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“Stethoscope, 

thermometer, 

tweezers, bandages, gauze,  

and reward stickers. Everything is 

where it should be, except for my ball 

of yarn . . .”

The telephone on Peanut’s  

desk began to ring. Peanut picked  

up the handset.

“Dr. KittyCat’s clinic. 

How can we help you?” 

Peanut asked, twirling 

the telephone cord 

so it curled tightly 

around his paw. 

“Just a moment . . .” 

Br
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g!

Brri
ng!
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Peanut shook his paw out of the cord, 

and placed it over the mouthpiece.

“There’s been an accident on the 

playing field,” Peanut squeaked. “Posy’s 

stuck in a tunnel on the agility course, 

and they think she’s hurt!” 

“Is the vanbulance ready?” Dr. 

KittyCat jumped to her feet. 

Peanut nodded and held out the 

phone for her to take. 

“It’s such a shame,” Peanut 

murmured. “Posy was really looking 

forward to the field day.”

Dr. KittyCat took the phone. 

“Keep Posy still and calm,” she 

meowed. “We’ll be there in a whisker!” 
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