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In the busy city of Nairobi, far away from a caring
life at home, lived a group of homeless boys. They
welcomed each day just as it came. On one
morning, the boys were packing their mats after
sleeping on cold pavements. To chase away the
cold they lit a fire with rubbish. Among the group
of boys was Magozwe. He was the youngest.
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If Magozwe complained or questioned, his uncle
beat him. When Magozwe asked if he could go to
school, his uncle beat him and said, “You're too
stupid to learn anything.” After three years of this
treatment Magozwe ran away from his uncle. He
started living on the street.

Magozwe was sitting in the yard at the house with
the green roof, reading a storybook from school.
Thomas came up and sat next to him. “What is the
story about?” asked Thomas. “It’s about a boy
who becomes a teacher,” replied Magozwe.
“What's the boy’s name?” asked Thomas. “His
name is Magozwe,"” said Magozwe with a smile.
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One day while Magozwe was looking through the
dustbins, he found an old tattered storybook. He
cleaned the dirt from it and put it in his sack. Every
day after that he would take out the book and look
at the pictures. He did not know how to read the
words.

And so Magozwe moved into a room in a house
with a green roof. He shared the room with two
other boys. Altogether there were ten children

living at that house. Along with Auntie Cissy and
her husband, three dogs, a cat, and an old goat.

15



vl

*A1031s ay3 ul

Aoq ay3 sem ay 1eyy paulbewi ay ‘sswiawos ‘10|id
e buiaq jJo weaipAep pjnom amzobeA “10|1d e 3q 0}
dn maib oym Aoq e Jo A1ois aya pjol3 sainidid ay

‘92e|d mau ays
Je 49119q 3q p|nod 34| 1ey3 Aoq ay3 paJinsseas uew
3U3 dwWi JAAQ ‘SEWOY] YIM SJed} SIy paJeys aH




It was cold and Magozwe was standing on the
road begging. A man walked up to him. “Hello, I'm
Thomas. I work near here, at a place where you
can get something to eat,” said the man. He
pointed to a yellow house with a blue roof. “I hope
you will go there to get some food?” he asked.
Magozwe looked at the man, and then at the
house. “Maybe,” he said, and walked away.

Magozwe thought about this new place, and about
going to school. What if his uncle was right and he
was too stupid to learn anything? What if they

beat him at this new place? He was afraid. “Maybe
it is better to stay living on the street,” he thought.
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Magozwe was sitting on the pavement looking at
his picture book when Thomas sat down next to
him. “What is the story about?” asked Thomas.
“It's about a boy who becomes a pilot,” replied
Magozwe. “What's the boy’s name?” asked
Thomas. “I don’t know, I can’t read,” said
Magozwe quietly.
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When they met, Magozwe began to tell his own
story to Thomas. It was the story of his uncle and
why he ran away. Thomas didn’t talk a lot, and he
didn’t tell Magozwe what to do, but he always
listened carefully. Sometimes they would talk
while they ate at the house with the blue roof.
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