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Prologue

Nalin is a flower that flourishes in muddy waters. He knew that because he 
once researched the origin and meaning of his name. He soon discovered that 
it was true what people say: people grow into their names.

The young schoolmaster's troubles began one summer when he went out of 
town to a resort. It was a treat his mother treated him to for his hard work 
with  the  students  of  Putmud  Academic  High.  That  school  had  more 
troublemakers and delinquents than he could have ever imagined. Why back in 
his day, he often told his mother, there was less disrespect to a teacher from 
the students. Some did misbehave, but they never defied a schoolmaster or call 
him names or photograph him via  their  cellular  phones and put  it  on the 
internet as a public joke. It was outrageous, he often announced. To have gone 
all this length into becoming an instructor with the passion to teach, only to 
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see that none wanted knowledge anymore. Most of them showed up with no 
books; some with no pencils; some with no desire in talking to the headmaster 
at all. This summer vacation, he believed, was what he needed.

I.

It was the summer of 2011 and it was sizzling hot. The temperature had 
gone way up to 54 and there wasn't a cloud in sight to block the intensity of 
the bright sunshine. Where Nalin went was a bit cooler and less noisier. It was 
a quiet, children-less resort just beyond the mountains. Nalin's mood was as 
calm as the weather; he decided that there wasn't anything going to abrupt it. 
However, hearing that his reservation got mixed up with a different date, some 
of the stress which he received in classrooms came to him.

'What do you mean “mixed up”?' Nalin asked as he tried to remain calm.

'My apologies, sir,' the receptionist replied, 'but we were informed that it 
would be on the 26th of August, not of July.'

'Whose the idiot who messed up the dates? Are you him? Where is he, I 
want to speak with him.'

'If you will just wait a minute, sir, I will go and get the manager.'

The  receptionist  left  the  hall,  but  Nalin's  rage  remained  with  him.  Its 
fragment  was spread  throughout  the  hall  and  most  people  seemed  to  have 
picked up on it. Nalin could not care less. His mother had booked an expensive 
eight-days stay in a platinum suite, one which he had been looking forward to 
for a month, and there was nothing that could take that luxury away from him. 
That's when someone approached him with a certain preposition.

'Excuse me,' the person said in a delicate, friendly voice, 'but maybe I could 
help.'

Nalin  turned  around  to  see  a  beautiful  person  standing  before  him.  It 
appeared to be a dazzling beauty of twenty four years of age,  just five years 
younger than himself. With long, silky hair and the most interesting figure his 
eyes have ever seen, Nalin thought that if he ever was to marry, his wife would 
have to be of this perfection. Wearing a lavender bathrobe, she seemed to have 
an alluring aroma, one which made Nalin want to come closer just to have a 
better inhale of it. Her lips seemed especially delicious. He wanted to –

'Sir?' She interrupted his daydream.

'Oh, sorry,' he replied. 'You said you could help me get a room?'
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'Yes. You see, I was suppose to be with a friend for the week, but as it turns 
out, he either had a change of heart or an ordeal that prevented him from 
coming. Either way, I've got a room for two with no one to share it with. Of 
course, if you'd rather not ..'

'No, no. I'd love to,' Nalin jumped to the opportunity, 'I had booked a suite 
of my own, but obviously they rescheduled it for another time.'

 Sensing the anger in his tone, she replied with intention to put it out: 'I'm 
sure they didn't do it on purpose,' she said so smilingly, then offered her hand 
and said: 'I'm J. Gereldsens.'

'Nalin Hugh. Nice to meet you.'

'Hugh?  That's  a  very  nice  surname,'  Miss  Gereldsens  commented 
thoughtfully. 'Its related to the mind, but also to the heart and the spirit.'

Just wanting her to talk so he could hear her thoughts, Nalin asked: 'Does 
it matter?'

'Very much, I should think so. The mind is logical and in charge, I grand 
you that, but it does not know what the heart wants. Even the heart does not 
know, but once the two do know, the spirit is the only one who could attain 
that desire.'

'..Wow,  that's  very  deep,'  Nalin  lied  through  his  smile  as  he  failed  to 
understand a word of what she said. 'You sound like a philosopher.'

'I'm a poet, actually.'

'Interesting. Anything I've read?'

'Do you read poetry, Mr. Hugh?'

'No, but I believe in poetry.'

'How so?'

'Well, I'm an all-boy senior high schoolmaster. I teach English Literature .. 
or at least try to.'

'Oh, so that's why you're here,' she said smiling.

