
The Day I Jumped out of a Plane  
 
I couldn’t believe I was actually going to do it. I was actually going to 
jump out of a plane at 50,000 feet in the air.  As I looked out of the 
plane’s small window, my stomach started churning when I realised I 
was now nearly there. But then I saw the beautiful landscape stretching 
out in front of me and remembered why I was here; to raise money for 
sick children, not for the enjoyment of it (if it even was enjoyable), I 
snapped out of my trance and got prepared. The red buzzer went off. The 
door opened and I walked towards it, my legs trying to resist jumping 
out of the gaping hole that led to the outside world and nothing but 
thin air. Then before I knew it I was falling and grasping the string that 
would release the parachute and stop me from hitting the ground with a 
very, very hard bang. But the string wouldn’t budge and I wasn’t very 
far from the ground. It was stuck. I started to panic. What could I do to 
save myself!!! 
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By Kelly Stringer  
 


