The Sacred Wind by Scott Fong

Introduction to the story--- The story is all about a walk through my life. I was thinking about writing this story, when listening to one of my favorite tunes known as “The Sound of Wind.” The song mentions that there is a sacred wind that appears in certain occasions. While reading this story, I hope you think about your life.


The park was quiet as people played at the playground. I noticed that the swings were only used by one nature object. It was the wind. The wind was blowing the swings making the sound of musical notes that seem to float around someone’s body without the person noticing. Watching the swings for hours made my heart beat slowly because of its boringness. After giving up on staring at the park area, I decided to explore the nature of my own life.


I went for walk down the park sidewalk and noticed that some smelly dung was up ahead of me. Thinking how nasty it would be to step in such a horrifying landmine like that… Well anyway, I ignored it and walked a different direction. Walking a different direction, I noticed the baseball field where my friends and I would practice fighting with our wooden weapons. I remembered that the wind had anger upon me at that time causing my slam to the ground to break my weapon in half. Harming my physical mind in thinking something went wrong. I felt sad for my weapon because I had it for a long period of time. It was a sad moment; it felt like losing a best friend. That same day, the wind showed me and my friends an incident that shouldn’t have happened. It was a boy about the age of a freshmen kid, he was being beaten by three teenage kids. It had become a mystery of who the murderers were, but feeling sorry for the death of two objects created by the one and only god was disturbing. 


The wind has violent ways of handling situations such as the examples above, but the wind has guided my life in many ways by pointing out which way my life should turn up next.

