


Appendix B
Longest Monarch Story Submitted
 “I spent my early years on a wild stretch of the Southern California coast. One early winter morning when I was six or seven, my mother woke me to say she had a surprise for me. Without further explanation I was bundled into the car and driven down a fog-damp highway near the outskirts of Ventura. The mist was just beginning to burn off as we pulled over at the edge of a large eucalyptus grove. Walking into the stillness among the towering trees, my mother steered me along with a hand on each of my small shoulders until we'd arrived at the heart of the grove. "Look up," she whispered.   Raising my head, I could see the early sunlight beginning to catch the edges of the eucalyptus leaves, turning them a fiery orange. My mother was always pointing out such things, and it wasn't beyond her to travel some distance to take in such a view. But then something truly remarkable began to happen: A few at a time those leaves began to open, and then close. . . and I discovered that what I had taken to be eucalyptus leaves were in fact a million roosting Monarch butterflies, waking and stretching in the pale morning light. As we stood watching silently in this sheltered resting place along their migratory route, they began to take wing by the hundreds of thousands, fluttering and circling in our little clearing among the trees.  My mother died when I was fifteen. Every year since she passed, I have been gently reminded of her spirit when a Monarch has sailed past my shoulder. I see a graceful fluttering of orange, and I say to my boys, "That reminds me of your grandmother; let me tell you a story about her."   It was several years ago when I first began to notice fewer and fewer occasions for these stories, and I found myself actively looking for Monarchs on my walks. Over time, the wild milkweed that is their larvae's only food has been crowded out by endless fields of homogeneous crops. Meanwhile, the weather has turned strange. We have altered both the landscape and the atmosphere in ways that creatures like the Monarch cannot long survive. Seasons have lost their predictable seasonality. Heat-waves leave vast brown scars on the landscape. The rain comes in increasing torrents or fails to come at all. While it remains politically viable to deny the veracity of this ever-increasing preponderance of data, more and more of the creatures of the earth are faltering in their battle to adapt. Our scientists say the Monarch butterfly will likely soon be gone forever, a fact I simply cannot accept. As memories of my mother grew to be linked to a silent fluttering of orange, it never occurred to me that the entire species might someday vanish. It never occurred to me that we could be so foolish as to accidentally destroy them all.   All my life, those bright orange wings had been little messages, a way to keep alive important thoughts and stories, and so I took special note of them. How many other species, less colorful but equally vital, are slipping away without notice? How many times will we fail to recognize a fellow traveler, carelessly disregarded until it too has joined the ranks of what is no longer there. I want my great-great-grandchildren to be able to observe slender leaves unfurling from the tips of their branches in early spring, because spring has come at her proper time and stayed her season. I want them to stand under the dripping elms after a rain and smell the richness of the earth. I want them to watch in awe as patches of sunlight and shadow chase one another over the brow of a hill on a windy day. I want them to see a Monarch butterfly. I want those who will follow us to have the opportunity to love this earth as we have loved it, not to feel the inconsolable sorrow of having been left something lesser, a glittering world we broke before they could inherit it.   Like a child who has nothing more to offer, I've begun to carry milkweed pods in my pockets. My boys and I scatter their floating seeds in back lots and along uncultivated strips of land, hoping that doing so may offer some tired Monarch something to eat. I've also become active in educating myself and others on climate change. We have no choice but to find our way forward, to establish a new relationship with the earth and repair what damage we can. We have both the knowledge and the means to do so. May we find the courage, the wisdom, and the will. “




Appendix C
Theme Clusters for Correlational Analyses
Themes grouped into 13 clusters based on conceptual similarity are shown in order by the percentage of stories within each cluster, along with the included themes and their frequency rank. 
Personal experiences (41%): with metamorphosis (7), with migration (12), with colony or mass (8), raised butterflies (10), with a loved one (11), in the yard or garden (15), landed on me or other (23), spiritual or lost love (25), protected/saved/helped (26)
Working to save (39%):  raised butterflies (10), protected/saved/helped (26), planting to feed (2), not using pesticides (31), other conservation actions (29)
Aesthetic beauty (36%):   aesthetic beauty (1)
Distress at loss (30%): experience with reduction (6), sadness for reduction (9), pesticide harm (18), harbinger of decline (29), corporations and money (33), anger at damage (34)
Awe & magic (24%): awe-inspiring, wonder (5), magic, magical, miracle (16)
Childhood memories (23%): childhood experiences (3)
Positive emotions (23%): joy/happy/delight (4)
Metamorphosis (20%): personal experience with metamorphosis (7), metamorphosis knowledge (35)
Migration (19%): personal experience with migration (12), mass migration knowledge (42)
Missing loved ones (15%): experience of loss (25)
Species knowledge (19%): knowledge of reduction (14), metamorphosis knowledge (35), mass migration knowledge (42)
Calls to act (10%): call for collective actions (13)
[bookmark: _GoBack]Role in ecosystem (10%): balance, importance (24), role as pollinator (37), harbinger of decline (29)
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