
 
Riding the Bus to School 

 
I ride a big yellow bus to school. I stand on the corner of our  15 

street with my friends and we wait for the bus. My friend’s   27 

grandma waits with us. When it’s raining, she holds an umbrella  38   

to keep us dry. Sometimes when it’s cold she brings us hot   50   

chocolate.           51 

I leave my house to walk to the bus stop after my parents go  65 

 to work. I watch the clock so I know when to leave. Sometimes  78  

 mom phones me from her office to remind me. Sometimes she  89 

can’t call, so I have to be sure to watch the time.     101 

Our bus driver puts his flashing yellow lights on and then  112  

stops right next to us. When he has stopped he turns the red   125 

lights on so all the cars will stop. He makes sure we are all   139 

sitting down before he starts to go. He watches out for us very   152 

carefully.           153 

My friends and I are the first ones to be picked up by the bus.  168 

We like to sit right behind the bus driver and watch while he   181 

picks up all the other kids. We know where everyone lives. By   193  

the time we get to our school, the bus is almost full. Sometimes   206 

the kids get noisy and the driver has to remind us to keep it   220 

down. He says their noise makes it hard for him to concentrate   232 

and drive safely. I am glad that our bus driver is so careful.   245 
 

Level T1 T2 T3  
Low risk 44+ 68+ 90+  
Some risk 26-43 52-67 70-89  
At risk 0-25 0-51 0-69  

 


