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Write a letter from one of the girls on the day they didn’t sell any oranges to someone in their family. What happened? Are they upset? Why? How do they feel about Anna? Write on this sheet or in your Home Learning Book. [bookmark: _GoBack]Dear ____________________,
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
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bright and clean and shiny.
They were fresh off the tree.
The other girls’ oranges

, W were dusty and soft.

Their oranges had travelled
in lorries along bumpy

dry roads all the way
from the plantations

to the city.
Their oranges
had sat in the
sun in dirty
markets.

Their oranges

had been carried in open

baskets along smelly polluted roads. Their

oranges were small and orange-brown.
The girls’ dresses were faded and torn.
Anna Hibiscus was as bright and clean and
shiny as her oranges. All the people who
stopped wanted the big bright oranges
from the smart little gitl. Anna sold all her
oranges. She filled up her basket again and

again and sold them all. The other girls sold
almost none that day.
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Anna Hibiscus was so excited.
fell she rushed back through the
into the house. The money wag
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But when Anna’s father and uncleg ca
home from work they looked worried b

“Something happen for those gitls at the
gate today. Some kind of trouble,” the eldest
uncle said. “That Angelina, she with no
mother, no father, only sick brother at home.
Angelina always smile. Today she cry.”

“Is true,” said Uncle Tunde. “And that
small one with polio shrivel leg, who has
to work morning and night for food. She
crying too.”

“Yes,” said Anna’s father. “And that one

with twelve brother-sister, who father done
die, why she so sad today?”

The big bright smile fell off Anna

er was worried. What had

Grandfath: .
o trouble the poor girls

ened t
wmw me went himself to the gate
50°¢
irls had all gone.
" - d stood beside

Anna came an
her mgn&mmﬁwwn. They looked

at the yellow lights and the
hustle of the city- Anna held
out her hand. The coins
were shining on her palm.
«“\What is this, Anna
Hibiscus?” her grandfather asked.

4] sold our oranges, Grandfather,” she
whispered. “Now the girls have no money
for food for their little brothers and sisters...”

Anna started to cry. Grandfather looked

up at the empty orange trees. He looked
down at his crying granddaughter.
“People will be hungry tonight, Anna

! Hibiscus, because of what you have done.”

Anna hid alone in her room and cried.




