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			Dedicated to all who believe in fate.
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			Overview


			Turning Off One Half is a poignant and imaginative work of literary fiction that blends fantasy, emotion, and philosophical reflection through the unique voice of a humpback whale. Told in lyrical prose and driven by deeply human themes of memory, identity, love, and loss, this narrative offers an innovative storytelling experience through the eyes and thoughts of Levi, a pregnant whale navigating the mysteries of the ocean and her haunting connection to the world above.


			The story’s central event is a transcendental meeting between Levi and Lana, a human girl, whose violin playing awakens a long-forgotten memory, feeling, or possibly a past life in Levi. Levi starts to remember glimpses of a past life connected to the tragedy of the Titanic catastrophe and a soul lost in freezing waters through the weird, magical power of sound and emotion.


			This duality of past and present, sea and surface, whale and human is deftly woven throughout the book to raise issues regarding reincarnation and the pieces of the self that might persist between lifetimes.


			The ocean becomes more than just a location because of its lyrical immensity and enigmatic undercurrents; it takes on a life of its own. It surrounds Levi and her pod as they make their way to their breeding grounds, a journey that is reflected in Levi’s inward quest for self-awareness. Her practical and unwavering sister, Ava, is by her side, and the delivery of a calf turns into a potent moment of transformation and connection.


			A story that is both intimate in emotional resonance and epic in scope is framed by their conversations, their encounters with ships, and their wonder at the human world.


			Levi’s fascination with the human ship and the music it plays is a major plot point. The mystery of who or what she might have been is gradually revealed by her covert surface excursions, her developing relationship with Lana, and the unwavering sense of belonging she experiences somewhere outside the waves. The narrative sensitively examines issues of parental love, heritage, and the enduring power of memory as she approaches her own moment of childbirth.


			Turning Off One Half is a meditation on the unknown, the unexplored depths of the ocean, the lost echoes of past lives, and the inexplicable connections between beings. It invites readers to consider the limits of perception, the beauty of interspecies empathy, and the idea that even in forms unrecognisable, some part of us may remain.


			With prose that reads like poetry and a narrative that crosses the boundaries of genre, this novel will appeal to fans of literary fiction, magical realism, and contemplative storytelling. It’s a heart-wrenching yet hopeful tale that will leave readers reflecting on the mysteries of life, nature, and the power of sound to reach across the divide between worlds.


			Prologue


			I opened my eyes and looked around, panting. My legs, arms, and body were numb; just ice. Ice and pain. My legs felt weak as they hung almost lifeless. I didn’t imagine that my life would be hanging in the balance just like a life jacket, and yet, there I was. My hair was frozen with ice, my lips twitched in pain, and whenever I did open my mouth to scream, there came out nothing but an ugly groan from my throat.


			Titanic had already sunk, and there I was, staring at the dead body of my fiancé; the tears were frozen on my face. I saw my life going, I was dying, and then it rushed back to me, hanging ever so delicately on the last few strings of it, like from one tiny movement, those strings will shatter.


			I looked around at the deep black water, feeling nothing, just nothing. I looked at Will and envied him. He was already gone, his soul in a safer place, tucked up somewhere nobody knew, and I was more than eager and willing to join him, to be his again. I was surprised to feel more tears touching my cheeks, as I thought rather numbly, they must be probably finished by now.


			But that thought was always defeated when I took a look at Will, imagining him playing for me in the deck a couple of hours ago made me wail out loud. My eyes widened as I felt someone scratch my throat, its nails digging in the flesh; it felt like that, but worse, like those nails had cold poison in them, ejecting it into my throat.


			My arms were most probably paralysed. I knew that even if I did get saved from here, which I won’t, I would die anyway.


			Meaningless thoughts and memories rushed past me like a train whooshing by. Tiny details that were not given attention to at that time, like the sensation I felt when Will’s hand brushed against mine, the sound of my engagement ring dropping into the water a few hours ago.


			The merry sound of Will practising on the violin I gifted him at home. His gentle laugh rang, accompanied by my own at my very weak attempt at playing the violin as Will stood beside me, holding my wrist as I gripped the bow, laughing effortlessly. The tiny, feather-like petals of the dandelions in our garden. Will and I staring into the horizon on the beach.


