If you have never heard of Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch you are probably thinking to yourself, "What kind of a title is this? What's this about?" So if I had intended the title of this little book as a teaser, that gambit would not have been a bad idea. Actually, though, "Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch" is a real place and also the central idea of this story, and not a clever advertisement for the rest of this tale.
If you have heard of Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch, you might be hoping that this is a book that teaches its readers about the Secret Sound. He or she who has command of the Secret Sound, so the legend goes, becomes a master of the universe, with all that is beneath heaven at his or her command. Am I going to teach you the Secret Sound? No, sorry. That is not what "Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch" is about, although the quest for the Secret Sound does constitute a large part of this story. However, I had never even heard of the legend when I began to chase after the pronunciation of the Welsh village like a maniac. I was motivated by a much more petty (but justified) motive than ruling our world. If you're a man, my reason may seem entirely...well, reasonable. If you're a woman, like my saintly Diane, who volunteered to help my crazy crusade (why?), how in the world do you females endure us?
Anyway, you won't learn the Secret Sound in this book, although you may be taken quite a ways along the path toward that Ultimate Power. If you see a clue that I missed, perhaps you actually will attain that exalted level just below Olympus. If so, I hope you use your knowledge for good. But I don't want to promise you'll uncover the method to the Secret Sound just by reading this tale.
Is this disappointing? I hope not. Please stay. Read a little more. I'm going to try to stretch your imagination and then, if you're intrigued, you can follow along with me as we first try to visualize the lives of villagers in a faraway place, meet one of the most deceptive and nefarious villains in modern literature, get involved in one of the stupidest European wars since the East Goos of Freezeland fought the West Goos of Freezeland, and pray for the incredibly loyal Diane to get out of the village of Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch alive.
And, on the final page of this small book, after you have followed me through a series of qualifying adventures, I promise to give you something that I hope you will find much more rewarding than mastery of the Secret Sound.
Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch is an actual place, a village in Wales whose 58-lettered name means "Church of Saint Mary in a hollow of white hazel, near to a rapid whirlpool, and Saint Tysilio's Church of the red cave."
Sometime in the mid-1990's I saw the name "Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch" mentioned on the internet (in the large Microsoft Dutch chat room), and I began to collect notions about the place. I was very curious.
What were the residents called? Logically, you'd imagine people who live in
Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch are probably called
Llanfairllgwyngyllgogerycwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-ers, Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-ians, or Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-ites, right?
But wait! The suffixes "-ers", "-ians", and "-ites" are English suffixes, aren't they? Logically, we English-speaking people shouldn't expect the Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch dialect, whatever that is called, to use English suffixes. The name of an inhabitant might have native suffixes. They might just as possibly be called Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-mndkasloendkjnehbskwjlllmjndddwwandysiliommmnnwdhhgaffllls, or Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-gogeryllllwwwwrlafairlllllchchchgogowwllllylllldfllgylllrndrnds.
Interesting? The possibilities are universe-expanders, aren't they? I thought so. Let me go on. The more I thought about the village of Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch, the more my imagination began to run.
What attention spans these islanders must have. What concentration! What memory power. Every Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-mndkasloendkjnehbskwjlllmjndddwwandysiliommmnnwdhhgafflll, or Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-gogeryllllwwwwrlafairlllllchchchgogowwllllylllldfllgylllrndrnd must be a genius, with mental capabilities far beyond those of Americans, or for that matter, any European, African, or Asian. To a Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-mndkamsloendkjnehbskwjlllmjndddwwandysiliommmnnwdhhgafflll, or to a Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-gogeryllllwwwwrlafairlllllchchchgogowwllllylllldfllgylllrndrnd, if that is what these villagers call themselves, using his or her mind in our world would be like a teenager who'd been raised on Jupiter competing in the Olympic high jump. These Welsh villagers probably think, "This is all Simple Simon, earthling. Bo-o-o-o-ring."
Are you skeptical of my conclusion? Okay, try this experiment then. Look away from this story, and write down the title of this book.
Couldn't do it, could you? Are you now feeling just a little bit inferior to a Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-mndkasloendkjnehbskwjlllmjndddwwandysiliommmnnwdhhgafflll? That's one of the two names we earlier had theorized for the inhabitants of the Welsh village of Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch.
