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Chapter 1 Tulio and Mr Sun 

When Tulio the farmer stepped on a land mine, there was no 

one around to see but the Sun. 

Tulio did not die at once. As he lay bleeding on the sand he 

talked with the Sun, for there was no-one else to chat with. 

"Old Mr Sun," said Tulio. "What have these men done to me? 

I do not know them. I do not hate them. I am not a soldier. I do 

not want anything they have. I have won this land from the 

desert with my hard work. I have planted trees and crops. 

I have fed my family and loved my children. Now they leave 

death on my land and my wife will have no husband, my 

children will have no father." 

The Sun looked down on Tulio and thought of hundreds of 

thousands of others like him all over the world, ordinary men, 

women and children killed and wounded by land mines. 

The Sun thought of the empty lands left without crops 

because farmers did not dare to farm them. 

The Sun thought of the empty hearts of families left without 

those they loved. 



The Sun thought of the empty lives of people who had lost 

arms and legs and who had gone on to lose their places in 

school, their jobs, their hope for the future. 

Tulia kept talking to the Sun. "Old Mr Sun," said Tulia. 

"You shine everywhere, you make plants grow, you give life and 

light to people and to birds and to animals. Comfort my family 

after I am gone. Seek out the people who planted these mines. 

Give them light to understand what they have done to other 

people." 

The Sun just went on shining, but something told Tulio that his 

words had been heard. So he called up for the last time. 

"Old Mr Sun," said Tulio. "Thank you for listening to me. Now 

help me sleep." 
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So the Sun put on his hat and called the wind to fan Tulio's 

face, and the wind called down a gentle rain to cool Tulio's fever, 

and Tulia slept there on the edge of the farm he had made. 

His life passed gently away. 

Mr Sun is a good-hearted old fellow but very lazy. He sees 

everything that goes on in the world but doesn't usually do 

much about it. But he remembered what Tulia had asked him 

and thought to himself, 'I give light to the birds and animals in 

this place. Let me see who is around and how they can help 

me.' 
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bushes, and river beds that only came to life when the rains 

came. Farming was difficult, but Tulia had built o dam to bring 

water to his cattle, and when water was scarce, the animals and 

birds from the desert would come in the evening to drink there. 

So as Mr Sun was setting, he took a long look at the land where 

Tulio's body was lying. 

The first creature he saw was a kangaroo rat who had come 

out of his burrow to sniff the evening smells. 

"Good evening, Rat," said Mr Sun. 

"Good evening, my Lord Sun," said the rat very humbly, for 

he was very small and the Sun was very large and very bright. 

"What do you owe me, Rat?" said Mr Sun. 

"You feed me," said the rat. "You ripen the fruit I eat and the 

nuts I bury. Without you I would starve." 

"Then it is time for you to repay me," said the Sun, and he told 

the rat what to do. 

The rat flicked its tail and agreed. 

The next creature Mr Sun saw was a hunting dog, the leader 

of a pack. She was sitting outside her den cleaning the fur of her 

new pups. 

"Good evening, Boss Dog," said the Sun. 

"Good evening, Sir," said the pack leader politely. She turned 

to the other dogs around her. "Greet the Sun, dogs," she barked, 

and the dogs wagged their tails and whined and turned over on 
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their backs to show the Sun that he was their master. 

"What do you owe me Boss Dog?" said Mr Sun. 

"You give warmth in the evening so that my puppies can play 

and drink my milk and grow up strong. Later they will join my 

pack." 

"Then it's time to repay me. I will tell you what you need to 

do," said the Sun. 

The hunting dog lifted its nose and agreed. 
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The next creature Mr Sun saw was a vulture circling slowly 

round Tulio's body on great, silent wings. 

"Good evening, neighbour Sun," said the vulture. "How can I 

repay you for the warm air you send me so that I can soar high, 

and for the light you give me so that I can see far below?" 

"I will tell you," said Mr Sun, and the vulture flapped its great 

wings and agreed. 
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The fourth creature Mr Sun saw was a great maned lion 

making its way down to the dam to drink. 

"Good evening, friend," yawned the lion, for he regarded the 

Sun as an equal. "What can I do for you?" 

"Do I not burn the grass in the dry season so that the animals 

come down to the dam for you to stalk and chase?" said old 

Mr Sun. 

"Indeed you do," said the lion, "and I am always grateful. " 

So the Sun told him what he wished, and the lion opened 

wide his great mouth and agreed. 

--
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Last of all, and just as the Sun was setting, a whole herd of 

elephant trooped silently down to the dam and the Sun struck a 

bargain with the oldest and largest, an old female with wrinkled 

ears and little sharp eyes. Elephants themselves are often killed 

by land mines, and when Mr Sun told the old lady what he 

wanted her to do, she lifted her great trunk high in the air and 

agreed. 

So as the last light of the Sun dropped below the rocks, the 

five friends circled round Tulio's body and kept it safe till 

morning. 
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Chapter 2 Three children, five friends 

The villagers came for Tulio's body in the morning, for in that 

land nobody dares travel through the fields at night. 

They trod carefully in a line one behind the other, following 

Tulio's last footsteps. They looked carefully around for the tell

tale signs of other mines. They lifted Tulio's body oh-so-very 

carefully to carry it back by exactly the same path as they had 

used to come in. 

"It is very strange," said one of them. "The body is untouched. 

It has been lying here all afternoon and all night. Usually the 

dogs and the vultures would have been at it." 

"There have been bigger things round than dogs and 

vultures," said another. "Look, here are fresh lion tracks and 

here is elephant dung, still warm from last night." 

"And look at Tulio's face," said a third, "so peaceful and 

happy, and yet his wounds are very terrible." 

The villagers looked at each other. They had seen much that 

they could not understand. "Maybe his ancestors protected 

him," said an old lady. "He was a good man and so were they." 
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The others nodded in agreement. 

When Tulio's family saw the body, they wept. He had a wife, 

a son and two daughters. Two old people lived with them, Tulio's 

mother Serafina and Roberto, the father of his wife. That night 

the three children came to them to ask questions, because they 

were kind and wise. 

"Who killed our father?" said Jacobo, Tulio's son. 

"Soldiers dug the hole and put in the land mine," said Roberto. 

"They wanted to kill other soldiers." 

"Why were they fighting?" asked Angelina, the youngest. 

"They said they were fighting for freedom and justice," said 

Serafina. "But the other soldiers said they were fighting for 

freedom and justice too." 

"I don't understand," said Angelina. Serafina didn't say 

anything. She didn't understand either. 

