
Metaphors for Self 

 

I am very easily compared to a ball and chain.  Strong, not easily 

broken, but if broken could be very dangerous.  At this very point of 

my life, I’m filled with excitement.  I just finished my final exams, 

spring break is nearing closer and closer everyday, college life is 

even breathing down my neck.  But instead of jumping high, rushing 

and running towards all these exciting events, I must stay focused on 

my present goals; maintaining a good GPA and succeeding as a 

young man.  I need to stay weighted down and focus on the present 

instead of worrying and thinking about my future.  Although college 

and the distraction of spring break is very large.  I must stay 

focused, stay in one spot. 

 

 

 

A Photon would be a metaphor for me. 

 

A photon is both a wave and a particle, but yet it is neither.  

Just as a scientist cannot truly understand a photon, many people 

find it difficult to truly understand me. 

 Photons are quite small.  They are overlooked in society.  Not 

many people think of light’s fundamental components just as few 

people take the time to truly comprehend me. 

 A photon is scientific in origin.  I would hope people would 

think of me thus, as I believe myself to be drawn to the sciences. 

     Photons were discovered relatively recently.  I have come to a 

new marking period recently as well.  My life is reforming into the 

new semester’s mold. 

 

 

 



 

I am a theater screen.  Everyone is watching me.  At home, I am 

monitored to make sure I succeed in both school and work.  My 

mother often checks my grades and asks me about what homework I 

have.  My father often lectures me on both mistakes that I’ve made 

in my life, and the one’s that he has made in his.  At work they 

watch me, also.  Some hoping I will show others up.  Others hoping 

that I will fail.  As I look around and observe the people watching 

me, it makes me strive to improve on myself.  I try harder in classes 

to impress my mom.  I think about the long lectures my dad will 

give if I make a mistake.  I try my hardest to rise above the rest of 

my workplace in order to say “I told you so.” 

 

 

 

 
 

I am a worn Keen canvas sandal.  I am neither young nor fresh and 

fashionable.  As a neutral color, I am easy to miss.  Though I convey 

no vivid flashy image, I leave an impression.  I am durable; there is 

still life in me.  I cannot tolerate being restrained, particularly my 

voice; I need air to breath.  I absorb new learning just as canvas 

absorbs rain.  Yet, I maintain a recognizable structure.   
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