Are you now also beginning to wonder if these Welsh villagers aren't superhuman? Wait! I will convince you that they live in a world apart.
Imagine the lungs of the cheerleaders of the soccer team. For years they have had to take a very deep breath and shout, "Go, go, go, Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-mndkamsloendkjnehbskwjlllmjndddwwandysiliommmnnwdhhgaffllls! Go, Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-mndkamsloendkjnehbskwjlllmjndddwwandysiliommmnnwdhhgaffllls! Go!"
I couldn't picture these women.. Unfortunately, the American embassy in the Welsh village, if there is an American embassy there, never answered my request for photographs. What do those superwoman cheerleaders look like?
DDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD? This is another reasonable assumption, isn't it?
And what must the local dialect be like? People passing on the street, instead of saying, "Hi!", might, for all we know, wish each other a hearty "Llllfrwwwllgwyngwynlllldrflflffllwwschllllwwndfndfnllllww!"? Is this good or bad? Does this slow everyone down? Is there a possible health benefit to spending the day greeting each and every one, "Llllfrwwwllgwyngwynlllldrflflffllwwschllllwwndfndfnllllww, my fellow Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-ndkamsloendkjnehbskwjlllmjndddwwandysiliommmnnwdhhgafflll!". Isn't this a great exercise for the heart and lungs?
Do blueprints for miracle metabolisms and discoveries about the beneficial pace of life in this Welsh village await the first scientist to take seriously what I have theorized? What will happen when that scientist voyages to Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch? In a few years are we all going to inherit the kind of health and stamina those villagers must possess?
How efficient the educational system must be. Can you imagine an elementary student in our country learning how to write "I'm from Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch. I'm a Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch-m ndkamsloendkjnehbskwjlllmjndddwwandysiliommmnnwdhhgafflll." What amazing teachers this Welsh village must have.
Are you beginning to glimpse the possibilities of studying Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch? There's an incredible potential in analyzing the customs of this unique Welsh village. As if the reward of learning the Secret Sound weren't enough!
There are so many questions that need to be answered. There is so much knowledge to be gained. I am serious. This is not a prank, sir. This is not a joke, ma'am.
Do you see? Perhaps there really is a brave new world to be discovered. Follow me, readers!
As I said, I first heard of Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllandysiliogogogoch in the mid-1990's in the main Dutch chat room on the Microsoft site. Microsoft hosted chat rooms for people from all over the world. There were Bulgarian chat rooms, Italian chat rooms, German chat rooms, Israeli chat rooms, Portuguese chat rooms, Russian chat rooms, French chat rrrrrrooms, French Canadian chat rooms, French Louisianian chat rooms There were people from all over the world speaking in their native tongue. Often I crashed their parties...but politely and respectfully.
I don't even remember how I began to sit in on the Netherlands room, as it was called. I borrowed Dutch books and cassettes from the local library, and explained to citizens of the chat room that I was learning Dutch. I needed an excuse for "lurking" there since I could easily be "seen". Any arrival or departure was announced, and we had to have a screen name with an autobiography attached. It was impossible to be unnoticed. (I used a pseudonym for my pseudonym, so even though my email was "Piso Mojado" even back then at the beginning of the Common Internet Era, very few Dutch people would now recognize that name.)
"Are you Dutch-American?" I would get asked. Germans in the German chat room would ask me if I had a German heritage, Italians would ask if I was Italian-American, and so on. I had my answer to all these questions written on my Dutch, German, and Italian cheat sheets, respectively.
"No," I'd say in the appropriate language. Which was probably sometimes true. I don't really know my heritage. Also, "no" is an easy foreign phrase to memorize. I felt secure writing that term in every language I needed for chat room conversation. I do not know of any nuances in the word "no" used in any foreign chat room. Outside of America, when an American says "no", foreigners understand immediately.
"Are you planning to travel to.the Netherlands (or put name of country here)?" Imagine this question being asked in Dutch, German, Italian, and so forth.
"Not unless I win the lottery." I actually had this reply on my cheat sheet, since I was asked about my travel plans so often. I'd write "lottery" in English because I know so little about foreign customs. Surprisingly, no one ever asked me what "lottery" meant. I formed the impression that either Europeans are much more sophisticated than I am and understand some of our weirdest customs, or else they are just as fond as we are of throwing our money toward ridiculous odds.
