Jan Parandowski’s Mythology, published in 1924 and famous to this day, reached its hun-
dredth birthday this year. To celebrate this occasion, participants of the “Our Mythical
Childhood” seminar at the Faculty of “Artes Liberales” at the University of Warsaw un-
dertook the task of creating a series of short texts inspired by famous myths. Our stories,
set in an autumnal and winter scenery, showcase the world of gods and beliefs of the
old, in a form aimed at children and adults alike. Our readers will be able to embark on a
journey into the depths of Hades with Orpheus, warm themselves up by the cosy and safe
fire of Hestia, and join Hermes on his travels —all in the company of the wonderful illus-
trations created by the stories’ authors.

Katarzyna Zero Cholewa, from the Preface

Each of the resulting stories offers a unique perspective, just like the authors’ personas, on
how referring to Antiquity can serve to convey important values and better understand the
world around us. An encounter with a mythical musician in a sweltering city centre, a care-
taker of a home fire on a frosty day, or a messenger of the gods during an engaging reading
may all provide wholesome examples of active reception of Antiquity performed by the sem-
inar participants.

Jakub Nojszewski, from A Word of Introduction to the Stories

This work has a deep, specific meaning, having been born from an active collaboration of
young students just like me, who were able to assemble and create new stories, new per-
spectives, and new worlds on the basis of a shared cultural heritage.

Davide lengo, from the Prolegomena
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— What is it? — Stan asked perplexed.

— It’s nothing, it’s just that... — she suddenly paused as she saw some
movement in the snow. — Look! — She pointed to a small grey shape in the
bushes. — Something’s moved there.

As if to warrant her words, the shape moved again, and soon after a quiet
squeak could be heard.

—It’s a hedgehog! — Stan explained as he instantly recognised the animal.

They came a bit closer, but the hedgehog didn’t run, it just shivered.

— | guess it’s cold — said Angela and she kneeled in the snow. — I've never
seen a hedgehog in the winter. Shouldn’t it be in its winter sleep?

— It should be — Stan said.— Hedgehogs can’t handle such low temperatures.

— Do you think we could warm it up? Can | hold it?

— | don’t know... — Stan frowned. — Wild animals should not be touched.
But | don’t know how to help it.

—What if | hold it through a scarf?

— | guess we have no choice.

Angela quickly took off her colourful scarf and gently wrapped the
hedgehog in it. The scarf gloves, that might be enough — she tried to comfort
herself in her thoughts. | hope the tiny one won't freeze. The little hedgehog
shivered again. It is so tiny — she kept worrying. So fragile, alone in the
dangerous world, just like... No! — she stopped the dark thought and hugged
the animal. She was careful when handling it. She just wanted to give it some
warmth and protect it from the cold.

—We need to help it — Stan said decisively, and Angela nodded in agreement.

— In such a freeze it cannot survive once out of its winter sleep — her
brother said. — It should be lying somewhere in a small, warm burrow, under
a tree root or a pile of leaves. — Angela felt like the boy was struggling not to
burst out crying. — Before winter, hedgehogs stockpile food and hibernate.

But since it’s awake. ..
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—We'll help it — she calmed her brother.

— But how? We cannot bring it home. Wild animals shouldn’t be taken
away from the forest, and besides, if Mrs Christine found a hedgehog, she would
have us throw it away — Stan’s voice quivered.

— Mrs Christine is not so bad — Angela tried to defend their carer. — She...
she just follows the rules too much.

Stan snarled at his sister. He didn’t like Mrs Christine. Although she tried
to be nice to them, he always considered her efforts to be forced. And she
always tried to hug them goodnight, which Stan has never liked. He would
hardly even hug his sister. Though Angela often wanted to embrace her brother,
over time she realised that he didn’t feel comfortable with it.

— Is it just me, or is there some kind of light over there?

— No —said Stan. — It’s not just you, | see it too.

a1



— Maybe it’s a house. They could help us warm up the hedgehog.

—I’'m not so sure.

— Come on. We'll just go and see.

After a moment it turned out that the light came from no house. In the
middle of the forest, in a small clearing, a bright fire burned, and next to the fire,
a petite woman sat on the trunk of a fallen tree. The children observed the
clearing from a safe distance behind the trees. Why would someone be sitting
here by a fire, this late?— Angela wondered. Stan was also suspicious.

—What if it’s a Baba Yaga?

— Come on, Stan! Baba Yagas don'’t exist — replied Angela.

Right now, however, in the dark forest, seeing the dark figure, some part
of Angela did believe in evil Baba Yaga witches. And that part of Angela was telling
her to run as fast as she could. But the girl overcame her fear and calmly said:

— We have to help the hedgehog, and over there we could warm him up
by the fire. But you are right, it would be irresponsible to approach any stranger
you meet in the forest at night-time. — Stan nodded. — That’s why we’ll be
careful — Angela continued. — We’ll come a little bit closer, slowly and quietly.
We'll just get a good look and then we’ll decide.

