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The Legend of the Tangram

Long ago in ancient China, there lived a talented glassmaker named Tan. 

One day, the emperor of China sent word to Tan that he must immediately 
bring his finest piece of glass to the emperor’s palace. The glass was to be used in 
the new window at the front of the palace. 

retold by Mindi Eldredge
illustrated by Benedicta Alodia

1 The Legend of the Tangram

SAMPLE
 

no
t fo

r u
se



Tan carefully wrapped his best piece of glass in some of the finest cloth and 
leather. He secured the bundle to his back and set out on the long journey to 
the palace. The journey was not an easy one, but Tan traveled carefully through 
desert and lake, keeping the glass piece firmly fastened upon his back. 

2The Legend of the Tangram

SAMPLE
 

no
t fo

r u
se



After many days, Tan reached a mountain peak, the last leg of the journey, and 
gazed down at the palace below. Relieved to have finally arrived, Tan quickly 
began his descent down the side of the mountain. However, in his hurry, Tan 
had not noticed a jagged rock in his way. Tan tripped on the rock and rolled 
head over heels down the side of the mountain. 

3The Legend of the Tangram
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4The Legend of the the Tangram

 At the bottom of the mountain, Tan opened the package. There lay seven pieces 
of glass: five triangles, one square, and one parallelogram. Reluctantly, Tan 
gathered the pieces of glass and continued to the palace. 

Once there, Tan told the emperor the story of his journey to the palace and how 
the glass had broken.
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 Tan arranged the glass pieces into the shape of a camel. 

“First,” he told the emperor, “I traveled across a scorching desert, riding on the 
back of a camel.” 

5 The Legend of the Tangram
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Next, Tan arranged the glass pieces into the shape of a boat. 

“Then,” he told the emperor, “I came to a large lake. I traveled across the lake in 
a boat.” 

6The Legend of the Tangram
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Tan arranged the glass pieces into the shape of a mountain.

“Finally, I climbed to the top of the mountain and looked down at your palace. 
Sadly, though, in my excitement to get here, I tripped and rolled down the 
mountain. Now your beautiful glass is just broken pieces.”

7 The Legend of the Tangram
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“I see,” said the emperor, stooping to pick up the pieces. “Bring me my paints,” 
the emperor instructed his servants. 

The emperor began to paint the pieces. He handed Tan a paintbrush and 
instructed him to paint also. Together they painted the pieces, making each 
one a different color. Once painted and dry, the emperor carefully moved and 
arranged the shapes until they created a perfect square. 

8The Legend of the Tangram
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The emperor handed Tan a bucket of golden mortar as he instructed him, “Now 
use this to hold each piece together.” 

Tan carefully followed the emperor’s instructions. As Tan finished, he stood and 
looked at the beautiful design. It was magnificent. A delightful stained-glass 
window sat before him. 

“It is stunning,” Tan said, bowing to the emperor. “But, alas, I am sorry that it is 
not what you first called for.” 

“Oh?” The emperor raised an eyebrow. “Is this not the glass I called for?” 

9 The Legend of the Tangram
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10The Legend of the Tangram

“Yes, Your Majesty. It is the glass,” Tan replied, his head still hung low.

“Then you, dear Tan, have done all that I asked.” The emperor lifted Tan’s 
chin. “You traveled the hot desert, crossed the large lake, and climbed the 
high mountain. Though the glass is broken, you still gave me your finest glass, 
and that is all I asked for. Now, son,” the emperor said as he picked up the 
beautifully set window, “take this home. Place it in your window for all to see. 
And when passersby stop to look, tell them you gave me your very best, broken 
though it was, and that together we created something far greater than you 
could have ever imagined.” 
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Aesop’s Fables
illustrated by Yo Setianto

A lion lay asleep in the forest, his great head resting on his paws. A timid little 
mouse came upon him unexpectedly and, in her fright and haste to get away, ran 
across the lion’s nose. Roused from his nap, the lion laid his huge paw angrily on 
the tiny creature to kill her.

“Spare me!” begged the poor mouse. “Please let me go, and someday, I will surely 
repay you.”

The lion was much amused to think that a mouse could ever help him, but he 
was generous and finally let the mouse go.

