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H Zigpolotta kat o Movayog pe ta @tepd

ZT0 X0pLo Awpog, ta Bpaddia kaveic 8ev Ryalve £€w.
«KAelbapmnapwoeite!» dpovazav ot yépol. «H ZIEpONOTTA TIAPAOVEVEL»

Aev fTav pia amhr] yovpoova. ‘Hrtav tepdoTtia, pe odepevio Séppa Kal
pdtia mov yvaligav oto okotadt. ANoTe Ta palid g yivoviav ¢idia,
AN\oTE 1 YN £TPEPE KATW aTd TIG OTIAEG TNG.

Mia pépa, évag povayog éptace 0to Xwplo. ‘Hrav 1600 fpepog, oL oUTE
Tov Koitaée tn Ziepohotta dtav Opunoe mave Tov.

Ol xwplKol Kpdtnoav Tnv avaoa toug. Avo peydha, Aevkd ¢ptepd
EemeTdynKav anod v MAdTn Tov.

Me €va tivaypa, dpmnage tn yovpovva Kal v nétage PnAd. ITio YPnAd,
o PnAd! ‘Evag kepavvog BOOOYM avolge tn yn Kat... IIAAD!
H Ziepdhotta xaénKe oTn OKOTEWVT] Xapapdda.

To xwpLo YéuLoe xapd! OL dvepwriol aykahlidotnkav, yéhaoav, xopepav.

O povayog Toug ZHTnoe va xtioouv pia ekkAnoia ekel, ald toug
TIPOELSOTIOMOE

«H ZiepoloTta Ba Kotpdrat... Lovo yia xihia xpovia.»

Tlati 600 vIIApyoLV ZIEPOAOTTEG, Ba LTIAPXOLV TIAVTA povayoi pe Pptepd!

Sierolotta and the Monk with Wings

In the village of Doros, no one went outside at night.
“Lock your doors!” the elders would warn. “Sierolotta is lurking!”

It was no ordinary sow. It was enormous, with iron skin and eyes
that gleamed in the dark. Sometimes, its hair turned into snakes;
other times, the ground trembled beneath its hooves.

One day, a monk arrived in the village. He was so calm that he didn’t
even flinch when Sierolotta charged at him.

The villagers held their breath. Suddenly, two large, white wings
sprouted from his back.

With a powerful flap, he seized the monstrous creature and hurled it
high into the air. Higher, and higher still! A thunderous BOOOOM
split the earth open and—SMASH! Sierolotta vanished into the dark
abyss.

The village erupted in joy! People embraced, laughed, and danced.

The monk asked them to build a church on that very spot but gave
them a warning:

“Sierolotta will sleep... but only for a thousand years.”

Because as long as there are Sierolottas, there will always be monks
with wings!
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Ot IT€TPeG TOL ALyevi)

Ta natdlda Aatpevovy va MeTovV METPES 0To vePd. Mia, &vo, TpeLg
avarndnoetg! Ot peydAot kavouv 1o idlo, pa Kaveig dev pmopei va metdsel
pia métpa 600 Laxpld... 600 o Alyevig Akpitag!

"Htav tepdoTiog, duvatdg oav Bouvd. Me éva mndnua nepvovoe motdpla,
e éva omnabi €koPe Svipa. ‘Otav ol Melpatég mAnoiagav v Kompo, dev
Toug PpoPotav. ‘EokuBe, apmnage €vav Ppdyo kal... POLITE! Tov eKTOEEVE
ota mh\oia toug!

[TIAAAAA®! H niétpa €nedte pe tdon dvvapun, mov 1 6dhacoa avolye ota
&00. O1 TELPATES £TpEXAV va 0wOovV!

Agéve mwg N ITI€Tpa Tov Pwplov otny Ilddo eival pia and avteg. ‘Opwg dev
glvat n povn. 1o Aatoi, otnv Kepovela, otov IleviaddKTulo—maviov
UTIAPXOLV YLYAVTLIEG TIETPEC. Kal av 0TabeiG olwmmAdg, UMopel va akovoELS
aKopa Tov M0 TOUG Va TEPTOLV...

Tlati 6oo vndpyouvv METPES, Ha LTIAPXOLV TAVTA Kal IPWES VA TIG TIETAVE!

The Stones of Digenis

Children love skipping stones across the water. One, two, three skips!

Grown-ups do the same, but no one can throw a stone as far... as
Digenis Akritas!

He was enormous, as strong as a mountain. With a single leap, he
could cross rivers; with one swing of his sword, he could cut down
trees. When pirates approached Cyprus, he feared nothing. He
would bend down, grab a boulder, and... WHOOSH! He would hurl it
straight at their ships!

THUD! The stone would crash into the sea with such force that waters
split in two. The pirates would flee in terror!

They say that Petra tou Romiou in Paphos is one of those stones.

But it is not the only one. In Latchi, in Kyrenia, on the Pentadaktylos
mountain—giant boulders are scattered everywhere. And if you stand
still and listen closely, you might still hear them falling...

Because as long as there are stones, there will always be heroes that
toss them!






