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Are	fairytales	still	relevant	in	our	time?	Are	fairytales	still	relevant	in	our	time?	
This	is	a	question	often	asked	by	parents	of	young	children,	but	also	in	the	world	at	large.
Does	it	make	sense	to	speak	about	princes,	widows,	witches	and	kings?	Don't	we	lead	the	child
astray	by	having	her/him	believe	in	something	which	only	exists	in	the	imagination?	

And	yet	stories	have	been	part	of	the	evolution	of	mankind	since	the	beginning.	The	tales
were	passed	down	through	generations	and	the	memories	of	them	have	nourished	and
comforted	human	souls	for	centuries.	The	images	were	kept	alive	through	listening.	The	media
tends	to	fix	these	inner	pictures.	We	all	know	how	different	it	is	if	we	read	a	book	first	and
then	watch	the	movie	afterwards,	sometimes	disappointed	as	we	already	have	our	own	inner
pictures.	The	same	is	true	for	fairytales.	If	the	growing	child	hears	stories,	pictures	are	formed
within	the	soul	which	will	remain	for	a	lifetime.	Each	soul	is	different	and	so	the	pictures	are
as	manifold	as	there	are	people	listening.	In	showing	a	fairytale	in	eurythmy	the	imagination	is
left	free.	In	our	tale,	the	water	is	a	living,	moving	imagination	created	between	the	students	as
they	move	across	the	stage	carrying	the	sound	"w".	The	onlooker	is	left	free	to	form	their	own
inner	picture	of	the	river.	Each	river	will	be	a	different	river	and	the	image	is	hidden	away	in
our	depths.	This	is	readily	seen	in	the	variety	of	drawings	the	children	create	after	the
performances.	

The	happenings	in	a	fairytale	are	part	of	our	own	soul	landscape.	The	child	knows	intuitively
that	good	and	bad	live	within	her/his	being.	The	devil	and	the	king	are	part	of	our		innermost
being.		Our	soul	is	longing	to	become	the	child	of	good	fortune.	All	the	characters	are	within
ourselves!	Looking	in	this	way	at	the	stories	they	become	helpers	on	our	path	through	life.	In
illness	or	in	difficult	life	situations	they	can	become	a	"leitmotiv"	towards	healing	and	finding
solutions.	
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The	cast	of	these	performances	are	all	members	and
friends	of	the	Cascadia	Society	and	the	Vancouver
Waldorf	School,	who	enjoy	the	unique	community-
building	experience	of	creating	artistic	productions.
The	two	organizations	have	a	long	history	of
collaboration.	
		
The	Cascadia	Society	for	Social	Working	is	part	of
the	international	Camphill	movement,	which	in	about
100	centres	around	the	world,	supports	people	of
diverse	abilities	to	live,	work,	and	celebrate	together.		
		
The	Vancouver	Waldorf	School	is	also	a	member	of
an	international	movement	with	over	950	schools
worldwide.	By	offering	a	learning	method	that	strives
to	meet	the	physical,	emotional,	and	intellectual
dimensions	of	the	developing	child,	the	Vancouver
Waldorf	School	integrates	artistic	activities	and	the
movement	arts	throughout	the	curriculum,	providing
a	balanced	and	well-rounded	education	since	1969.	
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Narration,	music	and	eurythmy
weave	together	to	create	the
magical	unfolding	of	the	tale.

The	music	for	The	Devil	with	theThe	Devil	with	the
Three	Golden	Hairs	Three	Golden	Hairs	was		composed,
arranged	and	conducted	by	our
extraordinary	Music	Director	and
Music	Therapist	Lorna	Fortin,	who
has	been	working	with	Cascadia	for
the	past	15	years.		Musicians	include
Cascadia	companions	and	coworkers
and	others	came	to	us	from	the
Waldorf	School	and	our	friends
from	the	wider	community.



9



10

What	is	eurythmy?	What	is	eurythmy?	
Eurythmy	came	about	through	a	question.	In	1911	a	mother	asked	Rudolf	Steiner	if	there	could
be	a	soul-filled	art	of	movement	for	her	daughter.	The	answer	was	"yes"	and	this	confirmation
brought	about	the	birth	of	the	new	form	of	movement	called	eurythmy.	The	word	goes	back
to	the	Greek	language	and	means	“beautiful	movement.”	It	is	connected	to	ancient	temple
dances	where	sounds,	words	and	language	were	still	embedded	in	imagination.	What	we	now
see	as	black	ink	on	the	page	has	a	living,	cosmic	origin.	

