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MYTHS AND MOTIVES ABOUT FORESTS IN ART 

Portugal 

 
The Legend of the Serra da Estrela 

 

This is the story of a Shepherd who lived in a sad village and he had by the only company one 

dog. This shepherd looked at the horizon and his heart filled up 

of hope that one day he could travel beyond the mountains 

that involved his village. 

On a moonlit night, where the shepherd saw the starry sky, a 

little star, with a face of children, came to him and told him 

about its wish. It was there by the will of 

God, to guide the shepherd for where 

this would like to go.  

From then on, the star never left the 

shepherd, smiling at him of the sky, night after night. 

 Until it came the day when he made the decision to leave and called 

the star. The old men in the village shook their wise heads towards such 

madness. The shepherd left and walked during endless years. 

 His dog didn't endure the hard journey and stayed, by the way, marked by a stone 

sign. The shepherd cried and continued searching for his destiny, getting older along with the star. 

Until one day, they arrived at his faith, to the highest sierra, the one who was more closer to the sky 

and there they stayed together. 

 The King of the region sent to him emissaries with promises of power and fortune in 

exchange for the star. He replied to them that the star was not his, but the sky, and never would 

leave it. 

 The legend says that within today from of Serra da Estrela is possible to see one star who 

brights more than others, longing, and love for the shepherd. 

Maria Ribeiro 
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The legend of Agarez 

 In the Serra do Alvão inhabited, a long time ago, a Christian people 

named Aragonês. They dedicated to the cultivation of corn in the 

sandy lands of the area, and filled with it the numerous bowl that 

had spread throughout the village.  

     One day, these people discovered a huge golden lode and 

soon everyone's life changed completely. They 

abandoned the corn, dumped the bowls and 

began to fill them with gold. At one point the 

gold was so large that it could not fit in the 

bowls, so the inhabitants tried to find a place to 

hide it.  

 After much thought, they concluded that the best solution would be to 

hide it in the sandy grounds since they no longer needed them to grow corn. So, one night, they 

took it there in a row of ox carts. However, the devil, who was walking nearby at that hour, 

decided to follow them, hidden in the bushes of the path. 

 When they were near the place where they were going to store the 

treasure, a sack full of gold was broken and the nuggets scattered down the 

mountain. 

- God help us! -said one. 

- Damn the devil! - reacted another.  

 The Devil, who was watching, was filled with anger at what he heard, and soon he 

decided to take revenge. He went to the neighboring village of Mafómedes, where the Moors 

lived. He called them out to wipe out the Christians, promising that he would tell them where they 

had the hidden gold. The bloodthirsty and greedy Moors came that very night and killed all 

the Aragonese Christians and destroyed all the houses. In the end, they went to the devil and 

asked: 

"Now, come tell us where the treasure is." 

 The Devil led them near the slope where the Christians had hidden it and said to them: 
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- It's also stored under the sand. You just have to dig to find it. The Moors did it. However, as soon 

as they began to dig, the mountain shook violently. An avalanche of earth and boulders came 

crashing down, not only burying the Moors, but all the treasure they were about to find. Only the 

devil escaped because he was far from the place. As it was a 

young Moorish couple, less ambitious than the others, and 

who, instead of seeking the treasure, had preferred to take 

refuge somewhere in a timely, loving retreat.  

The Devil froze, but the  young couple stayed and, right there, 

began their life together, rebuilding the village. They did so in 

memory of Hagar, the famous Egyptian slave worshiped by the 

Moors, and so named it Agarez. The new inhabitants, however, 

did not give up looking for the treasure. And they found it in the land. In the cultivation of cereals 

and vegetables, and in the spinning and weaving of wool and linen, producing tablecloths 

embroidered with artist's hands, which still today fill the eyes of the visitors of the Feira de S. Pedro, 

in Vila Real. 
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The Lagoon of the seven cities 
  

 Tell the legend that many, many years ago, where 

today is the parish of the Seven Cities, in Azores, Portugal, 

was a great kingdom where lived a young princess with blue 

eyes, very beautiful and kind.  

 The princess was very fond of country life and one of 

her favorite activities was walking the fields, smelling the 

flowers, wetting her feet in the streams or just enjoying the 

beauty of the hills, forests and valleys surrounding the kingdom.  

 One day, during one of her long walks, the young princess passed a meadow where saw a 

flock grazed. Nearby, taking care of her flock, was a friendly greeneyed shepherd with whom the 

princess decided to talk.  

 The princess and the pastor talked a lot. They spoke of the animals, the flowers, the 

weather, and all the simple and beautiful things that were surrounding them. After this, the two 

met every day to talk.  

