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BROOKLYN and the Dancing 
Butterflies 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Once upon a time, there was a young girl called 

BROOKLYN. She got up extra early, because last 

night she was promised there would be 

something red and magical outside for her, in the 

morning. And there was! BROOKLYN got a special surprise. On 

her back lawn was a magic red helicopter, and she was allowed 

to go for a ride in it! 

 
It only looked small but when she got up close she 

could see there was a Nana in there, who said 

"Hop in, BROOKLYN and let's go for a ride."  

 

She smiled and said to BROOKLYN “I know you 

love ballerinas and dancing. You take very good 

care of your little sister, and you make sure she 

never eats anything she shouldn’t. I know you are 

very brave, too, and I love your Supergirl outfit. 

 
BROOKLYN, it’s never too early or too late to have a birthday ride 

in our magic red helicopter. We have a long way to go and things 

to see, so let’s get started.” 

 

BROOKLYN can be a little shy, but she hopped in and away they 

went, in the twinkling of an eye. "What are we going to see, 

Nana?" she asked.  

 

“Well, I don’t expect to see any ballerinas, but we are off to see 
some amazing and beautiful butterflies. They always remind me 

of ballerinas, the way they dance in the sky.  Do you like 

butterflies, BROOKLYN?” Nana Lesley asked.  
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“We will have our magic red helicopter flying with its special 

shield of invisibility up, so no one can see us or hear us.  

 

Of course, when we get to where the butterflies live, we will have 

to put the shield down, or we won’t be able to see and talk to 

them.” 

 

“But where are we going, to see and talk to butterflies, Nana?” 
said BROOKLYN, “and how can we talk to them? Tell me, quick, 

quick, quick!”   

 

Nana laughed.  “I am a naughty tease, aren’t I, BROOKLYN?  We 

are going to meet some giant butterflies who live in different 

places and because we have a magic red helicopter and I have 

some magic fairy dust, we can do it.  

 

“How can we do it, Nana?” asked BROOKLYN. 
 

"Aha," said Nana, "let’s go and find out.”  First, she and 

BROOKLYN flew over the desert and the mountains, to the 

rainforest of the Amazon.”  Below them, they could see the green 

leaves of the trees, lakes of water, and wonderful waterfalls 

running into them from the mountains. 

 

Before they could land, Nana asked 

BROOKLYN to open the little chest of 

magic fairy dust sitting on the floor of the 
helicopter, in front of her feet.  “Just open 

it up and sprinkle about a teaspoon full all 

around us,” Nana said. 

 

BROOKLYN did that and suddenly she, and Nana, and the magic 

red helicopter were very tiny.  About the size of a fly!  “Oh, my 

goodness!” said BROOKLYN.  “How are we ever going to get 

home, and be our real size again, Nana?” 

 
Nana laughed.  “Don’t worry, BROOKLYN,” she said. “We have 

done this hundreds of times.  We just sprinkle the magic fairy 

dust and we get back to our proper size.  But we stay invisible, 

because we don’t want anything in the jungle to eat us, do we?” 
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They landed on a big leaf, 

and right alongside them 

was the most beautiful 

caterpillar BROOKLYN had 

ever seen.  It had so many 

different colours on it: 

yellow, black, and brown. 

It had red spikes and it 
was furry, too. 

 

“It looks beautiful, doesn’t it, BROOKLYN,” said Nana Lesley. “But 

we won’t touch it. Those hairs can give you a nasty sting. That’s 

one of the amazing things about nature. The brighter and more 

attractive the insect, usually means they are dangerous or nasty 

to eat.  

 

As these caterpillars eat their jungle pea leaves, they accumulate 
a poison which doesn’t hurt them, but it stays in their body even 

after they become butterflies.  So, birds know not to eat those 

butterflies or their caterpillars, because of their bright colours.” 

 

“Wow, Nana,” said BROOKLYN “I didn’t know that.” 

 

“Would you like to talk to the caterpillar?” asked Nana. “It won’t 

hurt us to just talk to it.”  “Yes, please,” she said.  So Nana 

Lesley turned off the invisibility shield, so the caterpillar could see 

them.  
  

"BROOKLYN, what are you doing here?" asked the caterpillar. 

 

BROOKLYN said "I have come with Nana Lesley and we are 

looking for the dancing butterflies. Have you seen them? And 

who are you?”  

