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[image: image2.jpg]The bell rang, and all the students picked up their bags and left the room.
Christopher and Michael went outside together. Their bicycles were parked
under a big tree beside the front steps of the school.

“What's the matter?” Michael asked Christopher. “You look upset.”

Christopher unlocked his bicycle chain. “I am upset,” he said. “Look at
my report! My parents won’t be impressed. They want me to be a good
student like you, but I just cant do it. School is so boring!”

Michael couldn’t understand his friend’s attitude. “I like school,” said
Michael. “Besides, | need to work hard. | want to become an engineer like
my dad.”

Christopher frowned. “My dad is the manager of a shoe factory. That's
not very inspiring or interesting,” he said.

Michael got on his bicycle. “Do you want to play basketball this
evening?” he asked.

“No, thanks,” Christopher said. “Maybe tomorrow. I'll call you.”

The boys said goodbye and Christopher rode home. His parents were
still at work. He left his report on the dining room table, made himself a
cheese sandwich and went to his room.

CIHAPTER 1

hristopher Andrews looked at the clock on the classroom wall

C anxiously. It was Friday afternoon and it was ten minutes to three.
“Ten minutes until spring holidays begin!” he whispered to his best friend
Michael Young. Michael’s desk was in front of Christopher’s.

Mr Edwards, their teacher, heard Christopher’s voice. He was a tall, thin
man with white hair, and he was very strict. He looked angrily at the boys.

“Be quiet!” he said, as he began to give the students their end of term
reports. The reports were in white envelopes and the students had to take
them home to their parents.

“You have done well this term,” Mr Edwards told Michael. “Keep up the
good work.”

Mr Edwards didn’t smile when he gave Christopher his report. Instead,
he gave him a stern look.

“You can do better than this,” he told Christopher. “You must work
harder next term.”
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[image: image3.jpg]At 5:30, Mr and Mrs Andrews came home. Mr Andrews was not very
tall. He had black hair and brown eyes. He wore glasses and had a serious
manner. Christopher’s mother was a chemist at Barker’s Pharmacy. She
was a pretty woman with curly brown hair and green eyes, and Christopher
looked a lot like her. She usually laughed a lot, but she didn’t laugh when
she read Christopher’s report.

Mr Andrews read the report, too. Then he took off his glasses and put
them on the table. He waved the report at Christopher.

“Look at this!” he said angrily. “All of your teachers say the same things.
You are intelligent, but you don't try hard enough. What's wrong with you,
Christopher?” :

Christopher looked at his shoes. “I don’t know. | just don't like school
very much. The lessons are boring.”

Mrs Andrews sat down at the dining room table. She looked worried.

“This is an important time, Christopher. You're almost fifteen. Soon
you'll have to decide what you want to do with your life. What are you
interested in?”

“I don’t know,” said Christopher and shrugged his shoulders.

Mr Andrews picked up his glasses and put them on again. He spoke
slowly and sternly. “I want you to think seriously during these holidays. And
| want you to try much harder next term. If | don’t see an improvement in
your next report, | won't take you camping this summer.”

Christopher felt miserable. He loved camping, and he looked forward to
it every year. His father was really angry!

CHAPTER 2

T hat night, Christopher didn’t sleep well. In the morning he took his
bicycle and rode down the street. His house was in Aylesworth,
a small town in Barkshire, about an hour from London.

Whenever Christopher was unhappy, he rode his bicycle to his favourite
place, a forest full of tall oak trees two miles from home. He loved the forest
because it was beautiful and peaceful. It was filled with different kinds of
flowers and wild plants. The trees were full of birds and little grey squirrels
played in the branches. Christopher had even seen a fox once.

As Christopher cycled through the town, he enjoyed the warm sun on
his back. The trees were beginning to grow new green leaves, and many
gardens had colourful spring flowers in them. He saw a team of gardeners
in a small park by the Town Hall. One man was cutting the grass, another
was cutting dead branches off trees while a woman was planting red and
yellow tulips in a flowerbed.

