BROKEN: Story by Izzy C
Black, was all I could see as I was wrapped up in other rocks, I woke up to hear soft singing coming from below. I got up as fast as I could but I am very ancient so I took a while.  I looked over the mossy cliff to see a young girl, called paper who was flying gracefully with the flowers. Paper, then went towards a slowly dying flower to then bring it back to life and full of energy again. The flower, which was once dying, deceased, cold was now sprung with life, beautiful and warm (as the sun pressed down on it). Now that one flower joined the others in the field. I looked at paper and just smiled –which I hadn’t in a long time I was enlightened that someone in these woods cared for these flowers. My eyes were now locked onto paper as she cared for the nature… I was in love. 
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