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The Joy of Flying Kites in Spring

The spring sky is always so blue, and the clouds are as soft as cotton. My
friends and I went to the playground near our school, bringing our favorite kites,
ready to spend a joyful afternoon. The gentle breeze brushed against our faces,

making us feel relaxed and happy.

I held the kite string in my hand and slowly let the kite 1ift off the ground.
The kite swayed in the air as if dancing. I held my breath, adjusting my movements
according to the pull of the string, full of anticipation and excitement. When the
kite finally flew steadily high, I couldn’t help shouting, ' It’s flying!” My friends

cheered as well, and our laughter echoed across the playground.

Flying kites not only brought me happiness but also made me feel a sense of
freedom. The kite soared freely in the sky, just like my spirit, unbound. We flew our
kites while competing to see whose kite could fly the highest and farthest. Every

time I saw my kite higher than the others, my heart felt as sweet as honey.

Besides the joy, we also learned to help each other. When someone’s kite fell,
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everyone would rush over to help gather the string or adjust the kite. Sometimes, our
kite strings would tangle, and we patiently taught each other how to untangle them.

In this process, I realized the importance of friendship.

The sun slowly set, painting the sky orange. We packed up our kites and looked
back at the shadows of kites floating in the sky, feeling reluctant to leave. Today’ s
kite—flying experience taught me that happiness comes not only from the activity

itself but also from sharing every moment with friends.

The spring wind, the blue sky, and the dancing kites—all these made life feel so
wonderful. I look forward to flying kites with my friends again, feeling that sense

of freedom and joy once more.
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The Freedom Brought by Kites

Sunlight poured onto the ground on the weekend, and a gentle breeze rustled the
leaves. My parents and I brought our newly bought kite to a wide meadow in the

suburbs. The meadow was vast, the sky clear and bright—perfect for flying kites.

I eagerly unfolded the kite, and my dad taught me how to wind the string
properly. The kite, like a colorful little bird, lay quietly on the grass. When the
wind rose, I gently pulled the string, and the kite slowly lifted, wobbling as it
climbed into the sky. I felt an unprecedented excitement, as if my heart was flying
along with the kite.

I watched the kite soar in the wind, flying higher and farther. It danced freely
in the sky, unrestricted by anything. My mood soared with it, and all my worries and
unhappiness melted away. Every time the wind lifted the kite higher, my heart felt as
if it had wings, light and free.

Soon, neighboring children came over to fly kites with us. We competed to see
whose kite flew higher and steadier. We ran and laughed, the kite strings tugging in
our hands, as if playing along with us. The joy of flying kites came not only from

the kite itself but also from sharing the moment with friends.

The sun gradually set, and the kite drifted far into the sky. Reluctantly, we
reeled it in. On the way home, I still savored the experience, my heart full of
lightness and happiness. The kite taught me a feeling—even while on the ground, one
can feel the freedom of flight.

That day, I realized that happiness can be simple. With a kite, friends, and an
open sky, the spirit can be truly free. I look forward to the next weekend, running

in the meadow again, letting my kite and my heart soar.

RETHRRERE
AR T BRLBLEE I AR 2 A TBHUA S . KA, BOAR 2R 2%,
AU . AT AR B SRR, e AR k.

WITH M NE, 2 ROy RE, BUEeetl, ERse. A A EH R A K
W BATHANTE S, SREE T WIS, KREEIREE, ENRE AR &+, S5
HNEEMMTE ERZAS, BATARIF kK, SRl AE A~ b k.

B KT T, BATTHENE, frikELk, B NSRRI AR . WERAES R, I

www. vv99. net



GAERMBA T . OB, R 5, ME e =2 Do s, XA LA TR )0 1
B0 o

RO RE T, BATRSE S T EF. B ARFLYEAE K, RE SO IT;
M NNFE#E, K —BRER, B X8 NVNMIES), bR ATR SRR A
IR WEREABGERATZ32 B d, BRI AL

A PPN, ORI AE A WA S N SE I« FATTRARA S O KU, Do g8 1AL
e ARMIINFAAERIEZ BIPRIE, WikRAE S PAGH R . 5RO E € ERAS, 2
FCERUCR ) WAL o

A B LU REAT S ZRXAEMINE, APAAT AP, BHHENXNE AW O, E=2ET
FATPERAUANS -

Friendship Under the Kites

It was a sunny afternoon when my friends and I agreed to go to the park to fly
kites. The sky was clear, the breeze gentle, perfect for kite flying. Each of us

brought our favorite kite, ready to spend a joyful time together.

