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The Storyteller 

Listen, children, I want to tell you a story. I want 

to tell you three stories. 

What are the stories about? They are about 

children. Ordinary children like you. Children who 

live in villages like yours. Children who go to 

school and play and fight and work and learn, 

just like you do. 

But there is something special about all the 

children in these stories. Let us find out what it 

IS. 
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Listen to the sound of the drums. The sound 

is sometimes soft, like a heart beat. Sometimes it 

grows louder and louder like the roar of thunder. 

And the people dance to the sound of the 

drums. So many people? They have come from 

all the villages around to dance to the drummer's 

music. The drummer in this village is famous. 

No one can play the drum like he can. His hands 

fly over the drums and the people dance. 

Who is he? Look! He is not a man - he is a 

boy! How did he learn to play the drums like 

that? What is that lying beside him? It looks like 

a pair of crutches. 

The music has stopped. The children run to 

get some food. They bring some back for the 

drummer. 

Let's sit next to this little girl dancer. Let's ask 

her to tell us about the dancing and about the 

drummer. Her name is Fatimah. She is telling her 

brother's story. His name is Ali. 
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My Brother Ali 
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Everyone in the village is happy tonight. We are 

celebrating something, something special. It is 

not a wedding. It is not a festival. We are 

celebrating because all the babies in the village 

have been immunised against polio. Isn't that 

wonderful! Now, none of the babies will be lame 

with polio like Ali is. The immunisation was Ali's 

idea. He started the whole thing. 

Who is Ali? He is my brother. He is the one 

who is playing the drums. We are all very proud 

of him. Ali does not give up easily. He fights 

back. He does not fight people. He fights other 

things; He fights ideas, bad ideas like: 

people who are blind or deaf or dumb are stupid; 

people whose bodies do not work properly are 

useless; forget about people whose bodies do 

not work properly, they are not important. 
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Ali does not fight ideas alone. All the children 

in the village help. We all fight bad ideas 

together. 

Teacher says, "Everyone can do something." 

She says, "Children who are blind or deaf or 

whose bodies do not work properly can do many 

things if you help them." She says, "All children 

are important. All children can help other 

children. And if you help other children you will 

learn something from them too." 

She is right. I learn many things from Ali. Let 

me tell you about them. 

Ali got polio when he was seven years old. 

Till that time he ran about and laughed and 

played like any other child. Then, one night, he 

had fever. It was a bad fever. The next day, he 

could not move his legs. When we took him to 

the big city the doctor said he had polio. 

Ali was in bed for a long time. He was very 

weak. At last, he started crawling, but he could 

not walk. When I went to school, he could not 

come with me anymore. He cried when I left the 

house. He was lonely. 
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When I came back, I told him all that 

happened at school. I taught him some of the 

things we learnt. I tried to play with him. But I 

had homework to do. I helped my mother around 

the house. When our friends came to play, Ali 

could not always play with us. He could not join 

in all our games when we played outside. He 

could not run or climb or skip or hop. He 

watched us. Sometimes he looked happy, but 

often he looked sad. Sometimes he cried. I felt 

sorry for him, but I did not know what to do. 

Then, we had a new teacher. She told us stories. 

Not just any stories. Stories about children who 

helped other children. They were Child-to-Child 

stories. They showed how children had the 

power to stop fever and fight disease. 

I liked the stories. "I wish children could help 

other children like my brother Ali," I said to our 

teacher. "Ali is not ill, but he cannot walk. He 

needs help but I don't know how to help him." 
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I told the teacher all about Ali. She came to see 

him. She brought a health worker from the other 

village. 

"Why is Ali not at school?" the health worker 

asked. 

"He can't walk and it is too far to crawl," I 

told him. 

"We can help him," said the health worker. 

"We will make crutches." I didn't know what 

'crutches' were, but I soon found out! 
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Ali was overjoyed! "Now I can go to school!" 

he shouted. But it was not so easy. The crutches 

were hard to use. The road to school was rough. 

Ali fell many times. He hurt his knees; he hurt his 

elbows. But Ali kept on trying. He did not give 

up. That is why I think he is brave. 
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At school, things were not always easy. Some 

children laughed at Ali. They teased him. 

Sometimes they got angry when his crutches got 

in the way. Sometimes they forgot to wait for 

him. 

But slowly, we all learnt how to help each 

other. Ali's crutches were put in a special corner 

when he was not using them. We remembered to 

walk with him slowly. We played games that he 

could play with us. 
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And Ali was good at school work. He was 

good at reading, spelling and arithmetic. When 

we were taught how to draw, his drawing was 

the best. 

