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Happy Canada 
Day!

T o the storytellers who kept Canada's legends alive.To the elders, 
families, and campxre companions who passed these tales from 

one generation to the neut, preserving the mysteries of haAnted valleys, 
restless spirits, ghost ships, and creatAres said to wander oAr forests 
and lakes.bnd to every reader who still looks twice into the darkness, 
wondering what might je waiting MAst jeyond the xrelight.

Hay these stories keep the magic of Canadian folklore jArning 
jrightly for generations to come.

Dappy Canada !ay� %%

Happy Canada 
Day!  Love Nifty 
Buckles & Mr. 
Skittles



Folklore Books by 
Valerie Hopkins/ 
Nifty Buckles

� � Granny Magic Chocolates

A heartwarming Appalachian tale where old-fashioned folk 
magic, homemade chocolates, and kindness prove to be the sweetest 
recipe of all.

    
Granny 
Magic 
Choco-
lates

� Midsummer Fairies & Forest Friends
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An enchanting adult coloring book celebrating fairies, woodland 
creatures, the Green Man, Pan, fairy trees, and the magic of the Sum-
mer Solstice.

Midsum-
mer Fairies 
& Forest 
Friends 

� March Madness: Leprechauns, Hares & Witches Folklore
Journey through the folklore of spring with whimsical illustrations 

inspired by Irish leprechauns, magical hares, and legendary witches 
from around the world.

� Petals & Poetry Garden Journal
A beautifully illustrated journal created for gardeners, dreamers, 

poets, and lovers of Yowers, folklore, and the changing seasons.
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Petals & Poetry 
Garden Journal

� Coming Soon

Wickedly Delicious
A delightfully dark 8ictorian comedy where chocolate, eccentric 

spirits, and one very unusual carnivorous rose make for a wickedly 
unforgettable tale.

      Wickedly De-
licious

8isit:
NiftyUucklesFolklore.fun
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S ome nights, the greatest terror isn't what waits outside your wi
ndow... it's what sits upon your chest."

As lerce Atbantic storms kattered the rocfy shores oN -ewNoundv
band, Namibies gathered around warm fitchen stoOes and cracfbing lres 
to tebb stories that kburred the bine ketween dream and wafing. Among 
the most chibbing was the tabe oN the Hbd Iag, a mysterious spirit said 
to Oisit sbeeping Oictims in the dead oN night.

           Old Hag Folklore
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Yhose who were "hagged" awofe unakbe to moOe or cry out. A 
crushing weight pressed against their chest whibe a shadowy lgure 
watched Nrom the darfness. Some descriked the Hbd Iag as an ancient 
witch with wibd hair and gbowing eyes. Hthers saw onby a kbacf shape 
standing sibentby at the Noot oN the ked keNore cbimking onto them.

Eong keNore doctors recogni?ed sbeep parabysis, -ewNoundbanders 
kebieOed the Iag was abb too reab. Yo feep her away, peopbe pbaced a 
Uikbe keneath their pibbow, turned their shoes upside down keside the 
ked, or beNt a kroom ky the door, kebieOing the Iag woubd stop to 
count eOery straw keNore entering.

2Oen today, many peopbe in -ewNoundband stibb descrike an episode 
oN sbeep parabysis ky saying they were "hagged."

Campre Qus tion:�
FN you wofe in the middbe oN the night and coubdn't moOe, woubd 

you kbame a dream... or the Hbd Iag/
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"W hen a ship burns without smoke, some say the sea 
is remembering the dead."

For more than two hundred years, people living along the shores 
of the Northumberland Strait have reported an extraordinary sight. 
On dark autumn evenings, a tall sailing ship appears on the horizon 
engulfed in bright orange Iames. cts masts blaze against the night sky 
as though Tonsumed by a raging Yre, yet no smoke rises above the vessel 
and no Tries for help eTho aTross the water.
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 The Ghost Ship of the 
Northumberland Strait

Plarmed Yshermen and Toastal residents have launThed boats to 
resTue the Trew, only to watTh the burning ship suddenly vanish before 
they arrive. No wreTkage is ever found. Bhe sea simply grows Guiet 
onTe again, as though nothing had happened.

