



The Ice Flower


The New Zealand 4x4 bumped us for 30 minutes up the rough twisty track from the valley floor through several gates to the top of the mountain. Yellow lupin bushes (yes, bushes) were everywhere; sheep grazed in all possible patches of grass and as we moved higher the patches of late winter snow grew larger. Occasionally we stopped and got out to savour the surroundings; it was a lovely sunny day, rare for Central Otago in November - and there was a wonderful transition of plant life from valley to summit - through the three different kinds of tussock grass and the tiny alpine plants in cushion form - and as we moved upwards towards the tundra fields the plants became more and more ground-hugging, till their flowers were almost invisible. Hebe plants, tiny cushion plants, the Snow Daisy and species of Myosotis  (forget-me-nots). 





But for me the most special flower of all on this sunny, windless early-spring morning at 5000’ was the Snow Buttercup; it has a very short stem of about an inch and a flower the size of our own butter-cup, but (like so many flowers in NZ) with white petals.  It was my first sight of it and will remain with me for ever. 


There they were, a dozen of them, only inches from the edge of the snow field ice; but more than that, they were actually flowering under the shallow, trickling melt-water from this patch of snow, offering their flowers to the sun, to the world, in gay abandon from their totally submerged position.


What a parable....
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