O¢oi, ‘Aylol Kat Aaipoveg, Sepevol o€ £va
Koppatt VAo

IIpiv and aloveg, N Ayia EAévn éptace otnyv Kompo, Kpatoviag Tov
Tipio Ztavpd. ‘Opwg to vnoi vrEpepe. Aéka xpovia xopic Bpoxn, ¢idla
mavtov Kal oapavta daipoveg mov €Byalvav Tn voyta Kal Tpopagav Toug
avepamoug.

H Ayia dev poprienke. Alétae va okdpouv €va Badv Adkko. O Lepgag
P1OVUPLOE TIPOOEVYEG Kal €vag-gvag, ol daipoveg mayldevtnkav! ‘Otav
UTIKE KL 0 TEAELTAIOG, pla TepAoTia TETpa odppAayloe To dvolypa Kal amnd
TAve XTIOTNKE pla eKKAnoia.

‘Opwg, o Tiplog Ltavpds e€apaviotnke! ToTe, €va OVeLpo TNV 0d1yNnoe 0To
Bouvo ‘Ohvpmog. Exel, mavw oe gpeimia apyaiov vaov, tov Bprike!

«Ed® 0a ytioovpe povaotript!» eime. Ta va Xtotel, n Ayia eyéhaoe
TovG oapdvta daipoveg. Toug £Bale va KovBaAnioovv TETPES, KL 4Tav
telelwoav, Toug nayidevoe ava, Badia otn yn! To Bouvd dANage 6vopa
Kal €ywve Ltavpofouvi, dnAadt 1o Bouvd mov puAdooetal o oTavpdg.

ATo T0TE, TO ZTALPOPOVVL OTEKEL 0aV ONUASL 0TI To KaAd Tdvta ViKd.
O1 8aipoveg xolpovvtal... Ma av 01adeig olwmnnAog, (0wg aKkoVOELS TIG
PWVEG TOVG, TayLSeVPEVEG Yla TIAvTa oTa €yKata Tov Bouvov.

Gods, Saints and Demons, bound
to a Piece of Wood

Centuries ago, Saint Helen arrived in Cyprus, carrying the True
Cross. But the island was suffering—ten years without rain, snakes
everywhere and forty demons that roamed the night, terrifying the
people.

Saint Helen was not afraid. She ordered a deep pit to be dug. A priest
whispered prayers and one by one, the demons were trapped! When
the last one fell in, a massive stone sealed the opening and a church
was built on top.

But then, the True Cross vanished! A dream led her to Mount
Olympus. There, among the ruins of an ancient temple, she found it!

“Here, we shall build a monastery!” she declared. To complete it,

she tricked the forty demons—she made them carry stones and when
they finished, she trapped them once more, deep underground! The
mountain was renamed Stavrovouni—the Mountain of the Cross.

Since then, Stavrovouni has stood as a sign that good always prevails.
The demons sleep... But if you stand still and listen, you might hear
their voices, forever trapped in the depths of the mountain.






AvVo IMotapoi

Méoa otov AKdpa, dvo motdpla KuAovv oav ¢idia amo vepd. Iepvoivv
péoa amod 6don, mmdovv Bpdxovg, aykalldgouv T y1.

Exel 6mov ovvavtiovvtal ot §vo motapol oty mepLoyr Tov Akaua, 1
Bed Adpoditn hovzgdtav oTtnV KPLHHEVT AlPvT pE Ta YAUKA, KpuoTtdAAva
VEPQ, T) OTI0la OVOLLAOTNKE KETA «AOUTPA NG APpoditngy.

IToAAd ¥povia PeTd, 0’ EKEIVO TO OMUEID, 0 PWAG TOV BLZAVTIVAV
XPOV@V, 0 ALYeviig, £pTace otnVv KolAdda. 1 oKld TV SEVIpWY,
€(8e tn Priyatva, pia Bacidiooa 1600 dpopdn mov €kave Ta mouvAld
va otapatrnoovv To kKeAdndnpa! EKelvr Tov LMTOOYEBNKE TIWG 6a TOV
TavtpevTel, ald peTd... HETAVIOOE!

‘Otav o Alyeviig TV €i6e va GeVYEL Je pia payikr Bdpka, oNKwoe pia
ylyavtia métpa Kat mv netale pe 0An tov N Svvaun!

®AATII! H nétpa mpooyelwdnkKe oto vepd, alhd 1 Priyatva eixe 116n xabsi.

H nétpa £leLve eXel yla mavta, va upizel mwg n opopdld Spametevel...
pa mn ¢vomn, ot pvoL KAl Ta MoTdpla SV 0TAPaTOVV TOTE.

Two Rivers

Deep within Akamas, two rivers flow like serpents of water. They
weave through forests, leap over rocks and embrace the land.

Where these two rivers meet, hidden in the heart of Akamas, the
goddess Aphrodite once bathed in a secluded pool of sweet, crystal-
clear water. It was later named the Baths of Aphrodite.

Many years later, in that very place, the Byzantine hero Digenis
arrived in the valley. In the shade of the trees, he saw Rigena, a
queen so beautiful that even the birds fell silent in her presence.
She promised to marry him, but then... she changed her mind.

When Digenis saw her sailing away in a magical boat, he lifted a
massive boulder and hurled it with all his might!