But he was still sad sometimes. Especially 

when there was a celebration. Ali could not 

dance. 

"We have to do something," I said to my 

friends. "But what can we do?" 

Then, someone had an idea. "He is good with 

his hands," he said. "He should learn to play the 

drums." 

That is how Ali learnt to play the drums. Look 

how good he is now! He does not feel left out 

anymore. He can join in the celebrations. We 

make sure he is not left alone. We take it in turns 

to sit with him while he plays the drums. 
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Oh, I forgot. I was going to tell you about 

what we are celebrating. Ali started it all. 

One day, Ali came back from school very sad 

and very serious. Teacher had told us a new 

Child-to-Child story. It was about how you could 

stop polio and other illnesses by giving babies 

special medicine when they were little. It was 

called immunisation. 

Ali was very sad. "Nobody needs to get 

polio," he said. "They can have immunisation. 

When I was little, I did not have immunisation. 

It's too late for me, but not for other babies." 

"I know what we can do," I said. "Let's tell 

Mrs Kasim about immunisation. She has a little 

baby." We talked to Mrs Kasim for a long time. 

She agreed to take her baby to the health worker 

in the next village. 
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When she came back we went to see her. 

She was very angry. "You!" she shouted 

when she saw us. ''This is the last time I listen to 

you. Look at this mess." 

Her house was untidy. The goats had got into 

the house. There were droppings everywhere! 

They had eaten all the food. 

Mrs Kasim's husband was angry with her. 

The other children were crying. 
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"What happened?" we asked. "I went in the 

hot sun," she said. "I took all my children along. 

We walked for miles and miles. And when we got 

there, there were many people. They all wanted 

immunisation. We had to wait for a long time. 

We waited all day before we could have 

immunisation. I come home to find all this messl 

And they want me to go back after some time!" 

"Don't ever talk to me about immunisation," 

she said. "It is a waste of time! I never had any 

immunisation. My other children never had any 

immunisation . We are all fine. I am not taking 

my baby there again." 

Ali and I went home. What could we do? The 

next village was far. There was only one health 

worker and he was in that village. Immunisation 

was important. We could tell people about it, but 

children did not have all the power. We could not 

do anything about the health worker. We could 

not make Mrs Kasim take her baby there again. 
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Ali did not give up. "It is important," he said 

to me. "Nobody must get polio." 

We talked to our teacher. "You say children 

should help other children," said Ali, "but what 

about the grown ups? Everyone must help." 

"You are right," said the teacher. "I will see 

what I can do." 

Two days later, there was a village meeting. 

Ali was asked to go. It was very exciting. No 

child had ever gone to a village meeting before. 

Ali was lucky! He was also a little afraid. But he 

went. 
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When he came back, his eyes were shining. 

"They asked me to tell them about polio," he 

said. "I told them what we learnt. I told them it 

was hard when you had polio. I told them no one 

should have polio. It can be stopped." 

"They decided they will bring the health 

worker here to immunise all the babies. Mr 

Ahmed will fetch him on his motor bike. And next 

time, if anyone wants to visit the health worker, 

their neighbours will look after the house and the 

cooking and the other children." 
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Ali was happy. "You see!" he said. "Children 

do have power to help." And now, all the babies 

are immunised. That is why we are dancing. 

But do you know why I am dancing? I am 

dancing for Ali. I am proud of him. I am proud of 

what he does and what we all do together. 

Children do have power. They can make other 

people think in the right way and do the right 

things. Our teacher was right. Everyone can do 

something. You just need to give them the 

chance. 

Listen to Ali's drums. The music has started. I 

am going to dance again. 

And that was the story of Ali. 
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Ali is lucky. The children in his village learnt 

to help him. But not all children know how to 

help other children whose bodies do not work 

properly. It was different in Aminah's village. 

She has a story to tel I us too. It is very 

different from Ali's story. 

Aminah lives in a village in the forest. It is 

cool and quiet there. The wind plays in the long 

grass and the trees whisper secrets to each 

other. 

But Aminah cannot hear them. Why? That is 

her story. Let's find her and ask her to tell us 

about it. 
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Aminah's Story 
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My name is Aminah. I want you to remember 

that. It is important. It is my name. But not 

everyone calls me by my name. They call me 

'the child' or they call me 'that one' or they call 

me 'the deaf one'. 

The children call me 'half a child' because I 

can't hear well. They think I can't hear at all. 

They shout at me when I walk down the road. It 

makes me angry. I am not half a child. I am 

Aminah. But I don't say anything. They think I 

can't speak because I can't hear well. But I can. 

Musa taught me. 

