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CHAPTER ONE

The Dawn of a Pastor
It was a damp cool morning as Pastor Prickly Pete waddled
out of his hollow log with his tiny Bible in one paw.
He surveyed the bright golden sky which summoned the
dawn of a new day. He crawled up onto his moss covered
hollow home, stood up straight, and held the bound scriptures high above his spiky head.
“Thank you, Jesus, for this glorious new day,” Pastor Prickly
Pete whispered. “And, forgive my furry and feathered neighbors, for they do not understand.”
The porcupine then lowered his Bible by his side, and with
his other paw, grabbed a hold of the tiny golden cross that
hung from a chain around his neck.
“Bless this cross of salvation,” Pastor Prickly Pete muttered,
then adding, “because I’m going to soon need some saving
myself.”
The stubby little Pastor then straightened himself, brushed
the pointy hair on both sides of his face back, and cleared his
throat.
Then, he spoke.
Or, rather, he shouted at the top of his lungs.
“Praise Kensington Forest and all of creatures who call it
home!” the Pastor bellowed. “Forgive these sorry souls who
have not yet seen the light!”
“Shut up!” a fox snarled in the distance.
Pastor Prickly Pete shuddered, and paused for a moment.
Then, up overhead, Harrington Owl began to grunt.
Pastor Prickly Pete regained his composure, and cleared
his throat once again.
Page 5

“Today’s sermon is about having love for thy neighbor,”
the porcupine shouted with conviction.
“How about having some quiet for a neighbor?” Harrington
Owl scoffed.
“I’ll ignore that!” the Pastor mumbled.
The owl ruffled up his feathers and slipped his head under
a wing as if to muffle this morning’s sermon.
“Jesus said,” the porcupine bellowed.
“Did Jesus ever say that waking up everyone in the forest
every morning can be hazardous to your health?” Porter the
Chipmunk shouted, as he climbed out of his treetop nest and
crawled out onto a branch above Pastor Prickly Pete.
“Brother Porter,” the porcupine announced, looking upward.
“Jesus loved his enemies, even those who killed him!”
“I bet even Jesus let his enemies get some sleep!” Porter
shouted back.
Pastor Prickly Pete began to shake. Not with fear, but with
the spirit of conviction. Then he closed his eyes, and slowly
began to raise his Bible high above his head.
“Wait just a minute,” Harrington Owl hollered, as he jumped
off from his perch and sailed down to the porcupine’s log.
“Hold that thought, Prickly Pete!”
The sound of the bird landing upon the hollow log startled
Pastor Prickly Pete, and he opened his eyes to see Harrington
Owl at his side.
“How about if you and I have a little talk?” Harrington Owl
whispered. “I like you, Pete, but I don’t like all of this screaming every morning, and I don’t want to see you get hurt!”
“But, I have to spread the good word,” the porcupine whispered, as he slowly lowered his Bible to his side.
“No one will ever hear your message if you offend them!”
the wise owl suggested. “If you really want to impress somePage 6

thing inspirational upon another, tread quietly and with patience.”
“I’ve heard what they have to say,” Pastor Prickly Pete responded. “They tell me to shut up!”
“Listen, Pete, I don’t know a lot about this little book you
read from,” Harrington Owl observed, “but I would bet those
who wrote it got to sleep in once in a while!”
Pastor Prickly Pete hopped off from his hollow home and
stood before the entrance. The owl leapt to the ground too,
and stared into the porcupine’s eyes.
“Hey, there’s a time and place for everything,” Harrington
Owl appealed. “I’m sure there must be another way to reach
others without shouting at dawn!”
“Well, then do you want to come inside and share a cup of
tea?” Pastor Prickly Pete offered, gesturing an opened paw to
the opening in the hollow log.
“Well,” Harrington Owl began with reluctance. “I’m not
sure!”
“It’s a little snug, but you’ll fit inside of here just fine,” the
porcupine explained.
Harrington Owl then began to look about surveying
Kensington Forest.
“Perhaps this would not be a good idea, Prickly Pete,” whispered Harrington Owl.
Pastor Prickly Pete couldn’t help but notice Harrington
Owl’s eyes darting about, and his anxious demeanor.
