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The Girl and the Moth

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Nora loved butterflies. She chased them through her garden,
watching their bright wings dance in the sunshine. She drew
them in her nature journal with orange and yellow crayons.
'‘Butterflies are the best,' she declared. But when the sun set,
Nora wondered about the creatures that came out at night.
Were there butterflies in the dark, too? She put on her yellow
rain boots and waited by the window.
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That evening, Nora's neighbor, Ms. Luna, knocked on the door.
She wore a wide-brimmed hat and an olive-green vest with
many pockets. A small moth-shaped pin sparkled on her collar.
‘Would you like to meet some nighttime visitors?' Ms. Luna
asked, holding up a lantern. Nora grabbed her canvas satchel
and followed her into the garden, curious about what they
might find.




Ms. Luna led Nora to a patch of white flowers that glowed in
the moonlight. 'Moths love these,' she whispered. Nora
frowned. 'Moths?' she said. 'Aren't they just dull brown
butterflies?' Ms. Luna smiled gently. 'Wait and see,' she said.
She hung the lantern on a branch and they sat quietly on a
wooden bench, listening to the crickets.
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A soft fluttering sound came from the shadows. Nora held her
breath. Something pale and green floated toward the flowers
like a tiny ghost. 'Look,' Ms. Luna whispered. 'A luna moth.'
Nora leaned closer. The moth's wings were lime-green with
long, sweeping tails. Each wing had a crescent moon shape
that shimmered like moonlight. 'It's beautiful,’ Nora breathed,
her eyes wide.




The luna moth rested on a petal, its feathery antennae
twitching. Nora quickly opened her satchel and pulled out her
nature journal. She sketched the moth's delicate wings and the
soft white body. 'I didn't know moths could look like this,' she
said. Ms. Luna nodded. 'Moths come in many patterns,' she
said. 'Some are bold, some are shy. All are important.'
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Just then, a larger moth zoomed past Nora's ear. It had a furry
brown body and long, narrow wings. When it landed, Nora saw
bright pink and black hindwings. 'That's a sphinx moth,' Ms.
Luna said. 'It flies fast and loves flowers.' Nora turned the
page and drew the sphinx moth's streamlined shape. 'Its wings
look like a woven blanket,' she said, smiling.
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Ms. Luna showed Nora how to look for moths without scaring
them. They checked under leaves and on tree bark. 'Moths are
nighttime pollinators,' Ms. Luna explained. 'They visit flowers
while we sleep.' Nora thought about all the nights she had
missed these hidden visitors. 'I wish I could see them every
night,' she said. 'You can,' Ms. Luna replied. 'Plant a moonlit

garden.'




The next day, Nora dug in the soil with her small shovel. She
planted white flowers like moonflowers and evening primroses.
She watered them carefully and placed smooth stones around
the garden. 'This will be a welcome mat for moths,' she told
her mom. Her yellow rain boots were muddy, but she didn't
mind. She couldn't wait for nighttime.
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Every evening, Nora visited her moonlit garden with her
nature journal. She drew the luna moth with its crescent
moons and the sphinx moth with its pink hindwings. She wrote
notes about their visits. 'Moths like sweet smells,’ she
discovered. She added more flowers. Soon, other insects came,
too. 'The garden is alive at night!' Nora whispered.
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One night, Nora saw a moth she didn't recognize. It had soft
grey wings with wavy lines. She sketched it quickly. 'Ms. Luna,
what's this one?' she asked the next day. Ms. Luna looked at
the drawing. 'That's a wave moth,"' she said. 'You're becoming a
real moth expert.' Nora beamed. Her gap-toothed smile
showed how proud she felt.




Nora decided to share her discoveries. She made a poster with
drawings of moths and facts about nighttime pollinators. She
hung it in the library. 'Moths are not dull,' she wrote. 'They are
beautiful and important.' People stopped to read it. Some said,
'I never knew!' Nora felt happy. She had turned her wonder
into something for everyone.




Ms. Luna invited Nora to a night walk with other children.
They carried lanterns and listened for moths. Nora pointed out
a luna moth resting on a leaf. 'Look at its moon shapes!' she
said. The other children gasped. Nora showed them how to be
quiet and patient. 'Moths are shy,' she explained. 'But if you
wait, they'll come.'




That night, Nora wrote in her journal: 'Moths are like secrets
of the night. You have to look closely to find them.' She drew a
picture of herself and Ms. Luna under the stars. 'Thank you for
showing me,' she wrote. She closed the journal and smiled.

She had learned that even creatures we overlook can be
extraordinary.




Nora's moonlit garden grew and bloomed. More moths came
each week. She kept her nature journal full of sketches and
notes. She even taught her friends how to draw a luna moth.
'Moths are my favorite,' she said one day. 'Butterflies are nice,
too,' she added with a grin. 'But moths are the stars of the
night.’
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Ms. Luna gave Nora a small moth-shaped pin like her own.
‘You're a guardian of the night now,' she said. Nora wore it
proudly on her bandana. She knew that every evening, the
moths would visit her garden. And she would be there to

welcome them, with her journal open and her heart full of

wonder.



From that summer on, Nora never forgot the nighttime
visitors. She learned that even the shyest, smallest creatures
have a place in the world. 'Moths are beautiful and important,’
she told everyone. And in her moonlit garden, the luna moth
still came, a shimmer of green in the dark. Nora smiled. She
had found friends in the night.

16