"So the soldiers killed our father," said Anna, the eldest girl. 

"The soldiers were only obeying the orders of their leader," 

said Roberto. "He told the army to pass this way. And of course, 

the army was making war because the ministers in the 

government told them to. Also the political leaders bought the 

mines. Our country doesn't make them. They were made 

abroad. The leaders used money from our taxes to buy them." 

"But why did people sell them these land mines?" said Anna. 

"Why are they allowed to make them?" 
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"The mines are made in factories," said Roberto. "People who 

work in the factories are paid. The people who own the factories 

say that they are providing wages for their workers. They say 

that it is not their fault if those who buy their land mines use 

them to kill people like your father." 

"But cannot the leaders of their own countries stop them from 

making and selling land mines?" asked Anna. 

"Many are trying," Roberto, "but there is still a long way to go." 
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They buried Tulia in his own garden next to his father, beneath 

the shade of a great tree. 

That night the children slept badly. The words of the old 

people whirled around their minds like dry leaves blown by the 

wind . But before dawn it became cool, and all three children 

slept. 

It was then that the kangaroo rat jumped in through the 

window and took them through their sleep to Tulio's tree. There 

he was , sitting on his folding chair just as he had done so many 

times before. But he was not alone. Beside him sat a hunting 

dog, her big round ears twitching to catch the early morning 
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sounds. In front of him lay a great lazy lion, his eyes half closed 

and his big white teeth winking in the moonlight when he 

yawned. On the branch above perched a single big bare

necked vulture. Largest of all, just behind the tree, the children 

could see the shape of a huge elephant, grey and silent, 

swaying from one foot to another and swishing its trunk from 

side to side. The little rat jumped up on Tulio's knee and he 

stroked it and smiled at the children. 

Somehow Anna, Jacobo and Angelina were not surprised or 

frightened by what they saw. Instead, their minds became quiet 

and peaceful. The blown leaves were still. 
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Tulia looked at his children and smiled. "A couple of days 

ago," he told them , "I had a bit of trouble with a land mine. So 

I had a chat with old Mr Sun and he has had a word with five of 

his friends. They will each give you presents to make sure that 

you do not have the same trouble. Then you can help tell others 

of our people how to avoid land mines." 

Jacobo tried to speak to his father and to thank him, but sleep 

stole his words from him and he could only listen as the rat 

spoke in a bright little voice. 

"I will make all three of you quick and sure," said the rat. 

"If you see anything that looks like a land mine, you will use my 

gifts. You will stop at once. You will not stumble. You will walk 

back, using exactly the same footmarks as you made when you 

walked forward. You will go back until you know you have 

reached a safe place. 

"And that is not all," said the rat. "I will make you wary. When 

you walk along a path or enter an empty building, you may 

sometimes get a feeling of fear, a feeling that something is not 

quite right. You will never say to yourself 'There is nothing to 

worry about '. Others may say 'You are worrying for no reason', 

or 'You are frightened too easily '. From now on, you will never 

listen to them. If something worries you, you will always stop 

and look and think. You will not pass anywhere until you feel the 

way is quite safe." 
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The vulture flew down from the tree and stood on the ground 

before the children. 

"I will make you sharp-sighted," said the vulture. "You will be 

able to see objects which might be mines from far away. You 

will be able to notice things which look like cans or pieces of 

metal which are not in the place where they should be. When 

the rainwater washes away the soil, or the wind shifts the sand, 

you will notice when new shapes poke out from the ground. 

When you pass along a path or walk round a fallen tree, you will 

notice any wires stretched just above the ground. You will see 

signs of digging in the earth, even when those who dug have 

tried to hide it, and you will turn back very carefully and tell 

others what you have seen." 

As the vulture flew back to its branch, the hunting dog walked 

forward and faced the children. 

"My gift to you is teamwork," she told them. "That is why my 

pack hunts so well. Every member knows what it has to do and 

trusts the others. From now on, you three children, and all the 

members of your community, will work together to share 

information about land mines and set up mine awareness clubs. 

Your teachers and village elders will invite the mine-clearance 

teams to come and speak to them, and together they will urge 

these teams to clear the fields and paths near the villages where 

land mines have been laid." 
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The lion opened its eyes, stretched its legs and walked over 

to the children. They felt no fear. Little Angelina even reached up 

and stroked the animal's great brown back. 

"I will give you courage," said the lion softly. "I do not mean 

the false courage which makes people walk through minefields 

or try to dig up mines on their own." The lion gave an angry 
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growl. "The people who do this are not brave. Poor fools! They 

put their own lives in danger and those of others. 

"No, you will have true courage. You will be brave because 

you will never do any of these dangerous things, because you 

will always be careful, even when others tell you that what you 

are doing is cowardly. You will go on telling the others the true 

facts about land mines, even if they laugh at you and make 

jokes about you. The truth is that every mine, every bomb, can 

kill, even after many, many years. Sooner or later they must be 

found and taken away by experts, and no more should ever be 

laid." 

The great grey elephant swayed forward from behind the tree, 

her big ears flapping. "And I will give you power," she trumpeted. 

"There may only be three of you children, but you have 

hundreds of millions of brothers and sisters all over the world. 

When you all speak, the world must listen. Speak out together 

against land mines, and when you grow up and have children of 

your own, make sure that your world is not a world which allows 

people to leave more death lying about beneath our feet. 

"Now we must leave you, for the Sun has given us other work 

to do and we have far to go. Come little rat, for we must travel 

together." And the elephant reached down with its trunk, picked 

up the little rat as gently as if it were lifting an egg, and set it 

down on its neck, just behind its great ears. 
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The friends moved out from the tree, each in a different 

direction. The children watched them go until they lost sight of 

each, the dog first, the vulture and the lion, and finally the 

elephant with the kangaroo rat disappeared behind the scrubby 

trees in the desert. 

Then each of the children went up to Tulia one by one and he 

gave them his blessing, and one by one as he did so, they woke 

up in their own beds. 

18 



Chapter 3 The Sergeant's son 

The land mine that killed Tulia had been buried in the sand three 

years before by soldiers fighting in a civil war. Both armies had 

left mines behind them to blow up their enemies. No-one had 

kept any maps of where they had left the mines. 

A few weeks after the mine that killed Tulia had been buried , 

the fighting ended. There was a peace meeting chaired by one 

of the world's most famous leaders. The two parties agreed to 

form a joint government , for some of the soldiers to go back to 

their camps and for others to go home. Most agreed, but some 

soldiers refused. They kept their guns, left the country and 

continued to make raids from over the border. They called 

themselves the Secret Army for Peace, and in the name of 

peace began to wage war on the government. As a result many 

innocent people died. 