“What are you looking for?” Pastor Prickly Pete asked.
“Errr, ahhh, actually, nothing,” the owl stammered. “I, umm,
should be on my way.”
Then it struck Pastor Prickly Pete, and he hung his head.
“Oh, I get it,” the porcupine sighed. “I am so despised around
here, you are afraid to even be associated with me.”
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“Ridiculous!” Harrington Owl scoffed. “I rule this forest,
and do not fear others!”
“You fear your image will be compromised,” Pastor Prickly
Pete whispered. “The last thing a noble bird such as you needs
around here is the appearance that you may be my friend.”
“Nonsense!” the owl scowled. “I choose who will, or will
not be my friend!”
“Then, won’t you please come inside for a cup of tea?”
Pastor Prickly Pete encouraged. “Or, perhaps you are influenced by the popular negative consensus?”
With one last glance over his shoulder, Harrington Owl
mumbled, “I make my own decisions in life, unfettered by
others.”
Then, the owl followed Pastor Prickly Pete into his damp,
hollow log.
The Pastor lit a small oil lamp which illuminated the interior of the narrow dwelling. The owl then noticed two small
stick frame chairs padded with dried foliage. There was a
small shelf mounted on the round walls which supported several books and trivial belongings.
There was also a small fireplace crafted of stones and rocks,
and a chimney fashioned of mud which reached through a
knothole in roof.
“Please, do have a seat!” Pastor Prickly Pete urged, as he
struck a flint sparking some dried reeds and igniting a fire in
his humble fireplace. “I’ve never had a guest in here before.”
Harrington Owl straightened up his feathers and seated himself in a chair.
“In fact,” the porcupine added, as he placed a can of water
with a teabag in it atop the stony fireplace mantle, “this could
be the start of my congregation!”
“Now, wait just a moment,” Harrington Owl replied suspiPage 8

ciously while shaking his head dauntingly. “I didn’t come in
here to join anything!”
“Well, then, let’s just call it a club!” Pastor Prickly Pete
chuckled. “Fellowship doesn’t really need a name.”
Harrington Owl shifted uncomfortably in his seat, and
blinked his large yellow eyes.
“You never give up, do you?” the owl snickered.
“Our Creator never gives up on us,” the Pastor observed,
“so, why should I?”
Harrington Owl folded his huge feathers over his chest and
relinquished a reverent grin.
“You have spunk!” the owl remarked.
“And, you have a hot cup of tea,” the porcupine responded,
handing the owl a hollowed out chestnut shell to drink from.
The two sat and sipped tea, and with some gentle persuasion, Harrington Owl allowed Pastor Prickly Pete to read a
small chapter from his Bible.
Outside, the sounds of creatures stirring at daybreak began
to fill the air, and Harrington Owl graciously excused himself.
“I thank you for your hospitality,” said the owl. “We shall
have to do this again.”
With that, Harrington Owl crept out of the hollow log and
then leapt into the sky resuming his perch on his branch high
above.
But on the ground, the meeting had not gone unnoticed.
“Did you see that?” Fester Fox grumbled to Porter the Chipmunk. “That stupid owl just sold us all out. Harrington is
now a buddy to that freak!”
“It is said that you are the company you keep,” the chipmunk chattered. “Harrington Owl is lord over the forest, and
if Pete has him in his back pocket, none of us will get any
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sleep around here!”
Fester Fox nodded his orange chiseled head in agreement.
“Perhaps an unfortunate accident could be arranged?” suggested Fester Fox.
“You’re not going to k-k-kill Pastor Prickly Pete, are you?”
gasped Porter.
“No, you fool! No one can get near that freak without suffering an injury from those quills he bears,” the fox observed.
“I am talking about dispensing of Harrington Owl!”
“You’re not thinking about challenging Harrington to a duel,
are you?” Porter inquired anxiously.
“Me engage the owl in battle? Unlikely! He is too strong
and courageous,” the fox sneered. “But, I am cunning. Setting a trap for bossy bird should resolve this mess.”
Porter the Chipmunk trembled, and swallowed hard.
“Then, once the owl is gone,” the fox grumbled, “the
preacher will be discouraged, and move on.”
