
1 
 

 

  



2 
 

Once Upon a Time via ICT 

2018-1-CZ01-KA229-048069 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The European Commission support for the production of this book does not constitute an 

endorsement of the contents, which reflects the views only of the authors, and the Commission 

cannot be held responsible for any use, which may be made of the information contained therein. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 
 

Participants of the project 

 

Základní škola Lanškroun, Bedřicha Smetany 460. okr. Ústí nad Orlicí,  

The Czech Republic 

 

 

Istituto Comprensivo Cena, Cerveteri IT, Italy 

 

 

Šiaulių ‘Saulėtekio‘ Gymnasium, Šiauliai, Lithuania 

 

Airães Secondary School, Airães, Felgueiras, Portugal 

 

 

 

IES Andrés de Vandelvira, Baeza, Spain 

 

 

Vakıfbank Atatürk Secondary School, Anamur, Turkey 

 

 

 



4 
 

Once Upon a Time via ICT  

2018-1-CZ01-KA229-048069 
 

In nowadays society the image of children being read national fairy tales and legends by their parents 

or grandparents seems to disappear. What used to be a daily routine thirty, fifty years ago is now a 

past time relic that survives only in some of the families as something that “is good to do.” In these 

days children have so many cartoons and fantasy stories to watch on TV or computer that they have 

no reason to take a book and read. The aim of the project was to show our pupils that fairy tales and 

legends are not something that should be taken to the dump of the forgotten past. We wanted them to 

understand that fairy tales and legends are timeless, they are full of experience, morality, dreams, 

longings and sense of rightness. They give us a chance that the good conquers the evil, and help us 

understand what is good and what is bad. So we decided to put fairy tales and legends from different 

European countries together to show our pupils that all the mankind, regardless of what place they 

come from, have the same moral grounds, the same hopes and longings, the same notion of what is 

good and bad. We all grow from similar ground, breathe the same air and fight similar problems. All 

this is inscribed in fairy tales and legends.  

 

Throughout the project our pupils read and translated four national or regional fairy tales or legends 

into English to make them available for pupils and teachers from other partner countries.  During 

project meetings all the participants worked with the stories thus exploring national folk heritage that 

had formed self-determination of all the partner countries. This experience has helped us to 

understand each other, find similarities and accept differences. 

 

We believe that reading is a very important skill and activity that should be supported and practiced. 

What more, teaching through stories is highly motivating for children and provides authentic context 

for their learning. Therefore we decided to accompany our book of stories with a workbook containing 

a variety of exercises for each story. To make the learning even more engaging we created various 

kinds of learning materials such as board games, memory games and on-line materials. All the stories 

are also available as eBook and audiobook on our project website www.outviaict.com together with 

all the accompanying materials.  
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Grandpa and Grandma live with a little boy called Budulínek in a small cottage near a forest. 

Grandpa and Grandma often go to the forest for wood and Budulínek stays home alone. 

Grandma tells him: “Be a good boy, play and don t́ open the door!  You have peas in the oven.” 

Budulínek is playing and then he gets hungry, so he eats peas. Suddenly, a fox comes and she 

asks him: “Budulínek, give me the peas, I ĺl give you a ride on my tail.” “No, I won t́,” 

Budulínek answers. But the fox asks again and again: “Budulínek, give me the peas, I ĺl give 

you a ride on my tail! We ĺl go over the bench and around the room.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Budulínek eats his peas and he 

still has something left. So he 

opens the door for the fox, 

pushes the plate and says: 

“Here you are!” The fox eats 

the peas. She takes Budulínek 

on her tail, gives him a ride 

over the bench, around the 

room, and then she takes him 

to the fields, from fields to the 
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forest and “Poof!” they jump into the fox´s den!  

When Grandpa and Grandma come home, Budulínek is not there. They search and search, but 

they can t́ find him. Grandma starts crying. She is calling her Budulínek again and again. When 

Grandpa sees her, he takes his violin, gives a drum to grandma and they go to find Budulínek. 

They are walking in the forest. Suddenly they come to a fox´s den. They are listening for a 

while. It looks like there is their Budulínek crying inside.  

  

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Grandpa tunes his violin, grandma takes a drum. They both start playing and singing. “We have 

got a violin and a nice drum, there are three little foxes and our Budulínek.” When the old fox 

hears it, she says to a little fox: “Go and tell them to stop playing, I have a headache.”  The 

Young fox pokes its head out of the den, Grandpa grabs it and puts it into the bag! They play 

and sing again: “We have got a violin and a nice drum, there are two little foxes and our 

Budulínek. “When the old fox hears it, she says to another little fox: “Go and tell them to stop 

playing, I have a headache”. Another young fox pokes its head out of the den and Grandpa 

grabs it and puts it into the bag. 

 

They play and sing again: “We have got a violin and a nice drum, there is one little fox and our 

Budulínek.” When the old fox hears it, she says to another little fox: “Go and tell them to stop 
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playing, I have a headache.” The last young fox pokes its head out of the den, Grandpa grabs it 

and puts it into the bag! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

They start playing again: “We have got a violin and a 

nice drum, there is one old fox and our Budulínek.” 

The old fox gets angry: “Where are my children, they 

are all outside, so I must go there, too.” As she pokes 

her head out of the hole, Grandpa catches her and puts 

her into the bag. Then he ties up the bag. Grandpa 

takes Budulínek out of the hole. Budulínek cries and 

promises, that he will never be disobedient again. 

Grandpa and Grandma are happy and forgive him. 

Grandpa drops the bag with foxes on the ground, he 

finds a stick and hits the foxes. Then he unties the bag 

and lets the foxes go away. How fast they are running!  
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Once upon a time, there was an old king. One day an old lady brought him a rare snake 

in a basket. She told the king that if he eats it, he will understand what animals say. 

The king commanded his servant Jiřík to cook the snake. “But you must not taste a bit, 

otherwise you will die!” he warned him. 

 

“What a strange fish it is,” Jiřík thinks, “it looks like a snake. I'm a cook so I must taste 

what I prepare for my king.” He tasted a piece, and suddenly he could hear flies in the 

kitchen buzzing: “We want a bit, too! We want a bit, too!” Outside the windows he 

could hear geese quacking: “Where are you going, where are you going?!” “For barley, 

for barley!” “Oh, what a fish it is!” he put one more bit into his mouth and brought the 

dish to the king. 

 

After lunch, the king ordered Jiřík to take a horse ride with him. As they were riding 

along the green field, Jiřík's horse jumped and croaked: “Hehe, brother, I'm so light 

that I could jump over the mountains!” The other horse said: “I'd like to jump, too, but 

I'm carrying the old man. He would fall and kill himself.” Jiřík´s horse replied: “It does 

not matter. Instead of the old one you will carry a young one.” Jiřík laughed, but the 

king understood the language of horses too.  The king knew immediately that Jiřík had 

also tasted the snake. He commanded to return back to the castle quickly. He ordered 

Jiřík to pour him a glass of wine. “If you spill the wine,” the king warned Jiřík, “You 

will lose your head.” When Jiřík was pouring the wine into the glass, two birds sat on 

the window sill. One of them had three pieces of golden hair in his beak. “Give them 

to me,” said the first one. “I won’t give them to you, they are mine. I saw them, when 

they fell on the ground, while the golden haired girl was combing her hair.” When Jiřík 

heard it, he looked at the birds and spilled the wine. “You will be executed!” the king 

shouted. “But if you bring me the golden haired girl to be my wife, I will have mercy 

with you.” 

 

Jiřík saddled his horse and set out on 

a journey. He came to a dark forest 

and saw that a bush next to the road 

was on fire. Under the bush there 

was an ant hill and the ants with their 

eggs were running to and fro. “Help, 

Jiřík, help,” they were crying, “we 

are going to die in the fire!” Jiřík 
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quickly jumped off his horse and put the fire out. “When you need help, remember us, 

we’ll help you.” 

 

Then Jiřík rode through the forest until he came to a tall fir tree. On the top there was 

a raven nest and on the ground there were two small ravens. “We don’t have anything 

to eat, we can’t fly yet and our father and mother have flown away”, they were crying. 

“Help, Jiřík, help!” Jiřík jumped off his horse and thrust a sword in his side so that the 

ravens could have something to eat. “When you need our help, remember us and we 

will help you, too.” 

 

Then Jiřík had to walk. He went for a long time until he saw a large sea. Ashore, two 

fishermen were having an argument. They caught a golden fish in a net and they both 

wanted it for themselves. “My net, my fish!” the first one said. But the other one 

argued: “My boat, my fish!” “Sell me the fish and I will pay you well. You may split 

the money in half,” Jiřík offered them. He gave them all his money and let the fish go 

back into the water. “Jiřík, when you need me, I’ll help you,” the fish said. “Where are 

you going?” the fishermen asked Jiřík.  “I’m going for a golden haired maid, but I don’t 

know where to look for her,” Jiřík replied. “That’s easy,” the fishermen said. “It’s 

Zlatovláska, a daughter of the king who lives in the castle on the island. We’ll take you 

there. But be careful to choose the golden haired maid right. The king has twelve 

daughters and only one of them has golden hair.” 

 

When Jiřík came to the castle, he immediately asked the king to give him Zlatovláska 

for his king to be his wife. The king promised to give him Zlatovláska, but first he must 

accomplish three tasks. 

 

Next morning the king told Jiřík: “My Zlatovláska had a necklace of pearls and she 

tore it. The pearls spilled into high grass in the meadow. You have to find all the lost 

pearls. None of them can be missing.” 

 

Jiřík went to the meadow, he knelt down and started to look for the pearls. He was 

looking for ages, but he couldn´t see a pearl. “If my ants were here, they´d certainly 

help me,” he thought. “Here we are,” the ants called, “we´ll collect the pearls.” Later, 

when the king counted the pearls, none of them was missing. 
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The second morning Jiřík went to the king again. “There is another task for you,” the 

king told him. “Zlatovláska was swimming in the sea and she lost a gold ring. You 

have to find it and bring it back.” 

 

Jiřík went to the sea, walked on the shore and was sad. The sea was deep, it was not 

possible to see the ring. “Oh, if my golden fish were here, she could help me!” Suddenly 

the golden fish appeared. “Here I am and I´d love to help you.” In a while, she was 

back with the ring. 

 

The King praised Jiřík again. The third day he gave him the last task. “You must bring 

me the water of death and the water of life.” Jiřík didn’t know where to look for it. He 

walked and walked until he came to the dark forest. “Oh, if my ravens were here, they 

would certainly help me!” “Here we are. What do you want?” Jiřík answered: “I am 

supposed to bring the water of death and the water of life to the king, but I don’t know 

where to look for it.” “We know, wait a moment and we will bring it to you.” 

 

Jiřík hurried to the palace. On the way he saw a cobweb between the trees. A big spider 

was sitting there and eating a fly. Jiřík took a bottle with the water of death and 

sprinkled the spider. The spider fell down and it was dead at once. Then he sprinkled 

the fly with the water of life, the fly flew out of the cobweb and thanked Jiřík for rescue. 

“Jiřík, I will help you to guess, which of the twelve girls Zlatovláska is.”  

 

The King saw that Jiřík accomplished the third task as well. “I will give you 

Zlatovláska, but you must choose her by yourself.” He showed Jiřík to a big hall where 

twelve girls were sitting around a table. They were wearing veils on their heads so that 

Jiřík could not see their hair. He was desperate. Suddenly something whispered to his 

ear: “Buzz-buzz! Go around the table, I´ll tell you, which one Zlatovláska is.” That was 

the fly, which he had saved with the water of life. “That´s not her, that´s not her either, 

this is Zlatovláska!” he exclaimed. Zlatovláska stood up, took off the veil and her hair 

started to shine all over the room. 
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Then Jiřík and Zlatovláska set on a journey to the old king. When the king saw his 

bride, he commanded to prepare a wedding quickly. Then he let Jiřík executed. 

