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THE BUTTERFLY'S WISH 

 

 

There was once a beautiful butterfly, who frequented the sunny fields and verdant 

meadows of a land not so far from here.  She was a happy creature, for the most part, for she 

was graced with a good heart and generous soul, qualities not so often found in these lonely 

times.  She liked to spread her velvety wings, which were the haunting colors of the late 

evening sky --deep violet and midnight blue shot with lavender and tinged with purest gold 

--to lift off from a flower or leaf and soar high above the treetops, looking down upon the 

world spread out below her.  At these times, the peace and gladness which filled her heart 

was almost enough to overcome the sorrow which was a daily part of her young life. 

 

For as beautiful and gracious as this butterfly was, she had no friend with whom she 

could share her happiness, and so she was quite lonely.  One morning, as the sun was just 

ascending, its' golden fingers reaching forth to waken the meadow inhabitants with gentle 

kisses across their sleepy eyes, the butterfly set out, resolutely and with a heart full of the 

hope that by sunset, she would have found a friend. 

 

The violet-winged butterfly alighted atop a worn wooden fence and fanned herself 

for a moment, trying to decide in which direction to go.  The movement caught the eye of a 

large brown beetle, up late after a night of crawling among the meadow grasses in search of 

tender young grubs to eat.  He stopped short as he made his slow way along the edge of a 

rail, and glared at the butterfly, who spoke to him cheerily. 
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"Good morning, neighbor!"  she sang in her soft voice.  "I am out on this fine 

morning in search of a friend.  I have long wanted to hear about your adventures during the 

night, as I am sleeping when the moon rises, and have never seen the darkened world." 

 

The glorious colors of the butterfly's wings filled the beetle's heart with a stinging 

malice.  "Vain creature," spat the beetle.  "More likely you'll be lookin' for praise for yourself 

as you preen and flit about on those fancy wings of yours.  Fly away from here.  I've no need 

of a friend like you." 

 

The butterfly sadly bowed her shiny head, lifted her wings and, as the sight of their 

vitreous beauty bore into the jealous soul of the beetle, was carried off on the wind. 

 

After a time she came to a nest of young finches, whose mother bent busily over 

them and dropped mouthfuls of food into their upturned beaks.  At the sound of their 

insistent chirping, the butterfly smiled and settled on a nearby branch, where she had a 

good view of the baby birds. 

 

"I have always wanted to be part of a large, happy family such as yours," she called 

presently to their mother.  "Might I sit here and tell your children a story, while you fly off 

again to fetch their dinner?" 

 

The butterfly's wings glistened in the sunlight as she spoke, and the baby birds 

stopped their high-pitched cries to stare open-mouthed at the regal picture she made 

against the backdrop of green leaves.  "Mommie, Mommie!" one bare little head finally 

shrieked.  "Mommie, get it!  Give it to us!"   

 

The mother finch drew herself up and opened her pointed beak in a hungry smile. 

 



THE BUTTERFLY’S WISH  Susannah Eanes 

Copyright © Susannah Eanes.  All rights reserved.  No portion of this work may be used, copied, printed, or distributed without 

express written permission of the copyright holder. 

 

"Dinner, you say?" she cackled.  "Why, yes, I think you will do quite nicely."  And as 

the butterfly watched with trembling wings, the bird suddenly swooped down and snatched 

at her.  Just in the nick of time she roused herself and escaped, horrified and baffled at the 

turn of events.  She fluttered off, far away from the nest of hungry birds, and counted herself 

lucky, though she flew with a heavy heart. 

 

The butterfly flew swiftly across the flower-strewn meadow, and soon she came to 

the creek.  There, on a moss-covered rock which stuck up out of the rippling water, sat an 

old green toad with wise, golden eyes.  The butterfly paused, and settled down to consider 

the toad.  The toad stared back, and by-and-by gave her a slow wink as he nodded his head 

in greeting. 

 

"Morning," said the toad politely. 

 

"Good morning, " answered the butterfly.  "How nice to see you, Friend Toad." 

 

The toad harrumphed loudly in amusement, and snapped at a wandering fly who 

flew too close to his warty head.  "You don't have to flatter me, mistress," he informed her, a 

strange light gleaming from within his bright golden eyes.  "I am perfectly aware that I am 

positively the ugliest thing you have seen today, and therefore cannot be nice to look upon."  

 

He sat back on the rock, and grunted again in self-mockery. 

 

"But, Mr. Toad," protested the butterfly, "It is nice to see you.  You are the first 

person that I have met today who seems glad to see me.  I have been looking to make a 

friend, and so far have only been ridiculed by a jealous beetle and nearly eaten by a hungry 

bird."  The butterfly's head drooped sadly.  "I would like to be your friend, if such a thing 

were possible." 
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The toad inclined his head in consideration.  "Poor, lovely creature," he answered 

gruffly.  "I am afraid I cannot help you.  You fly farther than I could ever hope to go, even 

though I am a strong jumper.  As beautiful as you are, you will grow tired of looking at me, 

for I am truly a loathsome sight.  Besides, the life of a butterfly is notoriously short, and 

spent in pursuit of simple pleasures.  No, I am not the one for you, dear child."  And before 

the butterfly could answer, he hopped off the rock, and swam away under the clear, 

bubbling stream. 

 

The butterfly sat for a moment, thinking.  She longed to explain to the toad that the 

things he spoke of did not matter, that she only wanted someone to laugh with, to talk with, 

to share secrets with, and those were the simple pleasures she so desperately sought.  But 

she knew that the old toad would never give her that chance, and he was clearly wiser than 

she.  She sighed, unfolding her radiantly purple wings, unaware that someone was watching 

their brilliance unfurl in the sunlight of the bright spring morning, and coveting it for her 

own. 

