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Chapter 1 A shot in the dark

A gunshot shattered the night. A scream ... a thud ... lights,
voices and a dog barking.
The two boys hidden behind the tree became rigid with fear.
Suddenly Omari, the elder one, came to life. "Come on," he
whispered fiercely to the younger one. "Come on Joseph, let's
go. Don't look." But Joseph stared at the door of the empty
house.
Moments ago their friend Danny had knocked on that door.
Then he had started to run. Now he was dead. Omari's mind
raced. Danny had been shot. How? Why? He did not know.
The place was crawling with police. Omari knew they must get
away. Joseph was young, he was new on the streets. It was
not good for him to be there. He'd be useless to the gang if this
played on his mind. Besides, he might talk to someone. The
less he saw, the better.
"Come on Joseph, let's get out of here. If you don't move, I'll
leave you here." Joseph needed no other threat.
From the alleyway behind the house came a tall man in a
tee-shirt and jeans. He glanced towards the boys. His eyes
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narrowed as he saw Joseph disappearing behind a tree,
slipping into the shadows of the night. The man paused to light
a cigarette; the flare of the match briefly lit up his piercing black
eyes.

***
"I just don't understand," said Peter. "Why was Danny visiting
that empty house? It's a dangerous area. He should have
known that the police patrols come round with their dogs.
There's 'Central Stores' just down the road, with all the spare
parts for the government vehicles. Everyone in town would like
to get their hands on what's in there.
"And another thing," he went on. "That Joseph. He had
better stop messing things up. We lost out on a box of biscuits
yesterday because of him. He dropped it, the clumsy idiot, just
as the rest of us had crowded around the store owner with our
questions so that he could sneak away with it. I was so angry, I
belted him when we'd run out."
"Look," said Omari, pointing at a woman who was counting
out wads of notes. Imagine showing how much money she had
so openly in the market. Didn't she know you should not do
that? Without another word, the two boys edged towards her
through the crowd.

***
2

It was dark in their shelter just behind the big lorry park. The
four boys sat around a cracked lamp, their stomachs full for
once, thanks to Mama Mariamu.
Mama Mariamu sold fruit in the market. She had a sharp
tongue, and helping her to sell her fruit was hard work. She
could not give them much money, but she was generous when
it came to food, and she had given them a good helping of rice;
there was even a little fish mixed in it.

Mama Mariamu liked the boys and they liked her, but she
never let them get away with anything. She enjoyed their
stories, their jokes and their songs. She had children of her
own, three boys and a girl. She knew what it was like on the
streets. She didn't like children to go hungry, and although she
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did not make much money from her food stall in the market,
she gave them what she could.
Omari looked preoccupied. Something was nagging at him.
Should he ask Joseph now? He looked at the younger boy's
face. Even in the few weeks since he'd been on the streets,
Joseph already had that street-wise, independent look. He was
learning fast to be alert, to seize an opportunity, give away
nothing, move quickly and put on that 'little boy lost' look if he
felt it would beg some money off a sympathetic stronger. But he
was not learning fast enough for Peter. Omari looked at Peter.
Peter was good on the streets. He knew how to look after
himself. But he was often a loner and did not hang around with
the others. He only came when it suited him.
Kimathi broke the silence. "Danny gave us this old lamp. I
wish he were here."
"He would have been here if he had hadn't been so stupid,"
snapped Peter.
"That's not fair," Omari replied. "It could happen to any one of
us. And we don't know the full story." He had not told the
others what he had seen, and he had made sure that Joseph
would not tell them either.
"Danny was clever and ... " began Kimathi, but he didn't
know how to carry on. Did anyone really know Danny?
"Danny was good to me," said Joseph. "I miss him," he
added quietly.
4

"Shut up everyone!" ordered Peter. "If he hadn't been so
careless he'd still be alive."
There was silence. Omari looked at Joseph and decided to
speak. "Joseph, who was that man talking to you today? What
did he want?"
Joseph started. "What man?" He tried to sound casual, but
failed.
"That tall man," said Omari. "He wore a blue tee-shirt and
jeans."
Peter was suddenly interested. "What man?"
Joseph looked uncomfortable. "Oh, he just wanted to know
the way to Ngara."
"Are you sure?" Peter's voice was sharp.
"Of course I am." But Joseph was lying.

Omari kept quiet. He had watched the man talk to Joseph for
a long time. It looked as if he had been giving him directions.
But Omari decided to wait until he could catch Joseph alone.

