
 

Chapter One: Back in action
 
Sydney Airport was buzzing as the day began. Planes of all sizes lined up at their 
gates, waiting to embark on their journeys. Today was special—a momentous 
occasion that had the whole airport talking.
 
Big Bruce, a mighty Airbus A380, was back in action 
after months in the hangar. Known as the “father 
figure” of Sydney’s aircraft, Bruce had recently 
undergone a complete refurbishment. His new first-
class and business cabins were the talk of the terminal, 
with luxurious seating and top-notch amenities. 
Painted in the iconic red and white livery of Qantas, he 
wore his Flying Kangaroo tail with pride.
 
As Bruce rolled out of the hangar and onto the apron, the younger planes looked 
on in awe. His four massive engines gleamed in the sunlight, and his fuselage 
sparkled like new.
 
“G’day, everyone!” Bruce boomed in his deep, rumbling voice. “Feels good to be 
back!”
 
At Gate 10, Tommy, a cheerful Boeing 737-800 who flew short-haul routes for 
Qantas, piped up, “Bruce! You look amazing! First and business class must be 
incredible!”
 
Bruce chuckled warmly. “Thanks, mate. My team has outdone themselves this 
time. My passengers are in for a treat. I’m heading to London tonight—can’t wait 
to stretch my wings!”
 
 
Tommy beamed with admiration. He idolised Bruce, dreaming of one day flying 
long-haul routes and carrying passengers across oceans. For now, though, Tommy 
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was content zipping between cities like Melbourne, Brisbane, and 
Adelaide.
Nearby, at Gate 24, Big Billie, a Boeing 747-400 flying for 
British Airways, gave a dramatic sigh. “Oh, Bruce, 
you’re so lucky. All that space, all that luxury! 
Meanwhile, I’m stuck with my old Club World seats. 
They’re practically ancient!”
 
“You’re still a stunner, Billie,” Bruce said kindly. “No need to fret. Passengers love 
you just as you are.”
 
The planes soon gathered around Bruce, eager to hear about his time in 
refurbishment.
 
“Was it scary?” asked Dash, a lively Bombardier Q400 from Skippy Air, his 
propellers spinning excitedly.
 
Bruce smiled. “Not scary, Dash—just a bit lonely. But the engineers took great 
care of me. They gave me new carpets, fresh paint, and even updated my inflight 
entertainment. My business class section is the envy of the skies!”
 
“You’ve always been the pride of Qantas,” said Skylar, a sleek Boeing 787 
Dreamliner for Cloud Nine Airlines. “We’re glad to have you back.”
 
As the planes chatted, Tommy noticed a glum-looking Airbus A320 parked near 
the maintenance bay. It was Lucy, a plane from Aussie Jet, who had recently 
experienced a dramatic mid-flight incident.
 
“Hey, Lucy!” Tommy called. “Everything alright?”
 
 
Lucy sighed. “Not really, Tommy. I had to dump fuel yesterday because of a 
pressurisation problem. It was just a little issue, but my captain panicked and 
turned us back. Now everyone’s talking about it.”
 
Bruce rolled forward to comfort her. “Listen, Lucy. We’ve all had tough flights. I 
once hit turbulence so bad that I lost half the dessert trays in first class. But 



you’re safe, and that’s what matters. Your team made the right call.”
 
“Thanks, Bruce,” Lucy said, her spirits lifting. “It’s good to have you around.”
 
Just then, the air traffic controller’s voice crackled over the radio. “Attention all 
aircraft: fog rolling in on Runway 16R. Expect delays.”
 
“Fog?!” Dash exclaimed, his propellers trembling. “I don’t like fog!”
 
Bruce chuckled. “Fog’s nothing to worry about, mate. Just stick to your team’s 
guidance, and you’ll be fine.”
 
“Easy for you to say,” muttered Frankie, a Boeing 747 freighter from Global 
Haulage. “You’ve got fancy systems. Some of us just have to plough through it.”
 
“Well, it’s a good chance for everyone to check their wingtips and get ready,” 
Bruce said, his tone fatherly. “Patience is key in this business.”
 
As the fog began to lift, the planes returned to their gates, preparing for 
departure. Bruce, ever the mentor, turned to Tommy.
 
“Tommy, I hear you’re heading to Brisbane today,” Bruce said. “Short hops are 
just as important as long hauls. Keep those passengers smiling.”
“I will, Bruce!” Tommy chirped. “And one day, I’ll be flying to London, just like you!”
 
