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By Isabella Gordon



Everything is dark.

1t fFeels like T have been stuck inside for years but ]
am happy being here. ] am safe.

1 do sometimes peak out the little hole ih my
COCOON tO see wWhat is going outside...

1 Can see a glimmer of the blue sky,

1 Cah hear the birds singing and the bees buzzing.
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1 kKhow what You are thinking... why don’t ] go out
ahd )oin them?
The truth is T want to... but I am afraid.
1 was always very shy when I used to play outside.

The other insects teased me and Called me hames.

“Say something

Rosie! You are

no fun”

Now I am ih my cocoonh, hobody
talKks tO0 me... except Ahnhabelle.



Anhabelle comes into the garden to talk to me every day.

She reaches up to the tree where my cocoon hanhgs ahd
whispers, “Come out little butterfly, I Cant wait to see
your beautiful wings.”

IF 1 look through my peep hole, I Canh see her
plaYying with the other butterflies.

1 see the Vibraht colours and patterns oh their
wings that flutter in the sKy.

Still, T am way too sCared to join them...too

many things
could go wronsg.

What if |

What if |

can’t keep up?



The next day, ] woke up to the sounhd Of voices outside
my Cocoon.

1 listened ahd my heart sank. Anhnhabelle ahd the
butterflies are moving.

1 am going to be |eft behind. All on my own forever.

Maybe it is time to break free and join them?
This could be my last Chanhce to see Anhnabelle...

“We are going to
follow Annabelle to

her new house.”’

“But what

about Rosie?”’



After

lots
ahd
lots

and
lots

Of thinking, I have
deCided ] am going to
break free and g0 with
Annabelle and the
butterflies.

Don’t get me wrong, T am

Still SCared.

Really SCared

but I am trYing to be brave.

Deep breath, I am coming

outin...
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T openh my eyes ahd ] see... nothing.

1t didh’t work!

1 am still ih my cocoon.

What should | do? What should | do?

Wait...what is that hoise?




It must be Annabelle and the
butterflies getting ready to |eaVve.

1 decCide to Close my eyes agaih but this
time, 1 saY over ahd over again...

“I can do this’’

“I belleve n

myself”’

“I am

brave’’

“l can’t go
without

Rosie!”’



All Of 3 sudden, there was a jolt Of light.

1 looked around ahd could see the
bright blue sKky.

1 turned arouhd ahd Saw MY wonderful
wings fluttering.

The beautiful colours dazzling in the
sunlight.

Now, T heed to follow Anhhabelle and
others before they go!



1 Flapped my wings as fast as ]
could and then ] saw them...

Anhnabelle ahd the butterflies were

waiting for me.

I smiled as she told me how
beautiful ] looked.

Titme for this adventure

t0 begin!




It is a new day.

1 am plaYing hide and seek with Anhnhabelle

ahd the other butterflies in our hew
garden.

After all this time, I Ffihally feel like ]
belonsg.
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