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.

As the light from the lighthouse shone over the coast warning on coming ships of danger like a guardian angel. The sound of music filled the town with joy as the towns people partied and drank.
The lighthouse stood like a grey pillar overlooking the town. Inside sat the lighthouse keeper like a wise old owl sat in a tree. He was not amused by the noise and happiness that was danced on the wind through his window.

Suddenly a scrapping and grinding noise filled the lighthouse and a look of shock appeared on the old lighthouse keepers face. The towns celebrations changed from happiness to fear and a deathly silence covered the town like a dark cloud.

The wind blew through the window and filled the keeper with a deathly chill. He stumbled to his feet and ran to the top like a mouse being chased by a cat. He was greeted by silence. No longer did the cogs of safety turn. No longer did the light of the angel shine.

The keeper navigated his way through the maze of cogs, pipes and cables trying to find the fault. The steps from his feet echoed through the tower as he rushed to grab his box full of tools.
With a worried look on his face he scanned the light to see if there were any signs of life.He opened the mini latch for the bulb and stuck his head in to look for a sign of what could be wrong. In the distance he could hear a sound that filled him with dread. The horn of a ship close by made his heart pound and a panicked look came to his face. He lifted up the huge glass cover but stumbled back and tripped over his tool box. The smash of the glass could be heard for miles and the fear within the keeper grew.
 
The vessel grew closer and closer every second that went by. His face was covered with a look of doom. Ideas grew and grew in his head of how too save the closing ship.
Then it came to him. He flew down the tower like a bird in the sky. Moving as quick as his legs would carry him. He had the perfect idea that would save the day.
He clutched the handle of the door and pulled it open. Then the fear, the worry and the look of danger vanished from him. A warmth grew in his body and a look of astonishment covered his face. It was as if all of his prayers had been answered or the villagers had read his mind. The whole town had come together to save the people on the boat and to save themselves. They all ordered up into different bunches and lit a candle or lamp that shone out like the sun rising guiding the boat to safety