***

"Don't go annoying the other stall keepers," Mama Maria mu
warned Omari, Joseph and her two older children, Hamisi and
Fatuma as she watched them try to manage a big piece of
wood between them. She smiled to herself as they struggled,
5

complained and teased each other, and especially Fatuma,
since she was the only girl with them. But Fatuma was well
able to stand up for herself with the boys. She was like her
mother. No one got the better of her for very long.
It had been Fatuma's idea that the boys should set up a
table-tennis stall on the edge of the market on the road to
school. "All the school children will want to play and you can
charge them a penny a go," she had said. Secretly, she would
have liked to do this herself but her mother would never have
let her.
"You need to study so you do not have to sell snacks in this
market like I do," her mother often said. "I want to see you do
better than I can."
Fatuma knew what her mother meant. It would have been
fun to have her own table-tennis business, but if she did not
pay attention to her school work, that would be all that she
could ever do. And Fatuma had plans for what she wanted to
do when she grew up. Still, she could have fun helping her
friends start the thing up.
Mama Mariamu turned back to her stall. She was proud of
Fatuma. The girl was intelligent and kind. Look how quickly
she had picked up on the table-tennis idea when one of Mama
Mariamu's customers had said that his children turned every
table in the house into a table-tennis table. 'She'll make an
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excellent business woman one day,' thought Mama Mariamu.
And how generous she had been with her idea. She was glad
Fatuma had thought to tell the boys about her idea, and not
some of her other friends.

"These boys need the money more, Mother," she had said.
"The others have their families to take care of them. No one
ever thinks of these boys, and they aren't really bad are they?"
She had paused and added in a puzzled voice, "The stall
keepers don't like them though, and they do steal and cheat
sometimes." Fatuma frowned. It was wrong to steal and
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cheat, and yet she liked the boys. "Do you think they are bad
mother?" But Mama Mariamu wanted her to work it out for
herself.
Underneath all their toughness, these children were exactly
like her own. They did what they had to do to survive. People
usually thought her a tough woman, but she had to be. Just
like the boys , she had to be strong. And then there was
Danny. She felt sick in the stomach every time she thought
about him. He was the wisest of them all. She could still
picture him, his eyes, clear, intelligent, warm and often full of
mischief, but sometimes also sad, tired and worried, although
he tried not to let anyone see him that way ...
Danny was tough but he had looked after the other children
on the street. Sometimes he had come and talked to her late in
the evening. He would ask her what he should do if one of the
others was ill. He had never told her how they survived, and
she had never asked. She knew if she appeared too curious he
would have stopped asking her for advice, and she had wanted
him to know that she would help without asking any questions.
They had had a good understanding between them. 'I wish I
knew what really happened that night, and how he got killed,'
she thought sadly. Many people did not like Danny or any other
child living on the street. But who wanted to kill him, and why?
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Chapter 2 Kimathi's story

"Where's Joseph?" said Omari, as he struck a match to light the
lamp. "I've got something to show him."
Peter and Kimathi shrugged their shoulders. Peter's hair
hung untidily around his thin face, and Kimathi's cheeks were
hollow; his eyes seemed to have sunk into his face. Life on the
streets seemed to be getting more and more difficult.
Joseph came from the night shadows and sat down with the
group. He held the wound on his left cheek, the result of a fall
as he had jumped off the back of a lorry. "Put some more
kerosene in Danny's lamp," he said. Omari smiled.
"Here," said Omari. "Danny lent me these shoes, but they're
too tight. You wear them, or sell them."
"My father made shoes," replied Joseph. "He ... " but he
changed his sentence midway. "These are good shoes," he
said, looking at them carefully. "I thought boys like us didn't
have good things unless ... "
"Unless they stole them," finished Peter.
"Those were Danny's shoes." Kimathi's voice held a quiet
challenge. "Danny had them with him when he left home."
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Joseph looked at Kimathi. He had never thought much about
him before. Kimathi was the quiet one. He was not a leader,
not like Danny had been. And he was not tough like Peter, nor
friendly like Omari.
Omari too looked at Kimathi with curiosity. He had known
him longer than the others, and knew him better. Had he not
been out on the streets, Kimathi was one of those boys who
would have done well at school. 'And yet look at him now,'
Omari thought, 'skinny, scruffy and scrounging for food in
dustbins.'
"How did you come to live on the streets, Kimathi?" he asked
aloud.
Kimathi looked deep into the lamp's flame. "Well, we lived in
a little village by a river," he began slowly, "my mother, father,
two brothers and my sister. My uncle lived with us too. Those
were happy days. My mother gave lessons to some women in
the village, while others went to wash the clothes or get
firewood. She'd got it well organized. They divided up the
work so that some could learn reading, or arithmetic, or things
to do with health, and on the next day they would swap around.
On the third day they all worked together, but as they cooked
and washed they would practise the letters and numbers in
songs.
"The men laughed at first. 'It will never work,' they said. 'The
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women are bound to quarrel, and we will never get our food in
time.' But it did work.
"Everyone came to respect my mother," Kimathi carried on,
"until she was ill. She had AIDS. We did not know at first.
She was still breast-feeding my baby sister. At one time , well
before my sister was born, they had to give my mother some
blood. They did not test the blood in those days like they do
now. But when my sister was about one year old, my mother
was very ill. She could no longer look after us all. It was bad to
be in a family where someone has AIDS."
Suddenly, Kimathi's voice was hard and bitter. "My father
sent my two brothers and my uncle to another village where
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they would not be known. Everyone in our village stopped
talking to us or visiting us. They did not know that it is all right
to be friends with someone who has AIDS, that you have to
sleep with someone, or somehow get their blood to mix with
yours to get AIDS."
He sighed as he remembered how the villagers would no
longer allow them to draw water from the same well or attend
any of the festivals, and how the children at school had kept
away from him as if he was something evil. Even the teacher
kept his distance, although the health worker had explained
about AIDS.
"My father wanted all of us to go away, but I refused. I was
the oldest, even though I was younger than Joseph is now. I
did not want to go. My mother was ill, then my sister got it too
because my mother had passed it on to her when she was
pregnant with her. My father also got it." Kimathi was silent.
"You don't have to tell us any more," said Omari gently. He
could see how hard it was for Kimathi to carry on. And Omari
had his own memories too. They were different from Kimathi's,
but they too were painful.
Kimathi looked at him and smiled sadly. "There is not much
more to tell," he said. "When my parents and my baby sister
died, I thought of joining my uncle and my two brothers. But I
couldn't find them. No one could tell me what had happened to
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them. So I had nowhere to go, and I ended up in the city.
"Danny looked after me when I first came. He was the only
one who knew about me, and every time he met anyone from
the district where my uncle and brothers were supposed to
have gone, he would ask if they knew them . But now I
suppose I will have to do it on my own. I find it harder to talk to
people than Danny did. He could talk to anyone, even if he
had never known them. It didn't matter who they were . I wish I
was more like him. It might be easier to find my family if I
were."
Kimathi grew silent again. Omari touched his shoulder and
smiled to comfort him. Kimathi returned his smile. Omari was
a real friend. Like Danny had been.
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Chapter 3 Life on the streets

