
storybookstorybook

The Mindful Heart

Year 1, Unit 8



© 2022 The Mindful Heart

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, 
stored in a retrieval system, or transferred in any form—including 

photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical 
means—without written permission from the publisher. 

For questions in regard to this matter, please email 
support@themindfulheart.com.

Cover illustration by Lisa Dzierzon

Book design by McKenzie Lewis

Published by Outside the Box Educator, Inc.

First published and printed in 2022 in the USA

Visit us at themindfulheart.com.

Sam
ple



Table of Contents

Paleontologist in Training ..............................................................................................1

Kobe and the Inchworm ..............................................................................................13

Uncle Wiggly Wings ........................................................................................................19

The Dinosaur Eggs ..........................................................................................................29

Dusty Hope ............................................................................................................................53

Narrative Poetry .................................................................................................................63

Friendship Dumplings Recipe ...............................................................................84

The Apple Dumpling .....................................................................................................85

The Stone in the Road ...................................................................................................93Sam
ple



1 Paleontologist in Training

<<Picture:Paleontologiest standing with his son, arm around 
his shoulders, and tool swung on top of his shoulder resting, 

looking out at excavation site>>
(full page)
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Beeeeep! Beeeeep! Beeeeep! James startled awake to his alarm. He felt around for
the button and pressed it quickly. Was it time already? The glowing display on the
clock said 4:00 a.m. James knew his dad wanted to get an early start so they could
begin before the day got too hot. He kicked off his covers and jumped out of bed
in a rush to get dressed and pack his backpack.

For months James had been waiting patiently for his turn to go on an expedition
with his dad. As a paleontologist, James’s dad wasn’t always out on expeditions. 
Most of the time he was working in the lab, studying fossils of ancient animals 
and plants. Sometimes he and his colleagues would assemble dinosaur bones. But
every now and then, the group would take an expedition out to the desert and 
search for fossils. Dad had said James could go along on the first expedition after
he turned ten, and today was the day!

James carefully put his expedition tools into his backpack. Before bed last night
he had lined them all up on the floor: gloves, notepad and pencil, hammer, chisel,
large brush, small brush, measuring tape, and knee pads. These were items his dad
had given him over time.

James quickly tied his shoes with double knots, grabbed his backpack, and leaped
down the stairs. Dad yelled from the kitchen, “You’ll want to eat a good breakfast 
before we head out. You’ll work up quite an appetite today.”

Paleontologist in Training
by Sara Millward

illustratred by Victoria Skakandi
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2 Paleontologist in Training

As James ate, his thoughts thrummed with excitement. After the last expedition, 
his dad had come home looking as though he’d been chased by an Allosaurus, his 
clothes sweaty and covered in dust. Today James was finally going to see firsthand 
exactly what his dad really did out in the desert.

Once they finished breakfast, the two climbed into the truck and headed toward 
the desert. The drive was a couple of hours, and the sun was just coming up when 
they arrived at the site James’s dad called “the quarry.”

Other paleontologists were already there working. James knew many dinosaur 
bones had already been found there, but before he could get a closer look, his dad 
said they were going to do some prospecting.
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53Dusty Hope

by Kristine George
illustrated by Randy Sendiang

Dusty Hope

“Daddy, what’s rain?” Laney asked, clutching her beloved doll with all her might. 
Every time John Wilson saw that doll, his mind flashed to Black Sunday, though 
that was well over a year ago now. 

John stopped nailing the boards on the window and looked down at Laney, then 
scooped her up in his arms. 

“Rain is the gallop of a hundred horses,” he said as he quickly dashed around 
the house, dust billowing up with each stomp on the floor. “Rain is the soft, 
comforting purr of kittens.” He cuddled Laney close. “Rain brings life.”

John sighed slightly before continuing, “I think it rained the night you were born. 
In fact, that may have been the last time it rained . . .” He trailed off, lost in 
thought. 

“And dust brings death?” Laney asked. Her question clung to the dust in the air, 
for death and dust were everywhere.

John looked down as his daughter, who was now fiddling with her doll. He gazed 
out the half-boarded window into the bleak, dusty gray where one could barely 
distinquish earth from sky. Yesterday’s black blizzard had been a bad one, so he 
knew the sun might not show for several more days.

John pulled Laney in tight and whispered, “‘And the Lord God formed man of 
the dust of the ground, and breathed into his nostrils the breath of life; and man 
became a living soul.’ So, life is a little dusty.” He half smiled at her.

Just then, Mama came through the door and quickly shut it behind her, hanging 
up her now-muddy-brown handkerchief and filthy sun hat. “I was just down the 
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54 Dusty Hope

road at Margaret’s,” she said. “The ceiling caved in from the attic dust. Thankfully, 
she had moved the boys’ bed into her and Bill’s room for sweeping before it 
happened, and no one was hurt. She said the kids will just sleep in their room 
until they figure out what to do. She also gave me some onion flakes she found 
deep in her cellar.” Mama paused. “Where is your brother?” she asked, looking at 
Laney.

“Right here!” eight-year-old Jeffrey called through the half-boarded window. 

Mama did a double take before asking, “Why are you filthier than usual?”

“Me and Billy Jr. was diggin’ out the tractor,” Jeffrey said enthusiastically. “Mr. Bill 
said it’s time to plow again!” 

John let out an empty laugh. “It’s not that kind of plowing, Jeffie,” he said softly. 
“President Roosevelt wants us to plow for the betterment of the soil.”

“Oh.” Jeffrey was visibly deflated. “So there won’t be no food to grow?” 

“We need rain for food to grow,” John reminded him. 

“Then I will pray for rain!” Jeffrey determined.

“Keep praying, Jeffie.” John sighed. “Keep praying.” 

Jeffrey shook out his clothes as best he could before helping his father finish the 
window. Then they sat down at the kitchen table while Laney pulled the dirty 
sheet off. Each of the family members quickly turned his or her bowl right side up 
as Mama spooned out some watery minced potato soup with a few floating onion 
flakes. They licked their bowls clean, rinsed them, and placed them upside down 
on the table once more, where Laney spread a new sheet over them. 

After supper, everyone worked together to prepare the house for any dust storms 
that would come in the night. Jeffrey and Laney stuffed wet rags at the base of 
the bedroom doors while their parents hung a wet sheet over the front door. They 
knew by morning the sheet and rags would be muddied.  
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56 Dusty Hope

John’s thoughts drifted back to Laney’s fifth birthday, an unforgettable day 
for everyone in the surrounding region. It was a Sunday, April 14, 1935. John 
remembered the bright spring sun had shone down on the Wilson family as they 
walked the mile to church. The preacher’s sermon had been a reminder that the 
sun shines even when the dust blocks it out.

On the walk home, they had stopped at Grandma Wilson’s house. She had been 
out front, trying to sweep her porch. Mama had gently taken the broom from her. 
“Please,” she had said to Grandma, “let me. You sit.” 

John remembered the dusty old box that Grandma had handed Laney. “It’s for 
your birthday,” she had said. Inside, Laney had found a doll made from an old sock 
that had been stuffed with dry weeds. Grandma had stitched on some rags for 
hair and two small buttons for eyes. John smiled to himself when he remembered 
the name Laney had given the doll. “D.D.!” she had squealed. “For Dusty Doll!”
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The Mindful Heart Storybook

Learning through Stories

The Year 1, Unit 8 Storybook covers the following subjects:

Language Arts: Enjoy creatively written stories.

History: Discover early 1900s American history.

Science: Learn about dinosaurs and paleontology.

Math: Understand measurement.
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