




The following passages on the next 3 pages are extracts 
from the book:

The Kite Runner by Khaled Hosseini 

“Winter. 
Here is what I do on the first day of snowfall every year: I 

step out of the house early in the morning, still in my
 pyjamas, hugging my arms against the chill. I find the 

driveway, my father’s car, the walls, the trees, the rooftops, 
and the hills buried under a foot of snow. I smile. The 

sky is seamless and blue, the snow so white my eyes burn. 
I shovel a handful of fresh snow into my mouth, listen to 
the muffled stillness broken only by the cawing of crows. I 
walk down the front steps, barefoot and call for Hassan to 

come out and see. 

Winter was every kid’s favourite season in Kabul, at least 
those whose fathers could afford to buy a good iron stove. 
The reason was simple: They shut down school for the icy 
season. Winter to me was the end of long division and the 
naming of the capital of Bulgaria, and the start of three 
months of playing cards by the stove with Hassan, free 

Russian movies on Tuesday mornings at Cinema Park, sweet 
turnip qurma over rice for lunch after a morning of 

building snowmen.”



“EVERY WINTER, districts in Kabul held a 
kite-fighting tournament. And if you were a boy 
living in Kabul, the day of the tournament was 
undeniably the highlight of the cold season. I 
never slept the night before the tournament. I’d 
roll from side to side, make shadow animals on 
the wall, even sit on the balcony in the dark, a 

blanket wrapped around me.”

“For a while, Hassan and I used to build our own 
kites. We saved our weekly allowances in the fall, 

dropped the money in a little piece porcelain 
horse Baba had brought one time from Herat. When 
the winds of winter began to blow and snow fell 
in chunks, we undid the snap under the horse’s 
belly. We went to the bazaar and bought bamboo, 
glue, string, and paper. We spent hours every day 
shaving bamboo for the centre and cross spars, 

cutting the thin tissue paper which made for easy 
dipping and recovery. And then, of course, we had 

to make our own string, or tar.”
 



“The real fun began when a kite was 
cut. That was where the kite runners 
came in, those kids who chased the 
wind blown kite drifting through the 

neighbourhoods until it came spiralling 
down in a field, dropping in someone’s 
yard, on a tree, or a rooftop. The chase 
got pretty fierce; hordes of kite runners 

swarmed the streets..”

“And when a kite runner had his hands, 
no one could take it from him. That 

wasn’t a rule. That was custom.”


