Zlatovláska asked the king for Jiřík´s dead body. The king agreed. Zlatovláska 

sprinkled Jiřík with the water of death and his body and head grew back together. Then 

she sprinkled Jiřík with the water of life and he came back to life again. He was even 

younger and more handsome. 

 

When the king saw how young and handsome Jiřík was, he wanted to be younger, too. 

He ordered his people to cut off his head and sprinkle his body with the water. They 

did exactly what he said, but they sprinkled the water of life instead of the water of 

death and his head didn’t grow back to his body. Then they sprinkled the water of 

death. His head grew back to his body but the king was still dead, because they didn´t 

have enough water of life to resurrect him. And since a kingdom can’t exist without a 

king, Jiřík became the new king and Zlatovláska became the queen.  
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Libuše and Přemysl 
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Once upon a time there lived a princess 

called Libuše. She was a Czech mythical 

duchess and a wife of Přemysl the 

Ploughman, the founder of Přemysl 

dynasty. 

 

Our ancestors didn´t have a judge who 

would solve their disputes. The last word 

had the person who was their leader. For 

many years it was the duke Krok, then his 

daughter Libuše took over this 

responsibility. She was wise and fair. People 

asked her and often turned to her for advice 

or to solve a dispute.  

 

One day, two neighbours, the mayors of the kins, had an argument about a field. They 

had been arguing for a long time and none of them wanted to give up. So they went to 

Vyšehrad to see Libuše. Libuše was sitting on a throne under an old linden. In front of 

the throne there was a long queue of people, who also came to ask Libuše for help. 

When the mayors in dispute came to Libuše, she listened to them. She decided the right 

is on the side of the younger mayor and that he and his kin were entitled to have the 

field. 
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The older of the mayors, who lost the dispute, got angry. "How can a woman decide? 

A woman is said to have long hair, but short reason. Shame on the men who the woman 

rules!" he shouted. Libuše replied, "Well, if you want to be ruled and judged by a male, 

you will have it. Let the Council decide who will become a new ruler and my husband, 

too." She got up, went to the castle and sent messengers for her two sisters, Teta and 

Kazi. 

 

 

 

Then she went to the garden to a sacred place. There stood a statue of Perun, the god 

of storm, thunder and lightning. She was thinking how important it was to pick the 

right man in the lead. She begged the gods for advice. Right in the morning, Libuše 

summoned all the nations to the assembly. It was after harvest, people had finished 

their work so they could make a trip to Vyšehrad. On the appointed day, people came 

from all over the country. They filled the entire courtyard of the castle. Duchess Libuše 

was sitting on the high throne. Her sisters were sitting beside her.  
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Libuše greeted all of them and then she said: “I understand that you do not appreciate 

freedom. That's why I have decided not to rule you anymore. You want to have a man 

as your leader. You want a ruler to whom your sons and daughters will serve, who will 

take your best horses, cattle and canvases, to whom you will pay taxes. On the other 

hand, you will no longer be ruled by a woman. I don't want to scare you, I am just 

saying what the gods told me. So 

choose your duke. If you want, I will 

be happy to advise you and tell you 

who would be the best.” “Yes, tell 

us!”  

 

Libuše stood up and pointed toward 

the Midnight Mountains. "Behind 

those mountains, there is a small 

river called Bělina. Near the river, 

there is a village where the Stadic 

family lives. One hundred and 

twenty steps from the village your 

future duke is ploughing a field with 

two oxen. One ox has a white head, 

the other has a white back and hind 

legs. Go there and bring the man. 

This is your next ruler and my 

husband. His name is Přemysl.” 

 

Mayors of the kins did not wait and wanted to set out on the journey immediately. 

Libuše gave them her horse not to stray. “When the horse stops and neighs, you will 

be there,” she said. Libuše let to bring her white horse with a beautiful thick mane and 

a nicely decorated saddle. She added dignified clothes for the future duke and the 

mayors finally set on the journey. 

 

After three days, the group of riders led by the white horse eventually arrived to a 

village which was located in a valley. When they met a small boy, they asked him if 

the village was called Stadice and if Přemysl lived there. “Yes, this is Stadice and you 

can find Přemysl over there in the field.” 
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After a while, they saw a strong young man ploughing the field with a plough pulled 

by two mottled oxen. The horse, that Libuše gave them, immediately ran to the man. 

The others followed. The mayors took the duke's suit from the horse's saddle, then 

greeted Přemysl and bowed deeply to him. Přemysl was very surprised, so they quickly 

explained why they came.  

 

“The gods have decided that you'll be our duke. We plead you to let your oxen go, to 

put on this suit and go with us to Vyšehrad. Duchess Libuše and all the Czechs are 

expecting you as their next duke. We have chosen you as our judge, protector and 

duke.” 

 

Přemysl let the oxen go, took the plough and turned it over. He picked up a bast bag 

from grass and a jug with wine, „ I invite you to have breakfast with me,” he said and 

took out a loaf of bread and some cheese. They sat next to him and started to eat. “Why 

are we eating in the field on the overturned plough and not somewhere on comfortable 

grass?” they asked. 

 

“So that you know, that my kin will be iron like and so will the government. We should 

keep iron in respect. In peaceful times, it helps us to work on our fields, in the time of 

wars, it protects us from our enemies. Till the Czechs have their iron table, no one will 

conquer them. But if strangers steal it, they’ll lose their freedom.” Přemysl finished his 

speech, he got up and went to the village to say goodbye to his people. Then he put on 

noble clothes that Libuše had prepared for him and he took the bast bag and shoes with 

him. He sat on his white horse and they all went home. On the way the men asked him 

why he had just an ordinary bag and bast shoes. "So that my descendants know what 

their origin is, and to remember that we are all equal." 

 

When they came closer to Vyšehrad, Libuše with her accompaniment went out to 

welcome them. She looked beautiful. She had a white flowing dress, a silver diadem 

and an amber necklace. People were coming from all sides. They all wanted to see their 

new ruler. Přemysl and Libuše greeted themselves and everyone could see how 

beautiful couple they were.  
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Soon there was a big wedding. Large tables were full of treats, delicacies and sweets, 

big jugs were full of tasty mead. Musicians were playing, people were singing, talking 

and looking forward to what future will bring for them. They were celebrating till the 

morning. Everyone was laughing, even the sun was smiling. 
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The Story of Forefather Čech 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Czech Republic 
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Once upon a time there was a country that doesn’t exist anymore. Its name was 

Charvátsko. There lived Slavic people near the river Visla. They were similar and they 

could talk to each other, because they spoke similar languages. But they couldn’t agree 

on anything. They argued about farmlands, forests and animals. Finally they started to 

fight and the country became a bad land for living. Those days two brothers, Čech and 

Lech, dukes of mighty family, decided to leave their country and find a new place to 

live.  

 

 

 

They went to the west together with their families and friends. It was a long journey 

through deep forests, across the rivers and over the hills. When they crossed the river 

Vltava (Moldau), they were all very exhausted. They decided to stay overnight and 

have some rest. Suddenly duke Čech pointed to a high mountain rearing up above the 

flat land. In the morning Čech climbed on the top of the mountain. He looked around 

and saw that the country was wide, fertile, and full of forests, hayfields and rivers. 

 

When Čech came down, he summoned all the people together and said: “This is the 

country we have been looking for. The country full of animals, birds and fishes. But it 
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hasn’t got a name yet. How will we call it?” “Your! Your name!” the people cried. So 

they called the land Čechy. Čech was moved and also very pleased by this. He knelt 

down, kissed the land and blessed it. Then they lit a fire and celebrated. 

 

Soon hard work began. People divided the land among themselves and started to 

cultivate it. They cut down the trees, prepared new fields, built new wooden houses. 

They built fences, where they kept cattle. They built hives, where they kept bees for 

honey. Women took care of the household, spun, made cloth, sewed clothes. The men 

grazed herds, worked on the fields, and chased wild animals in the forests. Soon all the 

families had houses, barns, stables and sheds surrounded by the fences. Among the 

buildings, just in the middle, there was a space called a village square. It was the place, 

where people met, helped each other, talked and rejoiced. They were well and happy.  

 

 
 

Life in the new country was pleasant. Whistles could be heard from the pastures, people 

were singing in the fields, orchards and meadows. The silence was only at noon when 

people were having a rest. At this time they were also afraid of Polednice. It was a 

mythical white-dressed old and ugly woman who punished disobedient children or 

those who did not keep a noon siesta. 
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People were also afraid of Jezinky, mythical wild women living in caves in forests. 

They put people wandering in the forest to sleep and then took out their eyes.  Other 

scary creatures were Bludičky or mermaids who lured wanderers at night to the swamps 

where they got drown. 

 

But the scariest of all was Perun, the god of storm, thunder and lightning. To gain 

Perun’s favour, people often brought gifts to wells, such as chickens or pigeons. In 

every building in the village there were pictures of elders at sacred place next to the 

fireplace, which protected the whole family from dark forces.   

 

In autumn and winter people met in big rooms, they threw wood into fire, men repaired 

or made tools and weapons, women made materials and clothes. Together they told 

stories to each other from the times when they had still lived in their old homeland. 

They prayed to their elders, so they would protect them. 

 

The ruler of winter was Morgana. She was a goddess of death. Nobody liked her. When 

the days started to get longer, the sun gathered strength and the ice in rivers and lakes 

began to melt. People started to sing again, they ran to the water with a figurine made 

of hay. It was the symbol of Morgana, the goddess of winter, that must have been drown 

so that winter would end and Vesna, the goddess of Spring could take over the reins. 

 

When the sun was highest, meadows were blooming all over the country; the grain was 

ripening, the day of solstice started. People celebrated and burnt fires to praise the sun, 

which was giving them strength. 

 

Summer ended, autumn came and then winter followed again. A year came after year, 

the number of kins increased. More people came from their old homeland. More 

settlements were built, which were expanding to all the world sides. Castles and 

mansions were built to protect not only people, but also herds of cattle. They were built 

on hills and mountains, next to the rivers and between forests, so that they were hard 

to approach and conquer. 
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In short time the landscape around the mountain Říp was densely populated. That's 

why Lech, the younger brother of Čech, decided to leave and go to the east to find a 

new place for living.  

 

It was a sad parting because they loved each other. "I will never forget that I am from 

the same family. That's why I'm not going too far away.  When we settle down, I will 

let you know. Three days after we leave, climb to the top of the mountain Říp and I 

will light a big fire at our new home. That's where you will always find us." Lech said. 

 

On the third day, while it was still dark, the Czechs climbed to the top of the mountain 

Říp and looked around in all directions. In the long distance, they really saw a fire and 

smoke. They knew that it was Lech's new home. And because there was a giant smoke 

all day long, they named the place Kouřim (Kouř means smoke in Czech). 

 

As the days, months and years passed, duke Čech grew old and was losing his strength. 

When he was 86, he died. All the people cried for him like for their own father. But 

they comforted themselves with the idea that Čech would go to heaven where there is 

never-ending spring, and where nothing bothers or hurts him anymore. They dressed 

him in a new shirt and a cloak, put on new shoes, and a beautiful hat lined with sable 

fur on his head. Then they built a funeral pyre and placed their beloved Čech on the 

top. They installed a jar of mead, bread, meat, fruit, vegetables and his spear and sword 

next to his dead body. Then they lit the fire and said their final good bye to their loved 

Čech with a song.  

 

When the fire was over, people picked up his ashes, put it together with bones into a 

box and buried it in a grave together with his weapons. Then they made a tombstone 

and a high barrow of clay soil.  

 

For many years, the tomb was a place that people often visited, remembering their 

beloved Čech with great respect. Even nowadays we don´t forget him as each of us, 

Czechs, bears his name.  
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Pinocchio 

 

  

 

 

Italy  
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Once upon a time in Tuscany, Italy, there was a carpenter called Master Cherry because 

he had his nose red like a cherry. He found a block of wood   which he wanted to carve 

into a leg for his table. When he began, however, the log shouted out. Frightened by 

the talking log, Master Cherry decided to give it to his neighbour Geppetto, an 

extremely poor man who wanted to make a living as a puppeteer in hopes of earning 

"a crust of bread and a glass of wine." 

