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In a gquaint Indian village, hested amonag rolling hils and
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whispering felds, lived a young boy named Mani. His
world was painted with vibrant colours of kites,

each a f—loaﬁna dreom aaains’r the backdr‘op of the

ozure sky. Every yeoar, as the vilage prepared tor
the grand kite-Flying Festival, Mani's heart swelled

with anJriciPaJrion.
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Manhi's ﬁrandqcaﬂner, a revered kite-maker, had
crafted a special kite for him this year. It was no
ordinary creation; its sik canvas was a mesmerizing

tapestry ok leaping tigers and swirling galaxies, a
spectacle of art and imagination. Mani entranced by

its beauty, often found himselt- lost in daydreams
ofF triumphant P\iaanrc; and ador‘ina cheers.
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Mani, entranced by its Ioeaz:’ry, often found himself
lost in daydreame of triumphant P\ialrﬁrs and adorir\a
cheers. However, Mani overlooked a crucial aspect
- proctice. He rarely took his kite out to dance
with the wind, to learn its quirks and how it swayed
to the rhythm ok the breeze His dreoms were
vivid, yet his ebforts were faint, a contrast that he

Failed to recogpize until the olay ofF the competition



On the olay oP +he Pes’rlval the sky was adorned

with kites ok all shapes and colours. Moani's heart
raced with excitement and nervousness as he ﬁinally
launched his mognikicent kite. But redlity struck
hard: the kite Faltered and wavered, unable to
compete with those steered by experienced hands.
It tangled, struggled, and eventually plummeted to the
ground, its sk torn, its magic dimmed
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As tears blurred Manis vision, his grandtather
gently consoled him. ‘Mani, even the most beautiful
dreoms need the wings ot practice to soar. Your

kite is a marvel, but without your auialance and

elkort, it cannot reach the heights it's destined
fFor!



That night, uhder a blanket of stars, Mani and his
arandPaJrher Painerakinaly r‘epair'ed the kite. Each

stitch was a lesson in patience ond perseveronce.

Mani's newtound understanding wos clear - dreams

are not just to be dreomt, they must be nhurtured
with dedication and hard work.



Next year, when Mani launches his kite, it will be
more thanh beautiful. For in the ashes of Faiure lies

a potent lesson: practice is not the enemy of

dreams, but the fuel that propels them It is the
silent partner that whispers encouraaemen’r when
doubt roars, the steady hand that guides us through
the turbulent winds ok Fear and uncertainty.




'Mani's P’Iiaanr" is more than a 9+or'y about a kite

competition; it's a like lesson it teaches young
readers the importance of preparation and the
value of learning From Failure.



Moani's journey From naive daydreamin@ to

enliah+eneo| unaler'c;Jrandina mirrors the path that
success is hot jus’r about talent, but also about the
hard work behind the scenes.



