


Once upon a time, in the Kingdom of Flowers, there lived a prince called Tulip. 
The King and Queen of Flowers were very proud of their son. He was so handsome! 

His golden silky petals would shine in the morning sunlight and his long leaves would  

gracefully sway in the wind. His stem, though seemingly delicate, was strong         

enough to withstand even the heaviest of rain showers. 

After all, April showers bring May flowers.

Prince Tulip had plenty of reasons to be happy. He lived in a beautiful garden 

especially designed for His Highness. The most wonderful butterflies were his 

companions. Around him, a swarm of bees tended to the garden’s business along 
with some diligent ants. Meanwhile, shy lilies, joyful bellflowers and perfumed 

hyacinths were his retinue.



Despite it all, Prince Tulip sighed sadly from dawn to dusk. A blanket of heavy 

sadness, unravelling from his head to his shoulders and down to the ground 

surrounded him. Under the weight of this sad mantle, Prince Tulip started bending. 

Even his petals were losing their shine.

‘Why are you sighing, master?’ the lilies asked, almost bursting into tears. Prince 
Tulip would not answer. He would merely bend his head down and sigh yet again.

No one and nothing seemed to please him. He was no longer entertained by the 

bumblebees’ orchestra, conducted by Master Cricket, neither did he enjoy the 
butterflies dancing and tracing rainbows in the clear sky with their fluttering wings. 

Nor did he enjoy the fireflies’ light or the elegant flowers that passed through the 
court trying to make him smile. The Kingdom of Flowers was as sad as its prince. 

The King and QuThe King and Queen did not know how to comfort him.



One day, when the Queen could no longer bear to see her son so troubled and 

thoughtful, she called the most renowned doctors to have him checked from top to 

bottom. Could the problem be that a stag beetle had pinched his root? Could it be that 

a caterpillar had munched on his leaves? What could have made him so unhappy? 

Prince Tulip agreed to see only one doctor. It was Doctor Chamomile.

‘What bothers you, Your Highness?’
            ‘Oh, Doctor…’ sobbed Prince Tulip.
‘‘Tell me, Prince Tulip. What is troubling you?’
            ‘I had a dream…’ said the Prince, and then he stopped.
‘We all dream. It’s good to dream.’
            ‘Yes, but my dream cannot come true.’
‘Tell me about it. Maybe I can help you. There is no such thing as too little or too big a 
dream. There are only good dreams and bad dreams.’
            ‘I do not even know whether what I dream of is good or bad.’
‘‘Tell me about it, and we shall see what can be done.’

‘Why are you so sad, my son?’ the Queen would ask. ‘Just tell your mother; mama can 
always help.’
‘No, mother, you could not understand me’, Prince Tulip answered back, leaving his 
mother behind and swinging his petals ever more wistfully.



‘The earthworm told us that sometimes, during the evenings of May, the wind plays 
music on the boughs and leaves of trees. The wind blows hard sometimes and more 

softly other times, making leaves, twigs, and branches sing. And they harmonize so 

beautifully that the stars are amazed and join in as well. Soon nightingales take up 

the theme and then the moon tags along, and finally the whole Universe is in tune. 

It is such a beautiful music! But only those who are not carried away by dreams in 

the early hours of the morning can hear it through their open window.’

‘Last winter I was only a bulb hedged by dry leaves. It was my first winter with the 
other bulbs and I did not know what a young bulb is supposed to do until it’s time to 
sprout,’ Prince Tulip began. ‘And as we were lying there nicely, an old earthworm 
came to us and started telling us stories.’ 

‘Nice of her,’ said Doctor Chamomile. ‘I am glad to hear earthworms are good at 
something other than fishing! What story did she tell you?’
            ‘About the Music of the World.’
              ‘The Music of the World?’ asked the doctor.



‘Here’s the thing with these dreams,’ Doctor Chamomile tried to calm him. ‘You should 
not be afraid to dream them. And if you dream them long enough, the most beautiful 

ones do come true.’
‘I really wish this with all my heart. I no longer know what to do. I can neither sleep, 
nor roam around. I no longer enjoy the sun, nor taking dew baths. I don’t even chat 
with the butterflies anymore. Nothing is good enough. I want to sing and I cannot.’

‘What you’re saying is true, Your Highness. But what’s wrong with it? Don’t you like 
music, Prince Tulip?’
            ‘Oh, of course I do’, the Prince sighed again. ‘But I long to sing along 
with the stars, with the nightingales, with the moon…’
‘And what hinders you from that? Doctor Chamomile asked, surprised.
‘Can’t flowers sing?’
                        ‘I’ve tried, but the wind ignores me. I wish so much I could join in and 
sing the Music of the World as well…’ Prince Tulip sighed again.

Doctor Chamomile scratched one of his petals thoughtfully, 

dusting off a few rebellious specks of pollen.



‘I know what to do,’ said one of the fairies towards dawn. ‘What about asking the 
Wind himself what Prince Tulip can do to join the Music of the World?’
‘Evening Wind!’ the fairy called. ‘Evening Wind, where are you? We‘ve got a 
question for you!’
The Evening Wind came at a brisk pace and ran his fingers through the fairies’ locks, 
ruffled up their wings, and made them swing a little in the air.

