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Wooly Felts and the Great Firehouse Fiasco

By Elizabeth O. Dulemba


Wooly dreamed of being a fireman. The kind that wears a big red hat...


“Big brother, I’m bored.”


...and drives a big red truck...


“Let’s do something fun.”


...while putting out raging fires.


“Let’s go play in the funny barn!”


Wooly dreamed of being a fireman, that is, when his little sister didn’t butt in.


“That’s not a barn, Fergie. Go away.”


Then it got quiet. Too quiet. “Fergie? Where are you?”


Wooly caught sight of Fergie’s tail as she disappeared into the firehouse.


“You can’t play in there!” Wooly shouted and ran to fetch her.


He caught up with the renegade lamb just as she whizzed down the firepole. Umph!


“Let’s play dress-up!” Fergie squealed. 


“You can’t do that!” Wooly said. Too late.


Suddenly an alarm sounded. Clang, clang, clang! “Fire at the outhouse, fire at the outhouse.”


“Let’s go, big brother!” Fergie shouted and hopped into the fire truck.


“You can’t take the truck!” Wooly shouted and grabbed onto the back.


The siren blared as they raced toward the blaze.


“Big brother, I’m scared.” Fergie yelled.


“Don’t worry. I know what to do!” Wooly said. He grabbed the fire truck’s hose, hooked it to a fire hydrant, and blasted the blaze with water.


By the time the firemen arrived, the fire was out.


“You saved the farm!” the firemen said and made Wooly their official mascot. 


It was just like Wooly’s dream!


Until ... “Where’s Fergie?”
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