They were approaching the clearing little by little. They could now clearly
see the woman sitting on the tree trunk. Close up she seemed even smaller
than they thought. The fire was surrounded by a ring of green grass coming
through from under the melted snow. A couple of squirrels were sitting calmly
on a branch, and Stan thought that he could even see a roe deer at the edge of

the light given by the fire.

— She doesn’t look so scary up close. Look, animals don’t fear her — said Stan.

Angela, who earlier tried to calm down her brother, was now having second
thoughts.

— Maybe it’s not a good idea to come up to a stranger lady in the middle
of the forest — she whispered.

— Maybe not, but you said yourself the hedgehog needs some warmth
— Stan reminded. — Let’s go! — Once the boy decided on something, not even
a Baba Yaga could stop him.
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He confidently walked into the clearing, but he hesitated under the
woman’s gaze. It is one thing to step out of the bushes, but starting a
conversation with a stranger — now that’s a scary challenge.

—Ma’am... — his voice cracked in his throat.

— Ma’am! — Angela took over from her brother. — You have to help us!
We found a hedgehog in the forest, it’s really cold, and when we saw the fire. ..
— the girl paused to catch a breath, but didn’t get to finish. The stranger spoke
in a calm, warm tone.

— Of course, children. Do not fear, I'm going to help you. Come on, warm
yourselves by the fire. — She showed them to a spot next to her. — Sit down,

make yourselves comfortable — she smiled kindly. — My name is Hestia. Would

you like some tea?
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She passed them two mugs and filled them with an aromatic drink from her
thermos. Angela thought that the container was too small to hold enough tea
for the three of them. However, Hestia filled their mugs to the brim.

— Mrs Hestia... — Stan spoke nervously, but was interrupted by the
woman'’s gesture.

—You can call me Auntie Hestia’ — she said with a soft smile. Her voice was
extraordinarily warm. When hearing it, the children felt like drinking hot
chocolate: it warmed their hearts and uplifted their spirits.

— Auntie Hestia, what are you doing here alone in the woods? It is night-
time, and it is freezing too...

— Oh! How kind of you to worry about me, Stan — Hestia was touched. —
But you need not worry about me, it is never cold by the fire. And | think it is
obvious what I'm doing. I'm waiting for you. — The children looked at each other
bewildered: waiting for them? How? — And most importantly, I'm keeping the fire
alive. I am the guardian of the hearth, where anyone can find shelter and warmth.

As if to legitimise her words, the hedgehog cuddled up by Hestia’s feet, and
it seemed to the children that the warmth of the fire was helping it. Angela
sighed with relief. So we did it — she thought. Maybe she didn’t expect such an
adventure as she squeezed through the gap in the fence, but most importantly
they helped the little hedgehog. She could now get a better look at the stranger.
She was quite short. She was wearing a yellow woollen jumper, which made her
look like a cartoon character. Her cheeks were red and her eyes glistened with
the flame of the campfire, on her head, she had on an orange hat with a pom-
pom on top. The girl realised that just a second ago, Hestia had spoken to Stan
using his name, even though they had never introduced themselves. She
frowned at that thought. It all seemed so strange, and yet she didn’t feel uneasy.
If Hestia helped the hedgehog and the other animals don’t fear her, perhaps
they can also relax by the fire.

— Do you like the tea? — Hestia asked.

— Yeees! A lot!
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— Wonderful, I'm very glad. | wasn’t sure if you like herbals. | got it from
my sister not too long ago. She picked and dried the leaves herself. She’s always
had a green thumb, and lately, it seems she’s been experimenting with tea.
— Hestia giggled. — But no wonder. There’s nothing quite like tea for the long
winter nights.

Stan felt warmed from the hot drink, he sighed with relief and blissfully
rested his head on his sister’s shoulder. Hestia sighed.

— You are such lovely siblings, my dear children. — Hestia's eyes glistened
with cheerful sparks. Stan smiled in embarrassment, trying to hide it under his scarf.

— And you, Mrs... — Angela started,

— Auntie — Hestia interrupted her, giggling.

— Do you have any siblings, Auntie? — the girl asked, embracing her brother
with her arm.

— Oh yes! Five siblings, all younger than me. Two sisters and three brothers.
And a lot of cousins and aunties and uncles. It’s a very big family. A little crazy.
— Hestia laughed. — Perhaps absolutely crazy. My sister Demeter is the one who
gave me the tea. She’s such a lovely woman, she just can't handle the winters.
But in the spring, who knows, you might meet her and run around on the
meadows with her daughter. — Hestia smiled ever more, and seeing that the
children could also not help smiling. — Hera, on the other hand, might seem
a little uptight. She doesn’t frolic around in the fields, not even on sunny days.
She’s rather serious. — Hestia lowered her voice and frowned comically. Stan
burst out laughing. — Day to day she is calm, but better not to get under her
skin. But then she is also family-minded, kind and caring, almost like me!

