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What is Child-to-Child? 

Child-to-Child is an international programme which teaches and encourages 
children of school age to concern themselves with the health and welfare of 
other children, their families and their communities. 

Each of the stories in this series of readers is based on the Child-to-Child 
concept of children helping others . 

It is hoped that children will read these stories to their younger brothers 
and sisters, thus giving practical expression to the Child-to-Child idea. 
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Introduction 

This is a story about three children who attend the same school 

in a town called Dorado, somewhere in Africa. Their parents are 

farmers , and their real home is thirty kilometres away from the 

town. There is no secondary school nearby, and that is why 

they have to live away from home. Peter, the oldest, is nearly 

sixteen. Freda and Paula are twins. They are thirteen and a 

half, but Freda likes to tell other people she is older. Freda does 

very well at school and is in a higher class than her sister, 

although they are the same age, but Paula has always been 

more sensible and practical. 

The three children stay with their Uncle Bill and his wife 

Patience. Uncle Bill has a good job - something to do with 

selling spare parts for cars - and he and Auntie Patience seem 

to have no problems , either in getting enough money , or in 

spending it. 

The three children see very little of their aunt and uncle. 

Peter nicknamed them 'the Boeings' because - like 

aeroplanes - they are always zooming off somewhere. 

Patience Boeing zooms off to meet friends and buy clothes ; Bill 
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Boeing to make deals and drink beer. They regularly land in the 

evening, and it is the two girls who prepare, serve and wash up 

after each meal. Peter helps chop firewood and runs errands for 

his aunt and uncle. Before going out in the morning, Patience 

Boeing usually comes up with a list of orders for the day. These 

are mixed in with complaints about what the children have done 

(or not done) the day before. 

"I don't think they would notice if I grew two heads," said 

Paula sadly once, "so long as their food was on time." 

"Don't complain," said Peter. "We eat the food too, they pay 

our fees, and our roof doesn't leak any more." 

The children live in a room behind the main house. It has very 

small windows with bars on them (at one time it had been a 

storeroom), but there is room for three beds and the children's 

boxes. Each has a key and they can come and go as they like. 

The Boeings never seem to care much what they do, but Peter 

is strict with his sisters. They have to be back by six to do their 

homework and the housework in the main house, where there 

is electric light, and they have to be in bed as soon as the 

washing-up is finished after dinner. 

And now the children have been introduced, let us leave it 

to them and to one of their friends to tell us how Freda did NOT 

get pregnant. Paula begins the story ... 
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Chapter 1 Living with the Boeings 
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I was really getting fed up with Freda. 

For three weeks she left me - reliable 

sister Paula - to do all the work 

around the house. Even when she was 

there, she didn't seem to be in the 

same world as the rest of us. On the 
-; -{ .~ ";.~ 
1 _,,,,_ '\ ?-,rN1~" >"" days when Peter came home late after - cf .,,_,Xt " 

' (,' " '-J..); l J ' ~: 

('-:;;( his football match, Freda came back late 
'I" ' c. 

too, arriving only five minutes before Peter ... 

When she told me not to tell Peter about her lateness, I 

realised the truth - there must be another boy she was chasing 

after! Freda seemed to have a new boyfriend every couple of 

months. 

One evening, just before Peter came home, Freda and I 

were alone in the house preparing the vegetables. She turned 

to me. "Paula," she whispered, "there is something I must tell 

you, but you must promise not to tell our parents, or Auntie 

Patience ... or anyone." 

"I promise," I replied. "I won't breathe a word to our parents 

or to Auntie Patience." Just to be on the safe side, I left out the 
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words 'or anyone', and I was very glad I had after I had heard 

what Freda wanted to tell me. But Freda never noticed; she was 

far too keen to spill out her news. Out it poured like a pot boiling 

over. 

"I am in love, Paula," she told me, speaking very fast and 

low. "Truly in love. This is the real thing. This is forever. This is 

not just some schoolboy. This is a real man, with a wonderful 

job, and money and good looks. When he touches me, I 

tremble. When I see him standing up there behind the 

microphone, I feel as if my heart would burst for pleasure. He's 

so wonderful, and he says he loves me too. He says my kisses 

are like wine, and my eyes like the stars at night. He says he 

will make the earth move for me. Doesn't that sound romantic?" 

I wasn't really sure why anyone would want the earth to 

move. I liked it better just the way it was. I didn't know what 

wine tasted like, or why anyone's eyes should look like stars, 

but I had heard Freda talk like this before. I think she got it from 

a magazine called True Romances, which she kept at the 

bottom of her box. But this time something was different. She 

spoke as if she really meant what she said. Then there was that 

word 'microphone'. The only person I could think of at first who 

used microphones was our headmaster. The school used to 

hire a microphone every speech day. Surely it couldn't be the 

headmaster? He was sixty years old and looked like a frog. 
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Nobody, not even my sister, could describe him as handsome. 

Then I had a terrible thought: what if it is V.G.? "Please," I told 

myself, "don't let it be V.G." 

Let me tell you about V.G. He's a tall, thin fellow, about 

twenty. I suppose you could call him handsome - if you like the 

kind of boy who goes around looking pleased with himself the 

whole time, who spends most of his money on new clothes, 

and the rest on getting his hair styled and on stuff from the 

chemist to make him smell better. 
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V.G. wears the tightest of jeans and a collection of shirts 

that include colours that the rainbow never thought of. I've 

heard that he dropped out of school because he had failed his 

exams, but that is not the story he tells. According to him, 

school had very little left to teach him, particularly about making 

money. He calls himself 'an entertainer'. According to him, 

'entertainers' are artists and very special people. In fact, V.G. 

cannot play any instrument or sing a single note. But his father, 

who owns a radio shop, has bought him a sound system. So 

V.G. organises discos and copies the disc jockeys he hears on 

the radio. 
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As you can gather, I don't like V.G. and I don't trust him. I 

turned to Freda. 

