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1 The Winter Rescue

by Tresa and Guard Fowler
illustrated by Benedicta Alodia

The Winter Rescue

As Isaac lay in bed, he turned onto his side and snuggled with his fluffy pillow 
for comfort. His gaze went to the window in his bedroom, where the moonlight 
streamed through the slit between the light blue curtains and shone brightly on 
the carpet. His eyes followed the moonlit path from the window to his basket of 
stuffed animals.

Isaac loved all his stuffed animals, and he played with them every day. He gave 
them names, and he remembered the specific birthday or Christmas when he 
had received each one. Isaac had a lot of stuffed animals, and his favorites were 
at the top of the basket—all except Frost. Frost was lost. 

Earlier that day, when Isaac woke up and saw that six inches of snow were on 
the ground, he could hardly wait to get outside and enjoy the reason why winter 
was his favorite season. He got through all his school- and housework in record 
time so he could spend most of the day sledding and making snowmen.

“I’ll be in the backyard, Mom,” Isaac yelled from the bottom of the stairs once 
he had finished everything he had to do. “I’m taking some of my friends outside 
to play with me.”

“Okay, but don’t go near the pond; we don’t know if it is completely frozen 
yet,” his mom reminded him. “And please be careful with your stuffed animals 
outside. Try to keep them dry.”

“I will. I have a plan,” Isaac said with a smile.

After lining a small wood box with a fuzzy red blanket, Isaac loaded it up with 
his five favorite stuffed animals—Snowy Mountain, the snow leopard; Twigs, 
the reindeer; Denali, the polar bear; Moonbeam, the snowy owl; and Frost, the 
arctic fox. Once they were all cozily packed inside, Isaac grabbed the box and 
happily ran out into the frozen wonderland.
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3 The Winter Rescue

Isaac placed the box in his sled and pulled it around the yard all afternoon. The 
yard was pretty big, with a lot of trees, a pond, and some small hills he rode his 
bike on during the summer, and Isaac and his animal friends played all over it. 
They dodged behind trees in an energetic snowball fight with Isaac’s brothers, 
built a snow fort near the pond, and sledded down the snow-covered bike hills 
before going back inside, where they went to warm up by the fireplace at the 
end of the day.

After dinner, as Isaac was unloading his animals, he realized that Frost was not 
in the box. He immediately ran outside to look for his lost friend, but by then, 
it was dark. He could not see much of anything, especially a small white fox in 
a huge snow-covered yard. Isaac was devastated. He felt so sad leaving Frost 
outside during the cold night.

“He’ll be okay,” his dad reassured him. “After all, he is an arctic fox; he was made 
to survive the cold. He’s probably enjoying the cool night air.”

Isaac knew his dad was right, but he still went to bed worried about Frost. Little 
did he know the other stuffed animals were worried as well, but they had an 
idea how to find Frost and bring him back to Isaac.

“Is he asleep?” asked Denali to his friends in a deep voice. “Moonbeam, you have 
the best eyesight of all of us here. Fly over his bed and double check, please.”

Moonbeam quietly flew over Isaac’s bed, circled his head a few times, and 
returned to her friends.

“He’s asleep,” she confirmed.

If Isaac had been awake, he would have been astonished to find four full-sized, 
real animals standing in his room. His stuffed animals did not always come 
to life at night, but when they did, they would whisper conversations, stretch 
their legs or wings, and play quietly for a few minutes in the family room. On 
these special nights, Twigs would pull up Isaac’s blankets around his shoulders, 
and Frost would gather Isaac’s dirty clothes in his mouth and put them in the 
laundry basket. 

Tonight, they did not have time for any of that, though. They needed to find 
their friend Frost and bring him home to Isaac. They slowly walked, with 
Moonbeam riding on Snowy Mountain’s back, from Isaac’s room to the back 
door.
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5 The Winter Rescue

“Shh, Twigs! Your antlers keep banging against the wall. You’re going to wake 
up the family. Turn your head sideways so you fit through the doorways,” 
suggested Denali. “No wonder Isaac named you Twigs. It’s like having a tree 
stuck to your head.”

