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Butterfly stood in front of the mirror, studying her colorful wings. They were splashed with reds, 

blues, and greens, a brilliant rainbow that would fill any butterfly with pride. But not this butterfly. As she 

studied her reflection she felt an odd swelling pushing in her chest. It was an emptiness that she could not 

shake and it grew stronger every day.  

The wind, blustering about, rattled the windows. She walked out onto her porch and let the wind 

nudge her. 

Come with me, the wind whispered, Come.  

What a peculiar invitation. What a singular moment. Standing there in the wind, listening to it 

beckon her, Butterfly felt the swelling grow and let the wind pull her in. Without so much as a, “goodbye” 

to her neighbors or a “see you soon” to her friends, she leapt off of her porch and into the wind.   

But the wind was stronger than she had anticipated. It grabbed her and toppled her, head over 

wings, into the branches of a large tree. She tried to untangle her wings from the braches but she could 

not.  

“Hello there, Butterfly. Do you need some assistance?” asked the tree in a wispy, windy voice.  

“Yes please.” Butterfly said, feeling quite pathetic.  

“If I help you, would you give me the green from your wings? The sun has bleached my leaves 

into a rather uncomely color. I would be ever so pleased.” 

True, Butterfly had never been precocious of her colorful wings, but what would she look like 

with no green? Yet, she had little choice if she ever wanted to be free from the tree. “Take all the green 

you need.” She said to the tree. 

So the tree untangled Butterfly and in exchange Butterfly gave him all the green from her wings. 

And oh how green was that tree as he waved goodbye to Butterfly when she took flight into the wind once 

more.  

Butterfly looked at her wings. There was a small patch of grey where her green had been. Even 

with the green gone, Butterfly felt a little heavier and the emptiness swelled and pushed up into her lungs. 

But the wind continued to beckon her.  

Come with me, it moaned through the trees, Come. 

Soon she grew weary and her wings felt as dry as dying leaves in Autumn, so she landed on a 

stone beside a roaring river.  

“My, you must be parched, child.” Gushed the river. “Take a drink from my water and dip your 

dried wings. But, before you do,” The river said as Butterfly dipped her small hand into the water, 

“Would you mind parting with the blue from your wings? I have grown old and dull with age. With the 

blue in your wings I could be young and sparkling once again.” 
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Truly, Butterfly was thirsty and her wings crisp and almost breaking, so she gave the river the 

blue from her wings, then dipped into the water. Her wings were refreshed and she was no longer thirsty, 

but the grey in her wings grew and soon there was only red left. The river glittered with glee and the sky 

paled with envy. Butterfly flew on up into the wind that buffeted her so, waving goodbye.  

Come. It always said in its hushing, shushing voice. Come. 

But she could not fly any longer for she was weak and lightheaded with hunger. Butterfly landed 

on a rose, her stomach growling like a bear.  

“My!” said the rose in a voice so dainty, “you must be starving! Poor Butterfly! Why, come sip 

my nectar if you need. Oh! What deep red you have in your wings! If only I had such a red in my petals I 

would surely have more nectar to give.” 

Butterfly looked at her graying wings and felt the boil of hunger in her stomach. What good did 

the color in her wings do her? They could not fill her belly or give her the strength she needed to continue 

to fly on with the wind. Determined and growing heavy, Butterfly gave the rose all of the red from her 

wings. The rose preened and twittered with glee.  

“Oh, thank you darling Butterfly!” the rose called as Butterfly flew away. 

 Butterfly was feeling heavier than ever, as if someone had put a pebble on each of her wings, but 

the wind continued to blow and call for her to, Come. But doubt began to creep up through her wings and 

down into her heart as cold as the setting sun. The empty swelling was pushing up into her heart and she 

felt emptier than ever.  

 “Why must I come?” she called to the wind. “Why?” But the wind swallowed up her words in 

one big gulp.  

 The sun sank below the horizon and soon Butterfly could only see as far as her delicate antennae. 

She flew blindly into a forest choked with trees and shadows. The air was chilled and froze her little 

wings so she could not fly. She fell straight into something dark and hairy, then fell to the ground. Poor 

Butterfly! The emptiness inside her swelled until she nearly burst.  

 “Who is that crying?” asked a low, rumbling voice. A shaft of creamy moonlight broke through 

the tree tops and shone on the big hairy thing as it bent down towards the butterfly.  

 Butterfly choked on a scream when she saw what it was. A bear, with its big shaggy head, was 

staring right at her. His big glossy nose sniffed and snuffed at her wings.  

 “Are you a moth?” asked the bear, his beady eyes glinting in the moonlight. 

 “No,” Butterfly sniffed, “My name is Butterfly and I am a butterfly.” 

 “I have never seen such a beautiful butterfly before. But surely, you are shivering. Come, perch 

on my nose and I can take you to my home.” 

 Go. Hushed the wind. Go, it said.  
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 But Butterfly did not need the wind to tell her to go with Bear. His small eyes were glistening 

with kindness and with the kind of warmth one would find beside a crackling fire. She stepped onto his 

nose and he took her to his cave. It was no ordinary cave, not dank and cold, but complete with a yellow 

door, covered in wild flowers in all their proud colors, with smoke curling from a chimney. Inside there 

was a lively fire and soft chairs and a table with a teapot and a tea cup.  

 Bear overturned the teacup and set Butterfly on top of it. “Are you comfortable?” he asked her.  

 “Quite.” She said. 

 Bear fetched a walnut and made her a small teacup and filled it with a drop of lemon tea and a 

glob of honey. It steamed in her small hands and the warmth crawled up her arms and into her wings. 

“You have a very nice home.” Butterfly said. But as she looked closer she could see that there were 

cobwebs in the corner and dust covering the window sills. The drapes were haggard and worn. Without a 

word she set about dusting and cleaning, scrubbing the carpets and wiping off the windows to let in the 

moonlight.  

 As she cleaned Bear watched her intently.  

 She alighted on the teacup and yawned. “Maybe in the morning I can make you new drapes.” 

 Bear smiled, then walked to the kitchen, rummaged in a drawer, and returned with a matchbox 

filled with cotton balls and covered in a linen napkin. “Your bed.” He said, smiling.  

 Butterfly felt the swelling grow into her heart, but it was not an empty swelling, but a swelling 

filled with something warm and soft, like honey. She snuggled into the bed and Bear curled up beside the 

fire.  

 “Goodnight, Bear.” said Butterfly. 

 “Goodnight, Butterfly.” said Bear.  

 The wind was quiet as it gazed through the window at Bear as he softly snored and at Butterfly 

whose emptiness drifted away as she drifted off to sleep.  