The table-tennis business was doing well. Mama Mariamu's
children made sure all their friends knew about it. Hamisi had
even drawn a poster, and Kimathi had helped him to write the
words.
"You have beautiful handwriting Kimathi," exclaimed Hamisi
in surprise, "and you know how to spell all the words. My
teacher would like you."
"But I can't read as well as you Hamisi," said Kimathi, though
he was pleased with the praise. "I would not fit in at school."
"Are you going to take my money and let me play, or is this
table only for show?" interrupted one of the girls on her way
home from school. Kimathi turned to her but Hamisi was still
thinking ...
Joseph ran up to the two boys, really excited. "Will you
come, Kimathi?" he burst out. "Will you come with Bakari and
Fatuma and me to the Centre?"
"What Centre?" asked Kimathi in surprise.
"It's a new place for children, Kimathi. They say we can play
football, and it's got proper rooms to stay in and ... "
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"Ask Omari," Kimathi broke in. "I'm busy minding this tabletennis."
"But come with me later when you've finished." Joseph
would not let go that easily.
"Maybe," Kimathi said. He was not making any promises.
Joseph got involved in the Centre very quickly, and was
soon accepted as part of the place, but the older boys were
more cautious. Living on the streets had made them
independent. The adults who came into the Centre seemed
friendly, and didn't ask too many questions. Once or twice
Omari and Kimathi went there to get warm, but they kept
themselves to themselves. Occasionally they would accept a
bowl of soup, and on one particularly cold night they even slept
there, but they did not go there regularly.
It was Hamisi who got Kimathi more involved in the Centre.
They needed to advertise a football practice, and Hamisi told
Mwangi, who was in charge of the Centre, what a good writer
Kimathi was. Mwangi asked Kimathi to help make a poster, and
was very pleased with the result. As he talked to Kimathi,
Mwangi decided he would try to win Kimathi's trust, and see if
he could move him off the streets.
If only Danny had been there, he would have helped.
Mwangi had really missed Danny's help when setting up the
Centre. In fact it had been Danny who had started him thinking
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about finding a shelter for the children living on the streets.
Mwangi had been very surprised when Danny had said that the
streets were getting too dangerous, and that younger and
younger people were living there now.

Mwangi had meant to ask him more about this. But now
Danny was dead. The idea of the Centre had nearly died with
him. Danny was a leader. Without him to tell them to, the
children might not go to a Centre. But Mwangi had gone ahead
with it anyway, in memory of Danny and also because there
seemed to be more gangs, adult gangs, on the streets
nowadays. Mwangi still wanted to see if he could get some of
the children off the streets. But it was slow work.
***
16

Joseph looked up at the man, his eyes wide with fear. "I don't
know," he whispered. "I don't know what Danny was doing. We
were following him. My friend said we should. I didn't see who
shot Danny."
"So you saw him being shot, did you?" hissed the man. "It
was the police who shot him."
Joseph didn't say anything. 'I suppose they must have shot
him,' he thought. 'But why? Danny was just running. The police
could have caught him, beaten him, locked him up ... but why
shoot him? Why did they do that? What had Danny done?'
"Danny was working for us," said the man. It was as if he
was answering Joseph's thoughts. "He was going to make a lot
of money. The police don't like us. That's why they shot Danny.
They'd shoot you and your friends too, if they knew you had
been at the house ... Two things can happen to you, boy. The
police can get a tip-off that you and your friends were working
with Danny, or you can start working for me and make yourself
some money."
Joseph thought quickly. What the man said didn't sound
quite right. But what if it was true? What if the police did come
after them with their guns and dogs?
He nodded his head unwillingly, but the man seemed
satisfied. "OK," he growled. "Now you must prove to me that
you can hold your tongue and really mean to help me." The
man handed Joseph a package.
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"You must deliver this somewhere for me, and not tell a soul.
Otherwise ... "
Joseph nodded again, and looked at the small, dirty, brown
bag. It felt soft in his hands. 'Not money,' he thought.
"Just keep it safe until you hear from me again," said the
man. "Don't ever think about opening it, or of showing it to
anyone else. Remember what happened to Danny!"
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Joseph took the bag, hid it under his hat and made his way
down the long alley. The man watched him walk away, then
turned and walked slowly back up the alley to the street. Once
there, he stopped to light a cigarette. 'Well, we'll see how this
works,' he thought. 'This bag has more flour in it than stuff. I'll
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leave it with the boy for a few days and see if he tells anyone
else about it. If he doesn't, I can ask him to deliver it. Perhaps
if he does a good job of it this time, we can slowly get his
friends interested, and then, at last, we may have a good
network going.'