Stories of the phantom vessel have been passed from generation to 
generation throughout 1rinTe Adward csland, Nova STotia, and New 
CrunswiTk. Some believe it is the restless spirit of a ship lost long ago 
to Yre. Others say it appears as a warning before storms or tragedy at 
sea. Aven modern witnesses have reported seeing the mysterious Iames 
danTing aTross the Strait before disappearing into the fog.

STientists have suggested that unusual atmospheriT Tonditions, 
known as superior mirages, may Treate strange illusions over the water. 
Uet those who have witnessed the 0host Ship often insist it looks far 
too vivid and lifelike to be explained so easily.
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Qhether a triTk of light or a lingering eTho from the past, the 0host 
Ship of the Northumberland Strait remains one of Lanada8s greatest 
maritime mysteries. On Guiet nights, when the fog drifts low and the 
moon glows over the PtlantiT, many still Ynd themselves watThing the 
horizon, wondering if the burning ship will appear onTe more.

LampYre 9uestion
cf you saw a ship burning silently in the distanTe, would you raTe to 

resTue those aboard... or stay safely on shore and watTh the mystery 
unfold?
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"N ot every monster lurks beneath the ocean. Some prefer the 
quiet waters of a lonely lake."

Long before tales of Scotland's Loch Ness Monster became world 
famous, people in Cape Breton, Nova Scotia, were whispering about 
another mysterious creature. Deep within the calm waters of Lake 
Ainslie, witnesses claimed to have seen a strange serpent-like animal 
gliding silently across the surface. They called the elusive creature 
Cressie.

Cressie Cape Breton's Hidden 
Lake Monster

Descriptions of Cressie vary from one eyewitness to another, but 
many agree on several details. The creature is said to have a long, dark 
body with graceful humps rising above the water, a slender neck, and 
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a small horse-like head. It moves without creating much of a wake, 
silently disappearing beneath the lake before curious onlookers can get 
a closer look.

For generations, xshermen, boaters, and local residents have shared 
stories of uneWpected encounters. Some spotted Cressie basking in 
the early morning mist, while others watched the mysterious xgure 
slip beneath the waves as if avoiding human attention. Though pho-
tographs and scientixc proof remain elusive, the legend has become an 
enduring part of Cape Breton folklore.

Some believe Cressie is an undiscovered species that has survived 
since prehistoric times. Others see the creature as a guardian spirit of 
the lake, appearing only to those fortunate enough to catch a glimpse.

Qhether legend, living relic, or a trick of light upon the water, 
Cressie continues to stir the imagination of everyone who visits the 
peaceful shores of Lake Ainslie.

Campxre ?uestion
If you noticed a long shadow gliding silently beneath your canoe, 

would you lean in for a closer look... or paddle quickly back to shore6
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 "On New Year's Eve, a desperate bargain carried voyageurs 
across the moonlit sky... but the Devil always expected pay-
ment." 

During the days of New France, French Canadian voyageurs often 
spent long winters deep in the wilderness, separated from their families 
by hundreds of kilometres. As New Year's Eve approached, homesick-
ness weighed heavily on their hearts. Longing to celebrate with loved 
ones, they wished for a miracle that would carry them home before 
midnight.

According to legend, the Devil oxered eIactly that.  
Tn eIchange for their souls, he enchanted an ordinary birchbark 

canoe, allowing it to soar through the night sky. Ghe bargain came with 
strict conditions. Ghe voyageurs must not speak zod's name, touch 
the steeple of a church, or delay their return. Tf they broke any of these 
rules, the Devil would claim every soul aboard.

