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The Sapphire Kite

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Mia lived at the edge of a small town, where the hills rolled
like green waves. She was eight years old, small for her age,
with warm brown skin and a gap-toothed smile. Her dark
brown eyes sparkled whenever she asked a question. Today,
she had a big one: could she build a kite that flew higher than
anyone else's?
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Mia spread sky-blue paper on the kitchen table. She cut and
folded and taped, her shoulder-length black hair tied back with
a bright blue ribbon. Her little brother Leo bounced around
her. "Will it fly? Will it fly?" he asked. Mia smiled. "If we make
it light and strong, it will," she said, measuring each stick
carefully.
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At last, the sapphire kite was ready. It shimmered in the
sunlight, with a long tail of blue ribbons. Mia put on her sky-
blue overalls and red sneakers, and tucked her small camera
into her canvas satchel. "Let's test it on Windy Hill," she said.
Leo cheered, pulling on his red raincoat and fox backpack.
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On Windy Hill, the wind tugged at Mia's hair. She held the
string tight, and the sapphire kite leaped into the sky. Higher
and higher it climbed, until it was a tiny blue dot. Dad, tall in
his green flannel shirt, shaded his eyes. "That's the strongest
wind we've had all year," he said. Mia's heart raced with
excitement.



Suddenly, a gust grabbed the kite and pulled it far over the
hills. Mia gasped. "It's going too far!" She remembered her
camera. She had tied it to the kite's tail, hoping to see new
places. Now the camera was flying away too. Mum, in her
mustard cardigan, put a hand on Mia's shoulder. "Don't worry.
The wind will bring it back."



They waited and watched. Leo grew impatient. "Where is it? I
want a snack," he said. Mia shared her biscuits and kept
scanning the sky. "Patience, Leo. The kite will come back when
it's ready." Dad checked the string, making sure it was secure.
Mum wrote in her notebook: "Wind from the north, very
strong. Kite disappeared over the eastern hills."
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After a long while, a tiny blue speck appeared. The kite
swooped down and landed softly in the grass. Mia ran to it, her
heart pounding. The camera was still attached! She carefully
untied it and held it like a treasure. "Let's see what it saw," she
said, and her family gathered around.
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They hurried home, and Mia connected the camera to the
computer. The first photo showed the town from above, tiny
houses and winding roads. The next showed a river like a
silver ribbon. Then came a picture of a valley they had never
seen before, tucked between two hills, full of strange and
beautiful trees.



Leo pointed at the screen. "Look! That rock looks like a bear!"
Mia laughed. "It does!" The photos showed a hidden valley
with a sparkling stream, bright flowers, and a path winding
through. Mum studied the images. "This valley isn't on our
map," she said. "How exciting!" Mia's curiosity bubbled like a
fizzy drink.



Mia wanted to run there right away, but Dad shook his head.
"Exploring takes planning," he said. "We need to be safe." He
spread out the map, and Mia traced the route with her finger.
Mum packed water, snacks, and a first-aid kit. Leo added his
fox backpack. "I'll carry the biscuits," he announced. Mia made
a list of questions: What grows there? What animals live there?
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The next morning, the family set off. Dad wore his wide-
brimmed hat and led the way. Mia carried the sapphire kite
and her camera. Mum had her notebook ready. Leo stomped in
his green wellington boots, singing a silly song. They followed
the map, then the photos, until they reached the top of a hill.
Below them lay the hidden valley, green and golden.
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Mia's breath caught. The valley was even more beautiful than
the photos. A stream sparkled, and flowers nodded in the
breeze. "Remember," Mum said softly, "we observe without
disturbing." They walked slowly, taking pictures and writing
notes. Leo spotted a butterfly and whispered, "Hello,
butterfly!" Mia asked questions and wrote down the answers.
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They found the rock that looked like a bear, and a cave with
crystals in the walls. "This is amazing," Mia said. "But we
should tell others so they can enjoy it too." Dad nodded. "We
can share our photos and notes with the town. Maybe they'll
make a path so everyone can visit safely." Mia smiled, proud of
their careful discovery.




Back home, Mia made a scrapbook of the expedition. She
pasted the photos and wrote captions. Leo drew the bear rock.
Mum added her notes. Dad framed a picture of the valley for
the living room. "The sapphire kite gave us a gift," Mia said. "It
showed us a place we never knew."
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That evening, Mia sat by the window, her blue ribbon still in
her hair. She thought about the hidden valley and all the
questions still to answer. "I want to explore more," she said.
Dad smiled. "As long as you're curious and careful, there's no
end to what you can find." Mia nodded, already planning her
next adventure.




The sapphire kite leaned in the corner, its tail curled like a
sleeping cat. Mia gave it a pat. "Thank you," she whispered.
She knew that asking questions and exploring safely could
lead to wonderful discoveries, and she couldn't wait for the
next windy day.




