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Donny’s written some very witty replies
to the problem page letters he's received.
He’s so much wittier than the rest of us,
isn't he?

T used to think he was the biggest show-
off in the school, do you remember?

How could I forget? Even now that you
two are an item, you aren't always that
nice to him.

He’s the cleverest guy I know, and the
kindest, most sympathetic friend too.

Wow, can I have that in writing? You've
given him quite a tough time recently.

What are you getting at? I just told him
we needed some more serious articles for
XO0L, and I meant it. The world’s a mess
and getting messier, and all we can do is
complain about our pathetic lives. Most
people aren’t as lucky as we are.

There's no need to get so heavy with me,
Jess. You know what? I think you've
become depressed. I can’t understand it.
You've just admitted you've got a great
boyfriend. I'm your best friend and you
can't get better than that! And yet you're
more miserable than I'’ve ever seen you.
You've lost such a lot of weight too.

I mean, just look at those baggy jeans!
They're falling off you and what size
are they?

I'm not as skinny as you are, so you
can’t talk.
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Jess, that’s just not truel You've become
obsessed with fitness exercises and now
you're fitter than you used to be, which is
fine. But you're definitely thinner than
me, and soon you'll be too thin.

I've had this pair for ages. These are size
12, so I guess I could get a size smaller
next time. Donny used to say 1 had a

big bum.

Well he won't be able to say that now.
Look, let’s forget XOL and go out. Maybe
get you some new jeans? Would that cheer
you up?

I don't really approve of retail therapy,
you know.

Josie told me about a market stall where
you can get the cheapest jeans in town.
Hey, that's given me an idea. Maybe Josie
will be able to do an article for you about
designers in the denim industry. Hasn’t
her celebrity interviewee created her own
jeans label now? All styles: bootleg,
flared, skinny ... with a star or her
initials on the back pocket. ... You don’t
know what I'm on about, do you? Look,
let’s ring Josie and ask her to join us for
lunch. Donny and Spud too, OK?

Well ... I was planning to go to the gym
instead of having lunch but ...

That's itl I'm not taking no for an answer.
Come on, we can text the others on the
way ...
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Hi Josie! We're over herel
Sorry I'm late. Haven't you ordered yet?

No, and I'm starving. We were waiting

. for you.

Can I show you what I've bought first?
My mum said I wasn’t allowed to spend
any money today but I couldn't resist it.
There are some unbelievable deals out
there on the market. Look! I got these
cool aged jeans for £10!

It’s ecrazy that you can buy jeans that
look old already. When my dad was at
university, he used to sit in the bath in
new jeans, to make them fit tighter and
feel softer. He said they didn’t feel right
at first!

A group of uni students were
demonstrating outside Gap, handing out
these leaflets and shouting their heads
off. I'm surprised they didn't get arrested
for causing a disturbance.

It’s a free country. We're allowed to voice
our opinions in public. What were they
protesting about anyway?

HEthical shopping or some rubbish like
that. I don’t care how things are made.
Personally I can’t see anything wrong
with cheap clothes — the cheaper the
better. How could kids like us afford
fashionable clothes otherwise?
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They’'ve chosen the wrong target, because
Gap used to get their stuff from the
dirtiest sweatshops in Asia, but they don’t
now. They believe in fair trade and so
their reputation’s improved.

Sorry, but have you read this leaflet?
There are still thousands of sweatshops
where little children and women work in
the most dreadful cramped conditions,
and they’'re not allowed to complain.

Yeah but at least they can earn some
wages that way, which is presumably
better than earning nothing at all. T
mean, I can sympathize with what you're
saying, but really Jess ...

The big chain stores can claim thag all
their products are made by fairly paid
workers, but they don’t own the factories.
So they can’t control what goes on. And
those market stalls are even worsel How
can they sell a pair of jeans for £10?

No idea but I expect you're going to
tell us.

Well, you're charged £10 by the
stallholder, so he probably paid £5 for
them. Don’t you see, that means a
garment like that is probably made in a
dingy little room somewhere in India by a
woman who is paid less than a, pound. I'm
going to join that demonstration!

Sit down, Jess, and don’t get so agitated.
We haven't had any lunch yet.
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Jess I told you I wasn't hungry. This is more
important and I'll get a. good story out of
it too. You can all come with me.

Spud No way. I want my lunch.
Jess Amy‘?

Josie Don't drag us into this, Jess. You're
madder than I thought!

