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As the bus inched closer to her stop, Sienna Kibou looked longingly at the other children from 
Elimatta Primary: clusters of friendship groups slowly making their way along the footpath and 
younger children being chaperoned by their mothers. Her eyes zoomed in on the details: creaseless 
clothes with room for growth, perfectly groomed hair and brand-new backpacks. They’d only been 
back at school for a few days, and it dawned on Sienna that it was more of a challenge for her to 
blend in at the start of a new school year. Back to school for her meant carrying her scuffed bag from 
Year 5, slipping on her faded school dress and polishing her shoes to make them look new.  It was a 
good hair day, though. With the help of online videos and endless time during the summer break, 
Sienna had become a pro at whipping her scraggy golden hair into a stylish up-do. She felt ready to 
chameleon her way through another day. 

It hadn’t always been like this. Over the years, she and her dad had gradually moved further 
away from Elimatta Primary to save money on rent. A two-bus commute to school was gruelling, 
especially in the height of summer, but Dad said that it would be even harder being  a new kid at the 
local school. He had a point. The neighbourhood kids regularly taunted Sienna for being different, 
“You’re so up yourself! Think you’re better than us do you, posho?” Walking through  her 
neighbourhood in an Elimatta uniform was like stirring up a hornets’ nest. Every. Single. Day. 

Sienna hopped off the bus into the heat of the day and began to head towards school. She 
passed several well-presented gardens that framed fancy houses. Wafts of lavender curled up her 
nose, igniting a treasured memory. Savouring the moment, Sienna slowed to a stroll and shut her 
eyes. 

“Not that deep, Sienna! You’ll end up digging through to your cousins in England,” laughed 
Mum as she picked up the trowel to scoop some of the soil back into the hole. “I need  you to dig 
more holes though; we went lavender mad at the garden centre!” 

She remembered the comforting feeling of her mum’s gentle hand on her back, guiding  her 
across their garden. The memory was so vivid that the hand felt impossibly warm, like her mum was 
really there, only she smelt different—half a can of body spray different. 

 
“Hey, Sienna, if you walked any slower, you’d be going backwards,” laughed Molly after 

giving her friend a reassuring pat on the back. “Isn’t that where you used to…” she trailed off, 
remembering that it was something they avoided talking about. 

“Yeah, but we needed to move to a better place, so…” said Sienna, trying to remember 
exactly what she’d said about her new house. 

“I remember your awesome pool party there, when we were in Year 1, and now you’re in an 
even better place?” said Molly. 

“I’d invite you over after school one day, but it’s kind of tricky, you know, being so far away. 
It’s out of this world, though,” said Sienna, taking care not to go into detail. The girls quickened their 
pace and joined the throng of burgundy uniforms filing through the school gates. 

*** 

 
“Is that all you’ve got?” asked Molly, looking across at Sienna’s lunchbox. It was mainly filled with 
hot air. 

“I ate most of it on the bus,” said Sienna, her words contradicting her rumbling stomach. 
She instantly regretted her lie as she watched Molly chomp through more calories than she needed. 
It wasn’t the first time she’d come to school on an empty stomach and, if her dad didn’t find a  new 
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job soon, it wouldn’t be the last. 
Distracting herself from her hunger, Sienna headed out to  the playground and, like cake  on 

a playdate, was snapped up immediately. Being the fastest girl in school had its advantages. 
“You’re on my team!” Joel Jacobs yelled, sweat dripping down his freckled face. “We’re 

playing Bludgers. Bash the Bludgers!” 
Sienna cringed inwardly at the name of Joel’s game but told herself it was just harmless  fun. 

Filing the negativity to the back of her mind, she was soon weaving in and out of her classmates, 
making everyone else look slow. 

