


The Desert Kite Festival

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



In the golden desert, where dunes rolled like giant waves, the
children waited all year for the kite festival. Amara, small and
wiry with tight black curls in two puffs, stood on the highest
dune. Her red headscarf fluttered in the morning breeze. She
smiled her gap-toothed smile and called, "Today the wind is
ours!’



A

Amara's saffron tunic with its embroidered hem glowed in the
sunlight. She had planned every detail, from the starting line
to the prize table. 'Everyone brings a kite,' she said, 'and
everyone helps.' Her friends nodded. They trusted her calm,

steady voice. The desert wind whispered over the sand, as if it
were listening.
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Zayd, tall and lanky with long thin arms, arrived with a
sketchbook under one arm. His indigo vest was buttoned
smartly over a cream linen shirt. 'l made three new kite
designs!' he said, his hazel eyes sparkling. Layla followed, her
beaded braids clicking as she carried a basket of ribbons. 'And
I brought snacks for everyone!' she giggled.
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Pip, the tiny fennec fox, scampered ahead with his huge ears
twitching. His blue neckerchief with star patterns flapped as
he ran. He loved festival day more than anyone. Pip dashed
between the children's legs, yipping happily. 'Pip says the wind
is perfect!' Layla laughed. The little fox sat up proudly, his
black-tipped tail curled around his paws.
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Soon the sky filled with kites of every color. Red diamonds,
yellow stars, and green fish danced on the wind. The children
cheered as their creations climbed higher. Amara's kite, a
bright orange sun, tugged at her string. 'Look at it go!"
shouted Zayd. His box kite spun in happy circles. The desert
was alive with laughter and color.
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But then the wind began to shift. It swirled and gusted,
changing direction without warning. Kites wobbled and
dipped. One by one, they tumbled from the sky. ‘Oh no!" cried
Layla, as her purple kite nose-dived into a dune. 'The wind is
playing tricks on us!' The children looked at their fallen kites
and sighed.



Pip raced to fetch the fallen strings, his big ears flat against
his head. He brought them back one by one, but the children
looked sad. "We worked so hard,' said a little boy, holding his
crumpled kite. Amara put a hand on his shoulder. 'Don't worry,'
she said gently. 'We can fix this together.'
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Zayd was already flipping through his sketchbook. 'The wind is
stronger now,' he said, 'and it changes fast. Our kites are too
light and too wide. They need new shapes!' His thin fingers
traced a new design. "What if we make them narrower and add
long tails for balance?' The children gathered around, curious.
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Layla clapped her hands. 'l have plenty of ribbons for tails!'
she said, opening her basket. 'And we can use my scarf too.'
She tied a bright green ribbon to a kite frame. The other
children ran to find sticks, paper, and string. Everyone shared
what they had. Amara smiled. 'This is what the festival is really
about,' she said.



Zayd showed the others how to bend the frames into new
shapes. 'Make them like arrows,' he said, 'so they cut through
the wind.' The children worked quickly, their fingers busy. Pip
sat nearby, watching with bright eyes. He held a spool of string
in his mouth, ready to help. The sun climbed higher as the new
kites took shape.
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At last, the redesigned kites were ready. They were longer and
leaner, with tails that streamed behind like ribbons. 'Let's try
again!' Amara called. She held her kite high. The wind caught
it and lifted it smoothly. 'It's flying!"' shouted Layla. One by one,
the new kites rose into the sky, steady and strong.
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The children cheered as their kites soared higher than ever
before. Zayd's arrow kite zigzagged playfully. Layla's purple
kite with its long tail danced gracefully. Amara's orange sun
kite touched the clouds. 'They're beautiful!' cried a little girl.

Pip leaped and spun, trying to catch the shadows of the kites
on the sand.
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The whole desert seemed to celebrate. Families came out of
their tents to watch. Grandparents clapped, and babies
pointed at the colorful shapes. 'This is the best festival yet!"
said an old man. The children beamed. They had not given up,
and now everyone shared their joy. The wind, once tricky, now
seemed to sing.
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As the sun began to set, the kites floated gently down. The
children gathered in a circle, tired but happy. 'We did it,' said
Amara. "We worked together and made something new.' Layla
passed around dates and bread. 'And we learned that
traditions can change,' she said. Zayd nodded. 'Like kites, they
grow stronger when friends share them.'
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Pip curled up in Amara's lap, his starry neckerchief crumpled
but bright. The children laughed and talked about next year's
festival. 'We'll bring even more ribbons,' said Layla. 'And new
designs,' added Zayd. Amara looked at her friends, her dark
eyes warm. 'As long as we're together, the festival will always
be wonderful,' she said.




The desert sky turned pink and gold as the families packed up.
The children walked home over the cooling sand, their kites
tucked under their arms. They knew the wind would always
change, but so could they. And that was the best lesson of all.
The desert kite festival would live on, carried by friendship
and shared laughter.
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