Bruce smiled warmly. “You’ve got plenty of time, mate. For now, enjoy your 
journeys—every flight’s an adventure.” With that, the planes powered up their 
engines and taxied toward their runways, ready to take to the skies. And as 
Bruce’s four engines roared to life, he thought to himself, There’s no place like 
Sydney Airport.
 
Chapter Two: Bruce’s Big Comeback
 
Bruce the Airbus A380 was excited to fly again. After being refurbished, his shiny 
new first-class cabins were ready for passengers. “I’m ready to shine!” Bruce 
thought, as passengers boarded for their flight from Sydney to London via 
Singapore.



 
 
 
 
Meet the Team
 
Bruce’s cockpit crew was experienced and calm.
 
Captain Charlie Winton: A kind, calm pilot with years of flying 
experience.
 
 
First Officer Annie Tran: A clever young pilot who always stayed 
focused.
In the cabin, 
 
 
Chief Purser Maddie took care of the passengers. She was known 
for making everyone feel welcome and comfortable.
 
 
 
Trouble on the Ground
 
Before Bruce could leave, there was a little problem. A passenger wanted to 
upgrade to first class, but it was already full. Maddie handled the situation with a 
smile, telling the passenger that business class was the best choice. Then, while 
being pushed back from the gate, the tug operator bumped into Bruce by 
mistake, causing a delay. “Not a good start,” Bruce thought, but he knew things 
would get better.
 
Take off and a Surprise
 
Finally, Bruce soared into the sky. Everything seemed perfect, until the crew got 
an urgent message from air traffic control: A volcano in Indonesia was erupting, 
and an ash cloud was spreading. The crew decided to turn back to Perth, 
Australia, for safety. But as Bruce changed direction, another surprise happened.



 
 
 
 
A Baby on Board!
 
Maddie called the cockpit. “Captain, a passenger is 
in labour. We need help!” The captain and crew 
quickly got everything ready for the baby. Claire, 
the mother, was brave, and the doctor and nurse 
on board helped her. Soon, there was an excited 
cry from the back of the plane: A baby boy had 
been born!
 
“Bruce, you’ve got a new passenger!” Maddie said. Everyone on board cheered, 
and Captain Winton made an announcement: “Congratulations to Claire on her 
new baby boy!” The passengers were all so happy for her.
 
A Special Gift
 
When the flight landed, the airline made a special announcement: The baby 
would get free flights for life! Bruce was proud, but even more so when Claire 
said she would name the baby after him. “I’m Bruce, just like you!” the baby’s 
mother said.
 
Friendly Chat
 
Bruce received lots of congratulations from other planes on the runway. Skylark, 
a Boeing 787, called out: “Heard about the baby, Bruce! You’re a legend!” Bruce 
laughed and said, “It’s been a very special flight!”
 
A Safe Landing
 
When Bruce landed in Perth, everyone was happy and safe. The passengers said 
goodbye, and Bruce felt proud of how he had handled the flight. “That was a big 
adventure!” he thought as he rested on the ground. He was ready for the next 
one!



 
 
 
Chapter Four: A New Crew
 
As Bruce rested at the gate, a new captain named Reginald "Reg" 
Stern arrived. He was tall, stern, and didn’t smile much. Bruce 
wasn’t too happy. “I like my captains with a little more personality!” he 
thought. Reg didn’t even greet Bruce, which made him feel ignored.
 
The new in-flight director, Mr. Bernie Wigglesworth, was the complete 
opposite—he was short, round, and always cracking jokes. When a 
lady asked, “How does the captain see at night?” Bernie said, “Oh, 

that's easy! The captain just follows the 
red and green lights on the wings, 
and we’re good to go!” The lady was 
amazed, and Bernie smirked as he walked 
away.

 
Next, Bruce’s tanks were refueled by a friendly 
refueler named Miss Penny, who patted his wing and 
said, “Take care, sweetheart. We’re counting on you!”

 
Soon, it was time to go. As Bruce taxied to the runway, 

air traffic control warned of some strange lights ahead. 
“What kind of lights?” Captain Reg asked sharply.
 
“Not sure, Captain,” said the tower. “Stay alert.”
 
Bruce’s imagination ran wild. “What if it’s aliens? Or drones?” he thought, his 
engines buzzing with excitement.
 
Before takeoff, Bruce noticed something odd about Captain Reg. He was stiff and 
didn’t seem to care about Bruce's amazing capabilities. "Don’t go too fast, Bruce. 
No need to break records," Reg grumbled. Bruce didn’t like this captain. He 
preferred pilots with more energy and fun.
 