Back in the classroom, Mr Schulman stood at the front of the class holding a wad of letters. 
“I have exciting news, Year 6,” began the teacher. Most of the class revelled in the anticipation,  but 
Sienna’s anxiety tap started to drip. She silently wished for something that wouldn’t leave her feeling 
exposed—or worse still, having to ask her dad for money. A flurry of dreadful predictions filled her 
head. A non-uniform day would involve the impossible task of scratching around for clothes that 
still fitted but didn’t look too daggy. A class excursion would involve money and 
deadlines. Last year’s Year 6 had held a careers day, which involved the parents coming in to talk (or 
show off, more like) about their jobs. The mere thought of an event like that made Sienna take a 
sharp intake of breath. Her dad used to manage a team of people and would often travel overseas, 
but things couldn’t be more different these days. Her heart raced, and she placed her sweaty palm to 
her neck. Was there a lump the size of a tennis ball forming in her throat? It felt like it. 

“What’s the matter with you?” asked Molly, noticing her friend’s troubled face. 

 
“Nothing. Er, um, I think I might be coming down with something,” said Sienna, casually 

adding a new section to her growing web of lies. 
“And when everyone decides they are capable of listening, I will share the news,” said Mr 

Schulman, his eyes fixed sternly on Sienna’s face. 
With the class in silence, Mr Schulman paced up and down the rows of desks like a sergeant 

major inspecting his troops. Like most teachers at the start of a new year, he was playing at being 
overly strict. The only sounds that could be heard were his rhythmic footsteps and the swish of each 
sheet of paper as he slowly but surely distributed the letters. 

When Sienna’s letter was placed down in front of her, she instantly recognised something at 
the top of the page. Her heart leapt; the carrot in the middle of the logo seemed to dance out at her 
from the page, and she found herself whispering in an excited hiss to Molly, “Yesssss! I love this 
place, their food is…” She stopped abruptly, not because she wanted to satisfy Mr Schulman’s desire 
for ongoing silence, but because she realised that she was accidently about to reveal her darkest secret. 



 

 

 

Comprehension Questions 
1. As the bus inched closer to her stop… 

What does the word inched tell you about the way the bus was 

travelling? 

a it was moving forwards 

b it was swinging from side to side  

c it was moving very slowly 

d it was whizzing in and out of traffic  

e it was moving backwards 

2. Sienna and her dad didn’t live close to Elimatta Primary because…  

a they didn’t like the area. 

b the houses were not fancy enough. 

c Sienna liked to travel to school by bus. 

d they needed to live close to where Dad worked.  

e they couldn’t afford to rent a house there. 

3. Why didn’t Molly offer Sienna any of her lunch? 
a because she only had enough food for herself  

b  because she thought Sienna had eaten earlier  

c because she was annoyed with Sienna 

d  because it was against the school rules to share food  

e because Sienna said she didn’t like Molly’s food 

 

4. A flurry of dreadful predictions filled her head. The 

word flurry suggests that Sienna thought of… 

 a a lot of predictions in a short space of time. 

b something that would definitely happen.  

c things that probably wouldn’t happen. 

d some terrible predictions. 

e two clear predictions that were both dreadful. 
 
 

 

5. Which pair of words best describe Sienna’s reaction to the letter? 

 
a thrilled, anxious 

b disappointed, excited  

c keen, annoyed 

d excited, offended 

e confused, eager 



 

 

Open-Ended Questions 

1. Look at the paragraph beginning: It hadn’t always… 

Find and copy one word that means exhausting. 

2. She felt ready to chameleon her way through another day. 

 
What does chameleon mean in the sentence above? 

 
3. Look at the paragraph beginning: It hadn’t always been… to the 

paragraph ending: …the school gates. 

 
Why did Sienna take care not to go into too much detail about where 

she lived? 

 
4. Look at the paragraph beginning: Back in the classroom. 

 
Write down all the words and phrases that suggest Sienna was feeling 

anxious. 

 
5. Look at the paragraph beginning: “What’s the matter… to the paragraph 

ending: …on Sienna’s face. 