 

“Well,” said the caterpillar, “the only dancing butterflies I know 

about is the one I am going to be, when I grow up.  I am going 
to be one of the biggest and most beautiful, blue dancing 

butterflies in the world,” he said proudly.  “I have to have a long 

sleep first, so I am not quite sure how it happens, but I know I 

will be very beautiful when I wake up.” 
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“Hmmm,” said BROOKLYN.  “I am not sure 

about that.  It sounds a bit unlikely. What are 

those green things hanging over there, on the 

tree branch?”   

 

The caterpillar laughed. “They are my brothers 

and sisters, and they are already having their 

sleep. I just want to eat a bit more and get a bit 
bigger, first, before I get into my green 

pyjamas.  

 

I am going to be the biggest dancing butterfly in the jungle!”  He 

started wriggling away and BROOKLYN didn’t mind that he was 

going.  

 

“What are they, Nana?” she asked. “I am sure they are not 

caterpillars in pyjamas!  He’s a bit of a boaster, too. I am not 
sure I like him very much.” 

 

“Well, BROOKLYN,” Nana said, “he is going to be very beautiful 

when he gets out of his “pyjamas” as he calls them. He is a Blue 

Morpho and those green things are called a “chrysalis.”   

 

When he is ready to start turning into a butterfly, he will crawl up 

onto a branch, and secure himself to it. He starts making a hard 

green shell inside his skin, and then his old skin splits open and 

the chrysalis hangs there for a week or so.” 
 

“We won’t tell him, but he actually turns into a 

kind of soup, inside the chrysalis, and out of 

that soup the magnificent butterfly is created.  

It happens with all butterflies, and moths, and 

flies, and bugs, too.  Some of them make 

cocoons, but they all turn to soup! 

 

Quite a transformation, don’t you think?” 
 

It’s actually called ‘metamorphosis’ and you say it ‘meta-morf-o-

sis.’  It’s used when a creature makes an abrupt change from 

being one kind of thing, to become another.” 
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BROOKLYN was quite amazed.  “Nana,” she said, “what will he 

look like, when he is remade out of the soup?” 

 

“He will be a beautiful butterfly. His wings will be a bit crumpled 

when he first comes out, but after a couple of hours they dry and 

he will be able to spread them and start flying and dancing 

through the jungle,” Nana said. 

 
Just then, another Blue 

Morpho came dancing by.  

BROOKLYN watched him 

as his iridescent wings 

fluttered in the sunlight.  

 

“He will indeed be the 

most beautiful butterfly 

when he gets out of his 
chrysalis pyjamas,” she 

said. 

 

“He can be up to eight inches across his wings, one of the largest 

in the world.  Because he is the male, he lives for about a month, 

after he comes out and starts dancing about in the forest.  The 

girl butterflies don’t live very long after they have laid their eggs, 

and they are not even blue.  So, you can see why the caterpillar 

is a bit full of himself,” Nana laughed.  

 
“They get their name “Morpho” 

because they are a completely 

different colour and pattern 

underneath their wings. As they 

slowly flap about in the jungle, their 

colour goes from brown to blue, and 

back again.  It’s as if they instantly 

change from being one creature to 

another.  
 

When they land and close up their wings, you can see how 

different they look.  They also have lots of fake eyes on their 

wings, to keep birds from eating them.  
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When they are showing their brown colours, it’s not a warning 

they are poisonous, like it is when they show off their blue wings. 

Can you see the eyes?” Nana asked. 

 

“Hello, BROOKLYN,” said the butterfly, as he landed alongside 

them on the leaf.  “What are you doing here?”  

  

“It’s my birthday magic helicopter ride,” she said, “and Nana 
Lesley has brought me to see you all dancing.” 

 

“Then, come with me,” said the butterfly, and he opened up his 

closed brown wings with its big eyes, to show his magnificent 

blue wings, and lift up off the leaf. He started slowly flapping his 

wings open and closed, as he danced his way down to the jungle 

floor. This way and that, he flew, changing in an instant from 

blue to brown, and back again. BROOKLYN was entranced.  “Look 

at him, Nana Lesley,” she said. “Isn’t he fabulous?” 
 

BROOKLYN and Nana Lesley got back into the magic red 

helicopter and started following the huge blue butterfly. In the 

sunlight, his wings gleamed like jewelled satin. BROOKLYN had to 

watch him very closely, because he kept “disappearing” as he 

went back to being brown.  “Don’t lose track of him,” Nana said. 

“I can’t dance the helicopter around, and I have to keep my eyes 

on where we are going.” 

 

As the magic red helicopter tried 
keeping up with him, they flew 

close to a pair of Morpho sitting 

on a leaf. “Wow,” said 

BROOKLYN. “Look at them! They 

are not brown underneath.” 

