BAD WORD IS NOT FORGOTTEN!
(BULGARIAN FOLK TALE)
A man heard a pitiful cry coming from the bushes while he was gathering wood in the forest. He
looked and saw a baby bear that had been tangled in the bushes.

The man got free the baby bear. The baby`s mother was so grateful that she gave the man a bag
full of pears and a big pot full of honey.

That`s how the man and the bear became best friends. The man invited the bear in his house.
Once, while they were sitting and having a talk, he said: “Bear, everything about you is just fine,
the only problem is that you stink.”

The bear felt a sharp pang. She turned her head and saw an axe.

“Take this axe and hit me on the forehead!”
“What are you saying?” – the man asked in disbelief. “I`m your friend! I can`t hit you!”
“Hit me as I said!” – the bear insisted.
The man kept refusing but the bear kept insisting. Finally, he agreed. He took the axe and hit her
on the forehead. The bear gave a cry and ran in the forest because of the sharp pain.

Summer passed, fall passed and winter came. The man kept going in the forest but didn`t see
the bear. One day while he was pruning the branches of a tree, he noticed the bear coming
toward him. They recognized each other and were happy to meet again.

“Good to see you, Bear!” – the man greeted her. “Shall we be friends again as in the good old
times?”
“It depends on you!” – she replied.
She cleared her forehead from the fur and showed him the place where he had hit her.
“Oh, dear friend, you can`t tell that there was a wound here!” – the man said happily.

“Do you understand now? The wound healed and I forgot about it, but the bad word you told
me I can`t forget.”

Ilario was warmly welcomed into the court by the king and queen, with feasting and a great
tournament. The two sisters who had lived alone with their parents, found a new joy in their lives (not
realizing their guest was the source of their happiness.) Ilario won the tournament with ease. The two sisters’
hearts leapt in their chest when he gazed upon them in admiration. It was the first time the girls harbored a
secret from one another as they each fell in love with him.
Three weeks later, Yno found his mistress crying. She confided in him that Ilario and Mora didn’t
even realize when she wasn’t with them any longer. The queen began to notice the divide between the
sisters, and her heart grew heavy. It wasn’t long after that Ilario asked the king and queen for Mora’s hand in
marriage, and the king gladly acquiesced. However, the queen grew more upset with the fact that Corona
would be left behind.
At a celebration for the announcement, Corona was the first to give her sister an extravagant gift; a
small blue casket covered in diamonds that held within it a tiny book. The book was carved out of an opal,
edged with diamonds, and on its pages held says that brought good luck to those who read them. The sisters
embraced, but for what seemed to be the last time, as they knew their friendship would never be the same
again.
When the wedding drew closer, Ilario fell deathly ill. Mora sat with her beloved day and night. When
she became too exhausted, she asked Corona to sit with him for her. When she left, Ilario looked at Corona
with feverish eyes, and began proclaiming words of adoration for her. Not realizing she wasn’t Mora
because of the fever, Corona sat with him while he uttered words of love for another, and her heart broke
further.
A gypsy woman arrived at the castle one day who proclaimed to know of a wise woman in the woods
far away who would know a cure for the prince. Only a young girl, with a soul as white as snow could make
it through the dangerous bog that was between the forest and the witch’s home. When Corona heard this, she
immediately volunteered to go. Reluctantly agreeing, her parents and Mora watched as she rode off with
Yno. As they rode, Yno couldn’t help but feel as though Corona too, had forgotten his presence.
They found the edge of the bog. Seeing the treacherous landscape, Yno begged his mistress not to go.
Corona replied that she must go alone, and implored him to wait for her there until she returned.
In the evening light, Yno saw that upon her head shone a halo-like white light. It was then that he
remembered the gypsy’s words that only a young girl with a soul white as snow could cross the bog. Despite
her own fear, Corona pressed onward. On her way, she was accosted by horrible images of dying and
suffering people. Filled with despair, she finally came across an old boat on the shore of the sea when she
passed out.
When she awoke, she found herself in a room with an old woman who possessed the saddest eyes in
the world. The woman gave Corona something to drink, and touched her fingers to her head, drawing out all
of her weariness. The woman confessed that her heart died within her long ago, and she no longer has tears
to shed, because she had been greedy in her younger years. That greed lead her lover to his death, is search

