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In a small town with winding streets, there lived a boy named
Leo. He had warm brown skin, curly black hair, and a gap
between his front teeth. Every morning, he packed his canvas
satchel with pencils and a notebook. He loved to draw maps of
everything he saw. One sunny day, while exploring the garden,
he spotted something orange fluttering near the fence.
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A butterfly! It had bright orange wings with black veins and
white spots along the edges. One wing tip looked a little worn,
as if it had traveled a long way. Leo watched it rest on a purple
flower. "Hello," he whispered. The butterfly gently opened and
closed its wings. Leo noticed it seemed tired, so he sat quietly
and waited.




The butterfly fluttered to a yellow flower, then to a pink one,
sipping sweet nectar. Leo followed, curious. He saw it pause
often, as if catching its breath. "You must be on a journey," Leo
said softly. The butterfly lifted into the air and circled around
him, then landed on his outstretched finger. Its tiny feet tickled
his skin.




Leo carefully carried the butterfly to a shady spot. He opened
his satchel and took out his notebook. "I need to understand
where you're going," he said. He drew a rough map of the
garden, marking each flower with a dot. The butterfly walked
along his finger, its antennae waving. Leo wondered how far it
had come and where it needed to go.
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That afternoon, Leo's friend Mira came over. She had long
black braids and wore sky-blue overalls. "What are you
drawing?" she asked, holding her watering can. Leo showed
her the butterfly. "It's a monarch," he said. "They migrate
thousands of miles, but they need flowers to rest and eat along
the way. Without them, they can't make it." Mira's eyes grew
wide.




Leo and Mira walked through the neighborhood, looking for
flowers. They found a few patches here and there, but big gaps
in between. "The butterfly can't fly from one flower to the next
if they're too far apart,” Leo said. He drew lines on his map,
connecting the flower spots. "We need to fill in the gaps with
more flowers," Mira said. "Like a path for the butterfly!"

6



Leo had an idea. "I'll make a map of flower corridors—safe
paths where butterflies can rest and eat." He drew careful
lines linking gardens, parks, and empty lots. Mira helped by
marking spots where they could plant seeds. They decided to
plant native flowers that bloom at different times. "That way,
the butterfly always has food," Leo explained.
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The next day, Leo and Mira gathered seeds and small pots.
They knocked on doors and asked neighbors if they could plant
flowers in their yards. Some people were unsure, but Leo
showed them his map. "This will help the butterflies and bees,
too," he said. Many neighbors agreed. Soon, the whole street
was buzzing with helpers.



Leo planted bright orange milkweed, purple coneflowers, and
yellow black-eyed Susans. Mira watered each seedling
carefully. "These will be like little rest stops," she said. Leo
drew each new flower on his map, connecting the dots with
green lines. The map grew more colorful every day. The
butterfly rested on a leaf nearby, as if watching them work.
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Weeks passed, and the flowers began to bloom. Butterflies and
bees visited the new garden. Leo's map now showed a long,
winding path of flowers stretching across the neighborhood.
He shared copies with his friends and neighbors. "Follow the
flowers," he told them. "That's how the butterfly finds its way
home."
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One morning, the monarch butterfly fluttered onto Leo's hand
again. Its wings looked stronger now. Leo held up his map.
"See? You have a path," he said. The butterfly lifted into the air
and flew toward the first patch of flowers. Leo and Mira
watched as it hopped from bloom to bloom, following the
corridor they had made.
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The butterfly rested on each flower, sipping nectar and gaining
strength. It flew over fences and through gardens, never far
from a flower. Leo felt a warm glow in his chest. "It's working,"
he whispered. Mira squeezed his hand. "We made a
difference," she said. The butterfly disappeared into the
distance, but they knew it had a safe journey ahead.
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Days later, Leo received a drawing from a friend who lived
across town. It showed a monarch butterfly resting on a flower
in their garden. "It came through our neighborhood!" the note
said. Leo smiled and added the new flower spot to his map.
The butterfly had found its way home, thanks to the connected
habitats.
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Leo learned that wildlife needs connected places to live and
travel. Butterflies can't survive if their flower stops are far
apart. But small acts of care—planting a seed, sharing a map—
can link habitats together. He felt proud of what he and his
friends had done. "Every flower counts," he told Mira.
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Mira nodded and picked up her watering can. "Let's plant
more next spring," she said. They drew new maps and
dreamed of even bigger corridors. Leo knew that helping
wildlife was a journey, just like the butterfly's. And every
journey begins with a single step—or a single flower.
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As the sun set, Leo sat in his garden, watching butterflies
dance among the blooms. He felt the warm breeze and heard
the gentle hum of bees. His map, now wrinkled and colorful,
lay open on his lap. He knew that small acts of kindness could
connect the world. And somewhere out there, a butterfly was
finding its way home.
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