Some days later, while stalking his prey in the forest, the lion was caught in the 
toils of a hunter’s net. Unable to free himself, he filled the forest with his angry 
roaring. The mouse knew the voice and quickly found the lion struggling in the 
net. Running to one of the great ropes that bound him, she gnawed it until it 
parted, and soon the lion was free.

“You laughed when I said I would repay you,” said the mouse. “Now you see that 
even a mouse can help a lion.”

The Lion and the Mouse

A kindness is never wasted.

11 Aesop’s Fables
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Two goats, frisking gayly on the rocky steeps of a mountain valley, chanced 
to meet, one on each side of a deep chasm through which poured a mighty 
mountain torrent. The trunk of a fallen tree formed the only means of crossing 
the chasm, and on this, not even two squirrels could have passed each other in 
safety. The narrow path would have made the bravest tremble. Not so our goats. 
Their pride would not permit either to stand aside for the other.

One set her foot on the log. The other did likewise. In the middle, they met 
horn to horn. Neither would give way, and so they both fell, to be swept away by 
the roaring torrent below.

The Two Goats

It is better to allow another to go first 
than to come to tragedy through stubbornness.

13 Aesop’s Fables
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Johnny Town-mouse was born in a 
cupboard. Timmy Willie was born in a 
garden. Timmy Willie was a little country 
mouse who went to town by mistake in a 
hamper. The gardener sent vegetables to 
town once a week by carrier; he packed them 
in a big hamper.

The gardener left the hamper by the garden 
gate so that the carrier could pick it up when 
he passed. Timmy Willie crept in through 
a hole in the wicker-work, and after eating 
some peas—Timmy Willie fell fast asleep.

He awoke in a fright while the hamper was 
being lifted into the carrier’s cart. Then there 
was a jolting and a clattering of horse’s feet; 
other packages were thrown in; for miles 
and miles—jolt—jolt—jolt! and Timmy 
Willie trembled amongst the jumbled-up 
vegetables.

by Beatrix Potter

The Tale of 
Johnny Town-Mouse

29 The Tale of Johnny Town-Mouse
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At last the cart stopped at a house, where the hamper 
was taken out, carried in, and set down. The cook 
gave the carrier sixpence; the back door banged, and 
the cart rumbled away. But there was no quiet; there 
seemed to be hundreds of carts passing. Dogs barked. 
Boys whistled in the street. The cook laughed. The 
parlour maid ran up- and downstairs. And a canary 
sang like a steam engine.

Timmy Willie, who had lived all his life in a garden, 
was almost frightened to death. Presently the 
cook opened the hamper and began to unpack the 
vegetables. Out sprang the terrified Timmy Willie.

Up jumped the cook on a chair, exclaiming, “A 
mouse! A mouse! Call the cat! Fetch me the poker, 
Sarah!” Timmy Willie did not wait for Sarah with 
the poker; he rushed along the skirting board till he 
came to a little hole, and in he popped.

He dropped half a foot and crashed into the middle 
of a mouse dinner party, breaking three glasses.  
“Who in the world is this?” inquired Johnny Town-
mouse. But after the first exclamation of surprise, he 
instantly recovered his manners.

With the utmost politeness, he introduced Timmy 
Willie to nine other mice, all with long tails and 
white neckties. Timmy Willie’s own tail was 
insignificant. Johnny Town-mouse and his friends 
noticed it, but they were too well bred to make 
personal remarks; only one of them asked Timmy 
Willie if he had ever been in a trap.

30The Tale of Johnny Town-Mouse
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A Bridge in Burma
by Mindi Eldredge, 

with text excerpts from The World’s Work (1901) by J. C. Turk
and Stories of Inventors (1904) by Russell Doubleday

illustrated by Randy Sendiang

 Could this really be done? Could a bridge really be built above a gorge that 
measured more than eight hundred feet deep and a half mile wide? I was 
confident it could be done, but the task seemed incredibly daunting. I knew 
it would involve an incredible amount of work and persistence. It would also 
require great precision. If this bridge was to serve as a railway track for trains to 
travel across, our measurements needed to be exact and our construction needed 
to be perfect. 

Throwing my body slightly forward, the handcar jerked to a stop, and my 
thoughts quickly returned to the task at hand. We climbed down from the 
handcar and up onto the backs of the Burmese ponies that were waiting for us. 
It was time to travel into the jungle.

