Legend of The Vanishing Hitchhiker

A young man was driving home from a party late one Saturday night.  Out of the corner of his eye appeared a lovely young girl, dressed in a formal evening dress, beckoning him for a lift.  He jammed on his brakes, and motioned her to climb in.  “What are you doing out here all alone at this time of night?”  “It’s too long a story to tell you now,” said the girl.  Her voice was sweet and somewhat shrill — like the tinkling of sleigh bells.  ”Please, please take me home.  My date left me out on the road a few miles back and I have been trying to get help for the longest time.  I live up the road about 5 miles.  I do hope it’s not too far out of your way.” Since she was cold, he loaned her his coat. He drove rapidly to her destination, and as he pulled up to the house, he said, “Here we are,” and looked at her, but the seat was empty and she was gone.

“What?” he muttered to himself.  The girl couldn’t have fallen from the car. Nor could she simply have vanished. After he got home he remembered that the girl had borrowed his coat. The next day he went to her house. He rang insistently on the house bell, confused as he had never been before. At long last the door opened. A gray-haired, very tired-looking old woman answered and he asked her if the girl was at home. “The strangest thing has happened,” he said. “This girl gave me this address and asked if I would drive her here.  I did and when we got here…” He went on to explain that she had borrowed his coat and he came to get it back and to talk to her if she was there.

The woman had a sad look and asked him if this was some kind of joke. He insisted that it was no joke. She informed him that the girl had died 5 years before, after she had been out on a date. Her date left her in the middle of no-where and she was hit by a truck while walking home on a dark road.

The young man looked so confused when she told him this story, that she said she would show him the girl’s grave, as she was buried in their back yard. They walked around the house and in the back corner of the large property there was a small cemetery and in the center was the girl’s tombstone. Both the woman and the young man were surprised to find his coat folded neatly laying on the grave.

 “Yes, yes, I know,” the woman said wearily. “This has happened several other Saturday evenings in the past month. That girl was my daughter. She was killed in a car accident in the spot where you picked her up, five years ago.

Variations:
· Sometimes the ghost leaves a book or scarf in the car, which the bereaved parents then identify as belonging to their lost daughter. Sometimes the driver spies the hitchhiker’s photograph on the family piano, wearing the party dress in which she died (and which she was wearing when he picked her up).

· In versions where the hitchhiker disappears when the vehicle drives past a graveyard, the driver discovers the coat he lent his passenger draped over the tombstone of a girl who’d died in a car accident a few years earlier.

· One version described what happens the next day 

The Legend of Saint Nicholas 

Long ago, in a far off land known today as Turkey, there was a boy named Nicholas. Nicholas was a person who created numerous miracles and accomplished many good deeds. As a teenager, Nicholas inherited a vast fortune, but he had no idea what to do with it. Wanting to help those less fortunate than himself, Nicholas set out to make the wishes of others come true. While Nicholas knew the townspeople needed his help, he was also aware that they were very proud people, so Nicholas decided to help his friends secretly. 

Each night, Nicholas would disguise himself and deliver such items as food, clothing and money to the people of his village. Of all the townspeople, Nicholas felt the closest bond with one specific family. In this family, there were three daughters. Sadly, the family was very poor and the father felt much pain over the fact that he could not afford the weddings of each daughter. In his desire to help the family, Nicholas left a bag of gold on the father's doorstep as the wedding of the oldest daughter was near. Upon discovering the money the next morning, the family was very happy!

When it was time for the second daughter to get married, Nicholas again visited the family. He threw another bag of gold into the family's chimney. The family greatly appreciated the individual who was providing them with such a great fortune, but they had no idea as to who this person could be. As the third daughter's wedding neared, the father decided to stand guard so that he could identify the kind person who had created such happiness for his family. On this visit, Nicholas tossed the bag of gold through an open window. Upon hearing the bag of coins land on the floor, the father chased Nicholas until he caught up with him.

Nicholas was embarrassed and did not want the father to make his identity known to the townspeople. The father promised to keep the secret, but was so grateful for the kindness of young Nicholas that he could not keep the secret no matter how hard he tried. Soon the entire town knew that Nicholas was the person responsible for the wonderful events that had occurred in their town. 