Hestia leaned toward the children to refill their tea.

— And my brothers, well, they’re also rather serious, but not always as
calm. Especially Zeus and Poseidon. Sometimes when they fight, electricity
sparks about. And the earth can quake too. Luckily they always make up and
have a laugh about it. — Hestia pondered for a while. — It’s just Hades who stays

aloof. He’s a loner, partly by choice, but partly because he is misunderstood.
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A shame really, because he is such a fascinating person. Oh, and you should see
his garden... — Hestia fell quiet again, gazing at the night sky, but soon faced
the children again with her radiant smile. — Yes. | have amazing siblings, | cannot
wait for the solstice, which is when | get to see them all. Not just them. A lot
of my cousins are coming. | wonder what prank my nephew’s going to do. Not
sure if you know, Hermes is the best at tricks and jokes and pranks. One day his
half-brother Apollo was sunbathing while watching a herd of cows. | would
prefer a dog for a pet, but to each his own, | guess. Anyway, when Apollo
focused on the sunbathing rather than the cow-watching, Hermes snuck in and
stole all his brother’s cows! Oh, how surprised Apollo was when he woke up
from his nap! — Hestia’s eyes were full of joyful sparks. — But keep listening,
the joke’s not over. Hermes knew that Apollo would wake up soon, so he
covered all trails so that even Apollo couldn’t find them, and he had eyes like
a hawk, trust me! — Hestia laughed loudly. The children were smiling looking
at her. — Ah, it’s so nice talking to you that I've completely lost track of time.
It’s getting late, and | still haven’t told you how proud of you | am.

— But we haven't done anything... — Stan blushed.

— You helped the little hedgehog, you brought him to the hearth. He will
be safe here. And soon, in the spring, when Demeter gets her joy back, when
the dryads come out of hiding, the hedgehog will run around happily in the
bushes and look for worms in the grass. — Hestia leaned toward the hedgehog,
which cuddled at her feet, napping on its back and showing its belly. — I'm sure
he’s dreaming of treats. — She winked at the siblings. Seeing the sleeping
animals, the children couldn’t help yawning. — | guess you might need some
sleep too, my dear children!

Angela didn’'t want to admit it, but she yawned again. Stan saw that and,
this time, showed how caring he was.

— | guess we do need some rest.

— But we don’t want to say goodbye, Auntie — Angela protested.

— My dear, we are not saying goodbye forever. There will always be a place

for you at my hearth. And | will always welcome you with my arms open.
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— And same to you, | mean with us... | mean, we will always welcome you
at our... — Stan’s tongue was twisting as he floundered to respond.

—Thank you, Stan — Hestia smiled kindly. — | am certain we will meet again.

The children hugged Hestia. When they hugged the woman, they felt her
gentle warmth.

— Farewell, my dears — Hestia whispered. — See you soon.

The snow scrunched under their feet as they walked through the forest
holding hands. They had never been so tired and yet so happy coming back.
They were quite a distance away from the fire, but somehow Angela realised she
didn’t feel the freeze. And she did remember how freezing it was when they
entered the forest.

EEE

— Mom! Mom, can you help me?

— Of course, love, what is...? Ah, | see! Sit down on the chair and I'll tie
your shoelaces.

— I really like Uncle Stan — the little daughter said suddenly.

— Like him?

—Yeah, He is always so nice. He always tells us so many interesting stories.
And so many animals live with him. Socrates always jumps on my lap letting
me pet his fur. And he purrs so loudly! Or Nestor, the turtle. Did you know,
Mommy, that the turtle’s shell is actually its spine? Or that in winter they dig
into the ground and hibo... hiborne...

— Hibernate? — Angela hinted.

— Yes, exactly! Uncle Stan told me all this — the child sounded really proud.

— We will all see him soon, love. — Angela finished tying her daughter’s
shoes and stood up. — Come on, sunshine. Just put on your hat and run to the
car, Daddy’s waiting.

— Are you coming?

—Yeah, I'm coming — Angela laughed. — Of course, | am; I'll be right behind
you — she added softly and smiled. She smiled warmly, just as she did by
the fire so many years ago.
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Note on the illustrations

= Allillustrations are my own drawings, done in simple pencil and crayons.

They were graphically composed to resemble the style of ancient Greek pottery
paintings by Zbigniew Karaszewski.

