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Big Bruce Takes Flight

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 was content zipping between cities like Melbourne, Brisbane, and
Adelaide.



Nearby, at Gate 24, Big Billie, a Boeing 747-400 flying for o 5
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 Twin prop
parked near the maintenance bay. It was Sally a plane LA

from Aussie Jet, who had recently experienced a \ (S - \ /
dramatic mid-flight incident.”Hey,Sally " Tommy : \
called. “Everything alright?"Sally sighed. “Not really, Tommy. | ‘ \ ‘
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, Sally. We've all had tough flights. |
once hit turbulence so bad that | 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,” Sally 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, | 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
youl!”

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

The departure board at Sydney Airport read QFO01—Sydney to London via
Singapore, a route Bruce, the newly refurbished Airbus A380, was thrilled to
undertake. His cabins, especially first and business class, sparkled with luxury
after months of meticulous upgrades. He knew he was a star tonight, and all
eyes were on him “Bruce, you've got this,” he reassured himself as his
passengers boarded.

Meet the Team
The cockpit team was an experienced and highly regarded crew:

Fleet Captain Charlie Winton: A veteran pilot with over 20
years of experience, he was known for his calm
demeanour, even in the face of adversity.
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Captain Winton

First Officer Annie Tran: Young but exceptionally
talented, bringing a meticulous attention to
detail and an innate ability to adapt quickly to
unexpected situations. In the cabin, Bruce's care
Annie Tran was entrusted to an ace team led by Chief Purser

Maddie: A warm and unflappable professional who had been

with Qantas for over a decade. Known for her knack for diffusing , 1

tense situations, she had a reputation for keeping both crew and ‘ v

passengers happy. Together, they made Bruce feel invincible—or “ ‘

so he though
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Maddie

Pushback Delay: Tug Trouble
Trouble began even before Bruce left the gate. As the last passengers boarded,
the ground supervisor informed the cockpit of an issue:

“Captain Winton, we're overbooked. Economy is full, and we've got a passenger
insisting on an upgrade to first class.” Bruce sighed internally. Humans and their



seating drama! Maddie stepped in, handling the pushy business magnate with
her usual tact.

“Sir, | understand your frustration,” she said with a calm smile, “but our first-
class cabin is already at capacity. I'll do my best to make you comfortable in
business class.”

Just as that was resolved, another mishap struck. The tug operator pushing
Bruce back miscalculated and jolted him awkwardly.

“Ouch! Watch where you're going!” Bruce grumbled. The operator apologised,
but the incident caused a delay. “Captain,” came the voice from the air traffic
controller, “you've missed your departure slot. You're now delayed by 20
minutes.” Bruce huffed. “Not the grand send-off | was expecting.”

Take off and Early Troubles

Finally, Bruce powered down the runway and soared into the night sky. His
engines hummed smoothly, and the stars above winked their approval.
Passengers settled into their seats, and Bruce let himself revel in being airborne
once more.

Bruce, the proud jumbo jet, was thrilled to be embarking on one of his first long-
haul journeys after refurbishment. With his luxurious first-class cabin full of
stars and his team in top form, everything seemed perfect as they departed
Sydney. However, as the flight approached Indonesian airspace, fate had other
plans.

The Alert

The intercom buzzed in the cockpit as the airline’s operations centre relayed the
urgent message. “Volcanic eruption detected in Indonesia. Ash cloud expanding
rapidly. Evaluate safety options immediately,” the controller said.



Captain Winton, calm and composed, glanced at, his co-pilot.
“We're right on the edge of Indonesian airspace,” Annie noted, scanning the
charts. “If we proceed, we'll be cutting it close.”

Trouble Brewing
As Bruce held his course, the team began weighing their options. The volcanic
ash’s unpredictability and spreading cloud posed a serious risk.

Re-routing was discussed, but it wasn't straightforward. “We'd need to fly
significantly north or south to bypass the ash,” Annie explained. “That means
extra flying time, fuel, and possible congestion with other rerouted flights.”
The operations team soon confirmed the airline’s decision: Return to Perth.
Safety is paramount.

The Birth Announcement

As the flight turned back, the cabin crew informed passengers of the change.
Bruce was about to relax when the intercom from the cabin buzzed again.
“Captain, this is Head Purser Maddie. We've

got a situation. A passenger in economy is

in labour. It's early, but the baby’s coming

now!”

Captain Winton froze for a moment, then
sprang into action. “Annie, contact Perth”
he said to his fist officer and arrange for
medical assistance to meet us next he
called his cabin crew chief on landing.”
Maddie, do we have any medical
professionals on board?” Maddie’s voice
came back. “Yes, we've got a nurse and a
doctor assisting her now. We'll keep you
updated”.




A New Life in the Skies

In the back of the plane, the cabin was buzzing with activity. Passengers
whispered excitedly as the woman, a young mother named Claire, bravely
endured her premature labour. Bruce, worried but hopeful, did his best to
maintain a smooth ride.

After what felt like hours but was only minutes, the doctor emerged holding a
tiny, crying bundle. “It's a boy!” he announced. Cheers erupted across the cabin.
“Bruce, we've got a new passenger,” Maddie said with a smile.

Captain Winton took to the intercom. “Ladies and gentlemen, I'm delighted to
inform you that we've had a very special event on board today. Claire, our brave
passenger in row 22, has just delivered a healthy baby boy. Please join me in
congratulating her!” Passengers applauded and cheered as Bruce swelled with
pride.

Honouring Baby Bruce

As the flight neared Perth, the crew informed the airline of the unexpected
birth. The news spread quickly through the operations centre, and a decision
was made: the baby would receive free flights for life on all the airline’s routes.