“Very funny,” said Twigs with a smirk. “Let’s see if you can fit your giant bear 
body through the backdoor.”

“Polar bears are the biggest bears in the world, you know,” said Denali with 
pride, “but I’m agile too. I’ll have no problem getting all my muscles through the 
door.”

Denali smiled at Twigs and gave him a friendly pat with his ginormous paw. 
They liked teasing each other and were the best of friends.

Once outside, the animals breathed in the crisp winter air. It felt so good to be 
cold. All the animals were from snowy climates, and they loved frigid winter just 
as much as Isaac did.

The animals did not have much time to put their plan into action before dawn. 
Twigs went first and bounded toward the edge of the trees. He knew the 
exact place Frost had fallen out of the box, for he had seen Frost tumble out 
on the way down the sledding hill. While the other animals’ eyes could not 
notice a small white fox amid the bright snow, reindeer had special eyes that 
could see ultraviolet light. Twigs hoped this would illuminate Frost’s fur so his 
camouflaged body could be spotted in the sparkling snow. Frost would not be as 
hidden from Twigs as he would be from the other animals or Isaac.

The animals quickly followed Twigs. Once he reached the tree line, Twigs 
frantically looked for Frost. It had snowed more throughout the evening, and 
there was a new, thick layer of snow covering the ground. Twigs had amazing 
eyes, but he could not see through the snow.

“Don’t worry,” said Moonbeam. “I can find him with my ears.”

The snowy owl flew high into the air and perched on a tall tree branch. All the 
other animals stood completely still as Moonbeam listened carefully for Frost’s 
breathing. Her ears were so powerful that she could even hear another animal 
under inches of thick, heavy snow.

“He’s there! Right under that thicket of holly branches!” hooted Moonbeam.
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15 The Young Raccoons Go to a Party

from Among the Night People by Clara Dillingham Pierson

The Young Raccoons 
Go to a Party

It was not very many nights after Big Brother had tumbled from the maple tree 
when he and the other children were invited to a raccoon party down by the 
pond. The water was low, and in the small pools by the shore, there were many 
freshwater clams and small fishes—the kind raccoons like best of all. A family 
of six young raccoons who lived very near the pond had found them just before 
sunrise, when they had to climb off to bed. They knew there was much more 
food there than they could eat alone, so their mother had let them invite their 
four friends who lived in the hollow of the oak tree. The party was to begin the 
next evening at moonrise, and the four children who lived in the oak tree got 
their invitation just as they were going to sleep for the day. They were very much 
excited over it, for they had never been to a party.

“I wish we could go now,” said Big Brother.

“Yes, lots of fun it would be now!” answered Little Brother sarcastically. “The sun 
is almost up, and there are no clouds in the sky. We couldn’t see a thing unless 
we shaded our eyes with our forepaws, and if we had to use our forepaws in that 
way, we couldn’t eat.”

“You do eat at parties, don’t you?” asked Little Sister, who had not quite 
understood what was said.

“Of course!” shouted her brothers. “That is what parties are for.”

“I thought maybe you talked some,” said Big Sister.

“I suppose you do have to, some,” said Big Brother, “but I know you eat. I’ve 
heard others talk about parties lots of times, and they always begin by telling 
what they ate. That’s what makes it a party.”

“Oh, I wish it were night and time to go,” sighed Little Brother.
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17 The Young Raccoons Go to a Party

“I don’t,” said Little Sister. “I wouldn’t have any fun if I were to go now. I’d 
rather wait until my stomach is empty.”

“There!” said their mother. “You children have talked long enough. Now curl 
down and go to sleep. The birds are already singing their morning songs, and 
the owls and bats were dreaming long ago. It will make nighttime come much 
sooner if you do not stay awake.”

“We’re not a bit sleepy,” cried all the young raccoons together.

“That makes no difference at all,” said their mother, and she spoke quite sternly. 
“Cuddle down for the day now, cover your eyes, and stop talking. I do not say 
you must sleep, but you must stop talking.”