of the largest, most beautiful pearl he could find. In her grief, the woman’s hair turned white, and everyone
called her a witch because her selfishness killed the man.
Corona told the witch her quest. She grasped an old book, and told Corona that it came from afar, and
was full of all the wisdom in the world. The book told of a forest filled with cruel beasts, and a white marble
temple made of six courts. In the innermost court lies a pool of dark water, where grows the Lily of Life.
The lily is so white and intense that the human eye cannot behold it without being stricken with blindness.
But he who plucks the flower can heal any illness.
The woman asks if it is for her lover, and Corona says that it’s for the love of her sister that she
would go to the far away land. Because the love within her was completely unselfish, the woman instructed
her on how to get to the temple. She told her that she must not utter a sound to anyone, and that she must go
alone. She gave her a magnet, a strangely shaded lamp that would light itself when she needed help, and a
round piece of yellow glass.
By boat, Corona was allowed to return to the castle and leave a note for her sister in the middle of the
night, as she was allowed to speak to no one, to let her know that there was hope in Ilario’s healing. She
kissed the ill Ilario, then fled back to the boat. As she departed, she noticed Yno following her. Fearing he
may drown, she drew him into the boat with her. He questioned her, but she could give him no answer as to
where she was going.
In the morning, they reached the shore. She wrote in the sand that she must go alone, and he must
wait for her. With a breaking heart, he watched her go. With the magnet to guide her way, Corona traveled
long and far. Her feet were bleeding from crossing the great burning plain, and she was plagued with fatigue.
A little brown bird alighted on her shoulder, and sang a song so beautiful that she felt completely
rejuvenated to reach the mountains.
She walked more, and the air grew thinner and colder. She grew so cold by the time she reached an
immense frozen lake, surrounded by treacherous black rock walls. The shadow of a terrible figure fell upon
her. Unable to move forward over the frozen lake, she was forced to face it. An old man, covered
in icicles looking as frozen as the lake, asked who had entered his domain. With her muteness, she couldn’t
answer. Which turned out to be a blessing, for the man couldn’t tolerate the sound of a human voice and
would therefore not turn her into stone. Before he let her go, he demanded payment, which she appeased by
giving him her long golden hair.
Free from the man’s terrible grasps, she started to cross the lake. Suddenly, a flock of swans appeared
and ferried her across the ice to a treacherous stairway cut into the side of the black rock wall. She fearfully
climbed until she reached the top, pulled along by the magnet. Exhausted, she collapsed, yet the little brown
bird appeared again to rejuvenate her.
She traveled until she reached a small cabin, where an old man and his son lived. Seeing her state,
they helped her and allowed her to rest in their home. The man kept asking her questions, but she was unable

to answer any of them. She slept until the magnet roused her in the middle of the night. She wrote a
message, thanking them for their kindness, leaving behind her jeweled belt, and left.
The magnet led her deep into a thick, beautiful forest. Flowers and strange animals inhabited its
depths, and Corona was overwhelmed with its beauty. Suddenly, a white stag with massive golden horns
appeared before her. His eyes were blue just like Mora’s. He bent a knee and allowed her to sit astride his
back. He took her as deep into the forest as he could, until his horns became too big to pass through the
undergrowth. She slid from his back, and thanked him, not wanting to go on alone.
As she continued, large panthers with gleaming green eyes, and other ferocious creatures blocked her
path. It was then that she remembered the little lantern the witch had given her. She pulled it out, and its
bright light made the creatures backed away, allowing her to pass in safety. The animals of prey fell back
when she reached a broad road, strewn with glowing ashes. Having no other way to traverse the landscape,
she pushed forward, willing her mind to rule her body. Suddenly, she felt light, and the ground dropped
away from her. She realized she was in the grip of a great bird. They landed on
a soft green patch of moss covered in flowers. The great bird was an eagle and he took pity on her. His
wings caressed the girl’s scorched feet and took all the pain away as if with magic. He leapt up and left her.
The magnet pulled her towards a mass of flowers, which covered a massive white marble wall.
Elated, she searched for a door to the temple. She found it, but didn’t know how to open it. Next to the door
grew a plant with red flowers that looked drops of blood.
They emitted the sweetest of scents (a combination of all the beautiful scents she had smelled
throughout her entire life). She went back to the door, held up the flower, and the door opened before her
into the temple.
She passed through five inner courts by holding the flower to the door, each room having its own
beautiful architecture and flowers more beautiful than the last. Each was guarded by a pair of ferocious
beasts, but her little lantern allowed her to pass unharmed. She reached the final door, flanked by two
angels, which opened the door for her. A blinding light emanated from the center of the room. A pool of
dark water sat at the center, with a glowing object too bright to look at. With the yellow glass the witch had
gifted her, she confirmed it was the lily.
She knelt down at the water’s edge and wept. She wept tears of pain and grief, relieving her
overburdened heart. When her tears hit the floor, they turned into pearls, and rolled into the dark water.
When she wept all of her tears, she unclasped her blue cloak and put it on the floor. She descended into the
pool, and retrieved the lily. The moment the stem snapped, the air around them filled with music, and light
shown over everything. It was as if the heavens had opened into the room. When she looked back, a new lily
stood in the place of the old one, waiting for the next weary wanderer to seek out its healing powers.
She lifted the lily to her face and instantly felt infinite gladness. Even more, her golden hair grew
thickly past her waist, and her soiled dress changed into a garment of the most spotless white. Lifted by
swans, she was flown back to the place where she had left Yno. Her tongue now loosened, she asked the