I unfolded my kite, a red phoenix, bright in color and beautifully shaped. My
friends were busy adjusting their kites too. We guided each other, reminded each
other about wind direction and strength, all focused, afraid the kite wouldn’ t fly.
Finally, when the first kite soared smoothly into the sky, we all cheered, laughter
echoing throughout the park.

As the kites rose higher, we ran, tugged on the strings, feeling the pull and joy
from the kites. The kites swayed in the air, as if greeting us. I imagined that if I
flew my kite high enough, it could play with the clouds. This fantasy made me even
happier.

During the kite—-flying, we also learned cooperation. When strings tangled,
everyone patiently helped untangle them; when a kite fell, we picked it up together
and flew it again. These small interactions quietly deepened our friendship. Kites

not only brought us freedom but also taught us to care for each other.

As the sun set, the evening glow painted the kites beautifully against the sky.
Reluctantly, we packed our kites, hearts full of satisfaction. Today s kite—flying
not only brought happiness but also allowed me to feel the warmth of friendship.

Every time a kite soared into the sky, it was a witness to our friendship and joy.

I hope there will be more such times in the future, running in the wind with my

friends, watching kites fly freely, enjoying our shared happiness and friendship.

www. vv99. net



REFHEEE

AR R, BHYEIIEE, BAULANE A H W, RE] T BN X LR,
MBI, SO, AR FEFEAE R, IR AF I

FEH A COEMNEF, —HEORNYS . PAMEERSARNE, L0, 1. 2010, &
— AR . BAE S BRGSO, R R B, BRRIEOTT R X,
WEEBIBTH, RRIEEGRAEBEEE . TOAT R, WAL TPk, wvk—Rhar b i ).

DB, RIS BB E K . R IS K W b BB G B AR, &
A A . EEMANINE, DA mE G, B2 8] (138 Fr AR LA 22
e T AENLE R R

BAHETOAE R R 22 TSR A B T o B R NFEA B, FRAT S B 5
Jili, oy TRONEABRER T BATHI AL, RIGRE T b R A « MEFR— 5
2, ERAT R RIEAE .

RISy, RFHE YT, KRIAK ZRBREE NE T, B IECI IS . BATNOR X
o, Al EWAMENIN K. ARMEERVI A, BN RN RS DN, s
WA TR SZ B AT PR Bl 75 3

PIAF bR RSN, MUPAAT BB, AERATB AR 2 Bl W, alekER
RIRESRMR IR o

Colorful Dreams in the Sky

On a sunny weekend morning, my friends and I carried our kites to an open field
in the suburbs. The grass was wide and the view open, with a gentle breeze bringing

the scent of flowers—perfect for flying kites.

I took out my beloved kite, a blue little bird. My friends brought theirs
too—red, yellow, green—each brightly colored. We arranged ourselves on the grass,
ready to take flight. As the wind blew, I gently released my kite, and it slowly
lifted, swaying as if dancing. Excitedly, I ran, feeling the tug of the string, a

wonderful sense of strength flowing through me.

The kite flew higher, and my mood soared with it. The kites drifting in the sky
seemed like colorful dreams, each flying freely. Watching my friends’ kites rise one

by one, the friendly competition and laughter filled the field with energy and joy.

During the kite—-flying, we learned to observe wind direction and adjust
techniques. Every time a kite was lifted higher, we encouraged each other and shared

tips. Flying kites not only trained our patience and carefulness but also
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strengthened our friendship. The kites acted like a bridge, connecting our hearts.

In the afternoon, the sun slowly set, and the clouds reflected the kites’
shadows, like a beautiful painting. We packed up our kites, feeling satisfied and
joyful. Today s experience made me realize that time in nature with friends is

precious, and flying kites is the best way to experience freedom and happiness.

I look forward to the next time we go to the countryside, flying kites together,

letting our dreams soar freely in the sky, bringing endless laughter and joy.
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