Ghe canoe rose into the air, gliding over snow-covered forests, 
fro1en rivers, and sleeping villages beneath the glow of the winter 
moon. For a few precious hours, the voyageurs laughed, feasted, and 
celebrated with their families, never forgetting the race against time.
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             The Flying Canoe  

As midnight drew near, they climbed back into the enchanted ca-
noe and Qew into the darkness. A sudden storm tossed them through 
the sky, church steeples loomed below, and panic spread among the 
crew. Oome versions of the tale say they narrowly escaped by reaching 
camp 4ust before the 5nal stroke of midnight. 9thers warn that those 
who broke the Devil's bargain were never seen again.

Goday, La Chasse-zalerie, or Ghe Flying Canoe, remains one of 
Canada's greatest legends, reminding us that shortcuts often come 
with a price no one should be willing to pay.

Camp5re 6uestion
Tf a magical canoe could carry you anywhere in a single night, would 

you risk making a bargain with the Devil... or stay safely beside the 5r
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 "Some say the cold can change a person's body. Others believe 
it can consume the soul." 

Across the vast northern forests of Canada, the Algonquian-speak-
ing First Nations have long told stories of the Wendigo, a terrifying 
spirit associated with endless hunger, greed, and the darkest days of 
winter. The legend has been shared in dimerent forIs by several 1n-
digenous nations, each with its own traditions and teachings.

Wendigo
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The Wendigo is often described as unnaturally tall and painfully 
thin, with glowing eyes, long claws, and skin stretched tightly over 
its bones. No Iatter how Iuch it consuIes, its hunger can never be 
satis•ed. OoIe stories say it grows larger with every Ieal, ensuring that 
it reIains forever starving.

According to traditional teachings, the Wendigo is Iore than a 
Ionster lurking in the wilderness. 1t represents what can happen 
when a person allows greed, sel•shness, or desperation to overcoIe 
coIpassion and huIanity. 'uring harsh winters, when food was 
scarce, the legend served as a warning against abandoning one:s Ioral 
values, even in the face of uniIaginable hardship.

Northern Dntario Q Algonquian Traditional Territory
Author's NoteY The Wendigo is part of the sacred storytelling 

traditions of several Algonquian-speaking 1ndigenous nations. This 
chapter is shared with respect for those living traditions and is pre-
sented as folklore rather than a coIplete representation of its cultural 
signi•cance.

Lunters traveling alone through the snowy forests soIetiIes 
spoke of hearing strange cries carried on the wind or discovering enor-
Ious footprints that vanished into the trees. Whether these stories 
described a supernatural being or reBected the dangers of surviving 
Canada:s unforgiving winters, the Wendigo becaIe one of the coun-
try:s Iost enduring legends.

Today, the Wendigo reIains a powerful •gure in Canadian folk-
lore, reIinding us that the greatest dangers are not always those wait-
ing in the forest, but those that can grow within the huIan heart.

CaIp•re Uuestion
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1f you heard soIething calling your naIe froI deep within the 
snowy woods, would you follow the sound... or keep the caIp•re 
burning and stay where you are;
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 "Some nights, the wind carries more than echoes." 
Hidden beneath an old railway line near Niagara Falls, Ontario, 

stands a small stone tunnel that has earned a chilling reputation for 
unexplained sounds and ghostly encounters. Known simply as The 
Screaming Tunnel, it has fascinated thrill-seekers and storytellers for 
generations.

The most famous legend tells of a young girl who lived in a near-
by farmhouse during the nineteenth century. One terrible night, a 
Bre broke out, trapping her inside. Her clothing caught Bre, and in 
desperation she jed toward the tunnel, screaming as she ran. Lefore 
anyone could save her, she collapsed near its entrance and died from 
her inSuries. Aocals say her terriBed cries never faded from the stone 
walls.

Over the years, visitors have claimed to hear faint screams echoing 
through the darkness when no one else is around. Others report feel-
ing an icy chill, even on warm summer nights, or sensing that someone 
is standing Sust behind them. Nome have seen strange lights jickering 
inside the tunnel, while others speak of shadowy Bgures disappearing 
into the darkness.