THUD! The stone crashed into the water, but Rigena had already
vanished.

The boulder remained there forever, a reminder that beauty may
escape... but nature, myths and rivers never cease to flow.






Aévtpa mov Agpnyovvral

Ta 8évtpa pihodv. MiAovv pe Ta ¢pUAAa TOvg oL PLOLPIZOLY OTOV AVELO,
ILE TIG pigeG TOLG MOV OKaAigovv T y1, KE Ta KAadid Toug mov ayyigouv
oV ovpavo.

Karmola 8¢vtpa eival apyaia, yepdta puotikd. ‘Onwg 1 Tpeptdid g
Amaloldg, mov oTéKeTal 8@ 1.500 Xpovia. ‘H o ITIAdtavog g Ayiag
Mavpng, oL OKIAZEL TOUG TIEPACTLKOVE €80 Kal 1.000 Xpovia.

A£VE TIOG KATOoTE, 0 Aylog NiKOAaog mepmaTovoe oTo Xwpld Kaenkag.
Kovpaopévog, €pale éva d€vipo yia va £amnootdoel, pa dev Bprike
Kavéva. XTOmnoe TN y1 LE TO UMacTouvL ToV Kdl... okpaaaak! Exel
$UTpwoe To Kumapiool Tov Ayiov NikoAa!

‘ANote, otnv IIago, n Ayia Zohopwvr} EUELVE 200 Xpovia O€ fia
Katakoppn. Iave g ¢pUTpwoe pia TPepLdid. To dévtpo g £81ve vepd
yla va avte€el, TV mMPooTaTevE. THUEPA, Ol AVOPWTIOL TILOTEVOLV TIKG TO
8€vipo avuTo elval Lepd Kal €101 ave Tov 8évouv Awpibeg and vpdopata
Kal povya emikalovpevol t Bordela g Ayiag.

rtov Kalomavayiotn, 1 Iepvid g [avayiag otddnke oav aomida. ‘Otav
oL OBwpavol éptacav, dvolEe ta KAadld Tng Kal OKEMaoe TNV ekkAnoia,
0ZovTdg V! ‘EToL, TO HovaoTiipL OVOUAOTNKE OE00KETAOT.

Ta 8évtpa Bupovivial, ta §évipa mpootatevovy, Ta Sevipa gouv. Kat av
OKUYELG KOVTA TOVG, (0WG aKOVOELS TIG LOTOPIEG IOV €XOLV VA OOV TIOUV...

Trees Tell their tales

Trees speak. They whisper with their leaves in the wind, carve
through the earth with their roots, and reach for the sky with their
branches.

Some trees are ancient, filled with secrets—like the Tremithia of
Apaisia, standing tall for 1,500 years, or the Plane Tree of Agia
Mavra, shading travelers for over a millennium.

They say that long ago, Saint Nicholas walked through the village

of Kathikas. Weary, he searched for a tree to rest beneath but found
none. So, he struck the ground with his staff and—WHOA!—a cypress
tree sprouted in its place, forever known as the Cypress of Saint
Nicholas.

In Paphos, Saint Solomoni lived for 200 years in a catacomb. Above
her, a Tremithia tree grew. It gave her water, it sheltered her. Even
today, people believe the tree is sacred, tying strips of fabric to its
branches as prayers for blessings.

In Kalopanayiotis, the Pernia of Panagia stood like a shield. When
the Ottomans arrived, it spread its branches wide, hiding the
church beneath it, saving it! And so, the monastery was named
Theoskepasti—”Sheltered by God.”

Trees remember, trees protect, trees live. And if you lean in close,
you might just hear the stories they have to tell...






Adwvela

A€ve TG KAmote, pia Koméha, 1 Moppa, kopn Tov Bacthid Kuvrjpa,
KAUAPWVE UTPOOoTAd 0TOV KaBpéPTn TNG.

«Elpat mo opopdn Kt anod v Appoditn!»
Ma ol 8g€¢ 8ev ayamovv ta peydala Adyia...H Appoditn 60PKOE.

‘EoTelNe pla Bapid poipa mavew otrn Moppa, fia poipa mov tnyv €Kave va
TEPLTAQVLETAL OVT), XAUEVT], GOBLOUEVT). 'ETPEXE, ETPEXE... Ma 1) Katdpa
TNV aKoAovBoUoE.

Kal tote— KPAK!

H Mvppa pigwoe. Ta yépia g £ylvav KAadid, 1o Koppi g Kopudg, ta
HaAAld g ¢UAAa. ‘Eva 8€vipo yevviOnke.

Ma Sev 1jtav €va anhé 8évtpo! ‘Eva mpwi, 0 Koppog Tov payLoe...Ki anod
peoa Eempopale €va pwpo. O Adwvig!

Meydhwoe 0T1o 6300¢ Kal £yIVe T000 Opopdog, Tov 1] Appoditn Tov
EPWTEVTNKE.

‘OU®C 0 Apng, 0 BGC TOL TIOAEPOV, CNAEPE.

‘ETOL, HETAPOPPWONKE O KATpo Kal MITAM! Xtunnoe 6avdoipa tov
Adwvt!