They knew that when she spoke in that way and said “must,” there was nothing 
to do but to mind. So they cuddled down, and every one of them was asleep 
before you could drop an acorn. Mother Raccoon had known it would be so.

When they awakened early the next night, the young raccoons had to make 
themselves look as neat as possible. There was long fur to be combed, faces and 
paws to be washed, and twenty-three burrs to be taken out of Little Brother’s 
tail. He began to take them out himself, but his mother found that whenever he 
got one loose, he stuck it onto one of the other children, so she scolded him and 
made him sit on a branch by himself while she worked at the burrs. Sometimes 
she couldn’t help pulling the fur, and then he tried to wriggle away.

“You’ve got enough out,” he cried. “Let the rest go.”

“You should have thought sooner how it would hurt,” she said. “You have been 
told again and again to keep away from the burrs, and you are just as careless as 
you were the first night you left the tree.” Then she took out another burr and 
dropped it to the ground.

“Ouch!” he said. “Let me go!”

“Not until I am done,” she answered. “No child of mine shall ever go to a party 
looking as you do.”

After that, Little Brother tried to hold still, and he had time to think how glad 
he was that he had not stuck any more burrs on the other children. If he had 
gotten more onto them, he would have had to wait while they were pulled off 
again, and then they might have been late for the party. 
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25 The Tale of John Henry

by Elizabeth Baty
illustrated by Elisa Miko

The Tale of John Henry

The steam engine rumbled through the rolling hills of West Virginia, and little 
Anita watched the trees fly by through the passenger car window. 

“It sure is beautiful, isn’t it, ’Nita?” her daddy asked softly. Anita smiled at 
him and turned back to the window. He continued, “You know, your great-
granddaddy actually helped build railroads.” He paused and smiled to himself. 
“He always used to tell people he had worked with ‘the real John Henry,’ and 
when your great-grandma would scold him for saying that to us, he’d always 
follow it up by saying, ‘Well, if it wasn’t him, it might as well have been him 
anyways. We were all John Henry, and it was our hard work that made so many 
railroads possible.’”

Anita narrowed her little eyes. “What did he mean by ‘we were all John Henry’? 
How could they all be one person?”

Daddy smiled into those beautiful brown eyes and chuckled. “Well, sweetheart, 
no one is really sure how true the story of John Henry is or who exactly he was, 
if he was real at all. But it doesn’t really matter. Real or not, his story resonates 
with hundreds of Black Americans who worked hard every day to build 
railroads for steam engines to drive on.”

“Wait,” Anita furrowed her brow, “who is John Henry? What is his story?”

“Oh, the tale of John Henry is one known far and wide,” Daddy said, picturing 
it all happening on the rolling hills they were passing. “My granny used to sing 
his ballad to us all the time while Granddaddy would tell us the stories of his 
experiences working on the rails. I don’t remember the song much now, though, 
so you’ll have to settle for my own little retelling.”

“Hold on a minute,” Anita said, glancing away from the window and making 
eye contact with her daddy. “This isn’t going to be another one of those boring 
work stories from history, is it?”
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27 The Tale of John Henry

“Oh no, don’t you worry,” Daddy replied. “This is a good story, and it’s full of 
excitement.”

“Alright,” Anita smiled and nodded, “you can continue then.”

“Well, only if you say so,” said Daddy sarcastically. Then he settled back into 
his storyteller mode. “When John was just a little boy, he had to work real hard 
with his momma and his daddy. He chopped wood, helped his daddy build, and 
helped his momma clean. As he worked hard and got older, he grew bigger and 
bigger. By the time he stopped growing, he was already well over six feet tall! 
And he was strong and persistent too.

“Well, once he was grown, he got a job working as a steel driver. He carried a 
big ol’ twenty-pound hammer around all day, and he would swing it far over his 
head and then bring it crashing back down to break up rocks and dig tunnels 
through the hills of West Virginia to clear the way for the railroad tracks. He 
was the fastest worker around—he could do the work of three men in half the 
time! And while he worked, he would sing songs with the other workers with 
his deep, rich voice. The other workers loved him, and he helped them stay 
hopeful and steady, even when their mean ol’ boss would threaten to fire them 
when he thought they were going too slow.