"It isn't V.G., is it?" I asked. 

"You've guessed already," cried Freda. "So you can 

understand how lucky I am. Out of all the girls who come to the 

disco, all the older girls, all the popular girls ... he chose me. 

Can you imagine why?" 

Just then the door opened and our brother, Peter, came in. 

Freda shot me a glance which said, "Don't ever tell him." I didn't 

say anything, not then at any rate, and I could see that Freda 

was relieved. What she did not know was that I went straight to 

Peter later that evening and told him what I had learnt. 

hen Paula came to me and told 

me about Freda, I was really 

worried. That V. G. is really bad news. He's 

not just nasty; he's dangerous, particularly 

to girls like my sister. "Peter," Paula asked 

me, "what did V. G. mean by 'making the 

earth move'?" He wanted to have sex with 

her ... that's what he meant. And you can 

forget all this rubbish about stars and wine and 
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choosing her from among all the other girls. He chose her 

because she was young enough to be taken in by all that half

cooked talk, and because she hadn't had any other boys and 

so would not have caught any diseases. That is all V.G. 

wanted, an 'easy lay' and a 'safe lay'; I'm using his own words. 

That stuff about 'love' and 'forever' meant nothing. In V.G.'s 

language, 'love' means having sex for half an hour, and 'forever' 

means having it as many times as possible a week. After a 

week (or two, at the longest), he would leave the girl and by 

then, as likely as not, she would be pregnant. 

I wasn't just making this up because I did not like him. I had 

heard at least two stories about him which I believed, and so 

did most of my friends. 

First there was the story about Grace. Grace took up with 

V.G. when she was just a bit older than Freda. That was during 

the middle of the first term. She didn't come back for the 

second. In fact, she never came back to school at all. We heard 

later that she had been pregnant and lost the baby. We never 

heard how. We have also heard that she hasn't been well since 

then - not just in her body, but in her head. Of course, Grace 

wasn't like my sister. She wasn't what you would call a 'good 

girl', and they say that V.G. wasn't the only man she had slept 

with, but we always thought of him as the 'prime suspect', as 

they say in the papers. 
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Then there was Alice, a really nice girl in my class. Her 

father is a sergeant in the army. He coaches the boxing team, I 

believe. I was really fond of Alice and went out with her for a 

few months last year. She was very attractive , and I admit that I 

would have liked to have had sex with her. But we talked about 

it, and in the end we decided not to go that far. Later we drifted 

apart and she took up with one of my friends, but one day they 

had a terrible quarrel and she walked away from him. 

V.G. was waiting around for any easy pickings. He told her 

the things she wanted to hear, and spent money on her. It took 

Alice a few days before she realised what sort of a person he 

was. So she left V.G., but by then it was too late. She 

discovered that she was pregnant; the school found out and 

sent her home. We heard she had the baby there. 

I wondered whether I should speak to Freda myself. But 

who listens to advice from a big brother? In the end, I thought 

that I would try to get Paula to talk to her. Freda really loves 

her. So next day I had a long talk with my sister. 
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Chapter 2 Twin talk 
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hen Peter talked with me I 

wasn't very happy. How could I 

tell my twin sister what to do and how 

to behave? Even if she listened to 

me, what could I tell her that she did 

not know already? But then I thought 

about what Peter had said; I just knew 

he was right. If he told Freda not to do 

something, she would just run off and do 

it - to show that she was old enough to make up her own mind, 

and didn't need any brother to tell her anything. 

c., 
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One thing was very helpful. We had a very good Biology 

teacher, Mrs Akomo. She always gave us special lessons in the 

first year about growing up, and about sex and the diseases 

you can catch, and all those sorts of things. You would think 

everyone in lessons like that would play about and tease each 

other (especially since there were boys and girls in the same 

class), but somehow this didn't happen much in Mrs Akomo's 

classes. What she said was really interesting. 
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She always answered everyone's questions, either in class 

or, if we wished, privately afterwards. She had good diagrams 

and models to show the difficult bits, like how eggs get fertilised 

and how babies grow and get born. One model she had I really 

remember. It was of a girl's pelvis. 

"Your body just isn't ready to have babies when you are 

under sixteen," she would tell us. "It isn't fair on yourselves, it 

isn't fair on your parents, who have scrimped and saved to 

send you here, and above all, it isn't fair on the baby." No long-
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winded sermons about 'good morals' and 'good behaviour' ... 

just facts, just talking to us and answering our questions as if 

we were grown up already. That was what we all liked about 

Mrs Akomo. 

In the end I managed to raise the subject with my sister. 

"Paula," I said, "the other girls have told me things about V.G." 

"I never listen to them," said Freda. "They are just jealous." 

Then she was silent. After a few moments she asked, "What did 

they say?" 

'-------------- ---- -
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"They say he's had lots of other girls ... " I began. 

"Of course he has," interrupted Freda. "They all run after 

him." 

" ... And he's left them all," I continued. 

"But it is different with me. He has promised never to leave 

me," said Freda proudly. 