After takeoff, Bruce would fly over the Andaman Sea, southern India, the Arabian 
Sea, and the deserts of Saudi Arabia. The flight would take about 13 hours, and 
Bruce would burn a lot of fuel to reach Heathrow Airport in London
 
Chapter Five: Strange Happenings Ahead
 
Bruce soared smoothly into the skies, and for a moment, everything seemed 
perfect. Then, the radio crackled. “Attention, Flight 208! Unidentified weather 
activity detected ahead. Use caution!”
 
Bruce’s lights flickered. “Unidentified weather? What’s that supposed to mean?” 
His circuits buzzed with nervous 
energy. Meanwhile, the passengers 
were oblivious, enjoying snacks and 
drinks. In the cockpit, Captain Stern 
frowned. Bruce’s radar showed 
strange shapes and colours ahead. As 
they approached, it wasn’t a storm—it 
was an airship festival!
 
Balloons of all sizes floated in the sky, 
including one shaped like a giant panda, its “pilot” waving enthusiastically. Bruce 
relaxed, watching the colourful spectacle. In the cabin, Mr. Wigglesworth joked, 
“Gourmet peanuts today, folks! 
Imported from the finest vending 
machine!” The passengers laughed. 
Bruce remained focused, knowing his 
duty was to keep them safe.
 
The journey continued as the sky 
played tricks. Bruce flew through 
clouds shaped like castles and 
dragons, even a lifelike Mr. Bingles with a cloud bow tie. Then, a rainbow vortex 
appeared in the sky, sparkling like a celestial kaleidoscope. The passengers 
gasped in awe. “The captain must’ve found a shortcut to heaven!” whispered the 
elderly lady.
 



 
 
 
Bruce grinned. “Maybe the sky has a sense of humour,” he thought. As dinner 
trays were cleared and the cabin lights dimmed, passengers drifted to sleep. 
Outside, the night sky stretched endlessly. Even at 40,000 feet, Bruce thought he 
could smell spices rising from below.
 
The trip had been amazing, with stunning views and surprises. Just as he was 
settling down, the radio crackled. A voice he hadn’t heard in months came 
through: “This is Qantas flight QF10, Captain Brown speaking.”
 
Bruce sat up, recognising the hum of a Boeing Dreamliner. It was his old friend, 
Patrick! “Bruce! Is that you?” Patrick’s voice boomed. “Mate, how’s the trip? I 
almost got into a tailwind fight with a jumbo!”
 
Bruce laughed. “A tailwind fight? Patrick, sounds like you’ve been hanging out 
with the wrong crowd! We need to catch up!”
 
The two friends chatted, swapping stories of near misses and strange 
passengers. Even at 40,000 feet, it felt like they were side by side in the cockpit. 
The hours flew by as they shared laughs and memories, turning a long flight into 
a fun ride.
 
Chapter Six: London Arrival
 
The flight continued smoothly, passing over Iran and heading towards Europe. 
The Qantas non-stop flight from Perth to London, QF9, was running an hour late 
and expected to arrive at the same time as Bruce.
 
Susan, a young Dreamliner, had been on a long journey and was dangerously 
low on fuel as she entered the glide path. Noticing Bruce ahead, she quickly 
requested permission to land before him. Ernest Bagshaw, the air traffic 
controller on duty, recognised Bruce and agreed to the request, instructing him 
to perform a go-around. Susan landed safely with just a teacup of fuel left, a 
close call averted.
 



 
 
 
As Bruce powered up for the go-around, Captain 
Mason reassured passengers. “I thought you all might 
like a better view of London,” he joked. “This time, I’ll 
approach over Buckingham Palace!” His humour 
helped ease the tension in the cabin.
 
 
 
 
 

Today was special – Bruce’s birthday! 
Qantas received its first Airbus A380 on 
September 20, 2008, naming it Bruce. On 
its inaugural flight from Sydney to Los 
Angeles, Australian stars Delta Goodrem 

and Olivia Newton-John were on board. Bruce instantly “fell in love” with both 
stars, especially enjoying the Grease movie that played on repeat.
 
Bruce also remembered a time in 2002 when he was parked next to a Boeing 707 
owned by John Travolta, who flew it to Australia as part of his ambassador role 
with Qantas. In 2014, Bruce found himself parked next to John’s 707 once again 
in Los Angeles, recalling the "Sally moment" when John waved from the plane.
 
