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Morning Sea Breeze and the Dance of Kites

This morning, while the sky still carried a faint bluish—gray, I set off for the
beach with my family. The air was tinged with the salty scent of the sea, and the
gentle morning breeze brushed against my face, instantly refreshing me. On the way,
we discussed which kite to fly today. 1 suggested trying the large colorful kite,
while my father preferred the traditional red dragon kite. Upon arriving at the
beach, a few early exercisers were already there, their shadows stretching long under
the rising sun. We found an empty spot on the sand, spread a blanket, and placed our
kite box aside before beginning to select our kites. The kite materials and colors

sparkled under the sunlight, lifting our spirits.

My brother and I assembled our kites first, while Dad guided us on how to control
the lines. During the first flight, the kite swayed unpredictably, but under Dad’ s
guidance, it finally soared steadily into the blue sky. The kite danced under the
sunlight, as if performing in the air, and the breeze carried the fresh scent of the
sea, bringing a deep sense of serenity. We laughed as we chased our Kkites,
occasionally encountering small mishaps like tangled lines or kites falling on the

sand, each incident adding to our joy.

By afternoon, the sun hung high, and the beach became busier. We moved to a
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different spot to allow our kites to fly higher. The sound of waves hitting the
shore, combined with the gentle rustle of kites in the wind, created a natural
symphony. I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath of sea air and feeling the warmth of
the sun on my skin, a peaceful satisfaction washing over me. My brother excitedly
recounted which kite flew the highest, while Mom captured every moment on camera,

each memory filled with laughter.

As evening approached, the sunset turned the sea into a vivid orange-red. We
slowly packed up our kites and prepared to head home. Today’ s kite-flying experience
by the sea not only allowed us to enjoy nature but also strengthened family bonds. On
the way home, I continued to recall the sight of kites soaring freely in the sky. The

joy and relaxation of this day will remain in my memory for a long time.
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