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The Peach Banquet Diary of Little Squirrel

I am a little squirrel, and my drey is in the tree next to the peach tree on the
hilltop. The little monkey planted the peach tree, and I did my share of work for
him: when the wind blew peaches down, I picked them out of the grass for him; when
worms climbed the trunk, I plucked them off one by one. It was not for nothing, for
the little monkey saved the softest peaches for me every year. But something happened

that summer which made me feel that just taking peaches was rather embarrassing.

The day the peaches ripened, the little monkey picked a full basket and gave them
to everyone he met. When he brought me two, I was moving my cached pine nuts from
last year into a new drey. I counted them: thirty-seven, every one plump, and I had
decided to give none away. The little monkey set down the peaches and said, peach
banquet on the hill Saturday, do come. I said yes with my mouth, while thinking
inside that a peach banquet means eating peaches, so what would I bring pine nuts

for.
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I went on Saturday after all. The banquet was set under the peach tree, the stone
table lined with big leaves, peaches cut into slices, one portion each. Little Rabbit
brought a small basket of carrot sticks, and old Goat brought a pot of hot tea. Only
I came empty—handed. The little monkey handed me the biggest slice and said, if you
had not picked up the fallen peaches and caught the worms last year, who knows how
this tree would look. I held that slice and my face went redder than the peach. What

I was eating was not peach at all; it was plainly taking something for nothing.

That slice was especially sweet, so sweet that when I got home I dug out my
thirty—seven pine nuts, counted twenty into a small bamboo basket. The next day I
gave ten to the little monkey, five to Little Rabbit, and the rest to old Goat and
the hedgehog I met on the road. Strange: giving the nuts away did not hurt one bit.

Instead I found myself wanting to share something again tomorrow.

The Saturday after, I held my own gathering under the peach tree, called the pine
nut banquet. I invited six friends. The little monkey brought peaches, Little Rabbit
brought carrot cake, and the teapot of old Goat sat on the stone again. Everyone ate
with mouths full of flavor, saying it was the first banquet ever held at a drey. I

stood at the entrance of my drey greeting everyone, my tail held high.

After that the hilltop had a rule: whoever has something good shares it, and
whoever has shared hosts the next gathering. The peach tree is still the same tree,
the little monkey still the same monkey, but the weekends on the hill have never been
quiet since. Now whenever I have pine nuts I share them, and I catch worms for the
peach tree with even more energy. While catching them I think: sharing is the

opposite of hiding pine nuts. The more you take out, the fuller the hole becomes.
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