But most soldiers were thankful to go home. One of these was 

the sergeant whose unit had laid the land mine which killed Tulia. 

The sergeant went home to his wife and family, and they went to 

live in the north of the country , near the town where his wife 
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came from. With the money he had saved, he opened a bakery 

and baked good bread. His children grew up and his eldest son, 

Angelo , went to school , where he learned to read quickly and 

well. His father was very proud of him. 

On the way home from school was a place where there had 

been a soldiers' camp. Here one of the armies used to train their 

new soldiers. The camp was empty now, for the soldiers had left 

hurriedly in the last days of the war. Few people visited it. 

People feared that there might be mines or grenades in there 

which the soldiers had left in the hurry of their going. 

Since Angelo was still only seven, his mother took him to 

school every day, and his father would usually come to bring 

him home, for the afternoon is an easy time for a baker to leave 

his work. 

There had been high winds one night, and the winds had 

blown some of the topsoil away from the land at one corner of 

the fence around the camp. There was an old path leading 

towards the fence , though no-one used it any more. By the 

sides of the path grew two great thorn trees. 

"Look daddy ," shouted Angelo. "There are some small round 

things lying on the ground. Maybe they are things the soldiers 

left behind. I'll go and look." 

His father's large hands suddenly shot out, lifted Angelo right 

off the ground and held him in the air facing him. Angelo knew 
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by his father's voice that he was very angry. "Are you deaf, 

son?" growled his father. "I've told you never to go near that 

camp. I'll tell you one more time, and if I catch you ... " 

He didn't finish the sentence. 

Angelo was not frightened; he knew that his father's bark was 

much worse than his bite. "Why can't I go?" he asked. 

"BECAUSE I SAY SO!" shouted his father, as if he was giving 

orders to a squad of soldiers. 

Angelo said nothing as they went back to the house, but in his 

mind he could still see those small round plastic things near the 

camp and kept wondering what they could be ... soldiers' 

buttons or badges, perhaps, or tins of sweets, or even parts of 

an old pistol? He imagined himself showing off what he had 

found to the other boys at school. 

The next morning his mother, who usually took him to school, 

did not feel very well and his auntie agreed to go. 

Auntie was old and fat, seriously fat. She walked slowly, like 

a hippopotamus, snorting as she walked. Angelo ran on ahead. 

He thought to himself, 'The beginning of the path is just over the 

top of the next hill. Auntie can't see over the hill. If I run ahead, 

I can go up and look at the THINGS and be back before Auntie 

gets to the top.' 

Angelo's father stepped out of the bakery for a moment. 

It was hot in there and he wanted to enjoy the cool breeze of 
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the morning before he went back to take out the next batch of 

bread. From where he was standing he could see in the 

distance Auntie waddling along and Angelo running out in front. 

He smiled to himself. Then suddenly he stopped smiling and 

started running as fast as he could, waving his arms and 

shouting . He had seen the turn that Angelo had taken. 

'God keep him safe,' he prayed to himself as he passed the 

old lady and came up to the top of the hill. As he did so, a great 

wave of relief swept over him. There was Angelo on his knees 

and only a few metres down the path. He looked again. The 

path was blocked! The trunks of the two great thorn trees that 

had grown on either side had been broken by a great force and 

dragged with all their branches to lie all thick and thorny across 

the path. Angelo 's father immediately recognised what had 

happened. 'An elephant has done this,' he said under his breath. 

'It is many years since we have seen one round these parts.' 

Angelo 's father opened his mouth to shout at his son, but just 

as he began to speak, Angelo called out, "Look, Daddy, just 

look ... and it talks too!" 

"Welcome, brother ... " said a small, high voice. Angelo's 

father looked down and saw, standing right at the centre of the 

largest branch, a kangaroo rat. 

" ... and about time too ," it went on. 

Angelo 's father thought to himself 'I was at a beer party two 
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days ago, but it did not go on all night. I felt perfectly well this 

morning. Besides, the boy can see the rat too.' He looked long 

and hard at the rat. 

"Good morning, brother," said the rat. "The things that your 

boy finds so interesting are anti-personnel mines. There are 

about ten more buried in the ground. If he stepped on one, any 

of them could kill your son. But why am I telling you this? You 

already know all about these mines. You used to tell your 

soldiers where to lay them. You never dug them up again. You 

just left them, brother." 
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An anti-p ersonnel pressure-operated blast mine is only 78 mm 
across, and should never be approached or touched. 

Angelo's father became angry, as people do when they are 

ashamed. "You are not my brother, little rat," he cried. "You are 

not like me." 

"But you act like me," replied the rat. "You move. You dig. 

You bury. You forget what you have buried. Last month a 

gazelle stepped into an old hole I had dug and broke her leg. 

The hyenas finished her off before dawn. Those holes you dug, 

those mines you left, have killed many people, even children 

like Angelo. You and I share blame for the deaths we have 

caused, and yours is greater than mine." 

Angelo's father started to shout at the little rat, but just then a 

large grey shape swayed out of the bushes. His shout died 

before it left his mouth as he looked up at the elephant in 

astonishment. 
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"I pulled up those thorn trees as a sign to mark the danger 

and so have saved the life of your son," the elephant trumpeted. 

"But you left no warning signs or maps to save the lives of other 

innocent people." 

Angelo's father looked down at the rat. He looked up at the 

elephant. He could not say anything. He thought 'I'll go and tell 

people where I laid the mines , and then no-one else will die,' but 

then he found that he could not remember where he had left 

them all. There had been so many days , so many places , so 

many land mines. Angelo 's father shivered in the sunlight. 

What to do when y ou see a suspe cted 
landmine/une xploded obje ct 

make a wa rning ma rk 
to show the position 
of th e mine 

STOP 

stay where you are 

remember a landmark 

shout for help 

retrace your steps 

te ll a responsible adult 

ta ke him/her to the location 
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He looked down at his son. Angelo was looking eagerly at the 

elephant. "But I want to help, elephant," he was crying. "I want 

to help stop these mines. Can I help?" 

"You certainly can, Angelo," said the elephant. "When you go 

to school, tell other children to be careful about where they walk. 

Tell them about the mines you saw and about what you have 

heard from the rat and me. Your teachers can teach the whole 

class what to look out for, and what to do if they see something 

that looks like a mine. It is not enough for them to say 'Don't go 

there.' They must tell the children why. They must tell the 

children that the mines will kill them." 