Jess Right. Thanks. I'll see you then.
But Jess ...
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"Everyone 10ves Weari . 1en ) 11
‘cool' pair that isnit too ex are int hio Ke
having faghionable things. Not man,y of us stop to think where our clothes a.re
made and who makes them.,

Are therepeople in the Netherlands who campaign for ethical shopping? Do yow ever

wonder if the clothes you wear are made by child laboun? Do you think you should?
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eans are sexy, fashionable and they look
! ' good on nearly everybody. All the top

designers bring out each season’s latest
sshions in denim, and we all want them. Denim
:ans have come a long way since Levi Strauss first
\ade them for workers because they were tougher
nd lasted longer They’re not made just for work
ny more: we've had bootleg, flared, skinny, baggy

. all types of jeans. But what is the real cost of

our jeans?

t XOL, we believe that fashion workers all over
e world should enjoy the same conditions that

e have here in Britain. The picture that is shown

ere is from Zhongshan, a town at the centre of

lina's ;euna industry. Remember this girl the next

ne you're tempted by cheap deals. Join our fight

r fairer fashion!

n a dark night in a southern Chinese town,
>untains of jeans are piled across the factory floor.
make enough pairs, thousands of workers sweat
ough the night, rubbing and tearing the frousers to

re them their fashionable ‘second-hand’ look.

ider bright electric lights in an old factory building,
1se jeans are given the vintage look. Loud machines
e layers off the denim, and a fine spray of nasty

e dust is sent into the air. The workers are racing fo
tke the morning collection. They have left their poor

villages to work in Zhongshan and now they are
helping to make China the world's biggest producer
of jeans. The industry is thought to be worth tens of
millions of euros every year. Yet the success story
comes at a very high price.

The workers earn better wages than in the villages,
but they risk serious injuries, as well as eye, back and
chest problems. When the jeans are made, they are
placed into giant washing machines with chemicals
and stones. Later they are pulled out with bare hands
and brought to a special room fo dry. Temperatures
go over 40 °C and the workers breathe in dangerous
fumes.

Dou Yongwen, 22, has produced 10,000 jeans
butions almost every day for eight years, and his
health has got worse every year. Recently, he
punched a hole in his finger in a machine accident.
‘Hopefully, in a couple of years, | will save enough
money fo open a button factory,” he says.

At Chinese New Year, the workers return to their
villages, carrying things they did not have before

—televisions, toys, mobile phones and yes, jeans -
logether with dreams of a better future that, for young
men like Dou, has not arrived yet.

And all this, just so that they can have the same
fashionable stuff as people in richer countries?
Isn't the price too high?




1 Namwala Hj
board

In recent Years, this sc

Septembh

5 uvvlttl;] I:l:mw::la High School, and since then they have offered the so-called Namstift Scholarship.
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gh School is a secondary school in Zambia, in the south of Africa. Its 1,200 pupils are

€IS, as the nearest town is 200 kilometres away and often inaccessible due to bad roads.
hool has experienced problems maintaining its very high standards. In

er 2004, Stiftsschule Einsiedeln, a grammar school in Switzerland, formed a partnership

I financial support, windows were repaired in classrooms and dormitories, toilets were
fixed, sports facilities were built and much-needed teaching materials were bought. In 2006 and
2098' Eroups of Swiss pupils and their teachers visited Namwala to help with repair work and meet
their African friends. Among other things they painted the classrooms with the Namwala pupils.
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Recycle your inks, toners and mobile phones for

free with Cartridges4Causes and generate money

for CARE to help fund our life-changing projects
around the world.

More than 30 million inkjet cartridges are dumped

in landfills each year in the UK; that's around 1800
tonnes of waste. You can help reduce this by using
Cartridges4tauses free recycling service, To find out
more, visit www.cartridgesdcauses.co.uk/recycling or
call 0845 466 7147, Better still, for any cartridge you
buy from Carividges4Canuses, CARE will receive a
donation of up to 20% of the cartridge price.

help
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All over the world, poverty and injustice are tearing families
apart. But you can fund practical solutions to help put them
back together.

In KwaZulu-Natal, South Africa, 18-year-old Nomfundo is
bringing up her five brothers and sisters alone after their
parents died of HIV/AIDS.

A donation of just £19 from you could buy a food parcel — and
help stop poverty tearing a family apart.

Visit www.christianaid.org.uk/christmas or call 0808 000 6006

Christiag
ChriStian
“ﬂ? P b We believe in life before death
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Challenge Poverty. Challenge Yourself. e e CDUId te." I "IL
&

Cycle from London to Brighton, hike

through the Lake District or run in the
Edinburgh Marathon. With challenges
for individuals and teams, there really

X

is something for everyone. BN, - - " E PI_QI'I LJ‘
Give yourself a fitness goal or get out y s o U v _'..'.,..... T
and do something different with the ) i 1 g 2 S _ o v
CARE Challenge Series. Get your LS AR A Encourage a child like Alexa to find her voice and eseape a

| friends involved too and help CARE I life of poverty. o SO IR

| 1o make a lasting difference to millions . . Todayover 130 million childreninave noaccess to learning.
around the globe. * Without the stipport of people like yol, most will never see

theinside'of alclassraom,

With over 100,000 sponsors in the UK alone, Plan aims to
nelp'more children reach their full potential.

