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The royal banana
by
Hallie M. Williams
You never know where life will lead you.  

This book is dedicated to my first grandchild, Elizabeth Naomi Williams.  She is the light of my world.  I love her with all of my heart and even though she can’t understand me or know my thoughts, I want her to know when she reads this…that she will always be loved by her Ma2.
The Royal Banana
Once upon a time, there lived a family of bananas.

On a peaceful day of sunshine, there was a rumbling in the banana field.

All the bananas looked up to see a nice truck and a truck driver to take them on a very long trip.  They knew something was different about this day, so the bananas decided to put on their best banana shine and packed away their homes and set out for the trip.

The truck roared and made several turns.  
URRRRGHH, CLUNK, STOP!

FIRST STOP.
The bananas had happily arrived at the home of Mrs. Lawrence.
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They knew this was the beginning of their adventure.  Now all of the bananas were excited and they could hardly keep their peels on.

Mrs. Lawrence was so happy to see the delivery that she burst into laughter. She ran to the truck and greeted her friend, the truck driver.
The nice man reached into his truck and all of the bananas perked up with their best banana smile.
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When the truck driver pulled out the bananas for Mrs. Lawrence, the other bananas were so happy except for one.

George the Banana was hoping it would be him.  He wanted to be the first to be picked.

Mrs. Lawrence grabbed her bananas and went on her merry way. She took them inside and washed them and set them in the sun.

The bananas were happy to be shown so much love. Mrs. Lawrence watched them daily and even covered them at night.
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 “Oh my,” the bananas said, “we were very lucky!”

On with the journey and the truck roared and made more turns.

URRRRGHH, CLUNK, STOP!

NEXT STOP.
They had arrived at the home of Mr. Taylor and the bananas were happy again.

Mr. Taylor was a well-dressed man, but he was not very happy.

All of the bananas sat up again and gave an even bigger banana smile. The truck driver reached in again.

George made an extra big smile, hoping he would get picked.
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But the deliveryman reached past him and told Mr. Taylor, “These are especially for you, I picked them myself!”

George’s friends were so happy as they were carried away. “Goodbye, George!” they said. But George could only mumble, “Bye” as he choked back the tears.

After getting the bananas, Mr. Taylor gave a good handshake to the truck driver and slowly looked over his beautiful bananas. Frowning, he took them inside and placed them way back in the cupboard.
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He forgot about them and did not show them love like Mrs. Lawrence did. The bananas were not pleased, for they were the best and the deliveryman had handpicked them himself.
They wished they were back on the truck or back in the banana field. They missed the sun and the happy times. They missed the songs they would sing, “Happy Bananas Have Happy Times.”

And they missed George...

On with the journey! 
NEXT STOP, a cold and damp building.

Everyone seemed to pay no attention to the beautiful bananas.
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And George knew this was NOT where he wanted to live.

SURPRISE...George was one of the first to be picked. The truck driver needed to bring the others to the supermarket and here they were.

“NO!” George shouted.

The man put George in a small wooden box.  And George was not happy. He tried to push and tried to pull, away from the other bananas. He tried to get back on the truck.

He managed to wiggle his way over to a corner.

And the deliveryman kept greeting everyone and telling them about the bananas.
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But George did not want to hear it. George knew he was a simple banana.  He was not like his friends. Not like the fancy bananas that Mrs. Lawrence or Mr. Taylor got with their big banana smiles.

So he managed to wiggle some more away from the others. And just as he stopped wiggling, there stood a lady who looked quite strangely at him.

George wanted to leave, to go back to home. But the lady stood there, smiling.

“You will do just fine,” she said, as she reached in the box for George.
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He shouted “No, no, no!” but she put him in her basket anyway.

George was furious.“Who is she?” he asked himself. No one knew her like they knew Mrs. Taylor and Mr. Lawrence.

But what George didn’t know was that she was the king’s wife. And every Thursday, she would have lunch with her husband—the same day George went on his journey.

When George arrived at his new home, it was much to his surprise to see a beautiful wooden desk with a silver bowl and a beautiful napkin inside.  
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His very own bed with a blanket that sat right next to a golden pen and lots of sun shining through the window!
When she placed George in his silver bed, he suddenly realized that he was no longer just George from the banana field. He was no longer the last banana to be picked.

The simple banana called George

was now...

GEORGE THE ROYAL BANANA!
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Author’s Note

Life has a strange way of showing you 
that you are not always aware

 when you’re on the path 
to your great destination…
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This book is dedicated to my granddaughter, Elizabeth Naomi Williams.  Hopefully, when she reads this story, she will know that there is nothing too great to conquer and nothing too exclusive for her to have. Nothing is more powerful that what the mind can build!  Her destiny was created the day she was born and she only has to remain the course…until she is called for her regal position.  I love you, my Boogie!
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