Captain Winton shared the update with Claire. “Claire, we're happy to let you

know the airline is granting your son free flights for life. And may | ask—what
will you name him?” Claire, exhausted but smiling, said, “I've decided to name
him Bruce, after this incredible plane that brought him safely into the world.”

Bruce was overcome with emotion. “Me? She’s naming him after me?” he asked
Maddie. “You better believe it, Bruce,” Maddie said with a grin. “You're a hero.”

Friendly Chatter

As Bruce approached Perth, he crossed paths with other aircraft, including
Skylark, the Boeing 787 heading to Singapore. “Bruce, heard about the baby on
board! You're a legend!” Skylark said.”It was a team effort,”

Bruce replied modestly.



Oscar, the Qantas 737 on a domestic hop to Darwin, chimed in, “G'day, Bruce! A
baby named after you? That's a first. Congratulations, mate!”
“Thanks, Oscar,” Bruce said. “It's been quite a flight, that's for sure.”

A Safe Landing

When Bruce touched down in Perth, paramedics were waiting to assist Claire
and her newborn. The passengers disembarked, many stopping to pat Bruce’s
side or thank the crew for their professionalism.

“That was some flight,” Maddie said as she patted Bruce. “You handled it like a
pro. Bruce sighed, exhausted but happy. “It wasn't what | expected, but it's a day
I'll never forget.”

The flight from Sydney diverting to Perth had taken a gruelling 8 hours, He
should now be in Singapore but here he was still in Australia. With the captain
and crew required to rest for a mandatory 12 hours, Bruce decided to follow
suit. Towed to a parking spot beside Bertha, a massive firefighting water
bomber, Bruce couldn't help but joke, "I bet you never get thirsty!" Bertha,
however, didn't find the humour in that and scowled silently. "Please yourself,"
Bruce muttered under his breath.

On the other side of him sat a gleaming private jet, the pride of one of the
world's richest men. Bruce grinned and said, "l bet you can tell me some tales."
The jet, named Larry, seemed to chuckle before responding, "Oh, I've got
plenty... and some would make your hair curl." Bruce laughed. "l don't have any
hair, Larry. I'm bald!"

Eventually, as the day wore on, Bruce dozed off, dreaming of all the flights still
ahead of him, the adventures, and the stories that were yet to be told.



Chapter Three : The journey continues

Bruce had found himself in Perth after an unexpected diversion . Volcanic ash
clouds had grounded all flights on the route to Singapore the day before. With
12 hours of rest behind him, he was ready to continue the journey. The crew had
arrived all set to move forward. The ash cloud over Indonesia had cleared, and
the winds had shifted, making it safe to fly again. With many passengers
rerouted onto other flights, the plane was only half full.

In the cockpit, the first officer and captain were chatting about the flight plan.
Casually, the first officer said, “I brought my camera. I'm hoping to get some
great shots during our landing in Singapore.”

“That'’s fantastic!” said the captain. “Where do you keep your photos?”
“In the cloud,” the first officer replied with a grin.

Bruce listening in, couldn’t help but chuckle. “Better be careful not to hit any of
those photos as | fly through the clouds,” he thought. By 11:00 a.m., the
passengers had boarded, and the flight was ready to depart. Joe hoped there'd
be no more delays. “What else could go wrong on my first flight after my
refurbishment?” he wondered.

Takeoff was smooth, and the journey so far uneventful. Bruce ever the
chatterbox, greeted passing aircraft along the way. He had a friendly exchange
with an Alitalia 747 named Sophie, an Italian beauty he often met in the skies.

Flying at 35,000 feet, air traffic control requested a climb to 40,000 feet to dodge
bad weather. The adjustment was seamless. As they neared Singapore, the
thunderstorms had cleared, much to everyone’s relief. The first officer eagerly
prepared his camera for some fantastic landing shots.

Touch down

Bruce touched down so gently that passengers barely noticed they had landed.
The stop in Singapore was brief, with a crew change ahead. Joe thought to
himself, “l wonder who my next captain will be. At least I'll get a couple of hours
of rest.



Chapter Four. A new crew

As Bruce rested at the gate, the new cabin crew and flight crew arrived. Joe

immediately sensed something was different about the captain—a tall, stern-

looking man with an air of authority. Captain Reginald “Reg” Stern strode onto

the flight deck, barking instructions to the first officer, a nervous young man who
dropped his clipboard twice.

“Whoops!” Bruce thought. “Looks like this new captain is all business.
No jokes, no smiles. Not my style!” Bruce wasn't keen on Reg, partly

in Bruces book. “A plane’s personality matters!” Bruce huffed
internally. “How rude.”

Meanwhile, the in-flight director, Mr. Bernie Wigglesworth, waddled onto the

scene. Bernie was short, round, and always ready with a joke. When an
ﬁ elderly lady in the first-class cabin asked him, “Young man, how does the
captain see where to fly at night?” Bernie, with a completely straight
face, replied, “Oh, that's easy! If you look out the window, you'll see
a red light on the left wing and a green one on the right. The
captain just keeps the plane between the two lights, and we're
good to go!” The lady nodded in wide-eyed amazement. “That’s
very clever,” she murmured, leaving Bernie to smirk as he shuffled
back to the galley.

The new catering was finally loaded, and Joe’s tanks were refueled by a kind,
refueler named Miss Penny. She patted Joe's wing gently and said, “You take care
up there, sweetheart. We're counting on you!” Bruce felt a little better, her kind
words warming his metallic heart.

Soon, it was time to taxi out. As Bruce made his way to the runway, Air Traffic
Control came over the radio. “Flight 447, this is Tower. We have a report of
unidentified lights in your flight path over the Java Sea. Please proceed with
caution.”



Unidentified lights? Bruce felt a shiver through his fuselage. “What kind of
lights?” Captain Stern demanded, his voice sharp.

“Uncertain, Captain,” the Tower replied. “Could be weather balloons, could be
something else. Stay alert.”

