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​Chapter 1: Welcome to Avalanche


[image: ]




The sun rose gently over the hills of Avalanche, painting the sky in soft shades of pink and gold. Morning birds chirped their cheerful songs, and a cool breeze carried the fresh smell of cornfields across the quiet countryside. Avalanche wasn’t a big town, just a cozy little place tucked between rolling hills, winding creeks, and farms that stretched farther than a puppy’s imagination.

Right in the heart of this peaceful town sat a warm, welcoming farm with a red barn, a white farmhouse, and rows of tall corn swaying proudly in the breeze. This was the home of the Johnson family, a family of dogs who loved their simple farm life more than anything in the world.

Papa Johnson was a strong and gentle dog with kind eyes and a voice that always sounded like he had a good story to tell. Mama Johnson, a cheerful golden retriever, kept the home bright and full of delicious smells. Daisy, their daughter, was a clever little pup with floppy ears and a big imagination. And then there was Max, the youngest and most energetic. If Max wasn’t running, he was jumping. If he wasn’t jumping, he was asking a question or two.

Every morning, the Johnson farm came alive with wagging tails and excited barks, but this morning felt extra special. The breeze was cooler, the sun brighter, and the whole farm seemed to sparkle.

Daisy paused on the front porch, sniffing the air with her little black nose.

“It smells like a happy day,” she said.

Max came tumbling out behind her, tripping over his own paws. “Every day smells like a happy day!” he barked, rolling into the grass with a giggle.

Papa stepped out of the barn, pushing open the big wooden doors. “Good morning, pups!” he called out. “Ready to greet another beautiful day on the farm?”

“Ready!” Daisy and Max barked together.

Mama Johnson waved from the kitchen window, her apron tied neatly around her waist. “Breakfast is almost ready! Wash up before you come inside!”

The pups scampered over to the water pump, splashing more water on each other than on their paws. Their laughter floated across the fields and mixed with the rustling corn stalks, making the whole farm feel even more alive.

Avalanche was peaceful, simple, and full of heart. And on this little farm, the Johnson family lived their days with love, teamwork, and all the small joys that made their life just right.

But neither Daisy nor Max knew that today would be the beginning of something new, an adventure that would bring the whole town together.

And it all started right here, on the Johnson family farm.
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​Chapter 2: Morning on the Johnson Farm
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The golden morning light spilled across the Johnson farm, warming the white farmhouse and glistening off the dew covered grass. The roosters strutted proudly across the yard, crowing as if they were announcing a grand parade. Far off in the cornfields, the tall green stalks waved lazily like they were waking up from a long, cozy sleep.

Inside the farmhouse, the kitchen was already alive with Mama Johnson’s bustling energy. She hummed a gentle tune as she mixed batter in a big blue bowl, her tail swishing in a steady rhythm behind her. The smell of fresh cornbread, sizzling eggs, and sweet berry jam floated through the house, drifting up the stairs and into the bedrooms of two sleepy little pups.

Daisy stretched beneath her patchwork blanket, blinking as the sunlight touched her nose. She rolled over and yawned a long, squeaky puppy yawn before sitting up and rubbing her eyes.

“Mm... breakfast,” she murmured. “Mama’s making the blueberry jam today. I just know it!”

Across the hall, Max was tangled in his sheets, one leg dangling dramatically off the bed like a pup in the middle of a dream adventure. Daisy tiptoed in and poked him gently.

“Max... wake up,” she whispered.

Max didn’t move.

“Max, breakfast is ready,” she tried again.

Still nothing.

So Daisy leaned right beside his ear and whispered the magic words:

“Papa said you can collect the chicken eggs today.”

Max shot straight up, eyes wide, ears perked. “Egg collecting?! I love egg collecting!”

Daisy laughed. “I know you do. Come on before Mama calls us again.”

The two pups scampered downstairs, each hop sounding like tiny drumbeats on the wooden steps. When they burst into the kitchen, Mama Johnson was just placing warm cornbread on the table.

“Well, good morning, my bright-eyed pups!” she said warmly. “I was beginning to wonder whether I had to go up there and drag you out of bed myself.”

“We’re awake! Super awake!” Max said, barely able to sit still.

Papa Johnson entered from outside at the same moment, brushing dust from his overalls and giving the pups a big, proud smile. His fur glowed silver in the sunlight creeping through the window.

“Morning, family,” he said as he hung his hat on the wall peg. “The weather’s looking good today. Perfect for getting things done out there.”

Mama plated food for them all. “Sit, sit. Your chores will still be there after you fill those tummies.”

The little family gathered around the wooden table Daisy neatly buttering her cornbread, Max trying to balance a blueberry on his nose, Papa grinning at the sight of his silly pup, and Mama shaking her head but smiling lovingly.

After breakfast, the real magic of the Johnson farm began.

“Alright,” Papa said, pushing his chair back. “Daisy, you’re with Mama today. She needs help picking the ripe tomatoes and herbs for the pantry. And Max—”

Max’s ears shot up like springs.

“—you’re with me. Egg collecting, chicken feeding, and checking on the coop fence.”

Max wiggled with excitement. “Yes! Yes! I can help! I’m the best chicken helper!”

Daisy rolled her eyes playfully. “You just want the chickens to chase you again.”

“Hey!” Max protested. “They don’t chase me. They... jog toward me really fast.”

Papa chuckled. “Come on, buddy.”

Outside, the morning air was crisp and fresh, carrying the sweet smell of earth and green life. Daisy took a deep breath and sighed with contentment. She loved this part of the day, the quiet hum of nature waking up and the soft rustle of the fields stretching out all around them.
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