 Days and weeks went by, and the princess and the shepherd kept meeting every day in 

the same place where they had met. Over time they fell in love and ended up exchanging vows 

of eternal love, but the princess's encounters with the shepherd eventually reached the ears of 

the king, who wasn’t satisfied. He wanted to see his daughter married to a prince from one of the 

neighboring kingdoms, so he forbade her to see the shepherd again.  

 Out of respect for her father, the princess accepted this cruel decision, but asked him to let 

her go meet the pastor once again to say goodbye to him. Sensitized, the king said yes.  

 They met for the last time in that green fields… And once again they spent time talking at 

length about their love and equally about their 

separation.  

 While they were talking they cried too, and they 

cried so much that the tears of the princess's blue eyes 

ran down the valley and formed the blue lagoon, 

already the tears of the pastor's green eyes fell with such 

intensity that they formed the pond of green water.  

 Finally, the two loved ones said goodbye, and the 

tears wept for their separation formed two lagoons that 

were forever together - just as the two lovers could never come together, but they couldn’t ever 

be apart too.  

 One is the Blue Lagoon, the other is the Green Lagoon: they are called “Seven Cities 

Ponds”. In the brightest days, the colors of the two lagoons are so intense that one can almost 

imagine the passionate look of the shepherd directed to his princess.     

 

The Girl on the Road 



KA229-87EE676D-EN Erasmus 2018-2010 – “From the Forests to the Forests trough Classroom” 

 A group of friends was traveling through the Sintra Sierra, filming their trip as they went 

along. At some point, they came across a confused-looking girl 

waiting on the side of the road.  The girl had a bewildered look on 

her face that creeped out the person filming the ride. They 

decided to pull over anyway and picked her up. She started to feel 

sick and then she screamed. What followed is unclear, but they 

had an accident that took the lives of all the passengers. The body 

of the girl on the road was nowhere to be found. The ghost of the 

white lady is Teresa Fidalgo, who supposedly died at that curve in 

the road in 1983. Social media and the internet abound with variations of the story. There’s even 

evidence of a mentally ill man coming forward, claiming to be the sole survivor of the car crash 

that was reenacted in the film. 
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The Devil´s bridge – Park National of Peneda Gerês 

 

 Portugal is a country where we can find a lot of natural attractions like forests or rivers. 

One of the most known and beautiful natural 

places it's the National Park of Peneda Gerês 

which even with its long paths to walk, the views 

are really natural and peaceful with so many 

trees and animals living in their natural habitat. 

 To see everything on this trip it's necessary 

to walk in narrow paths and bridges, like the 

bridge of Misarela, which has a history about 

itself, a history which people tell each other and 

they hear from their parents and their 

grandparents. 

 The history tells that one day a man, who committed a crime, was running away from 

justice, but he was arrived to some cliffs and 

he couldn’t walk anymore. The man was 

desperate and he asked to the devil for help, 

at midnight. After waiting a while, the devil 

built a bridge and made it disappear then, 

but in return he wanted the soul of the man. 

 The man has felt guilty and he found 

help in a priest who made a plan and invoked 

the devil again at midnight in the same place. 

The devil appeared, the priest blessed the 

bridge and the man was saved.  

 Since that day, the bridge was 

considered a blessed bridge and the older 

people say that this bridge helps pregnant 

women when they will have their child or help the woman that wants to have a child too. They 

just need to cross the bridge and name their children Senhorinha or Gervásio. 

 It's difficult to know if this story is true or false, but it's this type of histories which make people 

imagine and believe in something.  
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Serra da Cabreira- Legend 

 

 One day, a beautiful young woman came to the Serra da Agra from 

the sides of Spain with her flock.  

 Legend has it that a very elegant knight, on a sunny morning, when 

he was hunting with other hunters around, marveled at the shepherd girl. He 

greeted her tenderly. 

 -Good morning, beautiful young… You have the 

sunlight in your eyes.  

 She smiled, embarrassed and answered in a 

shaky voice: 

 -It’s your eyes, Lord… I’m not worth your 

fulfillment… 

 Then the gentleman waved at his partners to go away and slowly 

dismounted from the horse, with a smile on his face. 

 -Listen, beautiful young… for you, and only for you, I will leave the hunt 

and stay in this place…to worship you! 

 And so began another romance of Love, lasting hours, days, maybe weeks… 

The knight and the Maiden exchanged their vows, as if only they existed in the world, there, both 

alone, collected in a heavenly corner of the Serra da Agra.  

 But everything has an end, says the People and the Truth. 

At one point the Knight remembered that he had to leave. Important obligations certainly 

awaited him: 

 -Listen, my love…I have to go, but I’ll be back as 

soon as possible. I can’t live without you anymore. 

