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Tsering and Her Yak Rescue a Caterpillar

Written by Kalsang Yangzom
[llustrated by Dolker Angotsang




On a bright but windy spring day when Tsering was returning home from
school with Reva, she found a strangely coloured caterpillar near their small
garden. It had a blue-black body with small bright orange spots. Tsering had
never seen this type of caterpillar before and thought it looked very pretty.
Reva sniffed around the caterpillar in interest, as if asking it where it can
come from. As the wind began to pick up, Tsering became concerned that the
fragile caterpillar might get tossed around or worse, someone might step on
it by mistake.




Tsering decided that she would take care of the caterpillar till the weather
became better. “Reva,” Tsering said, “take care of the little caterpillar till I
come back.” Revanodded her head in agreement. Tsering quickly went inside
the house and brought out a glass jar. She found some leaves in the garden
and gently placed the leaves and the caterpillar inside.

“I will keep you safe.” she said to the caterpillar. And together with Reva,
they brought their new friend home.
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With her parents help, Tsering found out that it was a caterpillar from the
Snow Apollo butterfly family. These butterflies were quite rare and there
were a few different types found on the Tibetan plateau. They also found that
it ate various stonecrop plants. Tsering’s mother went out looking for some
while Tsering and her father fitted out a small wooden box with a mix of soil
and straw fillings to put the caterpillar in.

“Now that the caterpillar is safe and warm, what do you plan to do?” her
father asked.

“Iwill look after it till becomes a butterfly. It is still windy outside and it is so
small and fragile. I want to help the caterpillar.” Tsering said.

“That will be quite a job and we don’t know how long that will take.” her
mother said, “Will you be able to manage it?”

“Yes I can” Tsering said with determination in her voice. “Reva and I will go
look for fresh leaves and make sure it is comfortable. And I can always ask for

help from you or Ms. Tsomo, our class teacher. She knows a lot of things.”

“That is a good plan.” Her mother replied and kissed Tsering on her head.
“Now all the caterpillar needs is a name. Have you thought of any?”

“I want to call it Kari (white), because the butterfly it will grow into looks
white.” Tsering said and they all agreed that it was the perfect name.



Soon after Tsering saw Kari the caterpillar twisting around on the leaves in “Just like how we change our clothes when they become small and we become
its box and she thought it was getting sick. She rushed to her parents for help big.” Tsering exclaimed.

but her mother assured her that Kari was just molting.
“Exactly.” her father said “and Kari will change again till it is time to

“It is a process where the caterpillar sheds its skin so that it can become transform into a butterfly.”
bigger.” explained her mother.



As promised, Tsering and Reva went out to find more stonecrop
leaves to make sure Kari had enough food. When they brought
back the leaves, Tsering’s father helped to clean Kari’s box

and Tsering and her mother carefully arranged the leaves in it. -
“This is a fun family project.” her father said to Reva mooed in |

agreement. /—:



Kari the caterpillar became Tsering’s new friend and she looked forward to
seing it when she got back from school. She sat next to it’s box and drew
pictures of the butterfly it would become or read her favourite books.




Tsering also liked talking about Kari at school with her classmates and Ms.
Tsomo. They learned a lot about the Snow Apollo and other butterflies found
on the Tibetan plateau and how they were important for the environment
and nature. Ms. Tsomo even brought some of Tsering’s classmates to her
house so that they could see Kari for themselves. Tsering felt happy that she
could keep Kari safe and help it to become a beautiful butterfly.

One day when Tsering came back from school, she saw that Kari’s body was
enveloped in a white substance. Ms. Tsomo had showed them a video of a
caterpillar covering itself in silk so that it could change into a butterfly. So
Tsering knew that Kari was inside that silk cocoon working very hard to
become a butterfly soon. Tsering diligently noted Kari’sprogress in her diary
and shared it with Reva.
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Kari finally emerged from the cocoon on a warm spring day and unfurled its
delicate white wings with small back and red spots. Tsering and her parents
watched in wonder as Kari’s wings fluttered and expanded.

Kari is drying its wings and getting ready to join other butterflies like her.”
her mother explained.

Tsering felt sad at the realisation that Kari would leave and her eyes filled
with tears. “Can’t Kari stay with us?” She asked tearfully. She wanted Kari to
be by her side like Reva.

“Oh Tsering, it is ok to feel sad but we can’t keep Kari inside with us. Kari
needs to be outside with the flowers and other butterflies to live its own life.”
Her mother said gently as she hugged Tsering.

“Kari also has a very important job to do,’ her father continued “butterflies
like Kari help to make more plants by spreading their seeds. We get to enjoy
these beautiful flowers and plants around us because of them and this helps
other insects and animals too.”




Tsering nodded her head slowly. She understood that Kari was not hers to
keep but she was glad she had the chance to be a part of its life.

Soonwingsbegan to flap rapidly and it fluttered out the open kitchen window.
As they watched it fly, Tsering stretched out her hand towards it, saying a
final goodbye. To everyone’s surprise, Kari landed on Tsering’s open palm,
gently flapping its wings for a few moments before finally flying away.

“I think Kari was thanking you for being such a good friend Tsering.” her
father said. Tsering beamed at this. She didn’t know if she would see it again,
but she knew that she would always cherish the time she spent with Kari.
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