
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Enchanted Characters & Imagination; Shelter from the Storm

By Don Campbell
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Chapter 1: The Calm Before
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Ethan and Noah, aged 12 and 14, had always shared a special bond. Their love for adventure and the great outdoors was born into their very souls. They lived in a small lakeside cabin, nestled amidst towering pine trees, where the wind whispered secrets, and the lake mirrored the sky. In Alpine Arizona, at 8,000 feet elevation, the sky feels like you can reach up and touch it; the boys loved this place. They were so happy when their dad Danny purchased it for the family.

Their trusty companion, Rusty, a scruffy mutt with eyes as wise as an old sage, was always by their side. Rusty had seen them through countless escapades, fishing trips, treehouse building, and secret midnight explorations. He was their silent partner in their adventures. Never barking a word to expose their activity.

One warm summer morning, the brothers decided to embark on a fishing expedition. Armed with their rusty fishing rods and a sense of anticipation, they set off toward the serene lake, lake pleasant. The sun painted the water in hues of gold and silver, promising a day of adventure.

The cabin stood at the edge of the world; or so it felt to Ethan and Noah. Its wooden walls bore the scars of countless seasons, each weathered plank telling stories of storms and sunsets. The roof sagged slightly, as if bowing to the weight of memories and the logs which supported it.

Inside, the air smelled of pine and adventure. The fireplace crackled, casting dancing shadows on the walls. The brothers shared a room, a small room with one window. Their beds side by side, separated only by a worn-out rug. The window framed a view of the lake, its waters stretching toward infinity.

Rusty, their faithful companion, had been with them since forever. His fur was a patchwork quilt of browns and grays and had never been combed, and his eyes held the wisdom of ages. When the brothers argued, Rusty would nudge them both, as if saying, “Life is too short for squabbles.” 
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