Year 5 ARE WAGOLL

The Tin Forest
I often find myself staring out of my window. Once, not so very long ago, all around me was nothing but a bleak, wide windswept place. Nothing ever grew here and no one else really knew it existed. My house is small and meek. When the wind blows, it shakes the very foundations of my home. I was surrounded by things other people had forgotten (and no longer wanted). It lay in lonely piles around my house. Each and every day I would wake in the gloom and try to tidy the great piles of rubbish. I sifted, sorted, burned and buried until my back ached and my brow was covered in sweat.
Each night I would lay in my bed and dream the most wonderful dreams. In my dreams I am no longer surrounded by waste and emptiness, but instead a healthy jungle purrs and groans with life around me. Above me, high in the treetops I can see the most colourful birds. The tropical trees sway in a gentle breeze which smells like the thousands of exotic flowers which grow here. Toucans happily “Caw,” to their mates, tree frogs “ribbet,” as they hop through the growth. But, most amazingly off all is the magnificent tiger, who softly growls as he hunts his prey.
But then, the sun would wearily make its way through my tired curtains and I would return to my world of grey.
On one particularly grey day, as I was burning a pile of rubbish, an idea planted itself in my head. 
“Impossible,” I muttered as I shook my head. 
I tried to carry on with my day, but the idea kept growing. 
“No harm in trying,” I shrugged. 
And so, I nourished the rubbish. I twisted it and turned it. Eventually, this idea of mine had grown its own branches and leaves. Each day my idea grew bigger and bigger. 
The rubbish is no longer in lonely piles or buried beneath the ground. Now I have my forest, tall and proud. No, it is not green and luscious as the forest of my dreams. But, this tin forest is mine, made by my own hand.
After that, I would often be found picnicking beneath the swaying tin branches or pruning my metal flowers. On one such day, the wind was blowing a fierce gale and suddenly a small, frightened bird blew into my path. I rushed to the bird’s aide. 
“Here,” I said as crumbled some of my sandwich into my open palm. The bird cautiously hopped over and slowly lowered his beak. 
“Tweet?” He asked me. I nodded in encouragement and the bird pecked at the crumbs. 
When he had eaten his fill he flew up to a nearby branch in a tin tree. He sang his songs all afternoon and I happily listened for a while. Night soon approached, so I left my friend snug in his tree and retreated to my bed. That night I dreamed of my friend and woke with the dawn eager to see hear his song. But alas, he was gone. I searched through every tin tree and turned over every tin rock. The silence was deafening.
Night approached once more. Under the light of the moon, I made a wish…
As dawn approached, I woke to the sound of birdsong. Part of me thought I must still be dreaming, but the sound was insistent. I hurriedly threw on my shoes and coat, and ran to the door. There on a tin branch, my bird friend had returned. Only this time he had brought a mate. The pair held tiny seeds delicately in their beaks. Once they had noticed my arrival the birds eagerly dropped the seeds. 
I covered the seeds with some dirt and tended them for weeks until eventually tiny green shoots appeared.
As the years went by the sounds of my forest grew more and more diverse. The song of birds mingled with the buzzing of insects and the rustling of healthy, green leaves. Other small creatures appeared, creeping between the sturdy trees. Larger wild animals stealthily slipped through the long green shadows. 
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