***

"Well, what did he want?" Joseph started as Omari barred his
way in the alley. "And don't tell me he was still asking for
directions to Ngara."
Joseph knew it was no use. Omari had caught him out, and
he had better not lie to him too. "He wanted to know if I had
seen who shot Danny," he blurted out. "I told him I didn't see
anything, but I don't know if he believed me." He did not tell
Omari what else the man had said. He did not tell him about
the bag under his hat.
Omari could see the young boy was frightened and
miserable. "Make sure you tell me if the man comes again.
Understood?" he ordered. Joseph nodded mechanically.
Omari was puzzled. What had Danny been up to?
Was this the man who had called the police? Had
Danny been working for the man? Why? But Omari had no
answers. Not yet anyway.
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The oil in the lamp had almost burnt out. Kimathi reached
forward to pick it up, then jumped as the boys heard someone
walking towards their shelter. Quick as a flash, the lamp was
covered and the four figures sat, still as statues.
Suddenly Peter leapt up and threw himself at the shadow.
"Got you ," he shouted. Was Peter mad? But Peter seemed to
hold down the person with ease.
"Don't hurt me," came a voice, and Peter let go in surprise.
"Anna!" he exclaimed. "What are you doing here?"
"I'm so glad I found you ," she cried, and burst into tears.
"Well, we are glad it was you!" Kimathi struck a match to light
the lamp again. He looked at Anna. "Good God, what
happened to you?"
Anna's face was swollen, she had a black eye and her lip
was cut and bleeding. The boys stared, horrified. They all
knew Anna. She was one of the children whom they came in
contact with every now and then. But Anna had a job. She
worked in the bars sometimes when they needed a singer and
did not want to pay for one. Anna would sing for a meal and a
bed for the night. Sometimes she slept rough and sometimes
she managed to find a place. She looked terrible.
"He beat me because I wouldn't sleep with his friends," she
sobbed. "But I am scared and don't know what to do. Now that
Danny isn't here, they no longer give me the singing jobs. Now
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they want me to ... to ..." She broke off. "I don't know what to
do. I can't go home. It'll be the same with my stepfather. He'll
beat me and threaten me. That is why I left. But it's the same
on the streets."
Kimathi put his ragged blanket round her shoulders. Soon
she stopped shivering and even managed to eat a little. She
smiled at Joseph. "Danny told me about you," she said. "Well,
how do you like life on the streets?"
Joseph smiled back. "It's OK," he ventured. "Do you really
sing?" he continued. "Will you sing for us?"
Anna looked at him. Maybe she would sing for them. It
would take her mind off things.
Anna left next morning. "I want to go and see Danny's
father," she said. "He has not been too well lately."
They looked at her in surprise. No one had even known that
Danny's family lived in the city.
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Chapter 4 Omari's story

"We learnt about the Second World War in class today," said
Bakari, Mqma Mariamu's second son. "When I grow up I want
to be a soldier."
Mama Mariamu's children, Anna and the boys sat in the
market square which was emptier than usual. Mamadi, Mama
Mariamu's three-year-old was with them. He was running
around the market, and the others kept a close eye on him.
"I want a gun," Bakari continued, "and I want ... "
"Don't talk about war like that," Omari cut in sharply. "You
don't know what you're talking about."
Everyone looked at him. Omari was usually good-natured
and gentle, and even in anger seldom raised his voice.
Omari felt their eyes on him, asking for an explanation. He
hesitated. It was a beautiful day. They were all together. Little
Mamadi was rolling around on a bundle of straw. Did Omari
really want to tell them his story?
"What do you know about war, Omari?" asked Anna. "Tell
us," she urged him. She felt he had something important to tell
them.
"All right," said Omari. "But it is not a good story.
"I didn't always live in this country," he began. "We lived on
22

the other side of the mountains. My people were herdsmen.
I grew up with grass and rocks under my feet, not concrete.
Every day I took the cattle out to graze. I went with my
brothers and my friends. We knew every track in the
mountains. When the government decided to build the school
there, we chose the best place for it. We helped to make the
buildings too, and the women planted the gardens around the
school. We were the first students there. I was so proud when
I could read my first words. But then the war came."