swans to stop and allow her to thank the man and his son for their kindness to her. Reaching the shore, Yno
was awed by her presence, Something in her face seemed otherworldly, and the white dress seemed to pure
to touch. In her hands sat the lily of life. When she saw that he had waited for her, she praised him, and told
him how God had mercifully led her on her journey. The two took the boat back to the castle.
Arriving, Corona discovered that she was just in time. Ilario barely held onto life, but was still alive.
Her mother too, had realized the change that Yno had seen. Corona’s beauty seemed unbearably pure. When
Corona saw Ilario lying on his sick bed, she instantly was struck by his beauty. She felt a great love rise
within her, but was reminded by Mora that she was his betrothed. With the lily, she
touched his brow. Instantly, his health improved, and life returned to him. Ilario jumped up and kissed Mora.
Soon, the castle was filled with joy at the news of Ilario’s miraculous recovery. The marriage was the
next day. The king was proud of his two beautiful daughters, but the queen saw deeper, and understood the
grief to come for Corona, who acted like nothing was amiss. After the proceedings, she went out to the
stable and wept into the neck of her beloved horse, mourning.
After the ball, the bride and groom prepared to leave on a boat, back to the land of Ilario. Mora
begged her sister to come visit, but Corona felt that she was bidding farewell. Ilario came to her, and he
suddenly realized everything she had sacrificed. He kissed her, and then departed with Mora. Corona
remained on the beach long into the night. Yno found Corona on the beach. Her skin was deathly white, her
parted lips smiling, and her hands clasped over her broken heart.
In the morning, the king and queen sent out a search party for their missing daughter. On the beach
two figures were found–Yno with with his head on his maiden’s feet, and a brown bird singing upon the
beautiful girl. On a distant shore, the witch saw white wings rising towards Heaven, and heard the name
“Corona” on the wind

ROMANIAN LEGENDS

The Legend of Master Manole- Prince Negru Vodă (Radu Negru)
wanted to build the most beautiful monastery in the country, so he hired
Master Manole, the best mason of those times, along with his 9 men. During construction, because the walls
of the monastery would continuously crumble, the Prince threatened to kill Manole and his workers.
Desperate about the way construction went, one night Manole had a dream in which he was told that,
for the monastery to be built, he had to incorporate into its walls some person very loved by him or his
masons. He told his masons about his dream, and they agreed that the first wife who would come there with
lunch for her husband the following day should be the one to be built into the walls of the monastery so that
their art would last.
The next day, Manole looked over the hills and sadly saw his wife, Ana (who was pregnant), coming
from afar. He prayed to God to start rain and storm in order for her to stop her trip or go back home. But her
love was stronger than the storm, and she kept going. He prayed again, but nothing could stop her. When she
arrived, Manole and the builders told her that they wanted to play a little game, which involved building
walls around her body. She accepted happily, but she soon realized that this was no game and implored
Manole to let her go. But he had to keep his promise. And that was how the beautiful monastery was built.
When the monastery was completed, the Prince asked the builders if they could ever make a similarly
splendid building. Manole and his masons told the Prince that they surely could always build an even greater
building. Hearing that and fearing they'll build a bigger and more beautiful building for someone else, the
Prince had them all stranded on the roof so that they would perish and never build something to match it.
They fashioned wooden wings and tried to fly off the roof. But, one by one, they all fell to the ground. A
well of clear water, named after Manole, is believed to mark the spot where Manole himself fell. (the real
location the Curtea de Argeș Monastery)
The Legend of Baba Dochia - Baba Dochia had a son, called Dragomir,
who was married. Dochia ill-treats her daughter-in-law by sending her to pick up
berries in the forest at the end of February. God appears to the girl as an old man
and helps her in her task. When Dochia sees the berries, she thinks that spring
has come back and leaves for the mountains with her son and her goats. She is
dressed with twelve lambskins, but it rains on the mountain and the skins get
soaked and heavy. Dochia has to get rid of the skins and when frost comes she perishes from the cold with
her goats.

