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    To the warriors who fight battles seen and unseen,To the dreamers who rise from ashes time and time again,And to those who carry both rage and love in their hearts—This is for you.

May your fire never be extinguished,And your blood always reminds you that you are alive.
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Chapter I
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LEGEND has it that the mythical creature—naga—did not exist at all. It was only oral stories that were told by the travellers to the world and around the campfire to fill their time. But one must have encountered such a creature; if one were to live and tell stories about it.

Everything has an explanation and that what’s Adika Taming loved to do; hiding away at St. Andrew University up in the north—of Scotland, far away from his home country, Malaysia. It was one of the oldest four ancient universities in Scotland that flourished in knowledge and scholarly things. Plus, it was the third-oldest university in the English-speaking world after Oxford and Cambridge.

He was a scholar who tried to prove the existence of naga before they disappeared thousands of years ago, believing that it was not a myth. Adika Taming will try to find the explanation behind every myth that he encounters. 

At the moment, it was from the painting of Saint George and the Green Dragon. It was so mysterious that made Adika Taming wonder if Naga ever existed. Also, the painting that he studied correlated with the Malay folklore about Naga Tasik Chini.

If only he knew what he was wishing for when burying himself in those scholarly articles and journals brought him into the unknown.

*****
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SERIOUSLY, I DON’T even know what I was doing with my life, Adika Taming thought miserably as he was inside the main campus library. There were two major libraries that the students used all year round; St Mary’s College Library and King James Library. 

Adika Taming loved to stay over at King James Library because of its diverse books and scholarly journals that he could use during his research. He has spent a part of his life growing up in Tasik Chini with his grandfather, Professor Daud Taming, who was known as a legend and myth scholar—in particular dragons commonly known as naga by the locals. 

Currently, Adika Taming is doing of his research there, amidst old journals and books, particularly trying to find similarities and differences between the painting of Saint George and the Green Dragon and the Malay folklore of Naga Tasik Chini.

The lights were illuminating his desk as Adika Taming was making some notes and references to the painting that he was observing; the maiden in a red dress, the green dragon and Saint George himself, who was wearing his armour, trying to slay the powerful dragon.

It was to be believed that the painting was trying to tell a myth in which the maiden in red was being sacrificed to the dragon as a tribute from her village and Saint George happened to be around when he heard the story of the virginal sacrifice. 

Adika Taming thought he, Saint George, must have been dying to get the glory for slaying the green dragon and get his hands on the maiden.

Or so he thought.

Adika Taming leaned back on his chair before he pulled his spectacles from his eyes. He was short-sighted, a pity for he was a scholar and he dressed like one; a pair of spectacles over his nose bridge, a sweatshirt with an extra layer of outer coat for the weather in Scotland was chilly. He paired it with black sweatpants that he did not bother to iron the wrinkles out for he would be sitting all day and nobody cared to look at him. Moreover, his hair was unkempt and his stubble was a mess.

Adika Taming scratched his jaws before turning around to look around the library. Granted, he was in his room because he was a scholar and had certain advantages when he came to King James Library, especially when this library was commissioned by St Andrews University to do his research here.

Most postgraduates spent most of their time here and right now, it was almost midnight. The library must have been closed by now. However, Adika Taming was still trying to get some analysis done of the painting that can be interpreted in a million ways.

Adika Taming rubbed his face before he put his spectacles back on. He must get going from the library to get some decent sleep before he meets with his supervisor tomorrow. Adika Taming has been preparing to write his final chapter for his Ph.D. program and this semester was his last.

Adika Taming can barely wait to get this thesis done and out with it.

Then again, he took a look at the pile of books that were stacked in front of him, and some with its pages opened. 

Just one last reading, Adika Taming thought before he pulled out a book from the stack in front of him. He was reading the translation of an ancient scripture from the Dark Ages that might be describing the painting. He concentrated on it as the reading got interesting until he was lost in it.

*****
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THE DRAGON WAS SAID to be roaming the land of the British Isles long before the time itself. But one cannot simply believe such a myth for it was a superstition that was set by the villagers to prevent their children from being out and about in the middle of the night.