Bruce’s imagination kicked into overdrive. “Unidentified lights? What if it's
aliens? Or experimental drones? Or... glowing birds?!” Bruce realised his new
crew might not be as fun, but this flight was shaping up to be anything but
boring.

Before take-off, Bruce noticed something odd about the new captain. Captain
Stern was stiff, wore a grumpy expression, and seemed allergic to smiling.
Worse, he spoke to Bruce like he was an old clunker instead of a state-of-the-art
flying machine. “Don’'t go too fast,Bruce . We don't need to break any records,”
Captain Stern grumbled. Bruce huffed. He liked pilots with energy and
enthusiasm. This guy seemed like he'd rather be piloting a desk!

Following take off Bruce would take a route skimming the Andaman Sea,
crossing southern India’s lush coastline, flying high over the Arabian Sea, the
Gulf of Oman, and then navigating through the deserts of Saudi Arabia. From
there, Bruce would soar across Turkey, skim over southern Europe, and finally
head for Heathrow Airport in London. The flight time was about 13 hours.



Chapter Five Strange happenings ahead
Bruce soared smoothly into the skies, For a moment, everything seemed
perfect—until a sudden crackle on the radio interrupted the calm.

“Attention, Flight 208! Be advised: unidentified weather activity detected ahead. It
appears to be... moving strangely. Use caution!”

Bruce’'s lights flickered in alarm. “Unidentified weather activity? What's that
supposed to mean?!” he wondered, his circuits buzzing with nervous energy.
Meanwhile, the passengers remained blissfully unaware, enjoying their snacks and
complimentary drinks. Up in the cockpit, however, Captain Stern frowned,
muttering something about rogue storms or migrating birds. Bruce's radar
revealed the culprit—a strange blur of shapes and colours moving erratically
ahead. But as they approached, the mystery dissolved into delight: it wasn't a
storm at all—it was an airship festival!

‘ /4 Balloons of every size and colour floated

| joyfully in the sky, their banners fluttering
in the wind. One particularly cheerful
airship in the shape of a giant panda
drifted close to the plane, its “pilot” waving
enthusiastically. Joe’s initial tension gave
way to amusement.

As he watched inflatable animals bobbing around, their bright hues lighting up the
clouds. In the cabin, Mr. Wigglesworth worked his usual magic, doling out snacks
with a grin. “Gourmet peanuts today, folks! Imported all the way from the finest
vending machine at the airport!” he quipped, earning giggles from the passengers.
Joe, however, stayed vigilant. The skies might be full of surprises, but he had a
plane to keep safe.



As the journey continued, the sky began to play its own tricks. Bruce cruised
through clouds that looked like something out of a dream: castles, dragons, and
even a remarkably lifelike version of Mr. Bingles, complete with a cloud bow tie.
He chuckled to himself. “Even the clouds are getting in on the fun,” he thought
as the wind shifted them into even sillier shapes.

Then, something extraordinary
happened. A swirling rainbow vortex
appeared in the sky, shimmering with an
otherworldly glow. The passengers
gasped in awe, their faces pressed

unfolded. Caused by sunlight bending
through delicate ice crystals, the colours
danced and sparkled like a celestial kaleidoscope.

The elderly lady from earlier, wide-eyed with wonder, turned to Mr. Biggleswade
and whispered, “The captain must've found a shortcut to heaven!”

Bruce grinned, his mood lifted by the magic of the moment. Maybe, just maybe,
the sky had a sense of humour after all.

As dinner trays were cleared away and the cabin lights dimmed, most
passengers drifted into sleep, their gentle snores blending with the rhythmic
hum of the engines. Outside, the vast night sky stretched endlessly over India.
Even at 40,000 feet, Bruce could swear he caught the faint aroma of spices
rising from below. He inhaled deeply, marveling at how even the smallest
wonders could reach him up here.

Bruce had been having an amazing trip so far—stunning views, a few surprises,
and plenty to keep him smiling. Just as he was settling into his seat, the radio
crackled to life. A voice he hadn't heard in ages came through.

“This is Qantas flight QF10,” said the calm, professional voice on the intercom.
“Nonstop London to Perth, Captain Brown speaking.”



Bruce sat up, instantly recognizing something. But it wasn't Captain Brown that
caught his attention—it was the unmistakable hum of a Boeing Dreamliner in
the background. His mate Patrick was on the linel They hadn't spoken in
months, and hearing his old pal’s voice lit up Joe’s mood.

a ‘\\\Patrlck
“Well, well, if it isn't my favourite Dreamliner!” Bruce said L"“““
with a laugh, flicking the switch to reply. “Bruce ! Is that
you?” Patrick’s voice boomed through, brimming with

excitement. “Mate, how's the trip? You won't believe the

chaos I've had on this side. | almost got into a tailwind fight with a jumbo!”

C&%

Bruce couldn't help but laugh. “A tailwind fight? Patrick, sounds like you've been
hanging out with the wrong crowd! Listen, we need to catch up. I've got so much
to tell you—it's juicy!”

The two friends dove straight into their usual banter. They swapped wild stories
from the skies—near misses, strange passengers, and those random moments
only pilots could understand. Even cruising at 40,000 feet, it felt like they were
right there, side by side in the same cockpit.

The conversation made the hours slip away like minutes. Sharing laughs and
memories, they turned a long haul into a joyride. Bruce new he'd have to
remember this flight for a long time.



Chapter Six. London arrival

The flight continued smoothly without further incidents, passing over Iran
before heading towards Europe and on to London. The Qantas non-stop flight
from Perth (PER) to London Heathrow (LHR), known as QF9, usually arrives in the
early morning, around 5:05 AM local time. However, today it was running an
hour late and was expected to arrive at the same time as Bruce.

