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Chapter 1 To have a dream 

What do you want to be when you grow up? Do you know? 

This is a story about two cousins, Tisa and Nina. Both girls 

loved to talk together and share their dreams about their future 

and what they wanted to do. They both wanted to do something 

exciting when they grew up. Most people laughed at their ideas, 

but their grandmother always listened. Tisa and Nina loved their 

grandmother very much. She was very wise, and she told them 

wonderful stories. The stories always had special messages for 

the girls. 



One evening Granny told Tisa and Nina a story about a little 

giraffe who had big dreams. The little giraffe wanted to change 

its life. 

"There was a time, many years ago, when the forests grew 

thick and fruitful across the earth. At that time, there was food 

enough for all the animals in the world. The trees in the forest 

hung heavy and ripe with fruit. 

In those days, many animals looked very different. Elephants 

had short trunks, zebras had no stripes and cheetahs had no 

spots. And in those days, giraffes had short necks and short 

legs. They did not need long necks and legs, for they could find 

all the fruit and leaves they wanted on the lowest branches of 

the trees. The giraffes were happy, living deep in the heart of 

the thick forest. 

Yet one giraffe was not so happy. She was a little giraffe, the 

youngest daughter in her family. She followed her family 

through the forest, eating her fill of fruit and leaves. Yet still she 

was not satisfied. She wanted more from life. She wanted to 

learn about the world beyond the forest. 

Sometimes she looked up at the sky and watched the great, 

broad-winged eagle circling overhead. She wondered what the 

eagle could see in the land beyond the forest. 

She strained her short neck to look, but she could not see 

over the thick leaves of the trees. 
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"I want to see the world beyond the forest," the little giraffe 

told her parents. 

Her parents were angry. "Do not say such things! Your place 

is here in the forest. Here you can hide and be safe. Who knows 

what dangers there are outside?" 

But the little giraffe still longed to see more. Her brother and 

sister teased her. "If you really want to see more, you should 

grow an ugly long neck," they would say , shaking their short 

necks and laughing. 
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"Don't you want to know more about the world beyond the 

forest? Don't you want to see more than the leaves under your 

noses?" she asked her brother and sister. 

"Whatever for?" they replied, biting into some juicy fruit. 

The little giraffe sighed sadly. Living deep in the forest, all she 

could see was the bright sun overhead. But she knew there was 

something magical in the world beyond. She could not see 

where the sun came from in the morning, or where it went to at 

night. But when she watched the great eagle fly over the forest 

in the evening, she saw its broad wings tipped with a deep, 

glorious light. 

There was a clearing in the forest, with a great black rock in 

the centre. The little giraffe knew that sometimes the eagle 

would come to perch on the rock and spread its wings to clean 

them with its great, yellow beak. One evening the little giraffe 

plucked up her courage and approached the eagle on the rock. 

"King of the Birds," she said humbly. "Please tell me what you 

can see when you fly so high up above the trees." 

The eagle looked down at the little giraffe. "I can see the 

mountains with hats of white snow on them," he replied. 

"I can see the great brown plains that stretch for ever. I can see 

the tops of the trees of your forest, waving and dancing in the 

wind." 
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The giraffe's eyes shone. "Oh King!" she said. "Tell me about 

the magic light that shines each evening, the light that tips your 

wings with gold." 

"That is the most beautiful sight in the world," replied the 

eagle. "The light comes from the golden-red sun as it falls over 

the end of the earth." 

The little giraffe longed more than ever to see beyond the 

trees of the forest. 
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"Would you like to see the setting sun, little one?" the eagle 

asked. 

"More than anything else in the world," replied the little giraffe 

eagerly. 

"I will do what I can to help you," the eagle said. "Wait for me." 

With that, he spread his great wings and flew away. 

The little giraffe ran back to her family as fast as her short 

legs would carry her. "The great eagle is going to take me to see 

the world," she boasted to her brother and sister. They just 

laughed at her. 

"How do you get such big ideas into such a little head?" her 

brother mocked. 

"You are quite the silliest giraffe in the whole forest," her sister 

jeered. 

"Just you wait and see," the little giraffe said confidently. 

The little giraffe waited eagerly at the rock for many days and 

nights. She began to wonder if the eagle had forgotten his 

promise. 

Then one evening she heard overhead the powerful beat of 

the eagle's wings. Suddenly the great bird swooped down to the 

clearing. "Would you like to come with me to see the setting 

sun?" the eagle asked the little giraffe. 

