


The Boy and the

Kingfisher

Çınar BİBER



Every morning, before the town grew busy, the boy walked

down to the river. He wore his green hooded jumper and red

wellington boots. His tan canvas satchel bumped against his

side, and a pencil sat tucked behind his ear. He liked the river

best when it was still and quiet, with only the water talking to

the stones.
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The boy had warm light-brown skin, short wavy dark brown

hair and large hazel eyes. A few freckles dotted his nose, and a

small gap showed between his front teeth when he smiled. He

was quiet and patient, and he always carried a notebook full of

sketches. He sat on the same flat stone and waited to see what

the river might show him.
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One morning, a flash of blue shot over the water and landed on

a low branch. It was a kingfisher, small and bright, with a

turquoise-blue back and wings, an orange chest, and a long,

dagger-like beak. The bird tilted its head and looked at the

river. The boy held his breath. He had never seen anything so

beautiful.
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The kingfisher was shy and quick. It perched on the branch for

a moment, then dived into the water and came up with a tiny

fish. The boy did not move. He learned that if he stayed still

and quiet, the bird would stay too. He opened his satchel, took

out his notebook, and began to sketch the shape of the bird on

the branch.
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Day after day, the boy returned to the river. Some mornings

the kingfisher appeared right away. Other mornings he waited

a long time. But he never gave up. He watched how the bird

flicked its tail, how it watched the water, and how it dived like

a falling star. Each time he added a new detail to his sketches.
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The boy noticed a thin silver band on the kingfisher's right leg.

It gleamed in the sunlight. He wondered who had put it there.

He drew the band carefully, making sure it looked just right.

The bird seemed to trust him a little more each day. It would

perch on the branch and preen its feathers while the boy drew

quietly.
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The boy also sketched the world around the kingfisher. He

drew the river bending between green banks, the reeds

swaying in the breeze, and the dragonflies that hovered over

the water. He drew the stones, the moss, and the little fish that

jumped. His notebook filled up with page after page of careful

nature sketches.
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One afternoon, a tall woman with a kind smile came to the

river. She wore a mustard-yellow cardigan and round glasses,

and a leaf-shaped badge hung from a lanyard around her neck.

She watched the boy drawing. 'What have you found there?'

she asked gently. The boy showed her his notebook, his heart

beating fast.
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The woman turned the pages slowly. Her eyes grew wide

behind her glasses. 'These are wonderful,' she said. 'I run the

local nature exhibition, and I would love to show your

sketches.' The boy could hardly believe it. He hugged his

notebook and smiled, showing the little gap between his front

teeth.
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The boy worked hard to prepare his drawings for the

exhibition. He chose his best sketches of the kingfisher and the

river. He added a few more details, like the way the light

sparkled on the water and the kingfisher's tiny orange feet. He

wanted everyone to see how special the river was.
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On the day of the exhibition, the boy felt nervous and excited.

His sketches hung on the wall in bright frames. People stopped

to look and smile. The woman in the mustard cardigan stood

beside him. 'You have a real talent,' she said. 'And you found it

by being patient.' The boy's heart felt warm and full.
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The kingfisher itself did not come to the exhibition, of course.

But the boy saw it the next morning, perched on its usual

branch. It flicked its tail and dived into the water. The boy

smiled. He knew that waiting and watching closely had

brought him something wonderful. He opened his notebook to

a fresh page.

12



The woman from the exhibition invited the boy to teach other

children how to sketch nature. He showed them how to sit still

and listen to the river. He told them about the kingfisher and

its silver band. 'Patience is the secret,' he said. 'If you wait

quietly, the river will show you its treasures.'
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The boy kept visiting the river every day. He still carried his

tan satchel and wore his red wellington boots. Sometimes the

kingfisher would land close to him and tilt its head. The boy

would draw and draw, filling his notebook with the beauty of

the river. He knew that every sketch told a story of patience

and wonder.
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The exhibition stayed open for a whole month. Many people

came to see the boy's sketches. They learned about the

kingfisher and the river. Some of them started visiting the

river too, hoping to catch a glimpse of the bright blue bird.

The boy felt proud that his drawings had helped others love

nature.
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And so the boy learned that patience rewards curiosity. Every

morning, he still walks down to the river with his notebook and

pencil. He sits on the flat stone and waits. And when the

kingfisher flashes blue over the water, he smiles and begins to

draw, knowing that the best things come to those who wait.
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