“Tricking the owl seems even beyond y-y-your ability, sir,”
Porter shuddered.
“And, that is why, YOU are going to help me!” snarled
Fester Fox.
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CHAPTER TWO

Betrayal
“Hurry up, Porter!” shouted Fester Fox as he sat at the base
of Harrington Owl’s perching tree. “He could return at any
moment!”
The cautious chipmunk then scampered out onto a branch.
“Is this the right one?” Porter hollered down.
“You fool, it’s the branch just above that one!” the fox
snarled.
“Are you sure?” inquired Porter.
“Take a look at it!” Fester fox demanded. “The bark is
stripped off from it, due to the owl’s sharp talons.”
Porter then darted up to the next branch and trembled.
“Well, you know what to do!” the fox shouted. “What are
you waiting for?”
The chipmunk then reluctantly crawled on the underside of
the branch where it connected to the tree, and began gnawing
with his sharp teeth.
Fester Fox surveyed the forest about them, but saw no onlookers.
“Chew a narrow cut, and chew it deep!” the fox demanded.
Within moments, Porter the Chipmunk scurried back down
the tree to its base, panting with anxiety.
“Chill out,” Fester Fox sneered. “Nobody saw you, so quit
being such a coward!”
Porter looked upward for the slivered cut gnawed in the
branch, but saw none.
“Clever, huh?” the fox chuckled. “The cut cannot be noticed from below, so it cannot be noticed by Harrington Owl
when he perches himself from above, either. His chosen
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branch will not support his weight anymore, and he will
tumble onto the branches below rendering him helpless and
meet his demise upon these rocks. How unfortunate!”
Porter then noticed a pile of rocks Fester Fox had stacked
on the ground below Harrington Owl’s perch.
“This just isn’t right,” mumbled Porter with doubt.
Fester Fox grabbed a hold of the chipmunk by the neck and
pulled him into his chiseled face.
“What isn’t right is that freak porcupine screaming his head
off every morning at sunrise like some witch doctor!” Fester
Fox snarled. “What isn’t right is that stupid owl befriending
that freak! And, once we get rid of that spiky loudmouth’s
fine feathered friend, I am going to be the lord over Kensington
Forest!”
“Yes, s-s-sir,” Porter stammered.
“And,” the fox continued, putting his arm around the chipmunk, “you shall be appointed my assistant!”
Porter reluctantly nodded in agreement and nervously
thumped his tail upon the ground.
“What are you nervous about?” snapped Fester Fox. “You
have just been promoted!”
Fester Fox then began to escort his reluctant partner down
a trail.
“We’ll revisit this area later today,” the fox snickered. “To
pay our respects to the dead owl!”
Down beside the stream, Pastor Prickly Pete was washing
his face when he heard the thrust of great wings overhead.
The porcupine peered upward, and saw Harrington Owl
coming in for a landing.
“Care to wash away your sins?” Pastor Prickly Pete shouted.
The owl touched down beside of the porcupine on the bank,
then twisted his head to face him casting a roll to his large
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yellow eyes.
“I cannot fanthom what you mean!” Harrington Owl replied. “I may wash away the dust, and wash away the dirt,
but I’ve never been soiled by a thing called sin!”
“Oh, yes you have, and I can see it all over you,” the porcupine said, timidly giving a nod of his head.
The owl extended out his feathers and began to look himself over.
“Oh, it’s there,” Pastor Prickly Pete assured the bird.
The owl began picking through his feathers anxiously with
his hooked beak.
“Get into the stream, and splash in the waters of salvation,”
the porcupine suggested.
The frazzled owl hesitated no more, and hopped out into
the water. He fluttered his wings in the gentle current and
dipped his face into his own reflection.
The owl then shook off the droplets but remained standing
still in the stream.
“It’s almost gone,” Pastor Prickly Pete observed. “There is
only one place left I can see a trace of sin.”
“Where? I cannot see it,” Harrington Owl said, surveying
his wings.
“It is right here!” the porcupine said, as he dipped his paw
into the water then touched the owl’s forehead. “May God
watch over you all of your days.”
The owl stared deeply into Pastor Prickly Pete’s eyes and
struck a look of frustration.
