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Flora Flutterbye
Pattern

Cut each wing with fold line of pattern
on fold of material.
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ﬁora Flutterbye was as beautiful
as any flower that blossomed in the
Garden of Wonders. But, unlike the
flowers, Flora could fly, and, when she
flew, she was as light as a petal on a
breeze. But she had not always been so.

This is her story.

Once upon a time, a lovely butterfly
fluttered into a magic garden of inviting
colors and scents. Flitting from blossom
to blossom, she stopped and stretched
deep into their hearts to sip their sweet
nectar. When she tired, she would rest on

one of the bobbing leaves.

Once, after alighting on a leaf, she
delicately stepped to a place where the
leaf curved under, making a protected
place. There she did a surprising thing,

she laid a single egg.

The egg, so very tiny, that you could
barely see it, stuck to the branch, as if

glued there.

Not heeding to guard her egg, for
she knew it was quite safe and placed
carefully out of sight, the mother
butterfly flew away.
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Much time past and the little egg
did not change. Then, one day, just as
the morning sun rays reached into the
garden, a tiny split appeared across

the top of the egg.

Slowly, so very slowly, there crawled
out, no, not a butterfly, as you might
think, but a tiny little caterpillar. She
was only as long as your thumb nail, all
stripy and covered with soft, short

fuzz. She had many, many feet.
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As soon as all of her feet could
march together, she made her way
slowly along the leaf. When she
found the leaf’s tender edge, the
tiny caterpillar bobbed her head
this way and that, up and down.

Munch, munch, munch. What a
tasty lunch. In no time, she had
nibbled away the edge of the leaf,
getting plumper with each bite.

What an appetite that little

caterpillar hadl

Still hungry, but also curious, she
made her way down the stem, into the

garden.

There, on the ground, she met a new
friend, Mr. Shelltop, the snail. As they
crept along together, Mr. Shelltop
showed her where the juiciest plants

were to be found.
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But the little caterpillar did not stay

to visit long though, for it was getting
to be dihner time. When she got to the

next stem, up she climbed.

After all that hard work, the

caterpillar was hungrier than ever. When
she went off to look for more to eat, she
met with Dotty the Ladybug. Dotty was
very nice and complimented the

caterpillar on her lovely stripes.

After chewing on some particularly
tender leafs, the little caterpillar
started to feel very uncomfortable.
Her lovely stripy coat began to feel
quite painfully tight.

Modestly, she quickly hid behind a
large leaf, just as, (Oh, my!) her coat
started to split open. Slowly she
crawled out of it, leaving the old one
behind. Underneath, she was dressed
in a brand new striped coat, only this

ohe was roomier.

But, once again, our caterpillar was

too hungry to stay and chat for long.

Having enjoyed yet another meal, and
feeling plumper than ever, she then
began to feel curiously tired. Crawling up
a sturdy branch, and clasping onto it
with her little front feet, she decided to

take a nap.

Soon she fell into a strange deep
sleep. She dreamed, not of sweet green
leaves, but of beautiful blossoms, all

color and scent.
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While she slept, her new coat, which
had once again become too tight, now
also became curiously stiff, like a little
shell. The stripes disappeared and the

shell changed color to a deep gold.

On and on she slept. Now she
dreamt she was a flower, a flying flower

wafting in the air around the garden.

Now, free from the tight shell, she
stretched and stretched.

But, what had happened to her?
She wasn't a chubby little striped
caterpillar anymore. Now she was very
slim, and had delicate, long legs. And
what became of her fuzzy coat? She
now seemed to be wrapped up in a

curious crinkled leaf.

Days and nights passed, and still
she slept. When, at last, she finally
awoke, she found that she was trapped
in that hard little shell. She pressed
and pressed to free herself. Finally a
little crack appeared along the casing.
She continued to push, and bit by bit,

she wriggled her way out.

She waited there on the
branch, breathing slowly, trying to
make sense of all these changes.
That is when the most amazing

change happened.

As she waited, the crinkled
“leaf” on her back unfurled. It
straightened out and became
large, beautiful , multicolored wings.
Larger and straighter and stronger
they grew, as she fanned them to

dry them.



© Kit'n'Tales 2007 Sieglinde De Francesca All rights reserved.

Flora was far too flustered to thank
Hummy for her compliment. So she fanned
her wings again. Just then, a breeze came
and lifted her off the branch.

Just then Hummy the Bee came and
alighted on her branch. Hummy had thought
she was a flower, as her wings were so very

beautiful.

“Hello,” said Hummy. “You must be new

to the garden. What is your name?”

“Why, | don’t know,” she replied, still
quite confused by all that had happened to

her.

“Then | shall call you Flora, Flora
Flutterbye, since | thought you were a flower.
| don’t think | have ever seen such beautiful

wings before.”

Up and up she flew, fluttering here and
there, dancing on the breezes, alighting on
one flower after the other. In her delight she
had completely forgotten about being the

plump little caterpillar that she once was.

In time, Flora renewed her acquaintance
with those first three friends she had met in
the Garden of Wonders. (Do you remember
their names?) And they all lived together,

then, in joy and sunshine.

“Stars and moon and sun,

Now my story’s done”
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