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The RJP Readers series provides graded reading material for students of English at 12 levels of difficulty.

🟥  A1.1  Beginner or Noob

🔴 A1.2  False Beginner or Learner

🟧 A2.1  Lower Elementary or Shopper

🟠 A2.2  Upper Elementary or Gamer

🟨 B1.1  Lower Intermediate 1 or Tourist

🟡 B1.2  Lower Intermediate 2 or Capable

🟩 B2.1  Upper Intermediate 1 or Competent

🟢 B2.2  Upper Intermediate 2 or Fluent

🟦 C1.1  Lower Advanced or Ace

🔵 C1.2  Upper Advanced or Master

🟪 C2.1  Lower Proficiency or Expert

🟣 C2.2  Upper Proficiency or Pro
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Level: 🟠 A2.2 (Gamer) 
Inspired by: The Street Dog
Narrator: A stray cat (observant, clever, cautious)
Setting: Same city, seen through different eyes—rooftops, back alleys, late-night shops
Themes: independence, trust, dignity, resilience
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Episode 1: The Fence Above the Market
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People don’t see me.

They walk past with busy steps and heavy bags. They shout, laugh, listen to music, or talk on the phone. They throw crumbs and paper on the ground. They never look up.

That’s fine with me. I prefer it that way.

My name isn’t important. Not to them. But to me, I have a name. I gave it to myself one summer, on a rooftop above a noisy street.

Whisper.

It suits me. I move like wind through cracks. I speak only when I want to. And I never let people get too close.

I live above the city.

Not in the sky, of course—but on the rooftops. On fences. Behind signs. In the cracks between windows.

My favourite spot is the long wooden fence above the market.

It smells like bread and coffee and fruit and sometimes fish, if I’m lucky.

Each morning, I stretch across the top of the fence and watch the world below.

People open shop doors. They sweep the sidewalk. They stack fruit into neat, bright piles. They hang clothes, unlock bikes, chase pigeons.

Sometimes, they chase me too.

But only if I get caught.

Today is a good day.

The sky is grey, which means fewer people. The fruit seller drops a box of apples. He shouts. While he picks them up, I jump down, fast as shadow, and grab a piece of bread someone left near the bin.

It’s dry and small. But it’s food.

I jump back up. No one sees me.

On the fence, I clean my paw and listen to the sounds of the market: the rumble of carts, the music from the bakery radio, the old man who sings the same song every morning. I know every note of it now.

And I wait.

Not for something big. Just for a warm place. A quiet moment. A piece of chicken someone forgot to take home.

That’s how I live. Day by day. Fence by fence.

But today, something strange happens.

From my corner on the fence, I see a dog. A street dog.

I know his smell. I’ve seen him once or twice before, far away. He’s large but not loud. Brown fur. Old eyes. One ear is bent.

He walks differently from other dogs. Not like he’s hunting. More like he’s looking for something.

He passes the market without barking. He doesn’t sniff at bins or steal food. He stops and looks around. Then he moves on.

I follow him with my eyes. I don’t move. But I watch.

He disappears down the alley near the bike shop.

Strange.

Most street dogs bark and run and beg for scraps. This one doesn’t.

I wonder where he sleeps. Who he’s looking for.

Maybe he has a name too.

That night, I return to my hiding place near the chimney. I curl into a ball. The fence still smells like bread and smoke.

I close my eyes and think of the dog.

He walks like someone who used to belong somewhere.

I don’t know what that feels like.

But maybe I’ll find out.
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Episode 2: The Rooftop Garden
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I don’t visit the same place two days in a row.

That’s how you stay free.

Humans are like birds—if they see you more than once, they start to notice. They point. They talk. They chase.

But this morning, I break my rule.

I go back to the market fence.

Not for food.

For the dog.

He isn’t there.

The old man sings his song.

The bakery radio plays the same music.

The bread smells the same.

But the dog is gone.

I sit there for a while, but the wind is cold and the smell of old fish is too strong today. So I jump down and head east—over bins, through wires, along a narrow ledge, and then up onto a new rooftop I haven’t visited in months.

