
The First Flight of Baby Butterfly

Baby Butterfly was very small, so small that the petals of a single daisy felt like a wide playground
beneath her feet. Her wings were soft, round, and painted with gentle colors that shimmered when
the morning light touched them. She lived in a sunny garden near a quiet town square where
children laughed, music floated from open windows, and flowers grew in neat rows beside stone
paths. Baby Butterfly had just one big dream in her tiny heart. She wanted to learn how to fly all by
herself.Every morning, she watched other butterflies glide through the air with ease. They twirled,
dipped, and landed wherever they pleased. Baby Butterfly tried to copy them, but her wings
trembled every time she lifted them.-I want to fly like you,-she said softly to a bright butterfly named
Fluttershy, who was resting on a rose nearby.-Everyone starts small,-Fluttershy replied with a warm
smile.-Wings learn through patience, not rushing.Baby Butterfly nodded, but her chest still felt tight
with worry. She hopped from leaf to leaf, practicing tiny flaps. The air moved, but she stayed close to
the ground.Later that day, she met Heimlich near a patch of colorful flowers. Heimlich was cheerful
and round, always humming while he munched on snacks.-Hello little one,-Heimlich said
kindly.-Why do you flap so hard and go nowhere-I am scared,-Baby Butterfly admitted.-What if I
fallHeimlich laughed gently, not in a teasing way, but in a comforting one.-Falling is how wings learn
where to go,-he said.-Even I rolled many times before I became who I am.Those words stayed with
Baby Butterfly. As the sun moved across the sky, she practiced again and again. Her wings grew
tired, and her eyes filled with tears.-Maybe I am not meant to fly,-she whispered to herself.A soft
voice answered her from nearby.-Every wing has its moment,-said Miss Spider, who was carefully
fixing her silk home.-You cannot rush growth. You must feel it.Baby Butterfly sat quietly, listening to
the gentle sounds of the town. Footsteps, laughter, distant bells. She closed her eyes and breathed
slowly. She remembered why she wanted to fly, not to be fast or perfect, but to feel free.The next
morning, something felt different. Her wings felt lighter. The air felt friendly. She climbed onto a
smooth stone warmed by sunlight and looked around.-This is my moment,-she said with courage in
her voice.She flapped once. Then twice. Her feet lifted just a little, then touched the stone
again.-You did it,-Fluttershy cheered from above.-AgainBaby Butterfly tried once more. This time,
she rose higher. The ground moved away, slowly and gently. Her heart raced, but she did not panic.
She remembered Heimlich's words and Miss Spider's calm voice.-I am flying,-she cried, her voice
shaking with joy.She floated over flowers, past benches, and around a tall fountain where water
danced in the air. Children pointed and smiled, and Baby Butterfly felt proud, not because others
were watching, but because she believed in herself.When she finally landed, everyone gathered
around her.-You found your wings,-Fluttershy said warmly.-I always had them,-Baby Butterfly
replied.-I just needed to trust them.That evening, as the sky turned soft and quiet, Baby Butterfly
rested on her favorite daisy. Her wings were tired, but her heart was full.-Tomorrow, I will fly
again,-she whispered happily.And with that thought, Baby Butterfly closed her eyes, knowing that
even the smallest wings can carry the biggest dreams.
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