


The Little Dragon's Owl

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



In a cozy valley where wildflowers nodded in the breeze, there

lived a little dragon named Pip. He was small, about the size of

a large cat, with soft mint-green scales and a round belly of

pale yellow. His big amber eyes sparkled with curiosity, and a

small blue scarf was always tied around his neck. Pip loved to

explore, but his magic had a mind of its own.
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Whenever Pip got excited, his magic would pop and fizzle! Tiny

sparks flew from his snout and danced around his tiny wings.

When he tried to toast a marshmallow, it turned into a puff of

purple smoke. When he tried to light a lantern, it shot out a

shower of green stars. Pip sighed. "My magic never does what

I want," he said. "It just pops and fizzles everywhere."
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Pip's pops and fizzles often made him clumsy. He tripped over

his own tail and bumped into bushes. The other animals would

giggle, and Pip would hide his face in his blue scarf. "I wish I

could control my magic," he whispered. "Then I wouldn't be so

shy." But no matter how hard he tried, the sparks kept flying.

He felt like a walking fireworks show that nobody wanted.
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One sunny morning, Pip wandered deeper into the forest than

ever before. He found a quiet clearing with a mossy stump and

a tall oak tree. Perched on a low branch was an owl with soft

brown and grey feathers and large round golden eyes. The owl

wore tiny spectacles and a knitted mustard-yellow shawl. She

looked at Pip with a gentle, knowing expression.
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"Hello, little one," said the owl, her voice calm and kind. "My

name is Olive. I see sparks around you. You must be the

dragon with the popping magic." Pip nodded shyly. "I'm Pip.

My magic never behaves. It fizzles when I'm nervous or

excited." Olive smiled. "Magic is like a wild butterfly. It needs a

gentle hand and a calm heart. Would you like some advice?"

Pip's amber eyes widened. "Oh, yes, please!"
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Olive fluffed her speckled chest and adjusted her spectacles.

"First, when you feel the magic building, take three slow

breaths. In through your nose, out through your mouth." Pip

tried it. His scales tingled, but the sparks slowed down.

"Second, think of something that makes you happy. A warm

hug, a sweet berry, a sunny day." Pip thought of his blue scarf

and smiled. The sparks turned into tiny, gentle glimmers.

6



"Third," Olive continued, "practice a little every day. Magic

grows stronger with patience, not with worry." Pip practiced

right there in the clearing. He breathed slowly and thought of

happy things. His magic still popped a little, but it didn't fizzle

wildly. Olive nodded. "You're doing wonderfully. Remember,

good advice is like a seed. Water it with practice, and it will

grow."
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Pip visited Olive every morning. They would sit together on the

mossy stump, and Pip would practice his slow breaths.

Sometimes his magic would still surprise him, but Olive would

say, "That's all right. Every pop is a step forward." Pip learned

to think of happy thoughts: the smell of pine trees, the warmth

of the sun, and the kind twinkle in Olive's golden eyes.
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One day, Pip tried to help a squirrel light a tiny candle. He took

three slow breaths and thought of a happy thought. His magic

sparkled softly, and the candle flickered to life! The squirrel

cheered. "You did it, Pip!" Pip's heart swelled with pride. He

ran to tell Olive. "I did it! My magic sparkled just right!"

Olive's spectacles glinted. "I knew you could. You're growing

braver every day."
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But the next morning, Pip woke up feeling nervous. A big

storm was coming, and the animals needed to light lanterns

for safety. Pip's magic started to pop and fizzle again. "What if

I mess up?" he worried. Olive flew to his side. "Remember your

breaths. And remember, I'm right here with you. We'll do it

together." Pip nodded and took a deep breath.
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Pip stood in the middle of the village square. All the animals

watched. His tail twitched, and sparks flew. But then he closed

his eyes and took three slow breaths. He thought of Olive's

kind words and his blue scarf. The sparks settled. He opened

his eyes and focused. One by one, he lit the lanterns with a

gentle, sparkling glow. The animals clapped and cheered.
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Olive beamed with pride. "You see? Good advice and friendship

help you grow. You were brave, Pip, and your magic sparkled

just right." Pip hugged Olive, his tiny wings fluttering with joy.

"Thank you for believing in me," he said. "I couldn't have done

it without you." That night, the lanterns glowed warmly, and

Pip felt stronger than ever before.
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From that day on, Pip's magic didn't fizzle wildly anymore.

Sometimes it still popped when he got excited, but he knew

how to calm it. He practiced his slow breaths and happy

thoughts every day, just as Olive had taught him. And

whenever he felt unsure, he would look at his blue scarf and

remember that he was braver than he thought.
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Pip and Olive became best friends. They explored the forest

together, shared sweet berries, and told stories under the

stars. Olive taught Pip new tricks, like making tiny rainbows

and floating leaves. Pip taught Olive how to giggle at silly

things. They were a perfect pair: a little dragon with sparkling

magic and a wise owl with a mustard-yellow shawl.
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As seasons passed, Pip grew stronger and more confident. His

magic sparkled just right, and he loved helping others. He

even taught a young bunny how to calm her jitters with slow

breaths. "Good advice is a gift," Pip told her, "and so is a friend

who believes in you." The bunny smiled, and Pip felt warm

inside.
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And so, in the cozy valley, the little dragon and the wise owl

lived happily. Pip learned that good advice, practice, and

friendship can help you grow in ways you never imagined.

Every time his magic sparkled, he remembered Olive's gentle

words: "Take slow breaths, think happy thoughts, and believe

in yourself." And that was the best magic of all.
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