"No, I am not planning on traveling soon. I am curious about (put name of strange country here)," I would so often say, and everywhere people accepted that reason for my presence. It was the truth. I am far more inquisitive than the average person.
People were nice to me just about everywhere, even when I was impatiently asking for a word that wasn't in the dictionary. I did this most often in the large German chat room For instance, Germans are very fond of writing "UPS" in capital letters. It made no sense to me. There's no such word in the Worterbuch (dictionary). Do people in Germany love their package delivery that much?
After months of observation I decided that the Germans must be very optimistic people, since my first translation didn't seem to be logical. I thought that "UPS" must be the opposite of "DOWNS", that one speaker was comforting another by reminding them to look on the brighter side of life. How nice.
I'd still ask about the strange word, though. With a click of the mouse and with a stranger's permission, one could write to someone in real time one-on-one. (This was the mid-1990's and, like many people, I did not have sound on my computer. I could not actually "chat" in the chat room). I would ask about the meaning of "UPS" and always get an "I don't understand". Looking back, I'm sure Germans were telling the truth. Anyway, why would anyone ask the meaning of "UPS"? And how could anyone translate such a subtle concept as "UPS" to someone else, particularly when one person writes poor English and the other person writes poor German?
More than a decade and a half later, I realize that UPS is UPS, and nearly impossible to explain succinctly. Spell the word as "OOOPS!" and everything becomes clear. Unfortunately, Germans always misspell this word.
My point is that it is very easy for people who are unfamiliar with a foreign language or country to make awful mistakes. We need to be aware of how easily misunderstandings can occur. We need to have a completely different sensibility when interacting with someone who is not familiar with our language and customs.
Someone tell that to Donkey. Donkey is the one that started the war between Wales, northern Belgium, and the Netherlands.
Who was this jerk? I had never seen Donkey's name in the Dutch room before. I think it must have been Donkey's first time. And also his last time. Someone drew his Scheveningen on Donkey just for fun, and poked for fun at him. I don't think the Dutchman meant any malice toward Donkey. I'm almost positive that poking a Scheveningen at a "vreemdeling" (foreigner?) is just a friendly custom in the Netherlands. Many times I've seen Netherlanders draw their Scheveningen on foreigners they're meeting for the first time. It happened to me, and I just told the Netherlanders (or Nederlanders) that I didn't have sound on my computer, and they accepted that. But Donkey got extremely offended when the Dutchman pointed his Scheveningen at him.
It had not been a threat. It had not been an insult. After Donkey had stormed out (if you can imagine such a thing in an online chat room), the very ashamed Dutchman had moaned in writing, "I was poking for fun at him. I did not mean to make him angry."
Good Lord, Donkey. This is a nation that never corrects anyone even when they call their country by some ridiculous name. These people are that nice. Every dictionary in the world calls these people "Hollanders" and their country "Holland" and they never, never object! What country is "Holland"? The Netherlands has a couple of provinces called Noord Holland and Zuid Holland and, since the time of Adam and Eve, the people of the Netherlands have regarded this as "close enough" to the name of their country. Huh?
I wouldn't want to be called an Iowan just because I live in the United States of America, not that there is anything wrong with being an Iowan. But I don't live in Iowa. I live in another state. Call me an American, not an Iowan.
There is no such thing as a Hollander. There is no such country as Holland. But no Dutch person has ever explained this to anyone! What have they been thinking all these centuries? What?
It's okay to gently contradict the rest of the world, Nederlanders. Really.
And you, Donkey. These are the kind of people you started a war with? Just because some Dutchman poked a Scheveningen at you for fun. What were you thinking? Then you went to Wales (I assume) and whipped the entire country into a boiling froth?
Why would someone so easily fly into a rage at the Dutch? I don't know. Especially someone who had taken the trouble to learn the Dutch language, called Nederlands or Vlaams. The situation didn't seem that volatile, even after I more carefully later translated the chat room pages I'd printed. At first, Donkey seemed like any other foreign visitor except that he came in and began writing what I have to assume was correct Dutch. I also cannot explain his fluency. Wasn't his character supposed to be a phoney Welshman? Didn't Donkey pick up the wrong script? Ersatz Welsh aren't supposed to speak or write fluent Dutch, are they?
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/111011 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!