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Lily was seven years old, and she loved her garden more than

anything. But her favorite time was nighttime, when the moon

rose high and the world grew quiet. Her small backyard was

full of secret wonders. While everyone else slept, Lily put on

her yellow garden boots and her soft blue pajamas with tiny

white stars. She tiptoed outside to see what the night would

bring.
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In Lily's garden, there were special flowers that bloomed only

at night. Their petals were pale white and soft lavender, and

their centers glowed like tiny lanterns. They opened when the

moon was bright and closed when the sun came up. Lily

watered them every evening with her small green watering

can. She made sure their leaves were dewy and their stems

stood tall. These were her night flowers, and she loved them

dearly.
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One clear evening, when the moonlight glowed silver and

bright, something magical happened. A tiny butterfly fluttered

into the garden. Its wings were pale silver-blue, glowing softly

like moonlight itself. It left a trail of shimmering dust as it flew.

Lily gasped. "Oh, you're beautiful!" she whispered. The

butterfly danced around the night flowers and landed gently

on a lavender petal. It had faint moon-shaped markings on its

wings, and its antennae sparkled.
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The moon butterfly visited only Lily's night flowers. It sipped

nectar from the glowing centers and rested on the dewy

leaves. Lily watched from her window, not wanting to scare it

away. She noticed that the butterfly seemed shy and gentle. It

stayed only while the moonlight touched the petals. When a

cloud passed over the moon, the butterfly hid among the

leaves. Lily knew she had to keep the flowers safe for her rare

visitor.
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The next evening, Lily hurried outside with her watering can.

She watered each night flower carefully, making sure the soil

was just right. She pulled tiny weeds that might crowd the

stems. She whispered to the flowers, "Please grow strong and

bright for our friend." The moon rose, and the flowers opened

wider than before. Their glow was soft and inviting. Lily hoped

the moon butterfly would return.
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And it did! The moon butterfly floated over the garden like a

tiny glowing star. It greeted each night flower with a gentle

flutter. Then it flew close to Lily and hovered near her face.

She felt a tiny breeze from its wings. "Hello again," she said

softly. The butterfly circled her twice, as if saying hello, then

settled on a flower. Lily smiled, her hazel eyes shining with joy.

She felt lucky to have such a magical friend.
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Every night after that, Lily took good care of her night flowers.

She watered them when the soil was dry. She covered them

with a light cloth on windy nights to keep them warm. She

checked their leaves for little bugs and gently removed them.

Her care made the flowers grow bigger and brighter. The

moon butterfly came back each night, drawn by the glowing

blooms. Lily learned that rare beauty deserves care.
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One evening, a strong wind blew through the garden. Lily

worried about her night flowers. She ran outside in her star

pajamas and yellow boots. The wind bent the slender stems,

and the petals trembled. Lily quickly tied the stems to small

sticks for support. She sheltered the flowers with her body

until the wind died down. The moon butterfly waited nearby,

fluttering anxiously. Lily's care kept the flowers safe.
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After the wind, Lily saw that one night flower had lost some

petals. Its glow was faint. She gave it extra water and spoke

kind words to it. "You'll get better," she promised. The moon

butterfly seemed to understand. It hovered over the weak

flower and sprinkled it with shimmering dust. Slowly, the

flower grew stronger. Lily was amazed. The butterfly's magic

helped, but her care made it possible.
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Lily realized that the moon butterfly and the night flowers

needed each other. The flowers gave the butterfly food and a

place to rest. The butterfly's magic helped the flowers glow.

And Lily's care kept them both safe. She felt proud to be part

of their secret world. Every evening, she prepared the garden

before the moon rose. She wanted everything to be perfect for

her nighttime friends.
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One night, the moon butterfly did something new. It landed on

Lily's finger and stayed there for a long moment. Its tiny

antennae sparkled, and its wings glowed softly. Lily held her

breath. "Thank you for taking care of us," a tiny voice seemed

to whisper in her mind. Lily's heart swelled with happiness.

She knew the butterfly trusted her completely. She promised

to always protect the night flowers.
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From then on, Lily's garden became famous among the

nighttime creatures. Other butterflies and moths visited, but

none were as special as the moon butterfly. It always returned

to the glowing night flowers. Lily kept watering and caring for

them. She learned that when you take care of something

beautiful, it rewards you with its presence. The moon butterfly

was her secret friend, and she loved it dearly.
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Lily's care made the night flowers bloom brighter than ever.

Their glow could be seen from her window, a soft light in the

darkness. The moon butterfly came every night, its silver

wings shimmering. Lily would sit on the grass and watch it

dance. Sometimes it would land on her shoulder and rest.

Those were the happiest moments of her day. She knew that

rare beauty deserves care.
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As the seasons changed, Lily continued to care for her garden.

She planted more night flowers and learned about their needs.

The moon butterfly remained a faithful visitor. Lily understood

that kindness helps wonderful things grow and return. She

shared her garden with her friends, teaching them to care for

the flowers too. The garden became a place of magic and

friendship, all because of a girl and a moon butterfly.
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One evening, Lily sat in her garden with a gentle smile. The

moon was full, and the night flowers glowed like tiny moons.

The moon butterfly fluttered around her, leaving a trail of

sparkles. Lily felt peaceful and happy. She knew that her care

made a difference. She whispered to the butterfly, "I'll always

take care of our flowers." The butterfly circled her once and

flew to the blooms.

15



And so, every night, the moon butterfly returns to say hello.

Lily waters her night flowers and keeps them safe. She knows

that rare beauty deserves care. Her garden is a reminder that

kindness and attention help wonderful things grow and return.

Lily learned that even a small girl can make a big difference

with a watering can and a caring heart. The moon butterfly

will always be her friend, thanks to her love and care.
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