"Yes, yes," replied the little giraffe in excitement. 
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The great eagle gently began to lift up the giraffe in its claws , 

pulling her up by her ears and tiny horns. But when her family 

saw what was happening, they caught hold of her legs in their 

jaws and tried to pull her down to earth. 
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"Let her go!" they cried through their teeth. 

"Take no notice of them," pleaded the little giraffe. "Please 

take me up high, King of the Birds. Take me to see the golden 

sun." 

So the eagle pulled with all the power of his mighty wings, 

lifting the little giraffe up into the air. The giraffe family dug in 

their hooves, straining to pull the little giraffe back to the ground. 

Caught in the middle, the little giraffe's neck and legs began to 

stretch and stretch. They got longer and longer as the eagle 

tugged and the giraffes pulled. 

"Stop!" cried the little giraffe. 

The eagle and the giraffes all let go together, and the little 

giraffe fell to the ground with a bump. But when she stood up, 

she was no longer a little giraffe. She now had a long, long neck 

and four long, long legs. She now was a very tall giraffe. She 

was so tall that she could even see over the tops of the trees. 

She could see the beauty of the setting sun. The giraffe was 

happy at last. 

She said goodbye to her friend the eagle and turned to smile 

down on her family. She wanted them to be happy too. But her 

family were not pleased. 

"You are no longer one of us, with your ugly long neck and 

long legs," they said angrily, and they walked away. 
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The giraffe lived on her own in the forest for many months. 

She was not unhappy, for she loved to lift her eyes and gaze at 

the fascinating world beyond the trees. 

Then the great drought came. The land began to dry up and 

the forest began to suffer from the lack of rain. The animals all 

crowded into the forest, eating the fruit and leaves off the lower 

branches. Soon the lower trees were stripped bare and the 

animals began to go hungry. 

The giraffe did not suffer, for she could reach the high 

branches. But she worried about her family. Every day she 

searched throughout the forest for them . At last she found them, 

lying weak and hungry on the ground. The giraffe reached up to 
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the higher branches, where only she could find food. She fed 

and nursed her family back to health. Now they were grateful to 

her. They did not laugh at her or get angry any more. At last 

they realised that the changes in their youngest daughter were 

good for them too. 

The news spread rapidly among the other giraffes in the 

forest. They came to see the tall giraffe and watched her reach 

up to the highest leaves. They listened to her stories of the 

world beyond the forest. 

"We want to be tall too," they decided. "How can we change 

our necks and legs?" 
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The giraffes held a conference together. They felt that the best 

way to grow tall was to open a school for the young giraffes. 

"We'll teach them gentle exercises to stretch their necks and 

legs," they said. "Will you help us?" they asked the tall giraffe. 

When they heard the news about the school, the tall giraffe 's 

brother and sister jumped up. "Can we start our exercises now?" 

they asked. 

So that very morning, in a clearing in the heart of the forest , 

the giraffes started their exercise school. The tall giraffe helped 

teach all the young giraffes. She made a sign and pinned it to 

a tree: 

CALLING ALL GIRAFFES! 

Expand your horizons 

Broaden your outlook on the world 

REACH FOR THE SKIES 

Come to the 

GIRAFFE GYMNASIUM 
for 

easy exercises 

to 

STRETCH YOUR NECK AND LEGS 



Every morning all the young giraffes, and some of the older 

giraffes as well, came to the clearing to do their exercises. They 

stretched their necks to the left and the right. The strained their 

legs up and down. Each month they marked their heights on a 

tree, noting how much taller they were growing. It took many 

months, but at last, one evening, the giraffes lifted their heads 

and found that they too could see over the tops of the trees. 
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"The sun! The sun! Look at the gold of the setting sun!" 

shouted the giraffe's brother. The cheers of the giraffes could be 

heard far and wide across the forest. 

That evening the giraffes held a great feast of the juiciest 

leaves and fruit which they picked from the highest branches. 

The other giraffes crowded round the tall giraffe to thank her for 

teaching them to grow, and for giving them new ideas about the 

world. The giraffe looked round at her tall friends and was 

happy. 

From that day on every giraffe has been tall, with long legs 

and a long neck. Over the years, the giraffes moved out from 

the forest and onto the savannah. Now they felt safe away from 

the trees. They knew that with their long necks they could see 

danger coming, and with their long legs they could run fast to 

escape it. They never went hungry, for they could always reach 

the leaves on the highest branches. And each evening, as they 

watched the setting sun, they remembered the courage of that 

little giraffe and how she had changed all their lives." 

Both Tisa and Nina loved the story. 

"That was beautiful, Granny," said Tisa, with a deep sigh. She 

wished the story would go on all night. 