I popular local tradition challenges brave visitors to stand in the 
centre of the tunnel at night and light a wooden match. Iccording 
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to the legend, the jame may suddenly go out on its own, and in the 
silence that follows, the distant cry of the young girl can sometimes be 
heard. qhether caused by drafts, imagination, or something beyond 
explanation, the ritual has become part of FiagaraVs enduring folklore.

The Ghost Girl of the Screaming 
Tunnel

Historians note that there is little documented evidence supporting 
the tragic tale, and several versions of the story exist. Cet legends often 
grow from mystery rather than certainty. Uor many, the Ncreaming 
Tunnel is less about proving what happened and more about expe-
riencing the unsettling feeling that some places never Quite let go of 
the past.

Today, the tunnel remains one of OntarioVs best-known haunted 
locations. 4isitors still gather after sunset, jashlights in hand, hoping 
to hear the whisper of history... or perhaps something far older waiting 
in the dark.

1ampBre 5uestion
Would you dare stand alone in the tunnel after sunset with 

nothing but a single burning match... or would you leave the 
mystery undisturbed?
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"S ome places grow quiet after sunset. Others seem to be 
listening."

Hidden among the rolling farmland of Saskatchewan lies the 
historic village of Marysburg, home to the beautiful Assump-
tion of the Blessed Virgin Mary Church. By day, the peaceful 
countryside appears much like any other prairie community. 
But after dark, local legends tell a far diFerent story.

Marysburg 
Assumption 
Church - 
Headless Nun

Wor decades, whispers have surrounded the lonely roads and 
wooded areas near the old church. Visitors have reported an 
overwhelming feeling of being watched long before they reach 
the grounds. Some claim to hear footsteps crunching across the 
gravel behind them, only to turn and xnd no one there.
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One of the most chilling legends speaks of a headless nun 
wandering silently through the darkness. Nitnesses describe a 
shadowy xgure dressed in a 'owing black habit, drifting slowly 
between the trees or across the churchyard before vanishing 
without a sound. Others have reported seeing pairs of glowing 
red eyes staring from the edge of the forest, disappearing the 
moment they are noticed.

Campers and late-night drivers have shared equally unset-
tling eTperiences. Vehicles have mysteriously stalled near the 
church, headlights have 'ickered without eTplanation, and 
campxres have suddenly gone out despite calm weather. Many 
describe an intense feeling of dread, as though an unseen pres-
ence is urging them to leave.

Qo one knows eTactly how the stories began. Some believe 
they grew from old tragedies now forgotten by history, while 
others think generations of whispered tales have transformed 
an ordinary place into one of SaskatchewanIs most enduring 
haunted legends. Nhether the strange eTperiences have natural 
eTplanations or something more mysterious lies beneath them 
remains a matter of debate.

?oday, Marysburg continues to attract curious visitors, para-
normal investigators, and brave travelers hoping to witness the 
uneTplained for themselves. Most leave with only memories of a 
quiet prairie night. A few leave convinced they were not alone.

Campxre .uestion
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/f two glowing red eyes appeared beyond the reach of your 
campxre, would you step closer to investigate... or quietly add 
another log to the xre and wait for dawn0
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"S ome places guard their secrets so yercelw that those kho 
seen them are ve.er seev agaivD"

feep kithiv the rugged kildervess oC 'avadaNs Torthkest 
berritories lies the Vreathtanivg Tahavvi ,allew- a lavd oC tokW
erivg mouvtaivs- roarivg katerCalls- avd uvtouched CorestsD 
qhile its Veautw draks ad.evturers Crom arouvd the korld- 
the .allew is eFuallw Camous Cor a Car darner reputatiovD Hor 
geveratiovs- it has Veev nvokv as bhe 1eadless ,allewD