 

Geppetto carved the block into a boy and named him "Pinocchio".  From the start 

Pinocchio showed his mischievous attitude; as soon as Geppetto completed carving 

Pinocchio's feet the puppet kicked him. When Geppetto finished the puppet he taught 

him to walk, but Pinocchio 

ran out of the door. A 

policeman, assuming that 

Geppetto mistreated 

Pinocchio, took the old 

carpenter to prison. 

Hungry, Pinocchio came 

back to Geppetto's house to 

get something to eat. There 

he met a Talking Cricket 

that had lived in the house 

for over a century and 

warned him of the perils of disobedience and hedonism. Since Pinocchio didn’t want 

to listen to it, he threw a hammer at the cricket and accidentally killed it. That evening, 

Pinocchio fell asleep with his feet on the stove, and when he woke up he found out that 

they had burned off. When Geppetto came back from prison he made Pinocchio a new 

pair of feet. In gratitude, Pinocchio promised to be a good boy and to attend school.  

The next morning   Geppetto sold his only coat to buy him a school book. 

 

On his way to school, Pinocchio saw the Great Marionette Theatre, and he sold his 

school book to buy a ticket for the show. The marionettes on stage recognized him in 

the audience and invited him to join them. They stopped the show and the puppet 

master, Fire Eater, became angry. The puppet master initially decided to use Pinocchio 

as firewood but he started to sneeze, as a sign that he liked the puppet and eventually 

released him and gave him five gold pieces to give to his father. 
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On his way home Pinocchio met a fox and a cat. The Cat pretended to be blind, and the 

Fox pretended to be lame. A white blackbird tried to help Pinocchio and warn him of 

their lies, but it was eaten by the Cat. Then the two animals persuaded Pinocchio to 

plant his coins in the Field of Miracles outside the city of Catchfools, in order to get a 

tree with gold coins. They decided to stop at an inn for the night and continue their 

journey the following day. Pinocchio fell asleep at the inn. The clever animals 

instructed the innkeeper to tell Pinocchio that they would meet him at the Field of 

Miracles the next morning. 

 

Despite warnings from the Talking Cricket's ghost, Pinocchio went toward Catchfools, 

where the disguised Fox and Cat ambushed him. He managed to escape and ran to a 

white house in the wood after biting off the Cat's paw. That was the Blue fairy‘s house. 

At first Pinocchio told her lies when she asked about his adventures, but then when he 

saw his nose getting longer and longer he decided not to tell more lies. The Fairy called 

three woodpeckers to eat the puppet’s nose with their beaks. Pinocchio left the Fairy’s 

house after promising to be a good puppet, but along the way once again he met the 

Fox and Cat. 

 

They persuaded Pinocchio to follow them to the magic Field of Miracles where he 

planted his coins. Pinocchio then left for the twenty minutes that it would take for his 

gold to grow into gold coin trees. In the meantime the Fox and the Cat dug up the coins 

and ran away. 

 

Once returned, Pinocchio learnt of the Fox and the Cat's treachery from a parrot who 

mocked him for falling in their tricks. Pinocchio rushed to the Catchfools courthouse 

where reported the theft of the coins to a gorilla judge. Although he was moved by 

Pinocchio's plea, the judge sentenced Pinocchio to four months in prison for the crime 

of foolishness. Fortunately, there was an amnesty so all criminals were released early 

by the jailers. Finally Pinocchio left Catchfools. 

 

Pinocchio then wanted to come back to the Fairy's house in the forest, but he ended up 

into a farmer's yard and stole some grapes because he was hungry. He was caught in a 

weasel trap on the farm. The farmer found Pinocchio and tied him up in the doghouse 

to guard the chicken coop. When Pinocchio foiled the chicken-stealing weasels, the 
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farmer freed the puppet as a reward. Pinocchio finally came to where the fairy’s cottage 

was, he found nothing but a gravestone, and believed that the Fairy had died of sorrow. 

 

A friendly pigeon noticed Pinocchio mourning the Fairy's death and offered to give 

him a ride to the seashore, from where Geppetto had left on a boat to look for Pinocchio. 

Pinocchio was washed ashore when he tried to swim to his father. Once on the beach 

Pinocchio recognized the Fairy, now miraculously old enough to be his mother. He 

promised her to go to school and to try his best to be good for one whole year, then he 

would become a real boy. 

 

Pinocchio studied hard and was at the top of his class, but the other schoolboys were 

jealous and they tricked Pinocchio by saying they had seen a large sea monster at the 

sea which had swallowed Geppetto. A fight with his schoolmates followed, Pinocchio 

injured one of them so the puppet escaped. During his escape, Pinocchio saved a 

drowning Mastiff named Alidoro. In exchange, Alidoro later saved Pinocchio from The 

Green Fisherman, who was going to eat the marionette, while Pinocchio was returning 

home. After meeting a Snail that worked for the Fairy, Pinocchio was given another 

chance by the Blue Lady. 

 

Once again Pinocchio did excellently at school. But, unfortunately, he met a bad guy 

named Candlewick who didn’t like the school. He invited Pinocchio to go to a place 

called Toyland where children played all day long and never studied. Pinocchio went 

along with him and they were taken to Toyland by a Coachman. They had a wonderful 

time for about five months at Toyland. 

 

One morning, Pinocchio and Candlewick woke up with donkeys' ears. A Dormouse 

told Pinocchio that he had got a donkey fever: boys who do nothing but play and never 

study always turn into donkeys. Soon both Pinocchio and Candlewick were fully 

transformed, and Pinocchio was sold to a circus by The Coachman. He was trained by 

the ringmaster to do tricks until he fell and sprained his leg. The ringmaster then sold 

Pinocchio to a man who wanted to skin him and make a drum with his skin. The man 

threw the donkey into the sea to drown him. But when he retrieved the corpse, he found 

a living marionette. Pinocchio explained that the fish ate all the donkey skin off him, 

and he was now a puppet again. 
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Pinocchio dived back into the water and swam out to sea to look for his father. He saw 

the big Dog Fish and was swallowed by it. Inside the Dog Fish, Pinocchio unexpectedly 

found Geppetto, who had been 

living there for a while. 

Pinocchio and Geppetto lit a 

fire in the Dog Fish’s belly, it 

sneezed because of the smoke, 

so they managed to escape. 

 

Geppetto and Pinocchio came 

to a small house, where the 

Talking Cricket’s ghost lived. It 

told them to stay and revealed 

that he had received his house from a little goat with blue hair. Then Pinocchio got a 

job. He worked for a farmer and he recognized the farmer's dying donkey as his friend 

Candlewick. 

 

Some months later Pinocchio went to town with the forty pennies that he had saved to 

buy his father a new suit. 

There he discovered that the 

Fairy was ill and needed his 

money to be treated. 

Pinocchio instantly decided 

to give her all his money. 

That night, he dreamt that the 

Fairy visited him and kissed 

him. 

 

When he woke up, he was a 

real boy at last. His former 

puppet body lied lifeless on a chair. Furthermore, Pinocchio found out that the Fairy 

has left him a new suit, boots, and a bag in which there were forty freshly-minted gold 

coins. When Geppetto saw the boy, he cried and hugged him and they lived happily 

ever after. 
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Romolus and Remus 

Between Legend and History 

 

Italy 
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Heneas, who escaped the destruction of Troy, came to Italy after a long wandering and 

he founded the city of Lavinio. His son, Ascanius, a few years later, founded the city 

of Albalonga giving life to the dynasty from which Romolus and Remus themselves 

were born.  

 

Many years passed and the dynasty continued. Then arrived Numitor, a good king who 

had an evil brother. When Numitor was king of Albalonga, his brother Amulius took 

possession of the throne and forced Numitor’s daughter, Rhea Silvia, to become a 

Vestal and to make a vow of chastity, so that she could not have children. He didn’t 

want Rhea Silvia to have no sons to become 

Numitor’s heirs.  

 

His plan seemed to work at the beginning, but one 

day Mars, the God of War, saw Rhea Silvia and fell 

in love with her. Some time later she gave birth to 

twin boys Romulus and Remus This was a scandal 

because Vestals couldn’t have any children. 

Moreover, the king was scared that someday 

Romulus and Remus would overthrow him and 

take his throne. So he ordered his slave to leave the 

boys in a basket on the Tiber River. He figured they 

would soon die. 

 

The twins floated in the basket down the 

river. They were saved thanks to the help 

of the god Tiberinus, Father of the River, 

and survived. A she-wolf rescued the two 

babies and looked after them in a cave now 

known as the Lupercal. She protected 

them from other wild animals. A friendly 

woodpecker helped to find them food. The 

she-wolf nursed them and finally brought 

them to a shepherd named Faustolus and 

his wife, who raised them. The twins were their biggest joy, since they couldn’t have 

any children of their own. 
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When Romolus and Remus grew 

up, one day Remus was captured 

and taken to the king Amulius. He 

discovered his true identity. 

Romulus gathered some shepherds 

to rescue his brother. They ended up 

killing the king.  

 

When the city learned who the boys 

were, they offered to crown them as 

joint kings. They could be rulers of their homeland. However, they turned down the 

crowns because they wanted to found their own city. The twins left and set out to find 

the perfect spot for their city. The twins eventually came to the place where Rome is 

located today. They both liked the general area, but each wanted to place the city on a 

different hill. After arriving in the area of the seven hills, they disagreed about the hill 

upon which to build. Romulus preferred the Palatine Hill, above the Lupercal; Remus 

preferred the Aventine Hill. When they could not resolve the dispute, they agreed to 

wait for a sign from the gods, called an augury, to determine which hill to use. Remus 

saw the sign of six vultures first, but Romulus saw twelve. 

 

Each claimed to have 

won. Romulus went ahead and 

started building a wall around 

Palatine Hill. However, Remus 

was jealous and began to make 

fun of Romulus' wall. At one 

point Remus jumped over the 

wall to show how easy it was to 

cross. Romulus became angry 

and killed Remus. 

 

He officially founded the city on April 21, 753 BC and his reign was long and happy. 

He was remembered later as a good king. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aventine_Hill
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When he was old and his life was at the end, he 

felt that the end was coming and decided to 

organize a gathering in the Fields of Mars, the 

centre of Rome, with all of his citizens. 

 

When all the Romans were present and the sun 

was high in the sky, he stood up on a stage. All 

of a sudden, a huge and thick fog came from the 

sky, covering the square. The Romans couldn’t 

see anything and didn’t understand what was 

happening. When the fog finally disappeared, 

Romolus had disappeared. People looked for 

him everywhere, but they couldn’t find him. 

From that moment on, he was praised and 

celebrated as one of the Gods, because people 

knew that their king had gone to stay with his 

father Mars and his peers. He was 

called Quirinus and a new holiday 

was established to celebrate him by 

his successor Numa Pompilius: the 

Quirinalia, performed every year 

in February. This holiday is still 

present nowadays in the form of 

the Carnival and one of the old 

Roman traditions for the Carnival 

was to masque and go to a square 

where a big bronze statue of the 

she-wolf nursing the two twins was 

set. This is an important story for Romans because, since their city was started by the 

son of a God, it had to be more powerful than any other city. In fact, the city grew and 

prospered. For over 1,000 years Rome would be one of the most powerful cities in the 

world. 
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The Legend of St.Michael Archangel 

 

 

Italy 
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Once upon a time there was a village of peasants who had built their houses around an 

Etruscan necropolis named Cerveteri, because they thought that in this way they could 

defend themselves from the attack of invading enemies; so they thought they were 

invisible. The city was on the top of a hill, not far from the sea and surrounded by a 

beautiful and rich country. 