“I'd like to be a gardener,” Christopher thought to himself as he rode
past. “It’s nice to work outside all day and make things grow. Besides, you
don’t have to be good at school to become a gardener.”
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[image: image4.jpg]A few minutes later, Christopher reached the entrance to the forest. He
chained his bicycle to a tree beside the road. Then he took his pack with his
picnic lunch and began to walk into the forest. He was looking for a good
place to sit down and eat his lunch. He needed to be alone and to think.

The sun was warm, and the sky was blue with little white clouds which
looked like fluffy sheep. A pair of black-and-white magpies flew through the
air and called to each other. Christopher felt a little bit happier. He followed
the birds into the forest. Then he heard voices. He looked ahead and saw
two men. One of them was a young man, in his thirties. He was holding a
long pole with yellow and black lines on it. An older man was standing a
little distance away. He had an instrument that looked like a camera on a
tripod. He looked through the instrument at the man with the pole, and
then he wrote something in a notebook.

Christopher walked towards the men hesitantly. He started to feel a little
uneasy looking at them work.

It was some time before he found the courage to ask, “Who are you?
What are you doing here?”

The man with the tripod answered him. “We're surveyors. Our job is to
measure land. We're measuring the forest.” :

“Why are you doing that?” asked Christopher alarmed.

“The forest is going to be sold,” said the other man firmly. “A building
company will cut down the trees and build blocks of flats on this land.”

Christopher was very upset. “Cut down the trees? You can’t cut down
the trees! This forest is so beautiful!”

The men looked at him. “Yes, it's a pretty place,” agreed the younger
man, “but it’s going to be sold.” ;

“It's not fair!” pleaded Christopher.

“Look here, son,” said the older man. “I understand how you feel, but
you can'’t do anything about it. Think about it like this; you're very lucky
because you live in a small town which has countryside all around. Other
people live in big cities like London and their children haven’t got anywhere
to play. They can’t go out because there isn’t anywhere to go. They want to
* move to the country, but there aren’t enough houses for all the people who
want to leave the city. That's why building companies have to buy land and
build new houses.”

The younger man with the pole nodded his head. “He is right,” he told
Christopher. “More and more people are leaving big cities these days. You
can't stop progress. People must have places to live.”

“| see,” said Christopher. He turned and walked away. He didn’t want
his picnic lunch now. He didn’t want to sit under a tree and think. He felt
very depressed.
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hristopher rode his bicycle home again. The day was still beautiful,
but he didn’t notice. He was too angry and upset. He forgot to eat
lunch and he wasn’t hungry for dinner, either.

“What’s wrong?” asked Mrs Andrews. “You usually like sausages and
mashed potatoes, but you haven’t eaten two bites,” she added.

“Aren’t you feeling well?” asked his father.

“I'm depressed,” confessed Christopher. He told his parents about the
surveyors in the forest. “They're going to cut down all the trees.”

“That's terrible!” cried Mrs Andrews. “Lots of people love Aylesworth
Forest. They like to go for walks and have picnics there. It's a good place to
pick mushrooms and to watch birds.”

“It's very sad,” agreed Mr Andrews. “You can’t stop it from happening,
though.”

The next morning Christopher went to Michael’s house. Michael was
happy to see his friend. He was practising throws with his basketball. “Do
you want to play?” he asked Christopher.

Christopher shook his head. “Not today,” he said in a flat tone. “Can we
talk?”
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Michael stopped what he was doing and sat down on the grass.

“What's the matter?” he asked. “You look really upset.”

Christopher sat down next to his friend. He told Michael about the
surveyors in the forest. “I want to do something to save the trees, but I can’t
think of anything. I feel so useless. Have you got any ideas?” he asked.

Michael thought about it for a few minutes. “The trouble is,” he said,
“we're just kids. Nobody listens to us. Besides, | can understand the
problem. There aren’t enough houses for people who want to leave the big
cities. They have to live somewhere.”

“Yes, | can understand the problem too, but there aren’t many forests in
England nowadays,” snapped Christopher. “I think it's important to save the
few that are left.”

“Forget about it,” said Michael. “I know you're upset, but you can’t do
anything.”