The dragon was used as a common nightmare for the children to be afraid of the dark. As one saying was famous for using the dragon as an object of fear, it goes like this:

Beware of the dark for the dragons lurk in it. If you dare to disturb it, you will face its wrath.

However, many scholars did not agree that the saying was said during the making of the painting circa 1400 during Medieval England. And the saying was not as popular as it may be for everything did not think that dragon was real.

It was only an interpretation of the victory of the Crusaders in spreading the Holy Religion throughout the Continent. But one might say that the dragon was known to be asleep, deep within the earth.

Will we ever face a dragon in our lifetime? Perhaps but the myth behind it still makes us wish that the dragons roam the earth for the mighty beast was hard to be tamed.

*****
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ADIKA TAMING RUBBED his eyes again, turning to look at the clock. 10:15 PM. He ought to get moving before he slumps on the table in the closed library. He sighed as he closed the book and something slipped from it. Lights flickered above his head. Adika Taming furrowed his eyebrows before bending down to take the scrap paper. He was learning to look at the different symbols and shapes that were printed on the paper that he was holding.

“What the...?” Adika Taming said before he went to take the translation book that he compiled for himself since Old English was different from the modern language that everyone knew as English now.

“Okay, let’s see,” he mumbled before he was scratching on a piece of paper, trying to get the message from the scrap paper. Adika Taming spent some time, translating a few lines of Old English as the clock ticked by. Seconds and minutes went by before Adika Taming finally exhaled the breaths that he did not know he was holding.

“There, all done,” he said with a grin on his lips, looking at the translation of the Old English. Adika Taming squinted his eyes to read the words out loud.

“Here are the secrets that lie deep within, only the chosen will find them,” Adika Taming said out loud. The lights flickered above his head. He looked around. Adika Taming did not know if this was an incantation that was a discovery brought upon his research or just another prank that his colleagues, Jebat and Wirama, were doing to him. They loved to prank Adika Taming now and then.

Adika Taming shrugged before he packed up his stuff, knowing fully well that he would be taking the last bus to his apartment on the outskirts of St Andrews University. The rent was cheaper there but one could argue if anything in Scotland was cheap these days.

If only I continued my postgraduate in Malaysia, it might be cheaper than here, no doubt, Adika Taming thought. He sighed before putting the books among the stacks so that he could easily look for them the next morning after he met with his supervisor. 

Adika Taming took his bag, pushing his spectacles on his nose bridge before making his way towards the door. He switched off the lights before he closed the door of the small room and locked it.

It was his special room at the library—a perk of being a postgraduate there—so Adika Taming had a spare key. The librarian kept one for safekeeping. He whistled, walking past the long hallway that was opening to sections upon sections of the books that were sitting idly on the shelves.

Adika Taming knew from a very young age that he was meant to be spending his precious time in the library, doing research and looking at the archives and old evidence dated back hundreds of years ago. His grandfather instilled a love for myths and history in Adika Taming. He smiled before he was filling the heaviness of the words that he spoke aloud earlier; Here’s the secret lies deep within, only the chosen will find it then.

*****
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ADIKA TAMING STEPPED out of King James Library as the door shut behind him. He could not help himself as he was pulling the scrap paper that he found earlier. Adika Taming was studying it under the street lights. The campus pavements were quiet at this time of the night as Adika Taming was walking alongside the road.

He was looking at the scrap paper and reading the words carefully, trying to understand the meaning behind it. 

Could it be something that was related to the painting? 

What does it mean for the secret that lies within?

Every possibility was running through his head that Adika Taming did not realize there was a runaway car that was heading his way. He was still focusing on the scrap paper, lost in his own world that when Adika Taming finally looked up into the headlights of the car, he knew that it was too late.

Well, at least Adika Taming—a postgraduate student from Malaysia specialising in History and English—died when he was trying to solve a riddle that was trapped inside the painting of Saint George and the Green Dragon for almost hundreds of years ago.

The car crashed into Adika Taming, throwing him off the pavement. His head was hitting the asphalt, bleeding profusely from the collision. The books that he carried in his hands dropped to the ground. Papers were flying across the air. 

The car came to a stop. The door opened and closed as footsteps were thudding against the road. Adika Taming was trying to look around him but failed to do so as his eyes rolled up.

“Someone’s been in an accident! Call the ambulance!”