Miss Gereldsens read him like an open book. She knew that being in the 
profession he was in was a reason why he had come here and why his anger 
was so easily emerged. Nalin found that her knowing this was too strange. His 
sister had taught in an all-girl school and experienced no such harassment 
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from the female students.  So how could Miss Gereldsens,  who is  a woman, 
know anything about the male side of school?

Just as he was lost and delirious in thought, the receptionist returned with 
a smile.

'Good news, sir, your reservation had been found.'

Nalin tilted his head back towards the receptionist with a clueless look on 
his face: he did not know how to receive this news.

'Well, then,' Miss Gereldsens replied, gaining Nalin's attention once again. 
'Looks like you won't be needing a roommate after all.'

And what a pity it was, Nalin thought. Here he was ready to not only share 
a  room with  Miss  Gereldsens,  but  his  life.  He  hadn't  been looking  for  his 
significant other,  but had he had one,  it  most likely would be her.  Looking 
straight  into  his  eyes  Nalin  saw  more.  Before,  he  was  just  fixated  on  her 
symmetry and smell, but now he looked into her eyes. They were of a profound 
person. Just then he saw her as not only a woman, but a thinker; just then he 
did not wish to ravish her, but hold her. It was as if: if he were to fall in love 
with  her,  it  would  be  for  their  souls  to  click  rather  than their  bodies.  He 
realized how unmanly that would sound, but he couldn't care. That was the 
way he felt.

'Bye, then,' she said as she turned around.

'Wait,' Nalin idiotically said. She did. He didn't know what to say next, so 
he stuttered like a fool: 'Uh .. I just wanted to .. thank you! For your offer, I 
mean.'

She smiled.

'And for teaching my the meaning of my surname.'

She laughed. It was a beautiful, light, flawless laugh, he thought. Perfect. 
Just like her.

'Will I see you again?' He asked her.

'Of course. I'll be here for a week. But just in case if something did come up 
and I never did see you again, I want you to have something.'

She walked back to the table she was sitting at, picked up a book, walked 
back to him, and handed it to him.

'Oh, no,' Nalin exclaimed with great gratitude. 'I couldn't possibly.'
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'Relax. It's published, so I have several copies of it.'

'Oh.'

He  took  it.  It  was  heavy  for  an  pocket-size  booklet.  Its  title  read:  THE 
COLLECTED POEMS OF J. GERELDSENS. As Nalin flipped through its ivory-colored 
pages of dense black ink, his expression illuminated with astonishment.

'Wow, you've published a lot of work here.'

'Yeah. Just some of my thoughts,' she replied humbly. 'Well. I'll see you 
around.'

'Yeah,' he replied ecstatically.

As he turned around to face the receptionist, his smile stuck. He could not 
shake it off; he did not want to. The fact that she gave him a book containing 
words form her heart meaning that she wanted him. Never before in his life did 
Nalin get so excited about reading a book. He planned to do more than read it, 
but memorize it. His mind thought of a scheme: he wanted to surprise her the 
next time he sees her by reciting a line or two from her own work. That should 
advance their relationship to the stage he desired. It was then that Nalin had 
realized that he could get more out of this vacation than he had paid for.

'Sir, here's your key to your suite,' the receptionist said as he held the key-
chain in the air,  awaiting Nalin to take it.  However,  when he realized that 
Nalin was daydreaming with a smile, he repeated: 'Sir?'

'Oh,  right.  Sorry,'  he  apologized  as  he  took  the  keys.  Still  smiling  and 
thinking about his  latest  encounter,  he remarked:  'That  Miss Gereldsens is 
truly something ..'

The receptionist was confused.

'You mean Mr. Gereldsens?' He asked.

A puzzled look rose upon Nalin's face, then he said: 'What are you talking 
about? What Mr. Gereldsens?'

'The one whom you've just been talking to.'

'Are you blind, man? That was Miss Gereldsens.'

'Sir, we don't have a Miss Gereldsens in our booking, just a Mr. Gereldsens, 
a Mr. Jason Gereldsens.'
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Nalin's lips moved to rage and argue more, but then he understood what 
was going on. Upon comprehending the possibility of the obvious truth being 
the truth, he left the resort.

II.

Nalin took the first train back to the city. He couldn't possibly stay in that 
resort  with  such  a  person  present.  The  train  was  crowded  and  noisy,  but 
having  been  exposed  that  certain,  uncharted  reality,  Nalin's  mind 
subconsciously – and lost in thought – blocked out all the exterior noise as well 
as time itself. His thoughts were the only sound he could hear.