			The comforting sound I so ever enjoyed of the waves crashing by, which was there right there, where I lay dead. It had been there all along, all the way, while I suffered; the sound hadn’t changed, only the circumstance did. The last, the final thought and sound that came to my mind was the last chorus of Will playing ‘Nearer, My God, to Thee’. And the rogue and wild waves that were there weren’t as rogue as before. They were as calm and at peace as they were before, to my ears.


			Black, black, and blacker. That was how it felt under the warmth of a stomach, a claustrophobic space, and blackness. It was warm, like the sun was there right beside me; it was difficult to find the difference between closing my eyes and opening them.


			Waves were hushing and thudding around the walls of my little space. It sounded like listening through a seashell. I knew where I was. I was stepping into a new life. And I knew what that meant; it meant that I was going to forget my previous; I was going to have no trace nor idea of Will, of land, of ships, nor music. I let that thought sink into me and let myself grasp it.


			I knew what I was; my destiny did. I couldn’t quite think of the word, of what I was. It was difficult to allow myself to fit into that world, to think that I am no longer a person. But time takes it all, like a rushing tide carrying away some trash; my excess memory of my previous will soon be washed away.


			Journey Starts


			Hush, shhhh went the ocean. It was pitch-black under the great, endless sea, calm and serene as it always is and always will be. ‘Mysterious and Celestial’ were the exact words to describe it; you never know what comes up from one moment to another.


			I was there shuffling and turning excited for the thought that when I swam back, I’ll be having a cherry calf under my shadow. The sea felt rogue, every sense piercing up in eagerness as I rushed through the waves, breaking through tides; a wave of power and adrenaline pumped and flowed through me, feeling annoyingly exhausted just as I remembered the trailing and racing away from eager and powerful escorts.


			Everything else I saw beneath me seemed microscopic, tiny, and delicate, but at times when Blue passed me, which was as erratic as finding a human in the sea for us humps. Blowing bubbles and showers of water from my blowing hole, I felt the water spatter back onto my glossy skin. The air felt fresh as I breathed in, accompanied by a gentle coo, feeling the wind rush past me from the west, giving me sharp chills. The water was cold and cool in the feeding waters; it always felt fresh and new.


			I was still full of the bubble net feeding I did that morning, and got a few good mouthfuls of krill. I was reeling between the endless waters, my gaze fixed on the cryptic horizon, the sun setting behind it. My thoughts were fixed on how the horizon looked, faded slightly from the sun, glittering ambitiously until the train of thoughts was shattered by the sound of a long, echoing honk.


			It was a ship. I stopped and listened to it for just two moments and started to glide through the water again. I enjoyed this. The train of thoughts that blurred through my mind, just me and myself having debates; running down memory lane; thinking blindly about the future, imagining the days with my calf. I liked how my mind skipped from thought to thought, how they were all connected and brought up from the same root.


			Ships were often the subject that my mind and I talked about, how the flapping of the sails against the wind, the chilly vibrations that ran through the water when one was close, the spine-chilling honk of it, and mostly, the people. Gravity pulls, might or might not be the exact word to describe it, never had I ever gone up close to any of them, but my heart definitely had.


			The fondness and awe I had towards it had been there ever since I remembered myself. Despite all of that, I was a whale, and it was far more than dangerous to be up close to a ship, most specifically a human, and the fact grew more to its senses after I had become maternal. So, I had to resist my destiny. I had to repel my fate.


			*


			My senses were feeling the distant humpbacks, including my main escort and my sister. Those two were the only whales I knew closely. My sister, Ava, was stubborn in my thoughts, logical and straight, and her thoughts were always based on safety. Whatever she planned, even if she just wanted to hunt down some krill, she wouldn’t dare to be spontaneous; her days were planned and mapped out in her mind, despite living in the big blue.


			She, too, was bearing a calf just as I was. Hers was expected sooner than mine, though. The past few months of my life had been spent through a constant schedule, hunting, eating, swimming, eating, swimming, eating, and swimming again.


