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comes as a startling surprise. Bleak heights are carpeted in

radiant colors; every crack and crevice of a frowning crag
blossoms. The contrast of this laughing, luxuriant beauty.
with the clear-cut, austere grandeur all around arrests the at-
tention sharply. Elsewhere wild lowers may be little notlced
— but never in Greece.
That was as true in the days of old as it is now. In the far-
away ages when the tales of Greek mythology were taking
shape men found the brilliant blossoms of the Greek spring a *
wonder and a delight. Those people separated from us by
thousands of years, and almost completely unknown to us,
felt as we do before that miracle of loveliness, each flower so
delicate, yet all together covering the land like a rainbow E
‘mantle flung over the hills. The first storytellers in Greece

told story after story about them, how they had been created
and why they were so beautiful.

It was the most natural thing possible to connect them
with the gods. All things in heaven and earth were mys-
teriously linked with the divine powers, but beautiful things
most of all. Often an especially exquisite flower was held to
be the direct creation of a god for his own purpose. That was
true of the narcissus, which was not like ours of that name. :
but a lovely bloom of glowing purple and silver. Zeus called
it into being to help his brother, the lord of the dark under-
world, when he wanted to carry away the maiden he had
fallen in love with, Demeter’s daughter, Persephone. She was -

gathering flowers with her companions in the vale of Enna,
in a meadow of soft grass and roses and crocus and lovelv. E




