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THE DUTCH MYTHS, LEGENDS AND FOLK TALES 



De boeman

Is the Bogeyman of the Netherlands. According to Dutch lore, a man dressed in black with sharp 

claws and fangs kidnaps bad children and locks them in a basement.

(Kidnaps…Locks in basement…I think that’s the aspect that’s scarier than the fangs and claws.)



De witte wieven

Means “White Women.” They’re female elves that live near cemeteries and thought to have the 

power to help or harm people, depending on their mood.

(Hmmm…I’m beginning to see a trend in a lot of the monsters being female…kind of sexist, don’t 

you think?)



Een Kabouter

Is a gnome or leprechaun. They live underground and wear pointy red hats. The males have long 

beards. Some are helpful to humans. They clean the house and in one story they make shoes for 

an elderly couple. At other times they can be mischievous and trash your whole house

(But you see…I know real people who do that…and they probably blame it on the Kabouter.)



Klaasvaak

Is the Dutch version of the Sandman. He sprinkles magical sand or dust to put children to sleep. 

The sand is supposed to be the muck stuck between your eyes when you wake up in the morning. 

(That’s actually a clever way to explain how eye wax got stuck to your eye. I think kids can accept 

that explanation)



Mara

Is a supernatural female creature that causes people to have nightmares by sitting on their chest. 

(Uh…that’s just wrong, as if children already need more obstacles to fall asleep)



De bokkerijders

The legend of the  
BOKKERIJDERS

- Go to the devil ones year 
and get told to executions 

- Steal and smuggle



De vliegende HOllander



Efteling



THE ITALIAN MYTHS, LEGENDS AND FOLK 

TALES IN CALABRIA



THE MYTH IN CALABRIA AND in THE MAGNA GRECIA
The origins of the cities of Magna Graecia in Calabria are rooted in the very heart of the mythical

tradition. Gods and heroes intervene in their foundation, guide the path of warriors in the routes of

the Mediterranean. The language of myth tells the slow path of men towards the geographical

knowledge of new lands and new peoples.



The legend of fairy morgana

The Fata Morgana, an optical phenomenon similar to a

mirage, can be observed from the Calabrian coast when

air and sea are motionless. The legend says that Ruggero

I D’Altavilla was also enchanted by the spell. To induce

him to conquer Sicily, with a stroke of the magic wand the

Fairy Morgana made him appear so close to it that he

could touch it with his own hands. But the outraged

Norman king refused to take the island by deception. And

so, without the help of the Fairy, it took him thirty years to

conquer the island



Myth of scilla 
Scylla was a wonderful blue eyed girl,

daughter of Forco and Ceto. Glaucus,

the sea God, half man and half fish,

had madly fallen in love with her.

Scylla refused his love and Glaucus

turned to the sorceress Circe who,

instead, had fallen in love with him.

Distressed by the refusal of Glaucus,

who was hopelessly in love with Scylla,

she took revenge, throwing an evil

potion into the sea. Scylla plunged into

the sea, turning into a huge and tall

monster with six huge dog heads, with

three rows of teeth each, a huge bust

and legs like a snake.



ligea : the mermaid
Ligea, a beautiful mermaid lived, together with her
sisters Leucosia and Partenope, in the sea of
Positano. It is said that the mermaids were once
wonderful nymphs and that by divine punishment,
having refused to help Demeter, goddess of the
harvest, Venus had turned them into monsters. And
so the three creatures spent their time playing and
singing, inventing the most beautiful melodies and
captivating the sailors who passed by. Often, sailors
in the attempt to reach them, shipwrecked and
drowned.
Ligea was named the melodious because her song
was the sweetest ever heard on earth.
The mermaids threw themselves into the deepest
waters and drowned miserably. The waves of the
sea threw their bodies everywhere. According to
the legend, Ligea was buried on the gravelly shore
of Okinaros by the local people, who built a votive
temple to the mermaid.



Ercole
It is said that Hercules arrived at Capo Lacinio in

search of rest, hosted by the local hero Crotone.

