




The business of humans usually is of little interest to butterflies, but on this 
day, the butterflies took notice of the crowd. The butterflies flew closer to 
the hill called Golgotha.

“Look!” cried a Tiger butterfly. “That is the man called Jesus. I once saw 
him heal a man whose legs didn’t work.”

“I saw him fix the eyes of a blind man,” said another.

The sounds became louder now, and out of the city came a huge crowd of 
people. Everyone was watching one man—a man carrying a wooden thing, 
almost like a tree. He looked as if he’d been beaten.
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She flew to his right hand and landed on the cross. She looked into Jesus’ 
face, and all she could see was an expression of love. She couldn’t believe 
that this man, who had done nothing wrong, could love even the people 
who hurt him.

“That’s the one who brought the dead man back to life!” Alex said 
triumphantly. No one had believed her when she’d told them that story. 
 
Jesus reached the top of the hill, and the butterflies watched helplessly as 
angry people hung him on the cross-shaped wood. She could see the ugly 
nails in his feet and hands. Drawn by something she didn’t understand, 
Alexandra fluttered her wings and floated toward the hill. 

“Come back, Alex. It’s not safe!” called her frightened friends.
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In answer to her fear, a single drop of blood ran down from one of Jesus’ 
hands and fell on her trapped wing. The blood loosened her wing and set 
her free. She soared into the air. 

Alexandra took one look back as Jesus died. Darkness came over the 
whole land. The sun stopped shining. The earth shuddered, knocking the 
soldiers on the hill off of their feet. Cries of fear went up from the city, and 
the curtain in the temple was miraculously torn in two.

Alex slowly flew home.

I don’t understand everything that goes on with humans, but I know that 
there is no one like this man, she thought.

She could tell that he was going to die. “You are indeed a king,” she 
whispered to Jesus.

Alexandra started to fly back to safety but found that she couldn’t move. 
The bottom tip of one of her delicate wings was stuck under a long 
splinter of the rough wood. She struggled to get free. Alex was so afraid! 
Would she die too?
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“What happened to you?” her friends asked when she arrived.  

“I was with Jesus and was caught and his blood freed me,” she told 
them breathlessly. 

“Look at you,” they said. “You’re different!”

And she was. The most extraordinary red and purple colors had been 
added to the brown and yellow of her wings. Jesus’ blood had become 
a permanent reminder of how God’s own Son had set her free. It 
was magnificent! 

So, children, what about you?  Jesus died on the cross that day for all 
of our sins, and just as the butterfly was freed by the blood, Jesus’ blood 

sets us free—but in a different way. It sets us free from our sins, 
which separate us from God.

You see, we all have sinned. Every one of us has done wrong and 
deserves a punishment. Jesus never sinned, yet he took the punishment 

for our sins. And if we accept him, we don’t have to pay the penalty. 
We are free forever to live with God in heaven after we die.



Would you like to tell Jesus today that you love him, trust him, 
and give your heart to him? 

All you have to do is to ask him to forgive your sins, and he’ll do it! 
Isn’t it a wonderful gift? 

He died so that we could live!  

The story of Jesus’ crucifixion can be found in John 18–19.

Here is a scripture for you to remember:
For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, 

that whoever believes in him shall not perish but have eternal life. 
John 3:16 NIV
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