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On a sunny morning, a boy named Leo sat on his front steps
with his sketchbook. He had warm light brown skin, big dark
brown eyes, and a few freckles across his nose. In his green
canvas satchel, he kept a pencil and a notebook. Leo loved
watching butterflies more than anything else. He could sit for
hours without moving, just to see where they would fly next.
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A bright orange butterfly with black veins and white spots
fluttered into Leo's yard. It landed on a purple flower and
opened and closed its wings. Leo held his breath. He watched
the butterfly sip nectar, then fly to a yellow flower nearby. Leo
quickly drew the butterfly in his sketchbook and wrote down
the flower's color. He wanted to remember every place the
butterfly visited.
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Leo decided to draw a special map of his neighborhood. He
marked his house with a star and drew tiny flowers where the
butterflies landed. The map showed the garden on Maple
Street and the big patch of daisies near the park. Leo used a
green pencil for grass and an orange pencil for butterflies. He
worked all afternoon, adding more and more spots to his
butterfly map.



The next day at school, Leo brought his map to show his
friends. A girl named Maya spotted it right away. She had deep
brown skin, bright hazel eyes, and two short braids. Her
purple shirt had butterflies printed on it. "Wow! What's that?"
she asked, pointing at the map. "It's my butterfly map," Leo
said proudly. "It shows where the butterflies go."
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Maya leaned closer and studied the map. "So these are the
flowers they like best?" she asked. Leo nodded. "Yes, the
orange one visits the purple flowers and the yellow ones the
most." Maya's eyes grew wide. "We could use this to find
empty spots!" she said. "Places with no flowers at all. Then we
could plant more!" Leo smiled. He had never thought of that

before.




Just then, their teacher, Mrs. Green, walked over. She had
wavy silver-grey hair in a loose bun and kind blue eyes behind
round glasses. She wore an olive-green cardigan and carried a
canvas tote bag full of seed packets. "What are you two
looking at?" she asked. Maya showed her the map. "Leo made
this!" she said. "Can we plant flowers where there aren't any?"
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Mrs. Green smiled warmly. "That's a wonderful idea," she said.
"Native flowers give butterflies food and a place to rest. Let's
make this a class project."” She pulled out her seed packets and
showed them to Leo and Maya. "These are seeds for flowers
that grow well here. We can plant them around the
neighborhood." Leo felt a happy flutter in his chest, just like a
butterfly.
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That afternoon, the whole class gathered outside with Mrs.
Green. Maya held up Leo's map and pointed to a bare spot
near the fence. "Here!" she said. "No flowers at all." The
children carried small shovels and watering cans. Leo brought
his sketchbook to mark the new spots. They dug little holes
and planted seeds. Maya's red backpack bounced as she ran
from spot to spot, helping everyone.
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Each day after school, Leo checked the planting spots. He
drew tiny pictures of the seeds and wrote notes about the
weather. Some days it was sunny, and some days it rained. Leo
learned that seeds need water and light to grow. He also
learned that butterflies need flowers all season long. He added
new symbols to his map: a sun for sunny spots and a raindrop

for wet ones.
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One morning, Leo saw a tiny green shoot push through the
soil. "They're growing!" he shouted. He ran to tell Maya, who
lived two houses away. Together they checked every spot.
Some had little leaves, and some were still bare. "We just have
to be patient," Maya said. Leo nodded. He knew that
butterflies were patient too. They waited for flowers to bloom.
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Weeks passed, and the plants grew taller. Buds appeared, then
opened into bright flowers. One afternoon, Leo saw a familiar
orange flutter. The butterfly with black veins and white spots
landed right on a new purple flower. It was the same kind he
had drawn in his sketchbook! Leo held his breath and
watched. Then he smiled and wrote in his notebook: "Butterfly
visits new garden!"”




Maya ran over with a big grin. "It worked!" she cheered. "Our
flowers brought the butterflies back!" Soon, more butterflies
arrived. Some were yellow, some were white, and some were
orange like the first one. The children stood quietly and
watched them flutter from flower to flower. Mrs. Green joined
them and said, "You see? Watching closely helped you protect
them."
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Leo looked at his map. It had changed a lot since the first day.
Now there were new flower symbols everywhere, and little
butterfly marks next to them. "My map helped us find places
that needed flowers," he said. "And now the butterflies have
more homes." Maya nodded. "We should keep adding to it,"
she said. "There are still some empty spots."
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Word spread around the neighborhood. Other kids and even
some grown-ups asked to see Leo's butterfly map. Some
brought their own seeds to plant. Leo showed them the best
spots for native flowers, and they planted together. The garden
on Maple Street grew bigger. The bare spot near the fence was
now a colorful patch of blooms. Leo felt proud of what they
had made.
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One evening, Leo sat on his steps with his sketchbook. The
orange butterfly landed right on the cover. It stayed for a
moment, then fluttered away. Leo smiled and drew one more
butterfly on his map. He thought about how one small idea had
grown into something big. Watching nature closely had helped
him protect it, and that made him feel happy and hopeful.
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Now Leo and his friends enjoy more butterflies and flowers
every day. They still add to the butterfly map, marking new
spots and new visitors. Maya often says, "Our map is like a
treasure hunt!" And Mrs. Green smiles and says, "You are all
young scientists." Leo keeps his green satchel close, ready for
the next butterfly to land and the next map to be drawn.
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