Writing Fiction, Ros’s Class, 10.12.18.
The Caterpillar
She dreamt of that caterpillar again.  It was appearing more and more in her dreams.  It wasn’t that she minded all that much, but wondered why it kept appearing on such a regular basis.  It was a huge segmented thing with bristles growing out of it and red blobs on its body and it secreted green stuff.  It wasn’t very nice to look at.
She herself when awake wasn’t quite sure what was happening to her, she was like the caterpillar, hairy in places she hadn’t been hairy before.  There were lumps on her chest and she secreted red stuff.  There were red blobs on her face, she really did believe she was a caterpillar, undulating among the twigs in the bush, hiding itself, like she hid herself away in her room, not wanting to emerge.  It grew huge as it was always eating, she was the same always hungry eating all the time, until she had, what her mother called, puppy fat.  She didn’t like what she was becoming, didn’t like what she saw in the mirror.
She was changing and didn’t understand what was happening to her.  She felt different, her body felt different, she was sure she was the caterpillar.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Then in her dream it stopped eating.  It was immobile for a time.  Then it started to weave a covering for itself which when completed hardened into a carapace and it hung from a thread in the bush.  It was a longish, shiny brown ugly thing.  It was just how she felt, surely she was now a horrible sight which should be hidden from sight, a caterpillar she definitely had become.
It was quiet for a long time, she too became more thoughtful and lost some of her appetite.  She still stayed for long hours in her room away from the public gaze.  But then gradually there was movement, the caterpillar was gently wriggling and swaying on its thread as if it was trying to escape from its prison or in pain.
She felt like that, unsure what was happening and frustrated at how long things were taking to resolve itself one way or other.  She hadn’t realised how painful it was, this growing up.  Just then the caterpillar stopped writhing, went quiet and then started really thrashing from side to side until a split appeared along its back and there emerged a bedraggled thing.  She was in the same turmoil, wondering what was happening.
And then a most miraculous thing happened, something wonderful appeared, a gorgeous creature with colourful wings and a streamlined body.  It spread its wings, fluttered for a moment and then flew away.
She always knew she was a caterpillar because that is exactly what happened to her.  She metamorphosed into a beautiful, slender being.  She had transformed from an ugly bug into a graceful being, now instead of hiding away she felt she could go anywhere, even in her imagination, fly.  She could at last look in the mirror without flinching and see the transformation.  All the pains of growing up as a caterpillar forgotten, she had emerged totally changed from that dream.
