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    Reginald and the Very Important Banana Meeting

    A Bedtime Story About Chimpanzee Society and How Groups Fall Apart
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    Deep in the forest, where the fig trees grew tall and the evenings smelled like warm leaves, there lived a young chimpanzee named Reginald.

Reginald loved three things: climbing, napping, and bananas.

But one day, someone called a Meeting About the Bananas.

And everything got very complicated.
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    You see, the forest had always shared its bananas. Big ones, small ones, bendy ones too.

But Gerald — a very serious older chimp with very serious eyebrows — said the sharing was Not Being Done Correctly.

So Gerald made a committee.

Then someone made a committee about the committee.

Reginald sighed.
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    Soon, the forest had two groups.

The Upriver Chimps said bananas should go to whoever climbed highest.

The Downriver Chimps said bananas should go to whoever asked nicest.

Reginald lived exactly in the middle.

Both groups gave him very long pamphlets.

The pamphlets were not delicious at all.
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    Meetings happened every morning. And every afternoon. And once right before lunch, which Reginald felt was truly unnecessary.

Chimps who used to groom each other now sat on opposite logs.

Chimps who used to share fruit now kept lists of who owed whom exactly how many bananas.

The lists were very long.
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    One evening, Reginald climbed to his favorite branch — the tall one, above all the noise.

He looked down at his forest. At all the chimps, still arguing.

He remembered when everyone used to just... sit together. And eat. And scratch each other's backs in a friendly way.

That had been quite nice.
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    So Reginald climbed back down.

He found one banana — a good one, slightly bendy — and broke it into pieces.

He handed a piece to Gerald. And a piece to Gerald's least favorite chimp. And one to everyone nearby.

No one knew quite what to do.

So they sat. And chewed. And for a little while, everything was quiet.
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    And somewhere in the quiet forest, Reginald curled up on his favorite branch and closed his eyes.

The bananas could wait until morning.
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