 Sadly sighing, she just confessed: 

 -I don’t even know who you are… what is your 

name? 

 He laughed. 

 -Never mind… I am the man you love and love 

you back. But, if you want to know more, I tell you that I 

am the Lord of a nearby village, and I will come to see 

you again. Wait for me! 

 -I’’ll wait until the end of my life… 

 And she waited, in fact, until she was almost starving, tired, cold and disillusioned… 

 -I need to find him, I need to find him again…even if I need to be a bird and fly… 
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She cried. 

She cried so much that the flow of her tears turned into a 

river and that river went to bathe the land of the one who 

abandoned her: ‘’Vila do Conde’’. 

 

 And as a tribute to his young woman, the people 

decided to call the Sierra where she had lived her great 

passion, the name of Serra da Cabreira and how she 

wanted to be a bird and fly, came to call the Vila do Conde River, the Rio Ave… 
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BELGUIM 

THE WHITE GOAT 

 

A long time ago, before the two world wars that so upset the peaceful life of our countryside,  

Jacques Lecron,  

farmer in Montbliart,  a small village near Chimay,was very happy: he 

had just taken in the hay. His donkey, Duke, who had helped him greatly 

in this task, was now frolicking along the hedges of the property. 

But Lecron had yet another subject of satisfaction, his old friend, Luc 

Bertouille, had invited him to go and enjoy a delicious hare stew. This 

one had been simmering for a few days in a good bath of Burgundy.  

The next morning, Maître Lecron, perched on the cart, left his farm, at 

the little trot of Duc, happy to stretch his legs. 

Our farmer was a believer, and even a bit superstitious. He firmly 

believed in the legend of the "White Goat" of the Turning Stone. At 

midnight, the stones made a turn on itself and a white goat, with sharp 

horns, pursued the passers-by. That's what was on his mind while he was driving by the fateful 

place. 

The arrival at destination was a real triumph, for both Lecron and Duc. Bertouille and his charming 

wife were charming and friendly. After the welcome drink, and leaving Madame Bertouille to 

prepare for the meal, the two friends went to the. After the service, Jacques and Luc had a short 

walk in the forest to whet their appetite.           Back at home, they took their places in front of the 

table in the company of some other guests, including the priest and the schoolmaster. 

The meal was sprinkled with generous wines. Pot-au-feu with delicate 

aroma, roast veal, then the famous hare stew. Really, Madame Bertouille 

had surpassed herself for this last dish. Never had Lecron attended such 

a feast. 

Then it was the turn of the so-called tricolor coffee. Very hot and sweet 

with a swig of Kirsch, rum and cognac. But, everything has an end.  

At half-past eleven, Lecron who remembers the legend  of the white goat, asked to retire. 

After shaking hands with his comrades, he left, forgetting even a "goodbye" to the Duke, who was 

languishing in his pen.  

With a quick step Lecron crossed the forest, went to the "Pierre qui tourne", which he reached ten 

minutes before midnight. He had scarcely traveled two hundred yards, when he heard like a 

gallop on the side of the Neolithic stones. No doubt, it was the white goat… Mad with terror, our 

man began to run, as far as possible in his condition, but the noise was still approaching. Finally, 

out of breath, stumbling on a large tree root, he fell all the way into a ditch along the path. His 

heart beating, making himself as small as possible, he recommended his soul to God and waited 

for the fatal blow. 

Suddenly he felt a hot, humid breath on his neck, then a sonorous hi-hane sounded With one 
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bound, he was standing: Duc! he exclaimed, wrapping his arm around the donkey's neck. 

It was Duc, who, not wanting to stay at Lecron’s farm had decided to gallop towards his good 

stable so warm and welcoming. 

Jacques  was relieved and swore that never again, he would not believe in the legend of the 

"White Goat." 
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Legend of Saint-Hubert 
 

 

Hubert, son of Bertrand, Duke of Aquitaine and great-grandson of Clovis was born in the year 656, 

probably in Toulouse.  

He was a lord famous for his intelligence, his wealth, and his great 

kindness. 

He spent many days in the Ardennes, with his relative, Pepin de Herstal, a 

powerful lord as well.  

Every day he went hunting in the forest, full of boars, deer, bears, and 

wolves, and only returned to his castle at night.                                                      

He was busy with his fast greyhounds and handled the ax, the spear, the 

knife and the sword with equal dexterity. 

One winter day, Hubert set out on horseback for the hunt at the first light 

of dawn.     It was Christmas day, some snowflakes were falling.                                                                  

And as he began to hunt, a ten-horned deer, all white, of extraordinary 

size, jumped from a thicket and sprang before him, dragging him into the depths of the forest. 

