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The Knapsack I Never Untie by Reid M. Haynes


(With help from a special friend, a young man comes to terms with his hidden anxieties and learns that he is well worth the love of others.)

                  The Knapsack I Never Untie

                                           By Reid M. Haynes

                         This story is dedicated to the haunted heart that shuts itself away,

                                    fearing rejection and believing it deserves denial.

Legend:

{   } Denotes sound effects

Characters:

Parker Acrodan (Park): 15-year-old swordsman hailing from Morvaria City.  He has been granted superhuman powers by a great Entity to defeat the terror of Gaunt, though he suffers from confidence problems and inner torment because of this.  Now living in Neo Aviania with Rose.

Rosalyn Alunduria (Rose): 16-year-old gardener born in Neo Aviania.  A quiet girl, she worked in Leinar Village for most of her life in an effort to heal the suffering planet, but returned to her hometown to stop the tyranny spreading there.  Recently, she has made friends with Park, and he currently resides in the apartment where she lives.

Gem Knight: 22-year-old leader of the White Swift Rebellion.  A former policewomen, Gem saw the corruption of Neo Aviania with her own eyes, and decided enough was enough.  Stealing cybernetic fighting armor from a secret lab, she made it a goal to act as Robin hood for the oppressed people in her town.

* * * * *

{KERBUNK!}  “I’m home!” 

At the sound of his friend’s soft-spoken voice, Park turned his head to the door and away from his current task.  Placing the watering gin carefully beside the table leg, the boy straightened his posture and prepared to walk out to the kitchenette.  Then, on second though, he darted back out of sight behind the doorframe, taking a moment to straighten his spiky red locks and make sure his overalls didn’t sag off his rear.  Then he entered the kitchenette.

Through the doorway, he could see the kitchen appliances, the small round table set off to the center, and the large door that bore the numbers 899.  Yet nowhere could he find the owner of the voice that had called to him from his roommate’s room.  Park scratched his head.  Was the voice he heard only his imagination?  He could have sworn that…

{FRAP!}

“Who lurks in the darkness?” a voice spoke from the darkness enveloping him.

After his initial surprise, Park slowly allowed the smirk to stretch upon his face.  “The truth in wait for me,” he answered, a calm note cooling the air around him.

 “Then behold your vision, for I am Truth,” the mysterious person spoke, then, quickly, took her hands from her the blinded-one’s face.  And then a small giggle escaped her lips.  Park laughed as well.

With a smile on his face, he turned to greet his friend, who stood there with his grin mirrored on her face.  She was a 15/16-year-old girl, with amber eyes and ruby hair that reached just beyond her shoulders.  Her form was about average size, not too short or too tall, and was dressed in a pink jumper over a white shirt.  Park noticed that her clothes were splotched with small splatters of paint, red, orange, and blue, saying much about her previous activities.  Good sunset colors, he thought.  I wonder if she started it today?

Park smiled unabashedly at the girl, brushing a bit of his hair out from under his hat.  “What are you doing back so early, Rose?” he asked her pleasantly.  “I thought you had some business to take care of in town.”

She only smiled shyly, peeking at him from the corner of her eye.  “Well, I was planning on doing something alone,” she spoke in a quiet, but cheerful tone.  “But I thought it’d be better to have a friend with me.”


Park blinked at her for a few moments, not noticing the slight flush that came to his face.  Rose was a rather strange young woman.  She seemed to oscillate between being meek and shy to acting almost outgoing with him.  But he had to admit she had made a lot of progress from when he first met her, too taciturn even to make contact with people just for simple pleasantries.  Although Park knew that Rose was at heart a shy girl, it wasn’t making her happy being afraid of everyone all the time.  He knew that from experience.


He felt a small tug on his arm, and Park turned to find she had taken hold of it.  “We can get spaced out on the way, Park,” she said, jokingly yet serious as well.  “But we’d better get going before the morning rush comes in.”


The boy stood there blank-faced for a moment more, then suddenly shook his head out of the fog that had enveloped it.  She knows my habits even better than I do, he mussed, a twitch of a grin coming to his face.  But he made it a quick mussing, lest he end up in Lala Land again.  “All right, then,” he agreed, giving Rose a small nod while moving to the 899 door.  He eased it open, revealing the outside world to his eyes, then stepped aside to allow Rose first exit, a favor she thanked with a melting glow.


In high spirits, Park left the condo with a bounce in his step, so distracted by his good mood that he even forgot to tie his yellow scarf around his neck.  Not that it was particularly cold outside, but he would note later that it was a habit he usually didn’t break.

* * * * *


The smiling sun spread its rejuvenating tongue over the old city, working its way into every crevice that its personality would reveal.  It twinkled on the broken cement chips that coasted the sidewalk, and beamed through the windows of Sarlus’s General Store, showing off the handcrafted goods the old man had made himself.  Upon the citizens it glowed also, the older residents handling it with expectant charm, and the newer ones shielding their eyes to its radiance, not used to living in such a bright world.