We began the twelve-mile trip through the Burmese jungle. For the first few 
miles, I clung fiercely to the pony and looked for tigers in every clump of 
bamboo, for cobras and mythical creatures in every swinging branch; I expected 
centipedes and scorpions to drop from the palm trees. In reality, however, the 
trip was a peaceful ride. As we drew near the gorge, the native laborers quickly 
formed long lines along the road and made an unusual bowing motion to us at 
our passing. I blushed humbly, undeserving of the special attention.

“Mr. Turk,” a man with a thick Burmese accent said, bringing my pony to a stop. 
“It is such a pleasure to have such a fine engineer as yourself lead this project.” 

“Thank you,” I replied.

Looking out across the vast gorge, I caught my breath. Never had such a bridge 
been built in all the world, and the world was indeed watching to see just how 
we would complete such a task. 

35 A Bridge in Burma
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37 A Bridge in Burma

Before beginning the physical building of the bridge, many engineers in 
America were busy drawing up a blueprint. Just as an author creates a story or a 
painter a picture, so these engineers were building a bridge on paper, except that 
the work of the engineers’ imaginations had to be figured out mathematically. 
They worked to prove and re-prove that this bridge would be strong and safe 
and withstand the test of time, weather, and the wear of trains that would travel 
over it. This required very accurate calculations—even the thickness of every 
bolt and the strain to be borne by every rod had to be predetermined precisely. 
One mistake in the addition, multiplication, or other calculations could result in 
terrible tragedy. 

The plans of the great viaduct were completed. After much work and rechecking 
of their work, the engineers knew this bridge, if built following their plans, 
would be a steady, durable, and secure bridge that would be used well into the 
future.

ab

ab
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The puzzle 
at clydesdale mansion

by Elizabeth Baty
illustrated by Benedicta Alodia

43 The Puzzle at Clydesdale Mansion
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In the grand city of Clydesdale, on a side street covered with wildflowers and 
overgrown weeds, inside a tiny ramshackle old house, lived the Dinklebergs. 
The Dinklebergs were a unique bunch. Mr. D was a tall and funny man with a 
long handlebar mustache and fiery red curls. Mrs. D was a short and sweet lady 
with dark hair that reached all the way to her knees. Together they raised eleven 
children—Annie, Ezekiel, Zane and Zoey (twins), Rae, Cassian, Isabelle, Maria, 
Xavier, Juan, and little Rosie—all who were adopted and of varying ages and 
each with his or her own fun-loving quirks and unique personality. 

But even with their unique quirks and qualities, everyone knew that all the 
Dinklebergs had a passion and talent for solving puzzles of all kinds, which is 
why, when a challenge mysteriously showed up on their cramped doorstep in the 
form of an anonymous letter one morning, they didn’t even pause to question 
how it got there or who it was from. 

Mr. D opened the letter and unexpectedly found a copy of the will of the 
recently deceased local billionaire Dennis Clyde. Mr. D read it aloud to his 
family. 

 

Mr. D paused and scrunched his eyes to read the scribbled signature at the 
bottom of the page. “Then it’s signed ‘Mr. Dennis P. Clyde, billionaire.’”

The entire family stood still, rereading the curious will over Mr. D’s shoulders 
and analyzing each line for potential clues.

44The Puzzle at Clydesdale Mansion

I, Dennis Clyde, have been made aware by my wonderful team of personal 
doctors that I am in pretty bad SHAPE. With that being said, I would like to 
make sure my assets and fortunes are all SQUARED away in the event that 
I should pass on. As I have no direct family or relatives to pass my fortune on 
to, I hope to give it to a SHARP, WELL-ROUNDED, worthy, and deserving 
individual (or group of individuals). And so I present my challenge:

Hidden around my mansion are several clues. The first person (or group  
of people) to solve the puzzle, uncover a final note I have written and secreted 
away, and present it to my lawyer, Dr. Frederick Ruberton, will inherit my 
entire fortune—including the PICTURE-PERFECT mansion itself and 
everything in it.

This challenge is open to all. Good luck, my friends, and remember to think 
outside the BOX.
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Isabelle piped up, “All of the shapes we talked about look like they’re buildings 
or maybe houses of some sort. Maybe we’re supposed to leave the servants’ 
quarters and go to the main house for our next clue.” 