 
Why do you think Sienna lied about feeling unwell? 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Spelling, Punctuation and Grammar 
 

1. Choose the correct spellings to complete the sentences below. 
 

Sienna travelled to school by herself; she was an 

independant/independent child. 

 
It had been a while since Sienna had enjoyed a decant/decent meal. 

 
Mr Schulman was observant/observent; he noticed every single whisper in his 

classroom. 

 

2. Underline the relative pronoun in the sentence below. 
 

She passed several well-presented gardens that framed fancy houses. 
 

3. Tick one box in each row to show whether the sentence is written in the 

active or the passive. 

 

 

 

Sentence Active Passive 

Sienna was teased by children in her 

neighbourhood. 

  

Sienna hopped off the bus into the heat of the 

day. 

  

A flurry of dreadful predictions filled her head.   
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“Our Big Kitchen? I’ve never heard of that,” said Molly, looking at the letter and then up at her 
friend, wondering why Sienna had suddenly become so animated. 

“I have. I mean I’ve heard all about how they help people in need. Apparently, they make 
delicious food, really tasty food for people who find it difficult to make ends meet. I think that’s what 
they do, anyway,” babbled Sienna, salivating slightly as her taste buds remembered the creamy 
coconut dahl she’d devoured with her dad two nights ago. Molly gave Sienna a searching look before 
Mr Schulman pulled the class back into order. 

“Sienna, Molly, rest those cakeholes of yours! Listen up. We are going to be visiting Our Big 
Kitchen in a few weeks to learn about how they are managing to support those less fortunate than 
ourselves.” 

“You mean dole bludgers?” Joel shouted out. “My dad says he’s sick of paying taxes just  so 
dole bludgers can sit around doing nothing. He says they’re too lazy to work and that it’s their own 
fault they’re poor.” 

“Not everyone can run a successful multinational company like your dad, Joel. Life throws 
up unexpected challenges sometimes,” replied Mr Schulman. 

“What, like the bottle shop being closed so they can’t get any grog?” laughed Joel, looking 
around at his friends for support. Their faces were creased up in laughter, and as usual it didn’t  take 
long for Nico Demetriou, Joel’s spiky-haired sidekick, to join in. “I don’t see why we should learn 
how to help scumbags when they don’t even help themselves,” Nico added. 

Sienna couldn’t help but notice Nico’s lingering sideways glance. She couldn’t work out 
whether he knew all about her embarrassing home life or was just admiring her new hairstyle. Either 
way, it made her feel uncomfortable. To make matters worse, Molly was joining in with the laughter 
too. Sienna forced out a few fake chuckles to blend in. 

Mr Schulman stemmed the flow of laughter with one of his signature stares. “Your reaction 
just goes to prove exactly why we need to learn from organisations like Our Big Kitchen. The 
permission slips and payment must be handed in by the end of next week. And now for something 
completely different.” 

Mr Schulman had moved into the world of science and was whittling on about something to 
do with reversible and irreversible changes, but Sienna was losing focus. The tennis-ball-sized throat-
lump of angst resurfaced. Hearing the word payment had sent her head spinning. She scanned the 
letter again, and the hefty figure of $20 hit her like a punch in the face. Asking Dad for money on an 
empty-fridge day was out of the question. Sienna stuffed the letter into the bottom of her bag, but it 
pecked at her brain for the rest of the school day. She hardly remembered saying goodbye to Molly 
or walking to the bus stop. 

“Is that seat taken?” Sienna looked up into the pleading eyes of a frazzled-looking mother 
with a toddler in tow. Lost in her thoughts on the first bus of her journey home, Sienna hadn’t 
noticed how packed it had become. She moved her school bag from the empty seat onto her lap, 
allowing the woman and her wriggly child to squeeze in next to her. 

“Nack nack now, Mummy,” demanded the child, incomprehensibly. 

