
Once upon a time, there was a little 
boy named Owen. Owen loved to 
ride his bike, play soccer and make 

forts in the family room with the pillows off the 
couch. But more than anything, Owen loved  
to play “explorer” and dig for hidden treasures 
in the backyard. He had quite a collection of  
“treasures”––a whistle, a lens cap off an old 
camera, part of a key chain—even some dirty 
nickels that said “1972” on them. But everyone 
was amazed when they learned what he  
discovered on the coldest day in November.

Owen had not been outside for more than 20 
minutes when he ran excitedly up to his dad 
holding something in his hand. He said, “Dad, 
Dad! Look at this cool rock I found!” It was 
yellowish white and about twice the size of a 
baseball, except that it came to a point on  
one end.

“Hmmm,” said Owen’s dad. “That is cool, but 
I don’t think it’s a rock, Buddy. Let’s show it to 
Uncle Charlie when he comes over for dinner  
tonight. I bet he’ll know what it is.” Owen’s Uncle 
Charlie knew a lot about many different things, 
thanks to his job at the Natural History Museum.  

That night, Owen could hardly sit through  
dinner. Right after dessert, he ran to his room 
to get his “treasure.” “See my cool rock, Uncle 
Charlie?” he said proudly, as he held up his 
rock. Owen’s dad chimed in, “We were thinking 
you might be able to tell us more about it.” 
“It’s very interesting, mind if I borrow it?” Uncle 
Charlie asked. “I’d like my friends at work to 
take a closer look. I think it might be a real 
treasure.” “Wow!” Owen shouted. “I can’t wait 
to tell my friends at school.”

The next day, when Owen got home from 
school, he heard his mom talking on the  
phone. “No kidding! That’s amazing! Owen  
will be so excited.” 

“Tell me, tell me!” Owen said, jumping up  
and down. “Here, Uncle Charlie can tell you  
himself.” His mom handed Owen the phone. 
“Hey Owie! Y’know that rock you found? It turns 
out, it’s not a rock at all. It’s even cooler than 
that…it’s a very special and rare dinosaur bone. 
In fact, it’s the tip of a T Rex’s baby toe and it’s 
over 67 million years old!” Owen was so excited 
he could hardly breathe. 

After that, the news of Owen’s treasure spread 
fast. Before long, Owen was famous. Not just  
in his hometown, but all across the country.  
He got his picture in the paper, got a key to the 
city from the mayor and was on TV more than  
a dozen times. Of course, the bone is on display 
at the museum for everyone to see. And Owen 
got a FREE pass to visit whenever he wants. 
But for Owen, the best part about finding the 
dinosaur bone, was getting his very own shovel 
from his Uncle Charlie. It even has the words 
“treasure finder” carved in the handle. Owen 
uses it every time he digs in the backyard.

T H E  E N D  

Q U E S T I O N

What’s the coolest thing 
you’ve ever found?
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