Babele Myth -A folk myth associates the 9 days from March 1 to March 9 with the 9 coats she's
shedding. Her spirit is haunting every year around that time, bringing snowstorms and cold weather before
the spring sets in. Women use to pick a day out of these 9 beforehand, and if the day turns out to be fair,
they'll be fair in their old days, and if the day turns out to be cold, they'll turn bitter when older. In Romanian
language 'babele' is the plural of 'baba', the hag or the old woman. Dochia is sometimes depicted as a proud
woman who teases the month of March, who in return gets its revenge by taking some days from February.
The Romanian Giants known as Jidovi, are probably one of the most beloved folklore creatures.
Jidovii are described in Romanian legends as kind and patient, walking with huge steps from one hill to
another. Their presence in Romania is well maintained by the multitude of places that were named after
them: the Jidovi table, the Jidovi cave, the hill or the tombs of Jidovi, and also, there is jidovina, a measuring
unit consisting of several meters, the equivalent of a giant’s step. Wherever you go, their memory is well
preserved and you must not be surprised to hear that there are still many people who believe in their past
existence.
In the Carpathians, Jidovii are often named Blajini, which means the Kind Ones, or Novaci, which means the
Powerful Ones as they could snatch a tree without any effort. They lived in caves and thick woods, enjoyed
talking and respected the little humans, which they considered their successors, the next owners of all the
rivers and mountains. At the beginning of 1900, there were still some people who claimed to have heard real
stories about Jidovi from their grandparents who saw them in person. According to their stories, there were
few giants left but lived in good communion with humans. When great floods came, Jidovii took care of
people and their animals without asking for any reward.
Also, there is a story which repeats regardless of region, when giants
seeing people plowing the land, took them in their hands as
little toys, smiled at them and then put them back carefully. But the
best legend ever is that of the famous agreement between the great
Dacian king Burebista and all the Jidovi from the mountains. They
were left to live in the mountains only if they promised to guard with their life the great Dacian gold
treasures. So, it is believed, that in the deepest caves of the Carpathians Mountains may still live some
Jidovi, protecting the treasures for generations to come.
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ROMANIAN ERASMUS STORIES (Students’ stories)

1. My name is Alina Lixandru, I am now in the 10th grade. Two years ago I decided to apply for the position
in one of the mobilities from Erasmus+ project Theatre Unites Europe. I had to pass an interview, a test and
I was in. At that time it was the idea of travelling and to meet new people. I did not know too much about
what an Erasmus project means.
So the very first mobility abroad –Bulgaria and I was part of the team. It was a life-changing experience with
a lot of opportunities. I developped my English skill and I learnt how to communicate more. I have learnt
that we are all equals regardlessto what culture or race we belong to.
Friendship that we built it is the best “luggage” to take everywhere . I became more sociable, more vivid,
more alive. We had fun, love, cultural experiences, tears, hugs, trips, emotions, future plans, traditional
dances, music, songs, theatre, rehearsals, sweat, laughs and many unforgettable moments. To be continued…
(Alina Lixandru-17 years old-)

2. When I started this project, I was really excited. When it all started and the students from Italy, Turkey,
Slovenia and Bulgaria came in Romania, everything around me came to life and I felt like I was a part of
something important and special. I made new friends very quickly and I got along with everybody. During
that week the most I liked were the trips and the workshops we had together. I’m glad that I had the chance
to show to the others a small part of the beauties of our country. When I was in Slovenia I was really excited.
I was very happy to be there. I felt very good when we attended outdoor classes and when we were on the
trip to Bled.
Everything was a great experience that I will never forget and I would definetly repet it and I’m really happy
that I had the chance to be a part of it. (Diana Radu-16 years old- mobility from Slovenia)

3. Erasmus was, is and I think it will be the best project in highschool. The best memories and a lot of things
I have learnt playing. It changed my life because I had the chance to meet incredible people from a lot of
countries and I don’t really know if another project could give me this chance. Now I have friend from a lot
of countries in Europe and I still talk to them very often. I will repeat Erasmus every time I will have the
chance to do it and I hope kids around the world will be into the Erasmus activities, too because it is
unforgettable. I would like to thank everyone for envolving me in this magical atmosphere and especially to
the teachers and the host families, kids and parents for being so close, familiar and caring.
(Natali Mur-Ioniță-16 years old-mobility in Slovenia)

4. Erasmus is a powerful experience. It can change your life completely.
Living abroad, studying something different or in a different way is something you will never ever forget.
The pleasure of Erasmus doesn’t begin when you start your Erasmus: it starts earlier, on the very day you get
notified of the fact that you were accepted into the programme.
The mobility in Italy “the greatest accident” that happened in my life. I decided to apply for Erasmus not
because I wanted to leave, but because everyone was enthusiastic about it and I thought about it as a way to
prove to myself. I am a good student and the decision was not in vain. I was assigned to Italy. I didn’t know
anything about this country. I never thought about visiting it and never met an Italian person in my life.
I started to be more sociable. I did not wait anymore for someone to start a conversation. I could tell a
stranger that he or she has beautiful eyes, I learnt to say “no”, when I did not like something and I learnt to
express the things I did not like or approve, so I did not let them gather in my mind as usual. And that was
very important, as I’m a super sensitive person.
I overcame language barriers. I never had the opportunity to practice my English before, so it was the perfect
occasion. I improved my English, learnt and fell further in love with languages and discovering interesting
aspects of them or amazing vocabulary. So, I started to write for a journal in my country about similarities,
cute, unique, beautiful words and how language is influenced by our cultures.
I became more courageous. I participated in a theater scene with an English script, even though all people
were from other countries. I learnt to take risks and don’t care about what people will say.
I fell in love with traveling. I enjoy getting lost in new places, and discovering those things that you can’t
find in a guide. Friends and loved ones were the most difficult to leave behind. If I would not be in a
relationship and have a family I think I would have left long ago to explore the world with no plans in mind,
just go and work somewhere for 2-3 months, then move further, and so on. (Adrian Ghiță-17 years old)

