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Maya loved Butterfly Valley more than any place on earth.

Every morning, she pulled on her yellow rain boots and ran

through the meadow, her curly black hair in two puffs

bouncing in the wind. She carried a canvas satchel for

treasures: smooth stones, feathers, and sometimes a snack.

Today, she was looking for butterflies. "Where are you hiding?"

she called, her hazel eyes scanning the flowers.
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Grandpa Luis sat on a wooden bench at the edge of the valley,

his straw hat shading his crinkly eyes. "When I was a boy," he

said, "butterflies filled this valley like orange and yellow snow."

Maya climbed onto the bench beside him. "What happened to

them?" she asked. He sighed. "The flowers they need are gone.

No flowers, no butterflies." Maya's gap-toothed smile faded.

She wanted to help.
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The next morning, Maya found Miss Rosa in her garden,

wearing her blue apron and round glasses. "Miss Rosa, the

butterflies are disappearing!" Maya said. Miss Rosa nodded.

"I've noticed. We can plant native flowers—that's their food

and home." She handed Maya a packet of seeds. "Let's ask our

neighbors to help." Maya's satchel was soon full of seed

packets, and her heart was full of hope.
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Maya and Miss Rosa went door to door. "Would you like to help

the butterflies?" Maya asked. At first, some people said they

were too busy. But Maya's enthusiasm was catching. "Even one

flower helps!" she said. Soon, a small group gathered at the

valley's edge, holding trowels and seed packets. Grandpa Luis

brought his walking stick and a bag of wildflower seeds. "I

remember the ones the butterflies loved best," he said with a

wink.

4



On planting day, everyone worked together. Maya dug small

holes with her trowel, her denim overalls getting muddy. She

dropped seeds into each hole and patted the soil gently. Miss

Rosa showed her how deep to plant. "Not too deep, not too

shallow," she said. Grandpa Luis told stories about the old days

while he planted. By sunset, they had planted seeds all around

the valley. "Now we wait," said Miss Rosa.
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Spring rains came, soft and steady. Maya visited the valley

every day after school, her yellow boots splashing in puddles.

Tiny green shoots pushed through the soil. "They're growing!"

she shouted, her freckles glowing with excitement. She pulled

tiny weeds and watched the shoots grow taller. Grandpa Luis

came too, leaning on his stick. "Patience, little one," he said.

"Good things take time."
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Summer arrived, hot and bright. The shoots became plants

with buds. Maya watered them from a rusty can, careful not to

waste a drop. Miss Rosa organized weeding days, and

neighbors came to help. "These will be purple coneflowers,"

Miss Rosa said, pointing to one plant. "And those are milkweed

—butterflies love milkweed!" Maya imagined wings fluttering

among the leaves. But the butterflies hadn't come yet.
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One afternoon, Maya sat in the valley, feeling a little sad.

"What if they never come?" she whispered. Just then,

something orange fluttered past her nose. She held her breath.

A monarch butterfly landed on a purple flower, its wings

opening and closing slowly. "Pip!" Maya cried, remembering

the name Grandpa Luis had given the first butterfly he ever

saw. She watched until it flew away, her heart soaring.
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Pip the butterfly returned the next day, and the day after that.

Each time, he brought friends. Two, then five, then ten

butterflies danced among the flowers. Maya showed Grandpa

Luis. "They're back!" she said, jumping up and down. Her gap-

toothed smile was as bright as the sun. Grandpa Luis wiped a

tear from his crinkly eyes. "You did this, Maya. You and your

big heart."

9



The whole neighborhood came to see. Miss Rosa brought

lemonade, and everyone sat among the flowers, watching the

butterflies. "I've never seen so many!" said a neighbor. "It's

because of the native flowers," Miss Rosa explained. "They

provide food for caterpillars and nectar for butterflies." Maya

felt proud. She had started something small, and it had grown

into something beautiful.
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Fall arrived, and the valley glowed with golden light. The

butterflies were everywhere—orange, yellow, and black wings

fluttering from flower to flower. Maya sat with Grandpa Luis

on the bench. "You see," he said, "small actions add up. You

planted seeds, and now look." Maya nodded. "I learned that

even one flower can make a difference." She watched Pip land

on her hand, his delicate antennae twitching.
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As the days grew cooler, the butterflies began to fly south for

the winter. Maya knew they would return next year. She

gathered seeds from the dried flowers and saved them in her

satchel. "We'll plant more next spring," she told Miss Rosa,

who smiled and adjusted her glasses. "We sure will," Miss Rosa

said. "And more neighbors will help." Maya felt a warm glow

inside.
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That winter, Maya drew pictures of butterflies and flowers and

hung them in her room. She dreamed of spring. Grandpa Luis

carved her a small wooden butterfly, painted orange and black.

"For my little conservationist," he said. Maya treasured it. She

kept it on her windowsill, a reminder of the valley and its

fluttering friends.
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When spring returned, Maya was ready. She pulled on her

yellow boots and grabbed her satchel. This time, she had more

seeds and more helpers. The whole neighborhood gathered to

plant again. They expanded the flower patches and added new

kinds of native plants. "The more flowers, the more

butterflies," Maya said. Everyone cheered. Pip appeared, as if

to say thank you.
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Years went by, and Maya grew taller, but her love for Butterfly

Valley never faded. Each season, she planted more flowers and

watched the butterflies return. The valley became a haven for

monarchs and other pollinators. People came from other towns

to see it. "Maya started this," they said. And Maya would smile,

remembering the day she planted her first seed.
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Now, when you visit Butterfly Valley, you'll see butterflies

dancing everywhere. Maya, now a teenager, still wears her

yellow boots and carries a satchel of seeds. She teaches

younger children how to plant and care for flowers. "Small

actions can have big effects," she tells them. "Just ask Pip."

And as if on cue, a monarch butterfly flutters by, its orange

wings bright against the sky.

16


