Charlie
Yesterday, when Brent and Angie were walking home from school, they heard the sound of a ferocious dog barking. An elderly man had moved into the vacant house a few doors away from where they lived, so they presumed the dog belonged to him. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“I’m scared, Brent,” Angie admitted. “I hope that dog doesn’t run out and attack us!”
“It’s okay, Angie,” Brent said reassuringly. “Let’s walk quickly and we’ll soon be home.”
The next afternoon, when they neared the house again, they heard a savage growl, “Grrr… grrr… grrr!” Angie was really frightened. She clung to her brother’s arm and hid behind him, shaking with fear. “Come on, let’s hurry,” Brent suggested. Neither of them wanted to come face-to-face with a creature that could make a terrifying noise like that! 
Just as they quickened their pace and were about to make a hasty detour across the road, the front door of the house was flung open. 
“Run!” Brent shouted. He pictured an enormous dog, with razor sharp teeth, charging out of the house, clearing the fence and attacking them. But instead of a ferocious dog, the owner emerged with a cockatoo perched on his shoulder. 
“Hello!” the cockatoo squawked. “Grrr… woof… woof… woof!” it barked. 
“Oh, it’s only a bird!” Angie laughed. “I thought you had a savage dog,” she said to the man. “No! This is Charlie,” the man smiled, as he scratched the yellow comb on top of the cockatoo’s head