"Yes," said Angelo's father, "and I will go to the school too. 

I can help tell the teachers what to look for. I will warn the 

children that land mines are often very small and can be very 

difficult to see, and may lie for years hidden in the dust or 

grass." 



What Angelo's father told the teachers 

Some DO's and DON'Ts for all children at school 

DO: Make a sign to mark the position of a mine. 

Tell a responsible adult about the land mine. 

Walk backwards from a land mine, retracing 

your steps exactly. 

Stop when you see a land mine. 

Make a poster warning about the dangers of 

land mines . 

Remember landmarks to describe the position 

of the land mine. 

Shout for help. 

DON'T: Pick up strange objects. 

Run towards a land mine. 

Throw stones at a land mine. 

Dig up metal objects from the ground. 

Go into ruined buildings. 

Play in long grass. 

Run after a ball that has rolled into a marked 

danger area. 

Remember: Land mines con only be mode safe by 
mine-clearance experts. Children and other adults 
should NEVER try to explode them. 



Chapter 4 The Colonel's boy 

Nobody could say that the border town was a peaceful place to 

live in. Half the people who lived there were soldiers. From time 

to time, rebels from the Secret Army for Peace would cross the 

river which formed the boundary. They hoped to steal arms and 

equipment from the army camps set up to defend the border 

area. So there were curfews at night and sometimes the sound 

of gunfire. By day, army helicopters patrolled thu-thu-thu along 

the hills overlooking the river, and occasionally you could hear 

the sound of their machine guns and rockets as they fired at the 

Secret Army for Peace. 

Not a safe place, but Petro did not wish to live anywhere else. 

This place was exciting. Besides Petro was important. Sixteen 

years old and the son of the colonel in charge of the camp, 

other boys looked up to him. He could drive a jeep and often did 

so, even though he was too young to have a licence. "Soldiers 

don't need them," he would say. He could recognise the 

different sounds of gunfire. "That's semi-automatic fire," he 

would tell an admiring group of boys. "And that's an BB-calibre 
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mortar. Listen to those rockets." And he would name the make, 

even if he was not quite sure of it. Nobody knew enough to 

question him. 

He was also, in his own opinion, an expert on land mines. 

"I can recognise dangerous places," he would say. "I can just 

feel when something is not right ... call it a soldier 's sixth 

sense." The other boys, mostly younger ones, would look on 

with wide eyes, wishing that they were like him. He would take 

them to the edge of lands surrounded by broken fences and 

signs marked 'DANGER' where mines were still lying (and there 

were many of them round the town), and show his friends where 

he thought the mines had been laid. 

"Look there," he would say, as a piece of metal winked in the 

sunlight. "That's a butterfly mine. They are dropped from aircraft 

and are often brightly painted. When people pick them up to 

Butterfly mines are often found in pairs. 
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look at them, they explode. They are especially made to blow 

your arm or leg off." The other boys shivered. They all knew 

neighbours, and sometimes family members, who had lost arms 

and legs. 

Petro had never seen a butterfly mine, but his information was 

correct. Those who set mines know that people are curious. Too 

often curiosity brings death. Butterfly mines cannot be made 

safe and should never be picked up. 

"And would you go into the minefield?" one of the boys used 

to ask. 

"Well, I might," Petro would answer. "I know my way around, 

and besides, I have my lucky charm. I got it from a soldier who 

went right through the last war without a scratch. Believe me, it 

is the most precious thing I have." 

It was a good thing that no-one told Petra's father what he had 

just said. The Colonel was a very good soldier. During the last 

war he had helped the army win a famous victory. He always 

planned with great care. The mines he ordered his soldiers to 

lay (one of which later killed Tulio) protected his army well. He 

never put his soldiers in danger if he could help it. Petra's talk of 

'luck' would have made him very, very angry. 

If he had known the other things that Petro did, he would have 

also been very frightened. Soldiers, even colonels, are not paid 

large salaries, and Petra's father had a big bill to pay every year 



for school fees and uniforms for his own and his brother's 

children. So there was not much money around at home. 

Enough for food and books, but not too much left over for 

extras. Petro wanted those 'extras'. He wanted new jeans and 

shoes. He wanted a bigger sound system and lots of tapes. 

He wanted a new watch with an alarm on it. 

There was a dealer in the market who would always pay good 

prices for scrap metal. Army camps always have old bits of 

metal lying around, and Petro made friends with one of the 

soldiers who worked in the garages, a boy only two years older 

than himself. Together they would fill up the back of the jeep 

with scrap, drive it down at night and sell the scrap. One day 

they even took down an old shell, which they sold well. 

"It's quite safe," said the soldier. "There's no fuse in it." 

"Besides, I am wearing my lucky charm," joked Petro. 

They both laughed. 

Just outside the camp and just within the fence marked 

'DANGER', Petro knew that another big shell lay buried. He had 

seen a bit of the metal of its case when the earth which covered 

it had been washed away in a heavy rainstorm. He had not told 

anyone. Indeed, he had carefully covered up the worn part with 

earth again. He needed just a little more money to pay for his 

sound system, and his 'soldier's sixth sense' told him that this 

shell, too, had no fuse and was quite safe. 'I'll just go and have 



a closer look,' he said to himself, 'and if it looks OK, I'll dig it up 

and take it down to the market. It should fetch good money.' 

But when he told his friend, the soldier refused to go with him. 

"I could end up in the camp prison," he told Petro. 

"Suit yourself," said Petro. "I know what I'm doing. When I sell 

it, you'll see how much you lost. Besides, I've got my lucky 

charm." 

That night he took the jeep down to the fence and got out very 

quietly, carrying a shovel and a torch. He started to climb 

through a worn part of the fence and shone the torch towards 

where the shell was lying. As he did so, the light caught a row of 

red eyes in front of him reflected in the beam. He swung the 

torch to the left, more eyes; to the right, more still. A strong 

animal smell was all round him. He was surrounded by a ring of 

hunting dogs! He dropped his shovel and stood quite still, too 

frightened to move. 

Then something even more terrifying happened. From the 

centre of the ring one dog came forward and barked the single 

word "RUN!" and Petro found himself running as a hunted zebra 

runs, with the pack of dogs at his heels. Past the jeep he 

dashed, on up the hill towards the camp, the dogs coming closer 

and closer. They were all round his legs and tripped him up; he 

stumbled and, as he fell, the lead dog leapt upon him, bearing 

him down to the ground. A great CRRRUMP tore the air apart 

32 



round him, and bits of metal, stone and wire swished through 

the air above him. The shell had exploded. The fence he had 

climbed through had disappeared. What was left of the jeep 

burned fiercely ... but Petro was alive. 

