JLFIEEIER, RIBESF

SORMIZEEAER I, SroR, w5 Ll t, SRR I H it
B, AT, ESHHE, NIRRT PR ORE . BOSERICRE S, BREE
KT HC,

NI AR AE X B 7 LR W ISR SO, W Skde S, B LS i, MOR
UK HOE S UREEE T JRESE IR, AR W kIR, WSk LS ARG, R
BT, Kog BN, — s AME.

ISR, BAMBMEMBRL. Hlr b —gcak, seibd—BiniR, [REkmsesE. MBRIL
THIWRTIRATE BT H, BEIRIRET: S€KE, B2, T 7 L, F
T BATAREANIR? AR T .

SORMAAE B R e L, OF i ORI biAl B2 22 7o K, B R il FIBIN AR
T RA A A FE R MR, RIS, WE N, RS EWINE, A, K
ARE N, AEARHE BRI, AT BT, BRSO BTN, B N IRER
T F/M%.

JLTAFIIE IR P b2 B /NE K3 R 3 . AR FNEBBIRA 2, WtEA E, el
HERK— R8N XS T SESEBATEIE, A b B, AR H R RN L A R
N— B2, ek, TCET AR, HPHE— .

IFEAE E)L7 iR 7, AR HLE P ACH 7, R AR AR A nDoke gy H i H s R . 3R
fak. WRHMBLHLE, SORMER DERADE, ks feib s, i b 825 R H I i
.

My Son Chases Butterflies, I Chase Childhood

The garden of my father lies at the foot of the village, half a mu, one bed after
one bed, laid out straight. The boy squatted by the ridge playing with dirt. A white
butterfly landed in the cabbages; he saw it, got up, and chased, his small back
darting between the cabbage heads. I stood at the other end of the furrow watching,

and suddenly it was like seeing myself.

When I was small, I chased butterflies in this same garden. Father was still
strong then, swinging the hoe high. Seeing me crash into the cabbages, he put on a
stern face and shouted: you will crush them. I ran around the ridge, and he came
after me with the hoe raised, though the hoe was raised quite low. My mother stood at
the head of the field with a basket, laughing, then scolded us two, saying neither

could be managed.

The funny part: I was afraid of caterpillars back then. One green one on a

cabbage leaf could make me jump backward and call for Father. That day my son lifted
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one on two fingers and brought it to my eyes: Dad, look, it has so many feet. I took
it and put it back on the leaf, and my hand did not shake at all. When did I stop

being afraid? I could not remember.

Father sat on the bamboo chair by the field smoking, and said: you were far
naughtier than him. I laughed and crouched down to ask what else I had done. He
counted one by one: wading into the ditch for fish, trouser legs rolled to the knee;
picking green plums, sour enough to twist the mouth, and picking more anyway:; pulling
a radish, wiping it on the lapel, gnawing it, juice all over the face. I listened,

and each item struck something inside me, like someone ringing a small bell for me.

The boy does not know that this garden was my playground when I was small. He
only knows that caterpillars have many feet, that butterflies cannot be caught, that
dirt can be piled into a little hill. That is enough. Childhood did not go far away;
it hides in the garden, under the cabbage leaves, in the earthy smell of the furrow.
One step in, and it comes back, climbs onto the back of the next generation, and

chases butterflies all over again.

In the car on the way home the boy fell asleep, half a cabbage leaf sticking out
of his pocket, the food he insisted on bringing back for the cabbage worm. I did not
take it out. In the mirror Father stood at the village entrance watching us leave,

the bamboo chair empty behind him, the seat still holding the warmth of the sun.
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