He paused and looked around. Mamadi, tired of playing
alone, tugged at Fatuma's sleeve. She sat him on her lap and
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gave him a banana to keep him quiet. Omari looked at the little
boy sadly. How many children like Mamadi had died in those
dreadful months of war? Mamadi took a bite out of his banana
and held the rest out to Omari.
Omari smiled and shook his head. "You have it," he said, and
then went on with his story.
"One night a man came from the next valley. He told us of
soldiers, of houses on fire, of harvests burned, of people killed
and wounded, bleeding and left in the roads.
"He told our elders that the soldiers were heading towards
our village. We must leave or die. But where could we go?
The elders held an emergency meeting. They talked far into
the night. The next day we began collecting our things
together, but by then it was too late."
Omari hid his face in his hands. "I can still hear the
screams," he said in a low voice. "I can still see the pain and
fear on the people's faces ...
"We ran into the mountains but my father said we must leave
the country, we must go to the south where there was no war.
Then began the most difficult journey I have ever known. Days
and days of walking in the hot sun, nights of sleeping in the
cold night air. Days without food, feeling sick and watching my
little sister grow weaker and weaker. Finally we arrived in this
country.
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"At first we lived in a village far from here. But it was hard.
The people did not want us there. The other children laughed at
me when I tried to speak to them. My mother found the same
too. The traders in the market tried to cheat her because she
was different from the other women, and they would not help
her when she needed to plant the crops or harvest them. My
little sister spent all her time around the house because none of
the other children would play with her. They called her names.
They did that to me too, but I would not let them see that they
hurt me.

"After a while I was able to join the school, where I worked
hard. That is what made them be nice to me, because I was
good at school work. Slowly the other children came to ask me
to help them with the work.
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"The teacher encouraged them. She was the only one in the
village who was kind to us. She made friends with my mother.
The other villagers did not like her helping us, but there was
nothing they could do about it. She was the only teacher there
and they needed her. But they would not listen to her when
she tried to tell them that they too should help ... 'If you want to
help these useless refugees, that's your business,' they would
tell her. 'But don't ask us to do the same. They are not like us.'
"My father lost his eyesight a while ago. It was difficult for
my mother to look after all of us. The school fees were
expensive, and I always needed books and new uniform. We
could not afford it. I decided to come to the city to see if I could
get a job and earn some money to send back to my mother.
"In the city, if you are alone, it is not easy. At least I speak
the language now, and I can sometimes send a little money
home, or take it when I go to see my mother. My sister is older
now. I wish she could go to school. She learns so quickly, even
the little bit that I can teach her when I am there. But it is not
enough, and I too am forgetting what I learnt."
"I am sorry, Omari, for what happened to you." Bakari broke
the silence. "I just thought soldiers protected people."
"Yes, but which people, Bakari?" asked Anna. "To the
soldiers of one country fighting another, the other people are
enemies to be beaten, not people to be protected. A lot of
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people are scared of outsiders. Imagine not helping Omari and
his family." Her eyes filled with tears.
Omari looked at her and remembered that night when she
had come to them hurt and beaten. He liked Anna a lot, but
she was always nice to everyone and he could not tell if she
liked him especially. Today, though, she had never taken her
eyes off him as he talked. He decided he would try and talk to
her alone.
***

"Hello, Peter!" shouted Joseph. "How are you today?" Peter
was surprised. Joseph came towards him, waving his arms, a
big smile on his face. Joseph usually kept away from Peter.
What gave him such confidence today? He watched Joseph
walk a little unsteadily, and the look on his face hardened into
suspicion.
"You are very happy today." Peter was trying to sound
genuine and keep the suspicion from his voice, but Joseph was
beyond noticing anything. Peter walked beside him. No, there
was no smell of alcohol on his breath. Then he looked at
Joseph's eyes. They were not quite focused, and his giggles
were too high pitched. "Have you eaten today, Joseph?" he
asked.
"No, I don't need any food," Joseph replied. "I've had ... "
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"What've you had?" Peter's voice was hard. He grabbed
Joseph by the collar. Joseph looked around for escape, but
Peter had pulled him into an alleyway. "What did you eat, you
little snake? Tell me! Tell me, or I swear I'll break your
scrawny little neck, you worm."
"I just licked what came off on my fingers." Joseph trembled
with fright.
"Came off from where? What is it you've got?" Peter twisted
Joseph's little finger.
Joseph screamed. "It's not mine," he babbled. "I have to ...
have to ..."
"Give it to me," Peter said between his teeth, "or I'll ..."
"It's hidden," sobbed Joseph. "I hid it in the ..." But Peter
had already began stripping Joseph, and soon found the bag.
"I'll deal with this," he muttered, after Joseph had told him
how the man had asked him to deliver the bag when he gave
the signal. "You have no idea what this could do to you. Don't
breathe a word about this to anyone. I'll sort it out for you."
But Joseph was hardly listening, between the effects of the
white powder and the scare he had just had.
Peter's mind raced. How had the little idiot got involved with
this stuff? Peter would have to be very clever, very clever
indeed to take Joseph's place in this business. He looked at
Joseph. He would have to find out more from him.
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Chapter 5 Anna's story