[ Photograph of an ancient Greek vase 1885, 1213.18 from the catalogue
of The British Museum. Sappho, Attica, ca. 450 BC,
https://www.britishmuseum.org/collection/object/G 1885-1213-18
(accessed: 27.03.2024);

[ Photograph of an ancient Greek vase by the Briseis Painter, Apollo
and Artemis, ca. 470 BC, G151, from the collection of Musée du Louvre,
picture taken by Marie-Lan Nguyen, Wikimedia Commons:
https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Apollo Artemis Brygos Louvre GI51.jpg
(accessed: 27.03.2024);

=] Photograph of an ancient Greek vase depicting Hestia holding a chaste
tree branch, Oltos (attributed), Tarquinia National Museum, Beazley 200502,
Wikimedia Commons: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hestia#/media/File:Hestia.jpg
(accessed 27.03.2024).
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Krzysztof Rybak
AFTERWORD

Although mythical beings often seem distant from our reality, they can be
an emanation of ordinary human feelings. Such is the case of Hestia,
the goddess of hearth and home, who embodies the care and warmth which we
bestow on others. Similarly to our ancient ancestors, both Angela and Stan
find their own place, a place of safety for them, but also for a small hedgehog
they encounter along the way. The fire lit by Hestia warms all beings around it
who need a moment of respite from the difficult reality.

Maciej Adamczyk created a depiction of the goddess Hestia which is very
close to her ancient image, but simultaneously resonates with the sensitivity
of today’s readers. Because everyone seeks a place of safety. “Hearth and Home”
shows us that a Greek myth can be offered both to children characters,
most likely orphans, who were also looked after by Hestia, as well as to animals,
and thus all beings living on Earth. The message is important not only because
of the ecological awareness associated with the need of all beings to coexist
harmoniously but also because of the care that humans should take in

respecting the natural world that surrounds us.

After reading the story “Hearth and Home” you might want to think about
the following questions:
= What do the experiences of the human and animal characters have
in common?
= How did the meeting with Hestia emphasise her character?
= Which aspects of the story are highlighted by the illustrations?
What emotions do they elicit?
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Léa Piroird

WHERE THE DAFFODILS
GROW

From the author

My name is Léa, | am a student of Artes Liberales at the Faculty of “Artes Liberales”
at the University of Warsaw. The protagonist of my story is a girl who likes to soak up
the sun and observe nature. | would like to take readers on a journey through a dreamy
land, full of scents and mysteries. Where is it?

You'll find out while reading. ...




Glossary of mythological terms

Aidoneus / Hades — one of the Olympian gods, ruler of the Underworld, he sits
on his golden throne next to his wife Persephone (Jan Parandowski, Mitologia.
Wierzenia i podania Grekéw i Rzymian, Wydawnictwo Puls, Londyn, 1992, p. 148);
Aeolus — the ruler of the winds in Greek mythology, he dwelled on the island

of Aeolia, and was a favourite friend of the gods (Parandowski, Mitologia, p. 106);
Hermes — the son of Zeus and Maia, the messenger of the gods. The god

of thieves, shepherds, travellers, and merchants (Parandowski, Mitologia, pp. 79-82);
Demeter — one of the earth goddesses, sister of Zeus, the goddess of harvest;
her attributes are ears of grain and a golden sickle (Parandowski, Mitologia,

pp. 1 10-116);

Kore | Persephone — the daughter of Demeter and Zeus, the goddess

of the Underworld, her attributes are poppies and pomegranates (Parandowski,
Mitologia, pp. 110-116);

Thracian singer — Orpheus was the king of Thrace, widely renowned for his
beautiful singing (Parandowski, Mitologia, pp. 151—153);

Daffodil — a flower that in ancient Greece symbolised dream. It also was
considered a sign of the spring, fertility, and Persephone (Anna Kaczan, Narcyz,
https://phavi.umcs.pl/at/attachments/2023/0428/085346-narcyz.pdf, accessed:
29.03.2024).

—

[...] in their white petals sleeps desire, and their scent turns thoughts

away from heaven. Suddenly, the earth birthed a flower that the sun had
never seen. A hundred heads sprouted from a single root, flared with golden
spathes, and the reeded edges of the white petals burned bright scarlet.

A wonderful fragrance filled the sky, and permeated the earth to the salty
depths of the sea until all the Nereids rose from their emerald beds

and exclaimed: “Ah!”

Jan Parandowski,
Mitologia. Wierzenia i Podania Grekéw i Rzymian,
Wydawnictwo Puls, Londyn, 1992, p. I'10.

From the stars we come, to the stars we go.

Life is [...] but a journey into the unknown.

Walter Moers,

The City of Dreaming Books, The Overlook Press, 2008, p. 48.
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It was a beautiful morning. A cold day was beginning. The sun illuminated
the frost wrapped around the branches and the snow crunched pleasantly with
every step. Moreover, it was Friday — the last day of school for the week.

Leaning against the cold windowsill, | watched January clouds lazily drifting
across the sky. Suddenly, light spilled into the shaded corridor, and the old oak
floor was covered with golden patches. Groups of people scattered around the
floor were absorbed in conversation. They reminded me of bees in a hive that
starts buzzing from the pleasant warmth, enlivened by the good weather.
The cheerful noise heralded a wonderful end to the week. | began to plan how
to make the most of the approaching weekend. Maybe play hide-and-seek with
my hamster? Or perhaps bake a cake? Flavoured. ..

