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Minders

I am Musa. My friends and I are
the Mango Minders. There are
six of us. We are a team.
Everyone can do something.
My sister Sita and I thought of
the idea. We thought of the
name. We can run and climb
well.
Jo and Mo are our look outs,
They cannot hear but they
can climb like monkeys.
They have sharp eyes and
can send messages with
their hands.
Jenny is our listener. She cannot
see but she can hear footsteps from
far away.
Jimmy is our 'wheels'. He cannot
walk. He has a chair. It can go fast on
roads and paths, He can carry
baskets of mangoes on his chair.
He can look sad.

I
Last there is the baby. My
sister and I look after her. We
have not yet found work for her .
.She just eats the mangoes.

There are six trees at the end of the village, quite
near the path ..
My daddy and mummy say
"Everyone knows they belong to the whole
village". Everyone can eat the mangoes ".
The policemen know".
But Mr. Gobo does not think so.
He says, "The trees are mine"
He says, "The mangoes are mine."
My mummy and daddy will not say 'no' to Mr.
Gobo . They pay him money every week. Many
people in the village pay money to Mr. Gobo.
Even the policemen do not like to say 'no' to Mr.
Gobo.
Mr. Gobo has sons with big sticks.
Mr. Gobo has dogs.
Mr Gobo sells OUR mangoes .
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How did we Minders get past Mr. Gobo?
and his sons and his dogs
. Let me tell you what we all did. Even the
baby helped,
In the middle of the day the sun is very hot.
Then Mr. Gobo and his sons give food and
water to the dogs and go for a nap.
That was when we made our raid.
We made nets under the chair to put
mangoes 1n.
We crept up to the trees. Jo climbed up the
tree, silent as a snake.
Jimmy stayed on the path with the baby.

Jo talked with his hands to Mo. She wrote down for
us.
"The men have gone inside .I cannot see the dogs."
"I can hear the dogs eating," said Jenny.
Sita and I climbed up a tree and started to throw down
the ripe mangoes.
One, two ,six, ten, twenty. We threw them into a
blanket.
Mo held the blanket.
But look Jo is waving his hands. He can see the two
sons coming.
And, listen, Jenny is speaking softly. "I can hear the
dogs," she says.
Jo and I grabbed the blanket. We ran to the path
and hid the mangoes in the chair,
We put the blanket over the chair. We put the
baby on the blanket. Jimmy began to look sad.
We ran back to our house. Sita held Jenny by the hand

Mr Gobo's sons ran up to the tree.
They looked up
There were no ripe mangoes left on the tree.
Then they saw Jimmy on the path with the baby.
The dogs ran up, the baby laughed.
She likes dogs
The dogs began to wag their tails.
Dogs like babies
."What are you doing, you lame boy" shouted the
sons
Jimmy looked very, ver sad .
One of the sons tied to look under the blanket.
WHAAA went the baby WHAAAAAAA
Some ladies from the village ran up.
"You cruel men ," they cried.
"What are you doing to those children "

So the sons went away. The dogs went away.
Jimmy slowly went away with the baby looking sad.
But when he got round the corner he made his
chair go fast like a racing car. He laughed and
laughed. We shared the mangoes with our friends
Mr Gobo and his sons were angry. That evening
they went off to the town.
They told the policemen but the policemen just
laughed. "We knew they were not your mangoes, "
they said.
Late that night Mr. Gobo and his sons came back.
They were shouting. They were drunk. They went to
bed. They forgot to let out the dogs.
"I can hear the men snoring like pigs," said Jenny.
We told our friends in the village.
There was a full moon that night.
M. Gobo and his sons woke up late next day.
Their heads hurt.
ALL the ripe mangoes on ALL the trees had gone.
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