 

As she sprang up and caught the gentle breeze, gliding forward over the waving 

meadow grasses, she thought she heard a voice calling her name.  "Butterfly!  Oh, lovely 

butterfly!  Come back, do come back and talk!"  She turned, and fluttered back to the 

stream. 

 

A silver-finned trout was swimming back and forth just under the waterline, and as 

the butterfly caught sight of her she smiled and called out to her again, waving her fins in 

delighted greeting.  "I couldn't help overhearing as you spoke to Toad.  I know just how you 

feel, dear," the fish gurgled.  

 

"We beauties ought to stick together, and look out for one another," she affirmed 

with a nod.  The butterfly alighted on a reed, intrigued by the trout's silver voice, that 

wisped over the water’s edge like the happy trill of a flute. 
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"Would you be my friend?" she asked in surprise. 

 

"Why, of course I would," answered the fish.  "Come a little closer, so that we may 

talk."  She thrashed her rainbow- colored tail excitedly.  The butterfly swooped to an old 

stick which was caught in the rocks, and bent her small head closer to the water, smiling at 

the brightly-colored trout. 

 

Suddenly the fish dove out of the water, straight at the little butterfly, who found 

herself showered with droplets of water.  She shook herself in amazement, and hopped 

quickly to a higher branch, out of reach of the thrashing trout.  "Dear fish, I cannot get wet, 

for then I cannot fly," wailed the dampened butterfly. 

 

"Yes," sang the fish, "I will douse you in the water, and all your brilliant colors will 

then run off and become mine.  I will be twice as beautiful," she laughed gleefully as she 

jumped clear of the current once more.  Fortunately, the butterfly was by now quite high 

above the water, and the fish 

could not manage to reach her.  She writhed and fumed about angrily under the butterfly's 

perch, until the insect's wings had dried and she was able to fly away to safety. 

 

By now the morning was quite gone, but the butterfly did not lose the hope that she 

would find her friend that day.  She lunched on a few sweet berries and tender leaves, 

reflecting on the things she had learned that morning.  It seemed that the beauty of her 

wings got in the way of her good intentions and for a moment she wished for a pair of dull 

brown ones.  Somewhere, she vowed, someone will be my friend and like me for what is 

inside, in spite of my appearance.  
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The afternoon wore on, and the butterfly met more animals she might have become 

friends with, but each time the story was the same --she was too pretty, and the animals 

resented, ridiculed, or were suspicious and afraid of her good intentions. 

 

By evening, she had traveled far from her meadow home, and found herself in a 

garden.  She rested on a high wrought iron fence behind the sweet-smelling lilac bushes, 

and tried not to think about her woefully poor luck.  But it was nearly nightfall, and she had 

failed in her goal of finding a new friend that day.  "There is always tomorrow," she told 

herself cheerfully.  "And I will travel as far as it takes to find that one true friend."  A 

movement on the garden path below caught her eye just as she was settling down to sleep 

for the night.  The butterfly gasped as she realized she had fluttered into the domain of -- a 

boy. 

 

The boy had a ball, tucked under his arm, and as she watched, he threw it high into 

the air.  It came back down and he threw it over and over again, seemingly trying to get it 

farther and farther each time.  From time to time it would land near the flowers that lined 

the yard, but instead of charging forward recklessly as the butterfly expected him to do in 

pursuit of the ball, the young boy picked his way carefully among the plants and did them 

no harm as he retrieved his toy.  The butterfly stared, fascinated by his golden curls, his 

eager movements, his sparkling laughter.  

 

She felt drawn to him, and yet, she was aware of the danger.  Here was a creature 

who could kill her with one swipe of his youthful fist.  He could possess her easily, if it 

interested him.  It was silly to imagine that he would want to be her friend. 

 

But as he tossed the ball once more, high into the air, something caused the butterfly 

to lift off gently into the wind and glide toward the outstretched arms of the boy.  He spied 

her, and stood still as she alighted upon his finger.  Her large wings shivered in the cool 
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evening breeze, but the movement only caused the waning light of the sun to flicker even 

more brightly across the blue-violet surfaces.  The ball fell to the ground, unnoticed. 

 

"Good evening," whispered the butterfly.  "You play so happily it was a joy to watch." 

 

The round blue eyes of the boy blinked.  "Where did you come from?" he asked, 

taking care not to move his fingers, but holding them very still, so as not to startle the 

beautiful winged creature who rested upon them.  "I have never seen anything quite so 

lovely as you are," he added, "The colors of your wings blend so mysteriously, I believe I 

could look at them all day and not see every one." 

 

The butterfly answered,  "I flew from the meadows beyond the wood.  I have been in 

search of a friend with whom to share my adventures, but everyone looks at these wings and 

distrusts me, tries to possess me, or is too blinded by jealousy to allow me to come near.  I 

do not want to live out my days in loneliness, so do what you will.  I accept whatever fate 

you decide will be mine, for I am weary of being misunderstood."  She bowed her dark head, 

and closed her wings silently. 

 

Gently, the boy placed the butterfly on the leaf of a gardenia bush.  "Go to sleep, 

butterfly," he said mildly.  "You have found your friend." 

 

The butterfly's wings opened again with a joyous flutter.  "I have?" she asked.  "Who 

can it be?" 

 

The boy laughed delightedly at the butterfly's confusion.  "Why, myself, of course," 

he answered.  "I would very much like to be your friend." 

 

And in the days that followed, that is what they most certainly became, as they 

shared jaunts across the meadow, told stories to each other, played games with one another.  
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The heart of the little butterfly became quite full and she was both glad and grateful to the 

boy for his companionship.   The boy, secure in his own world, had learned to accept the 

good things which were given him without prejudice, and so was able to experience a small 

miracle which might not have come to him otherwise. 

 

And so it was, unto the end of her days. 