			My stomach felt heavy underneath me, and sharp little nudges pushed me; my eyes glittered up each time. My escort, well, he wasn’t like any other escort. He wasn’t bold, nor headstrong, nor melancholy. He was gentle and tender, a soft pile to land on that you know will always accept you. His heart seemed to be larger than himself; wisdom crept out of softness in him, which wasn’t hidden despite his mildness.


			Well, that was my life. The same as any other humpback, but my intentions were not. Every stroke along the water was accompanied by whims and thoughts swimming around, sometimes soft and sometimes sharp. I hadn’t experienced anything beyond this schedule, so it was difficult for me to judge whether these repeated activities were pale, humdrum, or tedious.


			All I knew was that it was my life, and like it or not, I would have to live it; like a cycle you were forced to move in without any exit, and none of us remembered the entrance; like a trap, one was bound to be bothered with.


			The growl, fathom, and never-ending tales and mutterings of the ocean had become a part of me, something that felt like it would stop immediately if my heart did too. I found comfort through my calf, as it nudged me and butted against my skin; it reminded me that I wasn’t alone.


			Cold chill thrills rushed past me as I imagined the gentle coos of my calf, echoing near me. As such, blind and pointless trains of thought rushed past my head for who knows how long until the bright blue sky was replaced with black.


			*


			The unmistakable flatter of sails against the wind was heard, the light growl and grumble of a ship. My mind was bored with its own games, its own thoughts filling up endlessly; pointless, meaningless thoughts. Ignoring the tempting sounds and signs of the ship, I swam, tricking my own mind, telling myself that I wasn’t paying any attention when I clearly was.


			I leapt up, shattering the stillness of the water, blowing furiously with my blowhole, sending tiny bubbles shimmering away. At that moment, I felt something open in me, like a door or a passage or a path, maybe. It closed immediately, like it accidentally let out a secret, hiding somewhere deep in me; somewhere that I couldn’t reach.


			I gently lifted my great head, purring silently to myself. The door was found, but it didn’t open. It felt like a tiny spark, hidden but shining in a great blackness and darkness. Then, it flashed open, wide open; blinding my mind with its light, burning my cells with its somewhat godliness. I lost myself there for a moment, or did I find myself? I wasn’t sure.


			I closed my eyes, lost in the gleam of the door that opened. It took more than a moment to sort myself out, to knock sense into myself and bring myself back on earth. Unmistakably, it was a sound. A sound. It was quite difficult to call it that; sound. It wasn’t like anything I ever heard. Soft and tender; fierce and selfish at the same time. It felt like it was on fire, burning and burning, burning with beauty. It felt so sweet; I almost tasted it. I almost felt it touch my skin.


			My mind rushed; it rushed with everything I ever heard all my life, with everything that I ever saw. It felt impossible to imagine the source of it, the creator. It must be a miracle; it must be a legend, I thought.


			Blindly, I stumbled through the water to where I thought the sound came from. I didn’t realise that I was getting close to the flatter of sails or the growl of the ship, little by little as I traced the sound. I felt hungry, in need of it, and little before I knew it, I was addicted.


			My eyes were set straight; my senses were piqued eagerly. Possessed with delight, I felt drunk with the excitement, feeling the sound rising up dramatically and falling back down. My heart thumped in beat, rising and falling with it. The sound slowed to a peaceful end. It was finished.


			A calming pause, and then, there it went again, rising and swimming through the air, entwining itself and gliding through. My tail swooped back and forth in rhythm. And then pause, I stopped, breathing heavily. My eyes lay in awe at what was in front of me. Heart in mouth, I stared with vivid eyes at the fine, rich, and glossy brown wood, the creek and cry of the wood moving. As my gaze lifted and my eyes were set on the long, stretched, pale white sails, I swallowed.


			The sound was echoing from here; it was so, so close. In pin drop silence, I swam gently around the ship; the sound getting closer by each stroke. Then, I saw it; I saw the creator. It was a human. A girl. Her eyes were shut gently, lashes stroking under her eyes. Her hair was blown wildly around her face, pushing back to where the wind blew, strands of it falling onto her face. She didn’t seem to be disturbed by any of it. Her lips were a thin, concentrated line, quivering slightly with the beat.


			A long, brown object with strings stretched delicately over it was kept gently under her chin, another long pole clutched lightly under her rosy fists, which was kept easily on top of the strings of the long brown thing. The pole stretched back and forth over the strings. If you looked at it for too long, it seemed like the pole was floating against it.


