BE AN EXPERT
1. Find an area which interests you and which you need to do some research about. It should be something which will tie into a story you will write.  For example, if you want to set your story in Paris in the 1930’s, you need to know some information about Paris in the 1930’s.  

2. Do some research by making either note cards or categories/lists which will be useful in your story.

3. Write a short story of no fewer than 500 words which integrates the research into your story, making it more authentic and believable.

BELOW IS AN EXAMPLE USING BUTTERFLY COLLECTION AND STUDY AS THE AREA OF RESEARCH.

High above Earth, a satellite blipped and bounced a signal back from space.  Far below, in the woods of Sherwood, a small tortoiseshell butterfly flew in loops above a honeysuckle bloom.  Beneath a silken wing the 12 mg transmitter emitted ultrasonic waves.

Not far away equipped with binoculars and tweezers hunched Byron Smith, a 9 yr. old  lapidologist.  From birth his head had been filled with the flutter of wings as paper-thin patterns matched the rhythm of his heart.  His room was filled with jars and old aquariums in turn filled with pupae in various stages and recently hatched moths, furry grey miniature kites waiting to be released into the brisk Leicestershire breeze.  Byron’s room teemed with life.  When children were huddled under quilts startled at every nocturnal noise, he was awake and vibrating with anticipation attune to the habits of his charges.

Days ago he had seen the scientists in lab coats and rubber boots, carrying fine nets, trudge across the fields where the colony of tortoiseshell hovered over yellow nectar. They had swooped about like scavengers, collecting only the largest specimens.  (Specimens - even the word made him quiver and his fists clench.  A misguided elderly aunt had sent him a Painted Lady neatly framed, its body ironed flat behind the glass.  Horrified, he had removed it from its prison and buried it in the backyard.  “Would you send a dead baby to someone who asked for a doll?’ he had replied to his mother upon being found, shovel in hand at midnight in the back garden.) When he had charged out of a hedge, swinging his childish fists at the team, they had clutched their nets tighter and the driver had lifted him, arms flailing, out of the way and back over the hedge.  


Now the butterflies had returned, as Byron knew they would.  He could hear them rustling and looping above him, looking for the home where he had released them.  He walked slowly through the grass and sat under the honeysuckle, the butterflies lighting upon him.  Soon he was engulfed in them, like a brown and white tissue paper statue of Buddha.  Their antennae brushed his eyelids, his forehead, his mouth.  Yet, something was wrong. He could hear them but the jubilation he usually felt was sullied by some interference, like faint radio static on a rainy day.  Slowly he held out his hand.  A single butterfly lit on his outstretched index finger, its fragile wings slowly folding, revealing  a miniscule glint of silver.  Byron blew gently on the tiny transmitter but only the tiny brown scales of its wing lifted.  Careful not to disturb this butterfly, he inched his other hand into his pocket to withdraw the tweezers.  Wielding the tweezers with meticulous precision, Byron gripped the microscopic silver circle and tugged. The brown tapestry tore; a pinhole of light shone through the wing.  Horrified, he cried out.

Byron lay on the grass, as hundreds of wings rose like a storm of brown confetti, lifted by the wind.  The injured butterfly was trying desperately to launch itself into the blue heavens but could only manage a low lazy path then hide itself amongst the hues of an oak trunk. Following, Byron wept and his fingers caressed the damaged wing. Then, with a swift motion of his open palm, he flattened the creature against the wood. 

On a screen somewhere in Greenwich neon dots rose and wheeled in a single cloud.  Looping and swaying they veered until only a single blip remained unmoving.

Pencils scratched graph paper and curious eyebrows gathered like wounded caterpillars above serious scientific eyes, oblivious to the tears of one small boy.