Suddenly the deer stopped and turned around.                                                                  In a vision, 

Hubert saw the image of a luminous Crucifix between the antlers of the deer and he heard a 

voice saying :                        

- "Hubert! Hubert! How long will you pursue the animals in the forests?                               How long 

will this passion make you forget the salvation of your soul? "                                                                                                                      

Hubert, seized with terror, threw himself to the ground and asked the vision:   

- " Lord! What do I have to do?” 

The voice told him, "Go to Lambert, my bishop, in Maastricht, and convert."                                                                                                            

Hubert replied : "Thank you, O Lord. You have my promise. I will be able to show myself worthy of 

you! " 

Hubert kept his word. He went to Lambert, his bishop, 

implored his protection and assured him that he wanted 

to spend the rest of his life on God. 

Hubert retired in the Forest of Champion, where the Lord 

had shown himself to him in the antlers of the white deer, 

in the form of a luminous cross.                                   The 

sound of his conversion spread throughout the Ardennes.  

The pagans, on learning this ,  converted 

themselves into a mass .  
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THE GOLDEN GOAT 

 

 

"Once upon a time, there lived in Sivry a lazy and dreamy shepherd's 

son.  

He had been pampered by his mother for years and it had never 

been necessary for him to work. He spent most of his time walking 

and daydreaming. Then one day his parents died and he inherited 

their flock of goats and sheep.Yet he preferred to continue to lead a good life, thus living on the 

legacy he had received. He spent days lying on the grass of the meadows, admiring birds and 

insects. Left unattended, the animals grazed as they pleased on the surrounding areas.  

For lack of care and negligence, he lost many of them. Some died of hunger, others got lost or 

were eaten by wolves and stray dogs.  

His flock was visibly thinning, and the young shepherd's idleness was growing. 

Then one day, while watching one of his last goats, he noticed that it was feeding on pretty little 

golden yellow flowers. His mind torn by hunger, madness, or perhaps by the heat of the sun, 

imagined that these gold buttons turned into gold in the goat's stomach. He got up hurriedly and 

tried to catch the animal. The scared goat escaped into the forest and stopped at the foot of the 

Mont-Rosé waterfall.  

The shepherd at his heels, she jumped and sank into a water hole below, she disappeared deep 

in the pit, as if caught in a whirlwind.  

 Upset by the loss of his wealth, the young man went to the village in search of a helping hand. 

Some people came to help him and plunged in search of the animal. But the water hole seemed 

endless. In the evening, the men each demanded a sheep for 

service, the shepherd obeyed. The experiment began again the 

next day, then the days that followed until there were no sheep 

left. But none ever found the animal. The young shepherd ended 

up alone, ruined by his laziness. 
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LATVIA  

 Why trees don’t talk anymore. 
 

Before the time,trees could talk like all men, but the problem was people couldn’t get wood. 

If you wanted wood, you needed to beg trees so you could cut them down, but they could even 

break a stone heart. One day a baby is born in a family, but it is so cold and the baby is freezing. 

The man has nothing else to do but go to the forest and get some wood. The man walks up to a 

young tree, but the tree replies:” I’m still young, I still want to live a bit. Go to that old tree.” The 

man has nothing else to do but walk to the old tree. The old tree answers:”You won’t get much 

wood from me, my inside is hollow and I won’t give you much heat. Go to that curved tree he 

isn’t needed by anyone.” The man walks up to the curved tree, but it answers:” Don’t cut me 

down, I’m bent and I will be very hard to be carried home, and you couldn’t cut me into pieces. 

You should better go to that straight one.” The man has enough and starts blaming God, because 

he can’t cut down one single tree and his baby is freezing. From that day onward God has 

forbidden trees to talk so that men could survive the cold. 

 

WHY TREES DON’T TALK  ANYMORE. 

 Once upon a time, trees could talk and beg people not to cut them down. One man 

walked into the woods and wanted to cut down a linden, but the linden said:”Don’t cut me down 

I will turn you into whatever you want.” 

 The man said:”Okay, turn me into a lord!” 

 The linden turned the man into a lord. After a while, the man got bored of being a lord, he 

wanted more. The man walked back to the forest where he had found the linden and tried to cut 

it down. The linden begged again:” I will turn you into whatever you want.” 

 The man answered:” Turn me into a king!” 

 The linden turned the man from a lord to a king. Again, after a while, the man got bored of 

being the king and went back to the forest for the linden.The linden begged the man again:” I will 

turn you into whatever you want.” 

 The man answered:” Turn me into God!” 

 The linden said:” Get on the ground on all your fours and I will grant your wish.” 

 The man did what the linden had said and dropped on all his fours, but at the same 

moment the man overgrew with a lot of hair and turned into a bear. 

 From that moment onward God has forbidden trees from talking ever again. 
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Why aspen leaves shiver. 
 