The legend says that the herd of which the

demigod was in charge of was stolen by a thief;

immediately Hercules, along with Crotone, went to

find him in the place where he lived. Yet during the

fight the thief died and the same sort affected

Crotone, killed by the son of Zeus.

Hercules mourned the death of his dear friend.

Without delay, he provided for the construction of a

real funeral monument, begging the Gods to

ensure that on that tomb one of the most flourishing

cities of the ancient Magna Graecia would be

erected.



THE SPANISH MYTHS, LEGENDS AND FOLK TALES 



The lovers of Teruel 



The Lovers of Teruel

In the East of Spain, in the community of Aragon, it’s found the city of Teruel. One of the 

most representative churches from that community was reformed in the 16th century. During 

the restoration, two mummified bodies were found with a document that described (in the 

words of the judge Domingo de Celada) the following: these bodies belong to Isabel Segura 

and Juan Diego de Marcilla, whose love had been prevented from their families.

The condition to be together was that Diego de Marcilla would get rich, so he decided to go 

on a trip to make money and some time later he would come back for Isabel. When Diego 

left, Isabel’s father looked for another husband for her, and they married the same year 

Diego would come back. When Diego heard about Isabel marrying another man, he died due 

to the shock. In his funeral, Isabel gave him a last kiss in signal of fault and reconciliation. 

When she did that, she fell dead on top of Diego’s corpse. Their families were surprised and 

decided to bury them together as a symbol of late approval of their love.



The cliff of Badajoz



The cliff of Badajoz

On the island of Tenerife, in the self-governed community of Canarias, there is a cliff known as the 

Chamoco’s cliff or Badajoz’s cliff. It’s a grand canyon that according to his myth, has been a witness of 

aliens, or heavenly beings. It’s even thought that paranormal activities and satanic seances have been 

practiced there and have been studied.

All this comes from different lights and figures whose origins haven’t been explained by the residents. It is 

even said  that the cliff is responsible for some disappearances. Some specialists in paranormal activities 

even say that the activity that happens in Badajoz’s cliff is similar to the Devil’s Triangle or the Bermuda 

Triangle.



The devil’s cross of Cuenca



The devil’s cross of Cuenca

In the city of Cuenca, in the community of Castilla-La Mancha, there was a young man that could seduce 

any woman he wanted. However, his skills were challenged when a foreign woman called Diana came 

into play. She was able to seduce men and women equally.

Around All Saints’ Day, the young man received a letter from Diana that asked him to meet up with her in 

the hermitage of Cuenca. When he started approaching her, Diana transformed into a horrible figure that 

laughed out loud and looked like the Devil himself. Terrified, the young man ran to a cross located outside 

the hermitage and hugged it strongly. The Devil pursued him and jumped towards the young man, leaving 

a paw print in the cross that can be seen today.



Perez Mouse



The tooth mouse

There are many places where children are visited not by a tooth fairy, but by a tooth mouse. Why a 

mouse, you ask? This tradition is based on the fact that the teeth of mice grow for their entire lives.

In several Spanish-speaking countries, children are told of Ratoncito Perez, who also goes by El Raton de 

Los Dientes, Raton Perez, and Perez Mouse. Typically, this little rodent collects teeth from under the 

pillow, but children in Argentina drop their dearly departed tooth in a glass of water before heading to bed. 

The apparently thirsty tooth mouse drinks the water and takes the tooth, leaving a small gift or money in 

its place.



The Monster of Banyoles Lake



The Monster of Banyoles Lake

In the province of Girona, located in Catalonia, there is lake called Estany de Banyoles, which is the 

largest in the community and one of the biggest of Spain. Like the tale of the monster of the Ness Lake, it 

is believed that a monster lives in Banyoles’s Lake that has the appearance of a dragon. Many people 

have tried to find him and kill him, like Charlemagne with the help of a French minister called San 

Emeterio.

The neighbours said that the monster was responsible for many cattle disappearances, floods and 

earthquakes. In more recent times, it is believed that the monster is the responsible for tourists and plane 

disappearances.



