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About the Book
and its Author

This book is the most beautiful story I have read about the human being’s fight against fear.

Its author. Vladimir Colin (1921-1991). was a Romanian Jew who lived in Bucharest. Like all European Jews of his generation, he could be called a survivor. He had a direct experience of some of the most terrible social and political upheavals in the history of mankind and it is from such a background that this wonderful story arose. Before the war. Vladimir Colin had graduated the German School and then he studied literature and philosophy at the University of Bucharest. His sound knowledge of world’s philosophies and history of religions lay at the basis of his further interest in folklore traditions as contained in fairy-tales all over the world. Besides writing fairy-tales and children’s stories. Vladimir Colin was also the author of a great many science-fiction novels, historical novels, fantastical novels and short-stories, many of which were translated into German. French. Italian, Russian, Polish, Czech, Slovak, and Vietnamese.

Legends from Vamland was first printed in 1961 when the author was 40. By then he had already published and broadcast several dozens of wonderful fairy-tales and he had already won Romania’s prestigious prize for literature. In writing this book, Colin behaved like a magician who blended in his melting pot popular legends and myths from all places and times: old Romanian fairy-tales like “The Magical Bird” and “Youth-Without-Old-Age and Life-Without-Death,” the Arab legend of the Ghost in the Brass Pot (from The 1001 Nights), the Tartar legend about a country called Van (“The Story of Happiness”), the Jewish legend about the Golem, the Chinese myth about Pan-ku the cosmic man are only a few of them. One can find here echoes of the best literary pieces ever written in all cultures: Ovid’s Metamorphoses, Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream. Goethe’s Faust. Wagner’s The Ring of the Nibelungen, “The Book of Job.” “The Gospel of St. John,” and Macpherson’s Poems of Ossian to name but a few. In fact, the areas of the symbols overlap to such a degree, that one can hardly find any noble and beautiful human aspiration in all the cultures of the world whose reflection is not to be found in Legends from Vamland. In a way, the book was intended to be a work of science-fiction too: there is a would-be “preface” in which the author talks about the “scientific” researches made by scientists who have translated the texts from the would-be Vamitic language. So. what we are given is the image of the spiritual life of an imaginary people from an imaginary land. The result of this extraordinary concoction is an amazing magical cocktail of splendid originality.

I venture to formulate the hypothesis that Vladimir Colin used some Hebrew words when he named his characters of Vamland. The following might be the proofs:

1. The author was born on May 1. 1921. The same date on the Hebrew calendar was Nissan 23. 5681. The name of the month “Nissan” has the same letters as SAIAN, the god of the sun in Vamland. Moreover, according to Kabbalistic numerology, the number 23 means “The Royal Star of the Lion.”

2. VIHTA, the name of the fume bird of love, may be written in Hebrew with the same letters as the name IAHVE plus the letter T which is the Hebrew ending for feminine nouns. Did the author think of a feminine aspect of God?

3. MASTARA, the name of the goddess of death, has the same Hebrew grammatical root as “mastira” which means “(she) hides.”

4. In the story. PIL. the god of tricks, was said to have got his name by inversion from his original name LIP. In Hebrew the word “lip” means “fiber” and the word “pil” means “elephant.” Did the author mean to say that a small trick may sometimes be turned into something enormous?

5. ORMAG, the name of the evil god of Vamland, has the same Hebrew letters as the word “gamour” which means “finished.”

6. LUA, the mute maiden, has her name resembling the word “loah” which means “pharynges.”

7. TARBIT. the name of the clay fellow, has the same Hebrew grammatical root with “tarbut” that means “culture.”

8. CLAM, the name of the kind shepherd, may be read in Hebrew in an inverted way as “melech” (“king”).

9. MILGA, the name of Tarbit’s wife, means “award” in Hebrew.

Legends from Vamland is a book which has literally changed me as a person, restoring my confidence in the human being’s power to overcome his or her own weakness. It has also restored my confidence in the power of words as a means of communication and reinforced my love for literature itself. In my eyes. Legends from Vamland is a masterpiece and “the book of my life.”

I gratefully acknowledge the patience and encouragement of the distinguished late Baha’i poet Roger White, former editor of The Baha’i World and Voices Israel, who read the manuscript and offered suggestions.