— Alisa! — the voice of my friend snapped me out of my pondering thoughts.
— Did you finish your homework for the Polish class? Dobiszewska will be mad
if she catches you.

| rolled my eyes to show that | wasn't interested at all. Suddenly, the bell
rang. A mass of people poured through the narrow door pushing each other, and
we entered the classroom. The teacher began the lesson slightly out of breath
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after managing to secure a relative silence in the room. Bored with the lesson
and the monotonous voice of the teacher, | drifted away, gazing through
the window. | returned to contemplating what cake to bake. Carrot or chocolate?
| had a serious dilemma ahead of me...

— Pssst! Do you want to be a team?

— What's going on? — | asked, distracted by the question.

— Oh, drifting off again, are we? — Veronica smiled at me with a tender grin.
— Today’s topic is quite interesting, actually. We have to read about ancient
heroes from Parandowski's book as homework. Now we have to answer
question 2 on page 47 in pairs.

— Mhm... — I grunted. — Sure, why not.

— Oh, and there will be a pop quiz next week.

— Again? Is she trying to torture us? — | replied whispering, disappointed
that | would have to change my plans.

— I'm not thrilled either, but maybe Dobiszewska is trying to convey
something important to us? — my kind-hearted friend asked resolutely.

After class, Veronica and | borrowed copies of Parandowski’s Mythology
and we headed to the locker room. The janitor kept a strict eye on the change
of shoes. She was like a guardian, ready to not let students enter the classroom
if they forgot to take off their dirty shoes. More formidable than Cerberus, whom
the teacher had mentioned today, she was incorruptible and mercilessly guarded
the entrance to the school corridor. Fortunately, thanks to my Grandma, | didn’t
forget my indoor shoes this morning, so | avoided a confrontation with
Cerberus.

— What are you planning to do this weekend? — Veronica asked, quickly
changing her shoes.

— Maybe bake something... Otherwise, | definitely plan to relax and do
nothing — | replied. — And you?

—I'm going to the movies with my family today. Ah... I'm not sure if I'll
make it on time, the movie starts in 10 minutes. | have to go now. See you on
Monday! — she said, rushing out of the locker room. — Have a nice time baking!
— she shouted down the hallway.

| decided not to rush that evening. | closed my green locker. The end of
learning for this week — | thought to myself, pleased.
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January darkness decided to fully settle into the nooks of the streets, even
though the city didn’t show any signs of weariness yet. The frosty wind gently
nipped at the ankles of passers-by, precisely at the spot where the sock ends and
there’s not enough material to cover the chilled skin. Heading home, Alisa
observed the traces left on the snow-covered path. There were footprints,
cat paw prints, and bird tracks. Each of the creatures went its own way,
and although they probably never met, they left behind shared traces. The girl
was pleased at the thought that she could participate in this mysterious
exchange and also leave her “I am” in the snow. She felt a similar connection
with the stars in the sky because since she was little, she was convinced that
the twinkling dots in the distance were also a record of existence.

It reminded her of summer vacations spent by the sea when she asked her
mom if the stars were also watching her. The peaceful sound of the waves
resonated in the silence. Both of them were looking at the vast sky, which
merged into the sea like two infinities connected by the night.

— And what do you think, darling? — her mom asked.

— Mooom... answering a question with a question isn’t fair! — she replied
irritated.

— Sometimes you have to look for the answers within yourself, you know. ..

— Alright. .. | feel like the stars exist, too. | mean, they don’t have eyes, but
they know I'm here — said Alisa. — | never felt lonely when | looked at the stars.
They gave me courage when | was lost, scared, and didn't know what to do.
As if they knew | was here, too. Are stars like us, humans, and also feel?

—Hmm... — her mom pondered. — | don’t know much about that. Some
say that we become stars in the sky after life on Earth. Each person who ever
existed has a corresponding star in the sky. That’s why there are so many.

—That’s amazing... — The girl looked at the dark, stretching blue above.

A delicate breeze tousled Alisa’s unruly strands of hair, which danced
across her face. Above the two wanderers, the sky opened up and countless
twinkling grains seemed to have their own answer to the girl’s question.
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The door, painted with brown paint, which our neighbour always complained
about, appeared before me. | no longer remember why | was thinking about
the walk with Mom... Oh yeah, the stars... It was pleasant to enter the building.
The warmth wrapped around my heart with its long scarf, my face started to thaw,
and the tip of my nose began to sting. | climbed the stairs to the second floor.
Luckily, we lived fairly low. | was surprised by the pleasant smell of butter, which
poured out of the room when | opened the door. Fruzia greeted me with a meow.
| hurried to take off my shoes and tiptoed into the kitchen, to investigate
the situation and maybe snatch a couple of cookies. | was just about to lay my
hands on the loot when a shadow obscured the light from the kitchen lamp.