You can'helpehildren fike Alexalbuild'a happier, healthier
future. Please complete your spensership form today:
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The snow was just beginning to fall as the children
climbed siiffly out of the carts. Roberi Morley, who

. had most wanted to come, was the first to get out. He
' stood now, a small eighi-year-old, at the front of the

group of about forty children. Their heads, without
hats and with hair untidy, were turning white as they
stood, looking up af the huge, dark mill.

An elegant clock on the front wall of the stone building
showed the time as half past three, yet the sun had long

- since gone from this deep dark valley. On the wall, Robert

made out the words LITTON MILLS, cut into the hard stone.
Litton Mills. In Miller’s Dale. This was certainly it. This was the

- promised wonderful new home. So why was he feeling so
. frightened? There was a harsh shout from behind them and

the children moved forward - life at Litton Mills had begun.
The year was 1838.

- Robert Morley had been born in about 1830, although
' there was no record of his birth. At the age of four, he had

been taken to the workhouse at Saint Pancras in London. He
remembered the journey there, in a carriage with a woman
he thought was probably not his mother. The name Morley
was not his own, either. One of the Churchwardens, who

" ran the Saint Pancras workhouse, had called him Morley.

Robert knew not why, and did not care. He was motherless,

 fatherless, friendless, and why not nameless too? Saint Pancras

n Mille

workhouse was a home for children whose parents had eithe
died, or could not look after them. The Churchwardens of
the workhouse fed and clothed the children, and were kind.
Robert, although small in size, grew into a lively, sirong-mind
boy, hating the high walls and locked gates.

When, in the summer of 1838, there was talk of Apprentice
Masters coming from northern cotton mills, Robert was very
keen fo be selected. He was not the only one. The boys and
girls had been told, by the Churchwardens themselves, that
this was the chance of a lifetime. The lucky children who
were selected were going to live in the country, in the healih
fresh air of North Derbyshire. They would be free of the stink
and the noise of London forever. They were going to learn tc
be colton workers. They were going to have roast beef and
plum puddings to eat, as much as they wanted, and money
in their pockets. They were going to learn to read and write
big words, and to speak like little ladies and gentlemen. The:
would ride horses in the hills, and feel the wind in their hair.

This seemed fo be Robert's dream come true. The children
talked of nothing else for weeks — how they were o ride on
fine horses and eat meat, even for breakfast if they wanted!
The stories became more and more fantastic, and the
orphans’ hopes and dreams more and more unrealistic. By
the time the Apprentice Masters arrived, more than a hundre
children wanted to go.
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The Apprentice Masters seemed kind enough, as they looked
up and down the pale, hopeful faces. The children had to
sign a paper ~ if they were foo young to wrile their name (for
| many were not yet seven), they could simply put a cross. This
was what the Masters called ‘an indenture’, but that was a
big word that the children did not need to understand. If just
- meant, the Masters went on with a friendly smile, that from
' this day uniil the age of twenty-one, each child had agreed
' lo be an Apprentice at Litton Mills. Each boy or girl chosen
was to have two new suits of clothing, one for work and
one for Sunday best, a shilling each and a large piece of
gingerbread.

At this last promise, Ihe excited children started pushing forward
to sign the indenlures. Robert reached the long wooden table and
stood with his shoulders as straight and strong as he could make
them. A pen was pushed into his small hand, and he put a cross,
quickly, before the walching Apprentice Masler could change his
mind. And with that, Robert Morley and forty other workhouse
children believed themselves free.

Now, as the new apprentices moved forward info Lition Mills, they
did not seem free at all. The mill manager who ‘welcomed’ them
sounded angry and cruel. Many of the children slarted crying
and were still sobbing silently as they lined up near the kitchen for
their first meal. Hungry though they were, the workhouse children
could hardly face the disgusting mess handed to them in wooden

bowls. It was a kind of watery soup, oily on the top, with pieces
of fatty bacon floating in it. They were told fo sit at long tables
and eat. When Robert fried to speak, the man hit him hard across |
the back of his head. Silence and darkness fell.

Finally, a bell announced the end of the fourteen-hour working
day in the Mill. There was a crashing and banging as over two
hundred thin dark figures pushed in. One or two lamps were lit,
and Robert could see the other apprentices. He was horrified.
They looked exhausted. They were filthy, dark with oil and dust,
and dressed in oily rags. Some wore wooden clogs, but a lot
were barefoot. Many moved with difficully; there were children
with knees so badly bent backwards that they could hardly walk
at all. Nearly all of the apprentices were covered in bruises or
cuts. Yet they all hurried towards the kitchen and grabbed their
food, which they ate like halfstarved animals. Once they had
eaten, they paused lo look at the new apprentices. "You'll eat .
it soon, and worse!” they laughed, showing black and broken
teeth. ‘Much worse! You'll pick worse than this out of the rubbish

and eat that soon, just you wait!’

From Life at Litton Mills - [ —

by Annie Cornford




