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Mateo was eight years old, with warm brown skin, short curly
black hair, and a round, cheerful face. He had a tiny gap in his
front teeth and light freckles across his nose. On Monday
morning, Miss Rosa gave the class a new project. "Choose one
wild creature and learn all about its journey," she said, tapping
her clipboard. Mateo knew right away what he would pick.
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Mateo loved the school garden more than any other place. He
wore his yellow t-shirt, his green gardening apron, and his red
sneakers every single day. In his canvas satchel he kept a
notebook and a pencil for drawing. He sat on a warm stone
and watched the flowers nod in the breeze. Something small
and bright floated past his nose, like a flying piece of sunshine.
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It was a butterfly, with bright orange wings and black veins.
White spots sparkled along the edges, and its thin antennae
had tiny white tips. Mateo opened his notebook and drew it
carefully. "Where do you come from?" he whispered. The
butterfly rested on a purple flower, opening and closing its
wings. Mateo decided to find out where butterflies go when
the seasons change.




At the library, Mateo found a big book about butterfly
migration. Every year, butterflies flew hundreds of miles to
warmer places. They needed flowers along the way to rest and
sip sweet nectar. Mateo's dark brown eyes grew wide. "So they
need little garden stops, like rest stops on a long car trip!" he
said to himself. He wrote that idea in his notebook and
underlined it twice.



The next day, Mateo told Miss Rosa what he had learned. She
smiled, and the lines around her warm hazel eyes crinkled.
“Your project could help real butterflies," she said. "Our nature
trail has long empty patches with no flowers at all." Mateo
looked at the trail behind the school. It was mostly grass and
dirt, with no color anywhere. "Then let's plant flowers there!"
he said.



Miss Rosa clapped her hands softly. "The nature club meets on
Thursday," she said. "We can start then." Mateo went home
and packed his satchel with seed packets: sunflower, daisy, and
bright marigold. He drew a map of the trail and marked spots
where flowers could grow. That night, he dreamed of orange
wings dancing over a long, colorful path.
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On Thursday, the nature club met by the trail. Miss Rosa
handed out little trowels and gloves. Mateo dug small holes
and dropped in seeds, one by one. His red sneakers got muddy,
and his freckled nose got dirty too. "Water them gently," Miss
Rosa said. "Then we wait and see." Mateo patted the soil and
wished the seeds a quiet good night.
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Days passed. Mateo checked the trail every morning before
class. At first there was nothing but brown dirt. Then tiny
green shoots pushed up through the soil, like little fingers
waving hello. Mateo cheered and wrote in his notebook: "Day
nine, sprouts!" He watered them carefully and pulled out
weeds so the young plants could grow strong and tall.
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One afternoon, the little butterfly returned. It fluttered weakly
and landed on Mateo's sleeve. Its orange wings looked tired,
and it rested for a long moment. "You must be so hungry,"
Mateo whispered. But the trail still had only green shoots, no
flowers yet. The butterfly lifted up and flew away, searching for
something sweet to eat.



Mateo felt worried. "What if the flowers bloom too late?" he
asked Miss Rosa. She knelt beside him on the trail. "Nature
takes its time," she said gently. "But we can help." They walked
to the garden shed together. Miss Rosa pulled out pots of
blooming flowers, already open and bright. "We can plant
these along the trail today," she said.
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Mateo and Miss Rosa carried the pots down the trail. They
placed purple asters, yellow daisies, and pink coneflowers in
the empty patches. Other children from the nature club came
to help, carrying watering cans and smiling. "This is like
building little rest stops!" one girl said. Mateo nodded proudly.
His green apron pocket bulged with seed packets, and his
satchel bounced as he worked.
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The very next morning, butterflies arrived. First one, then
three, then many more, floating like colorful confetti. The little
orange butterfly came back and landed on a purple aster. It
spread its bright wings wide in the sunlight and sipped nectar.
Mateo stood very still. "Welcome back," he whispered. "You
can rest here as long as you like."

12



All week, butterflies visited the trail. Some had orange wings,
some were yellow, and some were white with tiny dots. They
rested on the flowers, drank, and flew on toward the south.
Mateo drew every kind in his notebook. "They're following a
flower path now," he told Miss Rosa. "Because the habitats
connect, they can travel safely." Miss Rosa smiled and wrote
his words on her clipboard.
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On Friday, Mateo stood before his class with his notebook
open. He showed his drawings of the flowers and the
butterflies. "Butterflies fly a very long way," he said. "They
need flowers to rest and eat. If we plant flowers, we build little
bridges between habitats." His classmates clapped. Miss Rosa
gave him a sunflower seed packet to take home. "For your own
garden," she said.
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That spring, Mateo planted sunflowers at home too. He
watered them every morning before school, and his little sister
helped. One sunny day, the orange butterfly returned and
floated over the new blossoms. Mateo grinned, showing the
gap in his teeth. "Small flowers," he said, "can make a big
difference." The butterfly opened its wings in the warm light,
as if it agreed.
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Mateo learned that nature is like a long chain of helping
hands. A flower feeds a butterfly, a butterfly carries pollen, and
seeds grow new flowers somewhere else. Every garden patch,
big or small, connects to the next one. He looked at his trail
full of color and smiled. One small boy, some seeds, and a lot of
patience had made a home for travelers with orange wings.

16