THE ROMANIAN MYTHS, LEGENDS AND FOLK 

TALES 



The Legend of the Dacians’ Flag That Had a Wolf Head

Decebal was the bravest and wisest king of our ancestors, the Dacians. When he was a little boy, he was very brave,

honest, merciful with the people in suffering and the animals he was looking after.

One day, while he was wandering with his friend Duras in the forest around Sarmisegetusa, he found a wolf cub that was

trapped into a precipice. It was small, it could barely open its eyes and when falling, it had broken a leg. It was shivering, it seemed

to be about to die. Decebal took it to the fortress, tied its broken leg and offered it shelter. When the wolf had recovered, he grew

bigger and stronger than a sheep dog. It was tamed, gentle on the good and hard on the bad. It had grey fur, a thick neck, strong legs

and sharp teeth. When angry, all the dogs and people were afraid of its howling. Maybe that was why Decebal called it Șuier (Whine)

and taught it how to bring back what he used to hunt in the forest.

Once, when it was winter and there was a lot of snow, Decebal got lost in the forest. He eventually got to a meadow but there

he was attacked by a pack of starving wolves. When seeing its siblings Șuier was happy at first. Decebal took out his sword with a

curved top in order to defend himself. He called Șuier to be his help. The tamed wolf came down to his legs. The pack of wolves

surrounded them. The first wolf that attacked was caught by the sword and killed. The others were also ready to jump.

All of a sudden, Șuier jumped towards them. A real fight started and the snow was thrown everywhere. There were too many

wolves which began to tear out Șuier’s flesh. Decebal, who had climbed up a beech tree, was piercing them with arrows. Soon, the

pack ran away in the forest. The other hunters came quickly. Scorilo, Decebal’s father, was astonished by his son’s courage. “Dad,

Șuier saved me!” said the boy showing him the dead bodies. Then, all of them saw Șuier lying dead in the middle of the four wolves

which had made the snow red with their blood. Șuier died looking onto his master’s eyes with obedience.

The young man asked a forged master to forge in brass a wolf head, with its mouth open, a head like the one Șuier had. A furrier

sewed a sort of bag made of leather, a very long one which was tied to the wolf’s head made of brass and put on top of a steel stick,

swinging in the wind.

Thus, the Dacians’ flag for fight was ready.



The Legend of the Beautiful Dochia

Decebal, The Dacians ' King, had a sister named Dochia. She was very young, extremely brave that the Emperor Trajan,

after having seen her, immediately fell in love with her. He said:

“Dochia, I have seen how bravely you were defending your fortress, Sarmisegethusa! I defeated your brother, Decebal, I

conquered Dacia and now that the war is over, I want you to come to Rome with me. You will lead a lavishly carefree life

in grandeur in my golden walled palace adorned only with expensive things.”

“You’re too kind, My Lord, said Dochia. I definitely admire you, your bravery and kindness. Forgive me, please, but I

won’t go to Rome with you!”

“Why not?”, he asked.

“As you well know I’m Decebal’s sister. He committed suicide in order not to become your prisoner. No matter how

beautiful your palace may be, I would still be a poor slave living in it. You know, there are even more beautiful girls than

me, here in Dacia. If you wish, marry them to your Roman soldiers in order to have a new nation that inherits our

obstinacy and bravery and your greatness. I, for one, refuse to leave, I want to be buried here, in the holy land of Dacia.

Trajan, the Roman Emperor, followed her advice. But, after learning that she had a flock of sheep up to the mountains’

peaks where she became a shepherd, he got furious. Being the mighty emperor, he wanted her to be his trophy displayed in

the chariot of triumph. He took some of his loyal soldiers and started searching for her. Days and weeks went by, walking

up and down hills and valleys till they finally found her on the peak of Ceahlău mountain. The sheep were grazing on a

steep valley caressed by the sun rays, full of grass and white, red and blue flowers.



“Dochia, said Trajan, there is no place for you to hide anymore! You’re coming with me now!”