“Hurry! He’s bleeding to death!”

People were gathering around Adika Taming as he was lying still on the asphalt. He tried to talk but only blood filled his mouth. He felt the pain that was crushing his skull and his lungs were filled with his blood.

Lightning flashed, and thunders boomed in the distance when Adika Taming stared for the last time at the gloomy night sky. Then, he saw something that he could not decipher at the last moment of his scholarly life; a seductive smile with brilliant, charming eyes on the face of a fair maiden in a red gown.

The images flashed before his eyes as fast as his blood was warming the asphalt before Adika Taming released his breath for the last time in this world.
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Chapter II
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EVERYTHING HURTS! Why is it hurting me? 

Those thoughts were flying around in his head as Adika Taming was tossing and turning in the softest thing that he ever laid upon. He opened his eyes. The sunlight was streaming into the bedroom. 

Adika Taming was staring at the window that was overlooking the rose garden. He did not know what happened and when he turned to look at his surroundings. Adika Taming was not in the street anymore, lying in his blood, bleeding to death as the crowd dawned on him.

He got up slowly from the bed, looking around the room. To his surprise, it was not his bedroom at all. There was a fireplace in front of his bed, a chest that was sitting at the end of his bed, and the clothes were draped along with the divan that was sitting in front of the windows.

Adika Taming felt the pounding inside his head. He rubbed his temples. Then, he turned to look at the door as someone was rapping at it. A few seconds later, it opened and he was looking at someone that he never saw before in his life.

Auburn hair escaped her tight sanggul as her grey eyes were looking warily at Adika Taming. The maid, who was wearing a simple sarong dress, was looking at him briefly before averting her eyes. She walked in and put the tray that she carried on the table that was in front of the hearth.

“Your breakfast is served, Tengku,” she said before curtsied and walked out. Adika Taming blinked his eyes after the maid disappeared. Then, he was looking around the bedroom and there was something on the wall that captured his eyes.

It was the painting of Saint George and the Green Dragon.

“What the hell?” Adika Taming whispered before he pushed the duvet away. He went to the window, naked and all, as he slipped out of the bed. Adika Taming took a deep breath. He was shocked to see that he was living in an estate made out of wood.

Adika Taming looked down before his eyes widened. He noticed that everyone was dressing like they were living in the olden days. 

The women were wearing simple dresses made out of sarong and scarves that were known as kelumbung were upon their heads. The men were wearing simple breeches without any shirt. Plus, all of them did not wear any shoes!

Adika Taming stepped away from the windows, tripping upon his feet. He landed on the floor as his breaths quickened. Everything was running through his head. Nothing made sense since the night he was involved in the accident.

What the hell just happened when he died?!!

*****
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HERE’S THE SECRET LIES deep within, only the chosen will find it.

THE words were still filling his mind as Adika Taming was bathing in the clawed copper bathtub that the servants filled with hot water. He did not have the choice but to let someone, a valet as he recalled it, dress him up after his bath. The valet informed him that his grandmother was waiting for him in the drawing room.

“Nenda wants to see me?” he asked as Adika Taming was looking at the valet clearly, surprisingly without the help of his spectacles. He was not sure if the spectacles were even made in the era that he currently residing in.

“Yes, Tengku,” the valet replied.

What year am I in right now? Adika Taming thought before he nodded as the valet let him do his sampin that was made out of songket. The valet left the bathroom. 

Adika Taming sighed. Then, he went to eat his breakfast that the maid, Cempaka, brought earlier. The valet was arching his eyebrow when he was asking for the maid’s name. It would seem that this lord, the person that Adika Taming was now, should not bother to know such a trivial thing.

Well, they will be seeing another thing coming from this body that he owns now.

After his breakfast, Adika Taming slipped out of his bedroom. He was looking at the long hallway and portraits that were hanging on them. He cannot think of anything else but this body that he possessed was someone of wealth.

That someone who would be known as a gentleman in polite society.

Adika Taming went downstairs where the drawing room was usually located if he remembered the floor plan of the aristocrat’s estate back in the olden days. He descended the stairs and the maids were scurrying around to avoid him. 

The first rule of housekeeping: do not engage with the master of the estate or you shall be relieved without any reference.

