Name Tall Tales

Daniel Boone and the Mysterious Moonlit Trail

Daniel Boone stood at the edge of the forest, his
coonskin cap tilted just right and his rifle resting on his
shoulder. The moonlight painted the trees silver, and the ¢
hoot of an owl echoed through the still night. Daniel's
trusty hound, Tracker, wagged his tail, ready for an
adventure.

"| reckon there's something mighty curious in these
woods tonight, Tracker," Daniel whispered. He had
heard tales of a glowing trail deep in the forest, a path
that only appeared when the moon was full. They said it Fo e

led to a treasure unlike any other, hidden by the first settlers long ago.

Daniel and Tracker ventured deeper into the forest, following the faint
glow of the moonlit trail. The air smelled of pine and damp earth, and
every step seemed to hum with excitement. Suddenly, a soft rustling
came from the bushes. Tracker barked, and out leapt a raccoon holding
a shiny key in its paws.

"Well, I'll be!" Daniel exclaimed, tipping his hat. "A raccoon with a key?
Now that's a riddle if | ever saw one."

The raccoon dropped the key at Daniel's feet and scampered away.
Daniel picked it up and smiled. "l reckon this key's for something
important,” he said. Tracker barked in agreement.

They followed the glowing trail until they reached an ancient oak tree
with a small, locked box nestled in its roots. Daniel's heart raced as he fit
the key into the lock. With a click, the box opened, revealing a golden
compass that sparkled like the stars.

The compass pointed west, glowing just like the trail. Daniel grinned.

"Looks like the adventure's just begun, Tracker. Let's see where this
compass takes us next!"
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