THE LEGEND OF COUNTESS VERONIKA
INTRODUCTION:
Kamnik is one of the oldest Slovenian towns. It was first mentioned in 1061. Bavarian
Counts of Andechs used to mint coins there. They would express their importance
with a money mint which was located on Mali grad castle after 1220. When the town
acquired its rights, the mint started minting farthings with an inscription “Civitas
Stein”. The city dwellers first started being mentioned in 1229.
In the 13th century the town was enclosed and several towers were built. Kamnik used
to be the capital of the Carniola region for some time. Later, it turned into a topranking country town beside Ljubljana, currently being the capital city. Kamnik had a
fully developed mint, a knife trade and a cloth mill.
At the end of the 19th century the old town became significant as a place which nature
and mountain lovers from far and wide started to visit. It is also known as one of the
most charming and oldest medieval towns in Slovenia. It is located on the sunny side
of the Kamnik-Savinja Alps and known for its numerous cultural and sacred
monuments. Its surroundings are also incredibly appealing. Velika planina is a unique
place with the oldest preserved herdmen’s settlement.
The legend of greedy Veronika is famous in the town and its surrounding area. The
legend was also described in The Glory of the Duchy of Carniola, an encyclopedia
written by Janez Vajkard Valvasor, a famous Carniolian nobleman. Nowadays
Veronika is a symbol of Kamnik. A children’s festival and autumn running
competition are both named after her. Veronika is also to be found on the coat-ofarms of the municipality.

LEGEND:
There are many versions of the story but we are going to introduce you the most
popular one.
Once upon a time brothers triplets lived in Kamnik. They wanted to become priests,
so they wanted to build a church but they ran out of money, so they went to the castle
to ask countess Veronika for the money.
When she heard the request she yelled: „I would rather change into a serpent right
now than give you a single penny for your stupid work!“ then she madly hit the wall
with her fist. This can still be seen today.

Figure 1: Veronika's fist

The young countess started to change in a half snake half woman, and the earth
swollowed her, you can still see the cave where she sank in.

Figure 2: Veronika

With Countess Veronica's money, newly-ordained priests built a number of churches
and chapels which can be seen in the valley from Mali grad castle hill. The haunted
Veronika still lies below the Mali grad castle hill guarding her gold coins.

Figure 3: Mali grad

FAMOUS FICTIONAL CHARACTHER

Kekec is a Slovene literary character who
was created by the author Josip Vandot in
1918. Kekec first appeared in the tale Kekec
na hudi poti (“Kekec on the Hard Path”).
Later, Kekec came forward in two more
tales: Kekec na volčji sledi (“Kekec on the
Wolf Trail”) and Kekec nad samotnim
breznom (“Kekec Above the Lonely Abyss”).

Kekec:

Kekec is a brave and cheerful shepherd. His
best friends are a cowardly boy called Rožle
and a blind girl called Mojca. Children
shepherd the livestock on high mountain
pastures in summer and experience a lot of
fascinating things. While his flock is feeding,
Kekec is saving his friends from poachers
and wild men and women. Meanwhile he
gets caught, however he always escapes due
to his resourcefulness, bravery and tricks.
He even often finds some sort of cure for his
family and friends.

Kekec, Rožle and Mojca

There were three film adaptations about Kekec:
Kekec, which even received an award Golden
Lion for the best young adult film at the Venetian
Film Festival in 1951, Srečno Kekec! (“Good luck
Kekec!”) and Kekčeve ukane (“Kekec’s tricks”).
Movie Kekec even managed to reach America and
China. It is generally also one of the most
watched Slovenian movies. Furthermore, the tale
about Kekec has also been presented in the opera
house and theatres.

Kekec in China:

In Slovenia there are many:
•

mountain trips and journeys,

•

several kindergartens,

•

children’s journals,

•

Kekec Wonderland in Kranjska Gora,

•

camping sites,

•

and also food (meat spread) which are named
after Kekec.

Kekec Wonderland:

Now we will also play you the Kekec song for a
successful and happy week.
https://youtu.be/0XViah7DJrM
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FAMOUS FICTIONAL CHARACTHER

WATER MAN

The Water Man is important part of Slavic
myth and lore. It usually represents a kind
of river spirit who was often guilty for any
drownings in the local area. These magical
creatures were also able to disguise
themselves as humans, so that they could be
a part of the society and cause even more
troubles for the townsfolk.