 

Everything was quiet, every day flowed peacefully inside the walls of the castle of the 

Prince and Princess Ruspoli, who were very generous with the population. The 

peasants worked the land and raised the animals, the craftsmen worked quiet around 

the building and everyone was happy. The city was rich and prosperous, famous for 

the production of its wine and for the beauty of its surroundings. Someone believed 

that the village of Cerveteri was constantly protected by angels, and someone said that 

in the woods around the village they could also be seen while observing and protecting 

the inhabitants.  

 

The Prince and the Princess were famous for their beautiful and gorgeous parties and 

full of rich and important 

people. In these occasions, 

the whole country lit up 

with a thousand torches, all 

the population took part and 

danced and the music 

reached the sea.  

 

The wealth of this region, 

however, attracted the 

attention of some enemies in 

search of easy treasures. 

One far day, in the early 

morning of 8th May 842 

AD, a ship of Saracen 

pirates passing near the coast sighted the lights in the distance and decided to attack.  

 

They had already tried to conquer other cities along the cost like Ostia and 

Civitavecchia, since 813 AD, but Cerveteri had never been menaced before.  
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The sentinels on the walls saw the ships approaching and gave the alarm. 

Unfortunately, they didn’t have many soldiers nor weapons, so they were pretty aware 

of the fact that the Saracens could easily conquer the city and steal all of their goods. 

In that moment of 

absolute desperation, 

they started to pray. 

The whole city raised 

its prayers to God, 

asking for help. 

 

As they were still 

praying, the Saracens 

landed the ships and 

started their attack, 

but as soon as they 

got off the ships, a 

thick fog descended on the land, confusing them and slowing them down. The 

inhabitants turned all the lights off to avoid giving them any guidance towards the city. 

So, all the citizens had enough time to enter into the city walls and close the city doors. 

The angels that protruded the village had raised the fog as response to their prayers and 

reward for the good faith of the people of Cerveteri. 

 

Notwithstanding the prodigious miracle of the fog, the Saracens were still leading their 

way towards the city, leaded by the sound of the bells of the church that kept on playing. 

The youngest and the strongest 

of the angels was St. Michael 

Archangel, who ran towards the 

castle to further help the 

inhabitants. While he was 

approaching the castle with his 

powerful wings, he saw the 

tower in the fog and he heard 

the bells. He understood that if 

he didn’t stop the bells, the 

Saracens would arrive to the 
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city gates thanks to their sound and the strength of his great love and power suddenly 

stopped the bells.  

 

The music stopped because everyone realized it and gasped. The Saracens, without any 

point of reference and feeling lost in the fog, decided to leave. 

 

When the Saracens were far enough, the fog disappeared and the inhabitants realized 

they were safe, but they didn’t know why. 

 

A young priest decided to climb 

the tower of the church to 

discover why the bells had 

stopped so suddenly. When he got 

to the highest point, he saw with 

astonishment that on the dark iron 

bell a distinct mark of a hand had 

appeared. He told the others what 

he had seen, so the citizens 

decided to celebrate ceremonies 

and immense prayers to thank the generous Archangel.  

 

The news of the miracle spread all over the region, and the general belief that Cerveteri 

was under the divine protection kept her safe and 

sound for many and many years.  

 

Some centuries later, in 1099 AD, Pope Lion IV 

decided to officially acknowledge the merit of the 

Archangel in saving the city and so he named St. 

Michael as the patron of Cerveteri.  

 

From that moment on, every year on May, 8th the 

city celebrates its patron. 
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The Prince Marries the Frog 

Italy 
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Once upon a time there was a King who had three children of marriageable age. In 

order not to have a rivalry over the choice of three brides, he told them, "Take a sling 

and throw a stone as far as you can: where the stone fall there you will take your wife." 

 

The three sons picked up their slings and 

shot. The elder brother threw the stone 

and it reached the roof of a bakery; so he 

got the baker's girl. The second threw and 

his stone reached the house of a weaver. 

The stone of the youngest child fell into 

a ditch. 

 

Immediately after the shot, everyone rushed to the girl to bring their ring. The eldest 

found a young girl as fresh as a newly baked cake, the middle one found a little, pale 

girl, as thin as a thread, and the youngest child 

...searching and searching in that ditch, he only found a 

frog. 

 

They went back to their father to say about their 

girlfriends: "Now," said the King, "whoever gets the best 

bride will inherit the kingdom. In order to find her let's 

have some competitions." And he gave everyone some 

hemp to be spun and returned in three days, to check who 

the best spinner was. 

 

The boys went to their girlfriends and recommended to do their best; and the youngest, 

embarrassed, with that hemp in his hand, went off on the edge of the ditch and called: 

"Frog, frog!" 

Who calls me? 

"Your love that loves you a little.   

– If he doesn't love me, he'll love me... when   he will see me beautiful. 

And the frog jumped out of the water on a leaf. The King's son gave her the hemp and 

told her he would come back to get it three days later. 
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After three days, the older brothers all ran anxiously to their girlfriends’ houses to pick 

up their spun hemp. The baker’s girl had done a good job, but the weaver’s one – it 

was her job – had spun it so well that it looked like silk. 

And the youngest? He went to the ditch: 

"Frog, frog!" 

Who calls me? 

"Your love that loves you a little. 

– If he doesn't love me, he'll love me... when he will see me beautiful. 

The frog jumped on a leaf holding a walnut in its mouth. The prince was a little 

embarrassed to give his father a walnut while his brothers had brought the spun hemp; 

he nevertheless took heart and presented. 

 

The King, who had already scrutinized the works of the baker and the weaver’s girls, 

opened the nut of the youngest while the older brothers were laughing. When the 

walnut was opened, a canvas came out that was so fine that it looked like a spider's 

web, and pulling and pulling, and stretching and stretching, it never ended, and the 

whole throne room was invaded by it. 

"But this canvas never ends!" said the King, and as soon as he pronounced these words 

the canvas ended. 

The father did not want to resign to the idea of a frog becoming the queen. He organised 

another competition.  Three puppies were born to his favourite hunting dog, and he 

gave them to his three children: “Take them to your girlfriends and you will come back 

to pick them up in a month; whoever has taken the best care of them will be the queen.” 

 

After a month  the baker girl's dog had turned in a very  fat  one  because she had fed 

him with a lot of bread; the weaver girl’s one, held on a diet, had become a ravenous 

mastiff. 

 

The youngest son arrived with a small box; the King opened the box and out jumped a 

tiny, beribboned poodle, impeccably groomed and perfumed, that stood on its hind legs 

and marched and counted. 
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Finally the King said, "There is no 

doubt; my youngest son will be king 

and the frog will be queen." 

 

The wedding was arranged, all three 

brothers had to marry on the same 

day. The older brothers went for their 

brides on flowered carriages drawn by 

four horses, and the brides all climbed 

on them wearing feathers and jewels. 

 

The younger brother went to the ditch, and the 

frog waited for him in a carriage made of a fig 

leaf drawn by four snails. They set out: the prince 

went ahead, and the snails followed him pulling 

the leaf with the frog. Every now and then he 

would stop and wait for them, and once he even 

fell asleep. 

 

When he woke up, a gold, velvet decorated carriage with two white horses had stopped 

in front of him, and inside sat a girl as beautiful as the sun in an emerald green gown. 

"Who are you?" asked the youngest son. 

"I am the frog – and since he could not believe 

it, the girl opened a casket containing the fig 

leaf, the frog's skin and four snail shells. "I was 

a princess turned into a frog and the only 

chance I had of getting my human form back 

was for a king's son to agree to marry me the 

way I was." 

 

The King was very pleased, and he told the 

envious older children that those who could not even choose their wives did not deserve 

the Crown. The youngest and his bride became king and queen...and they lived happily 

ever after.   
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Charming Bunny 

 

   

 

 

Lithuania  
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Hundreds of bunnies gathered in the green wood and it started shaking because of their 

good mood.  

They were discussing there a lot and finally 

agreed to open the greatest school of all.  

Having heard that Bunny’s mummy 

decided to let her son to school.  

 

She washed him, sew him pants, a vest. She 

put a cap on him and escorted at all her best. 

 

Bunny put a backpack on and ran to school, 

not to a cabin. On his way he saw some 

flowers, chirping birds and an enormous 

cabbage not a carrot. 

                                                

 

He was so hungry that he decided to    have 

a snack. After his tummy was full, he went 

for a nap. 

 

The sun was shining at its best and in the 

shadow he was having a rest. 

He was sleeping until the doggy started 

barking. He got startled and ran away.  

Met a fox on his way. She suggested 

dancing.  He refused at first but then said 

yes. 
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Many beasts gathered in the wood to have a 

fest. A hedgehog took the harmonica, a 

nightingale – the violin, a wolf – the drums 

and all were having fun. 

Having seen the sunset in horizon, Bunny 

jumped and went flying home. He was the 

one who missed the lessons all. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Next morning he was the first waiting for 

the classes. All the bunnies were superb 

except the one who had missed them all. 

Trembling, shaking Bunny sits and he 

wants just one thing – not to be asked to 

read. But the teacher sees his shake and he 

asks to read him without mistakes. Well, 

Bunny cannot read as he danced yesterday 

indeed. 

 

Teacher writes him two without a hesitation 

too. Bunny’s so upset that he cries and 

stares at aisle, then he sits down in pain. 

 

Many bunnies told him so, ‘Bunny Bunny what a shame! You should learn not dance 

in shade.’ 

 

Little Bunny learned a lesson. Now he’s good and does his best. Lessons, projects are 

his passion not the fests. 
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Gediminas' Dream: The Legend of 

Vilnius 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lithuania  
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This legend relates to Gediminas, Grand Duke 

of Lithuania whose monument stands in 

Cathedral Square. Trakai, one of the most 

stunning cities in the Baltic States, was the 

capital of Lithuania and the home of Grand 

Duke Gediminas in the 14th-century. One day, 

Gediminas went on a hunting trip about 20 

kilometres away from Trakai. To everyone’s fortune, the trip was successful and 

Gediminas killed aurochs (a large wild ox), the biggest animal in Lithuania. 

Overwhelmed with joy, Gediminas decided not to come back to Trakai that night and 

camp in the woods, at Šventaragis valley. That is when he. dreamed a very strange but 

extremely vivid dream.  

 

In his dream, Gediminas saw a 

huge iron wolf standing on the 

hill. That wolf was howling with 

a powerful voice which sounded 

as if hundreds of wolves were 

trapped inside it. In the morning, 

concerned Grand Duke 

Gediminas went to his priest 

Lizdeika and asked for advice. 

Lizdeika was the wisest man in the whole country and the chief pagan priest. 

 

Gediminas described everything what had happened in his dream. Lizdeika assured 

Gediminas that the powerful howl of the wolf meant that the whole world will know 

about the greatness of that capital one day. He told that an iron wolf means that the 

great capital will be located here and a howling of the wolf means that the sound of this 

capital will be heard all over the world. The howling of the wolf, explained the priest, 

represented the fame of the future city: that city will be the capital of Lithuanian lands, 

and its reputation would spread far and wide, as far as the howling of the mysterious 

wolf...  

 

Grand Duke Gediminas immediately sent his men to Šventaragis valley and ordered 

them to start building the castles. The Grand Duke of Lithuania, obeying the will of 

gods, immediately started to build the future capital, and took it the name – Vilnius 
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from the stream of the rapid Vilnia. 

Gediminas ordered to pour a 

mound at the same place he slept. 

On the hill there a castle was built, 

nowadays it is called Gediminas 

castle. 

 

Gediminas’ Castle Tower or like 

the locals call it Gediminas’ Tower 

is a symbol of Lithuania and the most photogenic object in whole Vilnius. The 

Lithuanians are so used to see the Gediminas’ Tower as it is today, that sometimes we 

forgot that actually, it is just the remaining tower of the castle which was standing there 

from the 15th century. This tower is surrounded by legends, poems, and songs from 

the latest times. Gediminas’ Tower was a part of Upper Castle built by Grand Duke 

Gediminas, the father of Vilnius city. Maybe that's why Gediminas’ Tower is so 

popular and a very loved historical site. People believe that actually in the place where 

the tower is standing, the Vilnius city was born. Gediminas Tower has a lot of secrets.  

