Helping the Environment.

I bolted across the wrecked streets, my legs burning. Thank goodness I was small, because I managed to duck into a narrow alley. The King’s Police trucks and cars beeped their alarm as they raced down the cracked street. Shooting out of the alley, I ran towards the border of the town. The large gem banged my back from inside my bag. I began to lose my breath. I stopped, gasping for air when a spotlight flashed onto me. 
“Do you have the gem, young girl?” I bit down on the inside of my lip, not daring to speak. Two officious officials stood in front of me, glaring. It was as if their eyes were boring into me. 
“Give us that gem.” I stood silently, everything was quiet. A black cat sat on a wall in the moonlight, watching the scene and flicking its tail. 
“Give it to us!” a man yelled. 
“Do you want to die?” the second one hissed as he aimed his gun. 

A list of old tricks began to pop in my brain, tricks that had not been used in centuries. Playing one, I looked up at the sky, seeming amazed. 
“What?” The first official asked. 
“It’s-it’s-it’s… A DRAGON!” I yelled. Instantly all the attention and guns aimed at the sky. When I heard the banging of the guns firing and the men shouting, I ran as fast as I could. As soon as I exited the town, I jumped down into the tall, dead grass and waited for the men to pass by. 

“Impressive,” purred a voice.
 I got a fright. Looking up, I saw the black cat turn into a young woman. She looked at me, and then scratched her nose, touched her hat and wiped her hand across her clothes. This was the secret signal for telling others you are part of the Phoenix Flame, a society which rode magical creatures like dragons, griffins, phoenixes, pegasuses and more. Phoenix Flame or PF sparked hope about nature, a thing that barely existed anymore. They were against the King, who only cared about money. The woman changed into an eagle. “Hop on my back,” the eagle said.
“But you are too small!”
“Just do it!”
I stood over the eagle. 
“Ready?” it squawked.
“Yes.”
The eagle suddenly grew to the size of a building and lifted its wings into the air. It flapped them up and down, and rose into the air. Its black feathers camouflaged it against the night sky as it climbed up, up, up.

“Good job at stealing that gem, but you could work on your escape tactic,” cawed the eagle. “We are going to the PF base, known to us as the Sanctuary now, hold onto my feathers. I will go quite fast. When you place that green gem on ‘The Tree’, plants will grow ten kilometres around the outside of the Sanctuary. Forests will grow again soon, and the world will be cleaner and better.”
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