Water Man:

In France Prešeren’s poem, one such
creature appears as a handsome young man
in Ljubljana on the occasion of a dance,
because he has heard of the beautiful local
girl called Urška.

Urška is a pretty, young lady with many
different suitors, who are trying to win her
heart, but she doesn't like anyone of them.
That is until she sees a handsome young guy
(water man), with whom she wants to
dance. He offers Urška his hand, which she
accepts and the two of them begin to circle
around the dancefloor in time with the
band. Clouds gather, the waters of the
Ljubljanica river start to churn, and Urška
urges him to slow down. But there’s no
stopping him! They dance and they spin
until they disappear in the waves of
Ljubljanica river and are never seen again.

Water Man and Urška

A TURKISH TRADITION : NEVRUZ

THE IMPORTANCE OF NEVRUZ FESTIVAL
Nevruz Feast; It is a holiday celebrated by many nations in Central Asia and the Balkans. This
festival, which is celebrated with the advent of spring and where every society enriches with
its cultural values, is based on an ancient past. Nev (new) and ruz (day) words of the new day
of the coming of the feast of this holiday is celebrated as a New Year in many Turkish
society.
On the 21st of March, when the day and night are equalized, the weather begins to warm up,
the snow melts, the trees bloom, the soil grows, the migratory birds begin to return to their
nests. This is the harbinger of the spring season. Thanks to all this, the 21st of March was
adopted as the day of awakening, resurrection and creation for all beings and the coming of
the new day was celebrated as a feast.
Turks living in Central Asia, Anatolia Turks and Iranians accepted as New Year's day is
called Nevruz. This date corresponds to March 22 March, Rumi and March 9. Nevruz Feast is
also known in some societies as Nevruz-i Sultani, Sultan Nevruz, Sultan Navrız, Navrız,Nine
of March.

THE IMPORTANCE OF NEVRUZ ACCORDING TO THE TURKS
Another importance of this holiday is the acceptance of Nevruz as the day of liberation in the
Turks. So the exit from Ergenekon. That is why Nevruz in the Turks today was accepted as
the beginning of the new year and until today, celebrations were celebrated with festivals.
Azeri, Kazakh, Kyrgyz, Turkmen, Uzbek, Tatar, Uighur Turks, Anatolian Turks and Balkan
Turks from Central Asia have managed to carry the Nevruz Feast to the present day.

WHAT TO DO IN NEVRUZ FESTIVAL?
Egg Fighting: On the feast days, the children gathered in the streets, around the corner and in
certain places after the second Wednesday, the young people are fighting the eggs painted
with onion peel or straw.
Fire Burning: This night, the fire, called as "tongal", is burned. In the past, these fires were
burned on the roof of the houses. However, with the change of living conditions, these fires
are now being burned in the gardens or in the empty squares, among the streets. Those who
jump over the fire by making a wish with burning a fire believe that these wishes will be
fulfilled, all their diseases will be burned and the new year will start without these diseases
and evils.

In the meantime, fire balls made of oily rags are connected with a wire and shaken several
times and then thrown into the air. Later, the ashes of the “tongal” sprinkled in the garden of
the house to bring abundance. After the fire festival outside the house comes home to Nevruz
table. In addition to the national dishes such as rice, grilled (roasted wheat), splitting food,
meat, etc., this table also includes eggs, various types of nuts and various semolina. Family
members at the beginning of the table congratulate each other and start eating with the signs
of the house. In Newroz / New Year holidays, misbehaves reconcile all settlers, give advice to
young people.

Chimney Chimney / Shawl Shaking: The most popular ones are the children who come to
the new day. The chimney day is a day before the Festival. In this day, the children go to
their neighborhoods and their neighborhoods to get their share of the feast, the doors are
knocked out, and the feasts are asked. On the night of the chimney chimney, fires are burned,
and at night, everyone keeps their way to neighboring houses by connecting a scarf to his
waist. This is called ”chimney chimney”, because the share of the feast is connected to the
scarf which is hanging from the chimney.

Ear Hanging (Door listening): The night before the new day, the chimney chimney night,
neighboring and relatives of the door and windows are secretly approached, the inside is tried
to be heard. In this listening event, which is made entirely in good faith, those who go to the
door listening make a wish. Based on what is spoken inside, they make various comments
according to their wishes. These comments are believed to be true. Young boys and girls
wake up early in the morning to fulfill their wishes and wash in cold water. On this day,
everyone knows that talkings in their houses will be listened ,so everyone talks about good
things.

A TURKISH STORY : KARAGÖZ VE HACİVAT

Karagöz and Hacivat are a kind of imitation and shadow play made with two
dimensional depictions.
The main protagonists of the game are Karagöz and Hacivat. Karagöz is a folk
man who has not read, is bold and ready to answer. Hacivat, on the contrary of
Karagöz, is a well-educated, cunning, heartfelt man with knowledge of every
subject.