“You are one strange creature, Pete! The strangest I have
ever met,” the owl whispered. “But, I like you, and I trust in
you.”
“Don’t trust in me,” said Pastor Prickly Pete. “Trust in our
Creator.”
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“I must admit, you are persistent,” the owl muttered.
“Faith is persistent,” the porcupine whispered.
The owl then walked out of the stream onto the shore, bid
Pastor Prickly Pete good bye, and flew off into the vivid blue
sky.
“The touch of God’s grace is upon you, my friend,” Pastor
Prickly Pete muttered, as he watched his only friend fly over
the treetops and out of sight.
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CHAPTER THREE

Fall from Grace
“I’m nervous,” Porter the Chipmunk chattered.
“Chill out!” Fester Fox sneered. “It will be seen as an accident!”
“I think I’m going to get sick,” Porter gasped.
“Just remember to act shocked, OK?” the fox reminded.
“Then, we’ll pay our exaggerated respects and watch that
spiky loudmouth Pastor forsake his God and pack it in!”
The two made their way through the woods until they arrived at Harrington Owl’s tree. The lifeless feathered body
they expected to see sprawled upon the rock pile was nowhere to be found.
“Where is h-h-he?” Porter stammered.
Fester Fox looked upward with his beady eyes and began
to bristle with anger.
“He has not returned,” the fox snarled, as he swatted the
chipmunk. “The branch is just as we left it. Come on, we
can’t stand out here like this, we must conceal ourselves to
avoid suspicion!”
The fox then shoved the chipmunk into a bush close to
Harrington Owl’s tree, and slithered in behind him.
“There’s still time to stop all of this,” Porter whispered.
“Are you crazy?” the fox grumbled. “Or, are you just a coward?”
Suddenly the brush in the distance began to move and Pastor Prickly Pete emerged from the narrow path leading to his
hollow home.
“Praise Jesus for this sacred day!” the porcupine shouted,
shaking his tiny Bible over his head with conviction. “Bless
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my enemies, for they know not what they do!”
Porter the Chipmunk shuddered.
“Stay still! He’ll see us!” Fester Fox whispered to his partner, shoving him down.
“Prickly Pete said we don’t know what we are doing,” Porter remarked. “Do you think he knows we have done something wrong?”
“He says that kind of stuff all of the time,” the fox sneered.
“And, who is to judge what is right and what is wrong? Don’t
you start getting a conscience, hear me?”
Pastor Prickly Pete crawled up upon his log and surveyed
his surroundings.
“Get down,” Fester Fox whispered, as he held Porter’s head
down.
Fester Fox peered out from the bush at Pastor Prickly Pete,
and then he ducked down imagining the porcupine had sensed
that he was there.
“That porcupine has a sixth sense,” the fox whispered to
the chipmunk. “I do not trust him at all.”
Pastor Prickly Pete again shook his tiny Bible above his
head and mumbled, “Amen!” Then, he slipped off from his
log and quietly entered his dwelling.
“What’s he doing now?” Porter whispered.
Fester Fox noticed his hand was still firmly gripped on the
squirrel’s head, so he released him.
“Um, he went inside of that rotting log of his,” the fox
mumbled.
The two then rose slowly and looked upward at Harrington
Owl’s hairline fractured perch.
Suddenly, Porter the Chipmunk darted out from the bush
and wildly scampered up the tree.
“What are you doing, you fool?” the fox whispered hoarsely.
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“Get back here!”
But, Porter did not heed the fox’s demand, and continued
up the tree until he reached the branch that was Harrington
Owl’s perch.
Fester Fox took his squinted eyes off from the tree for but a
moment as he noticed Pastor Prickly Pete emerge from his
hollow log with a small broom in his paw.
High above in the tree, Porter the Chipmunk observed Pastor Prickly Pete too, and scampered behind the tree to hide
from porcupine’s keen view.
“Cleanliness is next to Godliness,” Pastor Prickly Peter
mumbled, as he swept the dirt away from his home’s entrance.
“Clean as the spirit which sparkles within each of us!”
“Oh, brother!” Fester Fox scoffed, rolling his eyes.
Suddenly, the sound of a thrust of wings in flight filled the
air, and Pastor Prickly Pete, Fester Fox and Porter the Chipmunk all spotted Harrington Owl approaching.
