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The Dragon's Turtle
Teacher

Jane MEADOW



In a valley of soft green hills, where wildflowers nodded in the
breeze, lived a young dragon named Ember. He was small for a
dragon, about the height of a large dog, with mint-green scales
and big amber eyes. Ember loved to play, but he had a
problem: his fiery breath never did what he wanted.
Sometimes it sputtered out like a wet match, and sometimes it

flared up in a great whoosh that made him jump. "Oh no!" he
cried, flapping his tiny wings. "Why can't I control it?"
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Ember tried and tried, but his fire was always a surprise.
When he tried to toast marshmallows, they turned to cinders.
When he tried to light a candle, it went out with a puff of
smoke. The other young dragons giggled, and Ember felt sad
and frustrated. He sat by a quiet pond, staring at his
reflection. A tiny puff of smoke drifted from his snout. "I wish I
could be calm like the water," he sighed.
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Just then, a wise old turtle named Tilly came slowly along the
path. Her shell was mossy brown with spiral patterns, and she
wore small round glasses on her wrinkled face. She carried a
wooden walking stick and a soft blue cloth sash. "Why the long
face, little one?" she asked gently. Ember told her all about his
fiery trouble. Tilly smiled. "I can help you," she said. "But it
will take patience and practice."
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Ember's amber eyes widened. "You can help me? How?" Tilly
sat down on a smooth stone and patted the ground beside her.
"First, we must learn to slow down," she said. "Your fire is like
a wild river. It needs gentle banks to flow calmly." She took a
deep breath and let it out slowly. "Try this: breathe in for three
counts, and out for three counts." Ember tried, but his breath
came out in a smoky sputter. "It's hard!" he groaned.

4




"Of course it's hard at first," Tilly said kindly. "But every big
thing starts small. Let's practice together every day." She gave
Ember a simple woven leaf bracelet. "This will remind you to
breathe." Ember put it on his wrist and felt a little proud.
"Okay," he said. "I'll try." They sat together by the pond, and
Tilly counted softly as Ember practiced his breathing. His fire
flickered, but it didn't flare.




The next day, they met again in the meadow. Tilly taught
Ember to feel his feet on the ground and to listen to the birds.
"When you feel your fire rising, pause and breathe," she said.
Ember practiced, but a loud noise made him jump, and a spark
shot from his nose. "Oops!" he cried. "I'm sorry!" Tilly just
smiled. "That's all right. Every mistake is a step forward. Let's
try again.”



Days turned into weeks, and Ember practiced his breathing
every morning. Tilly showed him how to imagine a calm lake
inside his chest. "Breathe in the cool air, breathe out the warm
fire," she said. Ember's fire began to steady. Sometimes it still
flickered, but he learned to wait and breathe until it settled.
"You're doing wonderfully," Tilly said. "Patience is growing in
you like a little seed."



One afternoon, Ember tried to light a campfire for his friends.
He took a deep breath, closed his eyes, and let out a gentle
puff of flame. The wood caught fire perfectly! His friends
cheered. "Wow, Ember! How did you do that?" they asked.
Ember smiled and touched his leaf bracelet. "I practiced being
calm," he said. But then a sudden gust of wind blew the fire
toward a dry bush. Ember panicked, and his fire flared up
wildly.



“"Oh no!" Ember cried, jumping back. His heart pounded, and
his breath came fast. The fire crackled and grew. Tilly, who
was watching from nearby, called out calmly, "Remember your
breathing, Ember! Slow down. You can do it." Ember closed his
eyes and listened to her voice. He took a deep breath in, and
let it out slowly. He did it again, and again. His fire began to
shrink and steady.




With a final deep breath, Ember opened his eyes. His fire was
now a small, controlled flame. He carefully blew a gentle puff
toward the bush, and the fire went out. His friends sighed with
relief. "You saved us!" they said. Ember felt proud but also
humble. "I couldn't have done it without Tilly," he said. Tilly
nodded, her round glasses glinting. "You did the work, Ember.
You learned to stay calm."




From that day on, Ember practiced his breathing every day,
even when he didn't need to. He found that being patient
helped him with everything—not just his fire. He could wait for
his turn, listen better, and even help others. Tilly watched him
with joy. "You see," she said, "self-control is like a muscle. The
more you practice, the stronger it gets." Ember smiled and
touched his leaf bracelet.

11



One evening, a little dragonfly got too close to Ember's fire
and singed its wing. It fell to the ground, frightened. Ember
didn't panic. He took a slow breath and gently scooped up the
dragonfly. "Don't worry," he said softly. "I'll help you." He
carried it to Tilly, who tended its wing. The dragonfly soon flew
away, and Ember felt a warm glow inside that had nothing to
do with fire.
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Ember realized that his fire was a gift, not a curse. He could
use it to warm friends on cold nights, to light lanterns at
festivals, and to toast marshmallows perfectly. And he owed it
all to Tilly. "Thank you for teaching me," he said one day. Tilly
smiled her gentle smile. "You taught yourself, Ember. I just
showed you the way." They sat together by the pond, watching
the sun set.
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As the seasons passed, Ember grew taller and his wings grew
stronger. But he never forgot his breathing exercises or his
leaf bracelet. He became known as the calmest dragon in the
valley. Young dragons came to him for advice, and he taught

them just as Tilly had taught him. "Breathe in, breathe out," he
would say. "Patience is the key." And Tilly would watch from
her mossy shell, proud as could be.
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One day, Tilly gave Ember a small wooden walking stick, just
like hers. "You are ready to be a teacher yourself," she said.
Ember's amber eyes sparkled with joy. He hugged Tilly gently,
careful not to singe her. "I'll always remember what you taught
me," he said. Tilly patted his claw. "And I'll always remember
the little dragon who learned to breathe." They laughed
together, the best of friends.

15



And so, in the valley of soft green hills, the young dragon with
mint-green scales and the wise turtle with round glasses
remained the best of friends. Ember learned that self-control
grows through practice, one breath at a time. He wore his leaf
bracelet always, a reminder of the patient turtle who showed
him the way. And whenever his fire flickered, he would pause,
breathe deeply, and smile.