			My eyes shone as the violent spark of excitement faded into something softer and gentler. I loved how the sound echoed inside me, how it pushed the walls and frames of me, the way it was a part of me, and how my heart felt the thudding of it. My calf tugged under me, eager to know what was going on. I looked down and mumbled a gentle assurance.


			I gazed back up at the girl. Her hair was wild behind her just as before, cheeks blushed against the salty breeze, her fingers seemed delicate; actually, the whole of her seemed delicate to my eyes, like it would chip down into pieces by just a flicker from my flipper. My heart raced as I tracked her down, top to bottom. A human, I kept repeating in my head as my eyes ran through her, catching every slight breath and movement.


			I tilted my head at the way she fidgeted often, at the way her shoulders moved at ease when she breathed, the paleness of her skin from the dry wind, the way the edges of her ears were slightly pink even if her skin was russet brown, and when she sighed in between one melody and another.


			The melody stopped unnoticeably, and an odd silence filled the air, and just from those few moments, I felt like I had lost a great deal of myself. The human breathed in and held it there as she suddenly looked around, conscious of herself, and the object kept gently beside her. My eyes widened as I realised she must have heard my fidgeting, so I slowly swam away in pin drop silence, and dove down as fast as I could.


			*


			My skin, hard and damp against the slightly cold morning water, eyes set directly at the sun that was now climbing steadily up into the lush blue sky, milky white clouds spreading softly against it.


			Hours and hours passed since last night, a moon died and a sun rose; yet, the melody of last night rang tightly inside me, vibrating against my heart. I almost physically felt it shudder against it. My calf kicked and moved, and it almost sounded like he did it in rhythm to the melody. My eyes shut tightly as my chest tightened when I remembered the sweetness and robustness in it, the upbeat and jauntiness in it that made my heart sink.


			‘Ta da da da daa, ta da daa da, ta da da da ta da ta da da ta’, it repeated evergreen in myself. My head bobbed back and forth in rhythm to it, my tail swishing against the water at the same beat.


			The sun, a blistering ball of pure redness, was gleaming brightly, rising unhurried, from behind the endless and at Liberty Ocean. I leapt, free as a bird, as I steadily breathed in the blissful morning salty air. My day started with a peep of the world above the sea, beautiful as it always is, calm, silent, sharp, and exceptional. Breathing and feeling the sharpness of the air, I relished it inside me, kept it there for a moment, and let it die down as I breathed another.
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			I felt the water pressure bubbling up from inside of me, and hush it went as I misted the air around me with water from my hole as I calmly breathed in the morning air. The ocean was truly a godsend, but I felt a strange pull, a bizarre attachment to the outside world.


			I wondered if the seagull that flew above me then felt the same thing as I did. The sun touched the water with its rays, lightly, and I felt the comforting warmth on my wet body. “One day, you will get to see what I see too,” I whispered to my calf. The magical sound I heard from the ship echoed in my mind. I watched the blistering sun, now climbing into the sky swiftly.


			I breathed in and flicked my back flipper up impishly and reeled rapidly while enjoying the harsh waves of the sea that were hitting me without mercy and pushing backwards in guilt as another wave put on a stronger trial to outdo me, but they never ever did succeed due to my immense potency.


			Then, again, I friskily flipped my tail back again and leapt up as I felt the heavy water soaking on me now sliding down my silk skin in the burning sun, the way my eyes opened widely against the sunlight. I gazed at my sun-kissed skin, which was shimmering with different shades of blue.


			Teal, azure, navy, cobalt, turquoise, all were there, dancing generously on me, turning and mixing as the direction to where the sun rays fell changed. I couldn’t stop myself from gazing down at my abdomen every five minutes, the pushes and tugs of my calf felt just as familiar as my heartbeat, and the weight of him felt like it was mine.


			I felt each of his breaths, movements, and thoughts pass through me as if they were my own. Our heartbeats raced together, in the same beat and at the same moment, like they were one.


