
Friendship 

 

In October spring, a flower was alone. All the other flowers next her had fallen, because a big 

storm came suddenly and knocked them down.  

It was so windy and cold, still the weather is stormy. 

At the same time a caterpillar turned into a beautiful butterfly, but no other butterflies were 

there too, because they all had flown away to escape this stormy weather. 

The strong cold wind was blowing so hard and the butterfly was still weak from its change. 

He was fluttering up and down against the wind with his tiny wings. Then he grabbed on to 

something quickly. 

He heard a quiet voice, “Thank you for making me warm, because the wind was too cold”. 

He looked and there was a flower. She was so beautiful and white. 

The flower asked “what is your name”,  

Butterfly said “You can call me Flutter”, then Flutter asked the same thing from the flower. 

The flower said “My name is Daisy” 

Then Flutter fluttered off. 

Daisy was again alone and sad. 

 

It was November, Daisy saw that some plants began to grow next to her.  

But she was thinking of her butterfly friend, how he made her feel when she was really sad.  

Flutter was flying around from flower to flower for honey. One day he came to Daisy, but he 

didn’t know her. 

Futter went under and under lowest as he can to see Daisy’s face. He saw a flower with no 

smile. When she saw Flutter with glitter clear nice wings and baby pink body, she smiled 

little more. Flutter  didn’t want to drink honey from Daisy because she was looking very sad 

and weak. 

Flutter gently patted Daisy’s softest petals. Daisy felt little better, but she wasn’t still happy. 

She knew he would fly away again and she would be alone. 

Flutter flew away to his friends. In the meadow, he had made lot of friends. But he missed his 

first friend…..sad friend….alone friend….. 

He wanted to be there for her, be her friend always, cheer her up. 

He flew to her with all of his friends from the meadow. 

She was happy to see him and happy to see all the other butterflies. 

She never felt alone again, all thanks to her first friend. She was happy to have someone who 

cares for her.   