TOTE, TO YU TIG KUMpov YEVVNOoE TIG AVEUMVES, TIG OTIOIEG
Xpnotpomnoinoe n Appoditn yla va kadapioel 10 oopa Tov ASwvL TpLV ToV
oteilel otny Iepoedovn, otov Katw Koopo.

‘OUwG 0UTE 0 BAVATOG SeV UMOPOVOE Va TEPLOPIOEL TNV OpopdLA TOL ASwVL
Kal €10l 1 [Tepoedpdvn Tov EpWTEVTNKE Tapddopa.

O Aiag éAvoe 1 Stapdyn petald TV SV0 EPOTEVUEVMV BEDV:
Tnv ‘Avol€n kat to Kahokaipt, 0 ASwvIC 8a geL otr y1).
Tov Xelpuwva, 8a emotpédel otov Kdtw Koopo.

‘ETOL, K4Og ‘Avol€n, ol avepwriol puTELOLYV AoLAOVSIA Kal BupovvTal TNV
ayann twv 80o véwv.

Adonia

They say that once, a young woman named Myrrha, daughter of King
Cinyras, stood proudly before her mirror.

“I am more beautiful than Aphrodite herself!”

But the gods do not take kindly to such words... Aphrodite was
enraged.

She cast a cruel fate upon Myrrha, a curse that left her wandering—
alone, lost, and afraid. She ran and ran... but the curse followed.

And then—ALAS!

Myrrha grew roots deep into the earth. Her arms became branches,
her body a trunk, her hair leaves. A tree was born.

But it was no ordinary tree! One morning, its bark split open... and
from within emerged a child. Adonis!

He grew up in the forest and became so handsome that even
Aphrodite fell in love with him.

But Ares, the god of war, was jealous.

And so, he transformed into a wild boar and—BANG!—struck Adonis
with a fatal blow.

Then, the soil of Cyprus bloomed with anemones, which Aphrodite
used to cleanse Adonis’ body before sending him to Persephone in the
Underworld.

But not even death could contain Adonis’ beauty, and Persephone,
too, fell madly in love with him,

Zeus settled the dispute between the two love-struck goddesses:
In the spring and summer, Adonis would live on Earth.
In the winter, he would return to the Underworld.

And so, every spring, people plant flowers and remember the love of
the two young souls.






Iotopieg and ANaTL

1 Adpvaka, vndpyel pia Aipvn payikn. H Ak . Tov Xelp@va yepiget
vepd Kal pog pAapivyko, Tov €pxovial anod paxpld yia va xopEpouv.

To xaloxaipt, To vepo XAvETal Kal piia Aeukr), yuahloTept] EpMLOG
eldavizeTal.

A€ve TG KAToTE €6 GUTpwvVAV apméAla e yAuka otadvlia. Mia pépa,
évag £evog talldidtng éptaoe mevaopévog Kat dipacpevog. ‘Hrav

0 ‘Aylo¢ Adgapog. Z1tnoe £va toapni otadvll, pa pla yvvaika apviidnke.
«Tote ag yivouv 6Aa ahdti!» eime, Kal 1o Ywpa AoTpLoE oav XLOVL.

A€ve aklpa TeG pla yvvaika éptace €8 amod pia Pakpivi xopa.
Ovopagotav Ovy Xapdp, Kal v ayamovoav OAot, ylati ¢povILge Toug
$TwY0VG. ‘Otav To dhoyo NG Tpopace anod va ¢idt, 1 yuvaika Eneoe xat
nédave. TOte, €vag TepAoTiog Ppdxog metade ano v €pnuo g Apafiag,
népaoce tn 6dlacoa Kat mpooyelwdnke Simha tng! ‘Exave okld otov 1ddpo
MG, OMWG eKELVT €lxe VXN OEL.

Xpovia mépacav. H Aipvn yepize kat adetage. Ol AvOpwTol Pdgevay 1o
aldti, K1 6tav téAelwvay, Ta yaidovpdxia Kovvovoav XapovHEVa TIG OVPEC
Toug!

Inpepa, N Alpvn elval yepdtn puotikd. ‘AAa ta PLovpigel o Avepog. ..
dA\a ta ¢puAdel To aldTL.

Stories of Salt

In Larnaca, there is a magical lake—Aliki. In the winter, it fills with
water and flocks of pink flamingos that travel from afar to dance
upon its surface. In the summer, the water vanishes, revealing a
vast, glistening white desert.

They say that long ago, vineyards grew here, that made the sweetest
grapes. One day, a weary traveler arrived—Saint Lazarus. Hungry and
thirsty, he asked for a single bunch of grapes. But a woman refused
him.

“Then let everything turn to salt!” he declared. And the land turned
white as snow.

Another story tells of 2a woman who came from a distant land. Her
name was Umm Haram, and the people loved her, for she cared for
the poor. One day, her horse was startled by a snake, and she fell to
her death. In that moment, a massive boulder flew from the Arabian
desert, crossed the sea, and landed beside her—casting on her grave
the very shadow she had once wished for.

Years passed. The lake filled and emptied. People gathered salt, and
when their work was done, their donkeys would flick their tails
happily.