This was Neo Aviania, the place where she had spent most of her youth.  On the other hand, it was the area of the city that hadn’t gone through the Overlord’s renovation.  Most of the town had been built into a swarming metropolis, with sleek shining skyscrapers replacing the wood and brick of last generation’s houses.  The people of this sector were against any “defiling” of their hometown, and made an effort to fight the construction on every occasion.  The Overlord thought they were foolish, believing the area to be a run-down slum.  He was right in a way; even though he was only interested in profits from buying out the land, she had to admit that the structure was a bit archaic looking to most.


The scent of sakura wafted down the brick pathway, and Rose took to the opportunity to inhale its sweet flavor, feeling a proud smile come to her lips.  Now matter how old and broken-down it looked, she would always call this town her home.  This was the true Aviania, the one before all the capitalism and greed.  She knew every nuance of the people and places, and loved them all to the bottom of her heart, even those that needed change.  No matter what may come, she would always hold this city with fond memories, and protect it with all her power.


“But not all of your points collaborate with each other,” Park’s voice jerked her from her thoughts, and she turned back to the discussion.  “Saying that one must serve good even through sorrow is a contradiction to itself.”


Rose let a coy grin come to her face, preparing to give her next argument.  While on the trip to the art studio, the boy had drawn her into another round of truth-seeking debate, trying to find the real nature of the world without negating the accessibility of happiness with such answers.  Not that she really minded such talk; after all, hers was a philosophical nature, much like Park’s.  She was only so grateful she had a friend who thought of things the same way she did, and who listened as well as he talked.  “Perhaps you have a better thesis, Park?” she challenged, staring at him with one eye.


Not surprisingly, he nodded.  “Well, I don’t know about better.”  His eyes grew a little bit out of focus, barely concentrating enough to keep walking straight.  “But I don’t feel that selfishness is altogether a bad thing.  Actually, I think a great deal of it goes with the service of right. To protect all people means also to protect yourself.  Martyrdom can become a shell if you start feeling sorry for yourself.”
 


Rose’s eyebrows arched at this burst of insight, and she put a hand to her chin in thought.  “You sound like someone I used to know,” she commented, looking off to the distance.


“Actually, I had a friend who said things like that,” Park looked back to her, “Though I don’t really agree with everything he thought, he showed me a couple of good points on how to get through hard times.  I wonder if you knew the same type of person…oof!”  Not paying real good attention to where he was going, he had managed to embed his face within an iron telephone pole, knocking off his hat and sending him stumbling back a few feet.  Rose observed all of this with wide eyes, then giggled a bit, much to the distress of the embarrassed boy.  “I guess I should be more careful, eh?” he chuckled, reflexively putting a hand behind his head.


“Well, we all make those little mistakes, don’t we?”  Startled by the new voice, Park quickly turned to Rose, as if she somehow had changed her pitch to deliver this new sentence.  When she shook her head no, he looked left and right for the speaker, seeing no one down the road.  Park and Rose searched around with their eyes, picking off all of the obvious spaces, then finally, they both looked upwards, where they remembered the sound originated from…and equal grins filled their faces.  “Hey!”


On top of the Gale Hyland monument stood a young, dark-skinned woman, with long white hair reaching down to her ankles and clad in fuchsia battle armor.  It was Gem Knight, resident rebel against the Overlord’s corporation.  At age 22, she was the leader of the White Swift, a terrorist organization bent on stopping the spread of Hyland’s reign and the sole reason why he couldn’t muster power enough to take this sector away.

Both Rose and Park held the vibrant fighter in high esteem, especially her undisturbed attitude about her work.  She was one of the reasons Park had stayed in Neo Aviania, after all, to help her take down the Overlord.  And, though Rose hadn’t the courage yet to aid in the ugly battle, she hoped in one way or another to assist Gem and Park in their efforts.  With their support and friendship, she felt that day would come very soon.

“So, what are you kiddos doing?”  Gem asked easily, her gloves on her hips.  “First date, maybe?”


Simultaneously, the two teenagers sunk their heads in a burst of cherry cheeks.  “No, it’s nothing like that,” Park protested, meekly staring at his shoelaces.  “Rose just wanted to show me something.”


“Y-yes,” Rose agreed with a stutter.  “I mean, I am one year older than him, so that might be weird…”


Surprisingly, Rose thought she felt a cold shiver from where Park stood.  Although it may have been just the wind, it felt dark and haunted, like a cocoon housing a dead butterfly that never got the chance to escape.


Gem didn’t notice this pulse of mood, and just shrugged to their previous comments.  “Well, whatever,” she responded, shifting her weight on the statue’s small head.  “I’m just stopping by to say ‘hi’…and to tell you that White Swift’s planning a raid on one of the Overlord’s weapon facilities.  Park,” She turned to the boy with a serious face.  “We could really use your help with some of the guardians surrounding the area.  If it’s not too much, could you lend us a hand?”


