The Farmer’s Story

I’ve just walked through the forest from the head of the glen where we have our farm. I love to watch the leaves dance in the treetops and to look for the shapes and the patterns made by the branches. What a wonderful place the forest is! My father told me that the trees once covered the land for as far as the eye could see. Many trees have been cleared to make way for our farms and to provide pasture for our cattle and sheep. Clearing the trees is very hard work. Every day I help my father cut timber, which we burn on our fires and use to build houses. We also use the wood to make charcoal, which is essential for extracting metals such as iron. Many of our tools are made from iron and with the threat of invasions from other tribes; it’s vital to have iron to make good weapons.

Recently I’ve noticed that there are very few young trees close to the farms because the animals stray into the forest and eat the new shoots. There have been other changes too. We seem to see fewer of the larger forest animals such as wolves and bears. No one else seems to be concerned. In fact many people say that they would be glad never to see a wolf again. I don’t know why because whenever I see one it runs away from me in fear. I’m worried about our forest because when the old trees die there will be no young trees to replace them.  People say that the forest is so big that there will always be enough for everyone, but I’m not so sure.