However, Christopher couldn’t forget about the forest. He talked to his
neighbour, Mr Wilson. Mr Wilson was the secretary of the Aylesworth
Historical Society.

“That forest is more than seven hundred years old,” said Mr Wilson.
“This whole area was forest in the Middle Ages, but it was all cut down for
farming and houses.”
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[image: image6.jpg]That evening, Christopher was watching television. At six o’clock he
changed the channel. On BBC Channel One there was a programme called
Brian Hunt’s News for Children. Christopher was curious, so he decided to
watch it.

A friendly-looking man with blue eyes and grey hair introduced the
programme. “Hello,” he said, “I'm Brian Hunt. Today we are going to talk
about stray cats and dogs. Although most English people take very good
care of their pets, there are some who do not. Also, many animals get lost
every year. These stray animals are a big problem. Tonight I want you to
meet Jenny Boone, who will tell us about this problem and what she is
doing about it.”
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The television showed a pretty teenage girl with black hair. She was
sitting next to Mr Hunt. He asked her questions, and she told him about her
work with stray cats and dogs.

“] feel very sorry for animals that are lost and hungry,” said Jenny.
“That's why | started a home for stray animals. At the moment I'm keeping
a lot of animals in the back garden, but our neighbours have started to
complain about the noise. | need some help. | need to find someone who
can help me take care of these animals because | can’t manage on my own
any more.”

At the end of the programme, Mr Hunt spoke to the audience again. “If
you can help Jenny, or if you have some news that you want to share, write
to me at this station. Thank you for watching.”

The programme finished, and an address appeared on the television
screen. Christopher found a pen, but he couldn’t find any paper, so he
wrote it on the back of his hand. The programme had given him an idea.
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T he next morning, Christopher wrote the following letter to Mr Hunt

at BBC Channel One.

Dear Mr Hunt,

I am writing because I need some help. I am
Jfrom Aylesworth, and there is a beautiful forest
that grows near our town. It is called Aylesworth
Forest, and it is more than seven hundred years
old. In the Middle Ages, this area was covered
with forests, but now this is the only forest left.

Lots of people in our town visit the forest to
relax, watch birds and have picnics. Now the
Sforest is going to be sold. A building company is
going to cut down all the trees and put up blocks
of flats. I think this is terrible!

I know that people need new houses, but I
think it's wrong to cut down a beautiful forest.

at the building company can find
another piece of land. Unfortunately, nobody will
listen to me because I am only fourteen years old.

Please help me save Aylesworth Forest.

Yours sincerely,

Christopher Andrews
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When he finished the letter, Christopher rode his bicycle to Michael’s
house. Michael was with another friend from school, Brenda Waters.
Brenda was Christopher’s friend, too.

Christopher told his friends about the television programme. Then he
showed them the letter to Mr Hunt. “What do you think?” he asked.

Brenda and Michael read the letter carefully. “It's a good letter,” said
Brenda. “I watch Brian Hunt’s News for Children sometimes, and I think Mr
Hunt is a nice man. Maybe he will help you.”

Michael wasn't so sure. “It's only a children’s programme,” he said.
“Saving a forest is much harder than saving a stray cat or dog. Building
houses is big business. This building company has lots of money if it can
buy a whole forest!”

Christopher looked disappointed. “I'm going to send my letter,” he said.
“Maybe it won't do any good, but I have to try.”

“Good luck,” said Brenda.

“Yeah, good luck,” said Michael. “But don't be too disappointed if Mr
Hunt doesn’t answer.”

15 Savethe forest-by H.Q. Mitchell-ed. mmpublications



[image: image8.jpg]That afternoon, Christopher went back to the forest. He walked around
until he found the two surveyors. Today they were working in another part
of the forest. The younger man was holding his black-and-yellow pole, and
the older man was looking at it through his instrument.

“Hello,” said Christopher.

“Oh, hello,” replied the older man. “Back again are you?”

“l need to ask you something,” said Christopher. “Who owns this
forest?”

The older man wrote some numbers in his notebook. “At the moment,
the town of Aylesworth owns this land,” he said.

“Who is going to buy the forest?” asked Christopher.