Once upon a time, a girl was walking along the road when she realised that 

she was being followed by the Devil. She started to run as fast as she could. She 

ran into a bath house and hid there. With closed doors the Devil couldn’t get in, so 

he went to climb into through the window. She realised that she’s not safe 

anymore, and ran further. She ran and ran, but the Devil didn’t give up. Suddenly 

she saw an aspen and thought to hide under it, and that’s what she did, as she 

thought that the Devil wouldn’t notice her. He ran up to the aspen and asked if it 

hadn’t seen a girl running by. The girl was shivering, because she didn’t want the 

Devil to find her. The Aspen didn’t even want to help the girl, so it said:”Are you 

looking for this girl, that’s hiding under my leaves?” Realising what had happened, 

the girl continued running, but she said:”You’ll shiver the same as me when I was 

shivering under your leaves. And from that day on,  aspen’s leaves are shivering 

even to this day.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Why aspen leaves tremble. 

 
 

Once during the war, one woman with a small child was hiding under the 

aspen roots, but the aspen started shouting:” HERE’S THE HUMAN! HERE'S THE 

HUMAN! ” When the war ended happily, the woman cursed the aspen saying:’’ 

Let the aspen tremble as I was trembling!” From that day, the leaves of aspen 

tremble. 

 

Birch-tree. 

During a thunderstorm, some lonely poor man was walking along the road 

wanting to hide from the rain under a birch-tree. But the birch-tree told him to go 

to the nearby bush, which happily helped the man. That’s why God let the birch-

tree to only grow with one stem, while the bush can stretch as many as it wants.  
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Why trees swing their tops in the wind 

 

 
At the beginning of the world, trees were just as wise as humans and they were able to swing 

around and reach the ground with their tops. Once upon a time a man 

cutoff a tree for his own needs. Other trees, feeling pity for their friend, started to bend and whip 

the chopper with their tops. The man ran away barely-alive. He complained to God that he 

couldn’t live without chopped trees, but when he tried to cut them off, they would start hitting 

him, almost till death. God accepted man’s complaint and took away the wisdom from trees and 

forbade them swinging as much as they want, but let them swing a little with their tops in the wind 

what trees are still doing until now. 

 

How branches form on trees. 

 
God and devil had large meadows. God had a chisel, but the devil had a scythe. 

God had to mow the grass. The God took the devil's scythe and mowed his grass. The devil 

wondered how the God had mowed the grass with the chisel. The devil took the God’s chisel and 

threw it to the grass. The chisel hit a tree. At that time trees were without branches. And from that 

time on, trees have branches. 

 

 

The Blind Ash 

 

 
Ash tree is blind and lame. In spring when the other trees are green and 

happy, he’s still standing in his winter coat, as if there was still snow on the 

ground. When he sees the spring life, water flowing, winds howling, animals 

moving, he asks his neighbours the linden and the birch: „Dear neighbours, 

what is the singing and being happy all about?” When he gets to know that 

spring has begun, he puts out his leaves. 

   In autumn ash tree is the first to be scared of the cold autumn winds. He 

hurries up  to be the first to put down his leaves and crawl into his bark, like a 

snail in his shell. Because of his blindness, ash tree can’t enjoy the early spring 

and the beautiful autumn.  
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Why Oaks Have Jagged Leaves 

 
Many years ago oaks used to have leaves as smooth as other trees do. In that time God and 

the devil had a bet. The devil said that he would do the bet when oaks didn’t have leaves on 

them. God wanted to win the bet, so he forbade oaks to get rid of the leaves. So they didn’t. 

Summer went by, autumn came along. The devil was waiting for oaks to get rid of the leaves. The 

devil was becoming angry and didn’t know what 

to do, he thought that over the winter it would 

happen. Winter came. Leaves turned yellow but 

didn’t fall off. The devil thought that in spring they 

would fall, but some still stayed on. New leaves 

started to grow. In the end oaks had leaves on all 

the time. When the devil found out that he lost 

the bet, he became very angry. He started to 

tear all the leaves the oak had.  

  Since then oaks have jagged leaves and 

they don’t fall during winter. God left that as a 

memory that he won the devil.  