“No, I am not, My Lord! I would rather be dead than your slave!”

“I don’t mean to harm you, Dochia! You will lead a great life!”

“If you don’t want to harm me, you’d better let me stay here in my country, Dacia!”

“You, obstinate creature! I will take you against your will! I will force you to come with me!”. Having said that he 

ordered his soldiers to catch her. Then, in utter despair, Dochia raised her hands in prayer and whispered to God:

“Turn me into a mountain rock so that I can forever remain here in my country!”

And indeed, at a blink of an eye, the beautiful Dochia, together with her sheep were turned into stones deeply rooted 

into the mountain. Trajan was astonished when seeing this. When he came into his senses, he murmured:

“There is nothing I can do! The inhabitants of this land, men and women, are tied up to it just as the stones are part of 

the mountains! All I can do is listen to her advice and bring here my Roman soldiers to marry these gorgeous Dacian 

women! “Having said that, he went back to Rome!

One can still see today on Ceahlău Mountain a tall stone, like a shepherd’s stature, surrounded by tens of scattered 

stones, similar to brown sheep. This is the legend of the beautiful and courageous Dochia with her flock of sheep.



The Snow and the Snowdrop

When God made everything that there is on earth, the grass, the weeds and the flowers, He made them of

different colours. When He made the snow, He said to it:

- You should search for the colour you like, because you are everywhere. Then the snow went to the grass and told it:

- Give me some of your beautiful green colour!

But the grass refused. The snow asked the rose to give it its red bright colour. But the rose refused, too. The

snow then asked the blue from the violet and the yellow from the sunflower. Neither of them listened to the snow. Sad and

distressed, the snow got to the snowdrop and said, full of sorrow:

- Nobody wants to give me their colour. They all drive me away and mock at me.

The snowdrop, compassionately, felt pity for the snow’s fate and said:

- If you like my white colour, I’ll share it gladly with you.

The snow accepted the snowdrop’s gift. From that moment on, the snow wears the white coat just as the snowdrop. In order

to show gratitude to the snowdrop, the snow lets it get its head out of the snow as soon as spring begins.



The Legend of the March Trinket

A long, long time ago, when the young faced proud sun came down to dance, on a great feast between boys and girls, a plunderous

ogre was watching him. The ogre stole the sun from the people of the village and held him in a barred, locked cage. The whole world

went sad, birds in the now silent forest forgot how to sing; the river’s hum, the girls’ chant and children’s laughter all melted away in

great sadness. No one dared to face the horrible wicked ogre.

But patience isn’t eternal. One day, a young brave boy started his quest to save the sun from the wicked ogre’s cage. And for this,

everyone celebrated him, fathers, mothers, sisters, friends and brothers, all saddened, and they gave him their power to help the boy

through his journey. He walked a summer, a whole autumn, even in the harsh winter he still walked until he found the wicked ogre’s

castle. A battle on life and death ensued between the two. They ruthlessly hit each other spreading sweat and blood on the crystal snow.

They were fighting shoulder to shoulder, and they were both heavily wounded. In the end, the brave boy came on top and the wicked ogre

melted away in death. Crushing the black walls of his barred cage, the boy set the proud- faced sun free, shooting him up once more into

the clear sky.

Nature came to life again and people were celebrating, but… he didn’t get to see the spring. The blood of his wounds drained away in

little drops, melting the snow. And from the molten snow, white flowers were blooming, waking up from their slumber. Gentleness was

wobbling in the petals of the snowdrops, the spring’s herald. The last drops of blood and power from the brave boy’s arm drained away in

the first day of March. And so, the brave boy closed his eyes forever.

Ever since then, girls, in the memory of his courageous act, have been twining two strings together, one red and one white, and they give

them to the boys they like. The red one symbolises love for everything that’s beautiful, it’s the colour of the brave boy’s blood that fought

the ogre and saved our sun. The white one symbolises happiness, health and the purity of a gentle and fragile snowdrop-the first flower of

the spring.



