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Short Stories of the Month
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Kite Flying

Dad bounded into the kitchen, clearly looking very
happy. “What’s up, Joe?” he asked his son, who was
staring grumpily into his cereal bowl.

“The wind!” It had kept Joe awake all night and he
was tired. “Isn’t it great?” said Dad as he ran out of
the room. Joe was confused. Dad quickly returned
and, with a grin, he dumped what looked like a pile of
rubbish on the table. “Let’s make a kite!” he grinned.

Joe was very excited. He'd never had a kite before!

Using string and sticks, tape and paper, they cut and
stuck, wrapped and tied until finally it was ready.

They were soon outside flying their kite, which
swooped and soared in the sky. Joe hoped it would be
windy again the next day, too!
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it felt. He liked sitting on it. He just o\
didn’t like spending it. :

His home was cold and shabby.
“What’s the use of gold?” asked
the other mice. “You can’t
eat it. It doesn’t keep you
warm.” But Mr Mouse
liked to look at it.

Then, one winter’s day, he saw a family of tiny shrews*
shivering in the snow.

Mr Mouse looked at them. He looked at his gold.
Then he opened his door wide and smiled.

“Come in,” he said. “My gold coins will buy the perfect
home for you.”
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