Cinar BIBER




The Girl and the Kestrel

Cinar BIBER



Maya loved to sit quietly and sketch the birds around her. She
carried a canvas satchel with her sketchbook and pencils
everywhere she went. Her warm brown skin glowed in the
sunlight, and her two short braids bounced as she walked. She
wore a mustard-yellow raincoat over a green jumper, blue
jeans, and red rubber boots. Birds always seemed to trust her
because she stayed so still.




One breezy morning, Maya's grandad Tom took her to the
meadow. He wore his olive-green waxed jacket and flat cap,
and his binoculars hung around his neck. 'Patience is the
secret,' he said, tapping his walking stick on the path. 'Wait
and watch.' Maya nodded and found a flat rock to sit on. She
opened her sketchbook and got ready.
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Suddenly, a kestrel appeared in the sky. It hovered high above
the grass, its wings beating fast and its long tail fanned out.
The bird stayed perfectly still in the air, as if hanging from a
string. Maya gasped. '‘Grandad, look!' she whispered. 'It's not
moving at all.' Grandad smiled. 'That's a kestrel,' he said. 'It's
searching the ground for its dinner."
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Maya watched the kestrel hover for a long time. Its rust-brown
back was covered in dark spots, and its pale cream breast
gleamed in the light. The slate-grey head stayed pointed down,
and its sharp dark eyes never blinked. Maya's pencil flew
across the page. She drew the fanned tail and the black

wingtips. She even noticed a thin silver ring on its right leg.
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The kestrel dropped suddenly, like a stone, into the grass.
Then it rose again with something small in its claws. 'It caught
a mouse,' Grandad said softly. 'Kestrels can see a mouse from
high up.' Maya added quick notes to her sketch: 'Hovers, then
drops.' She drew arrows and tiny mice in the corner. Her heart
was still thumping with excitement.
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Every day after school, Maya returned to the meadow.
Sometimes the kestrel was there, sometimes not. But Maya
didn't mind waiting. She learned to stand behind the hawthorn
bush and keep perfectly still. She learned that the kestrel liked
the windy days best. She filled page after page with careful
drawings. Her sketchbook was becoming a kestrel book.
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Grandad Tom came with her when he could. 'You've got the
watching habit,' he said, adjusting his hearing aid. 'Most
people don't have the patience.' Maya grinned, showing the
little gap between her front teeth. 'I like it,' she said. 'The
kestrel has a routine.' She showed Grandad her drawings of
the bird hovering, with its tail spread wide.
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One afternoon, Maya saw something new. The kestrel landed
on a fence post and began to preen its feathers. Maya
sketched every detail: the hooked yellow beak, the yellow feet,
the dark spots on its back. She noticed faint freckles on her
own nose in the sun and smiled. She felt like a real scientist.
She wrote down the time and the weather in her notebook.
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Maya's teacher, Mrs. Patel, saw her sketchbook one day.
‘These are wonderful,' she said. 'You should show them to Mrs.
Penn at the gallery.' Maya felt shy, but Grandad encouraged
her. '"Your sketches tell a story,' he said. 'Someone should see
them.' So Maya wrote a letter and sent copies of her best
drawings to the gallery.



A week later, a letter arrived. Maya's sketches had been
chosen for a nature exhibition! Mrs. Penn, the curator, wanted
to display them. Maya jumped up and down. 'My kestrel is
going to be famous!' she shouted. Grandad laughed and said
they should celebrate with hot chocolate. Maya hugged her
sketchbook tightly. All that patient watching had paid off.
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Maya met Mrs. Penn at the gallery. Mrs. Penn wore a teal
cardigan and thin glasses, and a lanyard with a gallery badge
hung around her neck. 'I love your kestrel drawings,' she said
warmly. 'They show exactly how the bird hovers and hunts.'
Maya showed her the notes and arrows. Mrs. Penn nodded.
‘We'll put them in a special case,' she said.
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The day of the exhibition arrived. Maya's sketches hung on the
wall, and her notebook lay open in a glass case. People
stopped to look and read her notes. 'Look how the kestrel
hovers!' said a boy. 'And here it drops like a stone,' said his
sister. Maya stood nearby, feeling proud. Grandad Tom
squeezed her hand and smiled his gentle smile.
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Mrs. Penn gave a short speech. 'Maya's work shows us the
power of patient observation,' she said. 'She watched the
kestrel day after day and learned its habits.' Everyone clapped.
Maya's cheeks turned warm. She looked at her drawings and
remembered every moment in the meadow. The kestrel, she
thought, had taught her more than she ever expected.
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After the exhibition, Maya went back to the meadow with
Grandad. The kestrel was hovering again, as if nothing had
changed. Maya sat on her rock and opened a fresh sketchbook.
‘There's always more to learn,' she said. Grandad nodded.
‘That's the way of it,' he said. Maya smiled and began to draw.
The kestrel dipped and rose, and Maya watched, patient and
curious.




Maya's sketches stayed in the gallery for a whole month.
School groups came to see them, and Mrs. Penn said they
were the most popular exhibit. Maya felt happy. She had
learned that watching closely is a kind of adventure. And she
had discovered that patience can turn a quiet girl into a
teacher for everyone. Her kestrel book was just the beginning.
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Now Maya carries her sketchbook everywhere she goes. She
has drawn sparrows, robins, and even a heron. But the kestrel
will always be her favorite. Sometimes, when the wind is right,
she still sees it hovering over the meadow. And she remembers
Grandad's words: 'Wait and watch.' That is how you learn. That
is how you see the world.
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