 

Today, Vilnius, the capital of Lithuania, is one of the most frequently visited cities of 

Eastern Europe. It is famous not only for its unique architectural character, but also for 

its cultural events and attractions. During the first ten years of independence, the city 

has become a tourist attraction centre. The number of tourists has consistently increased 

and at the same time tourist infrastructure 

and services have been developed. 

 

It is also the largest city of the country. 

The historical centre of Vilnius, the Old 

Town, is one of the largest old town 

centres in Eastern Europe. The Old Town 

is situated in a picturesque valley of two 

rivers – the Vilnia and Neris. There is also a tower of Gediminas castle located which 

can be seen well from any place in Vilnius Old Town. The tower nowadays serves as 

a museum, an observation square and a symbol of Vilnius and the whole Lithuania. 

The museum located in the tower of Gediminas castle is a part of National museum of 

Lithuania. There is an exposition called “Guns and an iconography of the castle” 
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exposed. Visitors can get acquainted with models of the complex of Vilnius castles, 

historical weaponry and iconography of the old Vilnius.  Tourists can climb up the 

Gediminas hill themselves in order to visit the castle and the tower or they can use an 

elevator working there daily. Marvelous views of Vilnius city open from the top of the 

Gediminas hill. Some people, especially youth, like settling on a spacious stone fence 

here and watch the city life from above. It is an impressive place where young fellows 

like to take their girlfriends, city guides always include this destination to tours around 

Vilnius, the hill is often visited by schoolchildren excursions and separate tourists. The 

only inconvenience about the place is that you must be on time to get down the hill in 

order not to be locked in the hill territory.  The hill is not available to climb up all 

day long. 
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Lithuanian Eglė – The Queen of the 

Grass Snakes 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lithuania 
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Once upon a time there lived an old man and his wife. Together they had twelve sons 

and three daughters, the youngest of whom was called Eglė. One summer evening, the 

sisters went for a swim in a lake. When they got out of the lake and wanted to put on 

their clothes, Eglė saw a grass snake in the sleeve of her shirt. He started to speak in a 

human voice and said, ‘Eglė, my dear, promise to marry me and I will come out from 

your shirt. Eglė moved to tears. Eglė was desperate and did not know what to do, so 

she promised to get married to the grass snake and to be his wife. 

 

Three days later, old parents saw a lot of grass snakes crawling into the old people‘s 

front yard. Eglė‘s parents understood that their daughter promised to be a wife of the 

grass snake. Their youngest daughter left the parents´ house. The grass snakes and Eglė 

went away. Eglė was walking along the 

seashore and suddenly she saw a handsome 

man, who was waiting for her. He said that he 

was the same Grass Snake that she had found 

him in the sleeve of her shirt. His name was 

Žilvinas. They moved to the near island and 

then landed under the sea, reached the bottom 

of the sea, where she saw a rich and amazing 

palace. It was the place where they got 

married.  Eglė began to feel peaceful, her life 

became brighter and as the days went by, she 

forgot her parents and her old home. Eglė was happy. 

 

Nine years passed, and Eglė now had four children – 

three sons, Oak, Ash and Birch, and a daughter named 

Little Aspen.  All children were given the names of the 

trees. One day, Eglė’s oldest son asked his mother 

about her parents. At that moment, Eglė remembered 

her all her family.  So, she pleaded her husband if she 

could go to visit them. At first the Grass Snake did not 

want to hear anything about that, but her wife Eglė 

repeatedly reminded him about her strong desire to see 

her sisters, brothers and parents. Finally, Žilvinas 

agreed to let her go. Unfortunately, Eglė was allowed 

to visit her parents after she had done three tasks.  
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She had to make a ball of thread out of this tow and pointed at the spinning-wheel. Eglė 

worked all day and night, but nothing happened. She understood that she was being 

tricked. Eglė knew that there was a woman who used evil spirits to do magic things 

and only she might help her. So, she went to her to ask for help. Eglė came home and 

lighting the stove as if to bake some bread, threw the tow in the fire. It flared up and 

she saw a toad (i.e. small animal that is similar to a frog) the size of a large battledore 

(a light flat bat) jumping about in the flames. A silky ball of thread was running out of 

its mouth.   

This time her husband gave her wife a pair of iron 

shoes. Eglė put on the shoes and began walking and 

stamping about in them and trying to break them on 

some sharp stones. But the shoes were strong and 

she could not wear them out.  Eglė went to ask the 

old witch for her counsel again. She took the shoes 

to a blacksmith. She put them in a forge and heat 

them to white heat. Eglė did it and once the shoes 

were burnt through, she wore them out in three days. 

The last task was to bake a pie without a bowl, a 

bucket and dough and a sieve. Eglė racked her brains 

for a long time.  She went to see the old woman 

again. The old woman gave her some advice and she 

baked a cake. Finally, Eglė could visit her relatives. 

 

When family members saw Eglė, they were very delighted. In the evening, everybody 

was having fun, they were having a wonderful time together. Meanwhile her brothers, 

sisters and parents were thinking what to do that she would stay with them. They 

created a cunning plan to deceive the youngest sister and her children. Their idea is to 

find out how Eglė will call her husband when she returns home. Knowing these words, 

brothers will go to the seashore, to their palace and kill Žilvinas. Her brothers took the 

youngest of Eglė’s children, Little Aspen, to the forest and she revealed the 

secret. Then Eglė’s twelve brothers took their sharp scythes, went to the shore of the 

sea and killed Žilvinas. 

 

Nine days passed and it was time for Eglė to leave. When she returned home with her 

children to the shore of the sea, she started calling out her husband: Alive you are, my 

husband, White the foam will be and milky. Dead you are, beloved, Red the foam will 



53 
 

be and bloody. The sea darkened  and Eglė saw that the  waves were blood–red. 

Suddenly, she heard  her husband’s voice calling out to her, “It was your twelve 

brothers who killed me with their scythes, and it was Little Aspen, our beloved little 

daughter, who betrayed me.”  She turned to Little Aspen and said, Be a tree, a fearful 

little and timid tree, you will never know peace of heart, but you will always tremble. 

Let the rain wash your mouth, let the wind brush your hair!.. Then, addressing her 

brave sons, she said, You will grow to be great and handsome trees, and your mother 

Eglė-Spruce will be always standing next to you. As she has said it, everything came 

true. And now Oak, Ash and Birch are the strongest trees while Aspen starts shaking 

even from the smallest wind, for betraying her real mother and father. 

 

 



54 
 

Hill of Crosses 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lithuania  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



55 
 

Once upon a time, there was a nice family who lived in the north of Lithuania in 

Šiauliai. They had a beloved only daughter. One day she fell gravely ill. They tried so 

many medications that had been brought by many people. However, drugs didn’t help. 

Child’s health was getting worse 

and day after day the death was 

nearing.  

 

One night father was nursing his 

sick daughter and at midnight he 

was so tired and exhausted that he 

could not help himself and finally 

fell asleep next to the child. He 

had a dream that an extraordinary 

woman in light clothes appeared and said ‘If you want your daughter to get better, you 

should make a wooden cross. It must be carried by you to the hill of the castle near 

Šiauliai city. Your daughter will overcome the illness when you have placed the cross 

on the hill.’ Having said that the woman vanished. 
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When the man woke up, he could not understand if he had been dreaming or had been 

thinking about that. He decided to make a 

beautiful cross and to place it on the hill as 

soon as possible.  

 

The cross was made and sanctified in order to 

get the daughter recovered. Father’s health 

was not good enough and the cross was 

heavy. Despite that he brought the cross to the 

hill of the castle because he had made a 

promise. The trip took 13 hours. When the 

cross had been placed, he kissed it. It was the 

first cross on the hill.  

 

On his way back home he met his beloved 

daughter and wife, who were going to meet 

him and enjoy the sudden recovery. Father 

couldn’t believe his eyes seeing such a 

miracle. He couldn’t understand if it was real or not. It turned out that the time father 
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left home his daughter’s health was getting better and better and when he reached the 

hill, the daughter recovered from illness.  

 

Many people heard about the miracles 

happening on the hill. They began to act in 

the same way after they got sick. They 

promise to make and place a cross on the 

hill and the next day they get recovered. 

However, if they don’t keep the promise, 

they fall ill again.  

 

In that way many crosses have been placed on the hill since then from all Lithuania 

and abroad. Despite the fact that many crosses are destroyed by the storms, there are 

so many of them left like in a dense forest. That’s why the hill is well known in 

Lithuania. 

 

 

 

Cross-crafting is a unique folk art inscribed on the UNESCO list of Oral and Intangible 

Heritage of Humanity in 2001. The tradition of cross-building was deeply rooted in the 

beliefs of our ancestors and their respect for the spiritual world. The Lithuanians built 

crosses as early as the XV century to commemorate the dead, express their respect for 

the spirits, hoping for mercy, seeking to express gratitude for generosity or in search 

of protection and spiritual peace. 
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The Cherry Tree That Bloomed in May 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

Portugal 
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I 

It all happened a long time ago, when the Iberian Peninsula was part of the Roman 

Empire ruled by the Emperor Hadrian. Hadrian lived in Rome but he was born in 

Italica, a city near the current Sevilla. However, he really missed his hometown. Sweet 

memories of days past made him long to return.  

 

 
 

By the end of the year 120, Hadrian was bored of the life he led in Rome. Unlike his 

predecessors who had left Rome to conquer new lands, Hadrian believed the Empire 

was already big enough, and that what was really important was to maintain peace and 

prosperity. So, leaving behind the blood-thirsty tensions that plagued Rome he decided 

to return to Italica.  

 

He started by visiting the province ruled by the governor, Lucio Caio whom he asked 

to leave his palace and to follow him on his trip. 

 

One night, after a boring feast, Caio received terrible news: his wife had given birth to 

a dead baby.  
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II 

Lucio Caio mourned his son’s death, but he was far from imagining what had secretly 

happened in his palace. His wife had given birth, not to a child, but to nine children. 

Nine girls, all of them in good health and pretty. Frightened and thinking that it was a 

punishment from the Gods, his wife called Cita, her most trusted servant, and ordered 

her to drown the children in the East River, which flowed near the palace. Cita didn’t 

know what to do but one thing she was sure of she wasn’t going to drown the girls in 

the river.      

 

 
 

Then she remembered Ovídio, the bishop of Braga, who didn’t live far, and she asked 

him for help. Together they decided that the best way to save the girls was to keep them 

hidden. Nine neighbourhood women welcomed the girls and took care of them. After 

a few nights, the girls were baptized in the East River with the following names: 

Quitéria, Marinha, Basília, Germana, Vitória, Genebra, Mariana, Liberata and Eufémia. 
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III 

Years went by and the girls grew up. Having reached 

their teenage years and aware of their past, they decided 

to live together, in community, praying, and thanking 

God for the gift of life. Ovídio provided a house in an 

isolated place where they prayed, did their house chores 

and helped the small Christian community by spreading 

the Gospel.  

 

IV 

Every now and then, the 

persecutions against the 

Christians increased in 

intensity. Any kind of public disorder was enough for 

the Governor to incriminate Christians. In one of those 

moments Quitéria’s sisters were exposed and taken to 

the presence of the Governor. 

 

Questioned by the Governor himself, the girls told him 

they had the same blood and asked him to question his 

wife about it. After hearing this, Caio was so furious, 

that he told his guards to slap and whip the girls.  

 

 

 

However, one day, feeling remorseful, he decided to tell his wife what had happened. 