Today's flight was operated by Susan, a young Dreamliner, which had been on a
long and tiring journey. With a full load of passengers, Susan was now
dangerously low on fuel as she entered the glide path. She noticed Bruce, an
Airbus jumbo, ahead of her, and with fuel levels critically low, she quickly
requested permission to land before him.

As fate would have it, Ernest Bagshaw, the air traffic controller on duty that day,
spotted that it was his old friend Bruce in front of Susan. Ernest had supervised
Bruce's landings at Heathrow for many years, and he quickly agreed to the
request. He instructed Bruce to perform a go-around, allowing Susan to land
safely with just a teacup of fuel left—disaster averted.

As Bruce powered up for the go-around, Captain
Mason, the relief captain

now in charge , reassured passengers by making
light of the situation. “I thought you all might like a
better view of London,” he joked. “So, this time, I'll
approach over Buckingham Palace and give them all
a proper wake-up call” His humour, a rare spark of
levity, helped ease the tension in the cabin, making
the passengers smile after the close call.




Today was a special day - Bruce’s birthday!

Qantas received its first Airbus A380
on September 20, 2008, and they
named it Bruce. It was a big moment,
not just for Qantas but for aviation as
a whole. Bruce got to work on October
20, 2008, flying the Sydney to Los
Angeles route. It wasn't just any flight,
though. This inaugural flight was
something really exciting! On board was a very special guest: the talented
Australian singer and actress, Delta Goodrem. She wasn't the only star, though.
Olivia Newton-John, the iconic Grease star, joined the return flight from LA to
Sydney. Both of them made the flight even more memorable, adding a bit of
Aussie glamour to the mix. Bruce, being the charmer he is, instantly “fell in love”
with Delta and Olivia. In fact, every time Olivia's classic movie Grease was shown
to passengers, Bruce loved it and would singalong to the music

Speaking of stars, Bruce recalls a time when he was parked right next to a 707
owned by John Travolta. Yes, you read that right! In 2002, John Travolta flew his
personal Boeing 707 all the way to Australia. It was part of his role as an
ambassador for Qantas, something he held for many years.

Bruce remembers that moment so clearly. In 2014, when he was in Los Angeles,
he happened to park next to John's 707 once again. He calls it the “Sally
moment.” Sally, of course, was the name of John's plane. Bruce remembers
seeing John descend the steps from the plane, then turning around and giving
him a big wave. It was one of those moments that's etched in Bruce's memory
forever



Chapter Seven. Homeward bound

Now, back to Bruce's current adventures.
After the excitement of his first flight, Bruce
was enjoying a quick breather. Not for long,
though—his return journey was set for 1:00
PM, and the engineers were already buzzing B
around like worker bees. He was getting
refuelled, double-checked, and polished up
for the long flight home.

As always, Bruce was curious about who might be on board for the return leg.
Maybe more celebrities? They always added a bit of sparkle to the trip. But this
time, it wasn't just the passengers Bruce was excited about—it was what was
being loaded into his hold.

First, there was something truly historic: the original handwritten manuscript of
Banjo Paterson’s “Waltzing Matilda.” It was heading back to Sydney for a special
exhibition showcasing Australia’s rich heritage. Bruce couldn’t help but feel a
sense of pride as he imagined the joy it would bring to so many people.
Alongside the manuscript were other treasures—an original Light Horseman
helmet from World War |, a boomerang crafted over 900 years ago by
Indigenous artists, and rare Aboriginal rock art prints.

Carrying these priceless pieces of history made Bruce feel like a flying museum,
soaring through the skies with Australia’s soul safely tucked inside his cargo
hold.

But just when Bruce thought this was going to be one of his most distinguished
trips, something downright hilarious came rolling into his belly.

In the far corner of the hold sat hundreds of inflatable ducks. These weren't
your regular bath-time ducks—oh no. These were massive, brightly coloured
ducks destined for a giant charity race on Sydney Harbour. Sponsored by



Qantas to raise money for a good cause, this race was going to be a spectacle.
Bruce imagined them floating across the sparkling harbour, bumping into each
other as crowds cheered.

And that wasn't even the funniest part. The ducks were dressed! Some had
miniature pilot hats, others were decked out in tiny Qantas uniforms, and a few
cheeky ones sported Hawaiian shirts.

Bruce chuckled at the thought of his fancy passengers up top having no idea
they were sharing the flight with an army of rubber racers. To top it all off, an
enormous inflatable kangaroo was also stowed away for an Aussie tourism
campaign. Bruce had seen it being deflated for the trip, but he couldn’t wait to
see it puffed back up, towering over everyone in arrivals like a giant, bouncy
ambassador of fun.

As Bruce rested and prepared for take-off, he couldn’t help but feel amused and
proud. On one hand, he was carrying priceless pieces of Australian history, and
on the other, he was delivering inflatable ducks and a giant kangaroo. It was the
perfect mix of serious and silly—a flying tribute to the wonderful quirkiness of
Australia.

Bruce, the majestic Airbus A380, stood proudly on the
tarmac at London Heathrow, ready to embark on
u P his next adventure. Passengers were streaming
aboard, chatting excitedly, oblivious to the chaos
brewing beneath the surface. This particular flight
was helmed by the legendary Captain Johny
Mason and his ever-reliable First Officer
Rudy Mentory, who prided himself on
being the “voice of reason” in the cockpit.

Rudy Captain Mason



well, pretending to be busy. Alan had earned a reputation for
being the laziest steward in aviation history, spending most of |
his time in the crew rest area with his feet up and a magazine |
in hand. Some joked that if the plane ever had to be
evacuated, Alan would probably direct passengers to the
nearest exit from the comfort of his recliner.