“Sounds like a plan!” said Mrs. D. “Follow me,” she called over her shoulder as 
she headed to the main entrance of the mansion.  

At the grand entrance, there were two new paintings to assess. One was called 
Hanging Apples by De Scott Evans, and the other was an abstract piece called 
On White II by Wassily Kandinsky.

“Those apples look delicious!” said Juan. “And there are some circles on the 
wood behind them! Those are two-dimensional, right?”

Cubism is an artistic style that emphasizes the two-dimensional nature of a 
canvas and tries to show several perspectives at once using geometric shapes.

Abstract art uses colors, lines, and shapes to create an effect rather than trying 
to create a picture that represents or looks like something real. 

48The Puzzle at Clydesdale Mansion
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“Right!” said Annie. “But speaking of circles, the apples themselves look a lot 
like three-dimensional spheres, or balls. Maybe that’s the clue! We just need to 
find apples!”

“What about an apple orchard?” asked Rae.

“Maybe,” said Annie. “But this other painting seems so random. I mean, I 
definitely see triangles, circles, squares, and lots more trapezoids, but what does 
that have to do with apples?”

“Well, since the picture is abstract, maybe the clue is in the name.” said Juan. 
“My guess would be the kitchen. Nice kitchens sometimes have white marble 
floors, so that would make the kitchen ‘on white,’ and I know that’s where I go 
when I want a delicious apple for a midday snack.”

Everyone nodded in agreement over Juan’s new idea, their heads bobbing 
enthusiastically like little bobbleheads. Then, after stopping for just a moment 
to ask for directions, they made their way through the winding hallways and 
corridors to the mansion’s enormous kitchen, which as it turned out, was indeed 
on top of nice white marble flooring. 

Above the kitchen’s massive countertops hung a single painting called In 
Gedanken by Friedrich Prölls.

“Look!” Rosie said, pointing at the picture while hanging off Mrs. D’s arm like a 
baby monkey. “There are circles in the window!”

“Good job, Rosie!” said Rae. “And beneath them are hexagons!”

“I think that step they’re sitting on looks like a rectangular prism too!” 
exclaimed Xavier. Then, smiling kindly at Rosie’s confused expression and 
puppy-dog eyes, he added, “That just means it’s a three-dimensional shape with 
six sides that are all rectangles. See how the front of the step and the top that 
they’re sitting on are both just really long rectangles that are connected to each 
other? That makes it a rectangular prism.”

A hexagon is a two-dimensional shape with six sides.

49 The Puzzle at Clydesdale Mansion
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The Story of Pocahontas and Captain John Smith

The story of Pocahontas and Captain John Smith is an incredibly fascinating 
one, but as all stories from history are concerned, we draw understanding 
from both those that are told and those that are written down. John Smith 
wrote many stories about his travels, including tales of his interactions with 
Pocahontas and her people. However, he was also known to embellish, or make 
up, his tales for the sake of a good story. We are left to study, wonder, and draw 
conclusions about what really happened. Regardless, there are beautiful lessons 
to be learned from this tale of the unique and unusual friendship between 
Pocahontas and John Smith. 

The story begins many hundreds of years ago, when a mischievous, joyous, and 
inquisitive Powhatan girl roamed among the towering woodland trees and 
lush coastal plains of the Virginia region of the United States. Her name was 
“Pocahontas.”

Her father, Chief Powhatan, was the chief of the Powhatan Confederacy. He 
united an empire of over thirty tribes. Each tribe had its own chief, but village 
chiefs had to obey his commands and pay tribute to him. While Pocahontas was 
not a princess, she was the daughter of a very powerful and influential ruler.

Pocahontas gathered firewood, edible plants, nuts, berries, and water as she 
roamed the woods and learned the ways of all the wild things. She planted and 
harvested corn, beans, squash, grapes, and sunflowers. Alongside other girls 
and women, she made clay pottery, baskets, cordage, reed mats, and clothing. 
The boys and men of her tribe were hunters and warriors. They fashioned tools, 
fishing equipment, dugout canoes, and weapons from plant fibers, wood, bone, 
shell, and stone. They caught fish and shellfish, and trapped and hunted game 
like deer, bear, raccoon, rabbits, squirrels, and turkeys.