 

The human starts to log trees 

 
Once upon a time all the trees spoke. The 

lumberman came and started to log the trees, 

but they were pleading not to do that. The man became angry, stuffed moss in his ears, so he 

wouldn’t hear their supplications and then he started to log. The trees saw that the pleading 

wouldn’t help. One night they agreed to kill the man.  And, when the man came to the forest with 

an axe, the trees started falling down and killed him. But God became very angry with the trees 

because of the murder. He made it that way so the trees couldn’t stand up anymore. They were 

left lying on the ground, only groaning and crying. And other people came and chopped the 

trees in pieces and burned them with a big fire. And people made plows, plucked up fields and 

sowed grains. 
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Alder leaves 
Have you seen thered dots on alder leaves? Do you 

know how they occurred? When cuckoo is calling, it 

slowly says „coo-coo, coo-coo, coo-coo!” But there are 

these villains who are mocking the cuckoo –croaking 

very fast: „coo-coo, coo-coo,coo-coo,coo-coo!” Then 

the cuckoo cries with bloody tears. You can see them on 

the alder leaves. 

 

Why does fir and pine prosper all winter and 

summer? 

After God created the world, all the trees came to 

God complaining that people chopped them for 

firewood, but a fir tree and pine tree were chopped very 

rarely. God became angry and said that all the trees 

were made for chopping. He said that no tree would be 

green during the winter anymore, except pine and fir, 

because they didn’t come to complain about people 

chopping them for firewood. And from that time other 

trees in winter don’t stay green, only fir and pine.  

 

 

 

 

 



KA229-87EE676D-EN Erasmus 2018-2010 – “From the Forests to the Forests trough Classroom” 

 

 

 

 

MYTHS AND MOTIVES ABOUT FORESTS IN ART 
 

ROMENIA 

Ielele, the Romanian Nymphs 

 

The Iele are feminine mythical creatures in Romanian 

mythology. There are several differing descriptions of 

their characteristics. Often they are described as 

Faeries, with great seductive power over men, with 

magic skills and attributes similar to Nymphs, Naiads 

and Dryads found in Greek mythology. 

      The Iele are said to live in forests, in caves, on 

isolated mountain cliffs and in marshes, and reported 

to have been seen bathing in the springs or at 

crossroads. From this point of view, the Iele are similar to the Ancient Greek Hecate, a three 

headed goddess of Thracian origin, who guards crossroads. 

      They mostly appear at night by moonlight, as dancing Horas, in secluded areas such as 

glades, the tops of certain trees (maples, walnut trees), ponds, river sides, crossroads or 

abandonend fireplaces, dancing naked, with their breasts almost covered by their disheveled 

hair, with bells on their ankels and carryng candels. In almost all of these instances, the Iele 

appear to be incorporeal. Rarely, they are dressed in chain male coats. The effect of their specific 

dance, the Hora is similar to the dances of the Bacchantes. The place where they had danced 

would after remain carbonized, with the grass incapable of growing on the trodden ground, and 

with the leaves of the surrounding trees scorched. Later, when grass would finally grow, it would 

have a red or dark-green color, the animals would not eat it, but instead mushrooms would thrive 

on it. 

The Iele are said not to be solitary creatures, but gather in 

groups in the air, where they can fly with or without wings; 

they can travel with incredible speeds, either on their own, 

or with chariots of fire. The Iele appear sometimes with 

bodies, at other times only as immaterial spirits. They are 

young and beautiful, voluptuous immortals, their frenzy 

causing delirium in onlookers, and with bad tempers, but 

not being necessarily evil. They come in groups of three or 

seven. This version is mostly found in Oltenia, where three Iele are considered the daughters of 

Alexander the Great, called Catrina, Zalina and Marina. They are not generally considered evil 

genii: they resort to revenge only when they are provoked, offended, seen while they dance, 

when people step on the trodden ground left behind by their dance, sleep under a tree which 

the Iele consider as their property, drink from the springs or wells used by them. Terrible 

punishments are inflicted upon the ones who refuse their invitation to dance, or the ones who 

mimic their movements. The one who randomly hears their songs becomes instantly mute. A main 
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charachteristic is their beautiful voices which are used to enchant their listeners, just like the Sirens 

from Ancient Greek mythology. Invisible to humans, there are however certain moments when 

they can be seen by mortals, such as when they dance at night. When this happens, they abduct 

the victim, punishing the ”guilty” one with magical spells, after they previously caused him to fall 

into sleep with the sounds and the vertigo of the frenetic Hora, which they dance around their 

victim, who is abducted, to disappear forever without a trace. The iele are also belived to be 

agents of revenge for God or the Devil, having the right to avenge in the name of their employers. 

When they are called upon to act, they hound their victims into the center of their dance, until 

they die in a furor of madness or torment. In this hypostasis, the Iele are similar to the Ancient 

Greek Erinyes and the Roman Furies. 

To please the Iele, people dedicated festival days to 

them: the Pentecost or  The Pentecost Funfare, the 

nine days after the Easter, the Marina etc. Anyone not 

respecting these holidays was said to suffer the 

revenge of the Iele: men and women who work during 

these days would be lifted in spinning vertigo, people 

would suffer mysterious deaths ar become paralyzed 

and crippled, hail would fall, rivers would flood, trees would wither, and houses would catch fire. 

