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The Boy and the Golden
Butterfly

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



On a sunny Saturday morning, a boy named Leo stepped
outside his house. He had warm light-brown skin, messy wavy
chestnut hair, and large round hazel eyes that saw everything.
Freckles dotted his nose, and a small gap-toothed smile filled
his face. He wore his favorite mustard-yellow t-shirt, blue
denim shorts, and red canvas sneakers. In his green backpack,
he carried a notebook and a snack. Leo was the most curious
boy on his street.




Suddenly, something golden flashed in the sunlight. Leo
blinked. A beautiful butterfly with shimmering golden wings
fluttered past his nose. Its wings glowed with warm amber
light that pulsed softly. Tiny sparkles danced on the tips of its
antennae. It left a faint trail of golden dust in the air. Leo
gasped. "Wow!" he whispered. "You're the most beautiful thing
I've ever seen!"




The golden butterfly danced in the air, then fluttered toward
the end of the street. Leo grabbed his green backpack and
followed. "Wait for me!" he called. The butterfly paused,
glowing patiently, as if it understood. It led him past the
bakery, past the post office, and around a corner Leo had
never explored. His heart beat fast with excitement. Where
was it going?




The butterfly flew over a tall brick wall and disappeared. Leo
stopped. A rusty gate stood in the wall, half-hidden by ivy. He
pushed it open with a creak. Inside, an old botanical garden
lay quiet and still. Gray stone paths, empty flowerbeds, and
tangled vines everywhere. "It looks forgotten," Leo whispered.
But the butterfly glowed ahead, waiting.
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The butterfly fluttered deeper into the garden. Leo followed,
his red sneakers crunching on the gravel. The air smelled of
damp earth and old leaves. "Are you sure this is the right
way?" he asked. The butterfly circled a crumbling fountain and
landed on a cracked stone. It pulsed its golden light, as if
saying, "Look closer." Leo leaned in. Something green peeked
through the cracks.




Tiny green shoots pushed up between the stones! Leo knelt
and smiled. "You're alive!" he said. The butterfly lifted off and
led him to a corner where a single yellow flower bloomed. Its
petals were bright as sunshine. Leo pulled out his notebook
and drew it. "I'll call you the first surprise," he said. The
butterfly glowed brighter, as if pleased.
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The butterfly led Leo to a tumbledown greenhouse. Glass
panes were broken, and vines crawled over the roof. But
inside, Leo gasped. A rainbow of flowers—red, pink, purple—
grew wild and free. Butterflies and bees buzzed happily. "How
did you all get here?" Leo asked. The golden butterfly danced
above the blossoms. It seemed to say, "We've been here all
along."



Leo explored every corner of the greenhouse. He found a tiny
pond with water lilies, and moss carpeting the floor like a soft
green rug. He wrote in his notebook: "Hidden garden. Still
growing." The golden butterfly rested on a leaf, its glow soft
and warm. Leo felt like an explorer in a secret world. "I wish
everyone could see this," he said.
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Just then, Leo heard a rustle. An old man with a straw hat

peered through the greenhouse door. "Hello there!" the man
said. "I'm Mr. Chen. I used to take care of this garden." Leo's
eyes went wide. "You did? But it looks abandoned." Mr. Chen

sighed. "No one comes anymore. I thought it was lost." The
golden butterfly fluttered between them.
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"But it's not lost!" Leo said. "Look!" He pointed to the flowers
and the green shoots. Mr. Chen's eyes sparkled. "Well, I'll be,"
he said. "The garden has been waiting for someone curious to
find it." Leo grinned. "I followed a butterfly here," he said. "A
golden one." Mr. Chen chuckled. "Ah, the garden's little
guardian. It brings special visitors."
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Mr. Chen and Leo walked through the garden together. Mr.
Chen told stories about the plants and the seasons. Leo
showed him the yellow flower and the pond. "You know," Mr.
Chen said, "curiosity is like a key. It opens doors to hidden
beauty." Leo nodded. He liked that idea. The golden butterfly
landed on Leo's shoulder, its wings glowing gently in the
afternoon light.




Leo had an idea. "Can we clean up the garden?" he asked.
"Make it beautiful again?" Mr. Chen smiled. "I would love
that." They pulled weeds, swept paths, and cleared broken
glass. The golden butterfly fluttered around them, leaving
sparkles of dust. Leo's green backpack held tools and snacks.
By the end, the garden looked brighter. Even the gray stones
seemed to shine.
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As the sun began to set, the golden butterfly flew to the top of
the fountain. It glowed brighter than ever, then slowly faded
into a soft golden mist. "Goodbye!" Leo called. "Thank you!"
The mist swirled once and vanished. Mr. Chen put a hand on
Leo's shoulder. "It will be back," he said. "It always returns for
curious hearts." Leo smiled, feeling warm inside.

13




On Monday, Leo brought his friends to the garden. They
gasped at the bright flowers and green plants. "This was here
all along?" they asked. Leo nodded. "We just had to find it."
They planted new seeds and painted a sign: "Welcome to the
Secret Garden." Mr. Chen brought lemonade. The garden was
no longer forgotten. It was full of laughter and growing things.
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Leo learned that being curious can lead to wonderful
surprises. He learned that even hidden places can hold beauty.
And he learned that a little golden butterfly can change
everything. Every day after school, Leo visited the garden. He
always looked for a flash of gold. Sometimes, he was sure he
saw it—just for a moment—glowing in the sunlight.
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And if you ever see a golden butterfly, follow it. You never
know what beautiful things you might find. Leo still has his
notebook, filled with drawings of flowers and a golden
butterfly. On the first page, he wrote: "Curiosity reveals hidden
beauty." And he smiled his gap-toothed smile, ready for the
next adventure.
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