Adika Taming was looking at the moccasin slippers that his valet put on him. They were shining and well-oiled. He took in his black songket outcoat and tunic. His breeches were black and his sampin was stiff and clean. 

Not bad for Tengku, Adika Taming thought before he was rapping at the door. A moment later, the voice from the inside was calling after him.

“Come in,”

Adika Taming opened the door and walked in. He was surprised to see an old lady dressed immaculately who he assumed his grandmother was embroidering. The needle in her hand was moving across the linen she was holding. 

It was something to see an elderly without the help of glasses to do such intricate matter but embroidery? Well, that was on a whole new level of perfect eyesight, considering her age.

The old lady turned to look at him before she smiled. She put her embroidery away before ushering Adika Taming to get closer to her.

“Ah, Adika. I see that you’re up early this morning. Come, have some tea with me,” she said before his grandmother picked up a bell and shook it. The maid from this morning—Cempaka—entered. She curtsied to the old lady and Adika Taming.

“Bring the tea and scones, please,” Tengku Anggerik Taming instructed as Cempaka bobbed her head and went out to the kitchen. Adika Taming looked at Cempaka’s retreating figure before his grandmother cleared her throat.

“I hope you’re not looking to trouble the young maid, Adika. This is her first employment and I hate it if you’re doing something untowardly to her,” Tengku Anggerik Taming warned. 

Adika Taming blinked his eyes as he continued to look at the door. He arched his eyebrow, chuckling softly. He went to take his seat in front of Tengku Anggerik Taming.

My grandmother, Adika Taming thought. He had to get used to the old lady being his grandmother for he was stuck in this body.  He did not think it was a coincidence that his name was the same as his life before the accident.

“And why would you be thinking I will do anything to her, Nenda? You know I’m a good lad,” Adika Taming stated. He smirked at Tengku Anggerik Taming. His grandmother narrowed her eyes to slits before she harrumphed.

“I know what you’re up to, boy. And don’t be sarcastic with me. It’s unbecoming of you,” she replied. Adika Taming chuckled softly before Cempaka entered the drawing room with a tray of china set and scones. Adika Taming was still trying to look at her face but Cempaka was directing her gaze to the floor. She served the tea before Tengku Anggerik Taming was dismissing her.

“Now, I know you must be curious as to why I was calling you today, Adika,” his grandmother broke the silence as Adika Taming was putting two cubes of sugar into his tea. He had a sweet tooth after all.

He furrowed his eyebrows. “No, I’m more curious to know how the hell I was born again,” he mumbled underneath his breaths. Then, Adika Taming looked at Tengku Anggerik Taming before smiling. 

“No, Nanda. I did not have the slightest idea why you were calling me this early today,” he said truthfully as he was sipping his tea. 

Just how I like it, Adika Taming thought before he took a scone and ate it.

Tengku Anggerik Taming was eyeing him with her green eyes, sparkling like emeralds in the afternoon sunlight. She scowled at Adika Taming as she sipped her tea. Then, she put the teacup and the saucer down as she was smoothing her dress.

“You have come of age and I have let you have your fun, Tengku Adika Taming,”

Adika Taming flinched when his grandmother said his full name, knowing fully well that she was apprehending him. 

Was it a miracle that he was named Adika Taming in this new body as well, with the additional title Tengku at the front?

“And it is time for me to fulfil your parents’ last testament so that we can uphold our bargain to Raja and Ratu of our kingdom,” Tengku Anggerik Taming stated. 

Adika Taming snapped his eyes to her. He blinked a few times before putting his teacup and saucer down on the coffee table.

“Pardon me? You mean to tell me that Mama and Papa...”

Tengku Anggerik Taming nodded as she added. “Had decided to arrange a match for you. Yes, they had thought about it when you were born and now, it is time for you to know about your engagement to Tunku Puteri Cempaka Galuh,”

Adika Taming blinked his eyes. He would never have thought that his future had been arranged to be marrying someone that he did not know personally. Knowing fully well that he was stuck in the body of a gentleman, Adika Taming could not think for his survival there but came up with only one solution.

He had to find his way back home.

“Wait, hold on, Nanda! You’re meant to say that I’ll be marrying a royalty? A Tunku Puteri?!” 

