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Three days later, Rin is playing in the garden when her ball rolls under a patch of
red freesia flowers. Her eyes sparkle when she sees what is perched on one of the

petals.

“Grandma! Come and see!” She points to a small white butterfly.
“Do you think it’s our friend from the other day?”
Grandma peers at it closely. “Well, well. 'm sure it is.”

Rin claps her hands. “It must have come back to say hello.”

Grandma straightens.

“When I was young, the cabbage fields were full of butterflies, but not anymore.
This one surely came from the farm on the hill.”

Rin whispers to the butterfly as it rises in the air.
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“Goodbye little cabbage white. See you soon. Next time, please bring your friends.’

In the gentle sunlight, the little white butterfly flutters higher and higher as it

makes its way towards its home on the hill.



