nerves that he once held were now replaced by excitement as he surveyed the

cheerful boy feeding the ducks. Straightening out his winter coat, Chanyeol began the short

walk around the outskirts of the lake before taking a seat on the small bench beside the -now

startled- brunette.

"I am glad to see that you have made it to the meeting spot safely," he said with a nod, a

small grin tugging the corners of his lips upwards. “I’m Chanyeol.”

The guy stared up at him for a few moments before looking away, adjusting a gloved finger.

"Baekhyun. Will you really help me with my list?" he asked his voice no more than a

murmur. Chanyeol nodded once more, his eyes softening.

"I will."

Baekhyun exhaled loudly and shook his head. Glancing away from Chanyeol, he looked at

his feet as they swung back and forth on the bench; his hands disappearing into his pockets.

"Thank you," he said. "I appreciate it, I really do. But even with your help, I know this won't

be completed in time."

At this, Chanyeol raised his brows in confusion. "Why do you need to get it done so

quickly?" he asked. "Take your time with it - you'll enjoy it more that way."

Baekhyun lifted his gaze. When his eyes met with Chanyeol’s, he offered him a sweet smile.

"I guess I just want to finish as much of the list as I can."

Chanyeol surveyed him for a few moments before shaking his head, dragging his fingertips

through his mahogany hair.

"I told you I'd help you with the list," he said gently. "And that's what I'll do. We'll get them

finished. It may take a while, but we will.”

“Promise?” Baekhyun asked, a small grin spreading across his face. Chanyeol nodded.

“Promise.”
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Over the next few days, Chanyeol and Baekhyun met at the same spot next to the lake to

discuss which goal ("objective," Baekhyun would interject, wagging his finger at Chanyeol

whenever he would call it as such. "It's an objective!") Baekhyun would prefer to complete

first. After much deliberation, the pair settled on going to the theme park; it was a lot less

crowded during the winter months, and the thought of avoiding shoving, restless crowds in

sweltering heat was more than appealing.

Baekhyun couldn’t contain his excitement as he rushed up and down between the stalls filled

with goods and treats – he wanted to try everything! Chanyeol shook his head, a quiet laugh

escaping his lips as he observed the energetic boy. Reaching out, he caught Baekhyun’s wrist,

gently pulling the small brunette back to his side.

“Slow down, Baek,” he said gently, causing the other to tilt his head to the side in confusion.

“But Chanyeol,” he began quickly, “there’s not enough time to do everything!”

Chanyeol’s lips tugged upwards into a grin. “There’s plenty of time to do everything, Baek.

Don’t worry. Hey, are you hungry?”

He didn’t wait for Baekhyun to reply – he didn’t have to. Chanyeol knew perfectly well that

the small brunette was starving – all of this running around was certain to wear him out.

“Let’s go.”

Towing him down the rows of stalls towards the food corner, Chanyeol glanced around

before something caught his eye.

“Did you want some Fairy Floss?”

Releasing his grip on Baekhyun’s wrist, he made his way slowly towards the stand, passing

the owner some coins.

“Two sticks, please.”

Baekhyun watched from afar, intrigued by the sugary pink fluff that blew around in the small

bubble. After observing the lady dip a stick into the machine, he couldn’t help but more

closer to the stall out of curiosity.

Chanyeol passed Baekhyun his treat before waiting for his own, and soon, they made their

way back through the rows of stalls, Fairy Floss in hand.

“You know,” Chanyeol began, “you’re allowed to eat it, you know. It’s not that bad.”

Baekhyun crinkled his nose as he thought about it. “I’ve never tried it before, Yeol. What if I

don’t like it? You would have wasted your money on me for nothing.”

“No I wouldn’t,” Chanyeol laughed. “Because I would eat it if you didn’t. Now go on, try

some.”
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Baekhyun moved the Floss towards his mouth before pulling it back quickly, surprised by the

texture.

“It’s sticky,” he said, holding it away from him. Chanyeol grinned.

“That’s the fun of it!”

Extending a hand, he tore off a small piece of floss from his own stick and held it out to

Baekhyun.

“Say ah~”

Reluctantly, Baekhyun opened his mouth and no sooner had he done so was the Fairy Floss

in his mouth. Startled, the small brunette’s eyes widened at the sweetness before the corners

of his lips tugged upwards into a slight smile.

“It’s good.”

Chanyeol chuckled in triumph as he watched Baekhyun take another small bite of the sugary

Floss.

“See?” he said. “I told you it was nice!” Lips curling upwards into a grin, Chanyeol attempted

to hide the laugh that threatened to escape his lips, instead, forcing out a cough.

“Is something wrong?” Baekhyun asked and Chanyeol shook his head, the grin on his face

widening.

“No,” he said quickly, “nothing.”

Baekhyun didn’t buy that and instead, pressed the question.

“Really,” he said, tilting his head to the side. “You’re not good at lying.”

Realising he had been caught out, Chanyeol offered him a one shouldered shrug. Extending

his hand, he wiped the corner of Baekhyun’s mouth; the pink floss that once clung to his lip

vanished.

Baekhyun’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment and he looked away quickly.

“Yeol?” he murmured, not wanting to meet the others’ eye.

“Mmm?”