 
Balancing the child on her knee, the woman reached blindly into her bag, pulling out items 

at random like a magician. A mountain of parent paraphernalia stacked up: a beaker, a pair of shorts, 
a one-eyed cuddly rabbit, food wrappers, receipts, a snot-encrusted cloth, a well-chewed rubber 
dinosaur and a wallet. The woman’s rummage for a snack continued as her child grew more and 
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more frustrated. Sienna dodged the toddler’s flailing limbs but kept one eye on the wallet, watching 
intently as a sun hat flopped down on top of it. 

Sienna’s head filled with thoughts that clashed against each other. 

 
One easy swipe. That’s all it would take. I could do this. 

 
But how could I even think of stealing from a mother and child? 
Do I really want to have to ask Dad for money? 
I know it’s wrong. 

 
I really need the money. 

 
What would happen if I got caught? 

 
I could pay for the excursion, buy food and maybe some new shoes. 
 
Braking at a red light too late, the bus lurched forward, sending the toddler flying towards 

Sienna. 
 

“Mummy! MUMMAYYYY!!” squawked the rage-faced boy from Sienna’s lap. Impulsively, 
the woman reached out for her son, sending some of her belongings tumbling to the floor of the 
bus. Sienna slipped her hand into the mass of toddler debris, wrapped her fingers around the wallet 
and shoved it under her school bag. 

She felt her cheeks erupt with heat. Shame swept over her entire body, her heart thumping 
with the intensity of a boxer’s glove at a punch bag. Breathing like a panting dog, her eyes flicked 
around the passengers’ faces trying to work out whether anyone had noticed her sly slip of hand, but 
most people were mesmerised by their phones, oblivious to their surroundings. 

“I’m so sorry. He didn’t hurt you when he landed, did he?” asked the woman as she 
comforted her little boy with a cuddle. Sienna shook her head and forced herself to look up at the 
woman whose big kind eyes were staring down at her in concern. Sienna yearned for her own mother. 

“Are you sure you’re OK? You don’t look very well.” 
“I’m just a bit hot, that’s all,” explained Sienna, her hand still gripping the woman’s wallet. 
“It’s been a real cooker out there today! Have a drink,” said the woman plonking a bottle 

of water on top of Sienna’s school bag before stuffing the bulk of her belongings back into her 
own bag and pressing the button to let the driver know she needed to get off at the next stop. 

“Thank you,” acknowledged Sienna with a weak smile. 

 
Concealed under her school bag, Sienna’s hand continued to grip the woman’s wallet. 



 

 

 

Comprehension Questions 
1. …her taste buds remembered the creamy coconut dahl she’d devoured 

with her dad two nights ago. 

The word devoured tells you that Sienna ate the dahl…  

a noisily. 

b ravenously. 

c slowly. 

d quietly. 

e clumsily. 

2. Sienna couldn’t concentrate on Mr Schulman’s science lesson because… 

a she had a sore throat.  

b it was such a hot day. 

c she didn’t understand the topic.  

d Joel Jacobs was being disruptive. 

e she was worried about asking her dad for money. 

3. Why didn’t Sienna notice that the bus had become so crowded?  

a because she was lost in her own thoughts 

b because she was looking at her phone 

c because she was having a little sleep 

d because she was staring out of the window 

e because she was reading one of her school books 

4. Sienna thought nobody noticed her stealing the woman’s wallet because 

most people were… 

a staring at their phones.  

b looking out the window. 

c facing the other direction.  

d busy in conversation. 

e looking at the toddler. 
 

 

5. Why did the woman give Sienna a bottle of water? 

 

a because Sienna had taken her wallet 

b to apologise for her toddler’s behaviour  

c because she thought Sienna was unwell 

d to apologise for the way her toddler had landed  

e because she thought it belonged to Sienna 



 

 

Open-Ended Questions 

1. Look at the paragraph beginning: “I have. I mean… 

Find and copy one word that means talked excessively. 

2. Look at the paragraph beginning: Mr Schulman had… 

 
What is meant by the following phrase: it pecked at her brain? 

 
3. Braking at a red light too late, the bus lurched forward, sending the 

toddler flying towards Sienna. 