At that moment all the fear and all the foolish lying and 

boasting left him. He turned towards the circle of dogs on the 

ground before him and thanked them. "What can I do to repay 

you for my life?" he asked . 

"You can teach other young people who look up to you to be 

wise and careful. You can spread the knowledge about mines 

through scouts and youth groups . You can bring your friends 

together to make posters, plays and puppet shows for older 
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people, and you can throw away THAT." Boss Dog pointed with 

her nose toward the lucky charm, then, with her pack behind 

her, trotted off away from the camp. 

'My sister, the pack leader,' said the Colonel to himself that 

evening after he had heard the story. 'She looks after her dogs 

as I look after my soldiers, but many other animals die in the 

hunt. We cannot stop defending our country, but at least we can 

try harder to save the lives of ordinary men, women and 

children from the death we have left lying around.' And the 

Colonel took a piece of paper and began to write. 

The Colonel's list 

Fewer risks 

• Destroy out-of-date explosives. 

• Use fewer mines. 

• Avoid laying anti-personnel 

mines which can kill innocent 

people. 

• Secure army stores against theft. 

• More de-mining programmes. 

Better information 

• More maps and better 

records of where mines 

are laid and have been laid. 

• Better training for soldiers. 

• Better signposting of 

dangerous areas. 

• More education for 

adults and in schools. 



Chapter 5 The arms maker's little girl 

Thomas Mortman was a good husband, a good father and a 

good employer. He was also a very rich man indeed. He was a 

director of a company in Europe which had many factories and 

employed nearly a thousand people in them. These factories 

were all part of something called the 'defence industry '. The 

defence industry sells guns, land mines and other war material 

to other countries, who use them to protect their borders and 

sometimes to fight wars in the name of freedom and justice. 

Three years ago one of these companies had produced the 

mine which killed Tulia. Now that same company was working to 

develop a new kind of mine. It was called a 'smart mine' and 

was designed to blow up after a certain time lying in the ground , 

so that it brought less danger to innocent people like Tulia. 

Mortman was very proud of developing this mine. "It shows our 

company cares about protecting innocent people," he would 

say. 

During the war three years ago, Thomas had many dealings 

with the politicians in Tulio's country. Now he was discussing a 
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new deal with the new government. "Why don't you come over 

to visit our country?" the new Minister of Defence asked 

Thomas. "We will arrange for you to come and see the animals 

in our game parks. You can bring the family." 

And so Thomas had flown out together with his wife and his 

daughter Julia, just four years old. They were taken to wonderful 

places: to forest camps where they could see elephants come 

silently to dig up salt in the evening, to plains where they saw 

great herds of zebra and watched the speed of hunting 

cheetahs, to rivers where hippos wallowed and snorted like 

great pigs and would come and graze beneath their windows at 

night. 

Now they were on their way back to the capital. They stopped 

the car at a grassy place near the road and Julia played near a 

great tree, collecting dry seed pods to take back to show her 

friends at home. Suddenly she started shouting to her father. 

"There's a big bird," she told him. "It won't let me get the other 

seeds. Tell it to go away." 

Thomas ran over to the tree. There on the lowest branch sat a 

great vulture, its wings stretched out. "Go away," shouted 

Thomas Mortman and stooped down to pick up a stone. 

"I wouldn't do that," said the vulture in Thomas's own 

language. Thomas was so frightened he could hardly speak. 

"There, you see Daddy," said Julia, as if talking birds were 
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quite common. "It speaks. It tells you not to do things. It told me 

not to go up that old path. That is why I called you." 

"Look at the path," said the vulture. "What do you see?" 

"Nothing much," said Thomas in a shaky voice. 

"Look again." 

"Well, just a spider's web with dew on it down near the 

ground." 

" And what is the web hanging from?" 

" Nothing that I can see." 
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"And have you ever found a spider which is able to hang its 

web straight across a path from nothing?" The vulture looked at 

Thomas with its hard yellow eyes. Thomas shook his head. 

"It is hanging from a very thin wire," said the bird. "The wire is 

painted green so that you cannot see it. One end of the wire is 

attached to a tree. The other end is attached to a mine, one of 

your mines. If your daughter had gone to pick up those seeds, 

that mine would have exploded and killed her. Think about that, 

brother." 
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"But the war ended three years ago," said Thomas, "and that 

path is not overgrown." 

"Animals use that path," said the vulture. "Rhinos use it. That 

mine was laid by poachers to kill them and the game wardens 

who protect them. When the rhinos die, the poachers take their 

horns and the hyenas and I take the rest. I am like you, brother. 

I make profit from death." 

"But where did they get the mine?" said Thomas. 

"Maybe they dug it up, maybe they bought it," said the bird. 

"Maybe the terrorists gave it to them. They are easy to come by, 

brother. You've made so many mines." 

"But now I'm making 'smart' mines," said Thomas. "You can't 

keep those and sell them." 

"I'll ask you two questions," said the vulture. "First. Are these 

mines smart enough to know the difference between a soldier 

and someone like your daughter?" 

He paused. Thomas said nothing. He knew that until the 

mines reach the end of their time, they are just as dangerous to 

men, women and children as any others. 

"Second. Are your mines always smart, or do some of them 

fail to explode when their time is up?" 

Thomas knew the answer to that. Only nine out of ten 'smart' 

mines destroy themselves. The remainder stay in the earth, 

more dangerous than other mines because people think that 
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the places where they are lying are now safe. 

So again he said nothing, but took up his daughter in his arms 

and slowly walked away as the great vulture launched itself 

from the tree. It flapped its wings three times, caught a rising 

current of hot air and soared up and up until it became just a 

speck in the sky above them. 

That night Thomas Mortman did not sleep well, nor the next 

night, nor the next. The great bird came to him in his dreams, 

and its words kept chasing each other round and round in his 

brain ' ... so many mines ... so many mines ... so many mines.' 

Thomas thought how near to death his daughter had come. 

Perhaps there was something he could do to save the lives of 

other innocent people. 

On his return to Europe he called together his factory 

managers and told them of his daughter's narrow escape. 

Gradually the work in his factories began to change. Thomas 

spent his money to install new machines in the factories. 

Instead of making mines, his factories began to produce goods 

which would help people to farm and grow food rather than cut 

short their lives. 



