From a Whisper to a Scream; From a Caterpillar to a Butterfly
Sleeping softly, on this leaf,
My brothers and sisters wait,
growing, in oval shaped cradles
till the grand hour when we may redefine ourselves
as crawling conscious beings.

Our ugly, inching bodies, race to finish feasting upon our birth-leaf.
To reap all it’s nutrients.
To nurture the most exorbitant halo.
To breed the most angelic wings.

Once more we sleep and mature,
exchanging stumpy legs for elegant protuberances,
every color of the spectrum.
Though quiet on the surface;
a process most deafening.

Escape from the tight cocoon
to see the world in a new way,
as an angel.
From the sky all is diff’rent.
No longer one of many.
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