“The Barkshire Building Company,” said the man. “After we finish our
work here, that is.”

“When will you finish your work?” asked Christopher nervously.

“In less than a week,” said the younger man. “Two weeks later, some
foresters will come to cut the trees down. Then bulldozers will prepare the
land for building.”

Christopher was very surprised ‘That's so fast!” he said.

“The building company is in a hurry,” said the younger man. “They want
to build the flats this summer *

Christopher thanked the men and went away. He was very upset. He
didn’t have much time to save the forest.

“In three weeks people will cut down the trees,” he said to himself. “Is
there enough time to stop them?”

CHAPTER 5

C hristopher posted his letter to Mr Hunt on Tuesday morning and
spent the next two weeks waiting for a reply anxiously. He would
stay at home every day until the postman came with the letters. Then he
would run to the front door and look to see if there was a letter for him.

“What are you waiting for?” asked Mrs Andrews suspiciously one day.
“Who are you expecting a letter from?”

“Nobody,” Christopher said. He didn’t want to tell his parents about
writing to Mr Hunt. His father might say, “Why is the forest more important
than your school work?”

The rest of the time, Christopher tried to enjoy the holidays. He
played basketball and computer games with Michael and Brenda, and once
they went to the cinema. However, he couldn’t stop worrying about his
letter to Mr Hunt. “Maybe it wasn’t a good letter,” he thought. “Maybe Mr
Hunt isn't interested in forests.”
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[image: image9.jpg]On Monday, school started again. “I hope you had a good holiday,” said
Mr Edwards to the students. “I want you all to work very hard this term.”

It was difficult for Christopher to think about lessons. “In one more week
they will cut down the forest,” he said to himself. “In one more week it will
be too late to save the forest.” He went to the library after school that day
and borrowed some books on forests. His parents were pleased to see that
Christopher was finally taking an interest in something.

That night he watched Brian Hunt’s News for Children again. This week’s
programme was about children who run away from home. “Please write to
me,” said Christopher to Mr Hunt’s picture on the television set. “Please
help me.” He felt very depressed.

The next day when Christopher came home from school, he found a
letter on the hall floor. It was from Mr Hunt! The letter said,

i R ass
s ST
— -
e
Dear Christopher,

ou for writing to me. I think
rll;}::r:/lézy important to save Aylesworth
Forest, and 1 would like you to be on
| my programme next Monday. Please
/ teil your parents to telephone mlf.
1 will arrange everything with them.

Christopher was very excited! When his parents came home from work,
he showed them the letter from Mr Hunt.

“This is wonderful!" said Mrs Andrews. “Well done, Christopher!”

“I hope you can save Aylesworth Forest,” said Mr Andrews, “but I also
want you to work hard in school. If we let you go on television, will you
promise to study hard this term?”

“I promise," said Christopher.

“I'm going to buy you some new clothes,” said Mrs Andrews. “I want
you to look good on television.”

“Be sure to speak slowly and clearly,” said his father. “Look at the
camera when you're talking. Don’t be nervous and don't bite your
fingernails. This is so exciting!” Mr Andrews was proud of his son.

Early the next morning, Mrs Andrews telephoned Brian Hunt and made

plans for the trip to London. Then she took Christopher to school.

Yours sincerely,

2 s

Brian Hunt
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[image: image10.jpg]“You're late,” Mr Edwards told Christopher.

“I'm sorry,” Christopher said. “I had to stay home while my mother
telephoned Mr Brian Hunt. I'm going to be on television next Monday.”

“Hurray!” shouted Michael and Brenda.

“He wrote to you!” added Michael quickly.

“What are you talking about?” asked Mr Edwards.

Christopher told Mr Edwards and the class about Aylesworth Forest. “I
want to save the forest,” he said. “I wrote to Mr Hunt on BBC Channel One
and he asked me to appear on his programme. I'm going to ask everyone
who is watching the show to help.”

“That's an excellent idea,” said Mr Edwards. “I love the forest, too. | will
watch the programme on Monday night.”

All the students promised to watch it too and wished Christopher good
luck.

