The Chuvash Legend about the origin of myths.

"If you want to know the truth, listen to the legend," – the Oriental saying tells us.

Do you want me to tell you where legends, traditions, tales and songs come from?

It was – a long time ago. The main god of the Chuvash mythology Tangar - the owner of all the Universe was offended at the people, but this time not for the fact that they were too proud. Yes, yes, it happened with them. And Tangar sent his children to fight with people, having turned them into cruel animals. And they avenged the proudest and the most rebellious quickly... That time something strange and impossible to understand happened to people. They did not try to reach the sky – the dwelling of the gods, did not try to acquire their secrets, which even the gods couldn't understand. No, they began to forget good ancient customs, bequeathing by Tangar. That brought to the end their traditions of respecting their ancestors. And merry-go-round turned: children did not obey the parents, who stopped taking care of them...

Tangar was angry with people and took away their memory, took away the past. Did people without memory, without the past have a future?!

The people came to their senses and began to ask Tangar to return them memory, to return them the past, their history.

But the owner of all the Universe was implacable. That time he did not want replace the anger on mercy.

And then the great golden-hair Pulehse - Tangar's wife, felt sorry for the people and asked him:
- Return to them, what they want. Do not notice their whim. The people as children unwise: that gives to them that take away... Return to them memory, the past... Let them glad...

If only Tangar were able to deny the owner of his heart and love!

- Well, - he said, - I will return them their memory. But the past... The past of the people I have already turned into white birds. Take them. Do with them what you want...

Pulehse took these white birds to her emerald palaces. And every day she sends caravans of white birds through the world. The caravans of white birds fly slowly in the sky. In the places where people want to know what happened in ancient times, the white birds fly out from their flock waving their wings very quickly. And white feathers of white birds drop on the ground turning into fairy tales, legends, myths and songs. Wise men listen and remember them, and then tell to their children, grandsons. So the past crosses with the people in the future again…
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