"Anna, it's good to see you." Omari fell into step beside her.
"What are you doing here all by yourself?" They were walking
round the big dam outside the city. Omari often come here to
fish.
"I like it here, it's peaceful," Anna replied, as she looked
across to the hills.
Omari sensed that Anna had something on her mind. She
seemed to want to talk. "One of the men in the club wants me
to go with him and his friends on a tour of the country and sing
for them, but I don't know if I trust him. I wish Danny were
here. He would have helped me to decide. I do want to sing,
but then ..." She was quiet and Omari knew she was thinking
of that night when she had come to them for help.
"Are your family singers?" he asked.
"Yes," replied Anna. "At least, that's what I'm told. My
mother had a lovely voice. She was a beautiful woman too, but
I can hardly remember her."· She paused and looked at Omari
as if wondering whether to tell him more. Omari remained
silent but his eyes asked her to go on.
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She did. "You see," she said, "my father was a wrestler, but
he was a gentle, kind person until," she sighed, "until he got into
bad company and gambled all his money away. And then he
started drinking. He would get so drunk he scared us. When
my mother tried to protect us because he handled us roughly,
he'd beat her. At first it didn't happen often, and he was always
very sorry. Then it got worse and worse. He was beating her
every night. The neighbours would come and take us children
away. My poor mother was so ashamed, and so afraid. Her
face and body were full of bruises. She stopped her singing.
"Then one day he beat her really badly. She could hardly
move. That night, when she was sure we were safe with the
neighbours, she just left. She couldn't bear it any more. My
father left us alone for a while. I looked after him and my
younger brother. Then one day he came in very, very, drunk.
My brother and I tried to hide from him, but we were not fast
enough. He beat my brother so badly that he had to go to
hospital.
"And me? He hurt me really badly too, so badly that I knew
why my mother had left. I used to be angry at her for leaving
us, but that night I understood. I had to go. First I made sure
my brother was safe. I took him with me to a farm outside the
city. It is run by some organization, and the couple who run it
have no children of their own. My brother helps them around
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the farm, and they send him to school, and I pay for some of
his expenses. He is my brother and I do not want to give him
up to anyone else. He is all I have, and we are a family even if
I can only see him sometimes."
She stopped and looked at Omari. "One day," she went on
slowly, "I would like to make a home for him and me, and
maybe we can find our mother."

Omari looked back at her. "I would like to make a home too
some day." He added shyly, "Perhaps we can make a home
together, Anna."
"Perhaps," she said, smiling at him.
***
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"Danny's father is dying." Anna did not try to soften her news.
Death, or the threat of death, was something they all faced
almost all the time. It would not have crossed her mind to tell
them in any gentler way. Facts were facts.
"What is he dying of?" Omari wanted to know.
"Didn't Danny ever tell you?" Anna said. "He has TB."
"But there are medicines for that," Omari argued.
"You need money for medicine," Kimathi said quietly.
"Danny's family probably doesn't have the money."
"You're right, Kimathi," said Anna. "They don't have money."
"Then he will die," said Peter.
"Can't we help him, Anna?" said Joseph.
"And what do you think we can do?" Peter turned on
him sharply. "We're not exactly the National Bank, are we?"
Omari did not like to see Joseph so crushed. And he was
getting tired of Peter's attitude to anything to do with Danny.
Besides, something was knocking at the back of his mind.
Something he could not quite put together as yet. And Danny
had been his friend too. Strange, he had never known that
Danny's family lived in the city, or that he had helped Anna.
'And look how Joseph still misses him,' he thought to himself.
There were so many sides to Danny. And then there was the
way that he had been killed. He still couldn't understand how
Danny, who was so good on the streets, could have got caught
like that.
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An idea began to form in Omari's mind. "Why don't we try
to earn some money? Anna can sing," he said slowly.
"Kimathi and I could help Mama Mariamu more regularly. That
might help a little."
"It won't get you anywhere." Peter's contempt was evident.
"I can try to make shoes," said Joseph. "I've watched my
father do it so many times ... "
"And who would give you a job?" Peter was scornful.
"Leave him alone." It was Kimathi who spoke. "You bully
Joseph too much, Peter."
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Peter shrugged his shoulders and kept quiet as the
others made plans. The three older ones knew their plans
would not make the money that was needed. Peter's face
reflected their fears. But it made them feel better to plan
something.
"I used to be good at sign writing," said Kimathi. "Maybe I
can do that when Mama Mariamu does not have work."
"Mwangi said how good your poster was, Kimathi,"
Joseph added. "Maybe he could pay you to do some more."
Omari agreed. "There is also the table-tennis idea," he said.
"And if Mama Mariamu pays us with food, we can sell it.
Maybe we can help Danny's mother to do whatever it is his
father did ... "
Their voices trailed off. It did seem a hopeless task. Nothing
short of a miracle would enable them to survive themselves and
make enough to pay for the medicine for Danny's father. Omari
wondered if Mwangi would look after the money they tried to
save. He did not really know Mwangi that well, and he still did
not like going to the Centre all that much, but Joseph liked it
there. They had a lot of activities, and the school children went
there too. Maybe the boys could find jobs through contacts
there.

But he would find out more first before telling the others.

