Among the many tragic case histories of the 20 boys at the centre, some individuals come [image: image1.jpg]


to mind. Mohamed Ali (yes that really is his name) is 14 years old. When he was 4 in 1996, he was living with his family in Zaire. As a result of the Civil War he became separated from his family as they fled the country, and somehow ended up in Mombasa. He has now lived in the centre for 10 years, but nobody knows if his family are alive or dead. There is no ‘missing person’s bureau’ or any resources to find out. Mohamed Ali longs for a career [image: image2.jpg]


as a musician; he is a talented singer/songwriter whom the girls filmed at the village ‘recording studio’ during our last day at the centre. I hope he makes it.
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Rajab is only 8 years old and had been at the centre for only two weeks before our arrival. We all fell in love with this gorgeous little boy. It transpired that Rajab was from Nairobi, his father had died (probably from Aids) and his mother remarried. His stepfather rejected him, so his mother took him on a trip by train to Mombasa, and abandoned him there, where he was picked up by white people and taken to the centre. It is hard for us, with all our privileges to imagine the depths of poverty and misery that a mother can sink to, to reach this point. However there may be more to this one than meets the eye. One afternoon Rajab had been uncharacteristically tearful and refused all attempts to cheer him up. Later we took the boys to play football, and Rajab, clearly feeling unwell, mentioned something about malaria to Tessa. A few minutes later we realised that he had wondered over to the other side of the football field where he was having an epileptic fit. To cut a long story short, after a long time, we ended up carrying this semi conscious urine soaked boy back to the centre. He fitted repeatedly over the next few days, sometimes for a very long time. With no funds available to provide medical help for this entirely treatable condition, his future looks bleak. In a culture which still regards epileptics as being possessed by evil spirits, this may further explain Rajab’s abandonment.

 

Kelvin is a 16 year old orphan who, whilst having been at the centre for years, has passed his primary education with flying colours. He is very territorial about his bunk, which he keeps immaculately tidy, even possessing a ‘dress shirt’ and leather shoes. Kelvin is highly intelligent, and whilst in the past the centre has only aimed to achieve primary education for their boys, they are always looking for funding to send boys to secondary school. Kelvin is one such boy. The education system in Kenya relies on standard achieved rather than age. Once Primary education has been completed (usually by age 13 but depends on individual circumstances) then secondary education lasts 4 years. The cost of sending a boy such as Kelvin to board at secondary school is just £500 per year, or a total cost of £2000 to give one person a real future. As no funds are currently available, Kelvin spends his time helping with the teaching of the other boys. He also has a talent for art, and drawing lessons consist of Kelvin copying an image from a book onto the blackboard, for the boys to draw.
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