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One early morning, Esme was winding up the 
propellers on her plane. She threw with an 
overhead throw. She stared after it watching it sail 
higher and higher. Then it crashed onto the shiny 
emerald grass. 

 

Down in the dumps soberly she went to the 
bench. she started to look at her blue prints to see 
what was wrong. A strong wind rose, so she held it 
down. She pushed it aside. She put her right 
hand in her head and her mouth and heart sinking. 

 



One minute later a blue velvety bag fell onto 
her head. She gasped in horror. One second later a 
large brown object came whizzing past her face. 
With little green propellers, Size, shape, color of 
a coconut, it was made out of sandy wood, two 
small green wings either side. 

 

Out stumbled the tiniest boy she had ever 
seen.  He started   pulling the bag back struggling 
eventually it moved.  Without waring he suddenly 
realized Esme was staring at him. Seconds later 
he picked up the pencil holding it like a spear from 
the Anglo Saxon times. Esme picking up her 
phone blinking as she took a she took    a photo to 
show that elves were real. 

 



He ran back to his ship righting it then it 
smashed. One of the propellers brock off. He 
gasped in horror with tears in his eyes. They both 
saw planes chugging along the sky just like the 
tiny boys into the horizon. He put his hand in the 
air to stop them, but it was no use. He grabbed the 
pencil –spear like an ancient eyptcian defending 
himself. Esme held her hand out to show that she 
didn’t mean any harm. She actually had an idea. 
She fixed   with a bit of tape and a whole lot of 
luck. She pulled the string. The propellers flew 
off, however their smiles dropped like the 
propellers of the plane. Esme bit her lip. 

 

 

She went up to pick it up. Then an idea 
popped into her head. She attached the two planes 



together. She launched the plane. It plonked on 
the floor. She was defeated. With great 
disappointment they sat down by a rock. A gale of 
wind blew. One of her blue prints blew in her face. 
Just in a second Esme thought of an idea. They 
attached the blue prints. Esme held it.IT 
FLEW. The tiny boy opened his bag he let out 
his star. He winked at Esme. That’s how they will 
connect forever and ever. 

By Charlotte  

 

 

 