Adika Taming stood from his seat. He paced back and forth in front of the fireplace before he leaned his hand on the mantle. Then, Adika Taming turned to look at his grandmother again.

Tengku Anggerik Taming was not bluffing for the old lady looked at him with solemn expression. Adika Taming did not know what to tell Tengku Anggerik Taming the truth about her eldest grandson—the real Tengku Adika Taming.

I’m not Tengku Adika Taming or whoever you think I am. I’m nobody who died on the streets that one night in Scotland and I woke up, only to realise that I had possessed your grandson’s body and soul.

Adika Taming knew the outcome of that statement. It will lead Tengku Anggering Taming to develop a heart attack if he tells her the truth. So, he did not have a choice but to accept the fate of his current situation. 

But Adika Taming was not going to back down without a fight. Never, not on his watch.

Adika Taming looked at the crackling fire in the hearth. He sighed slowly before turning to look at the old woman. Tengku Anggerik Taming was arching her brows, expecting her grandson will shout, scream and deny the arrangement. 

Oh, Adika Taming planned to do so but for now, he will have to play it cool. And so, he said what was expected of him. “So... when will the princess be coming to see me?”
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Chapter III
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“DRAT,” Adika Taming cursed as he was hauling the pebble across the lake. It was located not too far from the estate that he resided in. Perhaps, it will be his estate now for he was the lord of the house and all the things surrounding it belonged to him now.

Adika Taming never thought that he would be a lord and wealthy in his life.

Before the accident, Adika Taming was a broke PhD student who relied on scholarship money from the Malaysian government to survive and the tutoring that he’d done to get by with his rent and other miscellaneous. 

Adika Taming never thought that he would be marrying a woman, let alone Tunku Puteri. He was not desirable before but this time, he was a catch for he was Tengku Adika Taming, Panglima Perang Regalia Raja.

He clicked his tongue when the rock sank before it could skip across the water's surface. Adika Taming sighed loudly as he rubbed his face. Then, he was looking around the lake. 

It was quiet and serene, a perfect place for him to think. There was a willow tree near the bank. He went there to sit on the ground and think about the current circumstances of his life.

Adika Taming was supposed to be dead on the pavement in the middle of the night in Scotland. However, he found out that he was not, knowing fully well he was transported back to the olden days, but he did not know how he did it.

Was I dreamwalking? Is this what it was? Is supernatural at work here? Adika Taming thought profoundly before he saw the familiar figure from earlier. He has been meaning to talk to Cempaka. But of course, she would run away from him since Adika Taming was known as the lord of the house and she was just a lowly maid.

Well, fuck that social hierarchy! No one can tell me who I cannot befriend with, Adika Taming thought angrily. 

Before he knew it, his feet were dragging him across the lake to the place where a young maiden with auburn hair like a sunset and stormy, turbulent eyes sat. Adika Taming was determined to talk to Cempaka despite anything, not knowing he was walking into the Fate that would bind them for all eternity.

*****
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CEMPAKA TOOK HER USUAL spot at the bank. She simply just sat there, taking in her surroundings while looking at the lake. She breathed deeply, taking in the fresh air that the countryside had to offer. 

So much better than Sari Darma, she thought quietly as a smile was plastered to her lips. Cempaka was enjoying her time when she heard something—or rather someone—move behind her. 

Cempaka turned her head. For a moment, she was stunned to see the lord of the house where she was working at the moment, Panglima Perang Regalia Raja Tengku Adika Taming, smiling charmingly as he was making his way towards her.

Adika Taming looked good in his songket outercoat and tunic, black breeches his moccasin slippers. Cempaka’s heart rate increased. 

No, do not think about it, Cempaka. He’s not who you thought he was, she reminded herself before Cempaka got up and curtsied to Adika Taming.

“Tengku, I don’t know that I was interrupting you,” she said softly. Cempaka was directing her gaze at the ground, trying her hardest to avoid his green eyes; shining brightly as the emeralds they were.

“No, no, please. You did not disturb me. I’m the one that disturb you from your peace, Cempaka,” Adika Taming stated, trying to form his words. Cempaka noticed that he was hesitant to approach her.