Alan Leonard

Meanwhile, the ground crew was wrapping up the final preparations. Traffic
dispatcher Brian—who had a knack for losing paperwork at the worst possible
moments—was furiously finalising the load sheets while humming the Mission
Impossible theme. The fuel tanks were topped off, the catering had been
double-checked (or so they thought), and every seat was filled. It was a packed
flight, with Bruce carrying a full load of passengers,

As the clock ticked closer to the scheduled departure time of 12:20, Bruce
could barely contain his excitement. Today was a special day—it was his
birthday! “Maybe I'll celebrate with a little loop-the-loop,” he thought cheekily,
imagining the horrified screams of the passengers. “Or perhaps a barrel roll?
No, better not. Captain Mason wouldn’t appreciate spilled tea in the cockpit.”
With a heavy rumble, Bruce pushed back from the stand, feeling every bit the
star of the show. His engines purred contentedly as he prepared to taxi to the
runway. The headwinds en route to Singapore were reported to be strong, but
Bruce was confident he could handle them. After all, he was an A380, the king
of the skies!

Little did the crew know, a small oversight in catering was about to cause a big
headache. Somewhere in the galley, a lone trolley sat suspiciously empty. The
flight attendants were too preoccupied to notice—except for Alan, who was
already Relaxing in a vacant passenger seat with a coffee

As Bruce lumbered towards the runway, his lights gleaming and his spirits high,
he thought to himself, Let's hope it's a smooth flight. Or at least an interesting
one!



Chapter Eight. A meal disaster

Once airborne, the cabin crew wheeled out the drinks trolleys with the
confidence of seasoned professionals—each step choreographed to the hum
of Bruce's engines. Passengers were settling in nicely, sipping on their mini
wines and eagerly awaiting the culinary delights that awaited them. All was
calm, all was smooth... until it wasn't.

As one of the junior stewardesses, Lucy, cheerfully rolled out the meal cart for
the highly esteemed Club Class passengers, she opened it with a

@i\ flourish, ready to dazzle them with fine dining. But instead
of pristine trays of gourmet meals, she was greeted by a
horror show—32 used meal trays from the inbound
flight. Half-eaten salmon, congealed pasta, and a
dessert that looked like it had been poked more times
than a public elevator button. To make matters worse, the
unmistakable aroma of stale gravy and old cheese wafted through
the cabin like a slap to the senses.

Lucycy froze, her mouth agape. “Oh. My. God,” she whispered, staring at the

carnage as if she'd opened Pandora’s Box. Her eyes locked on one particularly

tragic tray, complete with a wine glass still holding someone’s leftover

dentures. It was Club Class, no less—the passengers who paid extra to be

treated like royalty! This wasn't just a mistake. It was a disaster of Titanic
proportions.

‘ Panicking, Lucy sprinted down the aisle,
trying not to make eye contact with the
increasingly hungry passengers. She
practically skidded into the galley, where
she found Mr. Heston, the Club Class
purser, enjoying a sneaky biscuit and a

crossword puzzle.

Mr Heston



“Mr. Heston! The meals! They're—they're... old!” she stammered, thrusting the
offending tray under his nose. Heston blinked at the tray, his brain lagging
behind. “Oh, no... OH NO!" he cried, dropping his biscuit. “This... this is... the
inbound trays?! From Singapore.

Purser Heston's face turned as pale as the leftover mashed potatoes on the
trays. “This is bad. Very bad.” Realising the gravity of the situation, he scrambled
to find Alan, the Inflight Director, who was, predictably, sprawled out in the crew
rest area with a magazine over his face and a half-eaten packet of peanuts on
his lap.

“Alan! Alan, wake up!” Heston hissed, shaking him furiously.

Alan stirred, muttering, “What now? Did someone run out of sparkling water
again?” “No! Worse!” Heston wailed. “The Club Class meals—there are no meals!
Only 32 trays of half-eaten horrors! What are we going to do? The passengers
will riot! Someone’s already asked for the lobster bisque!”

Alan sat up slowly, rubbing his eyes. “Al right, calm down, Heston. We'll figure
this out. Maybe we can... uh... recycle them? Give the trays a little garnish, call it
‘deconstructed cuisine? People love fancy words.”

“Fine, fine,” Alan sighed. “We'll just... serve extra bread rolls and double up on
the wine. Drunk passengers are forgiving passengers. Trust me.”

Meanwhile, Lucy was in full panic mode, pacing up and down the galley like a
caffeinated squirrel. “What about Club Class? They expect lobster and caviar,
not... recycled nightmares!”

Alan scratched his chin thoughtfully. “We'll improvise. Tell them it's a new
‘culinary experience’—you know, ‘a retrospective of in-flight dining.’ Use fancy
words like ‘vintage flavours’ and ‘a taste of nostalgia." People love that sort of
thing.”



As Alan and Heston debated their increasingly absurd solutions, a faint murmur
began rising from the Club Class cabin. Passengers were starting to notice that
meal service was taking a bit longer than expected. Someone hit the call button
and asked pointedly, “Is this some kind of intermittent fasting programme |
wasn't informed about?”

Back in the Galley Alan sighed, grabbing a microphone. “Ladies and gentlemen,”
he began with his best professional voice. “We regret to inform you that tonight's
Club Class meal service has been upgraded to... um... an exclusive wine-pairing
experience. We encourage you to indulge in our fine selection of breadsticks,
which pair exquisitely with any wine of your choice. Thank you for your patience
and understanding. And remember: we're all here for the journey, not just the
food.”

As the passengers exchanged puzzled glances, Lucy whispered to Heston, “Do
you think they'll buy it?” “Let's hope they're too drunk to care purser Heston
replied," grabbing a tray of wine glasses and bracing himself for the storm.

At last, a solution was cobbled together—one that teetered on the edge of
brilliance and sheer desperation. The crew meal trays, which had thankfully been
loaded correctly, would have to serve as replacements for the Club Class service.
It wasn't ideal, but it was better than offering
passengers half-eaten New York salmon or a dessert
garnished with stray chewing gum.

