Broken

Stone. Rubble. Those were the only things present at the top of this humongous hill, excluding the crunching gravel that littered the floor in huge quantities. A vast plain of grey could be located on top of the mountain, with only a few rock formations sticking out like sore thumbs. BOOM! The whole hill groaned. Rusty creaking noises followed. Rocks were shaken around like pinballs in a pinball machine. Huge stones, that had been chained to the ground for many centuries, strained against their shackles in an attempt to escape the rugged mountains. After a few minutes, the rumbling noises decreased as a face of rock peeked out of a gigantic boulder…
Rock
Rock was cranky. He had been woken up from a long slumber by the clattering of boulders tumbling down the sides of the hill he had been resting on. A thousand years ago, Rock had seen the world. After his millennium-long sleep, he decided to check again. It was almost completely the same. The only differences were the new flower forests dotted around, and tall spruce trees that had sprouted about three centuries ago. To try to get himself out of his grumpy mood, Rock listened to the resounding silence echoing through the forests. Peace. Peace. Peace…

Zing! 
A flutter of wings alerted him to a presence; he crawled to the edge of the rock plain to take a look at the visitor.
Paper
I zoom through the forest on my papery wings, content and calm. I love my life! All it requires is to whizz around the woods every day, speeding up flower growth and planting seeds. The best thing is, my work is right outside my doorstep (made of paper of course, keeping the style the same throughout my house)! I live in a gigantic flower forest, so it really isn’t hard to find a small little sapling or bulb in need of assistance. BOOM! I am not sure why, but I have already heard a bang in the distance. I don’t know where it is coming from, until I spin around. A huge boulder – with a face engraved into it – is lying right behind me, with his body trailing behind.
Scissors
You experiment with your powerful biceps and triceps, snipping your fingers like miniature pairs of scissors. You grab a blade of grass. Life is over for it. You grab a poppy. Life is over for it. You reach towards a tree. Life is over for it. “I am so powerful!” you tell yourself. You begin to venture to the East: you have heard the wings of something – or someone – that needs to be chopped. Slicing and dicing as if you were cutting through water, you begin to create a path to the fluttering noise. You hear a person warning your prey – you must move faster! You begin to shorten the distance between you and them as they flee the clearing that they were standing peacefully in just moments before.

Racing through the darkest part of the forest, that was getting ever denser, Rock circled around Paper, hoping with all his heart that they would survive. In the distance, he could hear the scraping of metal against wood, getting closer every second.  Rock felt like he had been running forever, even though he had only noticed Scissors a few minutes ago. Finally getting to a clearing, he stopped to take a breath.

You silence yourself after a few torturous minutes of running after your catch, hoping that they would think that you had given up. You rake your blade-like hand through the dark green grass, slicing the ground in two. You look ahead. The prey that you are after has stopped in a clearing. You decide to sneak up behind them…

I was having a nice day until this maniacal man with razor blades for hands came along and started trying to kill me! Me and Rock had been racing through the forest for ages, and finally had stopped in a clearing. We were both out of breath. Crash! A whole wall of trees came crashing down, split in half by Scissors, the man terrorising me. I asked Rock, “How are we going to escape this?”

He didn’t know.

Scissors strolled out of the gloom, in no hurry to seriously maim me. I was glad about that. But, fury was driving me, and I zoomed right up to him to PUNCH HIM IN THE FACE before he swiped out at me with his hands. All went black for me…
After a successful punch to Paper, you feel satisfied with what you have managed. But it is not enough! You decide to take on Rock. Ting! Ting, ting, ting! Rock is protected from your blows by his outer shell, and you can’t get a hit in. CRASH! Rock belts you in the face with a hook, and you slink off sideways. Your body isn’t badly hurt, but your pride is. You snap back into focus. Something is going on! You notice rock building up power, and realise what he is about to do. He jumps into the air, and slams you into the ground. Your spinal cord is shattered; as you drift in and out of conciousness, the happy memories of playing rock, paper, scissors as a child with your friends surface. Where did it all go wrong?
Rock was unhurt. He had just defeated Scissors with pure rage, and was now calming down. It was then that he remembered Paper! She was hurt, and her body and hair had been shattered into fragments. But, she was breathing. Deciding what he wanted to do, he lifted Paper up into his arms, wincing as he did. Paper’s body hurt Rock. He started carrying her towards her home.

Urgh! I had just woken up, and, surprisingly, I didn’t feel too hurt, even though I had been wounded in the battle against Scissors. Then I remembered: Rock! Oh no! Looking at the scattered remains of his body on the floor, I found his head. I hugged it with all my might. I was close to tears. Rock had sacrificed his life for me, and I would be eternally grateful. 

THE END