23 



Musa is an old man. Musa knows many 

things. Musa knows all the old stories about the 

village. He knows all about the big city. Musa is 

wise. Musa knows about people. He knows about 

me. He knows how I feel. He taught me how to 

speak. That is our secret. Musa came to our 

village when I was three years old. 

He was already an old man. He lived in the 

village when he was young. Then, he went to the 

big city. Then, when he was very old, he came 

back to the village. 

I liked Musa. He talked to me. He did not 

shout. He spoke clearly. He always looked at me 

when he spoke. I could see his lips moving. I 

tried to move my lips. Musa smiled. He was 

pleased. He put my hands to his lips and his 

throat. Now I could feel the sound. 

I tried to make the same noises. Sometimes it 

came out right. Sometimes it did not. I was 

ashamed. Musa shook his head. "You are doing 

well," he said. "Try again. And again. And 

again." 

24 



25 



That is how I learnt to speak. It took a long 

time. The sounds do not always come out right. 

That is why I do not speak in front of other 

people. They will laugh at me. The children will 

laugh at me. So, I don't speak and they think I 

am half a child. But it is not true. 

People think I can't do anything. They think I 

can't hear them when they talk about me. But I 

can. They think I'm stupid. They think I'm slow. 

They think I'm half a child. But I am not! 

I know how to read. I know how to count. I 

know how dirt can bring disease. I know how to 

keep myself clean and healthy. I know these 

things because Musa taught me. He always 

answers all my questions. Musa is wise. 

One day, when I was five years old, some 

people came to our village . 

. They wanted to build a school. "How many 

children are there in the village?" they asked. 

Everyone said, "Fifty." They did not count me. 

They forgot about me. I was only half a child. 

I cried. I wanted to learn. Later, I told Musa 

what happened. "You are not half a child," he 

said. "I will teach you." 
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Musa taught me many things. He taught me 

where to find the best fish in the river . He taught 

me what was good to eat from the forest and 

what was not. He taught me how to look after 

birds and animals that were hurt. He taught me 

how to chop wood. He taught me the names of 

all the trees in the forest. He taught me how to 

swim and how to climb. 

Most important of all, he taught me how to 

read and write. 
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But that was five years ago. Musa is a very 

old man now. He cannot walk very far. He 

cannot carve and write as fast as before. He 

cannot even see very well now. 

Now, I can help Musa sometimes. I bring him 

food. I clean his house. I wash his clothes. 

I still ask him lots of questions. "Why do 

fishes have scales? How can flies hurt us? What 

are germs?" He always answers me. 

"I am half a person now," he laughs. But I 

don't like to hear him say that. It is not funny. 

"You must be patient," he says. "There are no 

half people," he says. "There are only people 

who think other people are half people. But 

children can change all that." 

I don't always understand what he means. 

How can children change anything? 

Sometimes I watch the other children. I watch 

them play. I can jump higher than many of them. 

I can run faster. But they do not ask me to play 

with them. 
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I watch them doing their lessons. I can read 

too. I can count. I can spell better than many of 

them. But they do not ask me to help them. I 

keep quiet. I do not help them. 

The other day I saw them trying to build a 

fire. They did it all wrong. 

I was glad. 1 told Musa. I laughed. 

But Musa did not laugh. "Now you are acting 

like half a child," he said. I was very angry. I was 

very hurt. Why did he say that to me? 

Musa explained. "You do not like it when 

people call you half a child. You are not half a 

child. You can do many things. You do not like it 

when the children do not play with you. You do 

not like it when they do not help you. Well, you 

must teach them. Do you know who half a 

person really is? It is someone who does not 

help. It is someone who does not care. It is 

someone who does not try. It is someone who 

hides away." Musa took my hand. "It is not your 

body that makes you half a person. It is how you 

think and feel." 
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I thought about what Musa said. 

The next day, the children were there again. 

They were trying to build a fire. I watched for a 

while. Then I went a little closer. The children 

looked at me. I was frightened. Would they 

laugh at me? I ran away. 

But then, I remembered what Musa told me. I 

must not hide. I went back. The children were 

still trying to build the fire. They stopped what 

they were doing. 

"What do you want?" they said. I took a deep 

breath. I was afraid, but I spoke. "I want to help." 

They were quiet. Were they laughing at me? 

"You can speak!" they said. They were not 

laughing. They were surprised. 

I nodded my head. I did not speak again. I 

was too shy. I helped to build the fire properly. 

Then I went away. 

"Don't go," the children called. But I was too 

shy. 

I told Musa what happened. He was pleased. 
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Tomorrow, I will go to the children again. 

I will tell them all about myself. 

I will tell them all that Musa tells me. 

