
“Want a banana?” The boy held up the sweet fruit, covered with the chunky nut mud. 

The boy was offering food. Slowly, cautiously, he crept down the wood fence, crossed the thick 

grass, climbed up onto the table, walked around the strange things, and snatched the fruit. 

Hurriedly, he backed up out of reach—just to be safe. But the boy sat quietly and didn’t try to 

catch him, chase him, or get any nearer. He liked that in a human. He ate and watched.  

While he chewed the nut-mud covered fruit happily, he and the boy stared at each other 

in silence, until the boy broke it with his soft voice, so unlike Gracie’s screeching. 

“You need a name, squirrel. I see you almost every day, and now that you feel safe 

enough to sit on my table, we’re friends. And friends have names. I’m Collin, but I guess you 

can’t say that. You can call me “whuck,” whatever that means. Since I can’t speak squirrel, I’m 

going to call you Jack,” he said, smiling at him, “after my favorite pirate. He was a wily guy, 

too.”  

“Collin, Collin,” he said, patting himself.  

“Jack, Jack,” he said, pointing to him.  

The boy was Collin and he was Jack. He understood. He liked his human name. He 

would let the boy call him Jack. In agreement, he trilled and flicked his tail.  

“Well, Jack, have a seat while I work on my remote control car. I’m building it from this 

kit, and you can watch.”  

While Collin put pieces together, Jack devoured the last of his banana. Suddenly, loud 

voices and terrible noises cascaded over the fence, and he froze. Clanging, banging metal and 

splintering trees stung his sensitive ears. He smelled something burning; not wood, but 

something thick and black. Something from machines. The scent of fresh sap mingled with it in 

his nose. He twitched his tail and gripped his paws in distress.  



“Ta-cherr! Ta-cherr!” he chattered.  

“What’s the matter, Jack?” asked Collin. A machine snarled as it destroyed more trees.  

“Ta-cherr!”  

“I know, the noise bothers me too,” said Collin nodding, as he returned to pushing things 

around in the box. “They’re building another house. Maybe even some across the street. Too 

bad. I liked to watch the cardinals that lived in the nest in the huge maple tree.”  He stared at 

Jack. “I hope you don’t live there, Jack.” 


