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The rain fell quicker than Scotty believed possible. 

He’d been out on the raft and just dropping his hook hoping to catch some real meat to go with the fried corn mush that his gran made when the black clouds rolled in. If he hadn’t of seen it himself he wouldn’t have believed how fast the sky changed. He may have still been three weeks shy of his twelfth birthday, but Scotty Rosen had spent more days out under the sun and stars of the open sky than any other boy his age... and this weather was unusual to say the least. It was the kind of storm that old timers called a Noreasta and the last one happened before Scotty had even been a twinkle in his mother’s eye.

When the sky boomed Scotty jerked his tanned youthful face up from the surface of the dark waters of the lake. He peered directly into the open and formerly clear expanse of the skies surrounding the community of Seven Maples. When he’d awoken with the chickens that July morning, the air felt dry and warm. There’d been no hint hard weather was on the way. While living on the long lake may be a bounty to the people of Seven Maples, it could also be a severe hardship. The vale was small and the resources were limited. It was the responsibility of every citizen of Vale to never waste anything.
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