"What does it mean, Granny?" asked Nina. She was always 

asking questions and trying to work things out. 
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"What do you think?" their grandmother asked. 

Tisa and Nina thought for a moment. Then Tisa jumped up 

with excitement. "The giraffe sounds like us. She wanted to do 

something different in her life," she said. 

"Yes, and she helped her family and friends as well," added 

Nina. 

"You're right, children. The giraffe wanted to change her life 

and do something new. She did change, and, in the end, her 

family and friends realised that these changes were good for 

them too." 

Tisa smiled a huge smile. "Does that mean that I can do 

something different too, when I grow up?" she said with an 

impish grin. 

"Can we do something that girls don't usually do?" asked 

Nina, excitedly. 

Granny chuckled. "Oh, you girls and your dreams!" she 

exclaimed. "You can try and make them come true, but it isn't 

always easy." 



Chapter 2 Tisa's dream 

Tisa had many ideas of what she wanted to be when she grew 

up. She was always thinking of something unusual. 

"I have decided that I want to be a bus driver," she told her 

grandmother one day. 

Granny smiled, but she did not laugh. "I have never seen a 

woman driving a bus, my dear," she said. "But I have heard 

about it on the radio. Women sometimes drive buses in cities." 

When Tisa told her mother about her idea, her mother 

laughed. "Oh Tisa, what funny dreams you have in your head!" 

But this did not stop Tisa dreaming. Could she be a bus driver 

one day? 

~ 

Tisa had always enjoyed being on buses since she was quite 

young. Her father was a bus driver. She liked to sit next to him 

on the bus. She watched him carefully to see how he drove the 

bus and operated the pedals. 

When Tisa told him about her plan, her father sighed. "Tisa, 

I am a bus driver. Your brother can be a bus driver when he 
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grows up. But not you! Do you forget you are a girl?" 

To Tisa it didn't make any difference. She just did the things 

that she enjoyed doing. She liked to make toy cars for herself 

and her brother. Once she made a cart for her friend Juma, who 

was disabled. With Tisa's cart, he could join in racing the other 

children downhill. 

Tisa enjoyed doing technical projects at school, making model 

machines. Her teacher encouraged her. Tisa was good at the 

work. 

One day after school Tisa was waiting at the bus station for 

her father. She was watching him fix the engine. Just when he 

needed it, she passed him the right tool. Tisa's father was 

surprised. 

"How did you know I needed this tool?" he asked. 

Tisa smiled and said, "I just watch and learn." 

"Oh Tisa! What a girl you are!" her father laughed. Then he 

looked at his watch and said, "Shouldn't you be at home now?" 

Just then, Tisa's brother Fred came with a message. "Tisa, 

Ma wants you. There's work to do at home." 

Tisa asked her father, "Can't I stay and help you fix the 

engine?" 

Her father said firmly, "No, Tisa, you can't. Now, why don't 

you try to behave like a normal girl and do the normal things 

that girls do? Your brother can stay and help me." 
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Father put his head back into the bus engine . Then he called 

out, "Fred, pass me the double spanner." 

Fred looked startled. He scratched his head. He did not know 

which tool to pass. Tisa took out the spanner. Fred grinned at 

Tisa and passed the tool to his father. 
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"Clever boy!" said his father, without looking up. Tisa giggled. 

"Now, Tisa, run along home," said her father from under the 

bonnet. 

"Tisa, where have you been?" asked her mother. 
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"I was learning how to fix a bus engine," Tisa explained. 

"Oh, Tisa. All this nonsense about buses. It is not natural for a 

girl. You need to learn how to cook and wash and clean, not 

how to mend buses." She gave Tisa a pile of vegetables to cut. 

Mother was tired and that made her cross. But Tisa was too 

upset to notice. 

Poor Tisa. Sometimes it seemed that nobody understood 

her ... nobody except Granny. 

Tisa went and sat outside next to her grandmother. She felt so 

sad. Her tears fell on the vegetables that she was cutting. 

Granny looked up and noticed Tisa's tears. She guessed what 

was wrong. 

"Tisa, my dear. Don't cry," Granny soothed. "When I was 

young, I was just like you. I got into trouble many times for 

doing things girls aren't supposed to do." 

Granny thought back to her childhood and chuckled. "My best 

time was swimming races with the boys across the river. 

I always won. My mother said it wasn't natural." 

"That's just what they say about me and buses," Tisa said 

sadly. 

"When I was a child I wanted to be a teacher. But I was not 

even allowed to go to school," Granny remembered. 

"You are still a great teacher," Tisa said fondly. 

