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· Short story using words with only one syllable

[bookmark: _GoBack]The Rose
The rose is fair of face and a deep, deep red, young and in full bloom. With soft lips it grows each day and wakes each morn, with a smell so sweet all is drawn near. From bug to bird, to nest and perch, the rose is loved by all. The rose sits by with mute gaze, to watch and see all in view with a full yet brief life. A fly, quick and loud, lands on the rose. It bites and chews, flaps its wings and moves, foul and black like a gross speck, it leaves with no thought to the rose it has marred.
Poor rose, red and pure, do not fear, the fly is here no more. Grow tall and strong, bright and true, with thorn and barb to keep you safe, there is none so fair as you. Gaze now turned, a beast of flame fur lifts its wet nose from the ground, sniffs and snorts, then with each paw, treads with tail raised high. A fox has come to see the rose, to smell the sweet air and stand in awe. All love this rose, though none could touch it, only see and smell, for the thorns are sharp and cruel to the beast or bird that comes too close.
With the fox now gone, in its place comes a bird. A bird of brown and spots on its chest sings a song for the mute rose. The thrush had great love for this rose, since the first bud had bloomed it watched as it grew, one frail fold at a time. To sing for the rose brought the thrush joy, and each tune was one made with care and thought. Each day it would come and sing, perched on a branch and hop as close as it dared but when all songs were sung, the thrush would fly away back to its nest.
There were two who loved the rose more than all. They had helped to raise it from such a small seed and looked down to the rose with a soft and warm glow. The sun shone with bright beams, a breath of life to the rose that drank each ray of light. Since the birth of the rose the sun had watched through the span of the day, but when the clouds came in thick white-grey, rain gave all to the rose who once more drank of drops fresh and clean. None loved the rose more than Sun and Rain, and both gave all to give the rose each breath of life, but not all is meant to be.
For the life of a rose is short but sweet, with each pleat made of soft silk, it shows the world the bold red, then folds away and falls down dead. Fair no more, the rose is gone, but in its place a seed sinks down through the soil to grow root and stem, to drink from Sun and Rain and hear the song of Thrush, so the life of the rose does not end, just moves on.