 

“That’s because there are a lot of 

different kinds of Morpho 

butterflies, BROOKLYN,” Nana said. “They all have pretend “eyes” 
under their wings, but they are not all as big and brash as our 

caterpillar friend,” she laughed. 
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As they followed the 

Morpho butterfly, they saw 

a white one! That really 

was a surprise. “The White 

Morpho usually lives in 

Mexico, but it is a very 

high flying butterfly,” Nana 

said.  
 

“It flies very fast, too, and 

sometimes wanders South 

to as far as Costa Rico. When they open their wings, they are 

white and in the sunlight they are almost transparent.”   

 

BROOKLYN could hardly believe her eyes. It was so beautiful. 

 

Down on the jungle floor, in a patch of sunlight which streamed 
through the foliage above them, a group of Morpho butterflies 

were resting around a pool of water, and some rotting leaves.  

 

“That’s how they feed,” Nana said. “They have no teeth, but a 

long tube called a proboscis, and with it, they suck up water, the 

nectar from flowers, and the juice from rotting vegetation. It’s 

like a built in straw, and when they are not feeding, it’s curled up 

like a spring.” 

 

Nana and BROOKLYN landed 
close to the butterflies and Nana 

Lesley opened up her backpack 

and took out a slice of orange. 

 

She put it on the ground, and in 

no time at all, the Morpho 

butterflies came to suck the 

sweet juice from the orange slice. 

 
“How did you know to do that, Nana?” asked BROOKLYN.  

 

“When I was in New York,” she said, “I went to the Museum of 

Natural History to see the dinosaur skeletons. I love dinosaurs!  
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They had a butterfly house there, and I have also been up to 

Montreal in Canada, to see the Butterflies Go Free exhibition. It’s 

on every year and it’s just amazing. They have thousands of 

butterflies dancing around in a huge greenhouse, full of plants 

and flowers. There are lots of chrysalis, too, and you can watch 

all kinds of butterflies coming out and getting ready to fly.  

 

I saw some of the big white 
Morpho butterflies there, 

BROOKLYN. It was like 

watching giant snowflakes 

drifting around. Or maybe 

tissues, blowing in the wind.  

 

They reminded me of the 

lovely ballerinas from Swan 

Lake, too, as they danced 
about.” 

 

“But, it’s back in the magic red helicopter for us – we are off to 

Australia, where I live, because we have wonderful dancing 

butterflies of our own,” she said. With a sprinkle of magic fairy 

dust, they zoomed across the great Pacific Ocean to the 

Queensland Rain Forest.  

 

“I didn’t know Australia had rain forest,” BROOKLYN said. “I 

thought you just had a lot of desert, and some nice beaches.”  
Nana laughed. BROOKLYN noticed that she laughed a lot. 

 

“Australia is an amazing country and we 

have creatures here which live nowhere else 

in the world.  

 

Like kangaroos and koalas, and wombats 

and dingos. But we will have to meet them 

another day.  
 

Today, we are looking for Swallowtail 

dancing butterflies.” 
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“Do you know,” Nana asked, “that a butterfly’s wings have no 

colour? The colours come from thousands of tiny scales which 

cover their wings and reflect the light.  

 

Their scientific name is Lepidoptera (lep-i-dopt-era) which 

actually means “scaly wings”. That doesn’t sound too romantic 

for a beautiful dancing butterfly, does it, BROOKLYN?” 

 
As the magic red helicopter settled down in the tropical rainforest 

of Queensland, the dancing butterflies didn’t even know it was 

there. With its shield of invisibility and silent running mode, Nana 

Lesley could take it anywhere, without disturbing the creatures 

they had come to see. 

 

Above them, in the canopy, BROOKLYN could see them. “Oh, 

Nana,” she said. “They are truly dancing. They are the ballerinas 

of the forest.” 
 

“This superb Swallowtail 

butterfly is as big as a Morpho, 

and is one of over 400 kinds of 

butterflies in Australia,” Nana 

told her.  

 

“Our butterflies go from giants 

to tiny little things which 

disappear inside a flower. 
 

Beside them, on a thin stick, they 

watched a swallowtail caterpillar 

making his way. He was not a 

gaudy as the Morpho caterpillar, 

but quite beautiful just the same. 

