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Princesse Pearl and the
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Episode 2

Our story begins...

W

hen Princesse Pearl first woke she had no idea where
she was. But as she looked around, she remembered, she,
Barlow, and their new friend Rosie had spent the night in
the Pinwheel.
Pearl nudged her two sleeping friends. “Wake up, you
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guys.” Barlow groaned, and Rosie rolled to her other side
and hid her face.
Because they were so tired the night before, they’d
hardly had a chance to really explore the cottage.
Everything was made of a reddish-brown wood.
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She counted two chairs at the table. There was a floor to
ceiling bookshelf made of logs.
Pearl walked around, looking at picture frames of
places she’d never been before. She ran her hand over
row after row of books. She tried on a pair of glasses that
made the world stretched out and fuzzy and everything
changed shape.
A thin vase got fat.
A square picture frame became a circle.
A stiff, solid beam that went from floor to ceiling
became loose and wobbly, as if it couldn’t hold any
more weight.
Pearl looked down. She didn’t even recognize her
own hands.
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They were the hands of a giant. Her palm was the size of a
book, and her fingers looked like a group of fat, little pigs
squirming about.
When her eyes came across a wide, overstretched map,
Pearl stopped dead in her tracks. Was she seeing that right?
She took off the glasses and got closer. It wasn’t a map, but
it was a painting that had all of the places on her map.
“Guess what I found!” Pearl jumped on Barlow.
“Someone else to bug?” he said, not opening his eyes.
“Oh, fine, sleepy head,” she got up and left him alone.
Barlow was a cranky bear in the morning.
Inside the desk by the window, she found a piece of
paper and started drawing the Chuckling Brook, the Willow
Tree, and Mrs. Scuttlebug’s. Most importantly, she drew
her home. What wasn’t on the map, however, was the path
that showed her how to get from one place to another.
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“OK, whatcha got?” Barlow was fully awake now
and standing behind her.
“A way home,” Pearl said. “Well, sort of. There’s
no path, but we have most of the places that were on
PopPop’s list.”
“Isn’t the path the most important part?”
The princesse knew he was right and felt nervous. She
touched the pearl around her neck. A soft voice, which only
she could hear, said, “Trust in yourself. Everything will
work out.”
Though this voice surprised her, Princesse Pearl wasn’t
scared. Immediately, she felt better and turned and patted
Barlow on the arm. “We’ll figure it out.”
Following her lead, he nodded. “Come on, let’s
have some breakfast and be on our way.” Barlow rubbed
his round belly. “I don’t know how long I can control
this thing.”
After they ate and cleaned up, Pearl wrote a thank you
note to the caretaker, packed some fresh sandwiches and
cucumber-and-raisin cookies.
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Outside, they found Lefty leaning against the mailbox
waiting for them.
“Hi there, Lefty,” Pearl waved. “Where did you go?”
“Oh, just had a few things to do,” he smiled.
Barlow brushed a feather off Lefty’s shoulder and raised
his eyes disapprovingly. “So we see.”
Lefty shrugged and gave a devilish grin. “A fox has
to survive.”
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“Are you coming with us this morning?” Pearl asked.
“We’re heading to Mrs. Scuttlebug’s.”
“Oh really,” Lefty licked his lips. “There sure are some
really tasty,” he paused and looked at Barlow, “I mean nice
folks in those parts.”
“Right now, our plan is to follow the path in the same
direction today, and hopefully find someone to show us
where to go.” Pearl said, looking down at her map drawing.
She put it in her backpack.
“How far is it?” Barlow asked, poking through the bag.
“I don’t know, but do you think we can skip the
whole way?”
“Oh, yeah!” Rosie said. “That’ll be so fun.”
“Let’s try it,” Princesse Pearl said. “And we will only
stop to pick wildflowers.”
“We foxes never skip,” Lefty said. “But I’ll keep up
with you.”
After an hour, Pearl, Rosie, and Barlow had found four
different kinds of flowers and were completely exhausted.
“I don’t think bears were meant to skip, either,”
Barlow said. “Let’s find a spot to rest.”
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“Not here,” Lefty pointed to a round creature with
spikes coming out of him on the side of the path, just next
to the tree line gnawing on some sticks. He looked up and
nodded. Pearl was about to wave, but Lefty stopped her.
“You see that guy right there? He’s really dangerous.
Stay away from him and his kind.”
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“Why?” Rosie looked at Lefty with eyes as big as the
autumn moon.
“Look at what he did to me,” Lefty pushed back the
red-orange fur on his side to reveal a scar the shape of a
centipede. “See those pointy things?”Everyone nodded
silently. “They’re called quills, and for no good reason, he
just came up and attacked me with them. One even went
into my side right here.”
Pearl and Rosie gasped at the same time. Because none
of the three had ever heard about a porcupine, much less
seen one, and had no idea what to expect, they took Lefty’s
advice and crossed to the other side of the path.

