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Grummi was cold. 
Cold and sad. 
Cold and sad and hungry. 
The more he thought about it the more he realised he was thirsty too. 

In fact he was downright miserable. He hadn't felt this bad since he accidentally hiccupped and broke all the eggs in the cargo bay. 
Actually that's not quite true, he remembered sneezing one bright sunny day, just after flying out of a cloud, making the toilet blow back in to the cabin. It took ages to get rid of the smell and he could never seem to fly fast enough to leave it behind. 
Nobody wanted to park near him for days, not until he flew through that rainstorm after forgetting to close the windows. It sure washed it all out but he couldn't seem to get dry for ages.

It was that cold his nose was running and forming a little puddle in the sand down by his front wheel. He looked down and could see part of the moon and some stars reflected from the night sky. 
He remembered with affection the time when Reginald told him of how he used them to navigate by, to check the compass before they set off sometimes in the early morning. 

Grummi remembered many good things when Reginald was his owner. 
For one thing, he wouldn't be left outside on a freezing cold night, there would always seem to be a nice warm hanger, sometimes with other planes inside that he could chat to.
But now all he seemed to do was fly from one place to another, packed with so much cargo that he could only just take off, and then left alone in the cold, rain or hot sun without even a wash or a thank you.

Grummi likes Namibia. He likes the wide open spaces, lots of sand and rocks, one major city with a couple of smaller ones, a long dangerous coast line, mostly dirt roads and the people who live there often live miles and miles away from anything. The quickest way for them to get supplies is for them to be flown in and that is what Grummi does. He’s a small pane. He is just the right size to land on remote runways.

He's not very old and not very big. Actually not big at all, not even close to being big. For that matter, not even close to being medium sized. He is quite, quite small. If two planes the size of Grummi were stuck together they would still be small. 
When he once asked if he could be bigger he was told that diamonds only come in small packages, and it made him feel better. 

When Grummi flies over a town some of the people look up and think he is a very big plane that is miles and miles up in the sky, but actually he is very small and flying just near to the tops of the houses. Other people have been known to wave their hands about thinking he sounds like a mosquito just coming to land on a juicy bit of flesh. 
It is not unknown for boys to throw stones up at him but they always miss as he may be small and fly low but he can duck and dive like a kid trying to avoid being hit by the water pistol of his older brother. 

Grummi is quite young and only remembers having one pilot, a nice old man called Reginald, who would always look after him. 
Grummi would always be fed and given a drink, he would always be washed and cleaned (even though some nights he just wanted to go to sleep without having a wash), always given things to carry that were not too heavy or too smelly, always given somewhere warm and dry to sleep at night. 
But best of all was that Reginald never was rough with the controls. 

They would pick up speed gradually, turn nice and slowly, land without a bump and come to a stop without the brakes being stamped on.
But then one day Reginald told Grummi he would have to leave and that he would have a new pilot.
Life has never been the same since.

The only memento Grummi has is a small, dog-eared, black and white photograph that Reginald left accidentally in the cockpit. It shows Reginald as a younger man with his arm round a woman of about the same age. Just in front of them are two small children, about the same age as Grummi himself, one boy and one girl. It's a bright sunny day and they are all dressed in shorts and shirts. They look to be standing on some sand with some big triangular buildings behind them casting a shadow to the left of the picture.

When Reginald left he said something about going home but Grummi was too upset to take much notice, all he could think of was that he didn't want Reginald to leave. They had had a lot of fun together and Reginald has taught him all sorts of stuff about flying. 
Reginald never got angry when Grummi made a mistake, he just used to tighten his lips a little bit and say, “Let’s try that again shall we.” 

Grummi always tried hard to get it right but there was just sometimes when he was so enjoying being up in the air, with so much to see and hear, that he would forget to turn left or right when he should do. That is when he could remember which was left and which was right. 

Sometimes Reginald would turn the control stick to tell him to turn left and Grummi would turn right. Reginald would then have to say, “Oh, Ok, let's try the other left then.” 
It once got so bad that he had to have a red ribbon tied to one wing and a yellow one to the other. From then on it wasn't left or right but red or yellow and Grummi would have to have a quick peek at each side to check he was turning the correct way.

He didn't like having the ribbons on as other planes kept asking if he was a girl. He would turn his nose up as though trying to ignore them and mumble, “No, I'm a boy. I'm just having a bit of trouble right now if you don't mind.”

