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Sophie sat at the kitchen table with scissors, glue, and a stack
of colored paper. Her wavy chestnut ponytail bounced as she
worked. She folded paper houses with pointed roofs and taped
them along painted roads. Cardboard bridges arched over
blue-paper rivers. By bedtime, a whole paper city shimmered
under the lamp. Sophie clapped her hands. 'Perfect!' she
whispered.




Sophie tucked a pencil behind her ear and slipped a pocket
ruler into her overalls. She loved her paper city more than
anything. The mustard-yellow sweater sleeves were rolled up
from hours of work. Red sneakers dangled above the floor. She
turned off the light and said goodnight to the tiny paper
windows. 'T'll see you tomorrow,' she yawned, and went to bed.
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The next morning, Sophie raced downstairs and gasped. The
paper city was moving! Tiny people, no bigger than her thumb,
walked along the painted roads. One little figure in a green
vest waved a matchstick walking stick. 'Hello!' he called. 'I'm
Pip, the mayor. Welcome to our home!' Sophie's hazel eyes
grew wide. 'You're alive!' she whispered.
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Pip explained that the paper city had come alive during the
night. 'We love our little homes,"' he said. 'But we worry about
rain.' Sophie promised to protect them. Just then, a shy paper
girl peeked from behind a folded house. She had pink paper
pigtails and a blue dress with a scalloped hem. 'I'm Lulu,' she
said softly. Sophie smiled. 'Nice to meet you, Lulu.'
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Sophie spent the morning getting to know the paper people.
Grandpa Fold, an elderly man with paper spectacles and a
matchstick cane, told her about their old paper-craft wisdom.
'Strong folds make strong houses,' he creaked. Lulu showed
Sophie the cardboard bridge and the painted roads. Sophie
listened carefully, her pencil behind her ear. She felt proud of
her little city.




Suddenly, Sophie's elbow knocked her water glass. Water
splashed across the table, rushing toward the paper city!
'‘Flood!" shouted Pip, waving his walking stick. Lulu screamed
and grabbed her paper pigtails. Grandpa Fold hobbled toward
a high bookshelf. Sophie's heart pounded. 'Quick! Follow me!"
she cried, grabbing a spoon to scoop up the tiny people.
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Water curled through the painted streets and soaked the
folded houses. The cardboard bridge sagged and bent. Sophie
scooped up as many paper people as she could. Pip stood on a
floating paper scrap, shouting directions. 'The east side is dry!"
he called. Lulu clung to Sophie's thumb, shaking. 'My house is
gone,' she whispered. Sophie felt terrible. 'T'll fix this,' she
promised.




Sophie grabbed a roll of paper towels and pressed them
around the flood. Grandpa Fold sat on a dry book, wringing out
his long folded beard. ‘We need stronger houses,' he said
wisely. 'Houses with wide bottoms and thick walls.' Sophie
nodded. Her yellow sweater was damp, but she didn't care. 'l
have an idea,' she said. 'Let's build houses that can stand tall.’
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Sophie cut rectangles and folded them into sturdy squares.
She used thick cardboard for floors and wide paper bases.
'Like this?' she asked Grandpa Fold. He squinted through his
spectacles. 'Yes! Crease it hard.' Lulu helped by painting tiny
doors. Pip marched around the work area, cheering everyone
on. The paper people worked together, folding and taping,
building a new neighborhood.




With Sophie's help, the paper people moved into their new
homes. Each house had a wide bottom and strong walls. The
cardboard bridge was replaced with a double-thick roadway.
Lulu set up her scalloped blue dress in a fresh doorway. 'It's
better than before!' she laughed. Pip tapped his matchstick
walking stick on the ground. 'Stronger houses for a stronger
city!"




Sophie looked at the paper people and realized something
important. 'I made this city,' she said. 'But I didn't think about
keeping it safe.' Grandpa Fold nodded slowly. 'Imagination is a
gift,' he said. 'Caring for what you create is a bigger gift.’
Sophie felt warm inside. She promised to check the weather
and keep water far away. 'I'll be responsible,' she said.
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From that day on, Sophie cared for the paper city every
morning. She built a tiny cardboard wall around the table edge
and kept her water glass on a far shelf. She added new houses
with wide bases and strong folds. Lulu taught her paper songs,
and Pip told jokes. Grandpa Fold showed her how to make
paper trees. The city grew safer and happier each day.
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One afternoon, Sophie's friends came to play. ‘What's that?'
asked her neighbor, pointing at the paper city. Sophie smiled.
'It's my paper city, and I take care of it.' she showed them the
tiny people, the sturdy houses, and the painted roads. Her
friends were amazed. 'Can we help?' they asked. Sophie
handed them paper and glue. 'Of course!'
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Together, they built a paper park with folded trees and a
cardboard slide. The tiny people cheered. Lulu danced in her
blue dress, Pip shook his walking stick like a flag, and Grandpa
Fold sat on a bench, smiling. Sophie realized that imagination
is even more fun when shared. And taking care of something
you love makes it last.
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That night, Sophie wrote a new rule on a paper sign: 'Made
with imagination. Kept with care.' She placed it at the edge of
the city. The paper people read it and clapped. Grandpa Fold
nodded. 'You've learned the secret,' he said. Sophie tucked her
pencil behind her ear and smiled. She knew that creating
something also means caring for it.
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Every day, Sophie woke up excited to see her paper city. She
checked the roofs after rain and fixed any loose folds. Lulu and
Pip greeted her with waves. Grandpa Fold shared new paper-
craft wisdom. Sophie's heart felt full. She had built a city with
her hands, but she kept it alive with her kindness. And that
was the best part of all.
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