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I am a caterpillar waiting to grow up.  I’m waiting to spread my wings of individuality and show my colors of inspiration.  I’m waiting for my chance in the spotlight, my chance to flutter in the winds of life.  The spring morning of success and satisfaction, or the afternoon of adventure, I’m waiting for my graduation day.  But that day of rebirth and exploration is still a whole year away.  For now, it’s still junior year, so what did I do?
My caterpillar life began in late August.  I joined several other bugs in the tree called school.  The branches of the tree were like the different departments or halls: drama, music, English, etc.  I was excited at first to find my leaf, or classroom, to begin my preparations for graduation.  Expectations set high, and energy running alongside, I felt prepared.  Later in the year, my caterpillar energy started to deplete.
I found my History teacher, the praying mantis, was setting expectations that were even higher than my own.  I was struggling to keep up.  No matter what I did, I was just another bug, nothing special.  I didn’t like it.  However, looking back, more things of historical importance have stuck with me this year than any other year.  
I waddle on.  My caterpillar mind is artistic.  I love the arts, and this year was something new.  My voice was too large for a small caterpillar body, too large for my leaf.  As a result, the soprano complex was brought to a halt.  Time to sing in the basement, the low rumblings of the alto notes reverberate in my chest and find their way out of my mouth for the ear to hear.  
My physique is not quite where it should be, I’ll admit, but it has its perks.  My womanly figure is perfect for the matronly roles.  The forward placed lilt of the Irish accent will forever be an addition to my repertoire.  
Science is a constantly tested form of math.  A form I have developed a love-hate relationship for.  I love the concepts, but I hate the work associated with it.  The mountains of paperwork and memorization associated with Chemistry are ridiculous.  It’s as if chemistry has a vendetta against me. 
I am a caterpillar waiting to grow up.  I’m waiting for the day when I can spread my wings like a bird and stretch them as wide as I can.  I am waiting for the warmth of the cocoon.  I’m waiting to be a butterfly.