“Then one day, the path for the railroad tracks ran right into the side of Big 
Bend Mountain. The other workers began to worry about how they would finish 
in time if they had to tunnel through a whole mountain. But John Henry simply 
smiled and said, ‘Now, don’t you worry. That mountain is nothing more than a 
big ol’ rock, and smashing rocks is what I do.’ The other workers were inspired 
and started off toward the mountain to begin right away.

“But then a new man drove up in a huge machine. The man wore a fancy white 
suit with brand-new shoes, and the workers wondered what he was doing all 
dressed up like that out there. After all, those kinds of clothes weren’t suited for 
working with rocks and hammers. 

“The man in the suit hopped out of the machine and introduced himself as a 
salesman who was there to sell the workers’ boss the machine he was riding in. 
‘This machine here will do the work better and faster than all of your workers 
combined!’ said the man to John Henry’s boss. ‘I bet you won’t even need 
workers anymore once you buy this machine!’
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37 Claire’s Dusty Feet

by Tresa Fowler

Claire ’s Dusty Feet

Claire had never experienced so much dust in her life. It was in her ears and 
her nose. It was pressed into the fabric of her dress and apron, and her food was 
always slightly gritty from the fine dirt. But the worst part was Claire’s stained 
feet. She was afraid they would never be clean again. 

She used to love running barefoot around her family’s farm in South Carolina. 
It didn’t bother her at all to have her feet covered in rich brown mud. Between 
the swampy ground and frequent rains, mud was just part of her life. Claire 
would laugh as the mud squished between her toes and tickled her feet. Of 
course, the stream that ran next to her small house was always available for a 
quick rinse, which pleased her mother, who insisted she go to bed with clean 
feet. What Claire would not give for clean feet now.

A few months earlier, as Claire washed her feet in cool water one evening, her 
father sat down on a log next to the stream.

“You’ve had a busy day by the looks of your feet,” he said with a smile. He took 
a deep breath and continued, “Claire, for a long time, your mother and I have 
been thinking about starting anew for our family. As you know, Uncle John 
trekked to Oregon last spring, and we have made the decision to join him.” 
Her father paused and looked around at his farm surrounded by big trees and 
flowers. “We’re not rightly sure what we will find in the Oregon Territory, but 
your mother and I think it should be our new home. How do you feel about 
that?”

Claire slowly swished her feet in the stream as she thought about what her 
father had told her. She was curious about the West. She had heard many stories 
about the wonders and hardships of traveling across the plains to get there. As 
much as she loved her home, she wanted an adventure as well. She wanted to be 
a pioneer!
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39 Claire’s Dusty Feet

It took only a few weeks to sell their home, pack their belongings in their small 
wagon, and round up their oxen for the long journey. Claire’s father handled the 
wagon, and her mother rode with him and the smaller children. Claire and her 
younger brothers were put in charge of driving the oxen along the trail, out of 
their beautiful South Carolina toward Independence, Missouri. She was proud 
her father entrusted her with such an important job. She silently said good-
bye to the beautiful green of her home and looked forward to her new life in 
Oregon.

By the time Claire and her family reached Independence, Missouri, she had 
walked through more dust than mud. Her mother had bought her and her 
siblings new shoes before they started on their journey, but they were saving 
them for winter. They did not know if shoes could be found in the Oregon 
Territory. There were many unknowns about their new home.

Independence was a loud, bustling town that was full of tents and wagons, 
hope and worry. It was the launching city of many of the trails leading west. 
Claire heard talk of people going on the Oregon Trail, the Mormon Trail, the 
California Trail, and the Santa Fe Trail. It was a rough, chaotic frontier town, 
and Claire was happy to leave once her father traded their wagon for a covered 
wagon.