All wars have winners and losers. When the peace came, it was 

agreed that the two parties who had fought the war should share 

government between them. But gradually one party became 

stronger and the other weaker. In the end, the party which had 

been in power at the time of Tulio's death lost most of its 

support. Its leader resigned and moved to live in a house he had 

built in the country. It was a large and comfortable house. He 

had built it with money which had been given him as presents 

by some of the people his government had done business with 

during the war. 

The leader had many children, but this story is about his 

youngest daughter called Maya, who was twelve years old. 

Maya was a very active girl, always wanting to join the boys in 

their games and sports. She could run as fast as any of them 

and also played good footbalL So she was popular with the 

boys who lived nearby, and as time went on she began to be 

specially popular with one of her cousins , a thirteen-year-old 

boy called Paulo. 



Paulo tried his best to make her see how handsome and 

clever and manly he was. He invited her to watch him play 

football, he walked with her to school and carried her books. 

He even put on a clean shirt every day. His mother laughed. 

"At last we've found a way to keep him clean." 

One day as they were walking home from school, Paulo 

asked Maya, "What kind of boys do you admire?" 

Maya smiled at him and said, "Brave ones, like Sammy." 

She did not really mean what she said. She only said it to make 

Paulo jealous, and she didn't really care much for Sammy. But 

what she said nearly killed both Paulo and herself. 

Sammy was not brave, he was reckless. He would climb trees 

and rocks which were not safe to climb. He would ride his 

bicycle round corners without using his hands, but none of these 

really gave him the excitement he wanted ... that is, until he 

found out how to explode land mines. Sadly there were many 

land mines still about, and much of the land in the 

neighbourhood was empty and unformed because people had 

been told that it was mined, or because someone had been 

killed crossing it. The people used to call such places 

'minelands' and kept well away from them. 

Usually the mines stayed below the surface of the soil, but 

occasionally when the rain fell, the water running off the surface 

and into the gullies would uncover a mine. Twice Sammy had 
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been able to explode these small mines using a catapult and 

stones. Immediately after he fired, he would hide behind a tree 

to protect himself from the blast. Several people had told him 

that what he was doing was very dangerous, but this made 

Sammy want to do it even more. 

"You won't do it because you are frightened!" he would say, 

and the others had no way to answer him, because they were 

frightened. 

One day, just at the start of the rainy season, there was one 

of those storms which only comes once or twice in a year. The 

sky became dark as twilight. The thunder crashed as if the sky 

was making war on the earth below, and the rain came down so 

heavily that you could not see more than a foot before your 

face. And the waters began to rise: drains became streams, dry 

gullies became great rivers, and the rivers themselves turned 

into great savage beasts, smashing bridges, washing away 

roads and houses, and turning great areas of farmland into 

lakes. 

When the storm had passed over and the sun shone again, 

just before dusk, Sammy went out eagerly to the edge of one of 

the 'minelands'. There, as he had hoped, he could see that the 

water had washed away the sides of a gully, and sticking out of 

one of the banks he noticed the top of a strange object, like a 

container with a round top. Sammy felt sure it was a mine. 
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Though it was not like the others he had seen, he remembered 

seeing a picture like it in a book at school. So he went back and 

told the other boys what he had seen. "Tomorrow I am going to 

try to explode that mine," he boasted. "Is anyone brave enough 

to come with me?" 

There was silence. Then Paulo said quietly, "Yes, I'll come, 

and I'll hit it first," and Maya, who was sitting beside him, said 

"Count me in, I'm coming with Paulo." An excited buzz went 

round all the young people as they talked about what would 

happen before school on the next day. 

That night Maya's father, the former president, had a terrible 

dream. He dreamt that a great lion came to him out of the 

bushlands. It dragged him out of bed in his night clothes and 

carried him to the edge of a gully. Over the other side a strange 

metal object, half buried in the sand, gleamed in the moonlight. 

The lion set the former president down on the ground and 

stood over him. "My brother," it said. "Tomorrow the road of your 

life divides into two. Watch and you will see them both." 

As he lay on the ground looking over the river, the buried thing 

seemed to melt away. The waste ground turned green. There 

were fields with crops in them. Along a path through the fields 

he saw two young people walking towards him. They were 

laughing, and the young woman carried a baby on her back. He 

had never seen these people before, yet he felt that he knew 



and loved them. 

"Here is your daughter, Maya," said the lion, "and her 

husband Paulo. She is carrying your grandchild. The land mines 

that your army laid in the last war have been cleared. There 

have been good rains and the land is strong after its rest. 

The harvest will be good. That is the first road." 

There was a great noise, like the thunder which had come 

with the rain the day before. The fields and the people 

disappeared. Instead, Maya's father could see himself and his 
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wife dressed in black walking slowly past a great hole in the 

earth. People were digging wildly in the hole, and somehow he 

knew that they were looking for the bodies of their children. 

"Here is the second road," growled the lion. "What you see 

now is the hole made by the mines which killed your daughter 

and her friends and many others. There were two mines close to 

one another. You could see only one, but both blew up. The 

children tried to hide behind the trees, but the blast destroyed 

the trees and the metal which the mines threw up killed the 

children. Your soldiers laid those mines, brother." 

"But what can I do?" cried Maya's father. "How can I take the 

first road and not the second?" 

But the lion had disappeared. It was sunrise and Maya's 

father was in his bed, wide awake and covered in the sweat of 

fear. 'What a terrible dream', he told himself. 'Thank God it was 

not true.' 

Just then there was a loud banging on the door of his house. 

He looked out of the window. His guards were outside. 

"Are you safe, sir?" they called up. 

"Of course," he replied. "Why do you ask?" 

"It's these tracks, sir. Great paw marks in the earth under your 

window. Some large animal has been round during the night, 

though how it got over the fence we do not know." 

"Where is Maya?" shouted her father. 
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Nobody could find her in the house, but one of the gardeners 

said he thought he had seen someone running down the road a 

few minutes earlier. "I thought it must have been one of the 

village lads," he said. "I didn't pay much attention. " 

The former president ran down the road in his night things as 

fast as his fatness would let him. His guards were at his back. 

They found Maya and Paulo and Sammy at the edge of the 

gully, with six other children who had co.me to watch. They were 

just about to start firing stones at the mine. 
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"Let me have the first go. I'm sure I can hit it," Maya said to 

Sammy, with a sideways look at Paulo. Paulo looked sulky as 

she gave Sammy a big smile and held out her hand for his 

catapult. "After all," Maya continued, "girls are just as good 

shots as boys." 

