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Kite and Life: Learning to Move with the Wind

Walking to the seaside, watching the swirling clouds and wind, I picked up my
kite. The kite felt slightly heavy in my hand, but as the wind blew, I tossed it
lightly, and it soared with the breeze. In that moment, I felt a long—lost lightness,

as if all the pressures of life were swept away by the sea wind.

The kite rises and falls, dodges a cloud, then is pulled by the wind in another
direction. Isn’t life the same? Sometimes it flows smoothly, other times it is full
of ups and downs. We cannot foresee every change, but we can learn to dance with it,
finding our own balance. This is the lesson the kite taught me: life requires moving

with the wind, but we must not lose our sense of direction.

As a child, I often imagined myself flying freely like a kite, unrestrained. Yet
growing up brought countless restrictions, and dreams seemed to drift further from
reach. Today by the sea, I felt that freedom lifted by the wind once again. The kite
spins freely in the sky, each movement reminding me to face life’ s uncertainties

bravely.

Flying a kite is not just about pulling the string; it is a release of the soul.
It taught me that life’ s beauty often lies in the attempt, not the outcome. Even if
the kite falls briefly, it doesn’ t matter; we can always tighten the string and let
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it soar again. Dreams are the same: falling is not frightening; what matters is the

ability to rise again.

The sound of waves crashing on the sand merges with the whistle of the kite,
creating a vivid picture. I believe everyone should have a 'kite’ in life,
symbolizing freedom and hope. As long as we hold our dreams and dare to pursue them,

we can find our direction in the storm and enjoy the true flight of life.
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