ting ready to come out as soon as the weather became warm and the snow
began to melt. They were busy mending and coloring their costumes to put on
when they came out. Everybody was busy, mixing paints and coloring, or flar-
ing out their hats, except one girl. This girl was lazy and she slept while every-
body else was busy.

Four Legends Featuring Plants

#1. The Wild Spring Flowers (story about Yellow Bell)
Background: This legend is part of a book of stories collected from members of
different bands that form the Yakima Tribe, including people of the Wenatchee,
Entiat, Chelan, and Columbia tribes. Tribal elders gave their consent to have
these stories recorded as part of their knowledge of traditional Yakima culture.
Traditionally legends were told by grandparents to children in the cold months
of the year. Children were expected to listen carefully and learn the lesson in
the story. These legends were drawn from a time before the coming of human
beings when the animals were people. A few humans with supernatural
powers are also in these stories. The most prominent character was Spilya’y,
Coyote, who showed human beings how to live and behave properly.
humorous, Spilya’y’s antics teach important lessons and offer explanations for
why the world is as it is today.

Featured plant: Yellow bell, Fritillaria pudica. Bulb dug as Indian potato.

Source: The Way It Was(Anaku Iwacha) (Yakima Legends), edited by Virginia
Beavert, 1994. Pg. 86-91. Permission for use here granted by the Yakima
Nation, 9/96.

The Wild Spring Flowers

All that Yellow Bell ever wanted to do was to be lazy and sleep while
everyone worked industrionsly. That is why she looks so dull today.
W hen you have something to do, don’t wait until the last minute to get
ready or you might end up like Y ellow Bell, unprepared!

Over in the Chelan-Winatsha area there were some early spring flowers get-

Violet would go over and awaken her, “You had better get up, it's nearly
time to go out. If you don’t get up soon you won't be ready!” But this girl

would turn over and push her hand away, "Oh, leave me alone. I'm still
sleepy. There is still a lot of time. You girls are just too anxious.”

The next time Bitter Root would go over and shake her cousin, “Wake up
it's beginning to blow warmer outside. You had better get up and get you;
clothes ready. If you don’t your suit will be all rumpled and faded.” But the
girl would frown and bury her bushy head a little deeper into the moss. ":Leave ‘