That's why Gereldsens lived under the initial J., Nalin thought, because it 
was genderless. Looking at his book of poems, Nalin got disguised and threw it 
away in the train. It landed face down under another passenger's seat. It was 
still  viewable  from  where  he  stood.  Nalin  could  not  help  but  stare  at  it. 
Gereldsens  wasn't  a  poet,  he  thought,  but  a  predator  Trying  to  intoxicate 
other's minds with his perverted ways of thought like that .. he ought to be 
ashamed. But he wasn't.  He seemed more than contempt, but satisfied. But 
how could he be? Living as something he is not? Even if he did look feminine 
and sounded feminine and acted feminine and felt that he was a female, does 
that give him a right to become one? Inconceivable! And to think people like 
him are putting thoughts on paper and publishing them for others to read. 
Why, they should be put to death! They should be gathered into one place and 
dropped a bomb upon. Why am I even thinking about him?

Time and again Nalin's eyes fell on the small book. It remained there even 
though the passengers  and other luggage  jumped from time to  time due to 
bumps.  Nalin tried  to  take  his  eyes  of  it,  but  they  kept  falling  back on it. 
Thinking that he might've been to harsh on him, Nalin decided to retrieve it, 
even if just to read a few lines to see what it was about. He wanted to know 
how much of a pervert Gereldsens was.

Nalin got on his knees and got the book out then returned to his seat once 
again. Opening it to a random page in the midst of the booklet, he found a short 
poem of eight lines. He thought this should give him a clear idea of what the 
man was about. It  was titled  ILLICIT SELF-SYNCHRONIZATION.  Nalin thought it 
was a rather ridiculously long title for such a short poem. Regardless, he read 
the piece.

“Day by, night by,
I lived a lie.
Society wanted me to;
My family wanted me to.
I thought time and space
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Were out of place,
Because I knew that I could never be
What my self had wanted to be.”

Nalin's thoughts were blank at reading those lines.  He paused for a few 
seconds and skimmed through the lines he read, then, instead of closing the 
book, he found his eyes moving down to the next poem titled BLUE SKIN, PINK 
HEART. He did not know what it was that made he go on reading, nor wasted a  
minute in trying to figure it out. He read on.

Having been born,
I became torn.
Those who were Mars were Mars and Venuses were  

Venuses,
But I was a Mars who felt like one of the Venuses.
My flesh was that of a competitor,
But my heart was nothing similar.
They saw that I was odd;
I felt that I was odd.
I'm nothing special, I'm not unique;
I'm just different .. just a freak.
My kind was inside and out pink,
To my grave misfortune, I was only inside pink.
Fitting in was a game everyone played,
But being me .. the only thing to do was to fade.

Nalin went on reading. When he finished the poem, he went on to another 
one, then another, and another.

'Sir .. sir?' A voice penetrated Nalin's concentration.

It was the conductor's.

'Yes,'  Nalin  replied,  barley  keeping  his  eyes  off  the  text  and  at  his 
addresser.

'Where is your destination?'

'Sorry?'

Looking bypass him, Nalin realized that the train was empty of passengers 
He looked at his watch and realized that it was way after seven. His destination 
was scheduled to be at five. Nalin was shocked to see that he had been reading 
the book for a straight two hours.

Understand that it would take another two hours to reach his destination 
as the train would have to take another spin around the city, Nalin decided to 
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take a cab. Before he left the train, he threw the book in the waste basket as he 
had promised himself.

III.

At his place Nalin opened his door slowly as not to awake his mother then 
sneak in. he wasn't suppose to be here unless a week had passed. He wasn't in 
the mood to discuss it. As he was tired, Nalin went straight to his room where 
he crashed on his bed. He tried to empty his head but all he could think of was 
Gereldsens' words. He had read a lot of them.

The  apartment  was quiet.  It  was  after  nine  in the  evening.  His  mother 
usually  called  it  a  day  at  seven  thirty.  His  room seemed  somehow vacant. 
Everything was exactly the same as he had left it this morning, yet emptiness 
was a dominant feeling. He laid there on his bed and thought about the odd 
fellow he met. He recalled his smile: he saw it genuine. Gereldsens wasn't a 
predator,  Nalin  realized,  but  a  minority  who  tried  to  live  life  truthfully. 
Gereldsens did not try to change others around him, but let them know that he 
was  different.  It  was  closed-minded  people  like  himself  that  prevented 
individuals to be themselves.

The more Nalin thought about this, the more he realized he had to speak to 
Gereldsens. He felt that he should apologize. Nalin couldn't wait until morning 
so he picked up the phone and dialed the resort phone-number. Fortunately, 
the receptionist answered; unfortunately, the receptionist carried nothing but 
bad news about the person Nalin asked for. It appears that Gereldsens was 
dead. He was beaten to death.

[2011]
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