Granny smiled. "I may not be able to read, but I listen to the 
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radio. I have learnt a thing or two. I know that things are 

changing fast for girls and women. Remember that story I told 

you about the giraffe and how she changed her life and gave an 

example to all the other giraffes? Things do change. 

"These days it is normal for girls to go to school. And women 

have so many choices now. I have heard of women who are 

mechanics, doctors, game wardens, judges, even presidents. 

Some women also choose to stay at home to look after the 

family and the farm. That is just as hard work, and just as 

important as any outside job." 

Tisa listened with interest and growing hope. Maybe she 

could become a bus driver one day after all. 

Her dreaming was cut short by her mother calling her. 

"Tisa, please fetch some water." 

"Go quickly now and help your mother. She has a hard job 

looking after all you children," Granny said. As Tisa left, Granny 

called after her, "And ask young Fred to help you." 

A few days later, Tisa and her cousin Nina were sitting on the 

bus next to Tisa's father. Granny was sitting on the seat behind. 

The bus was parked on a steep hill near the bus station. There 

were many passengers on board. Tisa's father started the 

engine, then he remembered something that he had forgotten. 

He hurried back to the bus station. 
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Oh, no! The brake was not on properly. Slowly the bus began 

to roll forward down the hill. As it rolled it gained speed. 

The passengers began to panic and shout. There was 

going to be a terrible accident. Down the hill the bus rolled and 

rattled, going faster and still faster. 

Tisa gasped in fear. Further down the hill was a deep ravine 
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where the ground dropped steeply down to the river far below. 

The bus was going to carry them straight over the edge! 

"We are all going to be killed!" a man screamed. 

"Stop the bus!" a woman cried. 

"Tisa, do something!" Granny shouted. 

Tisa jumped into her father's seat. She tried to pull on the 

handbrake, but it was too stiff. Tisa shouted at Nina just beside 

her. "Nina! Help!" she cried. 

Nina hurriedly leaned over and together the two girls tugged 

at the handbrake, managing to raise it a little. The bus jolted and 

slowed, but it did not stop. It was still rolling towards the edge of 

the ravine. 

The people on the bus screamed in terror. "We'll go over the 

cliff! Help! Aaaaah!" 

Tisa looked down and saw the brake pedal on the floor. She 

stretched her short legs down as far as she could. Using all her 

strength, she stamped on the brake. She pushed and pushed 

her foot hard down on the pedal, at the same time gripping the 

steering wheel as she fought to control the bus. The bus 

screeched and swayed one way. The bus groaned and swayed 

the other way. Tisa continued to push hard on the brake pedal 

while Nina hung onto the handbrake. At last, with a shudder and 

a loud creak, the bus stopped, just before the edge of the cliff. 

The passengers roared and cheered, and wept with relief. Their 
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shouting and rejoicing could be heard all over town. 

Granny patted Tisa on the arm and smiled fondly. "I knew you 

could save us, my dear," she said. 

A man helped Tisa pull the handbrake on tighter. The bus was 

now safe. All the passengers praised Tisa for her skill and 

courage. Granny gave both Tisa and Nina a great hug. 

Just then, Tisa's father came running down the hill. He was 

terrified to see that his bus had rolled away. Then he saw the 
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crowd around the bus and Tisa at the wheel. 

"What on earth ... ?!" he exclaimed. Had Tisa been driving his 

bus? Was she out of her mind? 

A passenger called to him, "Hey, driver! It's okay. What a girl 

you have! She's saved our lives and she's saved your bus." 

"Yes, she's the best bus driver in town," a woman shouted. 

Tisa's father looked at his daughter and began to smile. 

It was a very big smile that spread all over his face. 

Maybe Tisa was going to be a bus driver after all! 

Later that night, the family sat together outside under the bright 

night sky. Tisa was very happy. She sat still thinking about the 

day's adventures. Her mother was plaiting her hair. 

"So you're a little bus driver now, Tisa," her mother said, 

proudly. 

Tisa looked dreamily up to the stars. Just then she saw an 

aeroplane flying across the moon. Tisa smiled a smile as big as 

the moon. 

"Granny, have you heard on the radio about women being 

aeroplane pilots?" she asked. 

"Oh, Tisa! Will you reach for the stars?!" Granny exclaimed, 

throwing back her head and roaring with laughter. 

"Yes, if I can stretch my neck as long as a giraffe!" Tisa 

replied, with a grin at her grandmother. 
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Chapter 3 Nina's dream 

Tisa didn't become an airline pilot or even a bus driver when she 

grew up. She kept dreaming up new things to do. In the end she 

went to a technical college and became a mechanical engineer. 

