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1     "Hey, toss me the margarine," Stephen said to his sister, Mary. Mary and Stephen were working on their first batch of cookies without Mom's help. She was in the next room working on the computer, just in case!
 
2     "TOSS it to you? Shouldn't I pass it to you?" Mary said.
 
3     "No. I wanted to create an insect." Stephen said with a grin.
 
4     "You make no sense, Stephen." Mary slid the margarine over to him.
 
5     "You should have tossed it," Stephen said laughing, "Then we would have had a butter - fly!"
 
6     Mary rolled her eyes. Her brother was a constant joker. At least he was not boring.
 
7     "What do you know about butterflies, anyway?" she asked, as she poured the sugar into the bowl.
 
8     "I know they flit around. Some are pretty," he answered.
 
9     Mary looked at him smugly. "I just did a report on butterflies, and I'll bet I know more than you."
 
10     "So what?"
 
11     "For example," Mary went on, ignoring him as she filled a cup with water. "Do you know what a lepidopterist is?"
 
12     "A butterfly that looks like a leopard?"
 
13     Mary stopped and stared at him. "No. It's a person who studies moths and butterflies."
 
14     "How long do you think butterflies live?"
 
15     "Ten years?"
 
16     "No. More like one or less."
 
17     "That's all?" asked Stephen as he filled a measuring cup with flour.
 
18     "Yes. What is the continent where no butterflies have ever been found?"
 
19     "What is this, a quiz?"
 
20     "Just answer the question," Mary retorted.
 
21     "I don't know. England."
 
22     "England is a country, silly. It's Antarctica."
 
23     "No kidding?" Stephen was actually starting to get interested in the topic. "What else did you learn?"
 
24     Mary picked up a spoon to start stirring the mixture. "I learned that butterflies can see three colours—yellow, red, and green and--that they can taste things with their feet."
 
25     "Their feet?!" Stephen replied, spilling some of the flour onto his hands.
 
26     "That's quite a feat, wouldn't you say?" said Mary with a grin.
 
27     Stephen groaned and clapped a floured hand to his forehead. "Guess I'm not the only one with a weird sense of humour," he said.
 
28     "But you are the only one with flour on your head!" Mary retorted, laughing uncontrollably.