9

Lefty was just finishing up his story about his long
recovery, when a bubble as tall as Pearl and as round as
Barlow came up out from behind the tops of the Pine trees
on their left, floated down in front of them, and burst when
it hit the path.
“What was that?” Barlow scratched his head.
“A giant bubble!” Pearl shouted and jumped, for she
loved bubbles just as much a she loved long-eared bunnies.
“And it came from over there!” She pointed to the trees.
And just like that, she forgot how tired she was. Without
thinking, Pearl was running off into the trees, “Come on!”
“Pearl, wait!” But the princess had disappeared behind
the Pines before Barlow had time to finish.
Lefty looked at Barlow and Rosie, shrugged, and then
followed after the girls.
“Here we go,” Barlow said to Rosie, who was sitting on
his shoulder.
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Pearl pushed through the trees to a clearing that opened
up to a field with clover the size of softballs and a sky filled
with hundreds of bubbles, all different sizes.

Some were smaller than Rosie’s teeny tiny feet. Some were
bigger than the princess’s pony Bluebell. In the center of
the field was a small hill with an opening at the top that
pushed the shiny, clear orbs into the air.
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“Wow!” Rosie said. “That’s amazing!”
Pearl nodded, and Barlow said, “What in the world is that?”
So many bubbles were in the air that they fell around the
four like snowflakes.
“Here’s a sign,” Lefty said, “That says, ‘Bounce At Your
Own Risk.’”
“Huh? What does that mean?” Barlow asked.
“I don’t know, but when you see bubbles, you’re
supposed to run through them,” Lefty said. Surprising
everyone, he got a running start and burst into a cloud of
bubbles. But instead of running past them, or popping
them, Lefty fell into one.
PLIPP!
Immediately, Lefty and the bubble bounced against the
other bubbles and clover.
“Look at me!” he yelled. Every time he landed on a
clover, the petals gave with his weight like a trampoline and
then flung high him in the air.
“You figured it out, Lefty!” Pearl called. “Good for you!”
Lefty looked very happy with himself. “You guys need
to try it!”
“Let’s do it all together,” Pearl said and put Rosie
gently on the ground so she could run into her own bubble.
“Ready? One, two, three!”
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PLIPP!
PLIPP!
PLIPP!
All three fell into their own bubbles.
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“I’m flying!” Pearl cheered and bounced off of a clover
to the top of Barlow’s bubble. “This is awesome!”
“Wahoo! I can do flips!” Rosie cheered.
“Yeah!” called Barlow.