Realizing that the girls had not been drowned, but instead saved by Cita, Cálcia, the 

Governor’s wife, ended up telling her husband everything. Caio was even more upset 

and sorry that he had asked his guards to mistreat his daughters. He released the girls 

immediately and promised to decrease the persecution of Christians, and not to punish 

those who had welcomed them. But he also added that, under his roof, there was no 

place for the Christian God. Unwilling to renounce their God, one of the girls said: 

- “If the condition for our return is to renounce our faith, you will wait your whole life, 

because none of us is going to do it.” 

And for that reason, Lucio Caio ordered them to be taken to a beautiful place, and sent 

maids to guard them. 
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V 

One night, however, the nine twins eluded surveillance and left the house separately. 

Each one of them would join other Christians in different parts of the region. They were 

sure their father would look for them as soon as he heard about their escape but they 

hoped that at least one of them could get away. 
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VI 

Quitéria took refuge in Monte das Maravilhas, about eighty 

kilometers from Braga. Unlike her sisters, who were not 

immediately found, Quitéria was discovered by the Governor's 

guards a few days after her escape. As Quitéria refused to 

abandon her faith and to accompany one of the guards, word was 

sent to the Governor. Some of her companions tried to convince 

Quitéria to escape again but she said: 

- “Go if you want to, but I will give my testimony right here, 

at the top of this hill.” 

 

VII 

It was spring, and one morning at dawn, they felt the approach of the soldiers who 

surrounded the small hut. One of the guards, Germano, spoke alone with Quitéria 

telling her that she had been promised to him by her father. He tried to persuade her to 

return with him and renounce her faith, but in vain. Staring at a cherry tree in the 

courtyard, Quitéria did not move. Then, pushing her outside, before the other soldiers 

and her companions, Germano, said to her: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

- “The life of your companions and your own depends on you.  With a word you can 

spare the lives of these young women.” 

To which Quitéria replied: 

- “There is only one word with the power to save me and to save them: Christ!” 

 

Germano drew his sword and killed Quitéria on the spot, beheading her. The remaining 

soldiers did the same to her companions. The cherry tree blossomed at that moment, 

though it was May. A glow of light involved that sea of blood. Germano and the rest of 

the soldiers went blind and fell to the ground. It is said that in that place of bloodshed, 
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a fountain sprang. It was the year 135 when Quitéria and her companions became 

martyrs.  
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The Legend of Saint Martin 

 

 

 

Portugal
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Martin was born a long time ago, in 316 AD. He was the son of an 

officer serving in the Roman Army. While he was still a child, 

his family was transferred to Pavia in Northern Italy. There, 

Martin came under the influence of his parents’ Christian 

servants. 

 

 

 

 

At the age of ten, Martin embraced the Christian faith against his 

father’s wishes. In fact, Martin’s father feared that this contact 

with the Christian religion would prevent his son from becoming 

a soldier. 

 

 

Some years later, an imperial edict ordered the sons of veterans 

to join the army and Martin had to obey. At the age of 15, he 

became a cavalry officer. 

 

 

 

 

 

In the year 337 AD, a harsh and cold winter struck Europe. 

According to legend, Martin was riding back home on a stormy 

day when he saw a beggar in the freezing cold, on the side of the 

road. 
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Filled with compassion, he took off his cloak, and with his 

sword cut it in two. He then gave half to the poor man before 

continuing on his journey home. 

 

 

 

 

Martin was riding through the cold windy storm when suddenly 

the sky cleared up. The sun warmed the earth and the good 

weather lingered for three days. That night he had a dream in 

which the risen Christ was wearing half a cloak and telling his 

angels that Martin had given it to him. 

 

 

The miracle became known as “Saint Martin’s summer”. 

Martin, whose deep faith impelled him to receive baptism and 

leave the army, became a monk. He is known as the embodiment 

of charity and generosity and is the patron of the poor. 

 

 

 

Martin’s death occurred in November, time of new wine and 

chestnuts, to which it became associated with. It´s because of 

this legend that, every year, we celebrate Saint Martin’s day on 

November 11th. The Portuguese celebrate this day by tasting 

newly harvested wine and roasting chestnuts on bonfires. 
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The Legend of Saint Quitéria 

 

 

 
 

Portugal 
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The elderly from all over the village, 

who know several legends and tales 

learnt from their ancestors, tell that 

Santa Quitéria was one of the nine 

daughters of the Governor of 

Lusitania, Lucio Caio, around the 

year of 120.  

 

 

 

 

When they were born, the Governor was away 

travelling and his wife, feeling ashamed for having 

given birth to nine girls, ordered their maid to throw 

the girls into the East river.  

 

 

 

 

Cita, the maid, was Christian and saved them 

from death. So, they were all raised in the faith of 

Christ.  When the Christians were persecuted, the 

sisters were made prisoners by their own father. 

He found out the truth and tried to convert them 

to the pagan religion.  

 

 

 

However, they escaped but after some time Quitéria was 

arrested again by her father. He tried to marry her to a wealthy 

young man but she refused.   
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Bored and angry with his daughter’s 

stubbornness, the Governor ordered her 

to be killed. The legend says that the 

Saint held her own head and thus 

walked to her grave.   

 

 

 

 

 

In that place, a spring, which still exists, welled up and was named “Saint Quitéria’s 

Fountain”. The legend also says that anyone who drinks from that water will fall in 

love with Felgueiras and will never leave the town. 
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The Legend of the Enchanted Moorish 

Maiden of Salir 

 

 

 

 

 

Portugal
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The Algarve was almost all under Portuguese rule. In fact, 

only the Loulé region was under Moorish jurisdiction. And 

there, in the lands bordering on the imposing Castle of 

Castalar, D. Paio Peres Correia, the tireless conqueror of the 

Gharb, only waited for the arrival of King Dom Afonso III to 

attack one of the last stands of the Moors.  

 

From the top of the battlements, the governor of the Castle, Aben-Fabilla, looked at the 

strong, disciplined army that spread across the plain and knew he couldn’t win. He felt 

the confusion begin to settle around him. There was no chance 

of resistance nor possibility of escape. Realizing that the battle 

was lost, he came to a decision. He turned his back on the 

mighty tide of warriors and returned to his quarters.  

 

As soon as his daughter saw him, she asked him: 

 -"What shall we do, father?"  

Aben-Fabilla bowed his head, subdued and sad. 

-"It seems that a big challenge awaits us, my daughter! Surely it is Allah's desire 

that we lose this Castle and all this land!” 

-"Do you think we can’t beat them?" – She asked.  He only shook his head sadly, 

and wiped his sore eyes. Then he took a deep breath and said: 

-"All we have left is the chance to run away! Sweet 

daughter of mine run to your quarters, gather your jewels, and 

join the other women who are already heading for the hill. It is 

our only chance for salvation. I will meet you there later.” 

 

 

 

Meanwhile, down in the plain, the Christians had found out that the Moors were trying 

to escape and D. Paio Peres Correia immediately ordered the attack. However, as they 

passed the battlements of the Castle, a great surprise awaited them. Legend says that 

they didn't see a single Moor! There was only one beautiful Moorish woman kneeling, 

praying earnestly, oblivious to everything and everyone. It was the daughter of Aben-

Fabilla, the only person left in the Castle.  

 

D. Gonçalo Peres, one of the bravest men of the hosts exclaimed: 
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 - “Fair maiden, what are you doing here?” 

 To which she replied:  

-“I was praying, my lord.” 

-“My lady, listen to me ... Castalar is ours… “ 

Quietly, the Moorish maiden murmured, in a 

mixture of despair and anger: - “Salir! Salir! That's the 

order they were given!” 

-"That's what you should do, too, fair maiden!" 

Leave… or Salir, as you say. Do not waste time ... you will be captured or killed if they 

catch you! Do you understand?!” 

Lifting her chin in defiance she answered: 

- “I'd rather die ... than Salir!”  

 -“You are still too young to die. Very young and very beautiful. Run! Go out 

this door! It leads to the hills… But hurry, dear maiden, hurry! Soon, my companions 

will be here! And they may think that you have me enchanted!” 

- “Enchanted?” she enquired. The question sounded like a challenge. She raised 

her arms in a prayer-like attitude, or maybe a victory gesture. According to legend, at 

that very moment, the old heartbroken Aben-Fabilla climbed 

to the highest point of the hill and murmured some mysterious 

words that made everything happen. 

 

Meanwhile, in the castle, the Moorish girl was telling D. 

Gonçalo Peres that he was not the one who was enchanted... 

While she was pronouncing these words, the Moorish maiden became as still as a 

statue. Soon after, the companions of the Portuguese soldier arrived... 

 

- “What a beautiful statue!” - joked one of them. “It even 

seems alive!” 

- “And isn’t she actually alive?” - asked another one in a 

playful mood.  

To which D. Gonçalo Peres replied: 

-“Shut up! Don’t you see she is made of stone?” - His 

voice, however, trembled. The others looked at each other 

surprised. 

- “I have never seen anything like this in my life!” - confessed one of them. 

- “It must be one of those enchanted Moorish maidens!” - said another. 

D. Gonçalo turned to them and said: 
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- “Let’s leave her alone! We have to ransack the rest of the Castle... Come on!” 

D. Paio Peres Correia listened with satisfaction to the echoes of victory. Castalar 

was under the power of the Portuguese. Now only Loulé remained. Then the Algarve 

would definitely be Christian.  

 

When the Portuguese returned to the place 

where the Moorish maiden was, they did not 

find anything there... Legend has it that this 

enchanted Moorish maiden still endures there 

today in the remains of the wall of the old 

Alcacer and is guarded by a huge lion. On harsh 

winter nights, the mournful sound of the lament 

of the last daughter of the Moorish governor of 

Salir is still heard among the trees.  
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The Lizard of Jaén 
 

 

 

 

     
 

Spain 

 

 

 

 

 

 



76 
 

Dear readers, ladies and gentlemen:  

We have travelled in time. We have travelled to the darkest period of the Middle Ages. 

We have travelled to the city of Jaén, in the South of Spain, land of borders, land of 

rich history. Just like most cities, Jaén has 

a legend based on a true story. A tale that 

filled with panic the streets of the city.  

 

Our legend says that one day a courageous 

and brave young man was walking at the 

foot of the castle of Jaén.  

Then he saw something shining behind 

some bushes; he got closer and saw a 

wonderful little body.  

 

“I never thought there were such 

wonderful animals. How soft he is! So 

beautiful! I will take him with me, and it 

will be the pet of La Magdalena”, he said. 

 

Fascinated, he put him in a box and walked to his neighbourhood, where they were all 

friends. Immediately he met some ladies who 

were washing some clothes in the river and 

singing some popular verses. 

- Washerwoman 1:  Hey, boy! What do you 

have in that box? 

- Boy: It is an animal that I have found near 

the castle. I would like to find a safe place in 

our neighbourhood. It will be our pet. It is 

harmless. Look! 

- Washerwoman 2: It is so beautiful! 

- Washerwoman 1: I did not know lizards 

were so cute. 

- Washerwoman 2: Sure, boy. You could 

leave it by the spring, so it will have water. 

Then we will give it food.  

- - Boy: That is a good idea. I will leave it 

there! 
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Near the spring he met some young shepherds who were talking while they were 

watching their sheep. 

- Shepherd: Boy, what are you hiding in that box? 

- Boy: It´s got the lizard of La Magdalena. Look! It will be our pet. 

 

The young man continued his walk and met other characters like the baker, the butcher 

and the blacksmith, and he showed them his pet with pride. Finally, he arrived at the 

little cave where the spring was, and there he left the small lizard. He realized it was 

the ideal place for him. 

 

Over time, all the inhabitants of 

the neighbourhood loved the 

lizard and were proud of him. 

However, this changed soon, 

when the lizard started to grow 

and needed bigger and bigger 

quantities of food. He had not 

enough with the small animals 

the neighbours brought for him 

(sometimes a frog, sometimes a rabbit). Some time afterwards, and unfortunately for 

the citizens, he started to attack and eat their lambs, sheep, and even pigs.  