—It’s not nice to sneak like that — Grandma surprised me, pleased with her
trick. | think she deliberately waited to catch me.

—1... It’s not like that! — | said. — I'm just checking if they're... not too
hot. You know, taking care of you.

— Well, that’s lovely! — Grandma chuckled. — In return for your diligent
service, you can go to the living room and wait until the last batch is baked.
I'll make tea. And then you’ll do the dishes.

— Oh Grandma... | don’t feel like washing dishes, it’s Friday...

— You want cookies? — she chuckled cunningly.

| decided not to risk it. Grandma’s little blackmail succeeded. | went to the
living room. | slumped on the couch. | glanced at Grandpa, who was
comfortably sitting in his armchair, flipping through the large, grey newspaper.
He winked at me knowingly.

— Did she catch you? — he whispered conspiratorially.

[ rolled my eyes.

— | tried too... — He made a disappointed face. — Next time, we’ll succeed!
— We both smiled.

[ felt like time was dragging on mercilessly, and the smell coming from the

kitchen made me hungry. Luckily, I had lunch at school. | went to my room to feed
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Frederick. Fruzia never seemed to be interested in the hamster, but for safety,
[ always closed the door behind me. Frederick must have sensed that | was about
to give him food because he immediately came out of his hut and ran up to me.

At least he doesn’t have to wait for treats — | thought, feeling a bit jealous.

| picked up the hamster and gently stroked his tiny back. | unpacked my
backpack and, comfortably lying on the bed, started browsing through
Parandowski's Mythology. “In the beginning, there was C ha o s. Who can say
exactly what Chaos was?” — were the first words of the chapter on the Birth of
the World. Contrary to my initial reluctance, the book turned out to be very
interesting. | managed to read the stories of gods and heroes that the teacher
in the Polish class required for the quiz.

— Ready! — Grandma called out.

Quickly, I ran out of the room and thanked Grandma for baking the cookies.
Perfect! — | thought, taking the first bite. Crispy and still warm, the cookie
melted in my mouth. The aroma of melted butter settled in my head — | felt
how it was enveloping me from the inside. The tension from the whole day left
through the window along with the aroma of freshly baked cookies. | sipped my
tea and laid down on the couch. Fruzia looked at me with her emerald eyes,
signalling that it was time for her nap. | moved the cups from the table so she
could climb onto it. She curled up into a fluffy ball next to me.

| looked at the ceiling, listening to the rustle of the newspaper pages turned
by Grandpa. Outside, the wind started to howl, slender branches tapping on the
window, setting a steady rhythm. Today the RCB Alert came: “Attention! Today
and tomorrow there will be very strong winds. Possible transportation
difficulties and power outages. Secure loose items”. The aroma of cookies slowly
gave way to the fragrance of daffodils. Grandma must have placed scented
sachets in the living room— | thought. Swayed by the sound of the approaching
snowstorm, | began to drift away with the wind. I'll do the dishes in five

minutes... — | promised myself silently.
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| was lying with my legs curled up, still feeling the warmth of Fruzia.
Getting up from the couch, | stretched my limbs. Still sleepy, | went to wash the
dishes. | put the cups away in the old dresser, which creaked while being
opened. | went out in front of the building to secure the bike for the night.

| looked around not recognizing the place. Long strands of grass danced
in the wind. | turned around, trying to find the street... at least a little hint
of the city. | still vividly remembered the street lights mirrored in parked cars
and the evenly constructed sidewalk. | looked up and had to close my eyes
blinded by the light. Here, the sun was still high. Seeking to rest my eyes from
the afterimages dancing under my lids, | gazed upon the fields. Slightly pink,
topped with plumes, velvety to the touch. The entire fields were covered with
something resembling a wild variety of grass. | went deeper into the lush
wilderness. Now, the grasses reached up to my waist.

—Haha... — I chuckled nervously. | felt a sting of anxiety in the ribs, | had
no idea where | was. Alone in this vastness. Impossible. What am | going to do?
Where to go? Thoughts rattled in my head. | was trying to piece together what
| was experiencing right now. Disoriented, | started walking ahead.

Through stretches of such space you have to make your way slowly,
attentive to every brush of grass, avoiding the sticky webs woven by field
spiders. Walking through hills covered with grass, | stopped for a moment and
closed my eyes to experience this world wholly, with all my senses. The silence
was as terrifying as it was beautiful. | took a deep breath. Daffodils — | thought.
The scent was intense, similar to the scent of hyacinths. | looked around. | saw
a black horse on the hill.

The animal looked towards me, with attentive ears, tracking for sounds.
| glanced at the clearing still wandering about the daffodils, but | couldn’t spot
them anywhere.

The horse looked at me with curiosity. | was hesitant to approach it.
Suddenly, a powerful voice spoke from behind me. | jumped terrified.