What a wonderful wagon their covered wagon was! Claire thought of it like a 
little house on wheels. On the top of the wagon was a large canvas covering that 
made it look like a fluffy loaf of bread. From the supports hung things such as 
Dutch ovens and the gun to be used for hunting. In the bed of the wagon was a 
small mattress and storage for clothing, blankets, and food. Hanging underneath 
the wagon were tools, lanterns, buckets, and other useful items that would not 
fit inside.

Claire and her family had to make many difficult decisions about what to take 
to Oregon. Their covered wagon was roomier than their old wagon, but they 
also had to pack everything they would need for the next six months, for there 
were no stores along the Oregon Trail. A good part of the wagon was filled with 
food, such as bacon, flour, beans, and salt. Claire was thankful she could take 
a small locket she had received for her thirteenth birthday and the quilt her 
grandmother had made her.
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adapted from Our National Parks by John Muir
illustrated by Kristell Fox

The Mountain Gardeners

In my first encounter with a Sierra bear, we were both frightened and 
embarrassed, but the bear’s behavior was better than mine. When I first 
discovered him, he was standing in a meadow, and I was hidden behind a 
tree. After studying his appearance as he stood at rest, I rushed toward him to 
frighten him. I hoped that he would run away and I might study how he ran, 
but contrary to all I had heard about the shyness of bears, he did not run at all. 
When I stopped within a few steps of him, he stood still in a fighting attitude. 
I quickly realized my mistake. I then put on my good behavior and never 
afterward forgot the right manners of the wilderness.

This happened on my first Sierra expedition in the forest to the north of 
Yosemite Valley. I was eager to meet the animals, and many of them came to me 
as if willing to show themselves and make my acquaintance. But the bears kept 
out of my way.

45 The Mountain Gardeners
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An old mountain man told me bears were very shy, except for grumpy old 
grizzlies. He said I might travel the mountains for years without seeing 
one, unless I searched them out and practiced the stealthy ways of hunters. 
Nevertheless, it was only a few weeks after I had received this information that I 
met the bear mentioned above.

I was camped in the woods about a mile back of the rim of Yosemite, beside a 
stream that falls into the valley by Indian Canyon. Nearly every day for weeks I 
went to the top of the North Dome to sketch. It has a wide view of the valley, 
and I was eager to draw every tree and rock and waterfall. Carlo, a St. Bernard 
dog, was my companion. He was a fine, intelligent fellow that belonged to a 
hunter who decided to stay on the hot plains during the summer. He knew 
Carlo would be happier in the cool mountains, so he loaned Carlo to me. This 
dog knew bears through his long time in the mountains. It was he who led me 
to my first encounter, though the dog seemed as surprised as the bear at my 
unhunter-like behavior. 

46The Mountain Gardeners
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One morning in June, just as the sunbeams began to stream through the trees, I 
set out for a day’s sketching on the dome. Before we had gone half a mile from 
camp, Carlo sniffed the air and looked cautiously ahead. He lowered his bushy 
tail, drooped his ears, and began to step softly like a cat, turning every few yards 
to see if I was following. He looked me in the face with a telling expression, 
saying plainly enough, “There is a bear a little way ahead.” 

I walked carefully in the indicated direction, approaching a small flowery 
meadow that I was familiar with. I then crawled to the foot of a tree on the 
meadow’s edges, remembering what I had been told about the shyness of bears. 
Looking cautiously around the trunk of the tree, I saw a big, burly cinnamon 
bear about thirty yards off. He was half standing with his paws resting on the 
trunk of a fir tree that had fallen into the meadow. His hips were almost buried 
in grass and flowers. He was listening carefully and trying to catch the scent, 
showing that he was aware of us. I watched his gestures and tried to make the 
most of my opportunity to learn what I could about him, fearing he would not 
stay long. He made a fine picture, standing alert in the sunny garden, walled in 
by the most beautiful firs in the world.

The Mountain Gardeners47
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51 The Mountain Gardeners

“The mountains are calling, and I must go.”

Letter from John Muir to his sister, Sarah Muir Galloway, 3 September 1873.Letter from John Muir to his sister, Sarah Muir Galloway, 3 September 1873.
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52The Mountain Gardeners

“How glorious a greeting the sun gives the mountains!”