Every December, Nicholas took it upon himself to reward all of the boys and girls who had been good throughout the year by secretly delivering presents to them. All these years later, Nicholas is still remembered for his kindness, generosity, and undying love for children. In honor of Nicholas, many countries throughout the world provide children with gift bags in December on Saint Nicholas' Day.

Robin Hood and the Monk

It was Whitsuntide in the Greenwood and the sounds of the forest mingled with scent of a May morning. Robin Hood was in a somber mood as he stood reflectively gazing into the greenery.

His only thought was that he had not attended matins for a fortnight and he declared to his men that he would go henceforth to Nottingham alone so that he could make his peace with God.

He did not heed the advice of Much the Miller's son to take "twelve well armed strong yeomen " with him preferring instead the sole company of Little John.

The two travelled to the edge of Nottingham shooting for pennies but quarreled over the winnings. A fight broke out and a furious Little John declared to Robin "I’ll serve you no more" and turned his back on his friend.

Sadly, Robin travelled the rest of the journey to Nottingham alone and entered St. Mary’s Church without disguise in full view of the congregation. Instantly, he was recognized by a treacherous monk who called for the City gates to be shut and warned the Sheriff of Nottingham that the King’s enemy was in the town.

Gathering a large company of men, the Sheriff rushed to the church and confronted a surprised Robin who lamented the departure of his ally, Little John. A great fight ensued with Robin swiftly dispatching twelve of the Sheriff’s men and wounding many more until finally he broke his two handed sword over the head of the Sheriff himself. Alas, Robin was finally captured and thrown into Nottingham prison.

News of Robin’s capture travelled back to Sherwood Forest and the outlaws were deeply distressed. Only Little John kept his head and put faith in the power of the Virgin Mary to keep Robin safe.

Little John set off with Much the Miller’s son and eventually spied the Monk and his page travelling on the road out of Nottingham towards London.

After tricking the Monk who was taking the news of Robin’s capture from the Sheriff to the King, Little John and Much killed him and his page and went themselves to London on the Monk’s business. .The King gave the pair an award and a warrant and sent them back to Nottingham to collect Robin Hood under guard and send him back to London unharmed.

On returning to Nottingham they found the gates shut and the town swarming with guards as the sheriff tried to protect the prize he had locked up in his dungeon. Little John quickly showed the king’s warrant and was granted admittance to Nottingham.

On seeing the King’s seal, the sheriff was beside himself with joy and drank heavily of fine wine until he fell into a deep slumber. The fate of the Monk was explained by the story that he had been promoted to Abbot of Westminster and that Little John and Much the Miller's son had been sent in his place.

Now, with a free run of the Sheriff’s quarters, Little John and Much headed straight for the cells and tricked the jailer into opening the jail door. Robin was released and armed with a good sword. Then they made their way to a low wall and jumped down into the forest.

At cockcrow the next morning, the Sheriff found the dead jailer and ordered his men to search every street and alley for the fugitive outlaws. But to no avail as Robin and his men were already safe and sound back in Sherwood Forest.

The King realized he had been tricked by Little John and left the Sheriff in peace as he realized that Little John had made fools of them all. Meanwhile, back in the Greenwood, Robin and Little John patched up the quarrel they had had before the events in St Mary’s Church and the outlaws lived on to fight another day.

Legend of Bloody Mary retold by S.E. Schlosser
She lived deep in the forest in a tiny cottage and sold herbal remedies for a living. Folks living in the town nearby called her Bloody Mary, and said she was a witch. None dared cross the old crone for fear that their cows would go dry, their food-stores rot away before winter, their children take sick of fever, or any number of terrible things that an angry witch could do to her neighbors. 

Then the little girls in the village began to disappear, one by one. No one could find out where they had gone. Grief-stricken families searched the woods, the local buildings, and all the houses and barns, but there was no sign of the missing girls. A few brave souls even went to Bloody Mary's home in the woods to see if the witch had taken the girls, but she denied any knowledge of the disappearances. Still, it was noted that her haggard appearance had changed. 

She looked younger, more attractive. The neighbors were suspicious, but they could find no proof that the witch had taken their young ones. 