Chapter Seven: Homeward Bound
 
After the excitement of his first flight, Bruce enjoyed a quick breather before his 
return journey. His refuelling and checks were underway, but he couldn’t help 
wondering who would be aboard this time—maybe more celebrities? However, 
what intrigued Bruce most was the cargo being loaded into his hold.
 
Among the items was the original manuscript of Banjo Paterson’s “Waltzing 
Matilda,” heading back to Sydney for a special exhibition. Also in the hold were 
treasures like a Light Horseman helmet from World War I, a 900-year-old 
boomerang, and rare Aboriginal rock art prints. Bruce felt proud to be carrying 



these priceless pieces of Australian history.
 
But then, something hilarious was loaded in—hundreds of inflatable ducks. 
These weren’t ordinary bath-time ducks; they were brightly coloured ones, ready 
for a giant charity race on Sydney Harbour. The ducks were dressed in tiny pilot 
hats, Qantas uniforms, and Hawaiian shirts. Bruce chuckled at the thought of his 
fancy passengers above having no idea about the quirky cargo below. And to top 
it off, an enormous inflatable kangaroo was packed away for a tourism 
campaign.
 
Bruce felt a mix of pride and amusement, carrying both Australian 

history and fun inflatable ducks. It was the perfect 
blend of serious and silly.

 
 
 

The crew was preparing for takeoff, with 
Captain Johny Mason and First Officer Rudy 
Mentory in the cockpit. 

 
 
 
 
 

Cabin Flight Director Alan Leonard was, as usual, pretending 
to be busy while the ground crew wrapped up final checks. 
Brian, the traffic dispatcher, was frantically finalising 
paperwork, and the catering had been double-
checked—though one small oversight, an empty trolley in the 
galley, went unnoticed except by Alan, who was already 
relaxing with a coffee.

 
As Bruce prepared to taxi to the runway, his spirits were high. 

The wind en route to Singapore was reported to be strong, but Bruce, the king of 
the skies, was confident. It was Bruce’s birthday, and he was ready for whatever 
the flight might bring—though little did the crew know, the missing trolley was 
about to cause a headache.



 
 

Chapter Eight: A Meal Disaster
 

Once airborne, the cabin crew wheeled out the drinks 
trolleys, moving with the confidence of seasoned 
professionals. Passengers were relaxing, sipping wine 
and eagerly awaiting their meals. Everything was 
calm… until it wasn’t.

 
Lucy, one of the junior stewardesses, rolled out the 
meal cart for Club Class with a flourish, expecting to 

dazzle them. But instead of gourmet meals, she was 
met with 32 used trays from the inbound flight—half-eaten salmon, congealed 
pasta, and a dessert that looked like a war zone. The smell of stale gravy and old 
cheese wafted through the cabin.
 
Frozen in horror, Lucy whispered, “Oh. My. God.” Her eyes fixed on a tray with 
someone’s dentures still in the wine glass. This wasn’t just a mistake; it was 
a disaster of monumental proportions.
 

Panicking, Lucy rushed to the galley, where Mr. 
Heston, the Club Class purser, was enjoying a 

biscuit. “Mr. Heston! The meals! 
They’re… old!” she stammered, showing 
him the tray. Heston’s face turned pale. 
“These are the inbound trays?! From 

Singapore?” he gasped.
 
Realising the gravity of the situation, Heston rushed to wake Alan, the 
Inflight Director, who was napping in the crew rest area. “The meals—there are 
no meals! Only 32 trays of horrors!” Heston wailed. Alan rubbed his eyes and 
sighed, “Maybe we can recycle them? Call it ‘deconstructed cuisine.’”
 
As Lucy panicked in the galley, Alan suggested, “Tell them it’s a ‘culinary 
experience’—‘a retrospective of in-flight dining.’” They would serve extra bread 
rolls and double the wine to buy time. “Drunk passengers are forgiving,” Alan 



assured Heston.
As murmurs spread in the Club Class cabin, Lucy tried to keep calm. Alan 
grabbed the microphone, “Ladies and gentlemen, we regret to inform you that 
tonight’s meal service has been upgraded to… an exclusive wine-pairing 
experience with breadsticks. Thank you for your understanding.”
 
Back in the galley, Heston was ready with more wine. “Let’s hope they’re too 
drunk to care,” he muttered. Lucy served wine with enthusiasm, while Alan and 
Heston prepped crew meals to substitute for the Club Class service.
 