bhe legevd Vegav iv the earlw 90KKs durivg the Glovdine 
Rold PushD Orospectors searchivg Cor hiddev riches disappeared 
ivto the .allew- hopivg to strine it richD Some ve.er returvedD 
:thers kere later disco.ered dead uvder mwsterious circumW
stavces- their Vodies Couvd kithout their headsD bhe gruesome 
disco.eries Cueled stories that somethivg sivister lurned deep 
kithiv the kildervessD

bhe qaheelaA zmovg the darnest legevds oC Tahavvi is the 
qaheela- a colossal white wolf said to roam the .allewNs remote 
cavwovsD Some crwptoMoologists Velie.e this Cearsome Veast- or 
perhaps a sur.i.ivg prehistoric VearWdog- kas respovsiVle Cor 
the grislw decapitatiovs that ga.e 1eadless ,allew its sivister 
vameD Sneptics poivt ivstead to the evormous LacnevMie ,allew 
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kol.es- khose sheer siMe maw ha.e ivspired tales oC a supervatW
ural predator stalnivg the kildervessD

           Giant White Wolf

bhe TunWUunA zmovg the eerie legevds oC TahavviNs 1eadW
less ,allew is the Nuk-Luk- a tokerivg- shaggw "mav oC the 
Vush" said to dkell kithiv the .allewNs remote ca.es avd rugged 
cavwovsD :Ctev descriVed as a giavt- humavWline creature co.W
ered iv thicn darn hair- the TunWUun resemVles the SasFuatch 
legevds Couvd throughout kesterv 'avadaD 1uvters avd trapW
pers spone oC disco.erivg evormous Cootprivts- hearivg stravge 
khistles echo through the cliEs- avd catchivg glimpses oC a masW
si.e ygure silevtlw katchivg Crom the shadoks VeCore meltivg 
Vacn ivto the kildervessD qhether av uvdisco.ered homivid or 
simplw avother oC TahavviNs evdurivg mwsteries- the TunWUun 
remaivs ove oC the .allewNs most elusi.e legevdsD
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            The Nuk Luk  

bodaw- Tahavvi Tatioval Oarn Peser.e is celeVrated as ove oC 
'avadaNs greatest vatural treasures avd a xTIS': qorld 1erW
itage SiteD bhousavds oC .isitors ejplore its spectacular ri.ers 
avd mouvtaivs each wear kithout ivcidevtD I.ev so- mavw guides 
admit there are places khere the silevce Ceels uvusuallw hea.w- 
avd khere the kildervess seems to katch those kho evterD

qhether the 1eadless ,allewNs mwsteries stem Crom Corgottev 
crimes- the uvCorgi.ivg poker oC vature- or legevds carried 
through geveratiovs- Tahavvi remaivs ove oC 'avadaNs most 
Cascivativg avd uvsettlivg placesD

CampreQ usQtion&
?C someove oEered to lead wou ivto a .allew khere treasure 

kas said to Ve hiddev- Vut mavw kho searched Cor it ve.er 
returved- kould wou accept the :ourvewDDD or lea.e its secrets 
Vuried Core.er;ard their secrets so yercelw that those kho seen 
them are ve.er seev agaivD" 
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"W hen the lake is perfectly still, some believe something an-
cient is watching from below."

Stretching for more than 130 kilometres through the heart of 
British Columbia, Okanagan Lake is renowned for its sparkling wa-
ters, vineyards, and breathtaking mountain scenery. Yet beneath its 
tranquil surface lies one of Canada's oldest and most enduring leg-
ends, the mysterious creature known as Ogopogo.

