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“Maria! Dear Maria!” echoed 
the voice of young Maria’s 
mother, calling for her 
daughter into the evening-lit 
summer garden when, from 
among the heads of cabbage, 
she spotted some movement 
and a faint light. “Maria, is 
that you?”



Up sprang Maria, a girl of 
thirteen years with wavy brown 
hair, freckles, and dirty knees. She 
had a small net in one hand and a 
candle in the other. Maria had been 
catching moths and beetles so that 
she could look more closely at them. 

“Mother, you won’t believe the 
beautiful creature I saw! To fl y, 
it uncovered four wings that it 
seems to keep hidden under pieces 
of brightly colored armor. I wish I 
knew what to call it.”

Easy to see 
through

Two legs are 
hidden 

Hairs and 
diggers; very 
scratchy

Wings tuck 
under here

Hard and shiny 
body, like armor 

Mouth under 
here

Strong but 
not sharp

Not legs, 
but wiggled 
a lot





Maria thought insects were 
incredible. Why were they all 
so di¤ erent? Why did some fl y 
while others only crawled? And 
where did they come from?



“Maria, you must come in now. 
Your uncle is here with something 
for you.” Maria’s uncle was a silk 
manufacturer. He knew of his 
niece’s interest in insects and had 
an extraordinary surprise for her. 
Through the window he could see 
her coming inside, so he pulled a 
small wooden box out of his bag 
and held it behind his back. 





“Uncle! I’m so happy you have come to visit. I can’t 
wait to tell you about the colorful little creature I saw 
crawling on the cabbage. It had six legs AND four 
wings.”

“Maria, that sounds very interesting, but fi rst, I 
have a gift for you.” He presented the box to her and 
watched her eyes light up like fi refl ies in the night. 
She knew that only one thing was kept in boxes like 
that.



“Really? For me?” Maria gently 
took the box in her hands and 
opened it with bated breath. 
Inside were several tiny black 
caterpillars no bigger than  
dandelion petals. They were 
on a bed of mulberry leaves. 
“Silkworms! Oh, Uncle, thank you 
so very much! I love them!”

More legs? These 
look different.

Head looks 
darker

Not moving. 
Is it sick?

Tiny mouth 
underneath

Six legs 
here

How old are they? 
How big will they get?
How much will they eat?
How long will they live?

Segments?
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