“Okay,” Park said simply, still keeping his head low.  The blush was gone from his face.  A sense of morbidity was in his tone.


Park?  Rose turned to her friend, a worried expression on her face.  Gem noticed the shadows coming from him as well, and adopted a more sympathetic expression.  “Hey, you don’t have to go out there if you don’t want to,” the warrior said, tilting her head to the side.  “It’s just a standard raid, that’s all.”


“No, it’s alright,” he responded, raising his head and obviously trying to muster a look of confidence.  “This is the reason I’m here, after all.”


Gem still looked skeptical about Park’s honesty, but decided to drop it for the moment.  “Well, just meet up at our usual spot then,” she said, her eyebrow lowering back into place.  She then turned away from the duo and fingered a device on her wrist-plates.  “As for me, I’d love to stand on the Overlord’s head all day, but I gotta wing it.”  At that moment, a pair of metallic wings extended from her back, transforming her previous statement into a shameless pun.  A translucent glow emitted from the appendages, coating them in sky blue light.


“Ciao!”  {HYUNN!}  and she jettisoned off, her wings carrying her over the haggard buildings and off to the more modern section of Neo Aviania, where her base and troops sat in weight right under the Overlord’s nose.


After Gem had departed, Rose whirled around to Park.  “What is it?” she asked, her voice soft.  “Are you okay?”


Park looked away from the girl, his eyes sparkling with emotion.  “It’s…really nothing,” he mumbled, almost to himself.  Rose couldn’t tell for sure, but it looked like he was whispering something quietly to himself.  Then, he shook his head twice, and rose to meet her eyes again.  “I apologize, but I don’t think I can see what you were going to show me.  I have some obligations to take care of.  I’m…really sorry.”  He hung his head, disappointed in himself.

Rose just stood there watching him with an unreadable expression, not making a move to stop him.  While standing there, a soft gust rushed through the streets, tousling her hair and clothes, though her bronze irises saw only the boy who disappeared behind the corner store.

 Her fingers rose to her bangs, knocking a stray strand out of her misty eyes.  “But…we were having such a good time…” she said, her face retaining its melancholy mysticism, as she stared at melting mirages in the afternoon day.

* * * * *

His steps were heavy and loud, clomping loudly against the streets of the forgotten town.  His arms pumped with fury, as if trying to knock the air out of the air, and his hair shook wildly about his face, occasionally jabbing his waterlogged eyes that stared constantly at nothing at all.  He kept running as fast as he could, not stopping at all until he had reached Rose’s condo, opened the 899 door, and slammed it shut with his back, leaning against it and letting out a haggard half sigh/half sob.

Propped up in the relative safety of his friend’s empty home, Park let all of his inner angst show itself through his stilted, choking breaths.  His palms stuck hard to the mahogany wood finish, a sticky sensation sandwiched between them.  The boy’s face was partially concealed by the shadow of his hair, cloaking his eyes under its mystique.  Yet, by only a second’s glance of his gnashed teeth, any stranger could tell the boy was on the verge of depression.

It’s happening again, he relayed to himself, trying to keep his body under control.  It’s the same as it was eight months ago.  Park wasn’t always the quickest at figuring out this sort of thing, but the situation arising from his shielded soul was as obvious as a blushing couple under the mistletoe.  He was falling into the same trap that had almost consumed him seasons past, prodding the scar with yet another deceptive spike.  And he would pay for it with his broken heart.

When he had first arrived in Neo Aviania, he had only meant to help with the increasingly dangerous situation with his sword and skills.  However, he had been more concerned with trying to help Rose, a girl that he saw much of himself in.  In the end, she turned out to be come like Park than he could’ve imagined, and had blossomed into a wonderful friend whom they could share anything with.  He wanted to stay, see her sunny face everyday he could, share all his dreams…but not all of his dreams.

Because it was foolish to believe that Rose would ever see him as anything more than a good friend.  Her comments to Gem proved that much; probably she saw him as a close sibling, and felt she could trust him as that.  If he started believing he could trust her with his heart, she would certainly shatter it in the end.  The wonderful girl wouldn’t possibly know what do with the love of a weak little boy, and it would slip out of her fingers and onto the cold pavement with a sad, insignificant splatter.

Park slowly stumbled off the door, moving over to the coat rack nearby.  He looked about the various garments hanging about it, and found a twinge of saffron though one of the hats.  It was his scarf, given to him by the last girl who broke his heart.  He fingered it with a wistful longing.  It was his reminder that he would never have what anyone he loved was looking for.

The boy let the rough material sit in his hand for a moment more, and then he squeezed it with passionate resolution.  I’ve gotten too comfortable here, he thought grimly, wrapping the scarf round his neck.  It’s obvious I don’t really belong.
With a final tug, Park affixed the scarf to his body, making sure it was secure.  Then he looked to his feet, next to the rack, where a tartan knapsack sat forgotten among the various other materials around.

He closed his eyes, and sighed in resignation.

It’s time for me to go off again.

To Be Continued…
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