— What brings you to this place?
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| slowly turned around, feeling a chill run down my spine. | expected a
giant only waiting to tear me apart. | was surprised when | saw a young man
with a mysterious smile standing before me. He was looking at me with piercing
eyes. The man was wearing an extravagant hat, topped with a pair of wings.
Worn sandals and a walking stick in his hand were also tipped with a pair of
wings. The snakes wrapped around the staff stretched out their tongues, feeling
the air. They were alive. Only now did | notice that the young man looked very
tired.

— | don’t know exactly what just happened... There must be a mistake.
— | uttered. — | was standing in front of my house a moment ago and suddenly
| found myself here — | added, confused. He reminded me of Hermes, whom
| read about in Parandowski’s Mythology. | admired the skill with which he

made his disguise, it was very credible. — Who are you?




The stranger kept looking at me with a piercing gaze. The right corner of his
lips lifted, as if he was pleased by my confusion. | did not feel amused. | wasn’t
feeling well with that expression of his, as | had an impression that it would not
be a sign of anything good.

— Oh, yeah! —he spoke up. — | keep forgetting that mortals are so impassive
— he added with a half-whisper. | winced as exaggeratedly as | could to let him
know that | wasn’t enjoying his company either. Glancing at the horse, |
thought that maybe | could mount it and cross these plains, too vast to just
walk through them. | walked around the stranger and headed towards the hill
on which the horse stood.

— Wait! — he exclaimed. — Aren’t you curious about why you’re here?

| hesitated.

— If you want to know who | am, stop. I'll show you the way back home.

| turned around. Emotions started to well up in me. | felt a mix of anger,
sadness, curiosity, and fear.

— | didn’t think that | would run into you during this part of the travel. |
came to deliver a letter to Her Royal Highness. — He offered me a rolled-up piece
of parchment.

| looked at the letter, but | could not decipher the signs that covered it.

They did not resemble English, Polish, or any other language that | knew.

AnpATnp Kopn pou xoipewy

— Demeter Kore mou khairein — he read out loud. — From Demeter to her
daughter — he added as an explanation.

— Demeter? Kore? — | wondered. But those were mythical goddesses.
What were they doing, listed in a letter? Suddenly, | allowed myself to think
of the possibility that, maybe, the stranger standing in front of me could be
the “swift-footed godling” that Parandowski wrote about. Yes! This was

Hermes...
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— | just found Demeter — the messenger of the gods continued his story. —
She hid in a cavern in the Arcadian Mountains. She cried long on the Rock
of Sorrow, so long that a new spring formed, called Beauty. | don’t know if
you’ve heard that news.

— | know this story — | replied, befuddled. — She lost her daughter, who was
kidnapped to the Underworld by Hades.

— I'm supposed to hand her daughter this letter. I'm so tired, they keep
asking me to deliver their letters. As if they couldn’t use a postal pigeon. —
Hermes rubbed his forehead, his head began hurting from annoyance. — | have
a great idea. I'll help you return home if you take care of this letter — he added,
satisfied. — After you fulfil this task, I'll transport you back to your world.
Remember, you only have one chance. The poor Thracian songster tried to meet
Persephone all by himself, but from where you’re going, there’s usually no way
to return.

| felt as if my throat was squeezing shut, and just barely | managed to
swallow thickly. | sensed that, to the gods’ amusement, | was dragged against
my will into something much bigger. Honestly speaking though, | did not have
much of a choice. To stay here and wander who knows how long on those hills
or to play the role of a messenger.

— Show me the way — | said.

Hermes pointed his finger toward the border, where the vastness of grass
was suddenly cut off by a curtain of dark air. It looked a little like the surface of
water. Those who had ever looked closely at the mirror-like surface of a lake
would be able to notice the striking resemblance here. The rays of the sun
pushing through the water depths become thinner and thinner, the deeper they
venture, only to eventually make way for total darkness.

—Mount the horse, it will lead you to the right place — Hermes said. When
| looked at the animal, | remembered another part of Mythology: “Hades, the
god of hell, kidnapped Persephone on a chariot drawn by black horses”. — Does

it belong to Aidoneus? — | asked.
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— Yes — the messenger of the gods replied while helping me mount. — One
more thing — he said. — On your way back, the stars will guide you...
Before | managed to ask what his words meant, Hermes disappeared into

thin air.
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We set off on our way. On the other side of the light’s border awaited a
cold, which viciously bit into my bones. It was gloomy, | could barely see that
nothing grew there, aside from the rachitic heathers and lonely narcissus
flowers. It must have been their smell that reached me earlier when | paused for
a moment among the grass.

The hilly terrain quickly made way for vast plains that stretched out
towards the horizon. Only the stars that shone high above strengthened my
courage.