Today, the lake is still full of secrets. Some are whispered by the
wind... others are guarded by the salt.






Ta Kaotpa ¢ Priyaivag

YnAd ota Bouvd, eKEel IOV Ol AETOI TIETOVV, OTEKOLV TA KAOTpA TNG
Priyatvag. IT€tpivol mOpyoL, HUoTIKA Tepdopata, mopTeEG OPPayLoEVES.
KpoBouv péoa toug puboug, Bnoavpoig kal pia acillooa mov Kaveig
Sev E€xaoe.

Mia pépa, mov 10 ¢p»G ToL NALov €iXe XaBel, APXLOE TO KTIOIO TOV
BoudaBévto, evog KAGTPOL OTNV 0pooElpd Tov Ilevtadaktulov.

To ktiolpo eméPAene 1 Priyalva, KaOLOPEVT) AYEPWXT AV OE €vav Bpaxo
EMITNPWVTAC TOVG EPYATEG TIOL SoVAELAV OKANPA, KovBalwvTtag METPEC,
Adorin, vepd. ‘Otav 1o KAoTpo opdrdnke YnAd ki anpdotto, 1 Priyava
elme otovg epydteg. «ENdTe! 'Evag Onoavpdg oag mepLUEVEL»

Avtoi pmrkav ota vnoyeld... kal mote dev Lavapynkav.

I1a AgvkKapa ol Koupodpol MEPLKVKADOAV Ta TELXT TOU KAGTPOUL TNG
Prjyatvag Kat ékopav Inv mapoyrn vepol. Mepeg nepvovoav, 1 diva
8épleve. Ta dhoya apnviacpéva Tonnoav e dovaun To teiXoq.
KPAAAK! Pdyloe, avole 8popog, oL Telpateg oppunoav!

Bpnkav N Prjyaiva... pa o 6noavpog movdeva.

Agyetal, 0Tl KABe Avdaotaot, o0tav o lepeag PAMelL “Xplotog Aveotn)”, pia
HLOTIKT) TIOpTa avoiyel. ‘OTolog tn PpeL, Ba BPeL TOV KPLUUUEVO BN0aLPO.
Ma poAig 1 Yaluwdia otapatnioet, oL mOPTeG KAEVOUV—Kal OTI0L0G HELVEL
péoa, dev Eavapyaivel.

Aoimdv, T eival avtdg o Bnoavpdg; Xpvoddt; Ietpddia; ‘Eva payiko
OEVTOUKL KPpUUUEVO 0Tr Y1); 'H UNTNwG... elval KaTL mov 8 pulakigetal

o€ kdotpa;

Mia eAntida mov ¢pwtigel TNV airibela amd Ty omola Sev Umopei va
Eeduyel Kaveig, MAovoLog 1 GTWXOG.

The Castles of Rigena

High in the mountains, where eagles soar, stand the castles of
Rigena. Stone towers, secret passages, sealed doors. They hold within
them myths, treasures, and the memory of a queen that time could
not erase.

One day, when the sun’s light had faded, the construction of
Voufavento began—a castle rising along the Pentadaktylos mountain
range. Overseeing the work, Rigena sat proudly upon a rock, watching
as laborers toiled, hauling stones, mortar and water.

When the castle finally stood tall and unassailable, Rigena turned

to the workers and said, “Come! A treasure awaits you!”

They descended into the underground chambers... and never came out
again.

At Lefkara, pirates surrounded Rigena’s fortress, cutting off the water
supply. Days passed, and thirst grew unbearable. In a frenzy, the
horses kicked at the castle walls.

SMAAASH! The walls cracked, a path opened, and the pirates
stormed in!

They found Rigena... but the treasure was nowhere to be found.

They say that every Easter, as the priest chants “Christos Anesti”’—
Christ is Risen—a secret door opens. Whoever finds it will uncover
the hidden treasure. But the moment the chant ends, the doors seal
shut—and anyone left inside is lost forever.

So, what is this treasure? Gold? Jewels? A magical chest buried deep
within the earth? Or perhaps... it is something no castle can imprison.

A hope that illuminates a truth that no one—rich or poor—can escape.
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KatakAvopog

‘Otav 1 Bpoxr dev otapatd kal ta motdpla Eexethizovy, Epyetal o
KATaKAVOpAG, OTov €vag KOoPoG TEAEIQVEL KL €vag dAoG yevviéTtal. ‘ETol
A€ve Ohol ol Aaol, o€ OAa ta Wépm Tng yng.

‘Otav o KatakAvopog 1p0e Kal otnv Kompo, poeol Aéve g povaya ot
KOPLPEG TOL TPooSoug Sev OKEMAOTNKAV Ao Ta vepd.

v YnAoTEPN Kopudt| Tov Tpoddoug, oTn ZiovioTpa, LTITPYE

évag peydhog Ai6og. AGY® TOL PEYANOUL TOL PEVEBOULG, AEVE TIWG

ekel ayklotpwonke 1 Kipwtdg tov Nwe. ‘EToL, 1) METPA ATIEKTNOE
BavpLaTOVPYES LKAVOTNTEG Kal OTIOTE LETAKIVELTO, TIpoKalovoe BPOXES.
Ma pla pépa... e§adpaviotnke!

