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Butterflies
     A Papago Indian legend tells of the day that the Creator 
was watching some laughing and singing children at play. 
His heart was heavy as he thought: “These 
children will grow old and their skin will 
become wrinkled. Their hair will turn gray 
and they will lose their teeth. The young 
hunter’s arm will fail. The pretty young 
girls will become ugly and fat. The feisty 
puppies will go blind and turn into mangy 
dogs. The beautiful flowers will fade. Al-
ready autumn, the leaves will shrivel and 
drop to the ground.” The Creator grew sad-
der as he thought of the coming winter with 
its cold and lack of game and greenery.
     Yet the temperatures were still warm and 
the sun was shining. The Creator watched 
the yellow leaves being blown by the wind. 
He saw the blueness of the sky and the white of corn-
meal being ground by the women. “These colors should 
be preserved”, he thought. “I’ll make something for the 
children to enjoy.”
     The Creator took his bag and began gathering things: 
a spot of sunlight, a handful of blue from the sky, the 
whiteness of the cornmeal, a shadow from the playful 

children, the blackness of a beautiful girl’s hair, the yel-
low of the leaves, the green of the pine needles, and the 

red, purple, and orange from the flowers. As an 
afterthought, he also put the songs of the birds 
in his bag.
     The Creator then presented his bag to the 
children. When the children opened the bag, 
thousands of vibrantly colored butterflies be-
gan dancing about settling on the hair of their 
heads and sipping nectar from the many wild-
flowers. The children were enchanted and said 
that they had never seen anything so lovely.
     When the butterflies began to sing, a song-
bird flew up and rested on the Creator’s shoul-
der. In a scolding tone the bird told the Creator, 
“It isn’t fair that you gave our songs to these 
new pretty things. You told us that each bird 

would have his own song. Isn’t it enough that you gave 
them the colors of the rainbow?” Agreeing with the bird, 
the Creator took the songs back from the butterfly. That is 
why the butterfly is silent to this day. 

Dave Gibson is a photographer & writer focusing on the natu-
ral world around us.  His imagery can be found on his web site 
at www.davegibsonimages.com
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