
                                                                     Soar 
While the birds sang happily, Rosa span the 

propellers wheels to her toy plane once again she 
took a deep breath and let it go, ‘CRASH! BANG! 
WALUP! ‘She cringed bracing herself for the 
inevitable crunch of impact. Luckily, it landed on a 
piece of soft grass. With a deep sigh of 
disappointment. She softly, trudged back to her 
picnic bench. 

 

She sat herself down on her crusty vintage chair to 
review her plans. Before she could even think or 
even blink, a dark blue bag whizzed upon her head 
it was a boy not even the size of a paper clip. He 
trotted along to the blue Bag, he dragged the bag 
until he seen Rosa, he tried to find the closest 
object near him a pencil and holed it like a spear. 

 

Rosa gasped. Quickly she got her phone out and 
took a photo thinking she was in Harry Potter. She 
looked at the photo and seen it was invisible.  

 

The boy gasped in horror as he rushed back to his 
toy plane and pushed it from the back, the toy 
plane landed heavily onto the bench. The boy 



looked at Rosa with puppy dog eyes. He grabbed 
the pencil once again and holed it like a bow and 
arrow. Rosa holed her hand out wide to tell him 
she was no harm. 

She seen the pencil and had an idea she attached it 
to his toy plane and smiled. She twisted the wheel 
round and round however, their smiles dropped 
like the propeller Rosa bitted her lip. 

 

Rosa had another idea she grabbed her toy plane 
and added it to his ship. The little boy hopped into 
his ship he said his last goodbyes to Rosa however, 
it went straight back down the boy cried and sat 
himself down on an old rock Rosa did to. The wind 
went loop to loop then Rosa seen her plans and 
had another idea it was the best idea yet. The boys 
plane went up until it reached the clouds. Rosa 
smiled, the boy got the digged his hand into his bag 
and seen the star he put it up in the sky the star 
said Rosa. The little boy shacked his hand up and 
down, Rosa wondered why the star was winking at 
her.  Every year Rosa would see the biggest star 
winking at her.   

 


