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The Caterpillar in the Jar

Early morning I was pulling grass in the garden when I saw a green caterpillar on
a cabbage leaf, gnawing a round hole in it. I picked up a small twig to flick it

away, and Grandpa called: do not move, let me look.

Grandpa squatted, studied it a while, and said: this is the young of the cabbage
white butterfly; when it grows it becomes a butterfly, a white one, flying over this
very garden. I said: but it is gnawing our cabbages! Grandpa said: it is hungry and
must eat, and we want our vegetables kept; then let us think of a way that saves
both.

Grandpa found a glass jar and asked the caterpillar into it, then moved the
seedling it had been sitting on, with its soil, into an old flowerpot, and went to
the hillside to pull a few wild mustard leaves for it. He said: its food becomes wild
mustard, which is of the same family as cabbage; it knows the taste and likes it. The

garden is saved, and the insect goes hungry nowhere.
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From then on I added wild mustard leaves every day. It ate slowly, and the holes
in the leaves grew smaller day by day. Its droppings were small green grains on the
bottom of the jar, like a handful of broken tea scattered there. It grew thicker, and
the hairs on its back looked softer. I gave it a name, Little Green, and reported to
Grandpa each day how many holes it had eaten. Grandpa said: when it is full it will

find a place to turn into a pupa by itself; there is no need to worry for it.

After a week it stopped eating and moving, climbed to the rim of the jar, and
shrank its body into a small lump. I panicked and ran for Grandpa. He glanced and

said: it has spun thread around itself; this is called a pupa. Do not touch it. Wait.

Some ten days later the lump split a seam, and a wet butterfly crawled out, its
wings wrinkled, hanging on the rim to dry. When dry, the wings opened and closed, and
it flew out of the window, circled once in the yard, and went toward the hillside. 1

chased to the gate and saw it land on a wild mustard plant.

Grandpa said: of the insects in a garden, if a way to let them live can be
thought of, we do not kill for nothing. You fed it half a month; it pays its life
back as a butterfly, and scatters its young on the hill for you, so more cabbage
whites will live on the slope. This is the accounting of labor: if people keep it

fair, insects remember too.

That year the cabbages had few holes. And whenever a white butterfly flew into

the garden, I thought: perhaps it once lived in our jar.
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