 

During the day, he was hidden in his den, but when the night came, he got ready and 

attacked any nearby animal. He was always hungry, and people started to get 

frightened. 

 

The days passed and the situation got worse when the lizard, increasingly fierce and 

hungry, began to eat innocent children that he found in the streets. The neighbours 

organised turns to keep an eye day and night, night and day. They were tired and 

desperate. Then one night they saw him. 

 

Male peasant: Look! Something is moving! It is a huge thing, and it shines in the dark. 

Can you see? 

Female peasant: There it is! It is the lizard! It is the lizard that eats our cattle and our 

children!! 
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Once the mystery was solved, everybody in the city claimed for justice. The King 

listened to their pleadings and decided to announce a Royal Decree in order to put an 

end to this tragic story. This royal decree was read aloud in the square of La Magdalena 

by a herald, and it said: 

“By order of your Royal Majesty, it is made known: That the prisoner Alonso de 

Corbera, sentenced to prison, but being a citizen of great courage, will be the one to 

put an end to the horror in Jaen. In this way he will obtain his freedom.” 

 

Everybody was happy 

about these news, 

especially the prisoner 

himself, Alonso de 

Corbera. Even though he 

was fighting a creature of 

enormous dimensions, he 

was sure he would kill the 

beast and get his freedom. 

The first thing he did was to 

ask the King for a horse, the 

skin of a sheep, bread and 

gunpowder. 

 

In the afternoon, Alonso 

was released and put on a 

horse. He came to the 

spring and they left him 

alone. Then Alonso started 

to throw pieces of bread 

from his horse into the cave 

of the lizard. One minute 

later, the animal came out 

and began to eat with hunger and fury. At that moment, Alonso showed him the skin 

of the sheep, under which he had hidden a huge amount of gunpowder, and threw it on 

the ground in front of the lizard.  
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The lizard, thinking that it was a 

real lamb, jumped on him and 

swallowed him in one bite, 

including the complete load of 

gunpowder.  Alonso, who was 

escaping on his horse, heard the 

terrible explosion. 

 

The lizard of Jaén had burst and 

no one ever heard of him again.  

The legend says that the remains 

of his body are scattered all over 

the neighbourhood of La 

Magdalena. There have been 

people, throughout history, who 

have heard him scream, moan, 

cry. Be careful and do not stop 

while you are walking through 

that legendary neighbourhood. 

A huge lizard can catch you, 

because it is still hungry.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



80 
 

The Faces of Bélmez 
 

 

 

 

 

Spain
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It was the 23rd of August, 1971 in a little town of 

the province of Jaén, located in the heart of 

Mágina Mountain and surrounded by olive, 

almond and pine trees. The men were working in 

the fields. In the houses the women were doing 

their chores. In number 5, Real Street, one of 

those women, called María Gómez Cámara, was 

preparing lunch over the hot coals of her 

fireplace. She was waiting for her son, who 

usually came back home at midday for his meal. 

As she was stirring the soup with a big spoon, she 

noticed a dark stain on the floor, just in front of 

the fireplace. 

 

 

“What a strange thing! What is it? That stain has never been there.” 

In a state of alarm, she discovered the stain had the shape of a human face.  

“I can´t believe it! It looks like a man´s face. I can see the lines of the eyes. Oh, my 

God! What is this? I will talk to Miguel when he comes home.” 

Miguel, who had spent the morning with his flock, arrived one hour later. 

“My dear, follow me”, María ordered him. 
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“What happens, mum? You are scaring me.” 

“Look at that stain on the floor. I am frightened. Can´t you see? It is a face. It is a 

human face. There you can see the eyes, and there is the mouth…” 

“Oh, dear. I can´t believe it”. 

Little by little, the stain became more precise and Maria and her son could even see 

that it was the face of a man with wide eyes and a big moustache. 

 “Let´s wait till tomorrow. If the face remains there, we will think about what to do.” 

They didn´t have much sleep that night. María, still in bed, hoped the image would 

disappear during the night. When she woke up the next morning, she ran to the kitchen 

and, in a state of shock, discovered that the face could still be seen on the floor. Her 

son had already left home for work, so María called her neighbours. 

 

 

“Neighbours! Come, please, come. My house is haunted!!!” 

The few neighbours that lived in that area came to help María. 

 “Come into my kitchen. There is a strange face on the floor.” 

“A face on the floor?” 

“Yesterday I saw it and I thought it was a dream, but it is still there now”. 

As it usually happens in small villages, the news spread like gunpowder. All the 

inhabitants wanted to see this strange phenomenon and curious people started to come 

to Bélmez to look at the amazing image. 

“Mum, we can´t open our door to everyone. You are exhausted”. 
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“I can´t continue with this situation. We have people waiting to come in from sunrise 

to sunset. We must make that face disappear.” 

Miguel listened to his mother´s pleading and he decided to go further. Therefore, he 

prepared different tools and started to chip the kitchen floor in order to erase the face. 

Once it was chipped all over, he put a layer of cement on top of it. Their surprise was 

huge when, after three days, the face appeared again, right in the same place. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“I told you it would not be easy. There is something horrible about that face. It must be 

an evil thing. I am scared”, María said. 

 

She could breathe something supernatural in that kitchen. During the following days, 

more and more faces appeared on the floor, and they started to spread all over. The 

faces had already become something so usual in that house that the family finally got 

used to them. 

 

The popularity of the faces of Bélmez grew so much that experts in psychology from 

all over the world came to study the phenomenon. None of them found a logical 

explanation for it. With time these experts decided to dig under María´s kitchen floor. 

To their surprise, they found a huge number of human bones and historians discovered 

that in that same place there had been a cemetery in the 12th century. In conclusion, 
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people started to believe that those people who had been buried there needed to 

communicate with the outside world and their spirits were responsible of drawing those 

faces on the floor. 

 

In that period the authorities tried to conceal the issue. Different newspapers of the age 

published the story and spoke of it as a fraud. 

 

Police officers came to Bélmez to try and silence this issue, but the faces were always 

there and it seemed as if they had their own life.The mystery has continued so far. In 

2004 María died. After her death, there were some years when the faces weakened and 

almost vanished. People commented that Maria´s own energy was the source of those 

images. 

 

The truth is that many of these faces can still be seen at number 5, María Gómez Street. 

The Council changed the name of the street as a remembrance of María. Nobody knows 

how long the faces of Bélmez will remain in this humble house. Nobody knows if one 

day they will disappear the same way they came. Thanks to them, Mágina Mountain 

can now be called Magic Mountain. 
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The Walled up Lady of Úbeda 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Spain 
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Walling a person up can seem very cruel, but it was a popular form of punishment in 

Europe during the Middle Ages and the 16th century. Many people, especially women, 

suffered from that torture, which consisted of putting a person in a small space or a 

small room and then building a wall all around that person so that he or she died behind 

that wall: hunger, thirst, exhaustion, abandonment... 

 

Something weird is that some 

women even asked to be 

walled up as a way of 

punishment and in order to free 

their souls from their bodies 

and feel closer to God. 

Nevertheless, most of them 

had a terrible death after such a 

terrible repression, mainly 

from jealous husbands who 

thought that their wives were 

unfaithful to them. This is what 

happened in Úbeda, an old 

historical city located in the south of Spain, where one terrible case of walling up 

happened. In time this event became the source of inspiration for a well-known legend: 

The Walled up Lady of Úbeda. Ana de Orozco, a 

lady of noble origins and great beauty, was married 

to Andrés Dávalos de la Cueva, who was a popular 

knight and governor of the city of Úbeda.  

 

They lived in a huge palace that can still be visited 

nowadays: the House of the Towers, right in the 

center of the old town. The palace had a beautiful 

indoor courtyard, and all the rooms gathered round 

it. From here Andrés controlled his territories, while 

Ana, the sad lady, was entertained by her group of 

servants and friends. Music, balls and literature were 

her main occupations.  
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Apparently, Ana and Andrés were an ordinary couple. The only thing was that Andrés 

was already a mature man and Ana was still very young and innocent. However, 

something unexpected happened: one day Ana disappeared never to be seen again.  

 

Ana´s family decided to report Andrés for her disappearance, for they were sure that 

he had had something to do, and he had always seemed to them a jealous and suspicious 

person. However, a short time later, they withdrew that accusation. The reason was 

very clear: Andrés Dávalos had offered them a big amount of money to keep them 

quiet.  

 

The question then is, why did he decide to wall her wife up? Ana was a beautiful lady, 

young and educated. Andrés was much older; he was tough and jealous. So he started 

to have doubts about her. He thought one day Ana may fix her eyes on a younger 

gentleman and that day she would leave him alone in such a big palace. He became so 

jealous that he decided to lock Ana in their palace and forbade her to leave it under any 

circumstances. Only some trusty servants had access to her. In the end, he became so 

obsessed and so mad about his wife that he came to the decision that Ana would not be 

seen by anyone else. And he walled her up in secret.  
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The disappearance of such a 

young woman stirred the 

feelings of the whole society in 

Úbeda. Everybody wondered 

where Ana could have gone by 

herself. Some people suspected 

Andrés, but of course he was a 

powerful man and they would 

not have dared to say. 

Moreover, there were no real 

proofs, as the corpse of the 

young lady never appeared.  

 

The years went by; the 

governor Andrés Dávalos had 

died when the palace passed 

from generation to generation. 

Finally, at the beginning of the 

19th century, a builder who was 

doing some repair works at the 

palace found the skeleton of a 

person behind a wall. The skeleton was perfectly preserved and dressed like a nun. He 

could also see a rosary in her hands.  

 

Immediately he reported the authorities, who came to the palace to certify the macabre 

discovery. All of a sudden, the news of this discovery spread all over the city and most 

people were shocked and anxious to know about the details. Those details have 

remained unknown and we only have more questions and several theories nowadays. 

 

Can we say that skeleton was Ana´s corpse? Maybe it was... Maybe not. Why did she 

wear a nun´s habit? Why did she carry a rosary? They say that Andrés wanted a chaste 

woman, and dressed like that, she would really look so, more like a martyr, the way he 

wanted.  
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Ana´s bones were finally buried in the graveyard of the city, not far from the tomb of 

her husband. Since that moment, every year on the night previous to All Saints  ́Day, 

some people have heard the moaning of a young lady, while other people say they have 

heard the weeping of a gentleman asking for forgiveness, the voice of a gentleman who 

seemed to regret the treatment he had given to his wife, whose only sin had been her 

natural beauty and grace. 
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The Snake Princess of Cazorla 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Spain 
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This legend goes back to the dark period of the Middle Ages, a time of war and hunger, 

a remote age when Spain was divided in two empires: the Christian empire and the 

Muslim empire, both fighting for power and new territories. The Southern border that 

separated both kingdoms ran near Cazorla, a very old town located at the foot of 

impressive mountains.  

 

The Christian army advanced towards the town of Cazorla because the Muslim King 

had his residence there. He and his family had lived in its castle for a long period before 

they started to feel threatened by the advance of the Christian troops.  

 

“They are approaching dangerously”, the Muslim King was announced by one of his 

heralds. A deep look of sadness came 

across the king´s face. Now he had 

serious reasons to be worried. Not only 

for his own sake. It was also for the sake 

of the whole town of Cazorla, and most 

important, for the sake of his beautiful 

young daughter. All of a sudden he 

realized he had to escape and leave 

Cazorla behind.  

 

The castle where he lived was a 

magnificent lookout over the valley, and 

from one of its balconies he could see 

hardworking peasants, pulling their carts, 

ploughing the land, weeding, ignorant 

about their gloomy fate. “Poor people!”, 

the King thought, “The Christians will be 

here in short and they will devastate all these fields and destroy their lodgings. They 

all may be killed, their cattle, their sons and daughters…” 

 

And then he remembered his own daughter, the beautiful young princess, and he feared 

for her. Then he came across an idea: he would lock her up in the cell that was built 

under the castle, a disgusting damp place, but safe enough to keep her away from 

Christian hands. It would be very hard for the girl, but he felt that there was no other 
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way to protect her. It would be very dangerous to take her with them on their advance 

across Christian territories. 

