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Bobby Gets a Doggy
by Vinnie Rotondaro

Bobby loves doggies. He loves big doggies and small doggies. He loves 

doggies that are soft and even doggies that aren't so soft. Bobby loves all 

doggies, except for mean doggies that bite people, because really, nobody 

likes mean doggies that bite people.

But Bobby doesn't have his own doggy. He can only look at other people's 

doggies and wish he had one for himself, and sometimes at night, after his 

parents tuck him into his bed and turn off the light, he sighs and thinks to 
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himself about how badly he wants one.

Bobby is a good little boy. He doesn't complain, and he never whines about 

how he doesn't have a doggy. But Bobby's mom and dad know how happy 

a doggy would make him.

One day, Bobby's parents drive over to the pet store and look at the different 

doggies for sale. All the doggies are small and young. They are puppies. 

One puppy has fuzzy white hair with a brown patch over its eye and floppy 

ears. Another has tall pointy ears and a coat of hair that is red and black. 

Another still has long, wispy hair that is all white.

Bobby's parents look at each of the puppies. They pick them up and pet 

them and let them lick their faces. There is one puppy that they haven't 

seen, though. This puppy has grey hair with some white in it, and little black 

eyes. It is in the corner of the puppy pen with its head down, and it is looking 

out at Bobby's parents with a cute look on its face.

"What is that puppy's name?" Bobby's father asks.

"That puppy's name is Lucy," says the pet store man.

Bobby's father picks up Lucy. She is very, very soft, and very, very nice. 

Bobby's father and mother know that this is the dog for Bobby. They pay for 

her and take her home with them, and hide her in the bathroom.

Bobby comes home from school, takes off his backpack, and sits down on a 

couch in the living room.

"Bobby," his mother says. "How was your day at school?"

"Oh, it was fine," he says. But Bobby's mother knows that he is secretly 

wishing he had a doggy.
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Bobby's dad quietly opens the bathroom door and scoops Lucy into his 

arms. He sneaks up behind Bobby and very quietly lowers Lucy onto his 

lap.

Bobby yelps with joy!

"What is her name?!" he asks his parents.

"Her name is Lucy," they say. "And she is all yours."

And that's how Bobby meets his best friend.
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Characters and their Pets - Paired Text Questions
My Favorite Alley Cat · Bobby Gets a Doggy

Name: ___________________________________ Date: _______________

Use the article "Bobby Gets a Doggy" to answer questions 1 to 3.
					

1. What does Bobby wish he had at the beginning of the story?

2. What does Bobby sometimes do after his parents tuck him into bed?

3. What can you conclude about Bobby's personality from his thoughts and actions in 

this story? Support your answer with information from the text.

Use the article "My Favorite Alley Cat" to answer questions 4 to 6.
					

4. What does Rosie do the first time she sees Frankie?

5. What does Rosie do every day for Frankie during the summer?

6. What can you conclude about Rosie's personality from her actions in this story? 

Support your answer with information from the text.

Use the articles "Bobby Gets a Doggy" and  "My Favorite Alley Cat" to answer 
questions 7 to 8.
					

7. Compare the character of Bobby with the character of Rosie. Support your answer 

with information from both stories.

8. Contrast the character of Bobby with the character of Rosie. Support your answer 

with information from both stories.
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Heading West: Learn About a Pioneer's Life

Long ago, people traveled west across the United States to settle in new 

places. Those people were called pioneers. Most pioneers moved west to 

start a new life. Read on to learn more about life as a pioneer.

Building Homes
Many pioneers built log cabins. Log cabins are houses made from logs and 
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mud. Pioneers stacked logs on top of one another. Then they put mud in 

between the logs to keep out the wind and rain. Most log cabins were small 

because it took pioneers so long to build them. Many log cabins had only 

one room. Most pioneers burned a fire to keep their log cabins warm.

Making Clothes
Most pioneers made their own clothing. It was usually made of leather, 

cotton, or wool. Pioneers dried animal skins to make leather. They used the 

leather to make shoes and belts. Pioneers spun wool or cotton into yarn and 

wove it into cloth. Women would make wool yarn with a special tool called a 

spinning wheel.

Teaching Children
At first, pioneer children learned math, reading, and writing at home. 

Pioneer parents taught their children.

As more people came to town, workers built a schoolhouse. Then the 

pioneers hired a teacher for the children.

Getting Food
At first, pioneers had to get their own food. They picked berries and nuts. 

Pioneers also hunted and fished. They planted crops such as corn and 

squash. When towns formed, the pioneers built small stores called general 

stores. People could buy supplies such as flour, coffee, and salt there.
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Pioneer Chores
Pioneer children helped their families by doing chores around their house. 

Chores are small jobs. The list shows some chores for pioneer girls and 

boys.