I didn't say anything immediately, but Freda must have 

seen from my face what I was thinking. 

"What do you think he promised the others?" I asked. 

"Anyway," she said rather loudly, "the others weren't 

serious." 

"I've heard that some were," I replied, "and I've heard that 

some others were prostitutes." 

Freda didn't like that last remark. She walked towards the 

door, throwing her head back. But she knew it was true. 

Nobody who had seen some of the girls who came to the 

discos could possibly doubt that. 

"Well, maybe one or two of them were," she admitted in an 

unhappy voice, "but V.G. is a man of the world." 

"Don't men of the world sometimes get AIDS?" I said 

quietly. 

After that remark, I was quite sure that Freda would get 

really angry and walk out. But just the opposite happened. She 

sat down on the bed beside me and burst into tears. 
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"I don't know, Paula," she cried. "I really don't know. I've told 

him that I am not ready to have sex with him yet, but he says 

that's old-fashioned. He says that all the other girls are doing it. 

He says there is no risk. He says that when a beautiful girl like 

me has sex, it makes her look even more beautiful. Paula, what 

can I do?" 

"You can tell him 'no' ," I said. "That's what you can do. It's 

your body not his." And that's when I tried to remind her all 

about what might happen if she got pregnant - all the things we 

had both heard from Mrs Akomo. I hoped it did not sound too 

much like another lesson, but she must have heard from my 

voice that I was really worried. 

"Freda," I pleaded with her. "Give him up. Don't risk your 

health and your studies. In a few years there will be other 

wonderful boys who really do love you. Don't listen to V.G. He 

doesn't really care for any girl. He's just too selfish." 

Well, it seemed for a few days that our Freda was back to 

normal. She talked to us in the evening, she laughed and 

chatted with her friends , she always finished her homework and 

began to get good marks again - all things that she had not 

done for the last two months. But then, gradually, she changed 

again. She began to be hard to find after school ended, and 

would come back late, wearing an unhappy, half-awake look. 

"I know she is seeing him again," said Peter. "She's even 

beginning to talk like him." 
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I knew he was right, and it was not very long before I knew 

the truth. One afternoon we walked back together after school, 

and as we walked, Freda 'boiled over' again. 

"Paula," she said, "you are the only one I can trust." 

"Sister," I thought to myself, "I hope you never find out that 

every word you say is passed on to Peter." 

"I've been seeing V.G. again, and he's just wonderful!" 

"Stale news; we know it already. And he's not 'just 

wonderful'; he's a selfish monkey," I thought. 

"He says I must prove that I love him. He says he is hungry 

for my love. He says we must not fight against nature. We were 

born for each other ... that's what he says." 

"And if you believe that, you will believe anything," I 

thought. 

I turned to Paula. "Don't you remember what we talked 

about? You agreed that he might be tricking you. You agreed 

that it was dangerous. You agreed to wait." 

Freda did not turn to look at me; she spoke to the air in 

front of her. "I've discussed it all with V.G. I've told him I'll give 

him my answer next Saturday at the Youth Action Group's 

disco. And as for its being dangerous, V.G. and I know what we 

are doing. We're not living in the last century you know ... 

condoms have been invented now, in case you didn't know." 

Freda giggled at the joke she had made. I didn't; I didn't say 

anything. I went to tell my brother. 
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Chapter 3 Peter's friend 

hen Paula told me what Freda 

had said to her, I knew we would 

have to do something quickly. What could 

I do? Paula could not convince her sister, 

and she certainly would not listen to me. It 

was absolutely no use talking to V.G. He 

would just laugh at me. If I told the school, 

they would only tell the Boeings, who 

might well then send Freda home. I had to 

have someone to talk to. 

I went to see my friend Jackson. He's often in trouble 

because he's a real joker, but there is no real harm in him. He 

makes us all laugh, and he is very popular. He is also the best 

striker in the school football team. 

Jackson listened carefully to me. "That V.G. has to be 

stopped," he said. "It's not just your silly sister that needs help. 

He'll chase anything under fifteen." 

As usual, Jackson had to show me what he meant in 

actions as well as words. He became V.G. - he stood like V.G., 
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he walked like V.G. You could almost smell the grease on his 

hair and the skin-whitening cream V.G. always smeared over 

himself. 
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'V.G.' was talking to someone. Jackson stepped round to 

the other side of the table, and there he became a shy, giggling 

schoolgirl. He crossed his arms over his chest and ran his 

hands up and down his forearms. I could just see V.G. giving 

the girl a tender caress. I laughed and Jackson (now himself 

again) joined in. But I wasn't laughing inside. 

"We'll have to show him up to everyone," said Jackson. 

"We'll make it so that he will never show his face round this 

town again." 

"But we'll have to do it before the disco next Saturday," I 

said, and I told him why. 

"We'll do it at the disco," said Jackson. "Believe me, he'll 

wish he'd never been born before we are through with him. I'll 

tell you exactly what we will do after I've talked with one or two 

of my friends in the football team. In the meantime, I want you 

to tell me all you know about these two girls you think he made 

pregnant." 

So I told him about Alice and Grace. 

"Peter," said Jackson, "you must go and find those girls. 

Everyone likes you. Get them to tell you their stories. Find out 

what happened. Tell them what we are going to do." 

"But what are we going to do?" I asked. 

When Jackson told me, I thought to myself, "If this works, 

Jackson is quite right. We will never see V.G. again." 
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M y friend Kofi has a tape 

recorder. His father gave it to 

him when he came top of the class in 

his exams last year. We don't use the 

recorder too much; the batteries and 

the tapes are expensive, but it was 

always there to use on big occasions. 