One time after Reginald had had a big lunch he fell asleep in the cockpit while they were flying to drop off some supplies to a shop in the middle of nowhere. They had been there many times but this one day Grummi was just so full of the joy of being up in the sky, up with the birds where you could see for miles and miles. 
He could see lots of animals, lots of water holes, the sun was warm on his tail plane and he wished he could stay up there forever. He forgot to look out for the shop owner who would wave at him to tell him it was safe to land, there were no animals on the runway. He forgot for so long that when he did remember he looked down and didn't know where he was. 
He shook his wings to wake up Reginald expecting that he would get told off. But all Reginald said was, “Well it is nice up here.” 
They then turned round to fly back exactly the way they had come with Grummi looking at the ground so hard his eyes started to water.

After a long, long time, just as it was getting dark they saw the shop owner waving as hard as he could, jumping up and down and making clouds of dust so it looked like at any moment he would turn into a little dust devil. It came to be a joke between them that any dust devils they saw had actually men inside them flapping about and trying to tell them, “I'm here, I'm here, I'm here!!”

They didn't manage to unload everything until it was as dark as dark could be, Grummi was normally asleep long before that time. When they had finished Reginald patted his wings, tweaked his nose and said, “Nights are for cats and bats to be out. Next time I think we both ought to pay a bit more attention. I'll try not to dream and you try not to daydream!”
The new pilot was a much younger man with a permanent scowl on his face. Big hands and big, strong arms. He would push and pull the controls as though he was trying to wrestle an elephant. He would throw things into the cargo bay so that they would land with a big thump and jolt. He would slam the doors as hard as he could. If he couldn't close them he would jump up and down on the supplies until they were small enough, and then try and cram more in.

Sometimes Grummi was so full that he had to have his doors tied shut with rope to stop everything falling out. He heard people talking about how he looked as though he was held together with string and if it was untied, his wings and wheels would drop off. 
He was so loaded up that he sometimes had to have two or three attempts to take off. 
He would run as fast as he could but just couldn't get up enough speed. This, of course, would happen when there were people watching him, never when they were alone.
Some children pointed at him and were laughing and saying he was stupid and looked silly.

Grummi would usually start flying early in a morning, even before the birds got up. He would fly non-stop all day without a rest until it got dark. The only thing that seemed to stop the new pilot from continuing flying was that he needed to eat and drink and rest himself.
Grummi was usually now left in the middle of nowhere without even being asked if everything was fine and even without being checked over by a mechanic. The new pilot would just slam the doors at the end of the day and stamp off as though it was all the fault of Grummi.
 
Today Grummi decided he had had enough of being treated badly.
He decided he would have to go to the big main airport at Windhoek by himself, find himself a new pilot and meet up with other planes to make some friends. He wanted to fly with the big boys, like Air Namibia or one of the other airlines that came there. He wanted to find someone as nice as Reginald and live again in nice warm hangers. He wanted to be proud again of what he does; he wanted to be happy again.

There was only one problem. 
He had never flown by himself.
There was another problem. 
He didn't know where Windhoek was.
Then he realised that the only time he was on his own was at night, if he wanted to get away it had to be when he was left on his own. That gave him the biggest problem. 
He would have to fly in the dark.

He wasn't afraid of the dark, well not really. 
He had heard of strange things that were out and about in the dark but he didn't believe the stories. 
Well, only sort of. 
He had heard once or twice strange noises far away in the desert when he was safe and sound in his hanger. He knew they were not monsters, and definitely not flying monsters that ate small planes in the sky.

Positively not monsters that ate small planes on their first flight on their own.
Absolutely not monsters that ate small planes on their first flight on their own on their way to Windhoek.
Certainly not monsters that ate small planes on their first flight on their own on their way to Windhoek, even if they didn't know their way and ended up spending hours and hours flying around lost in the dark making it more and more likely that the longer you spent up in the air the more likely you would come across a monster who would eat you whole after pulling off your wings and hitting you with the soggy end. 
Then spitting out your bones to be bleached white by the desert sun.

The thought didn't scare him at all, not one little bit, not in the slightest, he wouldn't give it a second thought, ever, ever again, never.
Well, maybe just a little thought, tucked away in the back of his mind.

At least, he thought, that as he was so small the monsters wouldn't even be bothered with him. He wouldn't be big enough for a meal, not even a snack. More like that little bit of chicken that gets stuck in between two of your teeth, hardly worth bothering with. 

He imagined a conversation between two flying monsters after one of them had spotted him.
The first monster says, “Let’s go and eat him.”
The second one says, “Who? I can't see anything.”
“Him, him down there.”
“W
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