ALWVEG HETA, 0€ OAa Ta mapdAia ¢ Kumpov, ol avepmriol YIopTtdgouy Tov
KataxAvopd, tnv Agvtépa tov Ayiov IIvevpatog. Ta to Aylo IIvevpa
oL €8woe 0tov NOg €va KOPUATL EALAG Yla va Tov SWOEL T Pvupa OTL To
KAKo TEPAOE Kal OTL Urmopovoe va anoPLBAcEL Ta Zoa Kal TouG avepmIoug
amno v KIPwTd o€ pia acdan yn. Kamote Eexivovoav ol €0pTacpol pe
HOVOIKEG Kal OTIEC TIAVR O BAPKEG Kal PE TaVPOLS e avOooTOAloTA
Képata. INEPa YIOPTAZETAL e TIETAYHATA VEPOL, HE Tpayovdla Kat
S1aywviopovg KoM BN oNG.

Tati o pvoog el akdpa. e kAOe otayova tng Bpoxng, o€ KABe meTpa.
Kal 1o ToAV... o€ €va TEPLOTEPL, TIOL KPaTd 0To pApdog Tov €va Khadi
eAlag.

Kataklysmos (The Great Flood)

When the rain never stops and rivers overflow, the great flood
(Kataklysmos) comes—a world ends, and another is born. That’s what
people say, in every corner of the earth.

When the great flood came to Cyprus, legends say that only the peaks
of the Troodos Mountains remained above the waters.

At its highest peak, Chionistra, there was a great stone. Because
of its enormous size, they say that Noah’s Ark anchored there. The
stone was said to hold miraculous powers, and whenever it was
moved, rain would follow. But one day... it vanished!

Centuries later, across the shores of Cyprus, people still celebrate the
event of Kataklysmos on the Monday of the Holy Spirit. It honors the
Holy Spirit that gave Noah an olive branch, carrying the message that
the storm had passed and that he could lead the people and animals
to safe land.

Long ago, the celebrations began with music, fire-lit boats, and
bulls adorned with flowers. Today, the festival lives on with water
splashing, songs, and swimming contests.

Because the legend still lingers. In every raindrop, in every stone.
And most of all... in a dove, carrying an olive branch in its beak.
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KaAikavtgapot

Titol Ttol AovKaviko, pactaiplv pavpopdviko,
KOUpATL Egpotriavo, va $pdte tglat va pueTe!

Ka6e yelpwva, ekel mov n xpovid al\dgel, Katl mapdfevo cuppaivel.
Ol Kahikdvtzapol Byaivouv amnd ta €ykata g yng!

Agv elval oUte kakoi oUTe kahoi—eival okavtahidpndeg! IIndovv and
OTEYM O€ OTEYT, XTUTIOVV TTOPTEG Kal GEVYOLV TPEXOVTAG, OKOPTIOVV
ahevpt, pnepdevovv oakid, aldzouvv B£omn ota manovTola Kat
gexapbdizovtal ota yéhia!

A€VE TIOG KATIOTE, 0TO XWPLO Apoog, |ia yuvaika €0TEIAE TNV KOpT|

NG 0TOV HUAO yla va aléoel oltapt. Zadvikd, BPEOnKE o€ YlopTN
KAALKAvVTZapwv péoa otov alevpopvho! MOALS v eidav, tnv dprafav
Kal TNV €vivoav Pe Xpuod povxa, xopevav kat diackedazav yupw tng.
‘Emelta €dpepav €va PovAdpl yia va tnv ¢opTioouy Kal va tnv mdpovv
pagl Toug, pa otov Spopo Toak®enKav yla To moLog 6a Tnv KpatnoeL,
Kal €10l To Kopitol BpriKe TNV €vkalpia xat 1o ’okaoe!

AEVE TIWC KATIOLEG POPES Ol KAMKATZapOoL Taipvouv TIG HOPPES LWV
OTWG apvid, yateg Kat movAid, yia va Eeyeddoouv Kal va Tpopdfouv
TOUG avOpOTOLG. AMNOTE, Toug Prepdeviovy, dANoTe Toug Bonbouv,
navta Opws Toug Slackeddzouvv!

Kamnote, ol Avepwrol Toug poPovvtav. Ma (0wG... (0wg amAd ot
KaAlkavtzapol 1@elav va maifouv.

Kal molog £€pet; Towg ol KaAlKavtzapol Lag mapatnpovy amnod Ti§ oKIEG. ..

Kat yehoov!

Kallikantzari: The Mischievous Goblins

Titsi titsi loukaniko, masieri mavromaniko,
kommati xerotiano, na fate tze na fyete!*

Every winter, as the old year fades and the new one begins, something
strange happens. The Kallikantzari emerge from the depths of the earth!

They are neither good or evil—just mischievous! They leap from rooftop
to rooftop, knock on doors and vanish, scatter flour, mix up sacks,
switch people’s shoes around, and laugh until their bellies ache!

