REHRE E H

JAAR BB WA R L, Bl AR W I, A VD IR 7 BRI 8 0 B iy A IS 1R X
FORP| T AAMO M o FHTE)ICIL, R TS, IR I L.

PO A AT NE, EEARMMTR L selr . NEG OB OK/NS, St e it
Fo XUERF, BARARRr T e, WEEBETHE, MR R BUEE] P ITAR A 2%
T, i O B ERE KR T R

PHEHNFAEN PR, & oo, Bokug . MEFGREERD T A hitbEe, A%
AR B OG- 3, FTA BRI TR OB T 05 o R AR X FE A 5
F Lot TR 4, B H A,

AR AR FE NI R RO . BATEAT LEHER S €A, R WA KX
USRI REE, WAL Tk, i E AT EeE . BOEFRIPR, Ok A X
AL, ok B 5 IAAIER 2 1 .

RFHME PRI, AR e 2, BATHRARA G RN . [P E, A3 IH ]
DR TR R R, O LR TR A R e R B B — Pl s —— R & AE i, m] UK
2 E

XK, WHIA T OURAE IR, B R PR — FOTR RS, StRE L0 R 2
FH RS B BN, FRRFRIAE S b, 0 e T R KRR

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
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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.
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