Is he afraid of me? Wary of me, perhaps? She thought before her heart skipped a bit. Cempaka did not know why but her little heart ached at the thought.

Oblivious to the awkwardness between them, Adika Taming continued. “Are you always spending your evening around here?” he asked her.

Cempaka nodded her head while fidgeting her fingers, not knowing what to say to Adika Taming. She was only a servant, a lowly maid after all. When Tengku Anggerik Taming knew what Cempaka was up to behind her back and eagerly talked with her eldest grandson, there would be hell to pay.

If and only if Tengku Anggerik Taming knew about this secret rendezvous, that was.

Not wanting to drag their awkwardness, Cempaka spoke up. “Perhaps I should leave you alone then, Tengku,” she said as she was about to walk away from her favourite spot. However, Adika Taming was shaking his head.

“No, no. That would be unnecessary. I’ll go, it’s a gentlemanly thing to do after all. I don’t want my lady to be in trouble finding a new spot to enjoy her evening,” Adika Taming replied. Then, he smiled at her. Blood pounded in her ears, shutting sounds surrounding her. Only Adika Taming mattered now. 

Goodness me, he has a radiant smile, Cempaka thought wistfully as she was clearing her throat. She nodded her head.

“If you say so, Tengku,” she mumbled before Adika Taming laughed.

“Please, call me Adi.” Adika Taming said. Cempaka furrowed her eyebrows.

“I don’t think that would be appropriate, Tengku. After all, I’m only a servant to you. I shouldn’t be using your given name,” she replied as she gazed up at Adika Taming. Her eyes were looking at his handsome face.

Black hair as midnight with eyes of emeralds. Only a noble lady would wish for Panglima Perang Regalia Raja Tengku Adika Taming to be her husband; in which Cempaka was far from being a respectable lady that could marry him.

And he’s betrothed to Tunku Puteri, she reminded herself as she was looking at Adika Taming.

Adika Taming nodded. “Then, you shall call me Adi when we’re alone only, Cempaka,” he said her name smoothly made Cempaka’s insides turned with a leap. The butterflies fluttered inside her stomach before she felt her cheeks were flushed with heat.

Oh, Gods! I am blushing! Cempaka thought before she smiled. “If you insist, Tengku,”

Adika Taming arched his eyebrow. “What did we just agree upon, Cempaka?” he asked. Cempaka hid her smile.

“If you insist, Adi,” she repeated her statement but replaced Adika Taming’s honorific with his given name. Adika Taming smiled as Cempaka could see from under her lashes.

“That’s much better, Cempaka,” he said with satisfaction. Then, Adika Taming left her to her own devices as he was making his way to the estate. Cempaka wanted to follow him for his radiant smile and easy-going attitude were everything that she wished for a husband.

But who would look at Cempaka the maid twice when she was worth nothing at all in the eyes of the polite society?

Perhaps it was wishful thinking but Cempaka hoped that someday, Adika Taming could be her husband in truth. She smiled at the thought.

Growing up, Cempaka was always reminded by her parents about one’s wishful thinking. They said to be careful what you wished for since it was bound to come at you in the way that you will be least expected.
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Chapter IV
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BACK at Rumah Taming, Adika Taming was making his way to the library as his moccasin slippers were clicking on the wooden floor. It was a magnanimous space filled with tomes and leather-bound scriptures from the ceiling to the floor.

If only Adika Taming has time to indulge in all of this knowledge during his vacation at the estate and this weird alternative life.

He shook his head, trying to get his head on the plan that he had in advance. Adika Taming had to find out what was happening to him. Why was he here, in this alternate timeline of the olden days and not dead? 

Perhaps it was just one of the myths that Adika Taming encountered by being transported to another life through the soul; if his soul was still intact with his body back in Scotland.

Adika Taming pulled one tome from the shelves and flipped it through. Then, he was skimming and scanning through the others as he was making his way around the library. Nothing was making sense in his search to find the explanation behind the weird phenomenon. 

Later, he heard someone galloping across the meadow of the estate. Magnus took a peep at the window and he saw that someone, a gentleman from his attire, was riding a black stallion coming through his courtyard.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
NIKKI LAROUSSE

0

BLOODLINES OF THE NUSANTARA





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





