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On a bright morning, a boy named Leo stood at the edge of the

school field. He wore his favorite mustard-yellow hoodie and

carried a small green notebook. Above him, a little kestrel

hung in the sky like a kite on a string. Its wings were spread

wide, and it did not move forward at all. Leo watched with

bright hazel eyes and a curious smile.
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The kestrel was small, about the size of a pigeon, with a

chestnut-brown back dotted with dark spots. Its breast was

pale buff with soft streaks, and a blue-grey head sat above

dark eye stripes. Leo flipped open his green notebook and

drew quick sketches. 'How do you stay so still?' he whispered.

The kestrel just hovered, watching the grass below.

2



At school, Leo told his teacher, Mrs. Chen, about the hovering

bird. She pushed her round glasses up her nose and smiled.

'That sounds like a wonderful observation, Leo,' she said.

'Maybe you can share it with the class.' Leo nodded eagerly.

He wanted everyone to see how special the little kestrel was.

He tucked his notebook into his pocket and hurried to his

desk.

3



All week, Leo watched the kestrel after school. He noticed how

it beat its wings fast and steady, like a tiny helicopter. Its tail

fanned out to keep balance, and its head stayed perfectly still,

scanning the ground. Leo wrote in his green notebook:

'Hovering helps the kestrel look for food.' He drew arrows and

labels, feeling proud of his discovery.
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Leo decided to make a poster for the school exhibit. He

painted a big sky with fluffy clouds and a kestrel hovering in

the middle. He added fun facts: 'A kestrel can hover even in

strong wind!' and 'It eats mice and insects.' His mom helped

him glue on feathers he found in the garden. The poster was

colorful and bright, just like Leo's smile.
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The day of the exhibit arrived. The school hall was full of

projects about plants, rocks, and weather. Leo set up his

poster on a small table. He placed his green notebook beside it

and stood ready. His heart beat fast, but he remembered the

kestrel's steady hover. 'I can do this,' he said to himself,

smoothing his mustard-yellow hoodie.
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Mrs. Chen walked over with a warm smile. 'Ready to share,

Leo?' she asked. She wore her navy cardigan and held a

clipboard. Leo nodded. A few classmates wandered closer,

curious about the big drawing of the bird. Leo took a deep

breath and began to speak. 'This is a little kestrel,' he said. 'It

can hover in one place without moving.'
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The classmates gathered around the poster. There were eight

of them, in colorful clothes of red, blue, green, and yellow.

Their eyes grew wide as Leo explained. 'Wow, it stays still in

the air?' asked a girl with a blue backpack. 'Yes,' said Leo. 'It

beats its wings really fast and uses its tail for balance. That's

called hovering flight.'
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Leo pointed to his drawing of the kestrel's wings. 'See how

long and pointed they are? They help it slice through the air,'

he said. 'And its dark eye stripes make it look fierce, but it's

just a small bird.' His classmates leaned in, amazed. 'Does it

ever fall?' asked a boy in a red shirt. 'No, it's very skilled,' Leo

replied with a grin.
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Leo shared more fun facts. 'Kestrels can see tiny mice from

high up,' he said. 'They hover, then dive down to catch their

food.' He showed his notebook with all his sketches. 'I watched

this kestrel for days,' he added. 'It's wild and free, and it

deserves our respect.' The classmates nodded, their faces full

of wonder.
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Mrs. Chen stepped forward. 'Leo has taught us something

important,' she said. 'Birds of prey like kestrels need space

and kindness. We should never disturb them.' She looked at

the class. 'What do you think we can do to show respect?' The

children thought quietly. Then a girl in a green dress raised

her hand. 'We can watch from far away,' she said.
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Leo smiled at his classmates. 'Yes, and we can cheer for them

from the ground,' he said. 'They are amazing hunters, and they

help keep nature balanced.' The class clapped softly. Mrs.

Chen gave Leo a thumbs-up. 'Your exhibit is a big hit,' she

whispered. Leo felt proud, and his hazel eyes sparkled with joy.
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After the exhibit, the children went outside for recess. They

looked up at the sky. There, high above, the little kestrel

hovered again. Its wings beat steadily, and its tail fanned out.

'Look!' Leo shouted, pointing. 'There it is!' The whole class

watched in silence, respecting the bird's space. The kestrel

dipped and then rose, perfectly in place.
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From that day on, more kids watched birds kindly. They

brought binoculars and notebooks, just like Leo. They learned

to stay quiet and still, never getting too close. Leo's green

notebook filled with new sketches. His friends asked questions

and shared their own discoveries. The little kestrel became a

favorite topic at school.
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Leo often stood at the edge of the field, watching the kestrel

hover. He felt a warm glow inside. He had taught his friends to

respect birds of prey, and they had listened. The kestrel was a

tiny speck in the big sky, but it was special. It showed them

how to be patient, curious, and kind.
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One afternoon, the kestrel dove down and caught a mouse.

The children cheered softly from afar. Leo smiled. 'Birds of

prey deserve respect,' he said. 'And space.' His classmates

nodded. They all looked up and cheered for the little kestrel

hovering high above, a graceful hunter in the wide, blue sky.
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