The small boy walked through the park, his eyes scanning the vibrant scenery.As he strolled along the path, something caught his attention--a colorful kite tangled in the branches of a tree.Its bright reds, blues, and yellows fluttered gently in the breeze, beckoning him closer.Curiosity piqued, he approached the tree and gazed up at the kite, imagining how much fun it would be to fly it. Determined to retrieve it, he looked around for a way to pull it down.Gripping the rough bark with his small hands, he carefully made his way up. The kite seemed just within reach now, dancing tantalizingly above him.
Summarized by © lakhasly.com