      People also invented cures against the Iele, either preventive or exorcistic in nature: garlic and 

mugwort worn around the waist, in the bosom, or hung from the hat; or hanging the skull of a 

horse on a pole in front of the house. The most important cure is the dance of Călușari. 

      Dimitrie Cantemir describes the Iele as ”Nymphs of 

the air, in love especially with young men”. The origin 

of these beliefs is unknown. Incidentally, the noun Iele 

is phonetically close to the feminine plural form of the 

Romanian word for ”they”. Their real names are secret 

and inaccessible, and are commonly replaced with 

nicknames based on their characteristics. The names 

based on epithets are: Iele, Them, The Dears, Scents, 

Aromas, Pentecosts, Windy, Ladies, Magical, 

Princesses, Beauties, The Girls of the Forest etc. But there are also personal names which appear: 

Ana, Bugiana, Dumernica, Foiofia, Lacargia, Magdalina, Ruxanda, Tiranda, Cosânzeana etc. 

These names must not be used randomly, as they may be the basis for dangerous enchantments. 

It is believed that every witch knows nine of these pseudonyms, from which she makes 

combinations and which are the basis for spells. 
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The Legend of the Lark 
 

 

MYTHS AND MOTIVES ABOUT 

FORESTS IN ART  

 

Once upon a time there were a king and a queen. They enjoyed all the wealth in the 

world, but they couldn’t have children. And they were 

very sad, because you can be a rich person, but if there 

are no children to inherit the name, then there is no 

reason to live in the world, the wealth goes away, but 

the good name remains. The empress tried so many 

ways to have babies, but she couldn’t. One day the king 

and queen had a big feast. At the party there came 

lot of women with young children in their arms. They 

were all happy and looked with love at their angels. Only 

the queen stood aside and sighed, she didn’t know a 

mother's love and the joy of a home that has children at the table. And she asked everyone what 

to do, her heart burnt, because she wasn’t a mother. But her wish came true. 

Now their home was full of joy and cheers. Visibly the baby grew 

fast: she grew in a day as much as others grow in a year. She was 

so proud and beautiful, and the sun stood there to watch as it had 

never seen such a miracle. But She liked the Sun too and she 

stood all day long to watch it. And that happened day after day 

on end. And when she was a grown young woman, she thought 

there was no other man more handsome than the Sun and she 

wanted to go to him. The Empress and Emperor tried to convince 

her that was a bad idea. She used to cry day and night. And 

seeing the heart of their daughter, they decided to let her go to 

the Sun’s House. She went straight ahead, and went a long way 

through the woods, through forests, valleys and mountains and 

over the mountains until she reached a high water. The girl made 

a big bridge over the water and crossed it. And again she went a 

long way towards a field and came across an old woman who was feeding some geese. The old 

woman asked where she was going and she said the truth. The old woman, seeing such beauty is 

wasted in vain, charmed her and made her fly in the sky.  The Sun Mother 

came out angry and asked her what she was looking for. The girl said: - I'm 

looking for my dear Sun. I have come a long way since I started from home 

and I’m happy that I found him. Sun’s Mother was more angry and cursed 

her before she could see her son, to be turned into a bird. The girl became a 

lark. Since then she has been trying to get to the sun, to find him but she can 

no longer reach him. And it’s been like this since then. When the lark starts 

flying towards the sun she is very happy and sings, when the curse of the 

Sun’s mother hits her, she comes back sad and hides into the forest. 
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MMuummaa  PPăădduurriiii  --  TThhee  MMootthheerr  ooff  WWooooddss 
 

In Romanian folklore, Muma Pădurii is an ugly and mischievous old woman living in the forest (in 

the heart of the virgin forests, in a hut/cabin or an old tree.  

 

She is the opposite of  fairies. She’s also the protector of the 

animals and plants, brewing potions and helping injured 

animals. She cures the forest if it’s dying, and she keeps the 

unwanted trespassers away driving them mad and scaring 

them to flee. 

You can also 

associate her with a 

witch (just like the witch from the story or “Hansel and 

Gretel’’)but she’s a neutral “creature”, harming only 

those who harm. 

Muma Pădurii is a spirit of the forest in a very ugly and old 

woman's body. Sometimes she has the ability to change her 

shape. She lives in a dark, dreadful, hidden little house. 

She is thought to attack children, and because of this, a 

large variety of spells are used against her. 

This mother of the forest kidnaps little children and 

enslaves them. In one of the popular stories, at some 

point, she tries to boil a little girl alive, in a soup. However the little girl's brother outsmarts Muma 

Pădurii and pushes the woman-monster in the oven instead, similar to the story of ’’Hansel and 

Gretel’’. 

