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Our Platter Was Called a Peacock Spreading Its Tail

November 2nd, Monday, sunny.

This afternoon during third period, our class held a fruit platter contest. The
teacher announced the rules: groups of four, forty minutes, everything from design to
serving done by ourselves, then thirty seconds per group to present, and the whole
class votes. There are nine groups in our class. Ours was five people thrown together

at short notice, the extra one, Chubby, volunteered as official taster.

Design first. Our group leader Xiaoyu drew on scratch paper while we circled her
pitching ideas. Someone suggested a goldfish, someone a flower basket. After a long
argument, Chubby bit into an apple and said: why not a peacock? Feathers are easy to
arrange. Everyone looked at apple slices: thin, round, they were feathers one by one.
Settled. Xiaoyu sketched: half an orange standing in the center as the body, apple
slices fanned out around it in radiating layers as tail feathers, three tangerine
segments on top as the crest. Jobs followed: Xiao Min and I cut, Xiaoyu arranged,

Chubby handled the scraps and reported sweetness levels.

www. vv99. net



Cutting taught us that hands are less obedient than brains. The apple slices had
to be thin; my first came off half a centimeter thick and was flicked aside by Xiaoyu
to serve as foundation. Only the fourth slice was presentable. Xiao Min had it worse
with bananas, their cut faces turning black, so we dunked them in salt water. While
arranging, the whole group held its breath. Xiaoyu moved apple slices one at a time
with tweezers, each feather layer overlapping the last. The most dangerous moment was
setting the tangerine crest: the orange body slid on the plate, four hands shot out

together to steady it, and our heartbeats were loud enough for each other to hear.

At the presentation, our peacock went up last. Carrying it over, the corner of
the next group’ s table nearly scraped off the outermost feather. Half of a scream
escaped my throat and got stuck there. Chubby delivered the introduction. He normally
stammers, but that day he went smoothly all the way through: This is a peacock
spreading its tail. Feathers are apple, body is orange, personally tested by the

taster: sweet. The class roared, and our applause was the loudest.

The vote came in and our group won the Best Creativity Award, the certificate
handwritten by the teacher. At night I wrote in my diary: in forty minutes, our group
never once had a quarrel, and that is rarer than the certificate. Chubby grabbed my
diary and added one line: the taster’ s opinion is that next contest we should also

pick apples.
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