
 

 
 
There once was a child made out of paper. Paper skin, paper hair, paper eyes. She folded 

up bits of paper and made herself friends. A home. A world. Paper airplanes arched high in the 
sky, above paper birds. Paper boats drifted on a paper ocean, and a nearby paper cat mewled 
outside of a paper garden. She wrote things on the pieces of paper before she folded it up. Hopes 
and dreams. Wishes and fears. Things she had lost. The paper wasn’t happy or sad; It was paper. 
But the child was happy. And that was enough. 

 
Then one day it rained. The paper places noticed it first, but were soon a pulpy mess, 

careening to the earth. The paper birds were next, preening their nonexistent paper feathers 
which soon disintegrated in the storm. The water fell into the paper ocean, turning it into a 
watery grave for the paper boats. The paper cat tried to hide inside the paper garden, but the 
paper gate was locked. He mewled and pawed at it, crying out for help, until nothing was left of 
the loving kitten.  

 
The child ran to her paper house, hiding under her paper blanket on her paper bed, as her 

paper world crumbled around her. The roof sagged, soaking up water as the beautiful structure 
was reduced to a pulp under the lightest drizzle. The child felt the paper walls fall around her, 
and when she felt the cold weight of water upon the covers, she knew her time was up as well.  

 
She felt the rain as it trickled down her paper face, leaving a soft and wet trail of ruin 

behind it. She reached up to tenderly touch her cheek, only to reel back as her now-drenched 
hand fell away, leaving only a stump in its wake. She sat there, trembling, waiting for the water 

 



 

to take its course. And it did.  First her paper hair fell away in clumps, then her paper limbs fell 
limp and heavy with the rain. She cried paper tears but it only turned her head into a pulpy mess 
as the rain soaked in. Eventually, all that was left was her torso, then her chest. Then… 

 
Then the rain soaked away the rest of the little paper child, leaving only a whisper. As the 

remains of her chest started to wash away, a small flower was revealed. It was like nothing ever 
seen in the paper world, but strangely similar all the same. Its tender petals were strong and 
fragile like the papery material that made up the child’s world. Its petals sagged heavy with 
color, more than the paper creatures had ever seen in their lifetimes, and the small flower could 
almost not contain the color. Its stem was slightly crushed, but it held strong. 

 
It grew out of the pulpy ruin like soil, soaking up the lost innocence of the fallen world. It 

was full of words, full of color, full of ideas. It smelled the fresh rain, as it grew a story in the 
center of its mind. It wished for a companion. Anyone to share its stories. To play with, to create 
with. But all it heard was a whisper.  

 