Porter positioned himself under the cut branch, anxiously
swaying, but still hidden from view.
The owl circled once above his tree, then twice, and then
he spotted Pastor Prickly Pete sweeping around his log.
“Don’t tell me he’s going to descend to talk with Prickly
Pete!” Fester Fox thought. “Come on, you stupid owl, land
on your perch!”
The owl gave the porcupine a cordial nod from high above,
made one more circle, and began to descend to his perch.
Porter the Chipmunk panicked and rushed out onto the
branch screaming with alarm.
“Mr. Harrington, Mr. Harrington!” Porter cried. “Don’t land
here, it’s not safe!”
The great sounds from the thrust of the owl’s wings drown
out the chipmunk’s frantic plea.
Page 17

The owl suddenly slowed as he spotted Porter with curiosity.
“What is Porter doing on my perch?” the owl pondered, as
he extended his talon feet outward.
“Your perch is not safe!” Porter urgently shouted.
Harrington Owl became unsettled, and flew stationary just
over the branch, and reached out and gently tapped the branch
with one single talon.
There was an instantaneous resounding SNAP.
The branch gave way breaking loose, and Harrington Owl
looked down in horror as Porter went with it bouncing off
from lower branches and then crashing onto the rocks below.
Silence brushed over all for only a split second, although it
seemed as if it was a lifetime.
Fester Fox darted out from the bush as Harrington Owl
soared with great speed to the earth landing at Porter’s side.
Pastor Prickly Pete dropped his broom, ran into his hollow
home, retrieved his tiny Bible, and rushed to the scene.
The gathering around Porter the Chipmunk was somber.
Porter did not move, nor did he make a sound.
“What on earth happened here?” Harrington Owl asked with
grief. “If the perch supported my weight, why would it break
under Porter’s?”
Fester Fox began to anxiously fidget as he stood over
Porter’s still body.
“You don’t think he’s, um, dead, do you?” the fox anxiously
said, looking at the owl and the porcupine.
“Of course not,” Pastor Prickly Pete scoffed. “This area is
Holy ground.”
Pastor Prickly Pete knelt down beside of Porter, put his tiny
Bible on the ground and removed the cross and chain from
around his neck, and placed it upon Porter’s body. Then, he
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folded his paws and bowed his head and began to pray.
He prayed and prayed and prayed and prayed.
But, Porter remained still.
“He’s gone, Pete,” Harrington Owl sighed. “There’s nothing you can say to your God that will bring him back.”
Fester Fox gasped, put his paws over his face, and cowered
in horror.
Pastor Prickly Pete grabbed a hold of his cross and stood as
a single tear rolled down his cheek of quills.
“Why did this happen?” the porcupine shouted, looking up
to the sky. “Porter has run these branches all of his life!”
“It was an accident!” Harrington Owl whispered.
Fester Fox somberly slogged away.
Pastor Prickly Pete stooped to pick up his Bible then shuffled
slowly and silently back to his hollow log.
“No more sermons,” he muttered in anger as he entered his
home. “Not tomorrow, and not ever!”
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FINAL CHAPTER

The Congregation
Five days had passed, and no one in Kensington Forest had
been wakened by the shouted morning sermons of Pastor
Prickly Pete.
No one had seen the porcupine at all, and everyone was
very curious.
Harrington Owl attempted to pay visits to his spiky friend,
but was turned away each time.
The forest had never been so quiet before.
Slowly, the creatures of Kensington Forest began to approach the only known friend the porcupine had.
“Pastor Prickly Pete’s faith has been shaken over the death
of Porter,” Harrington Owl would explain to others. “And, it
was his faith that gave Pete a reason to live!”
It wasn’t until the sixth day after Porter’s accident that something miraculous happened.
Fester Fox, tormented by guilt, arrived at Pastor Prickly
Pete’s home seeking forgiveness and prayer.
Pastor Prickly Pete asked him to leave, but Fester Fox remained persistent, and overcome with guilt, he sat outside of
Pete’s hollow log and wept.
Soon, the porcupine reluctantly invited him inside.
The invitation had been witnessed.