I am a little afraid. 

Will they laugh if the words come out wrong? 

Musa does not think so. He says they will 

learn not to laugh. He says I must teach them. 

I am afraid. But I will tell them about 

speaking clearly and not shouting at me. I think it 

will be hard. But I must teach them not to be half 

children. I do not want to be half a child. Do you? 

32 



That was Aminah's story. 

Will the children be her friends? I think they 

will. Aminah will never hear well but she will not 

be lonely or sad any more. 

We have one more place to visit ... one more 

story to hear. 

Listen, now, to Peter's story. 
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Ask Peter 
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This is Peter. Peter is blind. That means that 

he cannot always do what other children can do. 

That makes him unhappy sometimes. But most 

of the time, Peter is happy. He goes to school 

with his friends. He plays with them. He helps 

them and they help him. 

This is Peter's village. It is a beautiful place. Peter 

loves it. He loves the trees and the fields and the 

little paths that go into the forest. He knows them 

all. He loves to listen to the sounds of the river. 

He likes to feel the sun on his face. He likes his 

home, and his friends. He is happy. 
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But when this story started, Peter was not 

happy. He was angry. He was very, very angry. 

A new boy came to the village. He came to 

live near Peter's house. His name was Adam. 

"Go and play with Adam," said Peter's mother. 

"He does not know all the children here. You 

must be his friend." 

Peter went. Later he came back. He had a 

bump on his head and a scratch on his arm. 

"What happened?" asked his mother. 

Peter was so angry, he could not speak. "It's 

that boy," he said at last. "He doesn't want to 

play. He doesn't want to be friends. He called me 

a useless blind boy. He pushed me. So I hit him." 

"But fighting won't help," said his mother. 

"You know you are not stupid. Adam is being 

silly. He will find out that you ar·e not stupid. But 

fighting is not the way to teach him." 
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"I tried to explain that there are some things I 

can't do because I am blind, but there are many 

things that I can do. But he did not want to 

listen," said Peter. He was still angry. 

Then he laughed. "Adam now knows one 

thing I can do well. I can fight well!" 

Peter's mother did not know what to do. She 

did not like Peter to fight with other children. But 

Adam was wrong too. It was wrong to call Peter 

names. But what could she do? 

"Peter's friends will know," thought Peter's 

mother. "They always know what to do. They go 

to a Child-to-Child school. A Child-to-Child school 

teaches children to help other children. Peter's 

friends always help him. They will find a way 

to teach Adam about Peter," thought Peter's 

mother. "I know they wi 11." 
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It was true. When Peter became blind it was 

the children who told the health worker about 

him. It was the children who made Peter's stick 

for him so he could feel where he was going. It 

was the children who read to him, who played 

with him, who helped him to learn to write. 
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The next day, Adam went to school early. 

Peter also went to school early. Adam saw him 

with his bag and his stick. 

Peter stopped at the door of the classroom. 

"Anyone there?" he called. 

Adam did not answer. He was still angry with 

Peter. Peter moved forward. Adam's bag was 

lying on the floor. Peter did not see it. He did not 

feel it with his stick. He bumped into it. 

CRASH! Peter fel I. 

Adam laughed. 

Some of the other children ran in. 
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"Peter! what happened?" said Lucy. 

"I don't know," said Peter, getting up. "There 

was something on the floor. I thought there was 

someone in the room. I called out when I came in 

but no one answered." 

"There was someone in the room," said Lucy 

angrily. "Why didn't you help Peter, Adam?" 

"I'm not going to help him," said Adam. "He 

is just a stupid blind boy. He should not be 

here." 

Now Lucy was really angry. "Peter is our 

friend," she said. "Don't talk to him like that." 

"I don't care," said Adam. He is blind and he 

is stupid." 

Then, the teacher came in; school started. 

But Lucy was still angry. "This must stop," 

she thought. Then she had an idea. She told the 

other children. They agreed. It was a good idea. 
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Peter did not know about the idea. Adam did 

not know about the idea. Teacher did not know 

about the idea. Only the other children knew. 

"Can you tell me how to spell this word?" 

Adam asked the girl sitting next to him. 

"Ask Peter," she said and turned away. 

"Can you give me some paper, please?" said 

Adam to the boy sitting in front of him. 

"Ask Peter," he said. 

"Can you teach me the words of that song?" 

Adam asked. 

"Ask Peter," came the answer. 

Adam was angry. "I don't need you," he told 

them. "If I want anything, I'll ask teacher." So, 

every time he wanted something, he asked 

teacher. Teacher was surprised. 
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"Y\fhy don't you ask the other children?" she 

said. "I'm sure they will help you." Adam was 

quiet. He did not know what to say. The children 

looked at each other and smiled. 

