
Flights of fancy: 
 
Ship‟s log.                                                                                               April 29th 2020. 
Day 1                                                                                                        Bermuda 
 
 
We set off on our journey to the triangle today. I was scared out of my wits because 
I thought that I‟d never see my family again. When I signed on, I was assured that 
nothing would happen to me. The head of our expedition was a  tall man called 
Chris. He and his three associates had hired me because I could fly a helicopter. 
Why they want me to fly for them I don't know. Surely they could just hire one of 
their Air Force pilots.  
When they showed up, I was sitting in my „copter tinkering with the radio, all sorts 
of frequencies were coming in. the first one showed up in a shiny silver Ford Anglia. 
He skidded around the corner and crashed into a number of stalls, sending  eggs, 
oranges, colorful silks and chickens flying everywhere. He nearly ran me down.  I 
stomped over and yanked open his door. “What was that for! You could have killed 
me!” I yelled. I hated this man already and knew we weren‟t going to get along. 
“Hey hey, easy tiger. I didn‟t mean to run you down,” he held out his hand, “ The 
name‟s Chris. Chris Godfrey, And who, may I  ask, are you darlin‟.”   
“My name is Captain Fenton. Millie, if you must, but I do not like my customers 
calling me by my name.”  
“You can‟t be our captain, are you sure that your father or brother isn‟t our 
captain.” he took a step towards the helicopter. I grabbed his arm and twisted it 
back. “Take another step towards my „copter and I will break your arm” I 
threatened. Another car came up behind us, a new-looking bentley. Two men got 
out. One was tall and stout, the other was average height and muscular. I stepped 
forward and held out my hand. “My name is Captain Millie Fenton. I will be the pilot 
of the chopper. Don‟t say otherwise, your colleague over there knows what happens 
if you do.” I beckoned over my shoulder where Chris was massaging his arm. They 
were going to be staying in a hotel overnight, but I rolled out my sleeping bag over 
the back seats of the helicopter, wrote an entry in the logbook and lied down to go 
to sleep. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Ship‟s Log                                                                                             30th April 2020 
Day 2                                                                                          Somewhere in the triangle. 
 
I met the boys at 7:30am in the hotel lounge. The ones I learnt to be Serge and Tony 
were up and playing a game of rummy. “Where‟s the other one?” I asked, sitting 
down next to them. 
“Gettin‟ his beauty sleep no doubt.” said Tony. 
“Do you share the same room?” I asked.  
“Serge does, I don't, we drew straws. Poor Serge got the short straw.” the 
cosmonaut looked at me in interest.  
“Why you want to know?” he said.  
“Let's give him a wake up call.”  
 
I took Serge‟s room key and my whistle and snuck into the room. Loud snores were 
coming from the bed. I stood on the chair beside the bed and blew as hard as I 
could on the whistle. The snores stopped and were replaced with a loud shriek. 
Tony and Serge poked their heads in and bust into fits of laughter. “Not funny guys. 
Not funny.” he said. Later, when we had all woken up, we were up in the air. 
Everything was fine until… 
We were thrown into a hurricane. It wasn‟t my fault, it was theirs. They kept giving 
each other weird looks, narrowing their eyes. I veered right away from the storm, 
towards the island. “What are you doing?” said Tony, “You should be going left.” 
“Are you crazy? We‟re going to die if we go straight INTO THE HURRICANE!!” I 
roared, my voice hoarse. Reluctantly, I turned left into the large grey cloud ahead of 
me. We flew for ages, the rain and wind beating us until our eyes and skin were red 
raw. Then the worst thing happened. One of the rotors snapped. The broken rotor 
spun around in the air and crashed into the windscreen. Then my mind went blank.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Ship‟s Log                                                                         Probably sometime in May 2020 
I think that it‟s Day 3                                                                           No Idea where I am.  
 
I woke up and I don't know where I am. I was on a beach and my copter crashed in 
the sand. Where were the others? Someone came over. A small figure, in a scruffy 
black tuxedo. I recognised the face of the Prime Minister Moore. “Sir! Sir!” I yelled , 
waving my arms above my head. I ran through the sand, kicking the sand up. The 
Prime Minister looked at me in shock. “Maxwell, Maxwell, where are you. 
Someone‟s here!” The president of the U.S.A came out his face red. “I can take you 
to safety but i'll need some things.” I said. “Where‟s your plane?”  
“I don‟t know.” said the President.  
“Neither do I,” said the Prime Minister. How was I going to fix my rotor?  
 
I gathered some leaves of the trees behind us, and bound them tight with my belt, 
and the belts of the Prime minister and The President. I couldn't find any materials 
for the windscreen, so I took it out ( it was only held in by some putty that I could 
just pick out with my screwdriver!) and left it on the beach. Rolled up my sleeping 
bag and laid it on the seats, before I was told that they didn‟t need them, they didn‟t 
need to have different treatment because of who they were. Then we were off. Back 
to the real world. I made a solemn promise to myself that I would NEVER let any 
Americans make me risk my life. I wonder where Serge and the others were. 
 
 
Two years after I received a letter. It said: 

 
Dear Miss Fenton,                                                                                     23rd may 2022. 

 

We hope this letter finds you well. We hope you escaped that wretched island. We all swam for our lives . 

We’re sorry to tell you that we didn’t find the President or the Prime Minister. And We’re  also sorry to tell 

you that Chris didn’t make it.  

Your friends always, 

Tony Holes and Serge Smyslov. 

 

 

I smiled to myself. No-one knew but me, the President and the Prime Minister. 
They had sworn to secrecy.  