 
What does the word lurched tell you about the way the bus stopped? 

 
4. Look at the paragraph beginning: Sienna’s head filled… to the paragraph 

ending: …to their surroundings. 

 
Do you think Sienna has ever stolen a wallet before? 

Give two reasons to support your answer. 

5. Look at the paragraph beginning: Braking at a… to the paragraph 

ending: …the woman’s wallet. 

 
Explain why Sienna only smiled weakly at the woman. 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 

 

Spelling, Punctuation and Grammar 

1. Choose the correct spellings to complete the sentences below. 

 
Sienna remembered a delicious/delitious meal she had eaten with her dad two 
nights ago. 

 
Our Big Kitchen makes nutricious/nutritious meals for people in need. 

 
On the bus, the passengers did not feel suspicious/suspitious of Sienna. 

 

 

2. Underline the relative clause in the sentence below. 
 

I don’t see why we should learn how to help scumbags when they don’t even 
help themselves. 

 

3. Why has a colon been used in the sentence below? 
 

A mountain of parent paraphernalia stacked up: a beaker, a pair of shorts, a 
one-eyed cuddly rabbit, food wrappers, receipts, a snot- encrusted cloth, a 
well-chewed rubber dinosaur and a wallet. 

 

4. Complete the sentence below with a relative clause. Remember to punctuate 
your answer correctly. 

 
The little boy,  , sat on his 
mother’s knee. 

5. Which sentence uses tense correctly? 
 

Tick one. 

Once she had pick up her belongings, the woman gave Sienna a 

bottle of water. 

 
 

The woman give Sienna a bottle of water once she had picked 
up her belongings. 
 

 
The woman gave Sienna a bottle of water once she had picked up 
her belongings. 

 
Once she had picked up her belongings, the woman has given 
Sienna a bottle of water. 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 
 
 

 
The bus pulled to a stop and the woman hoisted her young boy onto her hip, her overpacked bag 
swinging out behind her as she stood up in the aisle. 

“Excuse me! Wait! I think you must have dropped this,” said Sienna, holding out the 
woman’s wallet. 

Sienna felt the woman’s eyes cut through her lies. The woman could see her guilt. But she 
could also see the poverty and the desperation. Sienna had never felt so exposed. 

“That’s strange, I was sure I put it… er… well, thank you,” the woman said popping open 
her wallet and pulling out a ten dollar note. “Please, take this.” 

“I can’t,” Sienna replied, meekly. 

 
A surge of impatient passengers forced the woman to make her way along the aisle towards 

the door. As the bus pulled away, the woman and Sienna exchanged a knowing look through the 
window. 

Sitting in the spot where she had almost committed a crime, Sienna made the uncomfortable 
journey to the interchange. Wanting to distance herself from the shame, she couldn’t get off the bus 
fast enough. Her pace quickened to a trot as she weaved her way through the hustle and bustle of 
the interchange building and out into the blinding light of the day, not stopping until she felt sure 
that she was far away from anyone who’d been on the bus. And then    it dawned on her: she couldn’t 
run away from herself. Her throat strained at the weight of the air that suddenly seemed too thick to 
flow into her lungs. Tears sprung and cascaded silently off her gaunt cheekbones as she watched the 
bus that was bound for her suburb melt into the traffic. 

Half an hour later than usual, Sienna caught her second bus, which was especially busy. It 
was hard to shake off the feeling that she was being watched. Guilt had laid down roots in her head, 
right next to her well-established worry bush. She gazed out of the window, the affluence of the city 
fading with each passing mile. 
 
There it was again: the feeling of prying eyes burning into her back. She turned on her heels and 
scanned the road. Stillness, except for a swaying bush—probably a scavenging ibis. Despite people 
in the area struggling to put food on the table, there always seemed to be an abundance of discarded 
takeaway scraps. Still feeling like she was being hunted, Sienna picked up her feet and sprinted home, 
ignoring the pinch of tightness from her shoes. 