The strong and capable Powhatan people talked and laughed as they worked. In 
the evenings, after the work of the day was done, they sang and danced by the 
light of the fire. Pocahontas’s people were well fed, vigorous, and content, and 
they loved their children very dearly.

retold by Kelsey R. Dean
illustrated by Elisa Miko

55 The Story of Pocahontas and Captain John Smith
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Pocahontas could not know that across the ocean in faraway England, an 
adventurous and fearless young man named Captain John Smith had been 
preparing for the trip of a lifetime to America, where their lives would soon 
intersect.

Pocahontas listened eagerly when the elders of her tribe sat together and told 
of things they had done and seen long ago. Some remembered a white-faced 
people who had twice come to their lands with the intent to stay. 

She listened to stories of strangers whom her people had called coat-wearers 
due to their large and heavy garments. They called themselves “English,’’ bore 
wonderful weapons that spat out fire with much noise, and established a little 
settlement. Eventually they starved, were taken as slaves, or fled. Pocahontas 
listened in wonder, ever curious to hear of these strange people so unlike her 
own. 

Some coat-wearers came and unfortunately kidnapped and killed some of the 
native people. Still, she had never seen one for herself. 

An old tribal priest mournfully repeated a prophecy that they would meet their 
destruction at the hands of invaders. Scarcely had he spoken when it seemed 
that his warning had come true, for wildly excited messengers drew near the 
village to bring news to Chief Powhatan that a fleet of mighty-winged canoes 
had been seen afar off on the ocean, advancing like great clouds.

They cried out, saying that their people had hurried to the hills, and there, 
overlooking the sea, had watched as three strange crafts slowly entered the bay. 
The ships had dropped anchor and were not leaving. The strangers seemed to be 
seeking water, shelter, and a place to stay!

Pocahontas awoke the next morning and went about her chores as usual. Such 
exciting news didn’t immediately affect her. She lived in Werowocomoco, fifteen 
miles away from the Chesapeake Bay, surrounded by her father’s personal army 
of warriors. Eight months would pass before she would ever see a real coat-
wearer.

Meanwhile, the strangers had begun to build their settlement, which they called 
“Jamestown” in honor of their king. The colonists had been tasked with finding 
gold and a direct water route through America to the Orient.

57 The Story of Pocahontas and Captain John Smith

SAMPLE
 

no
t fo

r u
se



58The Kitten and the Feather

SAMPLE
 

no
t fo

r u
se



They journeyed down the Thames River, leaving the city behind. Twenty miles 
downriver they could see the tall church of St. George at Gravesend. John Rolfe 
told the captain to stop; Pocahontas was too ill to continue. 

They took Pocahontas ashore and found the inn at Gravesend where they put 
her to bed and sent for a doctor. And gently, looking toward the setting sun and 
Virginia, she quietly fell asleep, never to wake again. 

John Rolfe and Uttamatomakkin returned to Virginia, but John left his young, 
sick son, Thomas, with relatives in England. He hoped the child would be sent 
to him when he was older and stronger. Within the next year, Powhatan also 
died in Virginia. The “Peace of Pocahontas” began to slowly unravel. 

A new American nation was being built, yet the Native Americans’ way of life 
would never be the same. The white settlers saw the vast potential of the land, 
wanted it, and had the strength and determination to seize it. But the Native 
Americans could not support themselves without their land. Pocahontas had 
taken upon herself the seemingly impossible challenge of bringing together two 
very different groups of people. 

As a child, she embodied her people’s way of life; she walked, worked, played, 
and learned. She built relationships of joy and generosity. She endured a 
kidnapping, explored an unfamiliar religion, and braved a voyage across the 
sea for the sake of her people. She was assertive, sensitive, very intelligent, 
and served as a symbol of peace between cultures, while also being a very real 
woman with her own ideas, goals, and plans. The hope for a united people with 
English and Native American roots was realized in her when her son, Thomas, 
returned to Virginia in 1635, and through him,her descendants helped found 
the new American country.

For all who inherited the great land of America, the story of Pocahontas and 
Captain John Smith rises above a simple myth or tale of adventure for a little 
Native American girl and an English Captain. In a land so vast and full of 
potential, it was a humble child who brought two peoples and cultures together.

