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The Boy and the Kestrel

Cinar BIBER



Every morning, the boy pulled on his mustard yellow raincoat
and red rubber boots. He packed his sketchbook and pencils
into his canvas satchel. Then he walked to the edge of the
grassy fields. He had light brown skin, short curly black hair,
and freckles across his nose. He was quiet and patient, and he
loved to watch the wildlife.
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Above the fields, a kestrel hovered in the sky. It was a small
falcon, about the size of a pigeon. Its wings were long and
pointed, and its tail fanned out like a fan. The boy watched it
hang in the air, almost still. He wanted to know how it could
stay so steady without moving its wings.
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The boy sat on a flat rock and opened his sketchbook. He drew
the kestrel with quick, careful lines. The bird had a rust brown
back with dark spots and a pale cream chest with streaks. Its
beak and feet were sharp yellow. The boy used his pencil to

shade the feathers. He waited and watched, but the kestrel did
not swoop down.
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Day after day, the boy returned to the field. Some days the
kestrel was there; some days it was not. Each time, the boy
waited quietly. He drew the grass waving in the wind. He drew
a rabbit nibbling clover. He drew a bee buzzing near a flower.
His sketchbook began to fill with grassland wildlife.
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One afternoon, a middle-aged woman with silver-grey hair in a
neat bun came walking along the path. She wore a dark green
cardigan and thin glasses. A small bird-shaped brooch was
pinned to her cardigan. She saw the boy drawing and stopped
to watch. "What are you sketching?" she asked with a gentle
smile.



The boy showed her his sketchbook. "It's the kestrel," he said.
“I've been watching it for days, but it never comes down." The
woman looked at the hovering bird. "Patience," she said.
"Kestrels are patient hunters. Keep watching, and you will see
something wonderful." She waved goodbye and continued on
her way.



The boy kept watching. He noticed how the kestrel's head
stayed perfectly still while its wings beat quickly. He drew the
bird in many poses. He drew it hovering, gliding, and perching
on a fence post. He drew other birds, too: a lark singing high
up, a crow strutting in the grass. His pencil moved faster and
faster.



Then, one sunny morning, the kestrel changed its hover. It
tilted its body and dropped like a stone. The boy held his
breath. The kestrel landed in the tall grass and stayed there.
When it rose again, it held something small in its beak. The
boy understood: the kestrel had been hunting all along.
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The boy's eyes were wide. He quickly sketched the moment:
the kestrel rising with its catch, wings spread wide. He drew
the grass bending where it had landed. He drew the shadow it
cast on the ground. Now he knew how the kestrel hunted. His
patience had paid off, and he had seen it with his own eyes.
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After that, the boy came every day. He filled page after page
with drawings. He drew the kestrel's nest in a hollow tree. He
drew baby kestrels with fluffy white down. He drew mice and
beetles and butterflies. His sketchbook was full of the life of
the grassland. He felt proud of his work.
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One day, the woman with the silver bun returned. She
introduced herself as the curator of a nearby nature museum.
She asked to see the boy's sketchbook. As she turned the
pages, her eyes grew wide. "These are wonderful," she said.
"Would you let us show them in our grassland wildlife
exhibition?" The boy could hardly speak. He nodded.
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The day of the exhibition arrived. The boy wore his best shirt
and his red rubber boots. His sketches hung on the walls of
the museum. There were drawings of the kestrel hovering,
swooping, and perching. There were drawings of rabbits and
bees and flowers. People gathered around, pointing and
smiling. The boy stood quietly, watching them.
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The curator gave a short speech. "These sketches show us the
secret life of our grasslands," she said. "They remind us to be
patient and to look closely." Everyone clapped. The boy's heart
swelled with happiness. He saw his family beaming. He saw
other children looking at his drawings with wonder. He felt like
a real artist.




A little girl came up to him. "I like the kestrel best," she said.
"How did you get it to stay still?" The boy smiled, showing the
gap between his front teeth. "I didn't," he said. "I just waited
and watched. The kestrel did the rest." The girl nodded, as if
she understood. She asked if she could have a drawing, and
the boy gave her one.




That evening, the boy sat on his flat rock again. The sun was
setting, and the kestrel was high in the sky. He opened a fresh
sketchbook. He thought about all he had learned. Waiting and
watching had led to wonderful discoveries. He picked up his
pencil and began to draw. The kestrel hovered above, patient
as always.
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The boy learned that patience is its own kind of adventure. He
had waited quietly, and the kestrel had shown him its secret.
His sketches had brought the grassland to everyone. And now,
whenever he saw a bird in the sky, he remembered: if you wait
and watch, you might see something wonderful. He smiled and
turned to a new page.
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