The Legend of the Olt and the Mureș

Once upon a time, on the summit of a mountain there lived a king, inside of a fortress with two towers. And during

a summer, the king left for war and never came back.

The queen sent messengers all over the places in order to find her husband and they went looking up for him until

the ends of the world but they came back with no success. And the queen had two children that by the time their father left

for war they had been playing in sand and now they are grownups, ready to get married. One of them was raised in the tower

from the West side and the other one was raised in the tower from the East side. They were both fast in the way of thinking

and they were both handsome. One of them was Mureș and the other one was Olt.

And once, they decided to go together to find their father. Their mother burst into tears of joy and sadness when she

found out about their decision; there were tears of joy because she had brave boys and there were also tears of sadness

because she was scared of not losing them. But she advised them to always stay together like the bulls yoked the plough and

always walk on the same path. She blessed them and she let them go and she also told them to never go on separate ways,

and they left for the unknown. As soon as they had left their home, they started having contradictions because they were two

different powerful minds. The one who raised on the West side followed that path and the one raised on the East side chose

to go on that way.



And from that moment, from the mountain summit, their paths drifted apart because Mureș went to the West and Olt

decided to go to the East. Olt was brittle and fast and he madly followed the valley towards the clear day while Mureș was dark and

quiet as the peaceful night so he followed the West side. But after a while, Mureș started missing his brother’s presence and his soul

turned sad so this is why he started following the East side to find his sibling. But he never found him and he got lost on that path, with

heart full of peacefulness.

But the moment their mother saw that their path drifted apart right after they left their home, she ran to stop their paths, but

there was no chance for her to reach them, mostly because they ran in two different directions. And she cried and both of these

brothers turned into rivers for an eternity. And since that moment, the brittle and fast Olt has been flowing through rocky countries,

falling down on mountains, crashing rocks. And this is why he is known to be sung :

“  The Olt, you cursed river

You’ve turned yourself deep and wide;

‘cause you come big and foamed, 

And with blood mixed”

And since that moment, the Mureș river has been flowing on plain side calmly, and confidently, and because of this he is sung this 
song:

“ The Mureș , Mureș, calm water

Pass me through foreign countries

And help me find my peace”



The Legend of the Argeș Monastery 

Neagoe Basarab has once ruled over Muntenia. This prince loved building churches and monasteries. He planned on

building a monastery like no other on Argeș’s beautiful bank. Neagoe succesfully negociated with the most skilled workers of that time,

he famous Master Builder Manole, as he was known, and his team of nine men. He promised them big fortunes and titles if they

succedeed in building a monastery more beautiful than one had ever seen; if not they were to be bricked up alive in the foundation.

The workers got on with it. What were they to realise ? The wall they were raising during each day, was falling apart during

night. And so on they had been working for four days in vain. The ruler, realising that the construction wasn’t progressing, threatened

them to brick them up alive. The saddest of them al was Manole. He didn’t know what to do, pacing around pointlessly.

One day, falling asleep, he dreamt that the wall would keep falling down provided they bricked up the first wife or sister ,that

would show up the next day to bring them food ,inside .While telling his mates about this dream, they al swore to do what they had to

which was ,of course, to bury alive in the construction’s walls the first wife or sister that would show up the next day at dawn to bring

them food.

The next day, Manole climbed the stairs to see who was coming. When, oh…..what did he see? His own wife was coming 

carrying food for the workers. Poor Manole started crying and, falling to his knees, he prayed as such: 



“ Offer, my Lord, this world,

A foamy rain

My beautiful wife to stop;

To stop her in the valley,

To make her turn around.”

And, what a miracle ! It started raining from the black heavy clouds, that it flooded the paths. But Manole’s wife did not

turn around....

She kept walking. Manole prayed from all of his heart, again, to start a powerful wind, to make his wife go back.

And what a miracle, again! A such powerful wind started to blow that it snatched the trees right from their roots. But his

wife kept walking. Pretending to be joking, he said:

“Wait, my beauty,

Don’t be scared,

We want to have some fun

And brick you up inside the walls!”