She has already designed a wheelchair for people who cannot 

walk. These wheelchairs have made a great difference to many 

people's lives. 

I know all this because I am Nina, Tisa's cousin. All those 

years ago, when we were children, Tisa was already good at 

making things. She once made a cart for a friend who was 

disabled, and she was always interested in how things worked. 

Tisa and I used to share our dreams, even when other people 

laughed at our ideas. 

I suppose Tisa and Granny understood me best. Tisa and 

I loved to talk with Granny and listen to her stories. The stories 

always had a message for us girls. I always remembered the 

story she told us about the little giraffe who changed her life. 

I think that Granny wanted us to do the things that she had 

never been able to do. She wanted us to do well in school and 
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get a good job afterwards. 

My mother understood me very well. She knew that I was 

very good at my school work. She encouraged me to do 

something special with my life. My mother was a health worker. 

She really enjoyed her work. 

My brother Abe understood me very well too. He used to 

make me laugh with his funny jokes. But at the same time he 

was always very thoughtful. He used to help me carry the heavy 

water pots. I used to help him with his school work at home. 

And as for my father, I suppose that he was proud of me in his 

own way. But he didn't seem to understand me at all well. He 
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had very firm ideas about what men and women could do. He 

used to say to his friends, "My daughter Nina is very clever. She 

will make some lucky man a good wife." 

When my mother heard him, she would smile. "Nina may 

want to have a good job too," she used to say. 

My father would shake his head. "Women and work!" he 

would mutter to himself. He pretended to disapprove, but 

secretly I think that he was proud of my mother. It was my 

mother who supported the family. 

My father always had great plans for his work, but they never 

quite worked out. He would go to the city for weeks at a time 

with some new scheme for work. But he usually came back 

home with his hopes dashed and his pockets empty. When his 

own dreams were gone, he pinned all his hopes on my younger 

brother Abe. "My son Abe will be a big man one day," he would 

say to his friends. "He is like his father. Very intelligent! And a 

good nose for business!" 

My brother didn't want to be a big man when he grew up. He 

wasn't even sure what a 'big man' did. Once he stuffed some 

cloth down his shirt to make a huge tummy. 

"Look, I'm a big man already!" he giggled. 

Abe knew exactly what he wanted to be. But he didn't think 

our father would approve. 

You see, when Abe and I were little, we had a favourite game. 
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We used to watch my mother at the clinic and then pretend that 

we were running our own health clinic. I pretended to be the 

doctor and Abe pretended to be the nurse. I know that seems 

unusual for a boy, but that is the way Abe wanted it. In those 

days, I was eleven years old and Abe was ten. 

In our free time Abe and I would set up our play clinic under 

the trees at the back of the compound. If Abe found a wounded 

bird or a goat with a sore foot, he would bring it to the clinic. We 
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would clean the wound, just as we had seen my mother do, 

working at the health centre. 

Our school friends used to enjoy playing this game too. They 

called us Doctor Nina and Nurse Abe. 

Our teacher used to encourage us to think about our future. One 

day in class she asked us all what we wanted to be. 

"A bus driver!" Tisa answered at once. 

All the children laughed. But a few days later, when Tisa 

stopped her father's bus from crashing, she became the school 

hero. 

When it was my turn, I said, "I want to be a doctor." 

The children whistled. 

"Phew! You've got big ideas for yourself. You're only a girl," 

said a boy called Peter. The other boys laughed. 

"My sister is a doctor," said the teacher. That kept the boys 

quiet. 

Then Abe my brother had to answer. Very quietly he said, 

"I want to be a nurse." 

"A what?" shouted Peter. 

"A nurse," Abe repeated louder. 

The other boys all started to snigger with amusement. The 

teacher quickly quietened them. "I think it is great that you are 

thinking of interesting or unusual careers. And I wish you luck. 
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Sometimes you will have to work hard to convince your family 

and friends." 

Then she smiled at Abe. "My brother is not a nurse, but 

I would be v~ry proud if he was. My sister the doctor tells me 

that there are now quite a few male nurses in the city hospital. 

It is a good job for a man or a woman, if they enjoy caring for 

others." 

Then the teacher turned to Peter. "What do you want to be 

when you grow up, Peter?" she asked. 

"A big man," Peter replied confidently. 

"What does a big man do?" the teacher asked. 

"Er ... well, I'm not really sure. But my father says I will be a 

big man ... er, so I will." 

"Maybe he means a fat man!" said Abe cheekily. He covered 

his mouth quickly when he saw Peter glaring at him. The other 

boys laughed again. 