In	ancient	times	people	still	felt	a	direct	connection	to	the	world	of	the	stars.	A	verse	by	Rudolf
Steiner	speaks	about	this:	"The	stars	spoke	once	to	human	beings....”	We	were	guided	by	the
certainty	of	the	spiritual	world.	In	order	to	find	our	individuality	and	freedom	we	had	to	forgo
this	guidance.	The	material	world	became	the	only	support	and	assurance	for	mankind.	But
now	a	shift	is	happening	in	the	consciousness	of	humanity	as	science	begins	to	consider	spiritual
questions.	How	did	the	world	come	about?	Where	is	our	origin?		We	have	to	find	this
connection	again,	but	from	within	and	out	of	freedom.		It	is	now	up	to	us	to	speak	to	the	stars.
This	new	speaking	can	be	through	meditation,	inner	work,	and	reverence	for	all	things	in	the
world	and	around	us.	In	eurythmy	this	speaking	can	become	visible.	Eurythmy	is	practiced
throughout	the	world,	in	stage	performances,	pedagogy	and	therapy.	

These	streams	of	eurythmy	come	together	in	our	fairytale	production	of	the	"Devil	with	the
Three	Golden	Hairs",	bringing	about	a	unique	and	rewarding	experience	for	all	who	are
engaged.	Healing	comes	about	in	the	social	sphere	and	through	the	arts.	
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The	Devil	with	the	Three	Golden	HairsThe	Devil	with	the	Three	Golden	Hairs
There	was	once	a	poor	woman	who	gave	birth	to	a	little	son,	and	as	he	came	into	the
world	with	a	caul	on,	it	was	predicted	that	in	his	fourteenth	year	he	would	have	the
king's	daughter	for	his	wife.		It	happened	that	soon	afterwards	the	king	came	into	the
village,	and	no	one	knew	that	he	was	the	king,	and	when	he	asked	the	people	what
news	there	was,	they	answered,	a	child	has	just	been	born	with	a	caul	on,	whatever
anyone	so	born	undertakes	turns	out	well.		It	is	prophesied,	too,	that	in	his	fourteenth
year	he	will	have	the	king's	daughter	for	his	wife.	
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The	king,	who	had	a	bad	heart,	and	was	angry	about	the	prophecy,	went	to	the	parents,
and,	seeming	quite	friendly,	said,	you	poor	people,	let	me	have	your	child,	and	I	will	take
care	of	it.		At	first	they	refused,	but	when	the	stranger	offered	them	a	large	amount	of
gold	for	it,	and	they	thought,	it	is	a	child	of	good	fortune,	and	everything	must	turn	out
well	for	it,	they	at	last	consented,	and	gave	him	the	child.	
		
The	king	put	it	in	a	box	and	rode	away	with	it	until	he	came	to	a	deep	piece	of	water,
then	he	threw	the	box	into	it	and	thought,	I	have	freed	my	daughter	from	her	undesired
suitor.	
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The	box,	however,	did	not	sink,	but	floated	like	a	boat,	and	not	a	drop	of	water	made	its
way	into	it.		And	it	floated	to	within	two	miles	of	the	king's	chief	city,	where	there	was	a	mill,
and	it	came	to	a	halt	at	the	mill-dam.		A	miller's	boy,	who	by	good	luck	was	standing	there,
noticed	it	and	pulled	it	out	with	a	hook,	thinking	that	he	had	found	a	great	treasure,	but
when	he	opened	it	there	lay	a	pretty	boy	inside,	quite	fresh	and	lively.		He	took	him	to	the
miller	and	his	wife,	and	as	they	had	no	children	they	were	glad,	and	said,	"God	has	given
him	to	us."		They	took	great	care	of	the	foundling,	and	he	grew	up	in	all	goodness.	
		
It	happened	that	once	in	a	storm,	the	king	went	into	the	mill,	and	asked	the	mill-folk	if	the
tall	youth	were	their	son.		No,	answered	they,	he's	a	foundling.		Fourteen	years	ago	he
floated	down	to	the	mill-dam	in	a	box,	and	the	mill-boy	pulled	him	out	
of	the	water.	
		
