
Three of Aesop’s Fables: Vain Birds 

The Peacock 

 

The Peacock,  they say,  did not at f irst have the 

beautiful  feathers in which he now takes so much 

pride.  These,  Juno, whose favourite he was,  granted 

to him one day when he begged her for a train of 

feathers to distinguish him from the other birds.  

Then, decked in his finery,  gleaming with emerald, 

gold,  purple,  and azure, he strutted proudly among 

the birds. All  regarded him with envy.  Even the most 



beautiful  pheasant could see that his beauty was 

surpassed.  

Presently the Peacock saw an Eagle soaring high 

up in the blue sky and felt  a desire to fly,  as he had 

been accustomed to do.  Lift ing his wings he tried to 

rise from the ground. But the weight of  his 

magnificent train held him down. Instead of f lying 

up to greet  the first  rays of  the morning sun or to 

bathe in the rosy l ight among the f loating clouds at  

sunset,  he would have to walk the ground more 

encumbered and oppressed than any common 

barnyard fowl.  

Do not sacrifice your freedom for the sake of pomp and show. 

 

 

  



The Vain Jackdaw & his Borrowed 

Feathers 

 

A Jackdaw chanced to f ly over the garden of the 

King's palace. There he saw with much wonder and 

envy a f lock of  royal Peacocks in all  the glory of 

their splendid plumage.  

Now the black Jackdaw was not a very 

handsome bird,  nor very refined in m anner.  Yet  he 

imagined that al l  he needed to make himself  f it  for 

the society of  the Peacocks was a dress l ike theirs.  

So he picked up some castoff  feathers of the 



Peacocks and stuck them among his own black 

plumes.  

Dressed in his borrowed finery he strutt ed 

lofti ly among the birds of  his own kind.  Then he flew 

down into the garden among the Peacocks. But they 

soon saw who he was. Angry at  the cheat,  they f lew 

at  him, plucking away the borrowed feathers and 

also some of his own.  

The poor Jackdaw returned sa dly to his former 

companions.  There another unpleasant surprise 

awaited him. They had not forgotten his superior 

airs toward them, and, to punish him, they drove 

him away with a rain of pecks and jeers.  

Borrowed feathers do not make fine birds. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A Raven & a Swan 

 

A Raven, which you know is black as coal,  was 

envious of  the Swan, because her feathers were as 

white as the purest  snow. The foolish bird got the 

idea that i f  he l ived l ike the Swan, swimming and 

diving all  day long and eating the weeds a nd plants 

that grow in the water,  his feathers would turn white 

l ike the Swan's.  

So he left  his home in the woods and fields and 

flew down to live on the lakes and in the marshes.  

But though he washed and washed all  day long, 

almost drowning himself at  it ,  his feathers remained 

as black as ever.  And as the water weeds he ate did 

not agree with him, he got thinner and thinner,  and 

at  last  he died.  

A change of habits will not alter nature. 