Peter didn't let Abe forget his joke. In the playground he often 

shouted to Abe, "Nursey! Nursey! Help me!" But Abe just 

laughed. He didn't mind what Peter thought of him. 

One time we all played a joke on Peter. Peter was teasing 

Abe, calling, "Nursey! Nursey! I've hurt my foot!" 

We made Peter lie down while Abe pretended to be a nurse 

and I pretended to be the doctor. I tapped Peter's head, saying 

I was examining his brain. Meanwhile, Abe bandaged Peter's 
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foot. In fact, Abe managed to tie both of Peter's feet together. 

Just then the school bell rang and Peter had to jump back into 

class. We all had a good laugh! 

One day Abe and I were playing at our pretend clinic. My 

father came past with Peter's father. Peter came too. 

"Ah! Here they are! See my boy Abe? He's going to make me 

very proud one day," my father said to Peter's father. 

"Are you practising being a doctor?" Father asked Abe. 
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Abe mumbled something. 

"Are you his nurse, Nina?" he asked me. 

"Well, actually ... " I started to explain. 

Peter guffawed behind us. "It's the other way round. She's the 

doctor and he's the nurse," he said with a loud laugh. 

"What?" said my father, confused. "Hmm! That's enough of 

these silly games," he muttered, and hurried away with his 

friend. 

Abe and I both felt quite sad. We really loved our father and 

we wanted him to be proud of us too. We went to talk to our 

mother and grandmother. Granny comforted us. 

"Don't worry, my dears," she said. "Things are changing fast 

in the world. One day your father will accept the changes too." 

We told them about Peter. 

"Don't worry about him either. He will have to wake up to the 

modern world too!" our mother said. 

Peter had a shock which woke him up sooner than we expected. 

He was out one afternoon trying to hit birds with a catapult and 

stones. He really did do nasty things sometimes! They were 

probably the same birds that Abe had to rescue and nurse back 

to health. 

Anyway, that evening the birds got their revenge. When Peter 

was up in a tree, he shot a stone at the birds with his catapult. 
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The birds flew up in panic. Some of them flew straight into his 

face. Peter fell backwards out of the tree. 

Luckily Abe and I were near by, working in our compound. We 

heard Peter cry out. Abe and I ran to find out what had 

happened. 

Peter had broken his leg. He was crying out in pain. Abe tried 

to comfort him. I knew some First Aid, so together Abe and 

I bound up Peter's leg with a splint. We used two straight sticks 

and tied them to his leg with some cloth. This gave his leg some 

support. 
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"Oh, Peter, the doctor will tie your legs together for at least a 

year. I hope you like jumping," Abe joked. 

Even through his pain, Peter managed to laugh. "Oh, Nursey! 

What would I do without you?" he said to Abe. "And you too, 

doctor," he said to me. 

We borrowed the cart that Tisa had made for our friend Juma. 

Tisa came to help too. We managed to sit Peter inside the cart 

and pull him to the clinic where my mother worked. 

When we got there, my mother praised us for the care we had 

taken of Peter. "I couldn't have made a better splint myself," she 

said. 
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"Nor I," said the visiting doctor. 

Abe and I were very pleased with ourselves. 

When Peter came back to school a few days later, he had his 

leg in plaster. He used to hop around the playground with his 

arm around Abe's shoulders. "This is my nurse," he would tell 

the other boys. Abe grinned. In jest he made himself a little 

nurse's hat which he wore at a rakish angle. Abe was such a 

clown. He always made everyone laugh. I think that is why he 

was able to make them feel better. 

My father was not so easy to convince. Sometimes I saw him 

looking at Abe and me with a puzzled expression on his face. 

He must have found our ideas very strange. 

One day, when we were a bit older, Granny told us about our 

father when he was young. I then began to understand him 

better. I also realised why he sometimes seemed depressed. 

My father had been born in a village where my grandfather 

had owned land. All my father had wanted in life was to be a 

farmer too. He loved the land and was good at farming. But my 

grandfather was in debt. He told my father to go to the city to 

get a job. My father tried many jobs in the city, but none of them 

worked out. He was never able to make any money. He decided 

at last that he should return to his village. He would ask my 

grandfather to allow him to stay and work the fields. When, after 
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three years, he returned to my grandfather's village, there was 

no farm left. My grandfather had lost everything. I don't think 

that my father was ever happy or settled in any work after that. 

The one joy in his life was my mother. She came from the same 

village. After they married, they settled in the district town. My 

mother trained as a health worker. Meanwhile my father tried, 

and failed, at several different jobs. 