No point in building up hopes if nothing was to come of it.
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Chapter 6 Who killed Danny?

Peter suddenly broke the gloomy silence. "There is one way
we could get some money, but it's risky." His voice was
hesitant. "We could sell you know what."
Omari looked at him in amazement. "And where would we
find ... ?" he began, and then broke off. Suddenly a thought
sprang to mind. Of course! That man who had questioned
Joseph! Was Peter connected with the man in some way?
Had Peter set Danny up, warned the police, got Danny killed?
He lunged towards Peter and grabbed him by the throat. "You
... you murderer. I'll kill you!" His voice was menacing. Peter
was terrified.
Kimathi sprung up to separate them as Omari's hands
tightened round Peter's throat. Kimathi shouted, "Stop it,
Omari! You can't do this. Stop!"
Omari's hands hung down by his side. "Why ... ?" he asked
Peter. "Why did you betray Danny? For the money? Because
you were jealous?"
"I didn't betray Danny," Peter said weakly, struggling for
breath. "I may be rough, but I'm not heartless." He explained

35

how he had got the bag from Joseph. "I thought I would sell the
stuff myself, but when you were all so willing to try and save
Danny's father, I couldn't keep it for myself."
"But its OK now," said Joseph. "I can deliver the bag the
way I was asked to. The man said he would pay me."
"Don't even think about it Joseph." Kimathi looked serious.
"You have no idea where these drugs can lead you. But I don't
know what we can do. We can't go to the police. We can't do
what the man says. He'll have us or Joseph in his clutches for
ever if we do."
"Can't we do what he says just this once?" said Joseph. "It
would give us the money."
"No. Once is once too many," said Omari. "We'll have to
work it out another way. If you don't deliver it, he will know
something is wrong, and we can't have that."
Joseph's eyes had a trapped look in them.
***

"Report." The fat man looked at the tall man with the piercing
eyes. "We have given you enough time. Have you made
contact with the gang?"
"Yes," replied the other. "I think I have got the young one to
do what we want. I will give him his instructions tomorrow. And
once he starts ... "
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"You only 'think' you have got the young one," screamed the
fat man. "You've messed this up from the start. You told us this
was a good area for drugs. You told us all these streetboys
would help us with deliveries. You told us that the only person
standing in our way was Danny. So I got him to take the stuff to
the empty house. Good thing you managed to shoot him when
he ran. Good thing the police found the drugs on him; they'll
think its just another gang killing. But what if you had been
seen? What if you had missed? And after all this, all you can
say is that you THINK just one of the boys might work for us. I
don't want just one. I want the whole gang, quick. Get them by
the end of the month."
The man with the piercing eyes nodded. When the boss
was in this kind of mood, it was not worth saying anything.
Tomorrow he would see Joseph in action, and then judge how
quickly he could start getting the whole gang to work for them.

***

They met next day behind the market, and the man gave
Joseph his instructions. "But why can't you deliver it yourself?"
asked Joseph innocently. "And why must I wait until night?
What is in the bag anyway?"
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"You ask too many questions, boy," the man growled.
"Don't, or you'll end up like Danny."
"What happened to Danny?" asked Joseph.
"I told you to keep your mouth shut," hissed the man. "Just
do as I tell you. Take the bag to the house I told you about,
and leave it there, do you hear? I'll pay you well if you do, and
if you don't ... well, you know what happened to Danny. Boys
who don't listen to me can end up dead."
When the man had left, Joseph told Peter and Omari
everything. They had been hiding nearby. "Well done,
Joseph," they said.
A little while later, Kimathi walked down the main street,
whistling a cheerful tune, his hands closed protectively around
the neat, fat, white envelope in his pocket. His steps quickened
as he drew near and passed the police station. The officers
found the envelope when they next stepped through the door.
It contained a tape which made very interesting listening ...

***

"So, how was it Joseph? Tell us again." The older boys and
Anna teased the younger one. They knew Joseph just loved
telling the story of how he had tape-recorded the conversation,
and how the envelope Kimathi had left in the police station had
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led the police to the house just after Joseph had delivered
the bag, half an hour earlier than the man had told him to, and
how he had watched, unseen, the police catch the drug dealers.
Each time Joseph told the story , his own part in it grew more
heroic, more dangerous, more exciting. He sometimes forgot to
mention that it had been Mwangi whom the boys had asked for
advice, and who had come up with the plan and the taperecorder.

But no one minded, especially today when they were all
looking forward to going to Danny's house to give his father the
money for the medicine. It had taken them some time to
collect, even with the help of Mwangi, who seemed to know so
many people who gave the boys jobs. Fatuma, Hamisi and
Bakari had helped too, and all the friends would be at Danny's
house tonight.
***
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The smell of good food greeted them as they entered the
house. Anna had bought the chicken and given it to Danny's
mother to cook. Danny's father looked frail and tired, but he
smiled as he talked to Danny's friends. He did not yet know
why they were there. All Anna had said was that some of
Danny's friends wanted to visit the family, and that she would
bring some food. 'Which was just as well,' thought Danny's
mother, as she watched the young people sitting on the floor.
She would have been hard pushed to feed all of them. They
talked about Danny.
"He was a good boy really," said his father. "He was always
restless. Liked coming home but could not settle to a routine
life. Always needed something else to keep him going. He was
very independent, and helped with money too, though
sometimes he didn't have a square meal himself. It was my
illness you see. The medicine cost a lot of money and we
really didn't have any more."
He paused. "He came to see me the day he died. 'Don't
worry, Father,' he said, 'I have a good job now. I can bring you
the money in two days for your medicine. I'll bring enough so
that we can really cure you.' Well, he meant well. It just wasn't
meant to be, and he died that very night."
Omari suddenly understood. So Danny had broken his own
rules, and had become involved with the drug dealers for
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money for his father's medicine.