John Muir, John Muir, The Mountains of CaliforniaThe Mountains of California (New York: The Century Co., 1894). (New York: The Century Co., 1894).
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59 Amazing Mammals

by Tresa Fowler

AMAZING
MAMMALS
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60Amazing Mammals

Jesus created so many wonderful animals to live on earth with us. Animals can 
be very big or quite small. They can be loud or quiet. They can live on land or in 
the water. Jesus made them all different and beautiful in their own ways. 

Some of the animals on our planet are mammals. What makes an animal a 
mammal? First, mammals need air to live, and they breathe with their lungs. 
Second, they are warm blooded, which means they can maintain a stable body 
temperature despite any climate fluctuations in their environment. Third, all 
mammals have hair. While some are born with tiny amounts of hair or fur that 
they soon lose after birth, others have a lot their entire lives. Fourth, almost all 
mammals give birth to live young instead of laying eggs, and the babies drink 
milk from their mothers. Fifth, most mammals have bigger and smarter brains 
than other animals. Finally, all mammals are vertebrates, meaning they have 
backbones. Speaking of bones, here’s a fun fact: even though mammals come in 
all different sizes and shapes, almost all have seven bones in their necks—even 
giraffes, with their super long necks!

Mammals are amazing animals! What are some of your favorites?
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61 Amazing Mammals

Howdy! Welcome to my home on 
the horse ranch. Did you know that 
horses are herbivores? We only eat 
plants. We even have a special instinct 
to know which plants are healthy for 
us and which plants are poisonous. An 
herbivore will rarely eat a plant that 
is dangerous. We have wide, flat teeth 
that are made for chewing plants. Not 
only do our teeth help us pull plants 
out of the dirt, but they also help us 
completely grind up the plants so they 
are easy to digest. There are a lot of 
different herbivores around the world, 
including cows, camels, and caribou.

HHerbivoreerbivore
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63 Amazing Mammals

I’m a tiger, and most of my feline 
friends—including lions, cheetahs, 
and leopards—are carnivores like me. 
We only eat meat and get all of our 
nutrients from our prey. Did you know 
that even cute kittens are carnivores? 
However, not all carnivores are cats. 
Other carnivores include wolves and 
weasels. Carnivores can eat plants, 
but our bodies don’t digest them very 
well, and we don’t like them. We were 
definitely made to be meat eaters—
our teeth are sharp and pointed, and 
we have sharp claws and powerful 
jaws. Most importantly, we are expert 
hunters!

CarnivoreCarnivore

SAMPLE
 

no
t fo

r u
se



64Amazing Mammals

SAMPLE
 

no
t fo

r u
se



75 Ms. Ruby’s Garden

by Mindi Eldredge
illustrated by Nada Serafimovic

Ms. Ruby’s Garden

Down the old country lane and just around the bend lived Ruby Williams, or 
Ms. Ruby, as the children fondly called her. A widow of many years, Ruby lived 
alone in a cozy, modest little home surrounded by fields of wheat. It had been 
years since she and her husband had planted and harvested grain of their own. 
Now she just enjoyed the quiet, simple life that the country provided her, and 
she spent her time growing fruits and vegetables out in the garden just beyond 
her back patio.

Not far from Ms. Ruby’s home lived Kate. Kate loved to spend time with Ms. 
Ruby and looked for any opportunity to steal away on her bike down the dusty 
dirt road to Ms. Ruby’s house.

Often Kate would find Ms. Ruby out in the garden, pulling weeds by the 
raspberry bushes, checking for ripe tomatoes, watering carrots, or doing any 
number of other activities.

Whenever Kate ran through the garden gate, Ms. Ruby would say something 
like, “Oh, I saved some strawberries just for you, Kate” or “Come, help me find 
this snail a new home.”