Girls

· spin yarn

· sew and knit 

· churn butter 

· make soap and 

· candles

Boys

· herd cattle

· tend to crops

· cut hay

· tame horses
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My Favorite Alley Cat
by ReadWorks

ReadWorks dedicates this story to Hapi, the cat.

Rosie knows not to feed stray cats. Even if they are cute, she isn't supposed 

to. She can't give them tuna. She can't give them milk. She can't give them 

even a little cat food. Her mother says, "No!" So when a cat slinks by 

Rosie's front porch, she waves hello, but that is all. When a cat creeps 

under her window at night, Rosie says, "Good night, Mr. Kitty," but that is all. 

When a cat approaches her on the playground at school, she shows it her 

math homework, but that is all.

There is one exception. His name is Frankie. It's okay to feed Frankie, 

because he isn't a stray. Nobody knows it, but Frankie is Rosie's cat.

They met on the Fourth of July. Rosie was at the park with her family 

watching the fireworks. Rosie was bored. Each firework was the same. One 

was green, and one was red, but they were all just loud noises to her. As the 

whole town looked to the sky, Rosie looked at the ground. Frankie was 

waiting for her.
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Like everyone else in town, Frankie was watching the fireworks. A skinny 

little tabby cat with a tail that went swoosh-swoosh-swoosh, he liked the 

orange fireworks the best. Rosie whistled-she had just learned to whistle-

and the cat came to say hello.

"Hello," said Rosie. "What is your name?"

The cat didn't say anything. Rosie would have to name him herself. She 

thought about the Fourth of July. She thought about the founding fathers. 

She remembered her favorite: Benjamin Franklin.

"I'll call you Frankie," she said.

While her family watched the fireworks, Rosie held out the end of a hotdog 

bun. Frankie ate it right up. She offered a potato chip, and Frankie ate that 

too. Finally, for dessert, she gave the cat half of her hotdog. Frankie 

meowed to say thanks, and Rosie knew they would always be pals.

That summer, she fed Frankie every day. He came each day at three 

o'clock. She would take him whatever she could find-anything her mother 

wouldn't notice. Frankie was not picky. He ate cheese straws, tater tots, and 

corners of grilled cheese sandwiches. Once, on a very hot day, she let him 

eat the end of her Popsicle. As always, he meow-meow-meowed to say 

thank you. She did not know where he went after lunch, but she knew he 

would always come back the next day.

When the weather changed, so did their routine. The first cold month, 

Frankie only came five times a week. Next month, he only appeared every 

third day. By the time her school let out for winter break, Rosie hadn't seen 

her cat in two weeks. She prepared a special treat for him on Christmas-

sardines, right from the can-but Frankie did not come.
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Rosie was scared. It's dangerous being a stray cat. What if something 

happened to Frankie? Each day of her vacation, from three o'clock to three 

fifteen, she stared out the window. When no cat appeared, she got gloomier. 

By New Year's, she was so gloomy that she couldn't hide it any more.

"What's wrong?" asked her mother. "You look pretty sad for a girl on winter 

break."

Rosie couldn't help it. She told her mother everything: about the fireworks, 

the meowing, and even the Popsicle! She was afraid her mother would be 

angry, but Mom just smiled.

"I think," said Mom, "that your friend Frankie is a snowbird."

"A snowbird?" said Rosie. "No way, Mom. Frankie is a cat."

"A snowbird is a person or animal that goes south for the winter. When it 

gets cold, they go to a warmer state like Florida. I think Frankie will come 

home when it warms up."

"Yeah?"

"And when he does, I think you should invite him to move inside."

Rosie waited until the first warm day to get her hopes up. When spring 

came, she asked her mom to fix her a hotdog. She ate most of it, and then 

she took the last few bites outside on a plate. She shut her eyes and hoped. 

At three o'clock sharp, she heard a meow. The hotdog was gone, but 

Frankie was there. His tail swooshed against her arm.

"Hello," she said. "Tell me about your trip."
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                   Adjectives are words that describe nouns. 

Day 1 Find five objects in your house and describe 

each object using 4 adjectives. 
             Example: blanket 

                    * blue 

                    * soft 

                    * fuzzy 

                    *  long 

Day 2 Choose a book to read. Be an “adjective 

detective” and find 10 examples of 

adjectives and the nouns they describe. 

Write the sentence, underline the adjective 

and circle the noun. 

     Example: The big, green frog hopped        

across the log. 

 

Day 3 Draw a picture of your favorite animal and 

describe it using 6 adjectives. Write the 

adjectives around your picture.  

Day 4 and Day 5 Create a guessing game for your family. 

Write clues about a noun using 4-5 

adjectives and have your family guess what 

you are describing.  
       Example: My object is hard, heavy and made  

                      of wood. It can be found in the  

                       kitchen. What am I? 

                        (answer: table) 

 