At first, his wife believed that it was just a joke. But when she realised that the wall was being built around her, she

started crying and praying:



“Like us great craftsmen,

Masons, journeymen,

There are none on this Earth.

You should know that we are able

Anytime to build

Yet another monastery

For our redemption

Even far brighter

Even far more mesmerizing!”

That got Neagoe thinking and, to make sure that he had the most beautiful monastery of them all, he decided

to kill the craftsmen. He had all the scaffolds pulled down in order to leave these men on the rooftop to rot and

die. They created an escape for themselves, pairs of wings made of shingles and jumped off the roof into the

sky. But the wings were useless, and when they fell, they immediately died. On the spot Manole fell, a spring

appeared, having its salted, shallow waters like tears.



The Legend of Vlad Tepeș’s Justice

During the reign of Vlad Tepeș (Vlad the Impaler), a merchant who was travelling throughout our country had someone

announce that he had lost a bag containing a thousand ducats. He also promised he would give one hundred ducats to whomever would

find the bag and give it back to him. Not after a long time, a good honest Christian, like there were many in Tepeș’s time, went to the

merchant and told him:

- Young merchant, as I was walking on my way, I found this bag at the crossing of the roads near the fish market. I think it’s yours

because I heard someone say you lost a bag of money.

- Indeed, it’s mine, and I thank you very much for bringing it back.

The merchant began counting the money, thinking about how he could make in such a way that he would not have to pay him the

hundred ducats. he promised.

After he had finished counting the money, he put it back in the bag and said to the one who had brought it:

- I counted it, my dear, and I see you’ve already kept your reward. Instead of a thousand ducats, I’ve only found nine hundred. You

did very well because it was rightfully yours.

- Young merchant, answered the humble man, you are not fair when you say that one hundred ducats is missing from the bag. I

didn’t even untie it to know the amount of money. I brought it back to you as I found it!

- I’ve already told you I lost a bag with one thousand ducats. and you brought me only nine hundred.



That’s it! The man said nothing, left and went straight to the Lord to complain about what had happened.

- Your Highness, he said, he refused to give me the reward he had promised. I’m not upset about the money, but I feel angry

because, he thinks I was dishonest. I was fair and square and it didn’t even cross my mind to steal from another man.

The Lord understood the merchant’s scam and had him come immediately. After listening to both of them and

weighing their stories, he understood the situation. Then, looking straight into the merchant’s eyes, he said:

- If you, dear merchant, lost a bag with one thousand ducats and this man found a bag with only nine hundred it means that this

bag is not yours. You, Christian, take this bag you found and give it to whomever lost nine hundred ducats.; and you, dear

merchant, wait until someone finds a bag with one thousand ducats, as you said you had lost.



Cuza’s Pint

Cuza the ruler used to dress like an ordinary man and he mingled with his subjects to find on his own how they led their lives.

One day, he decided to get rid of his royal clothing and he put on a peasant’s clothing, took two pints of sour milk and headed to the fair

in Galați to see his people. Well, as you can easily guess, his majesty had already found out that some of the vendors there didn't use the

big pint to measure their goods, the one imposed by the law, his law which the people called Cuza's pint. So, he went to the fair in order

to sell some milk to a vendor who had a reputation for using the small pint instead of the big pint according to his law, and nobody had

any proof.

“Dear vendor, I don't want any money in return”, the peasant haggled, “I just want to give you six pints of my milk in exchange of one

pint of your oil.”

“That’s fine”, he gladly accepted winking at the peasant.

He took from the counter/table the right pint, Cuza's pint, and measured the milk: there were twenty-four pints. So, he had to give the

peasant four pints of oil.

“Please, be kind and use the same measure, the same pint, “insisted the peasant.

“I’m sorry but I can’t do that as it is full of milk but I will gladly measure the oil with this one!”, he said while he picked up another pint

and put it on the table/counter.



“But this one is smaller”, said the peasant.

