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Plot 

 

 

A furry young caterpillar, named Lizzy, dreams of someday becoming a magnificent bold 
butterfly with large wings so she can fly among the large, towering blooms that hang over 
her head in a lush green filled with a beautiful layout of exotic flowers and towering shade 
trees. She goes on a long journey that begins in the front yard in a clay flowerpot just under 
the foliage of a blooming plant. She believes her destination to be around the other side of 
the huge building that stands beside her home, the backyard. She believes this is where 
she will find her wings, where all the humans go, and where so many butterflies congregate 
and show off their wings as they dance over and zoom through beautiful blooms popping 
with color.  But Lizzy knows the dangers of her journey. Of the birds that loom way above 
even the tallest of blooms she yearns to touch, feel, and taste. Of the large human feet that 
may not see her.  Not to mention other dangers that could happen along her journey. But 
fear she does not entertain. She marches on prepared to face any battles she encounters 
on her way to her destination, to her wings, to her blooms, to her nectar. 
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My Destiny 

In the shade of a sprawling green foliage, just beneath the brilliant petals of a vibrant, 
blooming plant, I, Lizzy, a young caterpillar with fur as soft as the finest silk, dreamed of the 
day my transformation would begin. I had watched countless butterflies flutter above me, 
their grand wings painted with colors so bold and beautiful that the very sight of them made 
my heart race. I longed to soar among the towering blooms of exotic flowers that framed my 
world, but I knew I was merely a caterpillar, trapped in my clay flowerpot, waiting for a 
chance to become more. 

My Home 
My home was a cozy little nook in a flowerpot, nestled beneath the protective foliage of a 
flowering plant where sunlight danced through the leaves, casting delicate patterns on the 
rich, dark brown earth. The surrounding garden was a mosaic of colors and fragrances—the 
sweet scent of honeysuckle mingled with the sharp tang of marigolds, while towering 
sunflowers reached for the sky. I felt small, almost insignificant in this wonderful world, yet 
my heart brimmed with dreams of painting the sky with my own grace and beauty. 

Once, while perched on a leaf nibbling away at a tender piece of it, I saw a group of 
butterflies fluttering by. They spun and twirled, as if performing an enchanting dance. I 
caught glimpses of blues, oranges, and iridescent greens among them, and their wings 
glimmered like jewels in the sunlight. I longed to take part in that dance, to feel the wind 
beneath my wings, a thought that tugged at my very core. But there I was, confined to this 
pot, a mere spectator in a world of vibrant flight. 

My Calling 
One sunny afternoon, as flowers swayed gently in the breeze, I heard a soft whisper in the 
air. It called out to me, the voice of adventure: "Lizzy, you must go beyond your flowerpot. 
There are blooms to conquer and flights to be had, you must find your wings!" Seeking my 
destiny, I decided that it was time to embark on my great journey. I could hear laughter from 
the humans gathered in the backyard, where I believed butterflies gathered to flaunt their 
wings for the attention of the humans, as the humans appeared to be as amused and 
entertained as I was when watching the dancing colors. 

With each wiggling inch I ventured away from the safety of my home, a wave of exhilaration 
coursed through my tiny body. I wasn’t naïve; I knew what awaited me beyond my familiar 
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My Destiny 

foliage. Birds perched high above in the trees loomed like shadows, cruel and watchful, 
while the giant human feet might squash me without a second thought. Yet, I brushed aside 
my fears, my determination fierce. Each moment spent contemplating my barriers was a 
moment stolen from the adventure that awaited. 

My Journey 
I made my way through the lush greenery, weaving amongst curvy stems and fragrant 
wildflowers that dotted my path. My heart sang when I spotted the first hints of an exotic 
flower—an enormous gloriosa lily edging toward the sun with petals that wove whirlpools of 
red and orange. "If only I could fly," I imagined, "I would dance atop their petals, tasting their 
nectar until dusk." 

But my journey proved fraught with challenges. Suddenly, a crow swooped low, squawking 
ominously. My heart raced as I huddled beneath a broad leaf, barely visible against its 
veins. The world slowed to a crawl, my breath held tight in my throat. The crow’s shadow 
fell over the blooming world around me, but just as suddenly, it passed, continuing onward 
without a glance. My heart thudded wildly as I took a moment before continuing, realizing 
that courage was not the absence of fear, but the resolve to move past it. 

My First Butterfly Friend & Second Journey 
After a time, I finally reached the backside of the large building that bordered my home, 
where the tall grass waved like an ocean under the warm sun. As I pressed on, I came 
across a butterfly perched atop a vibrant zinnia. "Hello!" I called, my voice trembling with 
excitement. The butterfly turned, her wings fluttering gently in the breeze. 

"You’re a brave little caterpillar, aren’t you?" she said, her voice warm and welcoming. "Not 
many venture far from their homes." 

"I want to become a butterfly like you!” I confessed eagerly, “I’ve traveled from my flowerpot 
hoping to reach this place—the backyard, where I believe you all gather!” 

The butterfly chuckled softly, a sound like tinkling bells. "To reach your wings, you must be 
prepared to transform, young one. The journey is only beginning, and you may face more 
challenges as you seek your blooms." 
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I nodded with resolute courage, though my heart sank a little at the thought of the trials 
ahead. "What do I need to do?" 

"Every caterpillar must embrace change," she explained. "You will shed your skin, and in 
that cocoon, you must wait. Patience is required, as the beauty within you will take time to 
emerge. But if you keep true to your dream…” 

In that very moment, I understood the importance of perseverance. My adventure was not 
just about reaching the backyard; it was a journey within, too. I took a deep breath, my 
determination anew, and thanked her before continuing down the winding path, the 
wildflowers enveloping me in their intoxicating fragrance. 

My Wait 
As night began to fall, casting a blanket of stars upon the sky, I found a sheltered space 
beneath a broad leaf. My heart fluttered with anticipation, knowing that the moment of 
transformation approached. I began weaving my cocoon, a delicate shelter spun from the 
threads of my dreams and fears. 

Inside, as darkness wrapped around me like a comforting embrace, my body tingled with a 
strange combination of excitement and uncertainty. I was terrified yet hopeful, a part of me 
eager to meet the butterfly that would emerge. 

My Destiny 
Days later, in the quiet stillness of dawn, I felt a shift within me. Bathed in warm sunlight, I 
broke free from my cocoon. I was no longer Lizzy the caterpillar. I unfurled my soft wings, 
cinematic and grand, painted with the beauty of every adventure that led me to this 
moment. With fluttering excitement, I took to the air, feeling the wind beneath me for the 
very first time. 

I soared over the beautiful blooms I once dreamed of reaching, each flower swaying to the 
rhythm of my newfound freedom. As I danced with my fellow butterflies, I realized I was 
exactly where I should be, having faced my fears, embraced my journey, and transformed 
into the magnificent creature I had always yearned to become and was destined to be. 

I was Lizzy, the caterpillar who dared to dream—and now, I was truly alive. 
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