After Abe and I heard father's story, we decided we wanted to 

make him proud of us one day. One day we would get a chance 

to convince him that we could have successful jobs. 

We never got this chance. 

When Abe and I were at secondary school, my father became 

sick. He had always been a large man, but now he began to 

lose a lot of weight. He began to fall sick regularly. He became 

thinner and thinner. Sometimes he would seem to be getting 

stronger, but then he would fall sick again. 

Since I wanted to be a doctor, I had always studied hard in 

our health lessons. When I saw what was happening to my 

father, I began to get desperately worried. My worst fears came 

true when my mother spoke to Abe and me one evening. 

"We have now got the test results. I am so sorry, but you have 

to know that your father has AIDS," my mother told us. 

Neither Abe nor I could say a word. We both knew what that 
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meant. My mother was so strong. She comforted us. I hope that 

we also helped to comfort her. 

"Now you must show your love for your father. He will need all 

our love and care to live his last days feeling good. With love, 

support and good nursing care, we can make his life longer and 

happier." 

Abe and I looked at each other. All our childhood we had 

played at being doctor and nurse. Now it was for real. 

Later that evening I went to see my mother. From my studies 

I knew something about AIDS. I was terrified that my mother 
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had been infected too. I didn't know how to ask my mother. I felt 

shy and afraid , but my mother reassured me. 

She told me that she had been able to discuss the risks 

frankly with my father some years ago. They had agreed to use 

safe practices when they were together. 

Because my mother was a health worker, she had looked after 

many people with Al OS. For the last few years she had often 

told us about how to care for people who had Al OS. 

My father's last months were as good as they could be. We 

took great care of him. We gave him good food to eat, and kept 

him as healthy as possible. My mother always got my father 

treated very quickly if he caught any infections. 

Mother also showed us how to practise sensible hygiene. We 

knew that there was no risk in caring for my father. We knew 

that what he needed now was our love and help. We took it in 

turns to care for him. My mother would get very tired, so we 

tried to give her a chance to rest as well. 

Mother also insisted that we continued to work hard in school. 

She gave us time every evening to study for our exams. 

Abe was good at nursing my father and at keeping him 

cheerful. After school, Abe told him funny stories to make him 

laugh. Granny used to spend a lot of time talking with my father 

about the old days in the village. He enjoyed that. I think that I 
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helped by being practical and sensible and by supporting my 

mother. I was learning more and more about health , so I could 

discuss things with her. It was at that time that I passed my final 

school exams with top marks and got a scholarship to go to 

college. My father was very proud. 

Most of the neighbours remained friendly and came to visit 

my father, although a few stayed away. When Peter and his 

father visited, my father said proudly, "See my daughter, who is 
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going to be a doctor. And my son, who is going to be the best 

nurse in town. With a wife who is a health worker, I have been 

blessed with my family. I could not be in better hands." 

I think that at last he came to understand us all. 

And as for Peter, he patted Abe on the back. He became a 

true friend to Abe and myself in those difficult days. He always 

supported us at school if other children made comments about 

AIDS in our family. 

Our family found out then who were our truest friends. We 

also found out how much the community needed to learn about 

Al DS. Above all, we found out about our own strengths and 

qualities. 

They were the hardest months of my life, but in some ways 

they were also good times. We had a chance to talk with our 

father about our hopes and dreams. We also had a chance to 

listen to his stories about his youth. 

My father died peacefully early one morning. Before he died 

he blessed us all and told us to follow our chosen paths in life. 

It was almost eight years later that Abe and I were both posted 

to the same district hospital to work. By chance, one day we 

were both working on the same ward. A young man came in 

supporting an old man. They looked very familiar. I suddenly 

realised that this was Peter and his father. 
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Peter walked up to Abe. He obviously didn't recognise Abe 

with his new moustache and his white uniform. 

"Are you the doctor?" Peter asked. 

"No, I am the nurse. Can I help?" Abe replied. 

"I was told the doctor was in here," Peter said, rather crossly. 

He looked around the ward, but stared straight past me without 

noticing me. 

"Yes, the doctor is here," said Abe with a grin. 

"Where? I can't see him," Peter replied, looking around again. 
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"There's the doctor. She's over there," said Abe, pointing at 

me and laughing hugely. 

"Hello, Peter," I said. "We're Doctor Nina and Nurse Abe!" 

• 
What a party we had that night! Tisa came too. At the end of 

the evening, someone suggested that we should each tell a 

story. Tisa and I glanced at each other and smiled. 

