
The Robin Redbreast (Two) 

It was two weeks before the end of term of the Autumn Term 

and the weather had turned very cold. I felt worried. Today 

the garden was silent, Sparky, was nowhere to be seen.  

Outside frozen fog lingered, trapped in the nook and crannies 

of our garden hedge. Sparky with his brilliant red breast should 

have clearly shown up on the frosty branches and his strong 

high pitched birdsong would normally have guided us straight 

to him. Could the dangerous cold weather have killed our little 

friend so quickly ? I was worried. 

Sparky had been with us since early last April. I remember the 

day well because it was my mum’s birthday; 20th April. Mum 

loved gardening and she was trying out her new Lady Spade. 

Suddenly, a swift little fledgling robin glided out of the hedge 

and straight onto the handle of the spade. It bobbed and 

hopped and scanned the soil looking for worms.  

Mum loved his company and we named him Sparky.(We are 

not actually sure if it is male or female, both look the same.)it 

wasn’t because he had a red breast either, fledglings are  

brown until the autumn of their first year. We just thought he 

was a sparky, friendly, character. 

He sang like a pop star with an album in the top ten. We loved 

watching him swoop down to catch a worm  

 

Read this short piece of writing. As you can see from the title, 

this writing is also about a Robin. 

In what ways can you very quickly identify this as a piece of 

fiction text? 

How does it differ from the other piece of writing on the 

Robin? 

Is there any information in this text which overlaps both types 

of writing? 

A good story is often based on lots of research into the topic 

before a writer begins work.  



Michael Morpurgo often finds the stimulus for his stories from 

nonfiction. This might be collected from a newspaper, a report 

he has read or a book of nonfiction. 


