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A plant full of little peas grew in a garden.
All the little peas looked alike and were as happy as could be.
All but one. This little pea didn’t want to be a little pea like all the others.
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Hop! The little pea jumped out of his pod.
He asked himself what he would like to be. A pumpkin? A carrot? A turnip?
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A peacock appeared. The little pea exclaimed:
“I want to be like a peacock. With a tail as beautiful as a bouquet!”
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The little pea picked up a feather and attached it with a string. 
“My, how handsome I am!”
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A tiger bounded in and chased away the peacock. The little pea exclaimed: 
“I want to be like a tiger. Strong, and with such beautiful fur!”
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The little pea grabbed a paintbrush and covered himself with stripes. 
“Oh my, I am so handsome. And how strong I am now, too!”
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An elephant trumpeted and the tiger fled. The little pea exclaimed: 
“I want to look like an elephant. His nose is as big as the sound it makes!”
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The little pea used a blade of grass to make a trunk. He was so proud. 
“So handsome, strong, and big as can be. I am the most unique pea of all!”
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The little pea went home to all the other little peas.
As soon as they saw him, they teased him and burst into laughter.
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“I am a funny seed,” he said to himself. “But I am a seed in any case!” 
Then, like all the other seeds, he dug a hole in the earth and snuggled in with his feather, his trunk, and his stripes.
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Time passed—autumn, winter, spring. Almost a year.
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One day, a plant full of little peas sprung from the earth. No one had ever seen a plant like this before! 
And it was the first time that anyone had seen so many happy and different kinds of little peas.
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