Name:

date:

One Friday night, a cat was walking
towards a blue house. The wind was
howling, and the moon was bright.
Suddenly the cat heard an owl hooting in a
tree nearby. He kept walking quietly
towards his target, a nice shiny bowl of
cat food on the back porch of the blue
house. As he began to eat the food he
heard a loud noise stomping and tromping
closer and closer. A moment later he was
knocked into the bushes as his friend,
Boomer the dog, burst through the doggy-
door. Boomer panted and licked Winston,
and the cat just kept trying to eat his
food.

Different:

Charlie liked meeting new people. Every
day at lunch he would hurry up and eat his
food, then try to find somebody new to
talk too. He thought he knew everyone at
school, their name, their age, and what
they smelled like. Sometimes people
sounded annoyed when he tried to touch
them to see if they were close by, or
walking away. One day he met a new girl
named Patty at lunch. As he tried to
reach for her, and get closer, Patty
sounded worried. "Hey, what are you
doing?"” Charlie apologized and said, "I'm
sorry I scared you. My walking cane helps
me find out where I'm going. My hands
help me find where people are. It's hard
for me to know where people are when it's
noisy."
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