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CB’s Sister: Metamorphosis. Transformation. Evolution. Change. I am a teenage caterpillar. 
I know of these things. For soon, I’ll spin a cocoon. And from the silklike craft that I will 
create, a magnificent creature will emerge. No. Not a butterfly. For butterflies are a dime 
a dozen. Destined to flit about for a day or so, then drop dead. Or have its wings ripped 
off by a demented child. Or have its body pinned to a piece of cheap foam core and 
matted underneath a cheap frame and hung in the bathroom of an elderly woman who 
wreaks of Preparation H and Vick’s Vapo-Rub. (Beat.) This will not be my fate. This 
CANNOT be my fate. I will become a platypus. It’s not impossible. It’s just never been 
done before. It’s only a matter of time, you see. If I stay in my cocoon longer, I’ll change 
from a butterfly to a swallow and then from a swallow to a duck and then from a duck to a 
platypus. It’s all just a matter of time. And time I have. I will wait to become a platypus. I 
will be an extraordinary creature. And when I poked my head out of my cocoon, I realized 
I had stayed inside for too long. I  had, unwittingly, gone from platypus to beaver to walrus 
to chimpanzee to a human. I had evolved much more than I ever wanted to. Now I would 
learn to speak and learn to think and ask questions and make friends and lose friends and 
cry and laugh and maybe fall in love one day and maybe see that love go away and maybe 
climb a mountain, but I never wanted to do any of these things! I never wanted to feel 
this much! Platypuses don’t feel things, do they? Now, I’m trapped in this body that will 
always know regret. A girl who should’ve been a butterfly, but would still always want to 
be a platypus. 