What occasion could be bigger than this 

one? So I asked him if I could borrow it. 

"Sure, Jackson ," he said, "anytime you like." So I went with him 

to collect the recorder and took it home. Then I went off to find 

V.G. at his father's shop. 

"V.G." I told him, "I need your help. I need your advice. Can 

I take you out and buy you a beer?" 

Now, you may well ask, why should a sixteen-year-old 

(particularly a striker in a football team) be drinking beer in 

bars? I would reply that when an agent is under cover, he has 

to sacrifice himself to obtain the information he needs. 

So after V.G.'s shop had closed, I took him to a bar - one 

where my father doesn't drink, because I didn't want him to see 

me - and I sacrificed myself with a large lager. V.G. also called 

for a vodka , which he emptied into his beer. 

"All entertainers drink like this," he told me. 

Once V.G. had taken a sip of his drink, I spoke to him very 

humbly , like a man in the presence of a prophet. "V.G." I said, "I 
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really admire the way you act as D.J. at the discos. Do you 

think there is any chance, any chance at all, that you could 

teach me to help you?" 

V.G. looked at me as if I was something very small and very 

unimportant. "Jackson," he said. "You're keen, I can see, but 

you are just too young to be an entertainer. You've got to LIVE, 

boy. You've got to have experience. Come back when you are 

older. Come back next year." 

He got up to go, but I put my hand on his arm. "Please, 

V.G." I said, even more humbly. "Please let me help you. I'll do 

anything. I'll carry your sound equipment. I'll put up posters. I'll 

take messages. I'll let you have my room to 'rest' in, on my 

bed." When I said 'rest' and 'bed', I paused a bit and winked 

slowly at V.G. in a knowing way. 

Now V.G. knows, and so does everyone else, that I live with 

my grandmother near the hall where they hold the Youth Action 

Group discos ... and that I have my own room behind the 

house ... and that my grandmother, who is rather deaf, goes to 

bed very early. 

So at the words 'rest' and 'bed', V.G. began to look 

interested. You could almost see the wheels turning in his mind, 

like the wheels of the fruit machine in the corner of the bar. 

ROOM (one bell) ... BED (two bells) ... GIRL (three bells) ... 

JACKPOT! 
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He turned towards me and said rather slowly, "Why don't 

we go and see that room of yours?" 

"Of course," I said. "I would be honoured." (I wondered if I 

was overdoing the 'humble boy' act, but, no - V.G. could take 

any amount of it.) He smiled and nodded his head. 

"Just give me half an hour," I told him. "I will tidy the room 

and go and get us some drinks." 

I ran home and removed the tape recorder from my box. I 

put it on a shelf above the one chair in the room, with the 

microphone at the level of the head of whoever might be sitting 

on that chair. I covered it with some half-finished homework and 

dived back under the bed. I removed all my hidden savings. It 

was money I had been collecting to buy a really good 

dictionary, but the dictionary would have to wait. Off I ran to the 

bar and invested the money in six bottles of beer and a small 

flask of vodka. I put them all on the table, straightened up the 

bed and locked the door. The trap for the 'entertainer' was set 

up, but would he come? 

I need not have worried. Within ten minutes the doorbell 

rang. I shouted, "Coming," and unlocked the door (not forgetting 

to switch on the tape recorder first). 

"Sit down on the chair, V.G.; I'll sit on the bed." I paused 

again on the word 'bed'. "Have some beer. Have some vodka in 

it." I poured in not more than half the flask. "Relax ... and 

thank you so much for coming." 
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I sacrificed myself to another beer and leaned close to V.G. 

"V.G." I said softly. "It isn't just as a disc jockey that I admire 

you. What I find wonderful is the way you get all the girls 

around you, like flying ants round a streetlamp. How do you do 

it? What do you say to them? I do wish you would tell me." 

V.G. seemed to like that question. He sat quietly for a bit 

with a smile on his face, looking at the ceiling. It was as if he 

were counting in his mind all the girls he'd had. At last he 

spoke, slowly and gravely like someone who has great wisdom 

to pass on. 

"I'll tell you what. The more you care for a girl, the more 

trouble she gives you. That's what I've learnt. Love them and 

leave them. Spread yourself around. Don't get hooked." 

"But that's not what the girls want," I said. 

"Sure, it's not what they want," laughed V.G. "So you have 

to tell them something else, like how you'll love them forever 

and won't ever leave them, and all that nonsense." 

"But do they really believe you?" I asked. 

"Sure, especially the young ones." V.G. looked up at the 

ceiling again. "I really like them young," he said with great 

feeling. 

"But why is that?" I wondered. "Surely the young ones don't 

have much to say for themselves?" 

"Who wants them to say anything!" exclaimed VG. "It's 

what I want them to do that's important." He pointed with his 
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chin towards the bed and laughed. It wasn't a very nice laugh. 

"Besides, when they are young they are clean ... no chance of 

them having you know what. You should hear the way I talk 

them into bed ... years of practice I've had. I score nearly 

every time." He laughed again and winked at me. 

C c:,, 
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"Your beer's finished," I said. "Have some more. Have some 

more vodka." I emptied the other half of the little bottle into his 

glass and continued to question him. "So, tell me what you do. 

What you say." 

"They'll believe anything, those kids," said VG. "Anything at all." 

"Like what?" 