She was just taking careful aim when Maya's father grabbed 

his daughter. He was too happy even to scold her. He just held 

her in his arms and wept. Then he turned to Paulo. "You'd better 

come home with us too," he said gently. "Then we will send you 

back to your parents." 

Later on, the officer in charge of the mine-clearance team 

came round to the house. "That mine the children were going to 

fire at is called a bounding mine. It is an old type, and very 

dangerous. When the mine is blown out of the ground, a buried 

anchor wire tightens to fire the detonator and makes the inner 

part of the mine explode in the air. It shoots bits of metal through 

the air that will kill everyone within a radius of 25 yards. 

"Worse still, it could have set off other even larger mines 

which we know are in the ground close by. It is a miracle that 

you found the children in time and that they are still alive." 

"But how can we stop this happening again?" asked Maya's 

father. 

"In the short term, we can spend more time telling people 



A bounding min e 

about mines," said the officer, "and we can make sure that boys 

like Sammy are punished for what they are doing." 

Maya had just come into the room with Paulo. They both 

looked very shame-faced. "I'm sorry for being so stupid and for 

encouraging Sammy," Maya said quietly to the mine-clearance 

officer. 

"Do you know what the best punishment would be for 

Sammy?" the mine-clearance officer asked the young people. 

They shook their heads. 

"People like Sammy do the things they do to show off to 

others," said the officer. "Yesterday you called him 'brave '. 

Today try 'killer' instead." 
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"And there is something else we can do," said Maya quietly. 

"Because our parents are well known, we have a special 

responsibility. We can try to help young people like ourselves 

think deeply about our own behaviour, about how the world we 

are growing up into can be made safer, and about how some of 

the money which is now spent on arms and armies could be 

used to make people's lives better and happier." 

Costs and alternatives 

• Fifty anti-personnel 
mines cost $400. 

• An air-to-air missile 
costs $600,000. 

• A tank costs $3,000,000. 

• An attack helicopter costs 
$6,000,000. 

• A MiG fighter costs 
$25,000,000. 

• A F-22 supersonic fighter 
costs $150,000,000. 

• Five primary 
schoolchildren' s 
books cost $200. 

• A new primary school 
costs $100,000. 

• Ten doctors salaries for 
a year cost $200,000. 

• Immunising a million 
people costs $1,000,000. 

• A rural hospital costs 
$2,000,000. 

• A hydro-electric plant to 
light 5,000,000 
households costs 
$10,000,000. 



But the mine-clearance officer had not yet finished speaking. 

What he had seen had made him angry, so angry that he forgot 

the good manners he was expected to show to the former 

president. 

"And you, sir," he said, turning to Maya's father, "your armies 

left these mines. Your government spent the country's money 

buying them. The present government is following your lead. 

You are in the national assembly. Speak out against this trade in 

death. Persuade your fellow politicians to ask for money to clear 

up mines instead of money to buy more. Tell the politicians that 

they can recover the costs by selling the expertise and services 

of trained mine-clearance teams to other countries who have 

had wars and need to clear mines from their land. 

"The president of the country which organised your peace 

conference is coming next month on a state visit. Speak to him. 

He is also to blame. His country made and sold those mines." 

Maya's father did not lose his temper. He just nodded slowly. 

The mine-clearance officer saluted and left. Maya's father sat 

without moving for a long time thinking of what he might do. 
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Chapter 7 The five friends return 

They met again at the dam: the elephant, the lion, the vulture, 

the hunting dog and the little kangaroo rat, the five friends of the 

Sun. Each had done what Mr Sun had asked of them. Each in 

their own way realised there was far, far more to do. 

"The elephant and I have saved the life of one child," said the 

rat, "and opened the eyes of one soldier. We have shown them 

how they can spread messages about mines to other children 

through schools. But millions of anti-personnel mines still lie 

buried, and millions more are still being made. How many more 

children must die?" 

"My pack and I have saved one greedy, foolish boy ," said the 

hunting dog, "and I have made his father think again, but when 

will people stop taking foolish risks with death?" 

"I have saved the life of a very young child and turned the 

eyes of one maker of land mines in on himself," said the vulture. 

"But how many of those who make mines care about the death 

they are spreading? How can we stop governments buying and 

selling mines, and factories making them?" 
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"I have taught two young people that taking risks with mines is 

often close to murder," said the lion, "and I have made one 

politician realise that money spent on mines could be spent on 

many other things, and that governments must act and ask for 

help from richer countries to clear away the mines and bombs 

that are so dangerous. But who is to find the money to do these 

things?" 
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"I can travel far," said the elephant, "but even my long legs 

cannot take me beyond the borders of my own country. I know 

that this problem is a world problem. All the nations of the world 

need to ban these mines. Many of them have met and said that 

they will do so, but there are still some who have not yet 

agreed. There are many greedy men who want to make money 

from selling mines even though governments forbid it. How can 

we stop these traders in death?" 

The Sun took his hat off and shone down lazily on them. 

"You must have hope," said Mr Sun. "Every life we save, 

every person we change, counts. We shall not end this killing 

today or tomorrow, but every year we can help it to become 

less. Every year let us hope that more and more children will 

give the children they know the same gifts which you gave to 

Anna and Angelina and Jacobo. These gifts will help those 

children to save themselves and others. And let us hope that 

these same children grow up sure that they will never be 

involved in bringing death to innocent people like Tulio, and 

that they will never choose leaders who would do so. 

"I have time," said Mr Sun. "I will wait." 
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Activities 

1 Tulio and Mr Sun 

a) Tulia stepped on a mine that killed him. Draw a map of his 

farm to include the desert, the dam, the field where Tulia 

was working, the rocks beside the mine that Tulia stepped 

on and the path to Tulio's farm. Where would you put mine 

warning signs on your map? 

b) Draw a poster to warn Tulio's neighbours of the dangers of 

land mines in the area. 

c) Make a list of how the Sun helps animals and people. 

2 Three children, five friends 

a) Match up the animals and their gifts to the children: 

Kangaroo rat - courage to tell others the truth, even if they 

do not want to listen. 

Lion 

Elephant 

- sure-footed and wary so as to walk and 

play safely in areas that may have been 

mined. 

- trust in others and ability to work in a team 

to teach others about the dangers of land 

mines. 
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Vulture - power to influence governments by 

speaking out against land mines. 

Hunting dog - sharp sighted so as to see signs where 

mines may have been laid. 

b) Hold a discussion on who of the following were responsible 

for Tulio's death and if they were to blame. 

i) the soldiers who laid the mine. 

ii) the army commander who ordered the soldiers to lay 

the mine and did not keep a map of the minefields. 

iii) the political leaders who used the people's taxes to buy 

the mines for the use of the army. 

iv) the owners of the factories which made the mines. 

v) the rebel army who laid mines because they were 

fighting for freedom and justice. 