A few forest creatures had seen the fox enter the porcupine’s
dwelling, and word spread quickly that Fester and Pete were
meeting in secret.
No one knew what their secret meeting might be about, but
it was no secret that Fester Fox was the most outspoken critic
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of Pastor Prickly Pete in Kensington Forest. Fester Fox had
routinely remarked in the company of others that the porcupine should be banished, and his tiny Bible burned.
So, it didn’t take long before there was a massive silent
gathering circling Pastor Prickly Pete’s log in wait.
Snakes and opossums cocked their heads attentively for any
sound coming from the hollow log, but they heard nothing.
Doves and woodpeckers circled over the log, and listened for
clues, but no secrets were revealed. Deer and woodchucks
laid down upon the ground in an attempt to peer inside of the
home, but they saw nothing.
Morning turned into afternoon, afternoon turned into
evening and soon the stars all appeared in the night sky. Then,
Fester Fox and Pastor Prickly Pete emerged from the log. All
of those in wait crouched down in hiding and witnessed the
two exchanging a cordial paw shake, and then, Fester Fox
disappeared into the dark forest.
The next morning, before the sun emerged over the horizon, Pastor Prickly Pete waddled out from his log with his
cross around his neck and his tiny Bible in one paw. He
climbed up atop his log and stood up straight. Then, he cleared
his throat.
“Thank you, Jesus, for this glorious new day,” Pastor Prickly
Pete whispered. “And, forgive my furry and feathered neighbors, for they do not understand.”
Then, he began to shout.
Very loud!
“May this day be full of blessings and forgiveness for all
who reside in Kensington Forest!” the porcupine hollered.
“And bless little Porter, who is now in Your loving hands.”
Harrington Owl opened wide his yellow eyes as he stood
upon his new perch.
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“A sermon?” the owl wondered. “Prickly Pete has reclaimed
his faith?”
Suddenly, another voice shouted out.
“Amen!”
Harrington Owl twisted his head and peered downward to
see Fester Fox standing before Pastor Prickly Pete as an audience of one.
“Well, I’ll be,” the owl gasped with surprise. Then, he leapt
from his branch and soared down to Fester Fox’s side.
Soon, a small gathering blossomed around Pastor Prickly
Pete’s log, and it grew in numbers as the porcupine delivered
his most fiery and inspirational sermon ever. It had seemed
as if the cold silence that had captured the forest for the last 6
days had left an enormous void. And, miraculously, it appeared Pastor Prickly Pete’s dreams of a congregation were
coming to pass on this glorious 7th day.
After the daybreak sermon, everyone exchanged kind words
with each other, and thanked Pastor Prickly Pete for his inspirational message.
The porcupine then escorted Fester Fox off to the side of
his log, lifted the chain and cross off from around his neck,
and drew it over the fox’s head and straightened the crucifix
gently on his furry chest.
“From this day forward,” Pastor Prickly Pete whispered to
Fester Fox, “let this be the only cross you shall bear in life.
May God’s grace shine down upon you.”
After everyone else had departed, Harrington Owl stayed,
and approached his preacher friend.
“What happened here this morning is nothing short of a
miracle, Pete!” said the owl. “And, it all started with Fester
Fox, your most outspoken critic.”
“Miracles happen only when you believe,” the porcupine
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declared. “And, I almost had forgotten that.”
“Everyone knows Fester Fox and you met for the better
part of yesterday,” the owl observed. “What did he say? What
brought you two together?”
“That is between Fester and his Creator,” Pastor Prickly
Pete whispered.
“Hmmm,” Harrington Owl replied with a suspicious grin.
“What did he do? It sounds as if it was a confession.”
“Confession is the first pathway to healing,” the porcupine
said. “The second pathway is forgiveness.”
“Porter would be happy to see this,” remarked the owl.
“Oh, he has seen all of this,” Pastor Prickly Pete replied,
looking up at the sky. “And, he’s looking down from a perch
much higher than yours!”
Harrington Owl looked up, and then stared deeply into Pastor Prickly Pete’s eyes.
“You certainly are persistent, Pete,” said the owl.
“Faith is persistent,” the porcupine replied.
And, from that day forward, Kensington Forest would never
be the same.

The End
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