"Like they're as beautiful as flowers; like they look eighteen; 

like their bodies are treasures waiting to be unlocked; like 

having sex will make them even more beautiful. You wouldn't 

believe the rubbish they fall for!" 

"But aren't they frightened ... frightened of getting 

pregnant, frightened of catching disease?" I asked. 

"I tell them not to worry. I tell them that we are perfectly 

safe with condoms. I sometimes even show them these." V.G. 

fumbled in his back pocket and came out with a dirty 

handkerchief, some chewing gum and a packet of condoms. He 

put all three on the table, selected the condoms and waved 

them at me. 

"The vodka is working," I thought to myself. "He'll say 

nearly anything now." 

V.G. went on, talking quite loudly. "But I'll tell you 

something. The second or third time I lay them, I sort of forget 

to use the condom, if you know what I mean." 
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I knew what he meant. He wanted all the fun and didn't care 

what happened to the girls. "But don't some of them get 

pregnant?" I asked. 

"What if they do get pregnant?" said V.G. "That comes after, 

long after I've left them. They'll never pin anything on me." 

By this time my toe was itching very badly. I wanted to 

practise penalty kicks, with the door as the goal and V.G. as the 

football, but I worked out that the tape still had a few minutes to 

run, so I put on my 'humble boy' smile and asked, "And do you 

expect to 'score', as you call it, this Saturday?" 

"It's funny you should ask that," said V.G. "There's a little 

fool I have met. She's told me she will give me her answer on 

Saturday, and if it is 'yes' - which, believe me, it always is -

then perhaps ... for half an hour?" He looked over at the bed. 

He did not have to explain more. 

My heart was beating as if I had just finished a hard match. 

The trap was closing. "Of course," I said. "You show me how to 

work the equipment, and I'll take over as disc jockey for as long 

as you wish. It's just what I want." 

V.G., quite drunk now, smiled back at me in a crooked, 

sleepy way, as I thought to myself, "Brother, you'll never know 

how much I want to use your tape deck!" 
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Chapter 4 The story of Grace and Alice 
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After my talk with Jackson, there 

were still two days of school before 

I could go and find Grace and Alice, but I 

used them well. I talked to everyone who 

had known them, and by the end of Friday 

I h'ad a very good idea where I could find 

them. Grace was not far away. She was 

staying with a cousin on the other side of 

town - not the best side of town; the side 

where the people stay who come in from the country looking for 

work. The side where most of the houses are made out of 

flattened tin cans and wood, and anything else which keeps out 

the rain. The side where there are open sewers running 

between the houses, and no one to clean them out. The side 

where the thieves live, and the drunks roar like animals in the 

night. That side! 

Grace and her cousin shared one small room. I didn't find 

out what the older girl did, and I didn't ask, but she had a kind 

face and the house was clean and felt friendly. A little girl, 

about two, was playing with a doll in one corner. 
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Grace was sitting in another corner of the room. She wasn't 

doing anything. I hardly recognised her. She was much thinner, 

and looked years older than her age. Her clothes were not 

exactly dirty, but they weren 't clean either. I told them both why 

I had come, speaking to her cousin rather than to Grace herself. 

"Yes, talk to her," said the girl. "Perhaps you can wake her 

up. Since the baby died she's been like this, half asleep, not 

interested in anything. At first I thought it was the pills from the 

hospital that she was taking, but she doesn't take them any 

more and she is still the same. Yes, you stay and talk with her." 

She picked up the little girl and went out of the door with the 

child on her hip. 

So I sat next to Grace, and little by little she told me her 

story. It was V.G., of course. She was sure. Yes, she had done 

it before, but only once, and that boy had been very careful. 

V.G. had not been careful: he had only used condoms the first 

time. "Entertainers never do," he had told her. He had told her 

some rubbish about a 'safe period,' and she had believed it. 

The 'lifetime of love' he had promised her lasted seventeen 

days. Grace was very sure about the exact number of days. 

And then the nightmare started. pne month, her period 

didn't come; the same the next month. And she started feeling 

sick, especially in the mornings. She knew she must be 

pregnant. Her father, like ours, lived far away. Her own mother 
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had died, and her father had remarried. The new wife had 

children of her own. Grace was too frightened to go home and 

tell them. She sent a note. For six weeks there was no reply. 

Then a letter came enclosing some money. It read, 'My wife 

says that she cannot have you back in our house. She says 

you will spoil her children with your evil ways. If you have a 

baby, it is up to the father to support you. We cannot do so. We 

pray that God will forgive you.' It was in her father's writing, but 

he had not even signed his name. 

At that time Grace was living, just as we are now, with some 

people her father knew, and she was working for them as a 

helper with their young children. When they found out that she 

was pregnant, they tried to persuade her to see some lady who 

could get rid of the baby. But by this time Grace could feel life 

moving inside her. She refused. In the end, she left them and 

went to stay with her cousin. Sarah, the girl I had met, had a 

baby of her own. She, too, had left home, and worked in a bar. 

When the baby came at last, Grace had a very hard labour 

and the baby was small and weak. The baby was often ill. It did 

not seem to put on weight like other babies. Sometimes it 

seemed to be happier, but then a few days later it became ill 

again. It seemed to be wilting away like grass in the dry 

season, every week a little weaker, and then one night it just 

died, as a flower dies in the sun. 
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For three weeks after the baby's death, Grace wouldn't 

speak, wouldn't eat. Finally, Sarah took her to the hospital, 

where they said she was suffering from something called 

'depression' and gave her pills, but the pills were expensive 

and so she stopped taking them. Now, she told me, she just sits 

at home and helps to look after Sarah's baby. 

