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Ben jumps out of bed and walks to the window.
He opens the curtain.

Oh no it is snowing, he does not want it to snow.
But wait, the snowflakes are very big.
He remembers his dad saying that big
snowflakes means that it doesn’t last long.



“Happy birthday Ben,” his Mom says and gives him
a hug and a new parka. She always makes him a new
parka for his birthday.

She says it’s because he grows so fast.

“Happy Birthday son,” Dad says.
“Here son, I made this one especially for you”.
It is a beautiful qamutik.
“Thanks Mom and Dad”. Ben hugged his parents.



“Dad, do you think it will stop snowing soon? Ben asks.

“Why? I thought you wanted to have snow today,
so you can feel snug in your new coat and try the
qamutik with the dogs after school”.

“Yes, but I am wondering if the planes can fly today.”
His Mother smiles. She knows Ben is waiting for a
present from his Grandma.



She lives far away. Ben has only seen her once
in his 5 years. Mainly he knows Grandma from
the phone calls and the cards she sends him.

The cards come from all over the world and
Ben hangs them up in his bedroom.

Grandma also sends presents.

It is always nice to get a surprise for your birthday.



The two huskies Jaimy and Carlos are
watching Ben closely.

It is his job to feed them before he goes to school.
“You want to go for a run this afternoon?”
Ben asks the dogs.

“You can pull my new qamutik”.
Woof, woof, the dogs answer.





Ben has a hard time being patient in school for the
rest of the day. He liked it when the class sang
“Happy Birthday” to him.

Suddenly, the bell rings and school is over.



Ben runs home. “Mom, Dad I saw the the mail
plane. Was there something for me?”



Ben’s Mom replied, “We have not had time to
go to the post office, maybe you can go by yourself.”



Ben was out the door and on his way.

Ben has to be patient AGAIN, many
people from the community are also
at the post office checking the mail!



Finally it is his turn.
“Do you have a parcel for me?” he asks.

“MMMMM let me see,” the postmistress ducks behind
the counter. “Ben Pastiche is that you?” she asks.



Of course she knows the answer. The postmistress
knows everybody in the community.

“Yes, yes that is me.” Ben takes the parcel and
runs all the way back home.



As soon as Ben gets home,
he tears off the paper and looks.

His disappointment is so great
that tears fill his eyes.



Inside the not so heavy, not so
big, and not so noisy box, there
was a little wooden clown.

It had a little string hanging in
the middle and when you pull
the string the arms and legs of
the clown move up and down.



Ben tries hard to smile but his disappointment
is so clear.

“Maybe that is all Grandma could find this time Ben,”
his Mom says quietly.

“We don’t really know where she is right now.”
“At least she has not forgotten you.”

Ben nods his head, he really does not want
to talk about it.



“I guess I’ll take the dogs out for a qamutik ride,”
he says and off he goes.

His Mom and Dad understand and let him be.

His Dad takes the little clown and hangs
it in Ben’s room.

They are also surprised
about the gift.



It is eight o’clock and bedtime for Ben.
He lies in his bed and thinks about his day.

His head turns to the wall where
the clown hangs.

He still cannot understand why
his Grandma sent it to him.



Suddenly his eyes open wide.

The clown moved by itself!!

Ben thinks he is dreaming, he continues
to look at the clown.



The clown moves again! Ben is not dreaming!

The little clown jumps off the wall and starts
marching throughout the bedroom.



The clown marches up and down
to some unknown drumbeat.

Ben jumps out of bed and
starts marching with him.

One two, one two.
What fun they have!



Suddenly the door opens.
The little clown jumps back
onto the wall.

“Ben what are you doing out of
bed?” his Mom asks.

Before Ben can even think of a good
answer, his mother tucks him back
into bed.

“Go to sleep now, she says, tomor-
row will be here quick enough.”



As soon as the door closes
Ben looks at the clown.

“We’ll have so much fun,”
he whispers,” I know why
Grandma sent you to me!”

With a smile on his face
he falls asleep.
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