To make up for the shortfall, the crew would rely on
- the vastly First Class stock—because, as everyone
knows, First Class passengers are fed as if they're

. crossing the Sahara, not the skies

Alan, the In-flight Director, rallied the team. “Right, folks, here’s the plan. We'll
serve another round of drinks—double portions of everything—to buy some
time. Get them tipsy enough, and they won't care what's on their plates. Then we
roll out the revised meal service like nothing ever happened. Confidence is key!”



Fueled by caffeine and a growing sense of
camaraderie, the cabin crew got to work. Lucy
took charge of the drinks trolley, pouring wine
with the enthusiasm of someone about to host
a wedding toast.

Alan oversaw the careful re-plating of crew
meals, while Heston inspected the bread rolls
like a Michelin-starred chef. “We'll say they're
artisan baked,” he muttered, arranging them
with the precision of a jeweler setting
diamonds.

Finally, it was time to face the music—or rather, the increasingly impatient Club
Class passengers. As the revised meal trays were handed out, one particularly
sharp-eyed passenger, Mr. Watson in 3A, peered suspiciously at his plate. “These
rolls look... different,” he said, narrowing his eyes.

Without missing a beat, Lucy leaned in with a look of mock indignation and
gasped, “Different?! Sir,| was up all last night baking them by hand! They're famous
worldwide! You're lucky to be served such a delicacy at 40,000 feet!” The cabin
held its breath. Mr. Watson blinked, stunned for a moment, before bursting into
uncontrollable laughter. “Well, | must say, they're excellent!” he wheezed, tears
streaming down his cheeks. Soon, his giggles infected the rest of the cabin, and
the tension melted away like butter on one of Lucy’s artisan rolls.

As the drinks trolley made yet another pass, Alan whispered to Lucy, “You're a
genius.” “Oh, | know,” she replied with a wink, slyly snagging a leftover bottle of
champagne for the crew. Meanwhile, the now-tipsy passengers cheerfully dug into
their meals, toasting to what they believed was an exclusive Club Class
experience. Back in the galley, purser Heston sighed with relief. “Crisis averted.”
“Crisis?” Alan smirked. “This was practically a Michelin event. Somebody pass me a
leftover brownie—I deserve it."



Chapter nine - Cold Turkey

The flight route from London Heathrow Airport (LHR) to Singapore Changi
Airport (SIN) covers a vast 6,765 miles (10,887 kilometers) and takes around 13
hours and 40 minutes. Plenty of time for Bruce, the ever-reliable aircraft, to let
his thoughts wander. As Bruce entered Turkish airspace, he mused to himself, "l
wonder if there are any high-flying turkeys up here. Maybe | could catch one for
the crew's dinner... that'd really be a Turkish delight!"

This thought brought back a fond, if slightly hazy, memory. It was Christmas Eve
years ago, and Bruce could have sworn he'd seen Santa and his sleigh zipping
across the sky. In hindsight, though, he admitted he might have had one too
many sips of engine oil at the time. "Definitely got a bit tipsy that night," he
chuckled to himself, keeping his thoughts private as the passengers snoozed or
stared blankly at their in-flight screens.

Bruce was now soaring over Turkey,

his trusty wings slicing through the sky
as the great city of Istanbul unfurled |
beneath him like a magnificent carpet
of history and chaos. However, his
flight wasn't entirely smooth—he was
bumping and wobbling as if someone
had set his internal GPS to "dizzy
mode."

“It must be those whirling dervishes!” he squawked, clutching his metaphorical
pearls. For the uninitiated, the whirling dervishes are members of a Turkish Sufi
order who perform a mesmerising dance of continuous spinning, a sort of
spiritual pirouette aimed at achieving divine connection.

Bruce, of course, misunderstood entirely. “I bet they're whipping up a tornado of
vibes just for me!” he muttered, picturing the dervishes as a flock of elegantly
dressed ballerinas in a giant blender. "Maybe if | flap in time, I'll blend in—pun
intended!” The turbulence nudged him into a nosedive just as he imagined



himself joining the dervishes for a twirl. “Note to self: not all dances require
feathers,” he grumbled, steadying himself with an expert shake of his tail
feathers. "Still, they might want to give me a whirl. Who wouldn't?!

Bruce soared confidently through the skies, leaving Istanbul far behind, his
powerful engines humming a symphony of strength. “Ah, Istanbul,” he mused,
his cockpit filled with pride. “A city that straddles two continents, and now it's
behind me. Quite the metaphor, really. Onward to greater things!”

The air around him grew choppy, giving him a little jolt. “Turbulence? Must be
those whirling dervishes stirring things up down there,” he chuckled. Quite
poetic, really. Though if | tried that, my passengers would be spilling their coffee
all over the upholstery.”

With his course steady once more, Bruce cruised east, treating the landscape
below as a personal geography lesson. “Now entering the Middle East.
Passengers, look out to your left—you'll see the great expanse of Iraqg. Land of
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 onboard
dinner seem underwhelming.”

Several hours later, Bruce
“ approached the majestic
Himalayan range. The jagged peaks
loomed like a royal court of ice,
their crowns gleaming under the
sunlight. “Now this,” he declared, “is
scenery worthy of my presence.
Passengers, look sharp—Mount
Everest should be 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.”




He chuckled at the thought of Everest being some great big celebrity. “People
climb it, sure. But do they ever thank me for getting them to base camp in the
first place? | don't see any ‘Bruce Appreciation Days’' on the calendar.”

Time ticked on, and Bruce powered over the Bay of Bengal, a glittering expanse
of endless 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.” As the hours rolled by,
Southeast Asia appeared on the horizon. Endless green jungles sprawled below,
a patchwork of dense forests and snaking rivers. “Now that's a view,” Bruce
admired. “Nature showing off again. | approve.”

