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 One day Mara   made  the  best  model  plane  she  had  ever  
done.  She  climbed  up the hill and launched it .It  floated like a soft 
cloud for a few seconds until it crashed with a loud bang. 
 

She trudged down the hill with her head down.  She sat down with a 
big sigh. When she sat there the winded tried to blow her plans a 
way but she hold on to  them but she gived up.  A blue strange 
designer bag fell on her head.  She was puzzled.  From out of 
nowhere a plane whizzed past her.  Mara gasped and tumbled 
backwards.   

 

A little plane zoomed past her.  The  plane crashed in to  the  tree 
trunk.  Mara  clutched her mouth  in horror gasping at the plane. Its 
body was shaped like a little boat.  It looked old fashioned. With  two 
green wings sticking  out . As Mara watched a tiny tiny little boy 
tumbld out of the plane.        

 

His little feet trotted along the brown wooden table.  He ran up to his 
broken   propellers  and looked at Mara with big puppy eyes . He 
looked at the sky and she did too. He was so sad to see everyone had 
left him. He fell back he picked up the pencil to defend himself.  
Mara  stared.  She watched him grab the bag he lugt up and  saw a 
big thing she girl got out her phone and took a  photograph . Because 
she  wonted to show everyone. 

 

Mara used the pencil to mend the propellers but it was useless.  It 
didn’t work.  The boy was so sad.  Mara had an idea.  She then put 



her plane in the paper plane   He rubbed his head.  It didn’t work.  
They both sat down.   Her plans flew into her face and she got 
another idea.  She used the plans to make a parachute and then she 
pulled his plane up into the air.  It worked! 

 

The little boy floated up into the air.  He joined his friends.  He went 
into the little blue bag.  He pulled out a big star.  Mara was packing 
up her stuff when all of the stars appeared.  The biggest star winked 
at her. 

 

By Gwen 

 

 

  