Luiza Carol
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Ormag, the master of the immortal gods and goddesses called “narts” and “nartesses,” stood in the great hall of Nartazuba — the narts’ home in the sky — which was made of fog. Ormag was surrounded then by all the great and small narts…





Legends from Vamland

Preface

Due to the efforts of a great many contemporary scholars, the Vamitic alphabet and the Vamitic language have been researched and translations have been made available. We are now in a position to give the reader an outline of the most important legends in the mythology of Vamland.

Ormag’s Mouse

(Prologue in the Sky)

Once upon a time, Ormag, the master of the immortal gods and goddesses called “narts’’ and “nartesses,” stood in the great hall of Nartazuba — the narts’ home in the sky — which was made of fog. Ormag was surrounded then by all the great and small narts. He was clad in his frost mantle and his greenish-grey eyes looked so gloomy that the narts shivered with fear. They tried to put him in a better mood, but no one succeeded until Pil, the crippled nart of jokes, thought of a way to amuse him: he recommended that Ormag toy with a mortal man the way cats play with mice. Ormag agreed that such a game would be a completely new and pleasant entertainment for him and, besides, it would teach a lesson to all mankind about the supremacy of narts over mortals.

“And who is the man you have chosen to be my plaything?” asked Ormag.

“His name is Vam and he lives near the Big Sea, master” replied Pil.

Part I: The Burnt-Hearted Man

Chapter 1: “Aspapur Ormag ruc u Vam”

On the shore of the Big Sea there lived a dark-haired fisherman called Vam. He used to draw fish from the sea and sell them to the rich people in the city of Zinu. One afternoon when he had finished his work, he rested on a black rock on the sea-shore, listening to the voices of the waves. And suddenly, the rock which had stood still for thousands of years, scampered away and went out to sea. A strange power seemed to tie the fellow to the rock with invisible ropes. Of course. Vam didn’t know that the rock was pushed by Ormag and that he was tied up by Zubala, the nartess of night and magic. Great was his wonder when he found himself sailing with the black rock further and further… until, when night fell, he reached an unknown island covered by greenish-grey fog. There was a greenish-grey city on the island and it was surrounded by a greenish-grey wall. A strange old man with cold greenish-grey eyes courteously invited him to enter the city, but after a while the old man disappeared and Vam wandered alone in the darkness along the streets of the forsaken city with greenish-grey empty houses. At last he saw a light and got closer to it. The light was spread by a huge golden bell which hung in the middle of a square. There was a beautiful maiden in the square and she asked Vam. who seemed an agreeable fellow, to pull the bell. She had a strange, sad voice and as she spoke a long forgotten hope seemed to kindle in her dark eyes. Vam pulled the bell and its long knell hovered over the silence of the vacant city. The bell descended as the fellow pulled and it stood glittering in the middle of the square. The maiden asked Vam to open a golden door in the wall of the bell and when he did so his finger as it was pricked by a golden lock. Then the old man who had invited Vam into the city emerged from the golden bell. But now he was wearing the frost mantle and Vam could see that the clothes under the mantle were made of “slam” — the precious golden fur-like tissue which only the great narts were allowed to wear. The startled fisherman could also see in the old man’s right hand the terrifying royal symbol, the great bone-axe!
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…suddenly, the rock which had stood still for thousands of years, scampered away and went out to sea. A strange power seemed to tie the fellow to the rock with invisible ropes…

“Ormag!” whispered Vam in amazement, stepping back.

“It was the tongue of the golden bell” said Ormag. Then the king of the narts told the fellow about his long dispute with Dumvur, the nart of the sea, concerning that island with the Greenish-Grey City. Dumvur claimed the island was his own because it was the sea which gave birth to that land, while Ormag insisted that he was a king and was allowed to take away any-thing he wished from anybody.
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Then the old man who had invited Vam into the city emerged from the golden bell. But now he was wearing the frost mantle…

“What’s your opinion about it, Vam?” he asked suddenly.

“I think that anything which is born by the sea belongs to Dumvur” replied the fellow. But Ormag burst out laughing and then Dumvur himself appeared in the square. He was as green as the sea. with water oozing down his beard and hair and down his clothes which were made of sea-grass and pearls, up to the green scales on his feet which made up a sort of strange shoes. When he saw the drop of Vam’s blood tricking down the golden lock. Dumvur went mad with anger and shouted to Vam:

“You’ll pay for that, wretched mortal creature!”

Then immediately he vanished into the sea whose water billowed and roared with a threatening surge.

