I The Story: The Adventures of “Cataly the Caterpillar”
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stand the smell, the stickiness or the sadness of the hegemony of
the grey flies. She would often turn to the sky and wait for the
beautiful rolling carpets to pass. One day she decided to build a
ladder to be able to get closer to see better and maybe even
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It was a big challenge, and she had to start over many times. But in the end
she succeeded anc? climbed a big rock, just outside grey fly territory. She
reached high enough to see the face of what she now understood was an
animal, just like her.” From up there she could see three horizons and felt like
she was dreaming. She could see herself on the rock, happy and free; she
could see the territory where her fellow caterpillars were enslaved, and

and plants were living in harmony. She couldn't believe how happy she felt.
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‘At this point’ said the big weaver of life, deepening the tone of her voice, ‘the

story could go in two different directions’. The little girl gasped, but before she

/ could say anything, the creature began to talk again.

/'

‘In the most common version, the story continues on with Cataly the Caterpillar feeling scared
and uncomfortable. She had never locked at the world from such a high perspective before,
and felt her legs trembling from vertigo. She felt guilty for not being down there helping the
other caterpillars with their daily tasks, and so ecigéd that such a special moment was a
secret she would have to keep to herself. She didn’t want to be ridiculed because of her hap-
piness, and she didn'twant the greyflies to destroy the ladder she had built, or even worse,
build a barrier to the rock. So she went back down, and pretended as if nothing special had)
ever happened, and stayed a caterpillar until the end of her days. - :

In the other version of the story, Cataly the Caterpillar decided to spend some more time upon the
rock, listening to that feeling of peace she had inside her belly. While looking at the shapes of a
gorgeous butterfly, she couldn't believe her eyes; everything became so colourful and beautifull
Sud%em‘y she understood. She remembered her ancestors and understood who she had to

become. She was overwhelmed with joy, butall of a sudden she felt a massive hurry to tell her fellow
- caterpillars. She knew her moment of transformation was coming, and so she understood that
before becoming a butterfly herself, she had to make the other caterpillars see that if they could
dream again, they could also transform into pollinators and show their true colours!

With the help of some mud and mushrooms and an innovative way of using those grey silk thread used to enslave
the caterpillars, they succeeded to put the greyflies back in their place as one of manycreatures sharing the land.

/ Some minutes of silence passed after the great weaver of life finished her story. The little girl stood up, staring at
a skpeciﬁ'c point in Sf_‘)a'ce'; then she turned to that marvellous eight-legged creature, looking for the n'ght_wdfdg'to'
ask the questions she had in her heart. But the spider answered before she could say anything. j

t My little girl’ said the great weaver of life ‘I'm sorry but | can not tell you what will happen now to our story. We:
already know that flies, caterpillars and pollinators exist, but the transformation we will experience depends on our
ability to dream, and our courage to wake up and act. ® =P
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Cataly the caterpillar was very curious and smart, and she com

touch those flying carpets. /

beyond this conquered land she saw a whole world where a lot ofaninia/fs/
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