Then	the	king	knew	that	it	was	none	other	than	the	child	of	good	fortune	which	he	had
thrown	into	the	water,	and	he	said,	my	good	people,	could	not	the	youth	take	a	letter	to	the
queen.	I	will	give	him	two	gold	pieces	as	a	reward.		Just	as	the	king	commands,	answered
they,	and	they	told	the	boy	to	hold	himself	in	readiness.		Then	the	king	wrote	a	letter	to	the
queen,	wherein	he	said,	as	soon	as	the	boy	arrives	with	this	letter,	let	him	be	killed	and
buried,	and	all	must	be	done	before	I	come	home.	
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The	boy	set	out	with	this	letter,	but	he	lost	his	way,	and	in	the	evening	came	to	a	large
forest.		In	the	darkness	he	saw	a	small	light,	he	went	towards	it	and	reached	a	cottage.
When	he	went	in,	an	old	woman	was	sitting	by	the	fire	quite	alone.		She	started	when	she
saw	the	boy,	and	said,	whence	do	you	come,	and	whither	are	you	going.		I	come	from	the
mill,	he	answered,	and	wish	to	go	to	the	queen,	to	whom	I	am	taking	a	letter,	but	as	I	have
lost	my	way	in	the	forest	I	should	like	to	stay	here	over	night.	You	poor	boy,	said	the
woman,	you	have	come	into	a	den	of	thieves,	and	when	they	come	home	they	will	kill	you.
Let	them	come,	said	the	boy,	I	am	not	afraid,	but	I	am	so	tired	that	I	cannot	go	any
farther.		And	he	stretched	himself	upon	a	bench	and	fell	asleep.	
		
Soon	afterwards	the	robbers	came,	and	angrily	asked	what	strange	boy	was	lying	there.
Ah,	said	the	old	woman,	it	is	an	innocent	child	who	has	lost	himself	in	the	forest,	and	out	of
pity	I	have	let	him	come	in,	he	has	to	take	a	letter	to	the	queen.		The	robbers	opened	the
letter	and	read	it,	and	in	it	was	written	that	the	boy	as	soon	as	he	arrived	should	be	put	to
death.		Then	the	hardhearted	robbers	felt	pity,	and	their	leader	tore	up	the	letter	and	wrote
another,	saying,	that	as	soon	as	the	boy	came,	he	should	be	married	at	once	to	the	king's
daughter.		Then	they	let	him	lie	quietly	on	the	bench	until	the	next	morning,	and	when	he
awoke	they	gave	him	the	letter,	and	showed	him	the	right	way.	
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And	the	queen,	when	she	had	received	the	letter	and
read	it,	did	as	was	written	in	it,	and	had	a	splendid
wedding-feast	prepared,	and	the	king's	daughter	was
married	to	the	child	of	good	fortune,	and	as	the	youth
was	handsome	and	friendly	she	lived	with	him	in	joy
and	contentment.	
		
After	some	time	the	king	returned	to	his	palace	and	saw
that	the	prophecy	was	fulfilled,	and	the	child	married	to
his	daughter.	How	has	that	come	to	pass,	said	he,	I	gave
quite	another	order	in	my	letter.	
		
So	the	queen	gave	him	the	letter,	and	said	that	he
might	see	for	himself	what	was	written	in	it.		The	king
read	the	letter	and	saw	quite	well	that	it	had	been
exchanged	for	the	other.		He	asked	the	youth	what	had
become	of	the	letter	entrusted	to	him,	and	why	he	had
brought	another	instead	of	it.		I	know	nothing	about	it,
answered	he,	it	must	have	been	changed	in	the	night,
when	I	slept	in	the	forest.		The	king	said	in	a	passion,
you	shall	
not	have	everything	quite	so	much	your	own	way,
whosoever	marries	my	daughter	must	fetch	me	from
hell	three	golden	hairs	from	the	head	of	the	devil,	bring
me	what	I	want,	and	you	shall	keep	my	daughter.		In
this	way	the	king	hoped	to	be	rid	of	him	for	ever.	But
the	child	of	good	fortune	answered,	I	will	fetch	the
golden	hairs,	I	am	not	afraid	of	the	devil.		Whereupon
he	took	leave	of	them	and	began	his	journey.	
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The	road	led	him	to	a	large	town,	where	the	watchman	by	the	gates	asked	him	what
his	trade	was,	and	what	he	knew.		I	know	everything,	answered	the	child	of	good
fortune.		Then	you	can	do	us	a	favor,	said	the	watchman,	if	you	will	tell	us	why	our
market	fountain,	which	once	flowed	with	wine	has	become	dry,	and	no	longer	gives
even	water.		That	you	shall	know,	answered	he,	only	wait	until	I	come	back.	
		