And that’s when I smell it.

Something warm. Something sweet. Something... green?

At the back of the roof, there’s a garden. A secret one.

It’s small, in wooden boxes and clay pots. There are red tomatoes and fat leaves. A blue chair leans against the wall.

Someone made this place with care.

I smell mint. Basil. A bit of soil.

And something else.

Something that smells like home.

I creep forward.

No humans.

But there’s a bowl.

A water bowl.

And beside it—food.

Soft, fresh food.

I know a trap when I see one.

Still, my stomach growls.

I take a step forward.

Then two.

I sniff the edge of the bowl. It smells like real chicken.

Cooked. Warm. Safe.

I eat one bite. Then another.

That’s when I hear it.

A voice.

Not loud. Not sharp.

Just quiet.

“You’re not who I was feeding,” the voice says.

I turn.

A girl is sitting on the blue chair. She has a book in her lap and a blanket around her legs.

She doesn’t move.

She just watches.

“Go on,” she says. “I won’t stop you.”

I freeze.

People don’t talk to me.

They shout. They throw things. They wave their arms.

But this one just... watches.

I take one last bite.

Then I step back.

She doesn’t follow.

She turns the page in her book.

Like nothing happened.

I climb up onto the chimney edge.

Before I go, I look back.

She looks up at me.

Just once.

Then smiles.

“Tell your friend the food’s still here,” she says.

Friend?

Who?

The dog?

I leap across the gap and disappear behind a wall.

My heart beats fast.

I don’t go back to the garden that day.

Or the next.

But I think about it.

About the soft food.

About the quiet girl.

And the strange thing she said:

"Tell your friend..."

I’ve never had one of those.

But maybe someone thinks I do.
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Episode 3: Stranger on the Stairs
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The next few days are quiet.

I return to my usual routes: fence, chimney, bins behind the café. Nothing strange happens. No dog. No girl. No fresh chicken.

But my ears stay open.

I keep thinking about that rooftop garden. And her words.

“Tell your friend...”

Was she talking about the dog?

How did she know we had crossed paths?

Or maybe... she didn’t. Maybe she was just guessing.

Still, it bothers me.

On Thursday, I’m passing by the back of a tall apartment building.

The stairwell is metal and rusty. It smells like old oil and wet shoes.

Usually I avoid places like this.

Too loud. Too many feet. Too many doors that slam.

But today, something smells different.

I stop.

Something familiar is here.

I walk up the first few steps.

It’s quiet.

There—on the third step—is a small piece of bread.

Just one.

Not dropped. Placed.

I sniff it.

It’s clean.

I eat it fast.

Then I look around.

Who leaves food here?

I climb up another level.

Nothing.

One more.

At the fifth floor, I stop.

Another piece of bread.

Same shape.

Same size.

Same spot—just on the step.

I eat it, but slower this time.

I don’t like games.

The next day, I pass the same stairs again.

This time, there’s no food.

But there’s a sound.

A soft whistle.

Not a song. Just a few notes.

I hide behind a box.

A man comes out of the building. He carries a bag.

He doesn’t see me.

But I see him.

He walks to the edge of the alley. He looks around.

Then he places something behind the bin.

I wait.

When he’s gone, I check.

A bowl.

Water.

A piece of cooked meat.

I don’t eat it right away.

I watch the bowl for an hour.

Nothing moves.

Then, from the shadows—another cat.

Not me.

A long, thin, orange one. One ear torn. He eats fast. Then runs.

I let him go.

Then I take what’s left.

That night, I climb to my sleeping spot and lie awake.

This city is bigger than I thought.

People feed us.

But they don’t always want something in return.

Why?

I don’t understand it.

Maybe the dog knows.

I go back to the market fence in the morning.

It’s busy.

The old man sings.

The radio plays.

But the dog isn’t there.

Still, something on the wall catches my eye.

A red line of paint. Fresh.

Drawn in a curved shape, like a wave.

A mark.

A sign?

I walk past it, tail low, eyes alert.

Something’s happening.

I just don’t know what it is yet.
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