Then came the night when the daughter of the miller rose from her bed and walked outside, following an enchanted sound no one else could hear. The miller's wife had a toothache and was sitting up in the kitchen treating the tooth with an herbal remedy when her daughter left the house. She screamed for her husband and followed the girl out of the door. The miller came running in his nightshirt. Together, they tried to restrain the girl, but she kept breaking away from them and heading out of town. 

The desperate cries of the miller and his wife woke the neighbors. They came to assist the frantic couple. Suddenly, a sharp-eyed farmer gave a shout and pointed towards a strange light at the edge of the woods. A few townsmen followed him out into the field and saw Bloody Mary standing beside a large oak tree, holding a magic wand that was pointed towards the miller's house. She was glowing with an unearthly light as she set her evil spell upon the miller's daughter. 

The townsmen grabbed their guns and their pitchforks and ran toward the witch. When she heard the commotion, Bloody Mary broke off her spell and fled back into the woods. The far-sighted farmer had loaded his gun with silver bullets in case the witch ever came after his daughter. Now he took aim and shot at her. The bullet hit Bloody Mary in the hip and she fell to the ground. The angry townsmen leapt upon her and carried her back into the field, where they built a huge bonfire and burned her at the stake. 

As she burned, Bloody Mary screamed a curse at the villagers. If anyone mentioned her name aloud before a mirror, she would send her spirit to revenge herself upon them for her terrible death. When she was dead, the villagers went to the house in the wood and found the unmarked graves of the little girls the evil witch had murdered. She had used their blood to make her young again. 

From that day to this, anyone foolish enough to chant Bloody Mary's name three times before a darkened mirror will summon the vengeful spirit of the witch. It is said that she will tear their bodies to pieces and rip their souls from their mutilated bodies. The souls of these unfortunate ones will burn in torment as Bloody Mary once was burned, and they will be trapped forever in the mirror. 

The Legend of Rip Van Winkle

Rip Van Winkle loved to go out in the wilderness and be by himself. This didn’t please his wife too much. She wanted him to stay and work on their farm. She nagged him about it constantly.

One day, Rip and his dog Wolf went into the mountains, mostly to get away from his wife’s constant complaining about everything that needed to be done at home. Rip heard his name being called and saw a man in old fashioned clothes carrying a keg up the mountain. Rip gave him a hand.

When they got to their destination, Rip saw more men, also strangely dressed. They were playing nine pins, which is similar to bowling. Rip drank some liquor from the keg and fell asleep.

When Rip woke up, his beard was almost a foot long and he couldn’t find his dog. He made his way back home. When he got back to town, he didn’t recognize anyone. After asking some questions, he learns that his wife and most of his friends are dead. George Washington (not King George) is now the leader of the country. And someone else in town is going by the name of Rip Van Winkle. What is going on?

Well, it turns out that Rip hasn’t been gone for one night. He was gone for twenty years! His wife died while he was gone and many of his friends died in the Revolutionary War. The other man called Rip Van Winkle is really his son. And those strange men he met in the mountains? Well legend has it that they were ghosts!
Legend of Lady Godiva
Back in the 11th century, the Lady Godiva, as Countess of Mercia, had personal charge over the good people of Coventry.  She was a woman of great generosity and beauty left an indelible impression upon the people she reigned over in Coventry. Known for her lustrous hair and bountiful nature, she dedicated her life to the impoverished and stricken.

Her husband, Lord Leofric, was a powerful ruler, unsympathetic to the citizens of his kingdom. When he imposed a heavy burden of taxation upon his subjects, Lady Godiva protested. When these extraordinary events took place, they were being burdened terribly by taxes.  In order to arrange for tax relief, she needled her husband Leofric at every opportunity until one day he made her a rash promise.  Lord Leofric boomed forth a challenge: He would grant her request to lower taxes only if Lady Godiva rode naked through the streets, and if the people of the city remained inside, the taxation would be lifted.

Clearly Leofric meant it as a joke for he considered his wife to be practically a religious fanatic.  So the very idea that Godiva would agree to his challenge took him completely by surprise.  Lady Godiva agreed to this bargain. Although she was demure in spirit, she was always most generous in action. 