Vam couldn’t understand anything that had transpired. but Ormag was very pleased and enjoyed the fellow’s embarrassment. Splitting his sides with laughter, he explained that there had been an agreement between himself and Dumvur. According to that agreement, the island would have belonged to Ormag if a man had shed his blood in order to make Ormag’s voice sound into the city and cover the voice of the sea which was Dumvur’s voice. Vam had just done that very thing, unwittingly, and thus made a strong enemy of Dumvur. “You deserve a reward, Vam “said Ormag between fits of laughter, “and your reward will be Una, the maiden in the Greenish-Grey City.”

Then Ormag, still laughing, vanished into the fogs of Nartazuha, while his own image modeled in gold appeared inside the golden bell. The bell turned into a golden temple, and from that time forward, the temple’s name has been “Ormag’s Bell.”

Vam remained alone with the beautiful Una (her name meant “one” in the Vamitic language). Vihta, the fume bird of love, sent by Ormag, bit their hearts stronger than it had ever bitten the hearts of other couples and made them fall in love more deeply than anybody had before or since. Vam learned from Una that she was Ormag’s daughter, but her father had never loved her. Una’s story is the following:

After getting angry with his wife Zubala, Ormag had fallen in love with Arata, the queen of the bird-girls. He had expected her to bear him a son, and had been so disappointed when Arata gave birth to a girl that he had driven away both mother and daughter. Arata’s daughter, Una. had been compelled to live in the Greenish-Grey City and Dumvur had seen her there and had fallen in love her because of Vihta’s bite. It was for her sake that the nart of the sea had wanted to keep the island for himself. Ormag had promised to change Una’s sad fate if the girl could enable him to win the island, and that’s what had made her urge Vam to pull the golden bell… But he forgave her for that. There was a secret about Una that Vam didn’t know, though it was known to all the narts: Una was doomed to die if she ever left the island, because Ormag didn’t bestow immortality on her. Una didn’t tell Vam this secret because Arata advised her not to. (Lacking confidence in all men. Arata was somehow afraid that Vam would reject Una if he knew.)
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The bell turned into a golden temple, and from that time forward, the temple’s name has been “Ormag’s Bell.” Vam remained alone with the beautiful Una…

Vam and Una lived together in the forsaken city and their happy love songs made its greenish-grey walls turn red. Since then its name has been changed too, and “The Greenish-Grey City” became “The Red City.” Vam and Una had a baby girl in the Red City and her name was Lua. Their happiness made Dumvur more and more angry, and his face grew even greener than before. But he didn’t dare to take revenge because he was afraid of Ormag. On the other hand. Vam and Una’s happiness displeased Ormag too. as he was bored and wanted his little game to go on. It was Ormag who lost his temper first and sent Pil to Dumvur to inform him that he was free to take his revenge on Vam because the man was no longer under the protection of the king of the narts. So pleased was Dumvur at the good news that he gave Pil a magic black stone as a gift (it was a stone that Zubala had dropped in the sea once). After that, the sly nart of the sea began to speak to Vam in a gentle alluring voice which seemed the voice of the waves. And Vam was enchanted by the voice and listened attentively to it and did what the voice said. “Take Una and Lua away from the island.” said the voice, “and bring them at night to the other shore, near the city of Zinu. Create a surprise for them… they have never seen the beauties of the big rich city on the other shore…”


OEBPS/e9781592110520/images/Vamland_p13.jpg





OEBPS/e9781592110520/images/Vamland_p15.jpg





OEBPS/e9781592110520/images/Vamland_p10.jpg





OEBPS/e9781592110520/images/Vamland_p18.jpg





OEBPS/e9781592110520/images/Logo_New.jpg
AZ2rr X2
S T UDII E S

{CENTER FOR/K





OEBPS/e9781592110520/images/frontcover.jpg
LEGENDS FROM
VAMLAND

Ee : n

VLADIMIR COLIN
Adapted and Retold by Luiza Carol
Illustrated by Octavian lon Penda






OEBPS/e9781592110520/fonts/AdobeDevanagari-Italic.otf


OEBPS/e9781592110520/fonts/AdobeDevanagari-Bold.otf


OEBPS/e9781592110520/fonts/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/e9781592110520/fonts/AdobeDevanagari-Regular.otf


OEBPS/e9781592110520/fonts/symbol_2.ttf


OEBPS/e9781592110520/fonts/PAPYRUS_0.ttf