			Magic Again


			There I was, unwillingly down in the dreary depths. Ava was beside me, talking endlessly. I was there, right with her, right down there in the deep, deep blue, but my heart definitely wasn’t. I was hearing her; yes, but I was listening to the world above. I hoped to hear the soft growl of a ship, or even a seagull’s call.


			“Levi, Levi,” I heard Ava saying so faintly as she disturbed the silent beeping in my head that was silencing her soft voice.


			“Hmm,” I said, suddenly snapping out.


			“Are you listening to me?” she said excitedly.


			“Yes,” I lied, consciously wondering whether that ‘yes’ was the correct answer.


			“She’s coming! I feel it! She’s going to come before we reach our mating grounds!” Ava said as I stared at her blindly.


			“Who?” I stared at her blankly.


			“The calf!” she said as she excitedly waited for a reaction from me.


			“Whose calf?” I wagged my head up and down slowly, trying to understand. My face felt blank.


			“My calf!” she yelled.


			“Oh,” I muttered, looking down, and then I suddenly looked up at her. “That’s… That’s great!” I said.


			She kept on talking and talking, and this time, I listened to her. Giving nods and ‘ahs’ or ‘ohs’ when necessary. Then, suddenly, I felt something familiar, a faint chill running up and down my spine. I felt it so well that I started to feel my skin cells answering to it as it shivered mysteriously.


			Unintentionally, I blocked Ava away again, as I tried to recognise this familiar sound. I swam up from where I was, as if Ava was invisible. I felt that Ava stopped talking, but I didn’t feel inquisitive enough to know why, but I wanted so badly to feed my curiosity about this juddering but insanely lively throb.


			I kept swimming, and the more I swam, the more my curiosity was fed. I felt it more closely now, as if the more I went to the surface, the more familiar I felt. “The sound!” my heart whispered to me in the softest voice.


			“The sound!” I repeated to myself as I dove up rapidly.


			I soon realised that this was the enchanting sound I had heard many nights before from the dreamy ship. I dove above as fast as I could, and when I reached the surface, I most eagerly looked around for the sight. I heard it now, but still so faintly.


			I caught a view of the ship, so elegant and mysterious as it will forever be. I swam rapidly that I felt the water crashing on me from my own flippers. At least, I thought that it was my own flipper. “What sound?” I gasped, stopped, turned, and froze. I was traumatised to see Ava there beside me, as she glared right at me as if she had never left my sight.


			“What sound?” she repeated.


			“N…O…sound!” I said as I mixed up my words, afraid that I might get caught with my little secret.


			“Levi?” she asked with a sharp voice, eager for an explanation.


			“I can explain,” I suddenly felt the words blubbering out of my mouth.


			“Well, you’d better.”


			“I was, um, going to take a breath,” I blubbered out very sheepishly.


			Ava glared at me, keenly expecting the truth.


			“Lie,” whispered my heart. I gasped as I heard the voice so clearly.


			“Levi?” Ava uttered, eager for a clear explanation as she stared at my frozen and gawky face.


			“I went for a breath,” I said more convincingly now.


			Ava, so annoyingly, still kept glaring at me.


			“Fine,” she said as I sighed in my head in relief.


			“Fine,” I repeated after her.


			I saw Ava spinning to the other side like a vicious tornado, surrendering, as I felt the water crash on me from her flipper to mine. I saw her turning back just to convince herself that I spoke the truth. I waited, so very patiently, for her to be out of my sight and for me to be out of hers.


			I ducked my head above the still water as I saw the silhouette of a ship. I reeled across the dark blue water, my heart racing ahead of me, my senses eager to be fed, my mind rushing in knots. The ship stood tall and magnificent in front of me.


			I slowly peeped out right below the crusty deck.


			At that moment, I saw the girl, humming tenderly with the grasping sound as I did the same. I felt my flippers moving softly underneath to the catching and solitary beat that was filling the air with her beauty. I was a statue under the still and dark water, but my heart was elsewhere, soaring and flying in its own heap of wonder.


			The sound was changing every moment, and it was indescribable. It went low and high like a wave; it was loud and soft like the sea. My heart felt warmer and warmer as if it was going to burn in excitement as my heart fought to recognise this familiar sound. My head heated up as I heard it playing with ease. It felt so effortless, it was fluttering with serenity, and it made my heart melt in pure splendour.
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