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nce there was a dog.
He wasn’t a large dog. Actually, other

dogs often mocked him for being so small.
He wasn’t a distinctive dog either. He was white,
with brown spots and floppy ears. Boring enough
that, again, the other dogs often laughed at him.
Of no distinctive breed, he was a common variety
of a common species of a common animal that most

people would rightfully ignore.






This all bothered the dog.

Often, he would go wandering the
hills outside the farm, thinking
about how to earn the respect of

the other dogs.



One day, while doing so, he saw something.



A dragon.






The dog marveled, as one might expect.

He had never seen anything so

majestic or grand.

The dragon soared in the sky,
shimmering with iridescent

colors in the sunlight.



‘When the dragon curved around and passed above

the dog, it called out with a mighty voice.




The dog stared in awe, amazed. This was the

answer. This was how to gain respect.

He was going to become a dragon.



The dog returned to the farm, where many dogs
lived with a family.

The Farmer, who was aging but worked hard.

The Farmer’s Wife, who was tall and practical.

The Boy, lanky and prone to daydreams.

The Girl, solemn, and tall like her mother.

And the Baby.

On the farm, everyone had jobs except the baby.
Even all the other dogs had jobs, chasing livestock
or guarding the perimeter. But our dog—as the

smallest—was never given any duty.



After much thought, the dog decided on three

steps to become a dragon.

First, he would give himself colorful scales like
the dragon.

Second, he would learn to speak the language of
men like the dragon had.

Third, he would learn to FLY like the dragon.



But how would he get scales? Well, he knew the farmer owned many seeds in a
variety of colors, and they were the shape of little scales. Perhaps something like
those would work?

The dog determined to make seeds of his own. He borrowed some seeds and went
out to accompany the farmer’s son for the spring. As the youth planted, the dog moved

alongside him, digging holes for seeds with his paws and planting them carefully with

his mouth.



The farmer’s son found the dog’s actions quite
amusing. The dog went out each day, gripping
a watering can in his teeth. He learned to weed
and fertilize. Eventually the dog was rewarded

with his own small crop of colorful seeds.



After replacing the seeds he’d borrowed from the
farmer, the dog got himself wet and rolled in his
crop, sticking them all over his body. He then
presented himself to the other dogs.

“Do you admire my wonderful new scales?”
he asked his fellow animals. “Do I not look

like a dragon?”









But surely if he could speak with the
grand voice of a dragon, they would all see.
He just had to figure out how to talk in the
human way.

And so, the dog spent his free time
watching the farmer’s three children. In
particular, the baby who toddled around the
yard, tended by the family as they did their
chores. The baby was learning to speak too.

So the dog played with her and listened.



Unfortunately, he found that he couldn’t form words.
He tried SO HARD to speak as they did, but his

mouth could not make human speech.






The dog joined her at the table where she studied,
inspecting the letters as she made them. He failed
many times, but eventually learned to scratch the

letters in the dirt himself.



The dog was sure he had found a way to prove he was
becoming a dragon. He returned to the other dogs
in the field and showed them his new ability by

writing their names in the dirt.



hey, however, could not read the words. When the dog

explained what writing was, they laughed. “This is not the

loud and majestic voice of a dragon!” the dogs said. “This

1s speaking so quietly, nobody can hear it! You look silly

and stupid. Go back to being a dog.”









However, the dog had seen a curious
device in the barn. The farmer would tie
bales of hay with a rope, then raise or
lower them using a pulley in the rafters.
This was essentially flying, was it not?

The bales of hay soared in the air.

And so, over the next few days, the dog
practiced pulling on the rope and learned
the mechanics of the device. He found
that the pulley could be balanced with a
weight on the other side, which made the
bales of hay lower slowly and safely.



The dog took his leash and tied it around
himself to make a harness, like the ones that
wrapped up the hay. Then he tied a sack slightly
lighter than he was to the rope, creating a
weight to balance him. After using his mouth

to tie the rope to his harness, he climbed to

the top of the barn’s loft and called for the

other dogs to come in.

When they arrived, he leaped
gracefully off the loft.






He was FLYING!
He soared like the dragon had!

He felt the air around him, and knew

the sensation of being up high.

He was so proud.



Then the other dogs laughed the loudest they had
ever laughed. “That is not flying like a dragon!”
they said. “You fell slowly. You looked so

stupid and silly. Go back to being a dog.”



This, at long last, crushed the dog’s hopes. He realized the
truth. A dog like him simply could not become a dragon. He
was too small, too quiet, too silly. He untied himself and sat,

morose, on the ground inside the barn. He had failed.






The dog raced out of the barn to find the farmer’s family
huddled around the small farmyard well, which was barely
wide enough for the bucket. The dog put his paws up on the
edge of the well and looked down. Far below, in the deep
darkness of the hole, he heard crying and splashing.






Or...was there?



In a flash, the dog knew what to do. He bit the bucket

off the well’s rope, then had the eldest son tie the rope
to his harness. He wrote “lower me” in the dirt, then

hopped up onto the rim of the well. Finally, he threw

himself in as the farmer grabbed the crank:







