When school finished, Adam tried again. 

"Can I play with you?" he asked the children. 

"ASK PETER!" they all said together. 

"I won't," shouted Adam. "I don't want to ask 

Peter. He is just a .... " Then he stopped. 

8 
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"Peter is not useless," thought Adam. 

"Everyone likes him. He is good at spelling. He 

knows the words of all the songs. But he can't 

read by himself or ride a bicycle or chase me," 

thought Adam. "He is useless." 

He watched all the children go off with Peter. 

Where were they going? Adam did ~ot ask. He 

went home alone. 

On Sunday, there was no school. Adam 

played alone at home. 

Where were all the other children? Where was 

Peter? Adam did not want to ask. 

He walked towards the river. He was alone. 

Then he heard a voice. Someone was by the 

river. Who was it? Adam walked quietly. Through 

the trees, he saw the children. They were sitting 

in a circle round Peter. He was telling them 

stories. Adam moved closer. The children did not 

see him. He listened. Peter told story after story. 

They were wonderful stories. Adam moved closer 

and closer. Soon, he was with the children. 
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When Peter finished, Adam spoke. "Where did 

you learn to tell such stories?" he asked Peter. 

Everyone turned round. They looked at Adam. 

Peter smiled. "Hello, Adam," he said. 

"I'm sorry I was so silly," said Adam. He sat 

down near Peter. "Will you tell us some more 

stories? Will you teach me to tell stories? I don't 

know how to do that. And I'm not good at 

spelling. And I can't play the drums. I'm the one 

who is stupid. I'm sorry." 

"I'm sorry, too," said Peter. "We must not 

fight. I will teach you to tell stories. Everyone is 

good at some things and bad at others. I can 

tell stories well and when I grow up, I want to be 

a story teller." 

When Peter grew up, he became a story 

teller. He told many stories. He told Child-to-Child 

stories. He told stories about children helping 

other children, to keep clean, to fight disease and 

to be happy. 
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Now, I must tell you a secret. I must tell you 

who I am. Can you guess? Yes, I am Peter. I still 

tell stories. Stories like Ali's story and Aminah's 

story and my own story. I want you to read the 

stories. I want you to learn how to help people 

like Ali and Aminah and me. That is what will 

make you special children. You will know how to 

help other children and make them happy. 

And when you have read these stories, tell 

them to other people. 

Activities 

a) Do you know any children whose bodies do 

not work properly? Tell a story about them. 

b) Make a list of all the things that you can do 

(write, sweep, cook, sing etc). Now imagine 

that you are • blind • one-handed • deaf • 

lame • Which of the things on your list could 

you • still do on your own? • need help to 

do? • not do at all? 
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c) Make a play about the three stories. 

d) Tell the stories as if you were other people 

• the health worker • Ali/any one of the other 

children • Peter • Musa 

e) Children are not the only ones whose bodies 

do not work properly. Many old people 

cannot see well or hear well. With the help of 

your teacher, find out how many people and 

children have bodies that do not work 

properly. Ask yourself. • Who looks after 

them? • Do the children come to school? 

• Can you think of ways in which you can 

help them or be friends with them? • How can 

they help you? 

f) Make up a song using the words "I can do it 

too". Sing it in school. Sing it at home. 

What does it feel like? 

This activity can be done in pairs, in an open 

space like a school compound. Take turns at 

doing each of the activities. 
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a) Put a blindfold on your eyes. Turn round and 

round on the spot where you are standing . 

Now try to walk across the compound by 

yourself with the help of your partner. 

Try to identify different objects by feeling 

them. 

b) Cover your ears. Tell your partner to face 

away from you and talk to you . Now tell your 

partner to face you and to speak slowly but 

clearly and to use his or her hands to show 

what he or she means. 

c) Tie your right hand behind your back. Now 

try • to pick up a pencil, some stones, two 

heavy books, a chair • comb your hair, tie 

shoe laces (or string), put on your socks, write 

d) Tie both hands behind your back and see 

how many of the things suggested above you 

can still do. Try to walk across the compound 

with your hands tied. 

e) Try to tell your partner something without 

speaking. 
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f) Make a list of all the games that you play. 

How many of them can a deaf child, a lame 

child, a blind child or a child with one hand 

play? 

REMEMBER 

• All children are important. 

• All children can do some things 

very well but need help with other 

things. 

• Children whose bodies do not work 

properly can do many things with 

a little help from other children. 

• All children can: 

help each other, 

fight bad ideas, 

!earn from each other, 

be friends, 

make each other happy. 
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