Then	he	went	farther	and	came	to	another	town,	and	there	also	the	gatekeeper	asked
him	what	was	his	trade,	and	what	he	knew.	I	know	everything,	answered	he.		Then
you	can	do	us	a	favor	and	tell	us	why	a	tree	in	our	town	which	once	bore	golden
apples	now	does	not	even	put	forth	leaves.		You	shall	know	that,	answered	he,	only
wait	until	I	come	back.	
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Then	he	went	on	and	came	to	a	wide	river	over	which	he	must	cross.	The	ferryman
asked	him	what	his	trade	was,	and	what	he	knew.		I	know	everything,	answered	he.
Then	you	can	do	me	a	favor,	said	the	ferryman,	and	tell	me	why	I	must	always	be
rowing	backwards	and	forwards,	and	am	never	set	free.		You	shall	know	that,
answered	he,	only	wait	until	I	come	back.	
		
When	he	had	crossed	the	water	he	found	the	entrance	to	hell.		It	was	black	and	sooty
within,	and	the	devil	was	not	at	home,	but	his	grandmother	was	sitting	in	a	large	arm-
chair.		What	do	you	want,	said	she	to	him,	but	she	did	not	look	so	very	wicked.		I
should	like	to	have	three	golden	hairs	from	the	devil's	head,	answered	he,	else	I	cannot
keep	my	wife.		That	is	a	good	deal	to	ask	for,	said	she,	if	the	devil	comes	home	and
finds	you,	it	will	cost	you	your	life,	but	as	I	pity	you,	I	will	see	if	I	cannot	help	you.	
		
She	changed	him	into	an	ant	and	said,	creep	into	the	folds	of	my	dress,	you	will	be	safe
there.		Yes,	answered	he,	so	far,	so	good,	but	there	are	three	things	besides	that	I	want
to	know	-	why	a	fountain	which	once	flowed	with	wine	has	become	dry,	and	no	longer
gives	even	water,	why	a	tree	which	once	bore	golden	apples	does	not	even	put	forth
leaves,	and	why	a	ferryman	must	always	be	going	backwards	and	forwards,	and	is
never	set	free.	Those	are	difficult	questions,	answered	she,	but	just	be	silent	and	quiet
and	pay	attention	to	what	the	devil	says	when	I	pull	out	the	three	golden	hairs.	
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As	the	evening	came	on,	the	devil	returned	home.		No	sooner	had	he	entered	than	he	noticed	that
the	air	was	not	pure.		I	smell	man's	flesh,	said	he,	all	is	not	right	here.		Then	he	pried	into	every
corner,	and	searched,	but	could	not	find	anything.		His	grandmother	scolded	him.		It	has	just	been
swept,	said	she,	and	everything	put	in	order,	and	now	you	are	upsetting	it	again,	you	have	always
got	man's	flesh	in	your	nose.		Sit	down	and	eat	your	supper.	
		
When	he	had	eaten	and	drunk	he	was	tired,	and	laid	his	head	in	his	grandmother's	lap,	and	told
her	she	should	louse	him	a	little.	It	was	not	long	before	he	was	fast	asleep,	snoring	and	breathing
heavily.		Then	the	old	woman	took	hold	of	a	golden	hair,	pulled	it	out,	and	laid	it	down	beside	her.
Oh,	cried	the	devil,	what	are	you	doing.		I	have	had	a	bad	dream,	answered	the	grandmother,	so
I	seized	hold	of	your	hair.		What	did	you	dream	then,	said	the	devil.		I	dreamt	that	a	fountain	in	a
market-place	from	which	wine	once	flowed	was	dried	up,	and	not	even	water	would	flow	out	of
it	-	what	is	the	cause	of	it.		Oh,	ho,	if	they	did	but	know	it,	answered	the	devil,	there	is	a	toad
sitting	under	a	stone	in	the	well	-	if	they	killed	it,	the	wine	would	flow	again.	
		
The	grandmother	loused	him	again	until	he	went	to	sleep	and	snored	so	that	the	windows	shook.
Then	she	pulled	the	second	hair	out.		Ha,	what	are	you	doing,	cried	the	devil	angrily.		Do	not	take
it	ill,	said	she,	I	did	it	in	a	dream.		What	have	you	dreamt	this	time,	asked	he.		I	dreamt	that	in	a
certain	kingdom	there	stood	an	apple-tree	which	had	once	borne	golden	apples,	but	now	would
not	even	bear	leaves.		What,	think	you,	was	the	reason.	Oh,	if	they	did	but	know,	answered	the
devil.		A	mouse	is	gnawing	at	the	root	-	if	they	killed	it	they	would	have	golden	apples	again,	but
if	it	gnaws	much	longer	the	tree	will	wither	altogether.		But	I	have	had	enough	of	your	dreams,	if
you	disturb	me	in	my	sleep	again	you	will	get	a	box	on	the	ear.	
		