 

Therefore, that same day the King, after discussing the matter with the men in his court, 

spoke to the citizens of Cazorla and gave them a warning: their lives were at risk. Being 

a good hearted King, he gave them his 

permission to leave the town and look for 

shelter.  

“I will do that myself”, he announced. 

“Flee from here”. 

Of course, the inhabitants decided to 

escape immediately and in a few days the 

town became a ghostly place. Only the 

King and his men remained there, but 

only for a few days. The king´s feelings 

were deeply hurt: he would not dare to 

imagine the end of his empire. His own 

troops were doubtful about their destiny.  

 

“What can we do now? What are we 

waiting for?”, they murmured in their 

positions. “We have no orders or 

commands whatever. The Christians are 

getting closer and closer, and we have no 

other thing to do but wait. What is our King thinking of? Where is he in these terrible 

moments?” 

 

The King was not disappeared. He was just making sure he was doing the right thing. 

He prepared everything so that his daughter could have the safest shelter. He provided 

the cellar with food and a mattress for the princess to spend some time till they could 

return and rescue her. 
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The princess could feel the fear in 

her father´s eyes; that is why she 

understood that his only intention 

was to protect her. She came down 

to the cellar and accepted her 

destiny. She trusted her father when 

he said he would come back soon to 

take her to a safer land. 

 

She shed a couple of tears when she 

heard the gates of the castle closing 

down and the energetic but gloomy 

trotting of the horses, little by little 

fading in the distance. “I am 

completely alone now”, she said to 

herself. 

 

She never got to know, as time 

passed by, that the Christians killed 

her father little after their escape, 

and they invaded the territory of Cazorla and populated it with Christian servants. The 

Muslim King never told anyone that he had left his daughter locked up in that cellar, 

so she remained there for days, weeks, months, years... 

“Definitely my father has forgotten about me”, she feared, unable to get out of that 

place, exhausted by hunger and humidity. She was about to get mad, dying out of 

exasperation.  

 

She had run out of food and water, and only death was to be expected now. So she held 

her body against one of the walls in the cellar and fell asleep. When she got up, she felt 

awkward about her body. She shouted when she realized her legs were gone and her 

skin was covered with scales, just the way she had sometimes seen on the skin of a 

snake.  
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“I am turning into a monster. I have no fingers now. I have no feet. My body is long 

and sticky. I have become a kind of serpent!”, she fell down to the floor, in a state of 

shock.  

 

 

Time went by, and her destiny was to accept that she had really become a huge snake, 

so she tried to get herself out of that cell, crawling around and eating the worms and 

little insects that emerged from the ground and walls of the castle. Then, in her 

desperation to escape, the princess muttered a sad song, waiting for somebody to rescue 

her.  

 

That song can still be heard around the castle in Cazorla on Saint John´s Day (June, 

24th). Nobody understood that it was the desperate efforts of a young beautiful princess 

to be heard by someone in the neighbourhood.  

“I am the Snake Princess,  

Daughter of the Muslim King, 

Whoever listens to my singing  

Will never ever see the daylight; 

Will never ever see Saint John´s night”. 
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NOTE: Visitors to the castle in Cazorla can see a heavy flagstone on the floor of one 

of its towers, a stone that can be pulled by a huge iron ring. Nobody has ever dared to 

pull it. It is rumored it is the way into the cellar where our Snake Princess has remained 

ever since. Of course nobody has ever seen her again, but on Saint John´s night some 

neighbours have often heard her song, and children fear to leave their homes, may the 

snake princess catch them. She still needs to satisfy her hunger. Her loneliness too…
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The Legend of Fairy Chimneys 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Turkey 
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Once upon a time, long, long ago, there was a city called Cappadocia. This city was 

famous for its underground tunnels and carved houses made of soft volcanic tuff rocks.  

 

One day, the giants invaded this city. These enormous and evil giants started to harm 

people and damage their houses. 

Therefore, the king of the city 

made a deal with these greedy 

giants. According to this treaty, the 

inhabitants of the city would bring 

enough food for the giants every 

day and the giants wouldn’t attack 

them in return. Days passed in this 

way. However, the people were 

very unhappy because they were 

very poor although they worked 

hard.  They were in poverty as 

almost all their crops were eaten by 

the giants.  
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One day, the king of the fairies heard about these devil giants and wanted to help 

Cappadocia’s King. Therefore, he gathered all his fairies and they flew to Cappadocia.  

 

 

 

The fairies fought against the giants and they managed to win the battle. After the war, 

all the giants ran away but because of the war everywhere was in ruin. Then, the King 

decided to rebuild the city and they made their new houses by carving volcanic tuffs. 

The King offered the fairies to live together and the fairies accepted this idea. The 

people started to live in the caves where they carved from the tuff rocks and the fairies 

settled on the small rooms of pointed rocks. A good relationship occurred between 

fairies and the giants. 
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Fairies and people were living in peace. The King of the fairies had a beautiful daughter 

called Gülperi and the King of Cappadocia had a handsome son called Revan. One day, 

they came across near a river and fell in love and started to meet every day. After a 

while, they wanted to marry. However, when the people of the Cappadocia heard about 

this marriage decision, they opposed the idea and rushed to fairies’ houses to make a 

war.  

 

The King of Fairies having learnt these ordered all the fairies to turn into pigeons and 

stay in their places. He didn’t want them to leave the city because he knew that if they 

departed from the city, the giants would come back.  To prevent the war, Gülperi, of 

course, turned into a pigeon too. Every day, she came to Revan’s window as a pigeon. 

After a while, Revan had realized that the pigeon coming to his house regularly was 

Gülperi so every day he was looking forward to her arrival. When Gülperi came, he 

always hugged her and fondled affectionately. Therefore, their love went on forever 

with the pride of preventing the war between the fairies and the people.  
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Nasrettin Hodja and the Pot 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Turkey 
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Once upon a time, long long ago, there was an old man living in a village 

during 13th century. He was a wise and playful man.  One day, he needed a 

pot and wanted to borrow it from his neighbor Ali. He asked his neighbour: 

-Can I borrow your pot? 

-Of course, let me bring it in a minute. 
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The days passed and before returning the pot, Hodja put a little pot inside the 

neighbour’s pot. 



105 
 

 

On the way to neighbour’s house 

Nasrettin was chuckling. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

When he gave the pot to his 

neighbor, first he was surprised and 

asked:  

-Hodja, what’s this? There is a small 

pot inside. It is not mine.  

-No, it is yours. While your pot was 

staying with me, it had a baby.  

The neighbor took both of the pots 

and he was very happy of course. 
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Sometime later, Hodja needed the pot again and decided to ask from his neighbour. 
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Ali gave the pot hoping that he would once again receive two pots in return. 

 

 

 

 



108 
 

However, days passed and Nasreddin had still not returned the pot. Finally Ali lost 

patience and went to demand his property.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hodja Hodja, where is my pot? 

Said Ali. 

-My dear friend, I have bad 

news, I am sorry, said 

Nasreddin. "I can't give you 

back your pot because it has 

died."  

-Died? You must be kidding 

how can a pot die? Screamed 

Ali. 
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"You believed me when I told you that your pot had had a baby.If a pot can give a birth,  

it can die too” said hodja in a mocking way.  

 

 

 

In the end, the neighbour understood that being 

greedy is a bad thing and may lead one lose 

everything. 
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Şahmaran 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

 

 

 

Turkey 
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Once upon a time, long, long ago, there was a mythical creature named Shahmaran 

believed to live in Mediterranean town of Tarsus.  Beautiful Shahmaran with the torso 

of a woman and a tail of serpent was living in a cave under the seventh layer of Earth. 

 

 

 

One day a young man 

named Tahmasp fell into a 

well and accidentally 

passed to an underground 

cave. When he opened his 

eyes, he found himself 

surrounded by many 

snakes. 

 

 

 

 

 

Feeling terrified, he closed 

his eyes and prayed this to 

be a dream. When he 

opened his eyes again, he 

saw a beautiful woman, in 

the form of half woman and 

half snake. She was 

Shahmaran, the Queen of 

Snakes, who knew many 

secrets of eternal life and 

deep wisdom. 
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Days passed and passed and they fell in love. Shahmaran told Tahmasp stories about 

the history, health and wisdom. However, one day the young man wished to return to 

his parents as he missed them very much. Shahmaran let him go on one condition. ‘He 

would not tell anyone where she is living.’ She also advised him not to bathe in the 

hammam- The Turkish Bath- because his skin would turn into snakeskin, covered with 

scales. He accepted it and returned to his parents. 

 

Tahmasp kept his secret for many years until one day the sultan of his country became 

very sick. His vizier told the Sultan that only cure was eating the flesh of Shahmaran. 

 

 The vizier was a 

very wicked and 

ambitious man 

who didn’t really 

care about the 

Sultan but wanted 

to learn the secrets 

of the world and 

long life by eating 

Shahmaran's flesh. 

Therefore, he sent 

soldiers around 

the country and 

ordered everyone 

to bath in 

hammam.  In the end, Tahmasp was caught as his skin was covered with snake scales 

which was a sign that he had seen her. Tahmasp had to tell Shahmaran's place so 

Shahmaran was caught and brought to Sultan's palace. Shahmaran made a secret plan 

for passing her wisdom and secrets to her lover. She told to Sultan that whoever ate 

from her tail would acquire all her secrets and wisdom, the one who ate from her body 

would be healed and whoever ate from her head would die immediately. As soon as he 

heard the Shahmaran, the vizier cut her into three pieces with his sword. 
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The greedy vizier ate from the tail, Tahmasp feeling guilty and ashamed ate a piece 

from her head so he could die and the sultan ate from the body.  As a result, the greedy 

vizier died instantly, the sultan recovered and Tahmasp acquired all the secrets and 

wisdom of Shahmaran. 
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The Maiden Castle 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

              

 

 

 

Turkey 
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Once upon a time, long, long ago, in the far, far away, there was an ancient city called 

Korykos. It was in the coast of Mediterranean Sea. 

 

The King of this city was a wise and good-

hearted man but he was very unhappy 

because he didn’t have any children. One 

day, his wife gave him the good news: She 

was pregnant and the King was looking 

forward to hug his baby. 

 

When the queen gave birth to the little 

Princess, everybody was so surprised 

because the new baby’s skin was as white as 

snow, her hair was as bright as sun and her 

face was as pretty as angels. The days passed 

and the princess grew up and she became the 

beloved of the King and the people due to 

her beauty and goodness of her heart. 

 

One day, the King took his daughter to a fortune 

teller to learn about her future. When the fortune 

teller held the girl’s hand, she began to tremble 

and refused to talk. The King felt sad and asked 

fortune teller what she had seen. At first she 

didn’t want to tell but the King insisted to learn. 

She told to King that ‘One day, this beautiful and 

good-tempered lady will be bitten by a 

poisonous snake and so she will die at a very 

young age.’ The King was so worried and tried 

to find solutions to prevent this tragic death. 
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In the end, he decided to build a castle in the middle of the sea and make her daughter 

live there.  In his opinion, snakes won’t be 

able to reach the castle thanks to the sea so 

he can save his dear daughter’s life. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The days and the years passed. The cute Princess was living in the castle in the middle 

of the sea.  

 

The King was very happy because the fortune 

teller’s prediction was wrong and his daughter 

was still alive. When the princess was turning 

to 19, the King decided to throw a party to 

celebrate her birthday. 
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Everybody in the country was invited to the party 

in the castle. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

One of the guests was a peasant woman who brought a basket of grape as a gift. When 

she saw the basket, she was very happy 

because grape was her favourite fruit. 
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When the party is over, after everybody left the castle, the princes started to open the 

presents. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

As soon as she picked the grape grain, a snake jumped from the basked and bit her. She 

was poisoned and died. 
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