Our Students ..

The story begins :
Karagöz : ‘’While I was going to Üsküdar,it started to rain.
The coat of My Katib is long, its skirt is muddy.’’
Hacivat : Oh! My Karagöz, Oh! Maşallah! You are in good mood.
Karagöz : It is really so , Hacivat Çelebi.
Hacivat : I think, You found a job for yourself.My Karagöz.
Karagöz : Yes, I found it Hacivat Çelebi.Really a good job.
Hacivat : Oh,Oh,Oh! I am very happy for you.What kind of job is it ?
Karagöz : It is profitable and enjoyable job, Hacivat.
Hacivat : Of course, My Karagöz! A job must be like that.I wonder what it is.
Karagöz : I will be a singer.
Hacivat : What! I did not understand, My Karagöz.
Karagöz : You did, You did.But I can repeat it for you. I decided to be singer ,Hacıcavcav.
Hacivat : But My Karagöz,You haven’t got a good voice.
Karagöz : Why? Don’t you say to me that your voice is always clear and loud.
Hacivat : No, the voice is another kind of voice.It must be decent.
Karagöz : Good.I never say bad words,Hacivat.
Hacivat : Ah! My Karagöz.Ah! How can I explain it for you now?
Anyway, Sing me a little.Then I may talk about it.
Karagöz : That is better, Hacıcavcav.I am singing.
‘’While I was going to Üsküdar,it started to rain.
The coat of My Katib is long, its skirt is muddy.’’
Hacivat : Ok, My Karagöz.That is enough.Tell me, Did you like this song?
Karagöz : No, I didn’t, Hacıcavcav.
Hacivat : Ok,then My Karagöz.Now tell me,Why didn’t you like it ?
Karagöz : Because it is not completed.You has interrupted my song. :)

From Turkish team …
The coordinator : Büşra ÖZKAN

La Befana: The Witch of Christmas
The legend of Befana began
thousands of years ago and
remains to this day a tradition
practised by Italian children and
their families. In Rome every
year there are parades and
parties to celebrate the tradition
and many women dress up as
The Befana and distribute sweets
to children.

The Story of La Befana
(an Epiphany legend)
One day three men dressed in strange clothes knocked on the door of a little old woman.
They explained that they were looking for a newborn child, a special child. They asked for
directions, but she did not know.
They showed her their costly gifts and invited her to join them on the journey, but she declined,
stating she had not finished her sweeping.
Later, the woman had a change of heart, and decided to bring a gift for the little child herself. She
thought, "Frankincence, myrrh, and gold is all very fine, but a child really needs a warm blanket."
She took a baby blanket from her old chest, thinking, "Perhaps a small toy as well."
Then she thought, "What if the child has older brothers or sisters. I'll bet the men never thought of
anything for them." She slipped some more toys into her big sack; she picked out several because
she didn't know what ages the other children might be. It was just dark when she left.
The men, of course, were the three Wise Men from the East.

Alas, she did not ever catch up with the three Kings. Though the woman left little gifts for any
children she did find, she never found the little child about which they spoke.
Still, the woman had such joy in giving, she continued to leave gifts at many Italian homes with
children each January 5, on the Epiphany Eve. She became known as La Befana, the old woman of
the Feast of the Epiphany.
Her skirt and apron became torn and patched. Her shoes became worn. All the good children she
visited got treats and toys, while all the bad children got a lump of coal or bundle of kindling sticks.
Yet even the coal was not so bad, because sometimes the coal was really a black sugar candy.
As a tidy Italian nonnina, La Befana quickly swept the floor of any home she visited--just before
departing.
In her travels, she walked all over Italy and eventually to other lands where there were Italians who
told her story and where there were children who could use a small gift or two.
Today the tradition continues and she is known and loved by children all over Italy.

There are poems about Befana, which are known in slightly different versions throughout Italy.
Here is one of the versions:
La Befana vien di notte
Con le scarpe tutte rotte
Col vestito alla romana
Viva, Viva La Befana!
The English translation is:
The Befana comes by night
With her shoes all tattered and torn
She comes dressed in the Roman way
Long live the Befana!

