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High above the green hills, where the clouds looked like soft

cotton candy, lived a dragon named Doodle. He was as tall as a

house, with sky-blue scales and warm amber eyes. Around his

neck he wore a simple red scarf that fluttered when he flew.

His long tail ended in a pointed tip, just like a pencil.

Whenever Doodle swooshed his tail, glowing lines appeared in

the air.
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Doodle loved to draw. Every morning he flew over the hills and

drew big pictures in the sky. He drew round suns, curly clouds,

and long rivers that sparkled. Birds stopped to watch.

Sometimes a sleepy moon peeked out early just to see his

work. Doodle was shy and modest, but drawing made his heart

feel light and happy.
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Far below the hills sat a small, cheerful village. Its houses had

red roofs, and its gardens bloomed with yellow flowers. The

children played in the dusty square, but there was no proper

playground anywhere. Pip, a quick little boy in red overalls,

often wished for swings and slides. "Someday," he said, "we

will have a real playground."
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One breezy morning, Doodle flew lower than usual. His tail left

a glowing trail of swirls above the village. Pip looked up and

gasped. "A dragon! And he is drawing in the sky!" People

rushed out of their houses to see. Mayor Luna came too,

holding her small notebook. She wore her long green coat and

round glasses. "Well," she said, "I have never seen anything

like it."
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Pip waved both arms. "Hello, dragon! Your drawings are

amazing!" Doodle felt shy, but he landed gently beside the

square. His big amber eyes blinked kindly. "Thank you," he

rumbled. "I am Doodle. I only draw. It is not very useful." "Not

useful?" said Pip. "It is the most wonderful thing I have ever

seen!"
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Mayor Luna stepped forward with a warm smile. "Doodle, we

have a problem," she said. "We want to build our first

playground, but nobody knows how to plan it. We have wood

and tools, but no picture in our heads." She opened her

notebook, full of scribbles and crossed-out lines. "Could you

help us see what our playground might look like?"
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Doodle's tail twitched with excitement. "I can try," he said

softly. He lifted his long tail high into the air. The pointed tip

began to glow. With a gentle swoosh, he drew a swing set, tall

and strong, with two seats hanging on ropes. The glowing lines

shimmered like golden fireflies against the blue sky.
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Everyone stared up, mouths open wide. Doodle swooshed

again. A long slide appeared, curving down like a happy

rainbow. Then he drew a seesaw, a climbing wall, and a circle

of little benches. He added a sandbox and a row of leafy trees

for shade. The whole playground floated in the sky, glowing

bright and clear.
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"Look at the slide!" shouted Pip, hopping up and down. "And

the swings!" cried the other children. Grandpa Tom, the tall

old carpenter, leaned on his walking stick with the carved

dragon head. His bushy white eyebrows rose high. "I can build

every bit of that," he said. "I just needed to see it first."
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Doodle kept drawing. He added a little fountain and a flower

bed around the edge. The glowing lines stayed in the air,

bright and easy to see. "This is exactly what we need," said

Mayor Luna, writing quickly in her notebook. "A swing here, a

slide there, benches in the middle. Doodle, you have given us a

real plan!"
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The villagers hurried to work. Grandpa Tom sawed and

hammered, turning the sky drawing into real wooden swings

and slides. The children carried small planks and painted them

bright colors. Mayor Luna checked her notebook and pointed

where each piece should go. Doodle lifted heavy beams with

his strong claws and placed them just right.
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Pip worked beside Doodle all day. "You thought your drawing

was not useful," he said, "but it was the most useful thing of

all!" Doodle's amber eyes grew warm. "I never knew my tail

could help anyone," he said. "Different talents are funny

things," said Grandpa Tom. "Sometimes the thing you love

most is the very thing others need."
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By sunset, the playground was finished. Swings swayed in the

breeze. The slide gleamed. Benches stood in a friendly circle

under the new trees. The whole village gathered to celebrate.

The children ran to the swings, laughing. Mayor Luna stood on

a bench and raised her hands. "Today we thank our friend

Doodle!" she called.
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Everyone cheered for the dragon. "Hooray for Doodle!"

shouted the children. Pip blew his tiny wooden whistle, and

Grandpa Tom clapped his wrinkled hands. Doodle's red scarf

fluttered as he smiled his gentle, modest smile. "Thank you,"

he said. "Your playground is beautiful. But I only drew the

pictures. You built them."
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Mayor Luna shook her head. "No, Doodle. You shared your

special talent, and it changed everything." She gave him a

small wooden sign for the playground gate. On it, painted in

bright letters, was a picture of a dragon with a pencil tail. "So

everyone remembers who helped us dream," she said. Doodle's

amber eyes sparkled with happy tears.
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Doodle flew home over the green hills, his tail leaving a trail of

glowing stars. Before he left, he drew one last picture in the

evening sky: the whole village, swinging and sliding and

laughing together. And whenever the children play in their

playground, they look up at the sky and smile, remembering

the gentle dragon whose different talent was the best gift of

all.
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