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Wren opened his cabin door and gasped. Tiny
footprints dotted the ground like a secret message.
"Whose tracks are these?" he wondered aloud. The
prints were smaller than his thumb, pressed neatly
into the soft earth. They led away from his door,
winding toward the forest. Wren's eyes sparkled
with curiosity. He grabbed his jacket and decided
to follow them. The morning sun felt warm on his
face. Adventure was calling, and Wren was ready to
answer!






The footprints led Wren to a sunny meadow filled
with wildflowers. There sat Squirrel on a tree stump,
her rust-orange fur glowing in the light. "Hello,
Wren!" she chirped. "Did you follow the tracks?"
Wren nodded excitedly. "Yes! Whose are they?"
Squirrel's bushy tail twitched. "Keep following them
to the pond. You'll find your answer there!" She
pointed with her tiny paw. Wren waved goodbye and
hurried along the continuing trail, his heart beating
faster with excitement.






The tracks curved around a shimmering pond.
Raccoon sat on a log, washing his paws in the
water. "Good morning, Wren!" he called cheerfully.
His grey-brown fur looked fluffy and soft. "I'm
following these footprints," Wren explained. "Do you
know whose they are?" Raccoon's eyes twinkled
mysteriously. "Not yet, but keep going to the berry
patch. The answer is getting closer!" He pointed
across the pond. Wren felt more curious than ever.
He waved to Raccoon and continued his journey
through the forest.






Sweet berry scent filled the air as Wren reached
the patch. Field Mouse sat among the bushes,
nibbling a raspberry. Her warm brown fur and
cream belly made her look cozy. "Hello, Wren!" she
squeaked. "Following the mystery tracks?" "Yes!"
Wren said. "Can you help me?" Field Mouse nodded,
her whiskers twitching. "The trail continues to
the riverbank. You're doing wonderfully!" She gave
him an encouraging smile. Wren thanked her and
noticed the footprints leading downhill. The mystery
was growing more exciting!






Wren heard splashing before he saw the river. Otter
popped up from the water, his dark fur slicked
back and shiny. "Wren! You made it!" he called
energetically. "lI've been following footprints all
morning," Wren explained breathlessly. Otter dove
under and surfaced again. "Aren't they fascinating?
Keep following them up to the old oak tree!" His tan
chest gleamed in the sunlight. "You're almost there!"
Wren's excitement grew. He waved to Otter and ran
toward the giant oak tree he could see ahead.






At the foot of the old oak stood Deer, graceful
and gentle. Her fawn-colored fur had beautiful
pale spots. "Hello, Wren," she said softly. "You've
traveled far today." "I'm trying to solve the mystery,"
Wren said. "Whose footprints are these?" Deer
lowered her head kindly. "The trail continues
through the pine grove. Follow it a bit further,
and you'll understand soon." Wren petted her soft
nose. "Thank you!" The sun was getting lower

now, painting the sky orange and pink. He hurried
onward.
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Under the tall pine trees, Wren found Badger
yawning sleepily. His black-and-white striped face
looked friendly despite his drowsy eyes. "Good
afternoon, Wren," Badger said slowly. "Still tracking
those prints?" "Yes! Can you tell me where they
go?" Wren asked hopefully. Badger stretched and
pointed with his paw. "Head toward the stone bridge
next. You're very close now." His grey-brown body
was thick and warm-looking. Wren thanked him
and continued. The forest was growing dimmer as
evening approached. The mystery would soon be
solved!






Duck waddled on the stone bridge, her creamy white
feathers fluffy and bright. "Quack! Hello, Wren!"
she called happily. Her yellow-orange bill opened
wide in greeting. "I've been following tracks all day,"
Wren said, slightly tired. "Do you know whose they
are?" Duck flapped her wings excitedly. "Follow
them across the meadow clearing. The answer
is waiting!" She looked pleased and mysterious.
Wren crossed the bridge carefully. The footprints
continued, winding back toward something familiar.
His cabin! The trail was leading home!






The little footprints curved through the meadow
clearing, heading straight toward Wren's cabin. The
sky was deep purple now, and stars began to
twinkle. Wren walked faster, his boots crunching
on leaves. "This is strange," he thought. "The tracks
are going home!" As he got closer, he heard
sounds—rustling, splashing, chittering. Were those
his friends? His heart raced with excitement. The
cabin door was just ahead. What could be waiting for
him there? Wren broke into a run, eager to discover
the answer at last!






Wren reached his cabin door and stopped in
amazement. Every animal he'd met was there!
Squirrel sat on the porch railing. Raccoon and Field
Mouse were by the steps. Otter splashed in a
bucket of water. Deer stood tall beside Badger. Duck
waddled near the door. "Surprise!" they all called
together. Wren's mouth fell open. "You were all
making the footprints?" Field Mouse giggled. "We
took turns! We wanted to give you an adventure!"
Wren's heart filled with happiness. His forest friends
had given him the best day ever!






"So whose tracks were they?" Wren asked, laughing
with delight. Field Mouse stepped forward shyly.
"Mine! | made them early this morning." Her tiny
feet had created the perfect mystery. "l led you to
everyone!" All the animals nodded happily. "We each
sent you to the next friend," Squirrel explained. "Like
a treasure hunt through the forest!" Raccoon added.
Deer smiled gently. "We wanted to spend the day
with you." Wren felt warmth spread through his
chest. "This was the best surprise ever! Thank you,
everyone!" The animals cheered together.






As stars filled the night sky, all the friends gathered
around Wren's cabin. Squirrel shared acorns. Duck
brought pond grass to sit on. Otter told funny
stories that made everyone laugh. Badger, no longer
sleepy, smiled contentedly. Deer and Raccoon
sat close, keeping everyone warm. Field Mouse
climbed onto Wren's shoulder. "Will we have
more adventures?" Wren asked hopefully. "Always!"
his friends answered together. Wren looked at
each wonderful face around him. Following those
mysterious footprints had led him to the best
treasure of all—friendship. What a perfect day it had
been!
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