“Thank you.”
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The day was coming to a close, the sky darkening gradually. The sun dipped behind cloud

after cloud in its decent, casting the world below into puddles of shadow. Chanyeol and

Baekhyun made their way through the carnival grounds; Baekhyun, with a large stuffed

rabbit nestled closely to his chest.

Chanyeol had won a carnival game no more than an hour ago and had asked him which

stuffed animal he would like. Baekhyun, unable to contain his excitement chose the rabbit

and it hadn't left his arms since.

Hugging it close to his chest, Baekhyun felt something touch his arm and he glanced up.

Chanyeol smiled in response.

“It’s getting close to sunset now, Baek. Would you like to go on the Ferris Wheel now?”

An excited grin spread across Baekhyun’s face and he nodded his head in response. The two

walked side by side, laughing happily as they went through the carnival grounds. Even

though it was late afternoon, most of the carnival-goers had already left, leaving the pair

alone in their walk to the Ferris Wheel.

It didn’t look too bad from afar, Baekhyun decided. There weren’t any people in this part of

the grounds, so the wait wouldn’t be that long. But when the two reached the Ferris Wheel,

Baekhyun's brows furrowed and he took an involuntary step backwards. Noticing something

wasn't quite right, Chanyeol turned quickly.

“Something wrong?” he asked, concerned.

Sucking in a sharp breath, Baekhyun shook his head. “I didn’t think it would be so high,” he

said, his grip on the stuffed rabbit tightening. Hesitating, he drew it closer to his face. “I need

to do this, but … I don’t like heights.”

“It needs to be high if you want to be able to see the sun set,” Chanyeol reasoned.

Baekhyun took another glance at the Ferris Wheel and turned away. “I can’t …” he

murmured quietly. “Let’s just take this one off the list.” He looked down at his feet, afraid of

what Chanyeol would think of him.

Something warm wrapped around Baekhyun’s hand and he froze, slowly lifting his gaze.

Chanyeol stood in front of him smiling warmly, his big hand held onto Baekhyun’s.

“It’ll be okay,” Chanyeol encouraged. “I’m here, and I’ll protect you.”

The brunette was about to protest before Chanyeol cut him off once more.

"You can only cross this off your list if you go on it," he said firmly. "Come on - the sun's

about to set! I'll hold your hand if you're scared."

With his free hand, Baekhyun gave the plush bunny a tight squeeze before sighing. Slowly,

he turned to face Chanyeol, and the Ferris Wheel.

“Okay,” he said slowly.
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He knew that, despite his fear of heights, everything would be okay if Chanyeol was with

him. And it was.



It had been a good three months of the two frequently meeting to complete objectives that

Baekhyun had written down on his crumpled list. And slowly, very slowly, more and more of

the things had been accomplished and crossed out with a fine point pen. Of course there had

been instances, quite a few at that, where the two had planned to meet up and Baekhyun had

cancelled.

Expectantly, of course. And each time Baekhyun cancelled their plans, Chanyeol found

himself feeling disappointed. They would leave his days feeling as though something was

missing – the days without Baekhyun by his side felt long; empty.

“I’m sorry,” Baekhyun would say. “I have appointments.” And he would leave it at that.

But no matter how disappointed Chanyeol would feel, he knew that Baekhyun’s apologies

were heartfelt. No matter how disappointed Chanyeol felt, never once did he question why

Baekhyun cancelled.



“Why are we in here again?” Chanyeol murmured as he followed Baekhyun down the rows

of different décor. The furniture store was grand, and although Chanyeol seldom ventured

inside of one, he was certain that they weren’t as nearly as big as this.

The scent of treated wood reached his nostrils and Chanyeol shook his head; his fingertips

tracing the smooth surface of an elegant oak wood desk. “I thought you wanted a painting?”

“I do,” Baekhyun grinned. “But since we’re here, I just thought I’d have a look around.”

“Why?” Chanyeol questioned quietly, eyeing the employee who trailed a few paces behind,

determined to achieve a sale.



9












        

  


      Download HALCYON

        


        HALCYON.pdf (PDF, 356.09 KB)

        

        Download PDF


        

    


  




        
  Share this file on social networks

  

  

  
    
      
    
     
  
    
      
    
     
  
    
      
    
     
  
    
      
    
  
  







        
  
  Link to this page

  


  Permanent link

    Use the permanent link to the download page to share your document on Facebook, Twitter, LinkedIn, or directly with a contact by e-Mail, Messenger, Whatsapp, Line..


  
  
  Copy link
  

  

  
      


      Short link

      Use the short link to share your document on Twitter or by text message (SMS)


      
        
          
          Copy link
        

      
      

  


  HTML Code

    Copy the following HTML code to share your document on a Website or Blog


  
  
    PDF Document HALCYON.pdf
    Copy code
  

  
  



  QR Code to this page

    

      [image: QR Code link to PDF file HALCYON.pdf]

      


      
  

  
  




This file has been shared publicly by a user of PDF Archive.

Document ID: 0000154057.

 Report illicit content





      

    

  













  
  
    
      
        
          [image: PDF Archive]
        

        
          2023 · 
          Legal notice · 
          Terms of use

          Privacy policy / GDPR ·

          Privacy settings ·

          Contact
          

          Report illicit content · 
          FR · 
          EN
        

      

    

  





















    