Finally, after nine hours of determined flight, the glittering skyline of Singapore
emerged in the distance. “There it is—Singapore. A city so clean, you could eat
your in-flight meal off the pavement.” He smirked, his voice full of pride.
“Passengers, prepare for landing. Changi Airport is one of the best in the world,
and | expect nothing less than a hero’s welcome.



Chapter Ten. Singapore Sling.
Bruce thundered triumphantly onto
the runway at Changi Airport, his
landing gear kissing the tarmac with
the precision of a seasoned pro.
“Thirteen hours, over 10,800
kilometres, and a mere 320,000 litres
of jet fuel later,” he rumbled with
satisfaction. “Passengers, you've
been served over 1,200 gourmet meals, 500 bags of peanuts, and enough coffee
to flood the Thames. Not bad for a day’s work, eh?”

He let out a contented hum as he taxied to his gate. “The Airbus A380: big, bold,
and beautiful. And who does it better than me? Nobody. Job well done, Bruce.
Job. Well. Done.”

Bruce’s 90-minute layover in Singapore was the perfect opportunity to stretch his
wings and take a breather. He was absolutely delighted to welcome back the
crew who had flown him from Sydney just a few days earlier.

"Fleet Captain Charlie Winton! First Officer Annie Tran! Good to see you again!"
Bruce greeted them like old friends, although they were just as happy to see him

"Remember to check the meals this time, folks," Flight Director Maddie advised,
raising an eyebrow. "We don't need a repeat of the London fiasco." Bruce was
being gently refueled, making sure the tanks were full for the next 8-hour leg to
Sydney. The humidity was thick in the air, and while Bruce would've loved a
Singapore Sling to cool off, he knew the rules—no drinking on duty.



As passengers boarded, Bruce's attention was
caught by a familiar face entering the first-
class cabin—none other than the fabulous
Kylie Minogue! Bruce's eyes widened in
disbelief. Without hesitation,

he switched the boarding music to her most
iconic hit, "Can’t Get You Out of My Head."
After all, it was only fitting for a pop legend
like Kylie to make her entrance on board with
a little flair. Kylie had just wrapped up
attending the Singapore Film Festival, and life
couldn't have been more fabulous."

Wait," thought Bruce, "What movie should | show on this flight?" His imagination
ran wild with possibilities, from a musical extravaganza to a full-on action flick
featuring high-speed chases in the skies (his speciality).

As all passengers settled in and the aircraft papers were completed, the doors
were closed, and Bruce slowly taxied to the take-off runway. With everything
prepared, he whispered to himself, "Let's hope for a smooth flight."

But it wasn't.

No sooner had they taken off than the turbulence hit—an unexpected jolt that
made passengers clutch their armrests in surprise. Bruce's engines roared in

defiance as he steadied himself through the bumps. "A smooth flight, sure," he
muttered sarcastically. "Just a little turbulence to spice things up. Right, team?"



In the meantime, the galley crew
worked tirelessly to prepare a
meal worthy of first-class
passengers. Forget the bland
meals from London, this was a
feast! A delicious array of
Singaporean and Malay
specialities graced the trays,
including fragrant Hainanese
chicken rice, spicy laksa noodles,
and the ever-popular satay skewers with a rich peanut sauce that was practically
a hug in a bowl. There was even a bit of Michelin-quality European flair, with
perfectly seared salmon and delicate foie gras The rest of the flight was filled
with the scent of spices and gourmet delights. And while he couldn’t indulge, he
had to admit—watching his passengers enjoy these mouthwatering dishes
made him feel like he was part of the experience. It was the height of luxury.

As the crew moved through the cabin, he overheard some of the passengers
chatting excitedly about the incredible food. One of them leaned over and
whispered, "This is better than any in-flight meal I've ever had!" Bruce puffed
out his chest with pride. "Well, of course, darling," he thought. "It's all part of the
Bruce experience."

But the journey wasn't over yet. Despite the turbulence, Bruce made his way
toward the final destination, Sydney, with as much grace as he could
muster—though it wasn't going to be as smooth as he had hoped.

Bruce was cruising high above the Indian Ocean, his passengers nestled in their
seats after enjoying a feast of Michelin-worthy Malay delicacies.

The lights of Singapore had faded behind him, and the dark expanse of the sea
stretched below. It was a smooth flight so far—exactly what Bruce liked.



Chapter Eleven. Drama in the sky

But then came the crackle on the emergency frequency.

“Mayday, Mayday! This is November Bravo Charlie 351. We're lost—repeat,
lost—over the ocean. Can anyone hear us?” its Sally here.

Bruce's systems immediately pinged to life, alerting him to the distress call. His
virtual ears perked up, and he opened the channel. “This is Alpha Bravo R-U-C-E,
A380 en route to Sydney. I've got you, November Bravo Charlie 351. State your
situation.”

The trembling voice of the small aircraft pilot came through, thick with panic.
“I've lost navigation! My GPS is out, and I'm running low on fuel. It's pitch black,
and | don't know where | am!”

Bruce's autopilot disengaged for a moment as if he needed a mental pause to
process the gravity of the situation. “Stay calm, 351. I'll get you home,” Bruce
replied firmly. He scanned his advanced radar systems, pinpointing the faint
transponder signal of the lost plane. It was a single-engine Beechcraft Bonanza,
far off course and drifting perilously close to running out of fuel. “Hang tight,
mate,” Bruce said, his navigational suite springing to life. “I've got Christmas
Island about 250 miles south-southeast of your position. It's a small airstrip but
solid enough for you. Let's make a beeline there.”