The	grandmother	spoke	gently	to	him	and	picked	his	lice	once	more	until	he	fell	asleep	and
snored.		Then	she	took	hold	of	the	third	golden	hair	and	pulled	it	out.		The	devil	jumped	up,
roared	out,	and	would	have	treated	her	ill	if	she	had	not	quieted	him	again	and	said,	who	can
help	bad	dreams.		What	was	the	dream,	then,	asked	he,	and	was	quite	curious.		I	dreamt	of	a
ferryman	who	complained	that	he	must	always	ferry	from	one	side	to	the	other,	and	was	never
released.		What	is	the	cause	of	it.		Ah,	the	fool,	answered	the	devil,	when	anyone	comes	and
wants	to	go	across	he	must	put	the	oar	in	his	hand,	and	the	other	man	will	have	to	ferry	and	he
will	be	free.		As	the	grandmother	had	plucked	out	the	three	golden	hairs,	and	the	three	questions
were	answered,	she	let	the	old	devil	alone,	and	he	slept	until	daybreak.	
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When	the	devil	had	gone	out	again	the	old	woman	took	the	ant	out	of	the	folds	of	her
dress,	and	gave	the	child	of	good	fortune	his	human	shape	again.		There	are	the	three
golden	hairs	for	you,	said	she.		What	the	devil	said	to	your	three	questions,	I	suppose
you	heard.		Yes,	answered	he,	I	heard,	and	will	take	care	to	remember.		You	have	what
you	want,	said	she,	and	now	you	can	go	your	way.		He	thanked	the	old	woman	for
helping	him	in	his	need,	and	left	hell	well	content	that	everything	had	turned	out	so
fortunately.	
		
When	he	came	to	the	ferryman	he	was	expected	to	give	the	promised	answer.		Ferry
me	across	first,	said	the	child	of	good	fortune,	and	then	I	will	tell	you	how	you	can	be
set	free,	and	when	he	reached	the	opposite	shore	he	gave	him	the	devil's	advice.	Next
time	anyone	comes,	who	wants	to	be	ferried	over,	just	put	the	oar	in	his	hand.	
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He	went	on	and	came	to	the	town	wherein	stood	the	unfruitful	tree,	and	there	too	the
watchman	wanted	an	answer.		So	he	told	him	what	he	had	heard	from	the	devil.		Kill
the	mouse	which	is	gnawing	at	its	root,	and	it	will	again	bear	golden	apples.		Then	the
watchman	thanked	him,	and	gave	him	as	a	reward	two	asses	laden	with	gold,	which
followed	him.	
		
Finally,	he	came	to	the	town	whose	well	was	dry.		He	told	the	watchman	what	the
devil	had	said,	a	toad	is	in	the	well	beneath	a	stone,	you	must	find	it	and	kill	it,	and	the
well	will	again	give	wine	in	plenty.		The	watchman	thanked	him,	and	also	gave	him
two	asses	laden	with	gold.	
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At	last	the	child	of	good	fortune	got	home	to	his	wife,	who	was	heartily	glad	to	see	him
again,	and	to	hear	how	well	he	had	prospered	in	everything.		To	the	king	he	took	what
he	had	asked	for,	the	devil's	three	golden	hairs,	and	when	the	king	saw	the	four	asses
laden	with	gold	he	was	quite	content,	and	said,	now	all	the	conditions	are	fulfilled,	and
you	can	keep	my	daughter.	
		
But	tell	me,	dear	son-in-law,	where	did	all	that	gold	come	from	-	this	is	tremendous
wealth.		I	was	rowed	across	a	river,	answered	he,	and	got	it	there,	it	lies	on	the	shore
instead	of	sand.		Can	I	too	fetch	some	of	it,	said	the	king,	and	he	was	quite	eager	about
it.		As	much	as	you	like,	answered	he.		There	is	a	ferryman	on	the	river,	let	him	ferry	you
over,	and	you	can	fill	your	sacks	on	the	other	side.		The	greedy	king	set	out	in	all	haste,
and	when	he	came	to	the	river	he	beckoned	to	the	ferryman	to	put	him	across.		The
ferryman	came	and	bade	him	get	in,	and	when	they	got	to	the	other	shore	he	put	the
oar	in	his	hand	and	sprang	over.		But	from	this	time	forth	the	king	had	to	ferry,	as	a
punishment	for	his	sins.		Perhaps	he	is	ferrying	still.		If	he	is,	it	is	because	no	one	has
taken	the	oar	from	him.	
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The	Devil	with	the	Three	Golden	HairsThe	Devil	with	the	Three	Golden	Hairs
A	Fairy	Tale	Christmas