The journey itself did not take long. Soon enough, | found myself close to
a woman who stood right by the entrance to Hades. Persephone seemed lost
in thought. She had her hair in a long braid. On her head, she wore a wreath
made of leaves, from which peeked out violets and forget-me-nots. She looked
sad. | climbed off the mount and stepped closer to her. The horse belonging to
Hades galloped towards the abyss and disappeared. Kore turned her gaze
towards me. In response, | handed her the letter.

— Thank you — she spoke. — They said that they would send a messenger.
—She unrolled the scroll in one smooth motion. As she read, she smiled a little,
then her brows drew together as if from invisible pain. One lonely tear slowly
rolled out of the goddess’s eye, drawing a curved line on her cheek. The drop
fell onto the barren ground. Then another and another. Persephone, standing on
the border between the world that she knew, filled with the warmth of her
mother, and foreign Hades, was making her goodbyes.

— Khaire, meter. Goodbye, mum — she whispered.

70

EEE

The earth shook as if mourning Kore’s words. Strong wind, sent by Aeolus,
picked up and carried her words further while also lifting Alisa from the ground.
So, this is how Hermes planned to transport me — she thought.

Gliding high up in the sky, the girl watched the stars. They were tiny, like
flecks of ground pepper that one time spilled out of her grandfather’s grinder.
Out of all the constellations, she recognised the Morningstar, which her mum
once told her about: one of Zeus’s caretakers, who showed the way to sailors.
Alisa turned towards that constellation. As if she suddenly caught wind in her
sails, she sped up so much that her eyes began to water. She started falling.
Thinking that she would inevitably hit the ground, she stretched out her hands
in front of her to soften the fall.

Alisa fell from the couch, her eyes wide open. She was in the living room.
She glanced at the clock. It was | 1:08 pm. Outside of the window, snow was

falling. Was this only a dream? She wasn't sure of the answer.
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A note about the illustrations:

The illustrations were created in freehand using the Krita graphics program.

The photographs used are in the public domain:

= https:/picryl.com/media/heart-and-large-blood-vessels-in-an-
academicphysiology-and-hygiene-1903-d3e455 (accessed: 5.03.2024);

= https://www.publicdomainpictures.net/en/viewmage.php?image=3958
44&picture=astronomy-earth-moon-sun (accessed: 5.03.2024);

= https://www.rawpixel.com/image/9199185/image-vintage-
publicdomain-white (accessed: 5.04.2024);

= https://www.lookandlearn.com/history-images/YR06767 | 3/Tulip-Tulipa
(accessed: 27.03.2024);

= https://www.lookandlearn.com/history-
images/YSMO 1375 14/Tulipagesneriana-garden-tulip (accessed: 27.03.2024);

= https://www.rawpixel.com/image/5923435/photo-image-public-domain-
-stars-galaxy (dostep 10.03.24);

= a photo of the Greek vase 1885, 1213.18 from the British Museum’s
catalogue of vases, Sappho, Attic, ca. 450 BC,
https://www.britishmuseum.org/collection/object/G _1885-1213-18
(accessed: 27.03.2024);

[ a photo of the Greek vase 28.57.23, Fletcher Fund, 1928,
The Ascension of Persephone from the Underworld,
The painter of Persephone (attr.), ca. 440 BC, Metropolitan Museum of Arts,
https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/252973
(accessed: 27.03.2024);

= a photo of the Greek vase Malibu 86.AE.680, Pluto and Demeter,
Louvre Painter (attr.), ca. 350-340 BC, The J. Paul Getty Museum, Malibu,
https://www.theoi.com/Gallery/K26.1.html (accessed: 27.03.2024).

The excerpts used in the story come from the book by Jan Parandowski,
Mitologia. Wierzenia i podania Grekow i Rzymian, Wydawnictwo Puls, Londyn,

1992, pp. 36, 81, 111,
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Krzysztof Rybak
AFTERWORD

Why read Jan Parandowski's Mythology today? Alisa hears at school that
mythology is something important, but why, in fact, should she believe her
teacher? The heroine will see it with her own eyes only when she finds herself
alone in a difficult and unexpected situation. The dream of the protagonist who,
like Carroll’s Alice, goes where the daffodils grow, shows us the world of a young
girl’s imagination. But is it only her imagination for sure?

We can find a peculiar journey to the titular place in Léa Piroird’s story —
a journey to the Underworld. There, the heroine meets the god Hermes, she even
does his job for a while, despite it being an ungrateful task, as godly
correspondence between Persephone/Kore and Demeter is not only an indication
of the separation of daughter and mother but also a change of seasons related
to it. The world of nature is key aspect of this story, which also returns in the
form of the sky stretched above the heroines. As in ancient times, in modern
times, the fate of people is written in the stars, which constitute a waypoint in
the life of the heroine.

After reading the story “Where the Daffodils Grow” you can think about
the following questions:
=] What does the journey to where the daffodils grow become for the heroine?
= What is the meaning of passing time and its relation between past,
present, and future?
= What feelings do the illustrations accompanying the text evoke in you?.
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