 

“BROOKLYN, do you know he will 

grow so much from when he first 
comes out from the egg, he will 

have to moult, perhaps up to five times? The Morpho might moult 

eight times.” 
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“What is moulting, Nana?” asked BROOKLYN.  “Well, it’s what 

happens when the caterpillar gets too big for his skin. He grows 

from the inside out, and as he gets bigger and bigger, his skin 

won’t fit him. It’s too tight.  

 

So, he anchors himself to a branch with some silk, from the back 

end of his body. He pulls his head out of his old skin (his 

exoskeleton, if you want to be a bit technical), and then gradually 
walks himself out of his old skin. It takes about a day, to get out 

of his old skin, and for the new one to get nice and hard. He puffs 

himself up with air, while the new skin is going hard, so he will 

have room to grow inside it. And then – he eats the old skin. 

Yuk!”  

 

“Have you read The Very Hungry Caterpillar, BROOKLYN? Well, 

it’s a bit funny they never tell you in that story he has to change 

his outside skin five times or more, on his way to becoming a 
butterfly.” 

 

“Do all caterpillars have to moult, 

Nana Lesley?” asked BROOKLYN. 

“Yes, they do. And so do spiders, 

and crabs, and snakes.  

 

Actually, even your cat and dog 

has a moult every year, but they 

don’t walk out of their skins to do 
it!” Nana Lesley giggled.  

 

“They just shed their fur. It’s creatures with hard shelled outsides 

which have to moult, because their skin doesn’t keep growing, 

like ours does.” 

 

While BROOKLYN and Nana Lesley were talking, they were 

watching exquisitely coloured butterflies, dancing overhead, or 

feeding on flowers close to where they had landed in the magic 
red helicopter 
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An enormous Birdwing 

fluttered down and landed 

right alongside them, showing 

off his emerald and black 

colours.  

 

“Hello, BROOKLYN,” he said. 

“What are you doing here?”  
 

“Nana Lesley is showing me 

some Queensland dancing butterflies,” she said. “We have been 

to meet a Morpho, in Mexico, but you are bigger than he is! And 

you are very beautiful.” 

 

“Thank you, BROOKLYN,” he said. “It’s nice of you to say so. We 

try to be kind to one another here, because we are all very bright 

and beautiful. I hear the Morpho can be a little bossy.”  
 

“Well, only his caterpillar!” said BROOKLYN. “He definitely was 

very bossy and thought he was so beautiful. But the Morpho 

butterfly was very nice to me.”  

 

“Well,” Nana said, “it’s time we were off, BROOKLYN, because 

there is a very special butterfly I want you to see. I saw them in 

New York, and they don’t have them here in Australia. Mr. 

Birdwing, what do you think about butterflies you can see right 

through, like glass?” 
 

The Birdwing let his wings go 

slowly up and down. “I have 

heard of them and they are 

very small,” he said. “We have 

some here, you know. The 

boys have some colour in their 

bottom wings, but the girls are 

quite plain. Shiny, though. But 
I couldn’t say they are actually 

transparent.”  

 

Just then, they saw one come dancing down and landed near 

them. “Well, thank you, Mr. Birdwing,” said Nana Lesley.  “I see 
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she is a swallowtail. The ones I saw in New York were much 

smaller than she is and from a different family. I want BROOKLYN 

to see them, before I take her home. They are really clear, like 

glass.  I saw them at the Butterflies Go Free exhibition in 

Montreal, as well as in New York. They do come from Mexico, 

though.” 

 

“Goodbye, Mr. Birdwing,” said BROOKLYN, as she and Nana 
Lesley got back into the magic red helicopter. She is always 

polite, and says “please” and “thank you.”  With a pinch of magic 

fairy dust, they were gone. 

 

Into the New York Museum of Natural History they flew, so fast 

and so small, no one even knew they were there. Right past the 

giant dinosaur skeleton, guarding the front door. BROOKLYN 

laughed. “Nana,” she said. “I think we flew between his ribs!” 

 
They flashed past the skull of a 

pterodactyl, on their way, giggling 

as they went.  

 

“They would be so surprised to 

know we are here,” Nana said. 

 

Down through the rooms and into 

the green house at the very end. 

 
Nana landed the magic red helicopter near a tray full of fruit, 

which is what they use to feed the butterflies. 

 

“We won’t need our own orange slices, 

for this,” Nana said. But in fact, the 

butterflies were feeding on the flowers 

spread about the greenhouse.  

 

“You can see how small they are, 
compared to the Morpho and the 

Swallowtails, and Mr. Birdwing,” Nana 

Lesley said to BROOKLYN. 
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“Yes, they are really very small,” she replied. “It’s hard to believe 

you can see right through their wings!” 