I looked round at my old friends and said, "Tisa and I will tell 

you our favourite story. It's about a little giraffe who wanted to 

change her life." 
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Activities 

The activities are divided into learning stages which lead the 

children from understanding the issue, relating it to their own 

lives and taking action. They aim to develop different life skills , 

such as critical thinking, problem-solving , communication and 

empathy. The activities suggest things which children 

themselves can do. 

Understanding the story 

1 Discuss the story amongst yourselves. 

Which bit of the three stories did you like best? Why? 

Which person in the stories did you like best? Why? 

How did the giraffe convince her family to accept change? 

How did Tisa convince her parents that she could be a bus 

driver? 

How did Nina and Abe convince their father about their 

chosen careers? 

How did education help Tisa , Nina and the little giraffe 's 

friends achieve their ambitions? 

2 Draw a picture of your favourite part of each story and 

explain this to others. 
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3 Read the story to younger children at school and at home. 

Discuss the ideas. 

4 Nina's father got infected by HIV, the virus which causes 

AIDS. Discuss the ways in which HIV is spread. Nina's 

mother showed the children how to practise sensible 

hygiene when caring for their father. Make another list of 

what to do when caring for a person with AIDS. 

Finding out more about ourselves and our community 

1 What do you dream about doing when you grow up? Write 

down your ideas on a piece of paper. Don't show anyone 

else. Put the papers in a box. One by one, pupils draw out a 

slip of paper and mime actions to explain the profession 

written on the paper. The rest of the class then try and 

guess what the job is. Hold a discussion after each pupil 

has done a mime, to explain what the school qualifications 

and training needs are for each profession. 

2 As a class, make a list of the different jobs that people do 

and write them on cards. In groups then discuss each job 

and decide whether it can be done by men, or women, or 

by both. Have the different groups made the same 

decisions? If there are any differences, one member from 

each group can explain why they came to their decision. 

Then the rest of the class can vote. 
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3 Tisa and Nina's grandmother said that many changes had 

taken place in society since she was a girl. Interview old 

men and women in your community to find out: 

- what changes have happened in society in their lifetime. 

- what they think have caused these changes. 

- how these changes have affected the roles of men and 

women. 

- whether they think these changes have been for the 

better or the worse. 

4 Conduct a survey to find out: 

- what jobs women are doing (including working at home, 

looking after the family). 

- what jobs men are doing. 

Discussing and planning action 

1 Discuss the results of your survey of the jobs done by men 

and by women. List the different jobs that men and women 

do in your community. 

2 Discuss what you would do to encourage children and their 

families to accept changing ideas about men's and 

women's roles. 
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Taking action 

1 Each of the chapters in this book can be made into a play. 

Act out the stories, bringing out the key points about the 

changing lives of girls and women. Ask your friends and 

families to watch the plays and discuss the ideas. 

2 Make posters about the different and unusual jobs that 

women now do. Display these around the school. 

Discussing results 

1 Discuss the activities you have done at school and at 

home. What have you learnt? Do you think others have 

changed their opinions at all? 

2 Is there anything more you would like to do? 

What do you think? 

1 Should women become bus drivers and doctors? 

2 Should boys become nurses? 

3 Can women today do jobs that their grandmothers 

would never have been allowed to do? 

4 What unusual jobs have you seen women do? 

5 Why is education important for both girls and boys? 
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Girl Child Readers 

This series of Child-to-Child Readers focuses on the rights of the Girl 
Child . The stories encourage children to reflect on the way that girls - and 
boys - are treated in their families and communities. While full of exciting 
adventure , these stories reveal the problems and discrimination faced by 
many girls. The stories show what girls can achieve if they are given the 
same opportunities and treatment as their brothers. The characters in 
these readers provide positive role models for both girls and boys, 
developing their confidence and self-esteem and demonstrating the 
importance of life skills , such as communication and critical thinking. 
A central theme for the series is the value of girls ' education. 

Two Girls and their Dreams is a Level 2 reader. In this story two cousins , 
Tisa and Nina, both have unconventional aspirations for their future. 
Through various dramatic events , the girls manage to convince their 
families that they can achieve their dreams. The story illustrates how 
education widens the options for women 's employment and challenges 
conventional expectations of women 's roles . The story also talks about 
caring for people living with AIDS. 

The Girl Child series can make a useful contribution to educational 
initiatives seeking to promote girls ' performance and retention in school. 
They can also be used as support material for life skills programmes , in 
and out of school. The books are graded at two levels , intended for upper 
primary and lower secondary classes. The readers can be used as an 
integral part of a Social Studies or Environmental Science curriculum. 
They can also be used in Language and Literacy classes. 
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