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​Enchanted Characters and Imagination: Glen & Dale: The Peacocks of the Desert. A bedtime story from the Valley of the Sun. By Don Campbell[image: A book cover with two peacocks
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In the heart of the desert, where cotton fields stretch like sleepy quilts and the sun paints everything golden, lived a proud pair of peafowl—Momma Peahen and Papa Peacock.

They weren’t just any birds. They were the royal watchers of the cotton rows, with Papa’s tail shimmering like spilled paint and Momma’s eyes wise as canyon shadows.
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One spring morning, beneath a mesquite tree, they stood over two speckled eggs nestled in a soft bed of straw and feathers. Momma settled in, fluffing her crest and humming desert lullabies. For 28 to 30 days, she sat patiently, warming the eggs with her body and her heart.

Then—on a morning so quiet you could hear the cotton bloom—crack! chirp! wiggle! Out came two fuzzy bundles of joy. Not chicks, not ducklings—peachicks, as the desert calls them. Both were boys, with tiny crests like cactus flowers and feet too big for their fluff.

The cotton farmer who cared for them smiled wide. “Well, look at you two,” he chuckled. “I’ll call you Glen and Dale, after my ornery brothers who never stopped squawking either.”

Glen and Dale grew fast, clucking and chirping, chasing tumbleweeds and grasshoppers. Dancing and rolled in the dust for their daily bath. Their feathers began to shimmer like desert mirages, and their voices—oh, their voices!—could wake a sleeping jackrabbit mile away.

One day, a family of travelers came through—Mormons, kind and curious, looking for water and a place to rest. As they chatted with the farmer, Glen and Dale made such a ruckus that the conversation turned into a guessing game.

The father of the Mormon family leaned in and asked, “What’s this town called?”

But the farmer, half-deaf from years of cotton gins and peacock squawks, thought the man was asking about the birds.

“They’re Glen and Dale!” he shouted over the clucking.

The Mormon nodded, smiling. “Ahh... Glendale.”

And so, the story goes, that’s how Glendale, Arizona got its name—from two noisy peachicks and a farmer with a heart full of feathers.
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Part II: Dust Dances and Desert Dreams
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Glen and Dale didn’t just grow—they flourished. Their feathers shimmered like desert rainbows, and their voices carried across cotton rows like a gospel choir of clucks and chirps. The farmer built them a little roost near the irrigation ditch, shaded by palo 
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Verde trees and guarded by a sleepy old dog named Rufus, who never minded the noise.

Every morning, Glen would strut in circles, tail feathers fanned like a painter’s palette. Dale, ever the show-off, preferred hopping onto fence posts and calling out to the sun itself.

“Y’all better rise!” he’d chirp. “We’ve got a town to wake!”

The farmer chuckled. “You two are louder than my brothers ever were. And they were real loud.”

The Mormon family returned a few weeks later, this time with cousins and kin. They brought jars of honey, stories from Utah, and a fiddle that sang like wind through canyon walls. Glen and Dale danced to the music, their feet tapping in rhythm, their crests bobbing like desert blooms. One of the cousins, a girl named Elsie, whispered to her little brother, “I think they’re magic.”

Her brother nodded solemnly. “They probably built this town.”

The farmer overheard and winked. “Well, they named it, that’s for sure.”

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Enchanted Characters and Imagination

A bedtime story from the Valley of the Sun.

By Don Campbell





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/image007.png
Enchanted Characters and Imagination

Glen & Dale:

The Peacocks of the Desert

A bedtime story from the Valley of the Sun.

By Don Campbell