 

“If you look closely, you can see his 

tongue, curled up in front of his head,” 

Nana said. 

 

“Oh yes!” said BROOKLYN excitedly. “I can 
see it!  It’s his proboscis,” she giggled. 

 

 

 

 

It was time for the Museum to close. “It’s time to take you home, 

too, BROOKLYN,” Nana said. “It’s been a busy day. So, what do 

you think? You have met beautiful butterflies who dance through 

the jungle and the rainforest. Even white butterflies who dance 
like ballerinas.  

 

You have met a big caterpillar who thinks he is the most beautiful 

one in the world, and you have seen butterflies with transparent 

wings. I hope you have enjoyed yourself.” 

 

“It’s been a fabulous day, Nana Lesley,” said BROOKLYN.  “I have 

such a big story to tell my Aunty, and my Mum, and all my 

friends. My little sister Laney will be so pleased to hear all about 

it.” 
 

It had taken the magic red helicopter almost no time at all to 

bring BROOKLYN home. She gave Nana a hug, tumbled out of the 

helicopter, and went running towards her house. “Hey, 

BROOKLYN, don’t forget your magic butterfly,” said Nana.  

 

BROOKLYN ran back to get it, and then she stopped, waved and 

watched Nana and her helicopter fly away. 

 
"Happy Birthday, BROOKLYN!" she called. "I hope you had a 

lovely day. I hope to see you again, very soon. Don't forget to 

tell your friends and maybe we can go flying again.  
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When you go to bed tonight, look up at the stars, BROOKLYN.  

 

You will see the trail of magic fairy dust we left behind us, as we 

flew about the world. Goodnight! And in a twinkle, she was gone! 
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What’s Waiting For You On The 
Website! 
Personalised Stories for Children. 

Children love nothing more than hearing and seeing their own 

names in the stories, as you read with them. We write 

personalised stories for children in two key reading ages.  

 

Reading age 6-8  

Vivid pictures, your child’s own 

name and the fun of learning make 

these stories ideal for youngsters 
who are beginning to read, or for 

those whose reading skills could 

use a little coaching. 

 

 

 

Reading age 8-11 

A story full of bright pictures, with 

their own name through it, and 
having adventures in a magic red 

helicopter is proven to appeal to 

kids of this age.  

They love it! They can let their 

best friend come too. 

 

 

Children with a reading age of 10+ 

really love the full size stories.  

More experienced readers find a 
wealth of information in these 

stories, while continuing the Stories 

My Nana Tells mission of 

engagement, entertainment and 

education.  

 

You order them on the website  

http://storiesmynanatells.com 
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New publications now available 
 

Ulla Bird and the Pit Ponies 

An engaging children's story about a 
canary, and a brief history of how the 

birds and pit ponies were used in the 

coal mines until recent times. 

Recommended by a seven year old, who 

told us “this is the best, best story I 

have ever heard, and My Little Pony is never going down a coal 

mine.” 

NOW AVAILABLE ONLINE AND IN PRINT 

http://storiesmynanatells.com 

Hey Dude! Who Moved My Gumnuts? 
 

A compelling story of Black Cockatoos, 

their food, habitat, and community 

actions to support their long term 

survival.  

 

An essential read for children and 
parents who care about the future of Western Australia's iconic 

wildlife. 

 

Listed in the Education section of the Forests for Life website, 

sales of this book are supporting the #SeedFeedFund for Black 

Cockatoo Rehabilitation and Release in the South West of W.A. 

NOW AVAILABLE ONLINE AND IN PRINT 

http://storiesmynanatells.com 
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Waiting in the Rain 
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He Looks Just Like Elvis 

An Echidna for your Birthday, Angus 

Star Light, Star Bright 
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Ulla Bird and the Pit Ponies 

Jacob and the Alpacas 

Bella meets Splinter and his Friends 
Brooklyn and the Dancing Butterflies 

 

Introduction:        Brooklyn and the Dancing Butterflies 

 

Description:         A short personalised story for boys and girls 

aged about 6-10, offered with the child’s own name, but the 

same storyline.  It’s a story introducing the life cycle of butterflies 
in such a way as to engage the child in the process, and tell them 

a little about butterflies from different countries. 
 
 
First published in 2017 by the author. 
© Copyright Vivian Lesley Dewar  
 
This work is copyright. Apart from any use permitted under the Copyright Act 1968, no part 
may be reproduced by any process, nor may any other exclusive right be exercised, without 
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