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			It was a sunny, clear day as Wombat awoke and went downstairs to eat breakfast and do his daily routines. After he did his routines, he crawled out of his living room and went up the long passageway to the bright sunlight awaiting him at the end of tunnel. As he crawled out of the tunnel, he squinted through the bright sunlight and went to the large metal door with a pad beside it. "Open up!" he squeaked into the pad. As the door crawled slowly upward, he peaked in. Inside was a P47 Thunderbolt that he had found while taking a stroll through the woods nearby. he had walked out the other end into a meadow and had squeaked,"What a beautiful sight!"Then he had seen the P47, preserved by the vines covering it. Everything was operational and in place, but it was without a wheel and it was very dented with it still very rusted.

He would start by making it shining and clean. He went away to his workshop for a few moments, and then came back with water and soap. He immediately went to work on the aircraft. Soon, he was done with his work. As he stepped back to admire his work, his stomach grumbled. "Whoops!" Wombat had been working so hard, he hadn't realized he was so hungry. 
So he dived back into his burrow and ate his lunch in his garage. Later, he decided to check if everything was working all right. He pushed his plate aside and clambered over the wing and into the cockpit. Wombat started he engine, and it rumbled to life! "Yes!" Suddenly, the engine stopped spinning."WHY!? WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY!!!!!!???????" yelled Wombat as he as he pounded the wing."WHY!!!???"  He jumped out of the plane and marched out of the garage to his burrow to calm down. A few hours later, he was back in the garage, calmed down and looking down at the black puddle spilling out from the tank under the belly of the plane.
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			After mopping up the mess, he patched up the big hole that the fuel had spilled out of and tested it again. Prop? Check. It was making a wind that was making Wombat feel like he was standing in the North Pole. Ailerons? Check. Rudder? Check. Then he got into the P-47 Wombat and cleaned out the cockpit. Next, he got some spray cans and painted the whole WW2 fighter with dazzling colors. Finally, he crawled back home to eat his dinner and go to sleep. 

The next morning, he was already in the cockpit and taxing out on to his grassy airstrip. He pushed the throttle and the great beast roared and it bounced out over the grass and folded up the wheels as he barely missed Wombat's house. He pushed the nose towards the heavens and then dived back down at a frightening speed. "Weeee!!!"  Wombat hollered as he executed a barrel roll. He thought, I really am lucky to have this plane and having the patience for building it too! Then raced away into the cool frosty morning.
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			Name: Nolan N.

Age: 9

Home: California

Likes: Wombat, Tiggy, sleeping, bed, blankets, Fat Cat, warplanes, toys, books, Youtube, dogs, wombats, and family.
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