Bruce couldn't keep this operation to himself, and the cabin crew made an
announcement. “Ladies and gentlemen, we have a unique situation. We've
received a distress call from a small aircraft lost over the ocean. We'll be assisting
in guiding it safely to Christmas Island. We invite you to keep a lookout for the
plane from your windows.”

The passengers immediately sprang into action, pressing their faces to the
windows, scanning the vast darkness below.

Even Kylie Minogue, seated in first class, joined the effort, her famous smile
replaced by a look of intense concentration. She leaned toward the window,
squinting into the night. “I never thought I'd be part of something like this,” she



murmured, excitement
tinged with worry in her
voice. Bruce couldn’'t help but
feel a burst of pride. “Even
Kylie’s on the case,” he
muttered to himself. “This
just got glamorous.”

Descending to a lower
altitude, Bruce's massive
frame came into view of the
Bonanza. His navigation lights blinked like a cosmic saviour in the dark. “I'm
right above you now, little guy. Keep your eyes on my lights, and follow me.
We'll make it together.”

The Bonanza struggled to keep pace, its smaller engine straining as Bruce
slowed as much as he dared. “Take it easy back there,” Bruce advised. “I'm your
guiding star tonight.”

As they flew over the endless ocean, Bruce kept the atmosphere light to ease
the tension. “You know, | don't usually escort VIPs like you, but | couldn't resist.
It's not every day | get to be a hero.”

Passengers strained their eyes, cheering when someone spotted the faint
silhouette of the small plane below. Kylie waved encouragingly from her
window. “You've got this, Bruce!” she said, as if her words of encouragement
could travel through the cabin walls.

The lights of Christmas Island finally appeared on the horizon, like a small
beacon of hope in the vast darkness. Bruce radioed ahead, alerting the airport
of the incoming emergency. The tiny airstrip scrambled its crews, preparing for
the unexpected visitor.



“Alright, 351,” Bruce said, his tone turning serious. “You've got enough fuel to
make this approach, but you'll only get one shot. I'll line you up, and you focus
on a smooth descent.”

Guiding the Bonanza into position, Bruce gave one final piece of advice. “Just
imagine you're gliding into bed after a long day—easy, gentle, and no sudden
moves.” With Bruce's guidance, the Bonanza touched down safely, skidding
slightly before rolling to a halt. Emergency crews rushed to the plane, but the
pilot emerged unscathed, his face a mixture of exhaustion and gratitude.

Cheers erupted onboard Bruce as the passengers celebrated. Even Kylie clapped
enthusiastically, shouting, “That was incredible! Bruce, you're a legend!”

Bruce circled overhead, watching the scene with a swell of pride. “Another life
saved. Not bad for a night’s work,” he mused before climbing back to his cruising
altitude. “Guess I'll have to tell this story to my mates back at the hangar. They'll
never believe it.”




Chapter Twelve. Sydney bound

As he headed toward Sydney, Bruce couldn't help but feel a new spring in his
virtual step—or rather, his wings. He wasn't just an aircraft; he was a legend in the
making .After one of the safest and smoothest landings ever, Bruce, the mighty
Airbus A380, touched down at Sydney Airport like the seasoned pro he was. Over
the past four days, Bruce had flown from Sydney to London and back, covering an
epic 34,000 kilometers (21,126 miles) in total—roughly the circumference of the
Earth!

As he taxied to the stand, Bruce couldn’t help but feel a bit proud. After all, he had
guzzled 694 tons of jet fuel on this round trip—yes, 694 tons, which is roughly the
weight of 462 average cars, or enough to fill a small dealership’s lot. That's a lot of
juice to keep a 560-ton metal marvel soaring through the skies like a majestic
albatross.

But something was off. This wasn't his usual parking spot. Flags were waving,
banners were flapping, and there was a crowd cheering wildly. “Oh,” thought
Bruce, smugly revving his engines, “this must be for Kylie Minogue, my special
first-class passenger. Celebrities always get the fanfare.”

But no—Bruce was wrong. The banners weren't for Kylie; they were for him! The
hero of the skies! The plane that had swooped down like a winged guardian to
rescue a small aircraft in distress mid-flight.

Bruce would have blushed if planes could blush, but instead, he settled for a
satisfied hum from his avionics. “It was nothing,” he thought, trying to stay
humble. “Just doing my duty as a dependable hunk of engineering.”

As the passengers disembarked, some snapping photos of the welcome party and
others already planning their next trips, Bruce felt a surge of pride. Soon, his fuel
tanks were being replenished, and the priceless artefacts he'd carried were
carefully unloaded. Sydney airport Australia’s busiest airport ,enjoying a brief
moment of calm before commencing his flight to New York in two hours.



Around him, Sydney International Airport hummed with efficiency. Baggage
handlers expertly unloaded containers from the arriving aircraft, transferring
cargo seamlessly to waiting sheds. The airport's reputation for speedy service
shone through as passengers’ luggage appeared on the carousels almost before
they cleared immigration—an achievement Sydney Airport prides itself on.

Meanwhile, Kylie was greeted by the airport's public relations team and escorted
to the press room, where she addressed a gathering of reporters. With her usual
charm, she praised Sydney Airport for its outstanding service and shared
heartfelt gratitude for Bruce's heroic rescue of Lucy, the stranded plane running
dangerously low on fuel that he guided safely to Christmas Island, the incident
highlighted not only Bruce’s skill but also the critical role airports play in global
aviation.

As Bruce glanced out at the bustling tarmac, he couldn't help but admire how
Sydney International Airport brought the world together—efficient, welcoming,
and truly world-class. But there was no rest for a hero. Bruce was already
prepping for his next adventure—this time, a jaunt across the Pacific to New
York. But that, dear reader, is a story for another flight. For now, Bruce hummed
contentedly, reveling in his moment in the spotlight as the star of the skies..