"If it hadn't been for her," Grace told me, "I should have 

killed myself." 

"But what about V.G:?" I asked. "He's the father. Did you 

contact him? Wouldn't he help?" 

"Help!" sa/d Grace. "He just laughed at me. 'My baby?' he 

said. 'You can't prove it's mine, can you? Ask the others.' And 
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when I told him it was dead, do you know what he said? 'You're 

lucky. You're free again,' and he laughed. Would you believe it? 

He laughed!" 

"If it does you any good, Grace," I said, "he won't be 

laughing when we've finished with him." 

The next day I went to find Alice. 

Alice's family lives in the army barracks eight miles out of 

town. I managed to find her when she was away from her home 

visiting her sister's house. She had her baby with her, a lovely 

little boy and very healthy. 

Alice told me her story. It was happier than Grace's. 

The baby was well looked after. Alice was with her family, 

and there was a good chance that she would get married in a 

year or two's time. But what about her schooling? Alice had 

been the brightest girl in the class. Everyone had expected her 

to go to university. 

"I always wanted to become a doctor," she said sadly. 

"But you can still. You can go back," I said. 

"Not to our school," said Alice. "You know that. You know 

girls who have babies are expelled. You know what Frogface 

said about us." 

Immediately I remembered what our headmaster had said 

at the assembly at the end of the term Alice left. I remembered 

how he had lectured us for a full hour about 'Shame' and 

'Standards'. I remembered how unhappy Mrs Ako mo had 
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looked. Yes, Alice was right. There was no way back along that 

road. 

"And besides," she was saying, "my family won't pay for 

me. They say I've had my chance and the fees have to go to 

someone else. So here we are to stay." She picked up the 

baby and held him high above her head. He laughed and 

laughed. 

"But haven't you told your parents about V.G. ?" I asked 

her. 

"Never," she replied. "When I became pregnant, my father 

kept on asking me to tell him the name of the father so that he 

could make him marry me. Can you imagine how awful that 

would be?" 

Alice's older sister had been listening, without speaking. 

When Alice made her last remark, she shook her head slowly. 

"You are just not right, Alice," she said. "Our father has pretty 

old-fashioned ideas, but he loves us and he loves his family. 

Besides, that was months ago. Now I've heard what kind of a 

person this V.G. man is, I can tell you that Father won't want 

any part of him. But he'll surely want to find him, and heaven 

help the fellow when Father does catch up with him. Trust me, 

Alice, let me go and speak to Father." 

Alice said nothing. She looked from one to the other of us, 

and then she nodded. 
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Chapter 5 Showdown at the disco 

Peter got me all the information I 

wanted and more. From what he 

said, there might be another visitor to the 

Youth Action Group disco; not a youth 

perhaps, but someone certainly ready 

for action. 

During the next week I was a very busy 

fellow, though I have to confess the 

homework didn't quite get done, and I didn't pay one hundred 

per cent attention in class. There were more important things in 

my life than Mathematics and History. First, I had to keep in 

close touch with my new friend V.G. I let him teach me how to 

use his microphone, which was very easy; I listened humbly to 

the stories he told me about his sex life, which was very 

difficult; and I carried his equipment about, which was very 

heavy. 

Then I had to edit the famous tape. Here luck was on my 

side. My older brother has one of those machines with a radio 

and two tape recorders and he readily agreed to help me when 

I told him what I was trying to do. 
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Finally, I had to make sure that my posters were properly 

made. I used the very last of my savings to buy big sheets of 

paper and marker pens. All the football team were keen to help 

with making the posters, but there were only a few players 

whom I could trust to spell properly. 

Then I had a terrible thought. What if I had spent all my 

money and all my time and Freda had already come to her 

senses? But there was no need to worry. On Wednesday, Peter 

told me, "Freda has spoken to Paula. The answer will be 'yes'." 

Saturday night came at last and there I was, humble and 

obedient, helping my new friend set up his equipment and giving 

him a key to my room. The hall was packed, and soon the disco 

was under way. We start quite early, just after dark, and we don't 

go on too late. That is why the younger girls are allowed to come. 

There are always teachers or youth workers present. On 

Saturday it was Mrs Akomo and the sports teacher, Mr Banda. 

Freda was there of course, in her best dress, and I could 

see her and V.G. glance and smile at each other from time to 

time. About nine o'clock, V.G. turned to me. 

"Now's the time to show what you can do," he said. "I'm off 

for a bit." 

"Of course, V.G. Take your time, V.G. Thank you, V.G." 

I took a quick look and saw Freda slipping out of the side door. 

I took another look to make sure that Peter and my friends in 

the football team were not there. 
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F ive people in a small room. That is 

what I would call overcrowding. There 

we were, four large footballers and myself, 

hiding in Jackson's room with the door 

locked, waiting for company. Time seemed 

to go very slowly and all of us must have 

kept thinking, "What if they don't come?" 
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But they did, at last, just after nine. The key turned in the 

lock, and there was V.G. leading my sister by the hand. 

"Now, darling," he began. "Do sit down on this bed. It is time 

to relax." V.G. suited the action to the word and unbuttoned his 

shirt. "Aren't you warm, darling? Why don't you let me help you 

take off that dress?" 

He leaned forward but got no further. Hands closed on each 

of his arms: two fullbacks, used to working together to tackle 

the opposition. V.G. looked desperately towards the door, but it 

was blocked by the goalkeeper (a very large boy). V.G. turned 

grey and began to sweat. 