“Do you know better than me, you, poor man? A pint is just a pint! End of story!”

Then the peasant took off his clothing, revealing his blue chest plate, with golden epaulettes as only a ruler can have. The

Seller remained in shock. He was so shocked that he dropped the pint.

“Tell me, Seller, will you ever use that the small pint?

“I won't, your majesty, I am begging you for your mercy!”

Cuza the ruler tied the two pints to the seller’s neck and had him wander the streets so that the people should know that he

scammed them.

“ He should pick up each pint in turn and show to every soul and let them know which pint he will use and which he

won’t from now on

Accompanied by his majesty’s soldiers he had to pick up the small pint and say out loud:

“I will never use this one again!”

And then he raised the big one:

“I will always use this one!”

And like this he got carried through the whole fair and he repeated the words over and over again. And that was enough to

put him in his place.



THE TURKISH MYTHS, LEGENDS AND FOLK TALES



DEDE KORKUT 
(GRANDFATHER KORKUT)

Dede Korkut "Grandfather Korkut," is a well 
known soothsayer and bard, and an advisor or 
sage, solving difficulties faced by tribal 
members in Turkish oral tradition . 
Dede Korkut tales have importance for the 
Turkish people especially for their ethnic 
identity, history, customs and the value 
systems throughout history These stories 
carry morals and values significant to the 
social lifestyle of the nomadic Turkish peoples 
and their pre-Islamic beliefs .



KELOĞLAN (BALD BOY)
Keloğlan tales taking place among the most beautiful examples of the

Turkish fairy tale.Keloğlan is a very good-hearted, clean, modest

person who is liked by everyone. He is famous for its intelligence, 

cunning and no hair. Keloğlan lives with his mother the most and almost

never leaves his mother's word.He's always on the look out for a job

but his laziness is too dominant. One of the most prominent features is 

that it is ready-to-answer. He is in love with the sultan's daughter and

tries to reach her in almost every tale.Keloğlan tales have reflections

of Turkısh cultural features include.



FERHAT  
and
ŞİRİN 

FERHAT is a miniaturist. While decorating the walls of the palace, he falls in love
sister of the Banu Sultan and wants get to marry her.Her name is ŞİRİN .’Şirin’ 
means cute.The sultan asks him if he wants to marry her sister, he should dig the
mountain and bring water to the town.
Ferhat knows that ıt is very difficult or even impossible. However, FERHAT loves
ŞİRİN very much,so starts to dig.He digs for days and leads water channels. 
BANU SULTAN hears the channels, and announced that ŞİRİN is dead.
Ferhat cannot believe and get sad so much. Ferhat cannot withstand this pain
and falls down the slopes of the mountain and dies.That love story is told for
years.



KIZ KULESİ(MAIDEN’S TOWER)

The Maiden's Tower is the only architectural monument from
the Roman Empire . During the Roman period, the tower was
used as a place of exile and isolation, just like the Ottomans.
It is told that The king or Sultan dreams that his daughter
will be stung by a snake.To protect her,sends his daughter to
the maiden tower. He only lets his wife go there to take food
and drinks for her.She is very upset because she can watch
only the beautiful view from the tower.
One day she is stung by a snake hiding in a basket of food and

dies.The Sultan and the people mourn for days.



ŞAHMERAN
The legend of Şahmeran comes from

Mesopotamia. Şahmeran is believed that half a 

snake and half a very beautiful woman. She is 

queen of the all snakes.

One day, A villager walks into a cave where

thousands of snakes were sleeping. There he 

meets Şahmeran. Şahmeran is the only one

who knows how to cure all diseases on earth. 

Tells everything she knows to villager. But one

day he has to say to king her place in the

forest.King’s soldier finds and kills her. 

After that day all snakes are afraid of human

and attack them.And snakes symbolize

medicine in most places in the World. 



Hello,
I m  ELİF
And I m GÜLTEN

Turkey has a very old and deep-rooted history.
So that there are many tales and legends narrated
for years,
We will tell some of them for you.
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