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The Girl and the Moth

Cinar BIBER



Maya loved the night. When the house grew quiet and the
stars blinked on, she pulled on her red rubber boots and her
mustard yellow rain jacket. She clipped a small headlamp to
her forehead and hung her camera around her neck. The dark
garden was her favorite place to explore. Every shadow held a

secret, and Maya wanted to find them all.
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Maya was nine years old, with warm brown skin and short
curly black hair that bounced when she walked. Her large dark
brown eyes missed nothing. A tiny gap showed between her
front teeth when she smiled, and faint freckles dotted her
nose. She carried a notebook full of sketches of beetles,
spiders, and slugs. Tonight, she was looking for something
new.




At the end of the garden stood an old wooden fence. Behind it
lived Mr. Okafor, a kind neighbor with round glasses and a
neat grey moustache. He often let Maya search for insects
among his flowers. 'The night is full of surprises,' he said,
leaning on his wooden walking stick. Maya smiled and slipped
through the gate.




Mr. Okafor's garden was a tangle of moonflowers and silver
grass. Maya switched on her headlamp and crept along the
path. Crickets sang, and a cool breeze ruffled her curly hair.
She knelt beside a bush and waited. Waiting was the hardest
part, but Maya was patient. She knew that quiet nights often
brought the best surprises.




Suddenly, something fluttered past her ear. A little moth
landed on a leaf right beside her camera. It was about the size
of her palm, with fuzzy cream body and feathery antennae. Its
wings were soft silvery grey, dotted with tiny white spots.
Maya held her breath. She had never seen a moth like this
before.




The moth rested calmly, its wings spread open like a tiny cape.
Maya slowly lifted her camera. Click! The flash lit up the leaf
for a moment. The moth didn't move. Maya looked at the photo
on her screen and gasped. The white spots on the wings
glowed like little stars. It was beautiful, like a piece of the
night sky brought down to earth.
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Maya couldn't wait to show her best friend, Ruby. The next
day, she ran to Ruby's house with the photo. Ruby had long
auburn hair in a ponytail and a silver star clip that sparkled
when she moved. 'Look at this!' Maya said. Ruby stared at the
screen. '‘Wow!' she breathed. 'It's like a starry night on wings!"
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Maya and Ruby decided to find more nighttime bugs. They
asked Mr. Okafor if they could use his garden. 'Of course,' he
said with a warm smile. 'The night is full of hidden beauty.’
That evening, the girls set up a small table with a lamp and
waited. Soon, moths of all shapes and sizes fluttered toward

the light.




Maya took photo after photo. She captured a moth with wings
like fallen leaves, and another with delicate patterns of gold.
Ruby wrote down every detail in a notebook. 'This one has
stripes!' she whispered. 'And this one looks like a tiny owl!
The garden hummed with soft wings and happy voices. The
night felt magical.




Over many nights, Maya collected dozens of photographs. She
printed her favorites and pinned them to her bedroom wall.
Each picture showed a tiny creature glowing against the dark.
Maya realized that the night was not empty at all. It was full of
secret beauty, waiting for someone to notice. She wanted
everyone to see it.




One morning, Maya had an idea. 'Let's make a nighttime
photography exhibition!' she told Ruby. 'We can show everyone
the hidden beauty of the dark.' Ruby clapped her hands. 'Yes!
We can use Mr. Okafor's garden and hang the photos on the
fence!' They ran to ask Mr. Okafor, who smiled and nodded. 'A
wonderful idea,"' he said.




The next evening, Maya and Ruby worked together. Mr. Okafor
brought a ball of string and helped them hang the prints along
the wooden fence. Maya climbed a small stool to pin up the
photo of the starry moth. Ruby arranged the pictures in a
careful row. 'It looks like a museum!' Ruby said. 'A night
museum!' Maya laughed.




When everything was ready, Maya invited her friends and
neighbors. They walked along the fence, pointing at the
photos. 'Look at those silver stars!' one friend said. 'I never
knew moths could be so beautiful,' said another. Ruby stood
proudly beside Maya. Mr. Okafor leaned on his walking stick
and smiled. The garden glowed with tiny lights and happy
faces.




Maya stood beside her favorite photo, the little moth with
starry wings. She thought about that first night, when she had
almost missed the surprise. 'Beauty can appear in unexpected
places,' she said softly. 'Even in the quiet night.' Ruby nodded.
'‘And all you have to do is look.' The moth had taught them
both something wonderful.
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From that night on, Maya kept exploring the dark with her
camera. She took pictures of beetles, spiders, and even a
sleepy frog. Each photo showed a new kind of beauty. Ruby
often joined her, and Mr. Okafor always left his gate open. The
night was no longer scary or empty. It was a treasure chest,
waiting to be opened.
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Maya learned that surprises hide in the smallest places. A little
moth with starry wings had opened her eyes to the beauty all
around her. She hung the very first photo above her bed. Every
night, before she turned off her lamp, she looked at it and
smiled. The quiet night was full of wonders, and Maya was
ready to find them.