Ms. Ruby had a way with the land. “Treat it right,” she would say, “and the earth 
blesses you with treasures more beautiful and divine than you could ever hope 
for.”
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76Ms. Ruby’s Garden

One August day, as summer was coming to a close and the vegetables were 
ready to be picked, Kate excitedly headed over to help Ms. Ruby. As she 
rounded the corner of Ms. Ruby’s house, she spotted Ms. Ruby bent over near 
the carrot plants.

“Ms. Ruby! Ms. Ruby! I’m here to help!” Kate yelled across the yard.

“Perfect!” exclaimed Ms. Ruby. “It’s time to harvest the carrots.”

As Kate approached Ms. Ruby, she noticed that one of the carrots was missing.

“Where did the carrot go?” Kate asked, pointing to the small hole in the dirt.

“I got hungry last night!” Ms. Ruby chuckled. “Wow! It was delicious!”

“I can’t wait to taste one of our carrots!” said Kate excitedly.
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When they were done harvesting the ripe vegetables, Ms. Ruby asked her if she 
would like to take some home to her family. She definitely did, so Ms. Ruby 
sent Kate home with a bag full of five radishes, five carrots, five heads of lettuce, 
and five strawberries.

Upon arriving home, Kate placed the vegetables on the kitchen counter for her 
mom.

Before she knew it, her older brother, Scott, had washed and eaten two of the 
radishes, and Kate’s mom took three of the lettuce heads, washed their leaves, 
and started chopping them.

“Ms. Ruby must have known I would need lots of lettuce for the salad I’m 
making for the church activity 
tonight. This is perfect!” her 
mother exclaimed.

The fruits and vegetables seemed to be going fast. Kate decided she had better 
get some while she could.

“Mom, may I have some strawberries?” she asked.

Mom smiled. “Yes, you may have four of them. Oh, and please be sure you tell 
Ms. Ruby how much I appreciate her sharing her fruits and veggies with us.”
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81 Animal Patterns

by Mindi Eldredge

Animal PatternsAnimal Patterns
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When Jesus created the earth, He filled it with beautiful 
patterns. We can find these patterns all throughout 
nature, even on animals. 
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Repeating patterns are those that happen 
over and over again. What repeating 
pattern do you see on this baby tapir? 

Repeating PatternsRepeating Patterns
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Look at the beautiful patterns on this 
tiger.  It has two different repeating 
patterns. What patterns do you see?
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Sometimes colors, sometimes markings, and sometimes 
both colors and markings create animal patterns.   
What repeating patterns do you see here?
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CamouflageCamouflage
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91 The Oxen Talk with the Calves

The Oxen Talk 
with the Calves

from Among the Farmyard People by Clara Dillingham Pierson

It was a clear, cold winter morning, and the cattle stood in the barnyard where 
the great yellow strawstacks were. The cattle had nibbled away at the lower part 
of these stacks until there was a sheltered place underneath. The calves liked 
to stand on the sunshiny side with an overhanging ledge of straw above their 
heads. The wind did not strike them here, and they could reach up and pull out 
wisps to eat when they had nothing else to do. Not that they were so fond of 
eating straw, but it was fun to pull it out. There was, however, usually something 
else to be done, for there was always their cud to chew.

The oxen were standing by the barn door, and the calves were talking about 
them. They liked their uncles, the oxen, very much, but like many other calves 
the world over, they thought them rather slow and old-fashioned. Now, these 
half-dozen shaggy youngsters, who had not a sign of a horn, were telling what 
they would do if they were oxen. Sometimes they spoke more loudly than they 
meant to, and the oxen heard them, but the calves did not know this.

“If I were an ox,” said one, “I wouldn’t stand still and let the farmer put that 
heavy yoke on my neck. I’d edge away and kick.”

“Tell you what I’d do,” said another. “I’d stand completely still when he tried to 
make me go, and I wouldn’t move until I was ready.”