With confidence, the team began serving the revised 
meals. One sharp-eyed passenger, Mr. Watson in 3A, 
noticed the rolls were “different.” Lucy leaned in, “I was 
up all night baking those by hand! You’re lucky to have 
such a delicacy at 40,000 feet!” Mr. Watson burst into 
laughter, and soon, the whole cabin joined in.

 
As the drinks trolley made another pass, Alan 
whispered, “You’re a genius.” “I know,” Lucy winked, slyly 

snagging a leftover bottle of champagne. Meanwhile, the tipsy passengers 
toasted their ‘exclusive Club Class experience.’ Back in the galley, Heston sighed 
in relief. “Crisis averted.”
 
Alan smirked, “This was practically a Michelin event
 
Chapter Nine – Cold Turkey
 
The flight from London Heathrow (LHR) to Singapore Changi (SIN) covers 6,765 
miles (10,887 kilometers), taking around 13 hours and 40 minutes. Plenty of time 
for Bruce, the reliable aircraft, to let his thoughts wander. As he entered Turkish 
airspace, he mused, "I wonder if there are any high-flying turkeys up here. Maybe 
I could catch one for the crew’s dinner... that’d be a Turkish delight!"
 
This thought brought back a fond, hazy memory. It was Christmas Eve years ago, 
and Bruce swore he’d seen Santa and his sleigh zipping across the sky. Though, 
he admitted, he might’ve had too many sips of engine oil that night. "Definitely 
got a bit tipsy," he chuckled, keeping it to himself as the passengers slept or 



stared at their screens.
Bruce soared over Turkey, his wings slicing 
through the sky as Istanbul unfurled beneath 
him like a magnificent carpet. However, his 
flight wasn’t entirely smooth—he was 
wobbling as if someone had set his GPS to 
"dizzy mode."

 
“It must be those whirling dervishes!” he 

squawked. For the uninitiated, whirling dervishes are Turkish Sufi dancers who 
spin continuously to achieve spiritual connection. Bruce, of course, 
misunderstood entirely. “I bet they’re whipping up a tornado of vibes just for 
me!” he muttered, picturing them as ballerinas in a giant blender. "Maybe if I flap 
in time, I’ll blend in—pun intended!” Turbulence nudged him into a nosedive just 
as he imagined joining them. “Note to self: not all dances require feathers,” he 
grumbled, steadying himself.
 
Bruce soared confidently, leaving Istanbul behind. "Onward to greater things!" he 
mused.
 
The air grew choppy again. “Must be those whirling dervishes stirring things up,” 
he joked. “If I tried that, my passengers would spill their coffee everywhere.”
 
With his course steady, Bruce cruised east. “Now entering the Middle East. To 
your left, Iraq. Ancient history, deserts, and... questionable Wi-Fi. To your right, 
Iran. Home to the stunning Zagros Mountains and poetry so rich, it’ll make your 

dinner seem underwhelming.”
 

Hours later, Bruce approached the 
majestic Himalayas. The jagged peaks 
loomed like a royal court of ice. 
"Passengers, look sharp—Mount 
Everest is coming into view. That’s the 
tallest mountain in the world, and yes, 
I’m flying even higher. No need to 
applaud, it’s just physics."

 



 
Time passed as Bruce powered over the Bay of Bengal, a glittering expanse of 
blue. “Water, water everywhere,” he mused. “And not a drop for my engines, 
thankfully.” He checked his systems. “Humidity? 80%. No wonder my skin feels 
sticky. Someone crack a window—oh, right.”
 
Southeast Asia appeared on the horizon, endless green jungles sprawled below. 
“Now that’s a view,” Bruce admired. “Nature showing off again. I approve.”
 
Finally, after nine hours of flight, 
Singapore’s glittering skyline appeared. 
"There it is—Singapore. A city so clean, 
you could eat your meal off the 
pavement." He smirked, voice full of 
pride. "Prepare for landing. Changi 
Airport is one of the best in the world. 
Expect nothing less than a hero’s 
welcome."
 
Chapter Ten: Singapore Sling
 
Bruce landed smoothly on the runway at Changi Airport. "Thirteen hours, over 
10,000 kilometres, and lots of food for everyone!" he said proudly. "Not bad for a 
day's work!"
 
As he taxied to the gate, Bruce smiled. "I’m the best at what I do. Job well done, 
Bruce!"
 
Bruce had a short break in Singapore before his next flight. He was happy to see 
the friendly crew who had flown him from Sydney just a few days before.
 
"Hello, Captain Charlie! Hello, First Officer Annie!" Bruce greeted them cheerfully. 
"Don't forget to check the meals this time!" Flight Director Maddie reminded 
them.
 