They bounced against one another like they were in bumper
cars. They bounced against the other bubbles. Then they
bounced from clover to clover to clover through the field.
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After they had been playing for some time, a breeze
began to swing around the tree branches and push across
the field, sending the four friends’ bubbles zooming.
Woosh! Across the field.
Woosh! Over the pine trees.
Woosh! Past a hill.
“Help!” Rosie cried. “I can’t stop this thing!”
“Whoa! Me neither!”
When the wind died down, they found themselves in
a quiet gully far from where they had begun and no path
in site.
“Is everyone OK?” Barlow looked to Rosie and Pearl,
who nodded they were fine.
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“That was so fun!” Lefty said, still bouncing up and
down in his bubble.
“Yeah, it was! But I think I’m done,” Pearl said. She
tried to poke through the bubble, but it didn’t pop. “Hey!
I’m stuck!” She tried jumping and landing hard on the
ground. She tried kicking it with a Kung Fu kick. She even
tried doing jumping jacks, but nothing worked.
A booming laugh came from up in a tree, followed by a
deep voice that said, “I can help you with that.”
The sound, which seemed to come from a giant, filled
the space around them. But who appeared was not who, nor
the size, of what they expected.
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The porcupine from earlier had been asleep in the tree
and saw everything. He jumped down from where he’d
been napping and walked towards them. Pearl looked
nervously at Barlow and Lefty, but before she knew it, the
strange-looking animal poked one of his pointy quills into
her bubble and BIP, the bubble popped and Pearl was free
and unharmed. Then he freed everyone else except Lefty.
“Come on, buddy,” Lefty said. “You can’t leave me in
here. Help a guy out.”
“That’s the best place for you to be,” said the porcupine.
“What do you mean?” Pearl asked.
“Never mind, never mind,” Lefty said. “I’ll do it myself.
Good thing I have these,” he pointed to his razor-sharp teeth.
The porcupine took a step back and turned his back to
Lefty and said, “I’m watching you.”
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Pearl noticed that he had a peculiar item with him.
“What’s that?” she asked?
“This here is Estelle, the best-sounding banjo this side
of Mulberry Village, and I’m Clarence Livingston. Friends
call me Hutch. Never quite figured out why.”
When everyone had introduced themselves, Rosie
asked. “What’s that thing do?” She pointed to Estelle.
“You’ve never heard some banjo pickin’?”
Everyone shook their heads no, except for Lefty, who had
slipped away unnoticed.
“Ah, well then, you have to come with me to my
family’s pickin’ party. That’s where I’m heading. We cook
out under the stars, tell stories, and make music all night
until we fall asleep.”
“That sounds like so much fun,” Barlow said.
Pearl looked at his very sharp quills, and Hutch smiled,
“Don’t worry, we’re all nice. “Unless you try to eat us. We
don’t tend to appreciate that very much.”
“Of course not,” Pearl said.
“Who would do something like that?” Rosie looked
confused.
Hutch looked at her, “Who is right.”
“Hey, where is Lefty?” Rosie asked. Everyone
looked around.
“He keeps disappearing on us,” Pearl laughed.
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Even before they got to the party, they heard the music.
When Pearl, Rosie, Barlow, and Hutch arrived, the party
was well on its way. Several porcupines sat circled around
a huge bonfire. Rows of colorful cakes and cookies were
laid out neatly on a nearby table.
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When Barlow saw this, he whispered to Rosie, “You
know where I’ll be.”
She giggled. “Me too!”
Pearl was amazed to see so many porcupines.
She looked at Hutch, and he smiled, “I have a pretty
big family.”
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“I’d say,” she said. “Do they all play music?”
“Absolutely,” Hutch said. “That’s a little known fact
about porcupines. We love playing music, well, except
Uncle Lou over there, who can’t play anything but the
wood blocks.”
“This is going to be so fun!” Rosie said, “I’ve never
been to a campout with a fire and music before!”
Pearl looked at Barlow, whose eyes got wide when he
saw there were nutty fritters and peanut-butter cup S’mores
on the fire. She smiled and looked at Hutch, “Are you sure
you don’t mind?”
“Of course not. Tomorrow we will figure out how to get
you back to the path. Sound good?”
“Perfect,” Pearl said. “You know, I’m sorry that we were
not nicer to you, when we saw you earlier. Lefty told us
you were dangerous, and we didn’t know better.”
Hutch nodded, “It’s OK, but I’m only dangerous when
I’m trying to protect myself.”
Before the night was out, Pearl and Rosie asked
everyone about Rosie’s sister Sophie. No one had seen her.
“Don’t worry, Rosie. We won’t give up.”
Rosie nodded. “I know.”
“Come on,” Princesse Pearl said, trying to distract her
friend. “Let’s have some fun!”
Hutch’s family played happy music that made Pearl
want to dance. Under the moon, while the porcupines
played their banjos and drums, and with Uncle Lou on the

woodblock, Pearl and Rosie and Barlow, danced and ate
and danced and danced some more.
Only after everyone had danced until they couldn’t feel
their feet, and ate until their bellies couldn’t hold any more
food, and played until their paws were sore, did things
quiet down.
Princesse Pearl looked around from her place on
Barlow’s belly, which she was using as a pillow. There
were sleeping, snoring porcupines everywhere! Only when
everyone had stopped moving did she realize how many
there were. She counted 52 in all!
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Wherever there was room, there was a porcupine fast
asleep. They were hanging over tree branches like wet
blankets. There were porcupines curled under the picnic
table. There were porcupines laying face down in what was
left of the cakes. There was even a porcupine curled up in
the punch bowl!
Pearl said to Barlow, and motioned to all their new
friends. “We almost missed all of this.”
Barlow understood what she was saying. “We’re going
to meet a lot of different characters on our trip. We should
take the time to get to know them ourselves,” he said, “and
not rely on Lefty’s or anyone else’s opinion.”
Pearl nodded.
In the darkness, a tiny light glowed from a pearl that had
magically appeared on Princesses Pearl. “You learned an
important lesson today,” it said to her as she slipped off into
her dreams. “Carry this with you always.”
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The End
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