“I wouldn’t do that,” said a third. “I’d run away and drag the stones into a ditch. 
I don’t think it’s fair to always make oxen pull the heavy loads while the horses 
have all the fun of taking the farmer to town and drawing the reaper and all the 
other wonderful machines used in the fields.”
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“Isn’t it too bad that you are not oxen?” said a deep voice behind them. The 
calves jumped, and there was Off Ox close to them. He was so near that you 
could not have set a chicken coop between him and them, and he had heard 
every word. The calves did not know where to look or what to say, for they had 
not been speaking very politely. The one who had just spoken wanted to act easy 
and as though he did not care, so he raised one hind hoof to scratch his ear and 
gave his brushy tail a toss over one flank. “Oh, I don’t know,” he said.

“I used to talk in just that way when I was a calf,” said Off Ox, with a twinkle in 
his large brown eyes. “All calves think they’ll do wonders when they’re grown.”

“I know I thought so too,” said Nigh Ox, who had followed his brother.

“Well, if you wanted to,” asked Red Calf, “why don’t you do those things now?” 
The others wondered how he dared to ask such a question.

“It doesn’t pay,” said Nigh Ox. “Do all your frisking in playtime. I like fun 
as well as anybody, yet when our yoke is taken from its peg, I say business is 
business, and the closer we stick to it, the better. I knew a sitting hen once who 
wanted to see everything that happened. She was always running out to see 
somebody or other, and sometimes she stayed longer than she meant to. I told 
her she’d better stick to her nest, and she said she didn’t believe in working all 
the time.”

“How soon did her chicks hatch?” asked the calves all together.

“Never did hatch, of course,” chuckled Nigh Ox. “She fooled herself into 
thinking she was working, and she made a great fuss about her legs aching and 
her giving up society, but she couldn’t fool that nestful of eggs. They had gotten 
cold, and not one of them would hatch.”

“Wasn’t she ashamed then?” asked the calves.

“Didn’t act so,” snorted Nigh Ox. “Went around talking about her great 
disappointment and said she couldn’t see why the other hens had so much better 
luck.”
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Off Ox chuckled. “He told her that he guessed it might have been something 
besides bad luck and that the next time she’d better stay on her nest more. Then 
she asked him how many broods of chicks he had hatched. Ho ho ho!”

Everybody laughed, and the calves wondered how Nigh Ox could think of it 
without being angry. “It wouldn’t pay to be angry,” he said. “What’s the use of 
wasting a fine, great ox temper on a poor little hen’s rudeness?”

This made them think. They remembered how cross and hot and uncomfortable 
they often became over very small things that bothered them, and they began to 
think that perhaps even calf tempers were worth caring for.

At last Black Calf, the prettiest one in the yard, said, “Do you like drawing that 
flat wagon that hasn’t any wheels and scrapes along in the dust?”

“The stoneboat?” asked Off Ox. “We don’t mind it. Never mind doing our kind 
of work. Wouldn’t like to pull the reaper with its shining knives and whirling 
arms, for whoever does that has to walk fast and make sudden turns and stops. 
Wouldn’t like being hitched to the carriage to carry the farmer’s family to town. 
Wouldn’t like to take care of the sheep, manage a collie, or grow feathers like the 
geese—but we can draw stoneboats and all sorts of heavy loads, if we do say it.”

Red Calf, who was always running and kicking up his heels, said, “Oh, it’s 
such slow work! I think you’d feel that you would never reach the end of your 
journey.”

“We don’t think about that,” answered Nigh Ox. “It doesn’t pay. We used to, 
though. I remember the time when I wished myself a swallow, flying a mile a 
minute, instead of step-step-stepping my way through life. My mother was a 
sensible cow and wore the bell in our herd. She cured me of that foolishness. 
She told me that swallows had to fly one wingbeat at a time, that dinners had 
to be eaten one mouthful at a time, and that nothing really worthwhile could 
be done in a minute. She said that if we were forever thinking about how much 
work we had to do and how tiresome it was, we’d never enjoy life, and we 
wouldn’t live long either—lazy oxen never do. That’s another thing that doesn’t 
pay.”
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The Mindful Heart Storybook
Learning through Stories

The Year 1, Unit 6 Storybook covers the following subjects:

Language Arts: Read tall tales. 

History: Discover stories about the westward expansion.

Science: Learn about amazing mammals.

Math: Understand operations.SAMPLE
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