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The Peach Banquet of the Little Monkey

On the top of the hill stood a peach tree, planted by the little monkey. That
spring he pressed a peach pit into the soil, watered it with a ladle of water, patted
the earth, and said, grow well. And the tree really did grow well. In the first year
it shot out branches, in the second it bloomed with pink flowers all over, and in the

third it hung heavy with big fuzzy peaches.

The day the peaches ripened, the little monkey circled the tree three times. He
picked the biggest and reddest one, held it in his paws, smelled it again and again,
his mouth watering. But he did not bite it. He thought: last year when the tree
flowered, Little Rabbit passed by and said the blossoms were beautiful; Little
Squirrel helped him pick the fallen fruit back into his basket; old Grandpa Goat
brought him a handful of fresh roasted pine nuts every time he climbed the hill. Now

the tree had borne fruit, and it was time to pay those kindnesses back.

The little monkey got busy. He picked a basket of the biggest, sweetest peaches
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and carried two to Little Rabbit first, saying come up the hill Saturday for the
peach banquet. Little Rabbit jumped up and said yes. He took two to Little Squirrel
and two to old Goat, and the peach fragrance trailed him the whole way. He lined the
stone table with big leaves, set out the fruit plates, and counted: seven friends

invited, plus himself, eight.

Saturday came and everyone arrived. The banquet began, and the little monkey cut
the biggest peaches open, one slice for each, the juice so sweet that everyone
squinted with delight. Little Rabbit said it was the sweetest peach she had ever
eaten. Little Squirrel said of course it was sweet, the tree had been watered by the
little monkey for three whole years. 0ld Goat said slowly, sweetness is half of a

banquet, company is the other half, and only together they make a peach banquet.

They ate until the moon rose. The basket was empty and the pits piled into a
little hill. The little monkey gathered the pits and buried them one by one under the
tree, saying next year they would grow into little trees and bear more peaches for
more friends. Everyone chimed in with yes, and added that next year each family would
bring one thing: Little Rabbit would bring carrot cake, Little Squirrel would bring

pine nuts, and old Goat would bring a pot of hot tea.

Next summer the peach tree carried even more fruit, and the stone table grew into
two. The banquet lasted from sunset until the sky was full of stars, and when they
counted, fifteen had come. The little monkey stood under the tree and thought: the
sweetest moment of a tree is not the day its peaches ripen, but the day its shade is
full of friends.
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