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Butterflies
by Charles Daughaday

At seventeen, a first date, such a serious boy, searching 
for some sign of manhood, father dead suddenly at
thirty-nine; in a borrowed car, parked a block from
the movies on the court square, town lights dark at 9:30, 
light rain on the windshield, the car’s ambience 
emanating from the girl sitting next to him. Some 
small talk, his nervous, but she, more experienced, 

empathized with him, leaned over and ever so gently,
placed her lips on his; there was a rush and heat, and 
an ineffable rapid vibration of tongue as she whispered 
“This is a butterfly kiss,” and he melted into his shoes 
and his soul soared as it fluttered into the night.

II

They sat on a bench on a day splashed with October
color and a wind rustling through the trees. From her nearby 
apartment through a huge open window music flowed,
“I am playing this for you, for us,” she said in her most 
unusual and musical voice. The young man was not 

familiar with it and knitted his brows, as she explained, 
it was “new” music from China, meant to break with the 
traditional. It meshed with the nature’s symphony and 
the strings of her voice to create an eerie chill in the 
young man. Then she said, “I have named it my 
‘Butterfly’ music,” and in him the chills of elation 
took wing and flew away with the music.

III

A Sunday walk in Nature’s cathedral, her sounds, not men’s,
fall and crisp. He began to notice that the bright-colored 
butterflies were accompanying his walk. There were tens, 
then hundreds, and then even more, all going southwest, 
such color, such wafting, such dancing; it made him dizzy 
with delight and he felt he too had left the earth and was 
flitting hither and yon, a feather on the breeze. Such 
beauty, their track seemed both the abandonment of any
order and yet a journey toward the infinite. He wished 
he could flit, flutter, and fly away with them.




