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About stories




The legend begins on the silent waters of Lake Van, be- neath the unshifting gaze of Mount Artos.








On Akdamar Island lived Princess Tamar, daughter of a strict monk whose heart knew only discipline, never mercy. Yet Tamar carried a light within her a light that reached across the dark waters to a young commoner who loved her beyond fear or reason.




Each night, guided only by the small flame she held at the edge of the island, he swam through the cold, moonlit waves to reach her. Their love was forbidden, fragile, and hidden beneath the shadow of Artos.




But legends are born not from joy, but from the night tragedy arrives.


The True Historical Tale: The Undying Light in Akdamar’s Heart – A Tale of Love

Set on the shores of Lake Van, this historical tale follows the timeless love of Prince Ashot and Princess Tamara. Despite family pressures and fate, their love shines beyond life itself. Inspired by the legend of Akdamar Island, this story explores love, loss, and the undying light of memory. The Akdamar Legend is a love story set on the shores of Lake Van. Prince Ashot falls deeply in love with Princess Tamara, but their families and fate stand in their way. After Tamara’s death, Ashot builds a church on Akdamar Island in her memory. The story reflects themes of love, loss, and immortal remembrance.
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Ah Tamara: The Cry of Akdamar Under the Shadow of Mount Artos
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CHAPTER 1 – The Silence of Lake Van
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The mornings of Lake Van carried a quiet magic that seeped in- to the bones. As the night slowly withdrew, the surface of the lake shimmered like a silver mirror reflecting the sky. The first light touched the peaks of Mount Artos; the

snow-covered summits glowed in shades of crimson and gold. That light spilled onto the water, broke across the waves, and stretched all the way to the stone domes of the island. In the si- lence of dawn, the island looked both lonely and majestic—as if it had guarded a secret for centuries.

Metmanis began to stir along the shore. Thin smoke rose from the chimneys of stone houses, and the smell of fresh bread drifted through the narrow streets. Children ran barefoot along the rocky paths, women whispered morning prayers while gazing at the lake, and the men prepared their nets or readied themselves for the fields. Everyone was busy with their own life—yet no one knew that in the middle of the lake, with- in the stone walls of the island, a love was growing that would change every destiny.




Aram walked toward the shore with the first light. The stones beneath his feet still held the cold of the night. The wind from Keretaş Hill tossed his hair and rippled the lake’s surface. His eyes searched for the small flame that had burned on the island throughout the night. Tamar’s flame.

Every night, Tamar lit a small torch on the stone terrace. It shone like a star in the darkness and whispered to Aram: come. Whenever he saw that light, his heart beat faster; he forgot the cold, the darkness, the danger. Because that light was Tamar’s breath—the sign of her presence, her waiting.

The sunlight striking Artos painted the lake with red and gold reflections, stirring both hope and fear in Aram’s heart. The flame burned like a star in the darkness, calling him again.

The elders of Metmanis watched Aram from their windows and prayed silently. No one spoke aloud, for everyone knew this love was both sacred and dangerous.

King Artashes’s anger was as deep and unpredictable as the lake itself.

Aram climbed the slope of Keretaş Hill. The wind brushed his face, the cool air from the lake gave him strength. His eyes locked onto Tamar’s flame. He took a deep breath.

And stepped into the water.

The lake embraced him with icy arms. Each stroke brought him closer to the island. Each wave quickened his heartbeat. Each glimmer of light reminded him that Tamar was waiting.

The depth beneath him was dark and unknown—

but the light inside him was brighter than Tamar’s flame. Algae swayed beneath the surface, fish glided silently around him. The lake seemed to recognize him, opening a path with every stroke, pushing him forward with every wave. Aram felt a




strange friendship in the depths—as if the water knew his des- tiny and carried him toward Tamar.

As he approached the island, the flame grew brighter. Tamar was there. Waiting.

When Aram reached the shore, breathless but shining-eyed, Tamar ran down the stone steps toward him. Her hair danced in the wind, her eyes glowed with the same blue as the lake. “Aram...” she whispered. “You came again.”




“As long as you light the flame,” he said, “I will come.”

Tamar’s eyes filled with tears. “My father... he knows. The guards are watching. Even lighting the flame frightened me.” Aram held her hands. “Don’t be afraid. The lake hides us. The wind protects us. And you... you are my path.”

“I wish this love were easier,” she murmured.

“If it were easy,” Aram said softly, lifting her chin, “it wouldn’t be this precious.”

A silence fell over the lake. The wind stopped. The waves slowed. As if even the lake was watching their reunion.

“Stay tonight,” Tamar whispered. “Stay until morning.” “Not just until morning,” Aram said. “Forever.”

The island, the lake, the wind, and the mountain bore witness. And under the silent shadow of Ahtamara, a love deepened. A destiny began to write itself.

And Lake Van carried this love into its depths.
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