Doctor Chamomile told the Prince not to be sad. He was going to consult the Morning 

Fairies and find a way for him to sing along and join in the Music of the World.

The Prince went to sleep, deepened in thought. 

Doctor Chamomile told the three Morning Fairies about Prince Tulip’s wish, and the 
three of them started searching immediately in their ancient books to find a way for 

the Prince to fulfil his dream.



‘Some do. I’ve seen with my own eyes a Tulip Tree. It was a tremendous tree, with 
leaves in the shape of a lyre and lots of tulip flowers, as yellow as your Prince. I also 

saw one with purple flowers. Tulip trees do exist. If he wants to sing, let him first 

become a tree,’ puffed the Evening Wind, dashing away to ruffle up some sleepless 
young dandelions.

Doctor Chamomile gave the fairies a long look and sighed.

‘So, he cannot. That’s it. I shall tell him, and that’s that.’
                        ‘Who said he cannot? I shall go after the Evening Wind and ask him 
to show me that tree,’ said the youngest fairy.

‘Put us down!’ said the Fairies, ‘we need to talk to you.’
            ‘At your service, my fairies,’ the Wind said obediently. 
‘Prince Tulip is sad,’ said one of the fairies. ‘Why don’t you play with him too?’
                        ‘Well, if he had more leaves and flowers, more branches, I might play 
with Prince Tulip. But the way he is…two leaves and some petals – how can I play 
with him?’ the Evening Wind hurled back. ‘Perhaps when he’ll grow, when he turns 
into a tree – then we will see.’
‘When he turns into a tree? A tulip tree? Who has ever seen such a thing as a tulip 
tree? Do you happen to think that tulips grow to be trees, Evening Wind?’ retorted 
Doctor Chamomile.



The youngest fairy came back to the Kingdom of Flowers and conferred with her 

sisters. At the break of day, she called for a hundred colourful butterflies, and asked 

for their help: 

‘Please go and gather the dew on the Tulip Trees’ flowers and bring it all back to me.’
And the butterflies did exactly as they were told.

‘Now follow me to Prince Tulip,’ she said.
PPrince Tulip was not sleeping. He was staring at the stars. When he saw so many 

butterflies swarming his way, he was startled. 

And together with the Evening Wind she dashed away to roam through the world. 

They were to find the garden where the Tulip Tree lived alongside other big and 

beautiful trees. All of them were filled with huge yellow and purple flowers and had 

thick and silky petals. 

‘There!’ the Evening Wind said. ‘Can you see them? Tulip Trees. Right there,
 by the magnolias.’
And And the amazing wonder revealed itself to the fairy’s eyes. A whole garden full of 
trees swaying and singing in the wind, exactly like in the story the old earthworm 

had told Prince Tulip.



       ‘Alright’, said the fairy, ‘you’ve convinced me. You’re not being whimsical.’
‘What does being “whimsical” mean?’ enquired the Prince.
       ‘Well, it’s when someone makes a wish out of boredom. It is a dream that is 
empty inside. Like a hollow nut,’ the fairy explained. ‘Have you ever seen hollow nuts?’
‘No,’ Prince Tulip admitted. 
              ‘They seem good from the outside. But when you crack the shell, you 
discover that there is nothing inside. The same goes for whims. So, we shall turn you 

into a tree. From today on, you shall be the Tulip Tree. You shall have leaves in the 

shape of a lyre, and each night you shall start the Music of the World alongside 

the Evening Wind.’

‘What…what’s going on?’ he asked, half-heartedly. 
       ‘You said you wanted to sing,’ said the fairy.
‘Yes, I do!’
       ‘Why do you want to sing?’
‘‘Because there is nothing more beautiful than the Music of the World. Because it’s 
only those who listen who can hear it. I want to be part of that beauty too. I cannot 

be just a simple flower, even if I’m a Prince. What is more, I have been rehearsing for 
such a long time. I practice every morning!’



One by one, each of the hundred butterflies flew over Prince Tulip and sprinkled the 

dew drops gathered from the tulip tree petals onto him. 

With each drop of enchanted water that touched him, Prince Tulip was growing. His 

stem was getting bigger and stronger. Young twigs stretched towards the morning 

light and hundreds of lyre-shaped leaves opened one after the other on new branches.

The sky was already blue when Prince Tulip started blooming.



Yellow flowers covered his crown and by the time the last one was due to open, the 

Morning Wind stopped on his tracks at the sight of such beauty.

‘Oh!’ he said, ‘I have to tell my brother, the Evening Wind, what a wonderful tree has 
bloomed in the Kingdom of Flowers! He will not believe me when I tell him.’

And And ever since, on the nights of May, when the Evening Wind blows gently through 

the lyre-shaped leaves, Prince Tulip starts to sing, setting the tone for the Music of 

the World. The stars, the moon, and all the flowers in the Kingdom sing along with 

him, while the sleepless dandelions rise into the air in large pirouettes to the most 

wonderful music on earth. Fireflies dance along until the Morning Fairies come and 

send them all to sleep.



He tells dreamers that the most beautiful dreams, not whims, do come true.

As for Doctor Chamomile, he is still roaming the world with the Morning Wind. 