The Ledgend of Piedigrotta in Pizzo.
The legend about the Church of Piedigrotta is known to all the people who live in the province of
Vibo Valentia. For hundreds of years the story has been handed down about the shipwreck which
happened in the middle of the 1600s: The legend tells the story of a ship with a Neapolitan crew
that was surprised by a violent storm. The sailors were sure that they were going to die so they
gathered together in the captain’s cabin where a painting of the Madonna of Piedigrotta was kept
and they started praying. They make a vow to the Virgin: If they were saved, they would build a
chapel and dedicate it to the Madonna.
The ship sank but the sailors were able to swim to the shore. With them, the painting of the
Madonna of Piedigrotta and the ship’s bell (dated 1932) were also brought to the shore by the
waves. The sailors found the painting in perfect condition even though it had been in the sea for
hours. It was a miracle! The sailors believed that they had been saved by th Madonna.
Determinated to keep the vow, the sailors excavated the rock and built a little chapel where they put
the sacred image. There are no documents to prove this story, but the cult of the sacred image has
been passed down from generation to generation and is still alive today.
In 1880, a local artist, Angelo Barone, decided to dedicate his life to the chapel of Piedigrotta.
When he could he would walk there and work with his pickaxe, to expand and improve the cave.
Angelo died on May 19th 1917 and his son Alfonso took over his work and dedicated 40 years of
his life to the Church. He gave the Church its definitive appearance. In the meantime his family had

emigrated to Canada but he stayed in Pizzo to continue his work in Piedigrotta. After his death the
Church was abandoned for many years. Unfortunately at the beginning of the 60s it was subjected
to vandalism, but luckily, at the end of the decade, a nephew of Angelo and Alfonso Barone, named
Giorgio, decided to return to Pizzo from Canada where he had moved to and where he had become
a famous sculptor. He had intended to stay in his birthplace for only two weeks, but after having
visited the Church and seeing that it was in a state of abandon, he decided to try and restore it. He
stayed in Pizzo and worked on the restoration of the church for several months, working without
interruption to recreate the masterpiece that his two uncles had created. The restoraion was finished
in 1968.
Description
The outer facade is made of stone in a very simple style. A series of windows illuminate the inside
of the Church. One can see from the openings on the right, the two levels of the original hermitage.
Some windows were carved directly from the rock. On the roof there are some openings that
illuminate the deeper parts of the Church, an iron cross and a statue of the Madonna with its Child,
protecting the people of the sea.
The Church is incorrectly described as a cave excavated in tuff (a soft type of milestone). In reality
Piedigrotta is situated on the sedimentary rock of marine origin classified as sandstone.

Tarantella
The Tarantella is a traditional folk dance from the southern areas of Italy with a very distinctive,
energetic sound. Typically played with a mandolin, guitar, accordion, and tambourine, the Tarantella
varies from region to region but always maintains a vibrant, fast-paced melody. The tempo is
normally in 6/8 time, with dancers taking triple steps, alternatively drawing together and moving
apart from each other. The tune of the Tarantella Neapoletana is the most easily recognizable, if
only because of its presence in The Godfather movies and pasta commercials, but there are many
different versions from Calabria, Sicily, and other small, rural areas.

As legend has it, the Tarantella is a throwback to Bacchanalian rites of the pagan days from the
Roman Empire. The Cult of Dionysus involved wild dance sessions as a method of worship, all of
which was driven underground when Rome was converted to Christianity. Its first historical
mention can be traced back to 1374, when allegedly a gang of youths went to a churchyard to
perform the lively St. Vitus’ Dance. Disturbed and angered by such merriment, the parish priest
prayed that God would punish the youths by making them dance frenziedly for an entire year. The
Tarantella later reemerged in areas around Abruzzo, Puglia, and Calabria in the 16th and 17th
century as a remedy for the poisonous bite of a local wolf spider, the Mediterranean Black Widow.
The spider, known in Italian as the tarantula, was most active during the late summer harvest times,
and its bite was thought to induce “tarantism,” a manic hysteria and restlessness that allegedly led to
death.

The Mediterranean Black Widow, Lycosa Tarantula

The Tarantella has undergone many changes since then, becoming a graceful, stately courtship
dance and a therapeutic cure for neurotic women, but for centuries its primary purpose was in
response to spider bites. The bite victims, known as the tarantolati, were meant to dance frenziedly
by themselves for hours or even days to sweat out the venom. Still, the music has become iconic of
southern Italy, and its many variations have served as inspiration for composers all across Europe.
Chopin, Liszt, Rossini, Debussy, Mendelssohn, and Rachmaninoff all have used variations of the
Tarantella in their work.
In contemporary times, the Tarantella has become more of a group dance, performed in a circle at
occasions like weddings or birthday parties. Guests will dance clockwise in a circle, speeding up as
the tempo increases, switching directions and trying to see who can keep up pace with the
musicians. Young musicians and groups in Italy, drawing on the old traditions, have fueled a
movement called “Neo-Tarantism,” which recreates the frenzy and hypnotic effect of the Tarantella
but generally with a faster tempo and a more modern sound. There is also a considerable amount of
research being done on the effects of the Tarantella—both the music and the dance—on people with
psychiatric problems such as depression and hysteria. While it resembles similar dances in the
Mediterranean area, such as the Furlana of Venice and the Saltarello of Rome, the Tarantella is the
one dance that is most widely known and can be considered truly iconic of Italian culture.