"Sister," I said to Freda. "Let me take you back to the hall. 

Paula is there to take you home." 

Freda looked at me. She didn't look eighteen, or even 

thirteen. She looked about eleven and very frightened. 

I expected her to cry and shout, but instead she was very quiet. 

I could almost tell myself that she felt relieved that we had 

stopped V. G. 

"Yes, Peter," was all she said. 

It took all five of us to get V.G. back to the hall. Once he 

wriggled free, but the centre-forward! who has an amazing turn 

of speed, caught up with him within a few yards. When we 

entered the hall, Jackson turned down the music and stood up 

with the microphone in his hand. This was his moment of glory. 
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"Ladies and gentlemen, I'd like to make a special 

announcement and play you a special tape. First, I'd like to 

present to you our good friend, V.G. We have discovered he 

has a little problem. Girls of his own age don't fancy him, so he 

chases our younger sisters and he tells them lies, and he tricks 

them, and sometimes he even makes them pregnant. And do 

you know what is even more interesting? After he has spoiled 

their lives, he just walks away. He doesn't care. He's out there 

looking for someone else. He was doing that tonight." 

With that, four other boys and girls stepped onto the stage 

behind V.G. They carried posters which read: 

V.G., WHAT HAPPENED TO GRACE AFTER YOU LEFT 

HER? 

V.G., YOU LAUGHED WHEN YOUR DAUGHTER DIED! 

V.G., WHY CAN'T ALICE GO BACK TO SCHOOL? 

V.G., WHOSE LIFE ARE YOU TRYING TO SPOIL NOW? 

V.G., YOU SHOULD BE ASHAMED OF YOURSELF! 

The hall had been silent, but now there was a great 

buzzing, like bees waking at dusk. Jackson tapped the 

microphone and there was complete quiet again. "The 

entertainment is not quite over," he announced. "I would like to 

play you a tape which I have called 'The Words of V.G.' As you 

can hear, he has spoken it all for you." 
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Over the loudspeakers came the voice of V.G., loud and 

confident, sounding slightly drunk. "The more you care for a 

girl, the more trouble she gives you .. . Love them and leave 

them ... Tell them you will love them forever and all that 

nonsense ... I really like them young ... It's what I want them 

to do that is important ... I sort of forget to use the condom , if 

you know what I mean ... What if they do get pregnant? That 

comes after I have left them ... They'll never pin anything on 

me ... There is a little fool I have met. She will give me her 

answer on Saturday. " 

V.G. had listened uneasily while Jackson played the tape, 

38 



but as soon as it was finished, he started shouting. "O.K." he 

said. "So I did say those things, but the girls listened to them, 

didn't they? The girls came, didn't they? That's what all girls 

want. That's what all real men do." 

"Did you say ALL?" came a deep voice from the back of the 

room. 

The crowd of young people parted as a man made his way 

through them - a very real man, a very large man, a man so 

hard and fit looking that he might have been carved from 

mahogany, a man in uniform with three stripes on his arm. 

"I think we have something to discuss," said Alice's father. 
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hen I took Freda home I tried 

to talk to her, but at first she 

would not say anything. After a little 

while, she sat up and turned to me, and 

her face was very angry. 

"You cheated me, Paula," she cried. "I 

told you things and you passed them on." 

"But what could I do? I was right. You 

did not listen to me, and he was really dangerous." I told her all 

the things we had found out about V.G. "At any rate, I never 

told the adults," I said weakly. 

"But they'll all know now," cried Freda, and as if this was a 

signal, the door opened and in burst Auntie Patience. 

"What is this I have just heard? I am so ashamed. I shall 

have to talk to my husband. She'll have to go home." 

It was late. It had been a bad day. I was tired and unhappy, 

nearly crying. I know I should not speak out against my elders, 

but this time I could not stop myself. I turned on Auntie Patience. 

"If you had been there to listen to us, we would have come 

to you. You might even have noticed that something was 

wrong. We did." 

Auntie Patience seemed to ignore this remark. "And what 

about the school?" she said. "The school should have done 

something." 
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There was another figure at the door. "The school did a 

great deal. It is thanks to the school that Freda has come to no 

harm," said Mrs Akomo. "But it was the children who took 

action, not the teachers. What we've got to do is to have a big 

think about the way we should act in future. Perhaps we need 

to preach less and listen more. Perhaps we can also start 

thinking about forgiving more, and giving children such as Alice 

a new start." 

She turned to Freda. "I'm not really going to lecture you," 

she said. "You have had a tough time, but do just remember 

that if you had learnt to say 'no' sooner, none of this would 

have happened." 

Then she turned to Auntie Patience. "Don't be angry with 

Paula, and don't blame Freda. It is very easy for creatures like 

V.G. to turn girls' heads, though something tells me that we've 

seen the last of this one in these parts ... thanks to Paula, 

Peter and Jackson." 

"But how can I go back to class?" wept Freda. "They'll all 

laugh at me." 

"If the girls do that," I said, "they will look pretty silly. I heard 

several of them talking the other day about how they envied 

your having V.G. as a boyfriend. I only hope they learn 

something." 

"And if the boys tease you," said a new voice, "send them 

to us, and maybe we'll persuade them that a few lap.s round the 
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field would be good for their health." It was Jackson, of course, 

looking quite thoughtful for a change. "I know it's been hard for 

you, Freda, but it's taught us all a thing or two about respecting 

girls. You hear men in any bar saying the sort of things V.G. 

was saying." He took a quick look at Mrs Akomo. "Or so I've 

heard," he added quickly. "And I hope I never get to think they 

are funny or clever." 