 The story ends on a happy note when all kids are free to 

go back to their parents. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Romanian_folklore
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shapeshifting
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shapeshifting
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shapeshifting
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Spell_(paranormal)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hansel_and_Gretel
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hansel_and_Gretel
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The Silver Forest In Sacaramb 
 

Located 25 kilometers from Deva, Hunedoara County, Sacaramb 

was officially documented 550 years ago, but the story that made it 

so popular around the world dates from the mid eighteenth 

century, when the first excavations took place. The white beech 

Reserve, which locals call ‘Silver Forest’, covers an area of 13 

hectares. The name comes from the color of the white beech forest 

under the sun and moon’ bright light. 

      Sacaramb was a mining place where more than 100 types of 

minerals were discovered,  with two of them being unique in the 

world. For about 128 years the mining complex was considered the most profitable in Europe, 

producing more than 40 tons of gold from this field. Sacaramb mines operated until early 2000, 

and are now closed. 

      Locals in Sacaramb claim that the ‘silver forest’ surrounding the alpine village has miraculous 

properties. They say the beech woods are haunted by good spirits and they use the so called 

Emperor Franz Joseph’ Spring well as curative water. The legend tells the story of Austrian Emperor 

Franz Joseph that, in the mid nineteenth century, during its visit to Transylvania, would have rested 

here. Locals here believe the water of this spring is very pure and full of energy, fact established by 

numerous studies. 

      They say Sacaramb is one of the strongest magnetized areas on Earth and one of the points of 

maximum energy concentration in the world due to the fact that the settlement is in the center of 

an ancient volcanic cone which measured 3,300 meters altitude. Basically, though Sacaramb is 

located 800 meters altitude, those who come here feel the atmosphere of more than 3,000 

meters, stated 

Alexander Tokar 

for Adevarul. In the 

woods, people built a 

pyramid-shaped 

wooden gazebo, 

where visitors come to 

rest and meditate. 

      The stories of strange activities located in the ”silver forest” 

are known by most of the locals. ”In the past years we have welcomed more tourists in this forest 

which we say is silver because of the white beech, the rays of the Sun and the Moon give them 

aspecial glow. People were saying that they took water from the Autriac Emperor Franz Joseph’s 

spring thinking that they would get well if they drink it. I probably helped some believe in the 

miraculous properties of the water in this spring”, says Brighida Ecsy(65 years old), a former design 

teacher, established with her husband in Sacaramb. 

      The woman claims that the ozoned air of the mountains is the reason that the tourits are visiting 

this place. ”Sacaramb offers a special atmosphere, although it doesn’t have the fame of the 

mining town from the 19 century, where people from the Austro-Hungarian Empire would come to 
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work. It is a mysterious place too. It surprises me, for some time, the star that shines over the village, 

in the first hours of the morning, and it has a weird trajectory”, says Brighida.  

     Emil Sitar(72 years old) has been settled in Sacaramb for 30 

years and is still pleased with the stories tha circulate at the 

settlement, at whose entrance was placed an indicator  that 

states that it is a ”climate zone”. The silver forest, streched 

ever 13 hectares, is unique in Europe, says Emil. ”Tourists who 

embrace the trees in this forest can feel their positive energy, 

as living beings. Unfortunately, they started cutting from this 

forest too, despite it’s uniqueness”, says the local. The roots of 

some old beeches, with strange shapes, were cut by strangers to be used to make yard 

decorations, Brighida complains.  
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The Legend of Crone Dochia 
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The most known legend of crone Dochia reveals her as being an old woman. She had a step 

daughter that she didn’t love. One day, as punishment, Dochia send her daughter, in the middle 

of winter, to wash the black wool in the freezing river until it becomes white. The girl started to cry 

bitter tears, because as she was washing the wool more, it got blacker and blacker. In that 

moment, God and Saint Petru helped the girl immediately and made the wool white. They gave 

her a bucket of white flowers as a gift for her mother. The girl went back home and after crone 

Dochia saw the flowers in her daughter’s hand, the desire of mountain and greenery was lit up in 

the soul of the old woman. So she dressed with nine sheepskins, took all of her sheep and she 

climbed the mountain. During the journey, the weather warmed and Dochia started to take off all 

the sheepskins one by one. When she arrived on the top of the mountain it started to snow. Then 

God and St. Peter appeared to Dochia and told her: “See how bad it is to stay in the cold and 

damp, you, the one who forced your daughter to wash the wool in the river in the winter?”. 

Dochia froze and turned into stone with her sheep, a living testimony of this legend being the 

rocks in the Ceahlau Mountains that can be seen today.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