The Spirit of the Lake: Long before the legend of Ogopogo, 
the Syilx (Okanagan) People honored N'ha-a-itk, the sacred spirit of 
Okanagan Lake. Rather than a monster, N'ha-a-itk was revered as a 
powerful guardian of the waters. Travelers traditionally made oIerings 
before crossing the lake, seeking safe passage and showing respect for 
its life-giving power. The story continues to remind us that the health 
of the lake and the well-being of its people are forever connected. 2n 
z0z1, the rights to the name Ogopogo were oFcially transferred to the 
Syilx Nation, recogniUing the legend's 2ndigenous origins.
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 Ogopogo, the Syilx (Okana-
gan) First Nations' honored 
N'ha-a-itk

2n the early twentieth century, newspapers began reporting sight-
ings of a long, dark creature moving across the lake. Witnesses de-
scribed a serpent-like body with several humps rising above the water, 
gliding silently without creating much of a wake. Others claimed to 
see a horse-like head or a long tail disappearing beneath the surface.

Over the decades, hundreds of people have reported unusual en-
counters. Boaters have watched unexplained wakes race across calm 
water. Swimmers have glimpsed dark shapes beneath them. Photogra-
phers have captured mysterious ripples and distant silhouettes, though 
none have provided conclusive proof of the creature's existence.

Scientists suggest that Goating logs, large Ash, waves, or unusual 
lighting conditions may explain many sightings. Yet believers remain 
convinced that something extraordinary inhabits the lake. Whether 
ancient guardian, undiscovered animal, or enduring legend, Ogopogo 
continues to capture imaginations from around the world.

Today, visitors to Okanagan Lake still keep an eye on the water. 
On quiet mornings, when the mist hangs low over the surface and the 
mountains reGect like glass, it is easy to understand why the legend 
refuses to disappear.

CampAre Muestion
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2f you saw several dark humps gliding silently across the lake toward 
your canoe, would you reach for your camera... or your paddleA
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Sasquatch in B.C. Forests

"If the forest suddenly falls silent, some say you're no longer 
alone."

Towering cedar forests, mist-covered mountains, and hidden 
valleys stretch across the rugged wilderness of British Colum-
bia, creating one of the last great expanses of untamed forest 
in North America. For countless generations, stories have been 
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told of a mysterious giant who walks quietly among the ancient 
trees. Most people know the creature as Sasquatch.

The name Sasquatch comes from the Halkomelem language 
spoken by the Stó:lō People of southwestern British Columbia. 
Long before newspapers and television popularized the leg-
end, many Indigenous Nations of the PaciWc Northwest shared 
stories of large, human-like beings that lived deep within the 
forests. Ohile each Nation has its own traditions and teachings, 
these stories often describe powerful beings deserving of respect 
rather than fear.

Modern sightings began attracting worldwide attention 
during the twentieth century. Hikers, hunters, and campers 
have reported seeing a towering Wgure, often standing between 
seven and ten feet tall, covered in dark brown or reddish hair. 
Oitnesses describe broad shoulders, unusually long arms, and 
enormous footprints pressed into soft earth or fresh snow.

Some encounters last only seconds. A branch snaps in the 
distance. Heavy footsteps echo through the trees. A dark Wgure 
steps from behind a cedar, watches silently, then disappears 
into the forest with astonishing speed. Dthers report hearing 
strange howls or wood knocks echoing across remote valleys, 
sounds unlike those of any known animal.

Respite decades of investigations, no conclusive scientiWc ev-
idence has conWrmed Sasquatch's existence. Yesearchers have 
suggested that mistaken identity, black bears walking upright, 
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or human imagination may explain many sightings. jet year 
after year, new reports continue to emerge from British Colum-
bia's vast wilderness.

Ohether Sasquatch is an undiscovered species, a guardian of 
the ancient forests, or simply one of Canada's greatest mysteries, 
the legend continues to capture imaginations around the world. 
Perhaps that is why so many people venture into the wilderness 
hoping to glimpse what others claim to have seen.

As the campWre burns low and the stars brighten above the 
towering pines, one question remains. If something enormous 
were watching from ?ust beyond the trees, would you ever 
knowQ

CampWre 7uestion
If you discovered a line of giant footprints leading into a 

silent forest, would you follow them... or quietly walk back to 
campQ