Before Christopher went to bed that evening, he read the books that he
had borrowed and he noted down all the important things he wanted to say
on a piece of paper. He really wanted to make a good impression on the
audience.
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CHAPTER 6

n Monday after lunch, Christopher travelled to London with his

O mother. They took the train to Paddington Station, and then the
Underground to White City in West London. White City is where the BBC
has its radio and television stations.

A few minutes later they had arrived at the station. “We're here to see
Mr Hunt,” Mrs Andrews told the man at the information booth.

“Wait here,” said the man. “Someone will come and get you.”

Suddenly Christopher felt very nervous. “I can’t do this,” he said to his
mother. “I will forget everything | want to say. I'll make a fool of myself.”

Mrs Andrews hugged Christopher. “Don’t worry,” she said. “You'll be
fine. I'm sure you will do the best you can. I'm very proud of you.”

A pretty young woman came up to them. “Are you Christopher
Andrews?” she asked. “I'm Mr Hunt's assistant. My name is Justine Brown.
Will you come with me, please?”

They took the lift up to the eighth floor. There was a big black door with
a sign on it. Brian Hunt’s News for Children, it said. “This is the studio,”
Ms Brown said and pushed the door open. “Take a seat and try to relax. You
have one hour before you go on air.” She then turned to Mrs Andrews and
said, “Would you like a cup of tea?”

“Yes, please!” answered Christopher’s mother.
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[image: image11.jpg]Ms Brown went to get Mrs Andrews a cup of tea. When she came back,
Mr Hunt was with her. He smiled at Christopher and shook hands with Mrs
Andrews.

“Don’t worry, Christopher,” said Mr Hunt. “Everyone is nervous in the
beginning. Just remember one thing, I'm here to help you. Pretend you are
talking to me alone, and don’t worry about the audience. Try to relax.”

“Now come with me,” said Ms Brown. “It’s time for your make-up.”

“Make-up!” Christopher was very surprised. “I'm not a girl!”

“Everyone wears make-up in front of the cameras,” Ms Brown explained.
“The bright lights make your face look very pale and shiny.”

A short man with a funny face was the make-up artist. He told
Christopher some jokes while he put on Christopher’s make-up and
combed his hair. He made Christopher feel very relaxed.
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~ Finally it was time to go on air. Christopher sat beside Mr Hunt on a blue
sofa in front of the cameras. He could see his mother in the audience. She
waved at him. Then the bright lights came on and he couldn’t see her any
more.

Mr Hunt began speaking. “A long time ago,” he said, “Britain was
covered with great forests. This country used to be more than seventy per
cent forest. Then people began cutting down the trees. They cut them down
to make room for towns, and to use wood to build the houses with. They
cut them down to make fields for farming. Now this country is only eight
per cent forest, but some people want to cut down more trees.”

Brian hu
Q@&J'F"?“ ;
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[image: image12.jpg]“Tonight I want to introduce you 1o a young man who loves forests
Christopher Andrews comes from Alesworth. Christopher, tellus a it bit
about Aylesworth Forest.”

Christopher looked into the camera. He took a deep breath. He was a
lttle nervous, but he was also very angry with the people who wanted to
cut down his forest.

“In three days,” he said, “the men will begin to cut down Aylesworth
Forest so tha they can build blocks of flts. It is 2 beautiful ld forest full of
oakrees, birds and small animals. Where willalthe birds and animals go?
Lots of people from Aylesworth go to the forest to relax and enjoy nature.
I justthree more days, they won't be able to go there any more.”

“Why are you here fonight?” Mr Hunt asked Chistopher

Christopher looked straight into the camera. “Aylesworth Forest needs
help,” he said. “Someone must save it It is wrong 1o cut it down!”

‘When the programme was over, everyone congratulated Christopher.

“You did very well,” Mr Hunt tod him.

“I'm very proud of you,” smiled Mrs Andrews.

“Buy all the newspapers tomorrow morning,” Mr Hunt said. “Sometimes
reporters watch ths programme. Maybe one of them saw you. Maybe they
will write an article about you.”

Christopher shook hands with Mr Hunt. “Thank you for all your help,”
he said.





