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Wooly Felts and the Great Hayride Hullabaloo
By Elizabeth O. Dulemba


Wooly dreamed of being a Knight. The kind of Knight that wears shining armor...


“Big brother, buy me some boiled peanuts.” 


...while sitting atop a fine horse...


“Let’s carve pumpkins.”


...surrounded by a cheering crowd.


“Take me on a hayride!”


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


“That’s not a hayride, Fergie. Go away.”


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


Wooly caught sight of Fergie just as she jumped into Old Bessie’s wagon. The donkey reared up in surprise. “Heehaw!!”


Wooly shouted, “Fergie’s in trouble!” and ran to save his sister.


He grabbed hold of the wagon just as Bessie took off running.


Fergie yelled, “Wahooo!”


Wooly shouted, “Woah, Bessie!” But the donkey didn’t listen.


They blazed through the cow pasture.


Fergie laughed, “Mooo, mooo!”


Wooly yelled, “Run for your lives!”


They plowed through the pumpkin patch. Orange squash flew everywhere.


Fergie said, “We’re carving pumpkins!”


Wooly said, “There’s a better way!”


Bessie leaped a ditch and the wagon sailed through the air.


Fergie said, “I’m not having fun anymore!”


Wooly shouted, “I never was!” and struggled to grab the reigns.


The farm animals chased the runaway wagon, but they were woefully far behind.


Until, Screech, Clatter, Clunk! Wooly pulled on Bessie’s reigns and the wagon finally stopped.


Fergie sniffed, “Big Brother, I don’t like hayrides.”


Old Bessie snorted, “Heeehawww!”


“WOOLY SAVED FERGIE!” the animals cheered and showered him with leaves.


It was just like Wooly’s dream!


Until ... “Where’s Fergie?”
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the end

