Friday 29th January 2021
IALT: Write a narrative.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Ensure your narrative meets our expectations. Think about how to structure your writing and the paragraphs needed.
A blindingly bright beam shone from the tall light house, which was perched high on the cliff’s edge, illuminating the night sky over the tiny town which was snuggled below. Roaring parties in the crooked buildings of the ancient settlement made it hard for poor Jim to write his letter to his son, Julian (whom was out a sea in a micro boat). Slamming the window shut, Jim continued with his letter. 
Suddenly a crash was heard from the floor high above him and all went dark! THE BULB ON THE LIGHTHOUSE HAD GONE! Jim’s craggy face fell in dismay and shock. This was a disaster. Hundreds of boats sailed near to shore, and without the warning beam of the lighthouse, the vessels would not know where they were and would crash into the jagged rocks of the crusty coastline. SLAM! The wind had blown the window right open and had extinguished the candle which made wax fly everywhere! 
Tripping up on his way, Jim flung himself out of his old mouldy rocking chair and he quickly grabbed his old tool box as he dashed up the winding staircase to where the huge lighthouse bulb was situated. 
Looking around cluelessly, Jim could not believe his spectacled eyes! Everything was cloaked in inky blackness. Not a sound was heard. The clunking metal machinery was as still and silent. Jim’s heart raced as he glanced out of the window and spotted a huge boat wrestling with the crashing, churning waves, coming ever closer to the craggy cliffs. What was old man Jim going to do? Holding his lantern and surveying the damage, he shook his head in despair.
Lifting the large, heavy glass bulb cover, Jim stumbled backward, falling over the musty toolbox he had placed on the dirty floor. SMASH! The glass shattered, shards flying everywhere as the old man fell to the floor. Jim staggered up, beginning to panic as he saw the immense vessel coming ever closer. Frantically sprinting down the slippery, stained stone stairs, Jim flung open the wooden lighthouse door. He stood, stunned, as hundreds of little lights flooded up the hill towards him.
With immense happiness, relief gushed through Jim as he stood amongst the crowds of villagers, all surrounding him on his lovely lighthouse. Each one of them carried an identical lantern, each one shining brightly, each one helping to warn the boat of the danger ahead. The townsfolk breathed a collective sigh of relief as the boat slowly turned away. Old Jim’s heart was warmed as he looked around at the citizens who stood by him in his moment of need.
