
Writing: Term 5 Week 5 – Celebrations 

 

Animation: ‘Broken: Rock, Paper, Scissors’ created by Ringling College of Art 

and Design 

https://www.literacyshed.com/a-shed-full-of-animations.html 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Key learning point (writing only): To use a semi colon (;) to join two, related 

main clauses (full sentences). 

 

Writing task: To write an alternative ending to the story. 

 

Description: Would you end the story differently? Could there be a happier 

ending in store for Rock and Paper? Does the story have to end there? Using 

the beginning of the story all the way to its resolution, plan and create an 

alternative ending. 

Model for an alternative ending to the story: 

Paper blinked. Beneath her, she could feel the soft carpet of moss delicately 

cradling her head and gentle grass woven with daisies between her toes. Every 

part of her body ached but as she inspected her wounds she miraculously 

found that there were none. Panic gripped her as the memory of Scissor 

cutting her out of the sky crashed through her. She remembered Rock and 

another grip of panic seized her. Gazing around the clearing, a stream of 

sunlight shone through a gap in the trees and illuminated the face of Rock 

https://www.literacyshed.com/a-shed-full-of-animations.html


crumpled in the grass near her mossy bed. Without warning, tears welled up in 

her eyes and poured down her paper face. She wasn’t sure how long she sat 

there as grief, for the creature she had barely known, consumed her; the 

creature who had saved her life by sacrificing his own. A light, a spark, maybe 

only a glimmer of hope, began to form in her mind… perhaps… she thought, 

it could work, it might work; no, it had to work.  

As delicately as she could, Paper gathered Rock in her frail arms and walked 

clumsily under the weight, towards the edge of the forest where the giant 

rocks formed. “Stay with me,” she whispered to the frozen face cradled in her 

arms and held it tighter. She began to climb. Sweat dripped from her brow as 

she neared the top. The process was slow and delicate because she did not 

want to slip or fall and harm the precious bundle she carried with her. Once 

she had reached the top of the tallest cliff, she lay Rock, who faced the slowly 

setting sun, in its centre. Taking a deep breath and one last look at Rock, she 

flew quickly back towards the forest to collect the rest. 

Finally, when she had completed her task, she lay the last of Rock stretched 

out on top of the cliff. He looked as if he was sleeping but his faced remained 

still. She breathed heavily; the journey had taken its toll. She hoped it was 

worth it. “Come on,” she whispered … “COME ON! It has to work!” she 

shouted to the sky and then collapsed on the ground next to Rock, weeping. A 

tear rolled down her face and splashed onto Rock’s lifeless form just as the sun 

began to sink behind the cliffs. A glimmer of gold began to spread from the 

tear. At first, she thought it was a trick of the light but it seemed to have a life 

of its own as it began to spread and sink into Rock. Paper’s breath caught in 

her throat.  

Rock blinked.  

 

 