“Whosoever therefore shall humble himself as this little child, the same is greatest in 
the kingdom of heaven.” Matthew 18:4

71 The Story of Pocahontas and Captain John Smith
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Picture Perfect Pen Pals
by Elizabeth Baty

Dear Jack,

I’m so glad we got to meet each other last month in Texas at 

the ice cream festival! I wish you could tag along with us while we 

travel because my dad gets work assignments in some crazy cool 

places sometimes, but my mom said we could at least be pen pals. 

I printed out these pictures for you because, together, they are a 

perfect-picture representation of this new biome we’re in. My mom 

told me about biomes today. She said they’re really big areas of the 

world that have similar weather, temperatures, and even plants 

and animals. Apparently, the whole world fits into one of five main 

biomes, which are desert, aquatic, grassland, tundra, and forest. 

We’re in the Amazon Rainforest right now, which is a tropical 

rainforest along the equator! It’s pretty warm here, and it rains 

all the time. My favorite things about the Amazon Rainforest so 

far are the plants and animals. I saw a beautiful blue butterfly 

today that was as big as my hand! My dad said there are over 

2,000 butterfly species here. That’s amazing! Plus, there are 

plants everywhere, with trees that create a big umbrella-like 

cover over the whole rainforest. The guide we met told me that 

only about 2% of the sunlight actually gets through the trees 

and down to the forest floor. She also said that rainforests have 

so many trees that they produce 40% of the entire world’s 

oxygen to breathe! Anyways, I hope you’re having fun visiting your 

grandparents in Oklahoma!

Wish you were here, 

Cynthia

73 Picture Perfect Pen Pals
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Tropical Rain Forests

Annual rainfall: 75–100+ inches

Average Temperature: 70°F

Fun Fact: One-fifth of the world’s 
freshwater supply (which we use for 
drinking and cleaning) comes from 
tropical rainforests.

FOREST BIOME
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Hanging out at 

the beach.

Playing games 
together.
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BOREAL

DRY SHRUBLAND

MOUNTAINOUS FORESTS

Together, th
ese four 

biomes m
ake up 

the remaining 25% 

of th
e earth

’s to
tal 

surfa
ce area.

Coverage:

Aquatic—75% of the earth’s total surface area

Deserts—20% of the earth’s land area

Grasslands—about 27% of the earth’s land area

Tundra—about 20% of the earth’s land area 

Forest—about 33% of the earth’s land area

THE EARTH’S BIOMES

[
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Home Sweet HabitatHome Sweet Habitat
written by Mindi Eldredge 

 Hi! My name is Nathan. I live in 
a nice, cozy home in the United 
States. Inside my home, I have a 
comfortable bed, yummy food to 
eat, and warmth and safety. My 

home is my habitat.

Nathan What is a habitat? 
you ask.

A habitat is an area where an organism 
lives. A habitat is a home. 

A habitat provides the specific shelter, 
food, and water that an animal needs to 

survive. There are many different 
types of habitats.

93 Home Sweet Habitat

Nathan reading in his home
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Wood

AntsAnts

Ant Hill

• Ant hills are made up of 
underground nests and tunnels. 

• The underground nests protect 
ants from predators and other 
dangers.

• Ants scavenge for food and 
bring it back to their nests so 
that they have the food they 
need to live. The food they eat 
also provides them with the 
water they need to survive. 

• Ant hills are home to at least 
100,000 ants. 

Some ants, called carpenter 
ants and moisture ants, make 
their habitats in the trunks of 
decaying trees or other decaying, 
wet wood. The moist wood 
makes it easier to chew through.

These ants burrow tunnels 
throughout the wood, which 
provides them with protection. 
Just as other ants do, the 
carpenter ants scavenge for food 
in the area of the decaying wood. 
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Desert

Grassland

Forest

Desert

FoxesFoxes
The red fox’s habitat can be found 
in a variety of biomes, including 

grasslands, forests, mild deserts, and 
even suburban areas. As long as there 

are small rodents or birds to hunt, 
areas of heavy plant growth that are 

easy to burrow in, and moderate 
weather conditions, foxes can settle in 
and take up residence in such places.
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www.themindfulheart.com

The Mindful Heart Storybook
Learning through Stories

The Year 1, Unit 2 Storybook covers the following subjects:

Language Arts: Discover fables, old and new. 

History: Read stories of pilgrims and colonizers. 

Science: Explore biomes, ecosystems and habitats of our world.

Math: Learn elements of geometry. SAMPLE
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