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Ben was different. And the other children knew it. Some of
them wourldn't play with him and called him names. They
saicd be was big and clumsy, They said he was weird

Ben was blgger than most of the children ln his school
and he was a little clumsy, But he wasn't really weird.




He liked 1o run around the school
vard and make funny vowling sounds.
He loved to climb trees and swat st
insects that buzzed around him. And
when he ran, be'd get down on all
lours and bound across the plavground.

But that wasn't really welrd 1o Ben,

He enjoyed plaving like that.




There were a lot of things Ben enjoyed doing.
He loved 1o jump through a hoop and ride a unicvele
blindfolded. He could balance a fish on his nose—and even

walk a tightrope,
And no one could dance like he could.




But Ben was alwavs getting into trouble,

He had a hard time waking up in the moming, especially
during the long, cold winter months. Sometimes he would
miss the school bus and other 1imes he'd fall asleep ar his
desk—right in the middle of class!

His teacher would scold him in front of everybody—and
sometimes she'd send him 1o the principal’s office.




Ben hated going to the principal’s olfice

The principal was a tall man with thick, dark evebrows
and a big. bushy moustache that made him look like a
walrus

He would look at Ben and say, "Benjamin, do vou know
why you were sent here today?

Ben would look down at the ground, turn his head and
say, "Harumphh!"

“Benjamin,” he’d ask, "What is the matter with you?
Why can't you behave like everyone else?”

“Harumphh,” Ben would say.

Poor Benjamin. He never knew what 1o say,



He tried 10 be like evervone else, but things kept going
wrong.

If the other kids in his class lined up 1o get a drink of
water, Ben would try to dnink oo, but water would splash
On everyone

Some kids would giggle and some would get wet and
start 1o cry, His icacher would rush our and Ben would
be <ent down to the principal’s olfice—again

Then the principal would ralse his thick, bushy
cvebrows, take off his glasses, shake his head, and sigh,




At home, his parents asked him the same questions the
principal asked.

“Benjamin,” his father demanded, "“Why are vou always
getting into trouble? Why can’t you be like everyone else?”

“Oh Benjamin,”" his mother would say. "I just don't
know what we're going to do about you. If only you could
learn to fit in.”

“What's wrong with me?" Ben wondered.

Maybe his parents were right; if he were more like
everyone else, things might be better.



I He tried 10 dress like the other children. He even trigd o
cit like them. Nothing worked

He wasn 't like them. And trying 1o be just made him
miore unbappy. Ben waa different, just like evervone said




One day at school Ben was told 1o report to the office.
When be got there, a man in a dark gray suit began 1o ask
him questions.

"Ben,” be asked, "Why do vou insist on being different?”
"Harumphh,"” Ben answered.

"Are you trylng to get attention by acting this way?" the
man continued. “"Harumphh,” Ben said again

Alter a while, the man ook off his glasses.

He rubbed his eyves and sald, "Ben, there Is no reason lor
you not 1o behave like other children.”

"1 want you to go outside and play with them,” the man
continued. "Il you do what they do, vou will learn how 1o fit
in"



Bén ran outside, He hated running in ¢lothes and felt
funny in them. But he couldn’t wait to get oulside.

Everyvone an the playground was screaming and
shricking. Some children were playing on the sliding board.
Ben tried going down the slide, but he kept getting stuck




Laura, the girl who sat next 1o him in class, was on the
swings. Ben decided to swing also, but when be sat down,
the swing broke, One of the boys ran to get the teacher.

"I'm in trouble now,” he thought, Mrs, Travnor would
send him to the principal for sure and the principal would
call his parents again, He knew he would be punished

But it wasn't his teacher who came. 1t was Mrs.
Schonbrunn, the lourth grade teacher from the room next
door

"Ben broke our swing,” Laura volunteered, “He's always
getting in trouble and he's always bothering us. You should
send him to the principal—that's what Mrs. Traynor always
docs,




Ben serunched up his nose and groaned. He was ready o
g0 o the principal’s office again.

Suddenly, something was itching him. He began to
scratch under his arm.,

Mrs. Schonbrunn looked at Ben as be picked an insect
off his coat. "Benjamin,” Mrs. Schonbrunn said, "Please pay
attention!”

Ben looked up at her. He began straightening out his
clothes. He realized he hadn't been paying attention.

He did his best to listen, but there, hanging down over
the lence beside her, was a branch, loaded with bright red
berries and green leaves.

Ben reached for the branch and began eating the berries
and chewing the leaves

Mrs. Schonbrunn smiled. She walked back to the other
side of the playground and didn't say a word

And she didn't send him to the principal!




That night, Ben looked at himself in the mirror. He stuck
out his bottom jaw and gnashed his teeth. He had good,
sharp tecth, he thought

He looked at his ears, his eves, his nose, He brushed his
hair away from his face and stood by the sink for a long
time

Ben didn't understand why everybody thought he should
be like other children. When he tried to be like tham, it
didn’t feel right.

Before going 1o bed, he ook off his clothes and hung
them in the closet. He took off his shoes and pul them away,
1o0. He didn’t need them anyvmore.




The next alternoon, durlng recess, Ben balanced a fish on
his nose, Laura and her friends gathered around him and
watched. They had never seen anvone do that before, When
e finished, some of the children actually applawded

Of course, Ben got in trouble for bringing a fish to
school, but he didn't care. He decided he had been getting
bad advice; he wasn't going to try 1o be like evervone clse
any more

He was different and there was nothing wrong with that.
In fact, he son of liked being different,

Mavybe, Il he could concentrate on the things he was
good at, he could iind o way 1o stay out of trouble.

He knew there were things he could do better than
anvone clse.




Huun&fuhe tould balance 4 fish on his tose or ride 4
I.Ilﬂl‘.‘}':lr.' A no one could dance like he could.
Therewere uther things that his parenis, his teacher, Ihc
- mnﬂphi-—md cven the man in the gray suit didnt '
Vil e, L;ndl.:rmna But he knew thém. \
TS BHF]I sad that they didn't understand, bdi he was
Al e hm«hhlﬂnudlnpin And be felt good.

1.




