My writing planning
Smell: oil
See: sand, plane, feathers 
Hear: she can hear raging winds and birds engines
Feel: sand, the heat and the wind
Taste: sandy air 

Jean Batten
She was struggling to escape the fierce sand wall as the sun rays shone down on her face. The sand was surrounding her plane as she was flying throughout the deserted desert. She heard the engine sputtering as the plane was running out of fuel. She knew it was time to land, she twisted and turned desperately trying to land the plane. It was spinning out of control but she was a master of landing a crashing plane so she had to time the landing. She landed and the plane was in tip top condition. Jean checked the inside of the plane and it was in jolly good condition, but she was now forced to camp in the desert.
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