Then finally, it was the morning of the event. Dawn rose, and the clock struck seven, ringing through the cobbled streets. The people closed their shutters, as promised. Lady Godiva's velvet gown dropped to the ground, her luminous skin shimmering.

The ride began.

Throughout the streets echoed the foreign sound of hooves galloping, yet not a single glance flew her way.

Upon her finish, the thunderous cheers were heard throughout the town. Lady Godiva had braved modesty and convention to win the hearts of all who knew her. As promised, Leofric eased his taxation of the poor, and her place in history was immortalized.

For the record, the real reason she rode naked through Coventry is that she did it for her people.  There was no other reason.  But there is simply no escaping the fact that she was driven to these desperate lengths by a husband who consistently refused to listen to her perfectly reasonable requests.  He was your usual paternalistic man.  He elevated the female body to almost mystical heights, which is why he conceived of the wager in the first place, but he was totally unable to deal with the real woman inside that body. 
A Nez Perce Legend called "The Seven Devil Mountains..."by Ella E. Clark's 
The Seven Devils Gorge or Hell's Canyon of the Snake River forms part of the boundary between Oregon and Idaho.  On the Idaho side of the gorge, which is said to be the deepest canyon on the North American continent; they are seven high peaks stand in a semicircle.  They are called the Seven Devil Mountains.  The Blue Mountains are in Eastern Oregon and Washington. 
 The legend given here was corroborated and details were added by Caleb Whitman, a Nez Perce on the Umatilla Reservation, in August 1950.  

Long long ago when the world was very young, seven giant brothers lived in the Blue Mountains.  These giant monsters were taller than the tallest pines and stronger than the strongest oaks. 

The ancient people feared these brothers greatly because they ate children.  Each year the brothers traveled eastward and devoured all the little ones they could find.  Mothers fled with their children and hi them, but still many were seized by the giants.  The headmen in the villages feared that the tribe would soon be wiped out.  But no one was big enough and strong enough to fight with the seven giants at a time.   

At last the head men of the tribe decided to ask Coyote to help them.  "Coyote is our friend," they said. "He has defeated other monsters. He will free us from the seven giants." 

So they send a messenger to Coyote.  "Yes, I will help you," he promised. "I will free you from the seven giants." 

But Coyote really did not know what to do. He had fought with giants. He had fought with monsters of the lakes and monsters of the rivers. But he knew is could not defeat seven giants at one time.  So he asked his good friend Fox for advice.  

"We will first dig seven holes," said his good friend Fox.  "We will dig them very deep in a place the giants will always pass over when they travel to the east.  Then we will fill the holes with boiling liquid."  

So Coyote called together all the animals with claws -- the beavers, the whistling marmots, the cougars, the bears and the rats and mice and moles -- to dig seven deep holes.  Then Coyote filled each hole with a reddish-yellow liquid.  His good friend Fox helped him keep the liquid boiling by dropping hot rocks into it.  

Soon the time came for the giants' journey eastward.  They marched along, all seven of them, their heads held high in the air.  They were sure that no one dared to attack them.  Coyote and Fox watched from behind some rocks and shrubs.  

Down, down down the seven giants went into the seven deep holes of boiling liquid.  They struggled and struggled to get out but the holes were very deep.  They fumed and roared and splashed.  As they struggled they scattered the reddish liquid around them as far as a man can travel in a day.  

Then Coyote came out from his hiding place.  The seven giants stood still.  They knew Coyote.  

"You are being punished for your wickedness," Coyote said to the seven giants.  "I will punish you even more by changing you into seven mountains. I will make you very high, so that everyone can see you.  You will stand here forever to remind people that punishment comes from wrongdoing." 

"And I will make a deep gash in the earth here, so that no more of your family can get across to trouble my people." 

Coyote caused the seven giants to grow taller, and then he changed them into seven mountain peaks.  He struck the earth a hard blow and so opened up a deep canyon at the feet of the giant peaks.  

Today the mountain peaks are called "The Seven Devils." The deep gorge at their feet is known as Hell's Canyon of the Snake River.  And the copper ore scattered by the splashing of the seven giants is still being mined there in that area.  