He must have said, as they

nearly did, 'Just this once', and that once had been once too
many. "Oh, but Danny did get the money," he said aloud. "It
took us a long time to find it, but here it is."
The others looked at Omari in surprise. What was he doing?
They had collected the money, not Danny. But then Kimathi

understood. Danny's father would have found it hard to take the
money from the boys. Omari had realized this. Fatuma and
Anna's eyes met Kimathi's. They understood too, and slowly
so did the others. Mwangi nodded in approval, and Joseph,
who didn't quite understand, trusted Omari enough to know that
whatever he did would be right.
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Danny's father's face lit up. "You see," he said to his wife.
"And those people would have us believe he dealt in drugs. I
knew Danny would not do such a thing."
***

As they walked back, Mwangi turned to Joseph. "How would
you like to go to school , Joseph?"
Joseph shook his head. "It costs money and I don't have
any. And, like Kimathi, I don't have a family any more who can
support me."
"I am offering to send you to school," said Mwangi, "and in
return you will work in my leather shop every Saturday. But
you will have to sleep in the Centre every night."
Joseph thought it over and looked at each of his friends.
They looked back at him.
"Go on," said Kimathi. "You can teach me how to read better
if you have the books."
"And you can save me some frustration when I go to shoplift
if you are safely in school," muttered Peter.
"And you can learn to play an instrument so you can help
me when I sing," added Anna.
"And you can make me a pair of shoes, just like Danny's,"
finished Omari. "Danny would have liked you to go," he added.
Joseph needed no further encouragement.
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Activities

1

Several sections of this book can be made into plays such
as:
• Kimathi's story

2

• Omari's story

• Tricking the drug dealers .

Children can invent a background story for Peter and for
Joseph. These stories should help to answer:
• Why Peter is so aggressive
• Why Joseph is on the streets so young.

3

Children can discuss or debate the following questions
raised in the story.
• It was wrong to steal and cheat and yet she liked the
boys. "Do you think they are bad mother?" But Mama
Mariamu wanted her to work it out for herself.

• Bakari broke the silence. "I just thought soldiers protected
people."
"Yes, but which people, Bakari?" asked Anna. "To the
soldiers of one country fighting another, the other people are
enemies to be beaten, not people to be protected. A lot of
people are scared of outsiders."
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4

Children can do role plays where one child persuades
another to buy drugs or to 'push' them onto other children.
Puppets or masks could be used.

5

Think of 'events' that could take place at the children's
Centre in the story, which all children in the community
could join in together, and design posters for.

6

Game: Needs and Wants
(This game has been adapted from the game in the
UNICEF publication It's only right by Susan Fountain)

nutritious food

~
the chance
to be listened to

o bicycle

~&
health care

sweets

money

clothes

®
clean air

~~
a bed to sleep on

education

~\
protection from drug

time to play
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~

chance to practise
your own religion

a) Have the children form groups of not more than five.
b) Give each group a set of Wants and Needs cards.
c) Ask them to imagine that a new government is being set up
in their own village, town or city. This government wants to
provide all the young people with the basic things they want
and need. The cards represent the wants and needs that
the officials have drawn up. The officials would like young
people themselves to add any items that might be missing;
ask the groups to decide together on four additional items
and to write them on the blank cards.
d) Tell the group that the new government has found that for
political and economic reasons it can only provide the
young people with 14 of the items on the list, rather than all
20. Ask the groups to decide which 6 items they are willing
to give up. Have them return the cards to the teacher.
e) When all the groups have finished tell them that there are
still further cuts to be made. Ask them to eliminate another 6
items.
f)

Discuss the following with the whole group:
• Which items were most commonly eliminated in the first
round - why?
• Was the second elimination more difficult - why?
• Were there disagreements in the group about what to
eliminate? Which ones? Why?
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• What is the difference between Wants and Needs? Which
items on the lists were wants and which were needs?
• Do wants and needs differ between people? Why/why
not?
• Do all groups in society get their needs and wants met
equally? If not, what are the reasons for the differences?
Is it fair for these kinds of inequalities to exist?

Explain to the group that basic needs are sometimes
described as 'rights'. Rights can be defined as those
things that it is fair and just for a person to have or be
able to do.

***

Remember
•

Children who live or work on the streets need as much love and
support as children living in families.

•

Children are a part of the community. They must be helped to
participate constructively in the life of that community.

•

Children have a right to privacy. They should never be forced
to talk about things unless they want to .
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