They say that long ago, in the village of Arsos, a woman sent her
daughter to the mill to grind wheat. Suddenly, the girl found herself in
the middle of a goblin feast inside the flour mill! As soon as they saw
her, they grabbed her, dressed her in golden clothes, and danced wildly
around her. Then, they brought out a mule, ready to take her away with
them. But on the way, they quarreled over who would keep her, giving
the girl just enough time to escape!

Some say that Kallikantzari take the shape of animals—Ilike lambs, cats,
or birds—to trick and frighten people. Sometimes they confuse them,
sometimes they help them, but they always mess with them!

Once, people feared them. But maybe... just maybe the Kallikantzari
only wanted to play.

And who knows? Perhaps they’re watching us from the shadows...
laughing!

*Traditional poem to drive away kallikatzari, sang in the Cypriot dialect
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To Kpaoi Tewv Innotwv

IIptv amd moAAd ypovia, o BaciAidg Piyapdog o Aeovtokapdog 1pe otnv
Kompo kal katéAape 1o vnoi, Eve LETA TO TTIOVANOE O€ TAYUA LTTOTAV,
mov ovopdgovtav Naifteg. IIépaoe kaipdg kal ot Naiteg énperne va
PUyoLV amd TIG TMEPLOXEG IOV Slotkovoav, €10t 1) KUmpog mepvovoe amnd
Tdypa o€ tdypa, pPe teAevtaloug I8IOKTHTEG TOUE LMOTEC InavViTeg.,

Ot Inavviteg dlolkovoav Ti§ TPELG Koppaviapieg mg Kompov - g
Agpeoov, tov ®oiviKog Kal Tov Téumhovg. Itr MeydAn Kopvavtapia, ta
apmélia Toug GpUTPWVAV KATw and tov Kavto Ao, Ot IMnOTEG pdgevayv ta
otapvMa, Ta denvav va Aidgovial Kal Epriayvayv €va paylko Kpaoi—inv
Kovpavtapia, to xpaoi g Kompov.

"Htav yAUKO oav to péAL, duvatod oav pAdya, KOKKIVO oav To aipa tov
BpLAwV. Ta&idePe o€ mahdtia xat avAég BaotAtadwy, €yLve To Kpaol TV
(MIMOTAV!

Kal orjlepa, av onKQOOELS €va TIoTIpL Kovpavtapia oto ¢ag, (0wg Selg
LEDA TOV TIG OKLEG TV LTITOTAV. AKOUV. .. UNTIOG aKoVUG KAATIaopHovg;

The Wine of the Knights

Many years ago, King Richard the Lionheart came to Cyprus,

seized the island, and later sold it to a knightly order known as the

Templars. Time passed, and the Templars had to abandon the lands
they ruled. Cyprus changed hands from one order to another, with

the last rulers being the Knights Hospitaller.

The Hospitallers governed the three commanderies of Cyprus—
Limassol, Finikas, and Templos. In the Crand Commandery, their
vineyards thrived under the blazing sun. The knights harvested the
grapes, left them to dry in the sunlight, and crafted a magical
wine—Commandaria, the wine of Cyprus.

It was as sweet as honey, as strong as fire, as red as the blood
of legends. It traveled to royal courts and palaces, becoming the wine
of the knights!

And today, if you raise a glass of Commandaria to the light, you
might glimpse the shadows of the knights within it. Listen... do you
hear the sound of galloping hooves?
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O1 ZNALEG TOV OaUPATOV

O1 omnALEG €ival payikég! ZKOTELVES, VEUATEG HUOTIKA. AV KOITAEELG KaAd,
Uropel va deig oxrpata otoug Ppdyovs... MNNnwg Kamolog TG okdAioe; ‘H
UNTOG KATL TILO Tapdgevo;

210 KaPo Ikpéxo, Aéve mwg govoav KOKA@TEG—YIyavieg Pe €va patt!
‘EpTiayvav mETpiva omitia, Opng pia pépa e€apaviotnkav, adrivoviag
TO® LOVO OKAAOUEVOUG Bpaxoug.

ITio mépa, KovId oTn Zwtipa, ol Bpdxol mavew amo I 6dAacoa KpvBouvv
TaPovg. Mepikol AéVe WG eKEL KolptovvTal apyaiol TOAEULIOTEG, ETOLOL
va gumvrjoouv!

v Ayia Ndna, pia pootikn onnAid elye €va €1KOVIopa Kal pia mnyT
YAUKOU VEPOU. ‘OToLog £TIIVE, EBAETIE OVELPA LLE WG KAl LOVOLKEG!

Av 0T1a6eig o1wmnAdg, (0w axovoelg PiBupoug. Iotopieg yia KUKAWTES,
Hovaxoug Kat Xapévoug TMOAEULOTEG. ‘H PNM®G... KATL KIVE(TAl 0TI OKIEG;

The Caves of Wonders

Caves are magical! Dark, full of secrets. If you look closely, you might
see shapes in the rocks... Did someone carve them? Or could it be
something even stranger?

At Cape Greco, they say Cyclopes once lived—giant beings with a single
eye! They built stone houses, but one day, they vanished, leaving
behind only the carved rocks.

Further along, near Sotira, the cliffs above the sea hide ancient tombs.
Some say that warriors sleep there, waiting for the day they will
awaken!

