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In a small house with a big backyard, there lived a boy named
Sam. Sam was seven years old, with warm brown skin, curly
black hair, and a smile with a tiny gap. He loved his garden
more than anything. Every morning, he put on his sky-blue t-
shirt, mustard-yellow shorts, and green rubber boots. He
picked up his little red watering can and went outside to say
good morning to his flowers.



Sam's garden was nice, but it was mostly green grass and a
few bushes. He had planted some flowers, but they were not
very colorful. Still, he watered them every day with his red
watering can. He talked to them and told them, 'Grow big and
strong!' The sun shone, and the garden was peaceful, but Sam
wished for something more. He wanted his garden to be full of

life and color.



One sunny morning, as Sam was watering his flowers,
something fluttered by. It was a little butterfly with bright
orange wings, black edges, and tiny white spots. It danced in
the air and landed on a flower. Sam held his breath. 'Hello,
little butterfly,' he whispered. The butterfly opened and closed
its wings. Sam's big brown eyes sparkled with wonder.
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The butterfly flew from flower to flower, but it seemed to be
looking for something. Sam noticed it did not stay long on any
bloom. 'What are you looking for?' he asked softly. The
butterfly fluttered near a bush and then rested on a leaf. Sam
saw that its wings looked tired. He wondered if the butterfly
needed special flowers to eat and rest. He decided to find out.
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Sam ran to his mom. 'Mom, a butterfly visited my garden, but
it didn't stay long. What do butterflies need?' he asked. His
mom smiled. 'Butterflies need flowers with nectar to eat and
leaves to rest on. But not just any flowers—they like native
flowers that grow well here.' Sam tilted his head. 'Native
flowers?' he said. 'Yes,' said Mom. 'Plants that have lived here
for a long time. They help butterflies and bees.'
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Sam was curious. He went to the library with his mom and
found a book about butterflies. He learned that native flowers
like purple coneflowers, black-eyed Susans, and butterfly weed
are perfect for butterflies. They give them food and a place to
lay eggs. Sam's round cheeks grew pink with excitement. 'l
can plant those!' he said. He made a plan to turn his garden
into a butterfly haven.



The next day, Sam and his mom went to a plant shop. They
bought small pots of native flowers. Sam chose purple
coneflowers, bright orange butterfly weed, and yellow black-
eyed Susans. He carried them home in a box. His red watering
can was ready. Sam put on his green rubber boots and went to
work. He dug holes and planted each flower carefully. 'These
are for you, little butterfly,' he said.
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Sam watered the new plants every day. He watched them
grow. Some had little buds. He pulled out weeds and made
sure the soil was soft. He even made a small sign that said
'‘Butterfly Garden.' His sky-blue t-shirt got dirty, but he didn't
mind. He was patient and kind to his plants. 'Grow, little
flowers,' he whispered. 'The butterflies will love you.'
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Weeks passed, and the flowers began to bloom. Purple,
orange, and yellow petals opened up to the sun. The garden
looked brighter than before. One morning, Sam saw the little
orange butterfly again. It flew straight to the butterfly weed
and landed. Then another butterfly came, and another. Sam's
garden was full of fluttering wings. He smiled his gap-toothed
smile. "'They came back!' he cheered.
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The butterflies loved the native flowers. They sipped nectar
and rested on the leaves. Sam watched them every day. Then
one afternoon, he heard a soft buzzing. A fuzzy bee with yellow
and black stripes landed on a purple coneflower. Its legs were
dusted with golden pollen. 'Hello, bee!' Sam said. The bee
buzzed happily and moved from flower to flower. Sam learned
that bees need native flowers too.
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Soon, more bees came to the garden. They buzzed and danced
among the blooms. Sam was careful not to bother them. He
knew they were helping the flowers. Then, a small brown bird
with a cream breast and a tiny black beak hopped onto a
branch. It sang a cheerful song. Sam clapped his hands. 'A
bird! Welcome!"' The bird hopped and sang, happy to find a
garden full of life.




Sam's garden was now a colorful wildlife sanctuary. Butterflies
fluttered, bees buzzed, and birds sang. The native flowers
grew tall and strong. Sam learned that native plants support
pollinators. He felt proud. 'Even small actions can help,' he
told his mom. She hugged him. 'You made a big difference,
Sam.' The garden was alive and happy, and so was Sam.
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One day, Sam sat in his garden and watched the little butterfly.
It flew close and landed on his finger. Sam held very still.
‘Thank you for visiting,' he whispered. The butterfly opened its
wings, showing its orange and black patterns. Then it fluttered
away. Sam knew he had created a special place. His heart felt
full. He picked up his red watering can and watered the
flowers again.




Sam's garden became a favorite spot for his friends. They
came to see the butterflies and bees. Sam told them about
native flowers and how they help pollinators. ‘We can all help,’
he said. His friends planted native flowers in their own yards.
The neighborhood became greener and more colorful. Sam's
little garden had started something big. Nature was healthier
and happier.




As the sun set, Sam sat on a garden bench. The butterflies
rested on the flowers. The bees went home to their hive. The
bird sang its last song. Sam smiled. He knew that even a small
boy with a red watering can could make a difference. His
garden was a home for many creatures. It was a place of color
and life. And it all started with one little butterfly.
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Sam learned that nature works best when we help it. Native
plants give butterflies and bees food and rest. They keep the
soil healthy and the air fresh. Now, Sam's garden is a
sanctuary for wildlife. And whenever he sees a butterfly, he
remembers that small actions can make the world a better
place. He hopes you will plant native flowers too. Then nature
will be happy everywhere.
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