The air in Singapore was hot and sticky, but Bruce knew he wasn’t allowed to 
have a Singapore Sling while working.

 



 
 
 

As passengers boarded, Bruce saw someone 
special — Kylie Minogue! He was so excited he 
switched the music to one of her famous 
songs. Kylie had just been to the Singapore 
Film Festival, looking fabulous as always.

 
 

Bruce thought, "What movie should I show 
today?" He thought of all kinds of exciting 
films, from musicals to action adventures.

 
When the plane took off, things didn’t go as smoothly as expected. There was 
some turbulence, and the plane shook a little. "Just a little bumpy," Bruce said, 
"Nothing I can’t handle!"
 
The crew served a yummy meal to the passengers, with delicious Singaporean 
food like chicken rice, noodles, and tasty satay. Bruce's tummy growled, but he 
couldn’t eat any of it.
 
As the passengers enjoyed their food, Bruce felt proud. "Well, of course, it's all 
part of the Bruce experience," he thought.
 
Despite the bumps, Bruce flew on, heading towards Sydney, looking forward to 
his next adventure.
 
Chapter Eleven: Drama in the Sky
 
Suddenly, Bruce heard a crackling voice on the radio. “Mayday, Mayday! This is 
November Bravo Charlie 351. We’re lost over the ocean. Can anyone help?”
 
Bruce’s systems beeped, and he quickly answered. “This is Bruce, A380 flying to 
Sydney. I hear you! What’s wrong?”
 
The pilot of the small plane sounded scared. “I’ve lost my GPS! I don’t know 



where I am, and I’m running out of fuel!”
 
Bruce knew he had to help. “Stay calm. I’m going to get you home,” he said. Bruce 
used his radar to find the small plane far away from where it should be. He told 
the pilot, “There’s a small island ahead, about 250 miles away. Follow me, and I’ll 
guide you there.”
 
Bruce told the passengers on board about the situation. “We’re going to help a 
lost plane. If you look out the window, you might see 
it!”
 
Everyone, including Kylie Minogue, looked out into the 
dark sky, hoping to spot the plane. Kylie whispered, “I 
never thought I’d be part of something like this!”
 
Bruce flew lower so the small plane could see him. “I’m 
right above you now,” he said, shining his lights to 
guide the pilot. “Just follow me, and we’ll get there together.”
 
The small plane followed as best as it could, but it was tough. Bruce slowed down 
to help. “Take it easy. I’m your guiding star tonight,” he said with a smile.
 

Everyone on Bruce’s plane 
cheered when they saw the small 
plane below. Even Kylie cheered, 
“You’ve got this, Bruce!”

 
Soon, they saw the lights of 
Christmas Island, like a tiny star in 
the dark. Bruce radioed ahead to 
tell them the plane was coming.

 
“Alright, 351,” Bruce said, “You’ve got one chance to land safely. Let’s do it 
together.”
 
With Bruce’s help, the small plane landed safely. Everyone cheered and clapped 
for Bruce. Even Kylie shouted, “You’re a legend, Bruce!”



 
Bruce flew back into the sky, feeling proud. “Another life saved,” he said with a 
grin. “Not bad for a night’s work.”
 
 
Chapter Twelve: Sydney Bound
 
As Bruce flew towards Sydney, he 
felt extra happy. He wasn’t just any 
airplane; he was a hero!
 
After a smooth landing, Bruce 
touched down at Sydney Airport, 
feeling proud. Over the past four 
days, Bruce had flown 34,000 kilometers, which is almost the same as flying all 
the way around the Earth!
 
As Bruce rolled to his parking spot, he noticed something strange. There were 
flags waving, and people were cheering. “Wow, they must be celebrating Kylie 

Minogue,” Bruce thought, 
imagining all the attention 
was for her.

 
But when Bruce got closer, 
he realized the banners 
were for him! He was the 
hero who helped rescue a 
lost plane!

 
Bruce couldn’t blush, but if 
he could, he would have. 

Instead, he hummed happily, 
“It was nothing. Just doing my job.”
 
As the passengers got off the plane, some took pictures of the celebration. Bruce 
felt even prouder. Soon, his fuel tanks were being refilled, and his cargo was 
unloaded carefully.



 
But Bruce didn’t rest for long. He was getting ready for another adventure—this 
time, flying across the Pacific to New York! But that’s a story for another time. For 
now, Bruce was happy to enjoy his moment as the star of the sky.
 
 
 
.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