Freda had stopped crying. She got up from the bed, walked 

over to Jackson and took his hand. "You are funny ... and 

clever," she said. 

"Don't touch me," said Jackson. "I'm in training!" 

And everybody laughed. 

Paula 

C) 

Peter Jackson 
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Activities 

1 'Body-mapping' 

This activity has been successfully used with groups of 

children to help them become aware of different parts of their 

bodies, and to talk about their feelings about them and what 

they feel about other people touching them. Children work in 

pairs or groups. One child lies down fully clothed, and 

another draws around the outline of his or her body. The 

child who has been drawn round then touches the outline 

and says what parts of their body are special to them, what 

parts they feel comfortable or uncomfortable about others 

touching, and how they feel their clothes express their 

personality. 

2 Practising saying 'no' . 

In the story, Paula says "You can tell him 'no'. That's what 

you can do. It's your body, not his." Ask children to write out 

their counter-arguments to the following statements: 

a) Everyone is doing it. 

b) You would if you loved me. 

c) This is forever. 

d) It makes you more mature. 

e) If you don't say 'yes', I'm leaving. 

f) Why do you say 'no'? 

43 



Children then form pairs or groups and role-play situations 

where they are pressured to do something they don't want to 

do. They may wish to start the role-plays with the above 

statements and their counter-arguments, or think up new 

ones. 

3 Points of view 

Children can make up a role-play, followed by a discussion, 

using the following characters and quotations from the story 

as a starting point. 

Freda: I am in love, truly in love. This is the real thing. 

VG.: I tell them not to worry. I tell them that we are perfectly 

safe with condoms. 

Mrs Akomo: Your body just isn't ready to have babies when 

you are under sixteen. 

Peter. He chose her because she was young enough to be 

taken in by all that half-cooked talk, and because she 

hadn't had any other boys and so would not have caught 

any diseases. 

Patience Boeing: And what about the school? The school 

should have done something. . 

Alice: My family won't pay for me. They say I've had my 

chance and the fees have to go to someone else. 
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4 Opinion poll 

Girls and boys form separate groups. Girls list and prioritise 

what they find interesting and attractive about boys, and 

boys do the same about girls. The groups come together to 

share and discuss their ideas. 

5 The 'Egg Baby' 

This activity is to help children understand how a baby would 

affect their day-to-day lives. Each child has to look after an 

egg for one week. They are not allowed to leave it 

anywhere: they cannot just go off for a disco, or swimming, 

or shopping without making arrangrements for the care of the 

egg. At the end of the week, children could list what 

problems they encountered looking after their 'egg baby'. 

6 True or false? 

Make a list of various statements which may be true or false, 

for example: 

• You can't get pregnant when it is the first time and you 

are in love. 

• When a girl has sex it makes her look more beautiful. 

• Love is more important than sex. 

• You can't get pregnant when you do it standing up. 

• Your friends respect you more for saying 'no'. 
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• If you don't have early sex, you will be infertile in the 

future. 

• A man who doesn't have sex gets severe back pain. 

• There is no such thing as a 'safe period'. 

Pupils discuss the truth or otherwise of these statements, 

and of any similar remarks they may have heard. 

7 'Agony Aunt' letters 

Place a special 'letterbox' in the classroom. Encourage 

children to write anonymously to 'Aunt Mary' with any 

problems they would like to share, and to post their letters in 

the box. These problems can be discussed by all the 

children and possible solutions suggested. However, be 

careful that the authors of the letters remain unknown. 

• 

• 

• 

Remember 

When working with children , be ready to listen and let them 

discuss their fears about sexuality, but don 't force then to talk 

about it. 

Answer children's questions honestly and in simple language . 

Avoid making hasty judgments. Try and find out the reasons 

for any problem. 

46 





Child-to-Child Readers 

ISBN 0-582-25552-X 

I I 
9 780582 255524 

The Child-to-Child Primary Health Readers have been developed to teach and 
encourage primary school children in Africa to become concerned with the health 
and general development of their pre-school brothers and sisters and other 
children in the community . Each book has been written by an experienced 
educationalist in conjunction with a panel of medical and language specialists. The 
books have been graded into three reading levels, and each book deals with a 
different health topic of relevance to children in Africa. 

Freda Doesn't Get Pregnant is a Level 3 reader which tells the story of a 13-year-old 
girl who thinks she is old enough to start a sexual relationship. The boy she has 
chosen is already a father, although he refuses to accept responsibility for his child. 
Freda's guardians are too busy with their own lives to think about her welfare, and 
so it is left to her brother and sister to think about herfuture-a future that would be 
ruined if she became pregnant. 

The readers can be used as an integral part of a primary Science, Social Studies, 
Environmental Science, Home Economics or Health Science curriculum. They can 
also be used in language lessons. 

The books in the series: 

Level 1 

Accidents 
Dirty Water 
The Market Dentist 

and Other Stories 
Not Just a Cold 
Uncle George Feeds 

His Baby 

Level 2 

Diseases Defeated 
Down With Fever 
Flies 
I Can Do It Too 
A Simple Cure 
Teaching Thomas 

LONGMAN! 

Level3 

The Cholera Crisis 
Deadly Habits 
Who Killed Danny? 
Freda Doesn't Get 

Pregnant 
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