The Butterfly by Patricia Polacco
Monique didn’t quite know why she woke up, but suddenly she saw a ghostly figure sitting just next to the window on the end of her bed. 

Since Monique was an only child, Denise was like a sister to her. 

They had learned to chat and laugh as if they had no cares in the world. 

Sevrine pulled up the door, and they both climbed down a very narrow set of stairs into a part of the cellar that Monique didn’t even know existed. 

Your mother made me promise that I would never come to your room again while you were there!

Pinouff was playing with the petals of the flowers as Monique cut them and put them in the basket, when all at once the cat crouched and made herself flat against the ground. 

She knew now she had to protect her friend. 

Monique collected things from the outside world for Sevrine to see and feel and touch. 

The girls took the butterfly to the open bedroom window and threw it into the night air, then stood and watched it until they couldn’t see it anymore. 

The girls looked at each other in sheer terror. 

It seemed that Monique, Sevrine, and Marcel had walked for miles in the darkness. 

After the car passed, the three sat without speaking. 

Suddenly the crowd behind Monique and her mother surged and pushed so hard that Monique lost Marcel’s hand. 

When Monique finally saw the familiar threshold of her front door, she pushed it open and climbed the stairs. 

And then one day, Monique and Marcel were planting next year’s bulbs in the garden, when Marcel suddenly gasped. 

Neighbor came out of their cottages and peered over the wall in wonder. 