Home. Tufts of grass poking through cracked concrete slabs leading to the front door via 
the window with its ill-fitting curtains. It was a house, but it had never felt like home. Closed curtains: 
Dad’s way of telling her that there was no news about a job. Sienna’s heart sank. She took a deep 
breath before letting herself in. 

“Why are you so late today?” asked Dad. Apart from a beam of light breaking through the 
gap in the curtains, he was hunched over his phone in darkness. “It’s no good. There goes another 
job they say I’m over-qualified for,” he sighed, slapping his phone onto the well-worn couch. 

“You need to get some air in here,” said Sienna, fanning her face with her hand. “There were 
problems with the buses. Too many people,” she added as she headed to the kitchen, her stomach 
rumbling in anticipation. But all that was in the fridge was the echo of its whirring, half- empty bottles 
of sauces and a dribble of milk. 

“I made you something earlier—look on the cooktop. It just needs heating up. I’ve had mine 



 
 

 

already,” called out Dad. 
“There’s a letter from school about an excursion,” Sienna let the words hang in the room as 

she slurped up the last of her tinned tomato and lentil broth. Dad wiped his brow. Sienna noticed 
his worry lines knitting themselves back together across his forehead. She knew he wasn’t listening 
to any of the details. 

“I just need you to sign the permission slip, that’s all,” smiled Sienna, hiding her own anguish. 
The following week carried on in a blur of bus journeys, Mr Schulman’s demands, playground 

games, Joel’s ignorant comments, homework tasks, keeping up appearances  with Molly, closed 
curtains, an ongoing empty-food-cupboard situation and an unnerving feeling of being watched. 

“I’m still waiting for payment and permission slips from three of you. You know who you are,” called 
Mr Schulman over the pupils’ heads as they filed out of his classroom. Sienna and Molly fell into step. 

“I’m so stoked for our class excursion,” enthused Molly. 

 
Sienna wished she could mirror her friend’s enthusiasm, but the outstanding payment hung 

round her neck like a lead weight. “Do you think people would pay if I offered to style their hair?   I 
could do it at lunchtime.” 

“Er… no! What? Why?! You are so random sometimes, Sienna. Anyway, there’s your bus,” 
laughed Molly. 

As well as the familiar ‘ping’ of her travel card on the reader, Sienna heard something rare: 
the driver’s voice. “I don’t normally do this sort of thing—I’m not a blinking mail service—but I had 
my arm twisted. I believe this is for you, young lady.” 

The driver handed Sienna an envelope. Where a name and address  should have  been was a 
long, handwritten description of her appearance. She clutched the envelope as the bus swept in and 
out of stops. Her head was in an anxious haze—someone must have seen her almost stealing. The 
shame of that memory crawled over her body like a rash. 



 

 

 

 

Comprehension Questions 
1. Why was Sienna’s bus journey to the interchange uncomfortable?  

a because the driver was being reckless 

b because the seat was so hard 

c because Sienna was feeling ashamed  
d because the road was bumpy 
e because Sienna was unwell 

2. Sienna ran to her house because… 
a she couldn’t wait to see her dad.  
b she was running late. 

c she was scared of the ibis. 

d she liked to run at every opportunity. 

e she was convinced someone was watching her. 

3. Why were the curtains shut in Sienna’s front room?  
a to block out the blinding sun 
b because Dad had no news about a job  
c because it was dark outside 
d to give dad some privacy  
e because they were broken 

4. “I just need you to sign the permission slip, that’s all,” smiled Sienna, hiding her 
own anguish. 
Which word is a synonym for anguish?  
a grief 

b irritation 

c fear 

d feelings 

e tears 
 

5. Why wasn’t Sienna looking forward to her school trip? 
 

a because she didn’t want to visit Our Big Kitchen 

b because she didn’t have enough money to pay for it  
c because she didn’t enjoy school trips 
d because her dad hadn’t signed the permission slip  
e because it sounded too much like hard work 