3 The Sergeant's son 

a) Tell the story of the Sergeant's son as if you were Angelo. 

Remember to include how you first saw the mine, why your 

father was angry, who and what stopped you running along 

the path to the mine, and what your father said and did. 

b) Anti-personnel mines are often buried under the soil and 

can remain active for years after they have been laid. What 

would you do if ,.JJOU saw a suspicious object and thought it 

might be a mine? 



c) Make a clay model or draw a picture of the scene 

described on page 22 where the Sergeant sees Angelo 

running towards danger . . Remember to include Auntie, the 

broken trees, the baker's shop, Angelo's home and the 

school. 

4 The Colonel's boy 

a) Petro thought he was an expert on mines. Which of these 

statements are true and which are false? 

• a butterfly mine will explode if you pick it up. 

• a lucky charm will protect you from exploding mines. 

• your sixth sense will always tell you of danger. 

• some mines are disguised as coke tins or cigarette 

packets. 

• you can spread knowledge about mines through posters 

and schools. 

• it is easy and quite safe to defuse a land mine. 

• you should never try to dig up a mine. · 

• you should always tell someone if you see a suspicious 

object. 

• selling mines for scrap metal is quite safe. 

• buried land mines can be uncovered after storms and 

high winds. 



• land mines can only set off by trip wires. 

• the blast from one mine can often set off another. 

b) Look at the Colonel's list on page 34. What sort of list 

would Pedro write after his rescue by the hunting dogs? 

5 The arms dealer's little girl 

a) The arms dealer made many different kinds of mines. 

Make a list of the mines that are mentioned in this book, 

draw a picture of each one and write beside each one the 

danger signs to watch out for. 

b) Make up a role play for each of the following situations: 

i) you saw a land mine beside the path to school that had 

been uncovered by heavy rain. 

ii) you saw an unknown object in the playground glinting in 

the sun. 

iii) you saw some boys throwing stones at a mine to make 

it explode. 

6 The politician's daughter 

a) Make up a play about Maya , Paulo and Sammy and how 

they behaved in the book, including how they were 

stopped by Maya's father and the mine-clearance officer. 

Now make up another play with the same characters to 

show how they should have behaved. 



b) What choice did the lion give Maya's father in his dream? 

What did the mine-clearance officer, Maya and her father 

do at the end of the story? 

Further activities 

a) Find out how to contact your local mine-clearance officer. 

Perhaps your teacher could invite the officer into your 

school to talk about the dangers of land mines and how you 

can help warn people about these dangers. 

b) Memory game. Write out the list of DO's and DON'Ts on 

page 26 onto cards. You need two cards for each DO and 

each DON'T. Shuffle the cards and lay them out face down 

on a table or flat space. Players take it in turns to turn over 

two cards. If the cards match, the player picks them up and 

can have another go, turning over two more cards. 

If a player cannot match the cards, they turn them face 

down again and it is then the turn of the next player. The 

players must try to remember the position of the cards that 

have been turned over so as to match up the messages. 

Play continues until all the cards have been matched. The 
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player with the highest number of pairs at the end of the 

game is the winner. 

c) Using the list of DO's and DON'Ts, make a board game 

such as snakes and ladders. Play it with other children in 

your school or community and see whether they have 

remembered the messages about the dangers of mines. 

d) Write a class story telling some of the ways in which Tulio's 

children were able to use the gifts that the five friends gave 

them. The class divides into groups and each group takes 

one child and tells their story, dividing it up into parts. At the 

end, the whole story can be copied out and kept in a folder 

for other children to read. 

e) Look at the list below and decide which of these activities 

could be done by younger children under the age of 7, 

which by 7-13 year olds, and which by children aged 

13-18. 

• spread the knowledge about mines through scout and 

youth groups. 

• design a mine awareness test to lead to a special badge. 

• make up a play about one of the stories to perform to the 

school or community. Act in the play, being sure to bring 

out the final message clearly. 

• write a song about the dangers of mines. 

• practise walking backwards along a line. 



• tell others about strange and unfamiliar objects you have 

seen. 

• write a poem with the title "Who is to blame?" 

• make up three signs to show a dangerous place where a 

mine may have been laid. 

• write a letter to a local politician suggesting things that 

could be done to make your local area safer. 

• tell other children that it is not brave to throw stones at 

mines. 

• help children who have been injured by mines. 

• give clear directions about where to find something. 

• make a poster warning other people of the danger of 

mines. 
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Child-to-Child Readers 

When Tulio the farmer steps on a landmine, there is no one to see but the Sun. The Sun 
calls his friends who come to drink that evening at the dam where Tulio died: the tiny 
kangaroo rat, the hunting dog and her pack, the high-soaring vulture, the lazy lion and the 
great grey elephant. 

This is the story of how the five friends of the Sun helped Tulio's children learn how to 
survive in a land where mines lie buried; how they spread the messages about the 
dangers of mines and the responsibility shared by all those who use them, and how tt,ey 
demonstrate the power of children to safeguard others, raise mine awareness and lead 
us towards a future free from the fear of landmines. 

This story is designed as a reader for use in the Language or Social Studies curriculum. 
Simply told, it combines a set of exciting stories with a wealth of carefully researched 
information on landmine awareness and protection. It is suitable for children in tower 
secondary schools as well as for teachers and adult groups. 

This reader has been specially prepared by the Child-to-Child Trust as a speokil oc:kfitiott · 
to their wi ly used Primary Health Readers. Child-to-Child has for tong identified tht · 
issue of children and landmines as one of its priorities and dedicates this b60k to the 
hundreds of concerned people world-wide who hove lost their lives or limbs In trying to 
make their communities safer places for children to grow and study in. 

Other books in the series: 

Level1 
The Market Dentist 

and other stories 
Uncle George Feeds 

his Baby 
Dirty Water 
Accidents 
Not Just a Cold 

Level2 
Can Betsy Stay at School 
Two Girls and Their Dreams 
Diseases Defeated 
I Can Do It Too 
Teaching Thomas 
A Simple Cure 
Down with Fever 
Flies 

Level3 
The Poth of Peace 
To Have a Son Like You 
Who Killed Don.ny? 
The Cholera Crisis 
Freda Doesn~ Get Pregnant 
Deadly Habits 

ISBN 0-582-33734-8 
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