In Ayia Napa, a hidden cave once held a sacred icon and a freshwater
spring. Those who drank from it saw dreams filled with light and
music!

If you stand still, you might hear whispers—stories of Cyclopes, monks,
and lost warriors. Or perhaps... something stirs in the shadows?






APAKOVTEG

Ze OAn v Kompo, oTig KolAadeg, Ta motapla, Ti§ ommnALEG, oL TtaAtoi
HIAOVV yia Spdkoug! TepdoTiol, Le GTEPA IOV OKIZOLV TOV ovpPavo Kal
OUPEG TIOL 0apPOVOLV TN y1)!

Kanote, Vo Spdkol amopdoioav va mohepnoovv. O €vag amo tnv I1ddo,
0 dMog amd ) Meoaopia. «MAvo €vag 6a Kuplapynoet!» Bpuxronkav.

BPOYOYOYM! Ta ¢ptepd xtumovoav tov agpa. XPAAATE! Ta vouyla
xapagav 1 yn. ®AOOYOYM! O1 dpAdyeg €Badav Tov ovpavo.

Zagvov, o Iagitng dpaxkog dpunoe and YnAd. TPPPAAAX! ‘Apmade tov
avtinald Tov amnd N olayova!

O Meoapitng éneoe Bapug oto £dadog, NTINUEVOG. O VIKNTIG METage
pakpld, pa mn oiayova Tov avilndlov Tov {Epuye, XTOMNoe o€ Bpayo.
I[TAD!

Amo T0TE, 0 Bpdxog OVOUAOTNKE «Zaovva tglal ITahioodovva» Kat 1 paxn
TOUG SV EEXAOTNKE TOTE.,

‘AN\ot Spaxol €pepvav ovpdopég, dAot ENeyxav To vepod, Kt AAOL... (oG
va TEToVV akopa. Av Bpedeic o€ pia Kothdda, Akou Kahd. 10w¢ aKoVUoELg
éva dptepovylopa...

Dragons

Across Cyprus—through valleys, rivers, and caves—the old folks speak
of dragons! Enormous beasts, with wings that tear through the sky
and tails that sweep the earth!

Once, two dragons decided to fight. One from Paphos, the other from
Mesaoria.

“Only one shall rule!” they roared.

SWIIISH! Their wings thundered through the air.
ROAAAARRRR! Their claws tore through the land.
SWOOSH! Their flames painted the sky in fire.
Suddenly, the dragon from Paphos dived from above.
BAAAANCG ! He seized his opponent by the jaw!

The Mesaorian dragon crashed to the ground, defeated. The victor
soared away, but his rival’s jaw slipped from his grasp and struck a
rock—CRASH!

Since then, the rock has been called Saouna and Paliosaouna, and
their battle has never been forgotten.

Some dragons brought disaster, some ruled over water, and some...
may still be flying. If you ever find yourself in a valley, listen closely.
You just might hear the sound of wings...






Apodadvovoa Arodafnousa

KAte 0TOLG TMEVTE MOTAPOVS KATW OTES TEVTE BPUOES, Down there, where the five rivers meet; down, where five springs

, , ; A are found,
€0LEL TPELG KOPEG OLOPPES TPELS KapapodpuSoVOoEG.

o P e A There are three beautiful maidens, all three with eyebrows arched

A : . / One is called Adorou, the other Adorousa,
v TpitnV TNV KaAAvTttepnv Aalovv tnv PoSadpvovoav.

: , ; ; 5 . The third and finest of the three is called (A)Rodafnotuisa.
Tov pnvav nov ‘yevvnonkev ovAAa ta devip’ abbovoav,

: g, ; A ; The month when she was born to life, all trees and bushes
enmnedtav T afdn nmave g 1g° ELLPWOKLOKOTIOVoAV.
blossomed,
Poddotappav n ASopov yAukov 1) ASopovoa, ) k
BEGYT BR ¢ P Blossoms would drop upon her head, and in their scent she bathed.

pa to GIAiv Tov Bacihid ev yia v Podagvovoav.

fodl]

Rose-water is the scent of Adorou, and sweet, of Adorotusa,

But only one will feel the kiss of king, and that’s (A)Rodafnotsa.

* To Tpayovd! TG Apodagvovaag eival eyyeypaupévo atnvy UNESCO, -]
otov Edvikd KatdAoyo AvAng Iortiotikric KAnpovoytdc tng Kompov.

* The song of Arodafnousa, listed by UNESCO as part of the Intangible
Cultural Heritage of Cyprus.
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£apwoTe To Mo KATw QR code yia va mapakoAovonoete Scan the QR code to watch all the episodes of the Myths
O\a ta eneloodla Twv MUBwv g Kumpov kal va and Tales of Cyprus and discover more stories and
avakalOPeTe TEPLOOOTEPES LOTOPLEG KAl TIEPLTETELEG! adventures!







-4, - -50-745-0 (évtumo
? [T.MN. 85/2026 - 4.000 ISBN 978-9963-50-745-0 (¢ )
w Ek660nke améd 1o Mpageio Tumou Kai MAnpo@oplwv ISBN 978-9963-50-746-7 (ebook)
ExktOnwon: RPM Lithographica Ltd



