


Charligh put up her hand. Today was pen pal day and 
she was excited to read out her letter from her friend 
Sanaam from the school in Sialkot they had been 
writing to for the whole year. She knew all about 
Sanaam.



Sanaam’s favourite colour was blue and, unlike Charligh, 
she loved football. She had two little brothers and her mum 
and dad worked in factories very long hours. 

She won top prize for maths in her school and 
she wanted to be a surgeon in a children’s 
hospital.



Today though, in the 
letter she spoke about 
her mum’s new job. She 
had some very good 
news and Charligh
couldn’t wait to share it.  
“Okay Charligh,” Mrs 
McFarlane said. “I don’t 
want your arm to fall off 
with the way you are 
waving it! You can stand 
up and read your letter 
first then”.



Charligh stood up at her desk and walked to the 
front. She loved to be up in front of the class 
reading out loud. Reading in your head was 
alright, but standing at the front of the class was 
where she loved to be. She loved an audience! 
Charligh cleared her throat, took a deep breath 
and started to read from Sanaams letter.



Dear Charligh, I hope I spelt your name right. I 
have some great news. My mum was working 
very long hours in a factory. She did not get any 
breaks and worked in poor conditions. When she 
came back she was so tired and she wasn’t 
making enough money. Now she is working at a 
special factory in Sialkot. 



There are only 6 of them in the entire city. They 
pay my mum more through a thing called the 
Fairtrade Premium and she gets more breaks, and 
the building is safe. And guess what they sell? My 
favourite thing in the entire world. Footballs! My 
mum is a football maker! I am so proud and 
happy for her.



A big cheer went up in the class because lots of 
Charligh’s classmates loved football as well.   
“Hey, I haven’t finished!” protested Charligh. She 
continued, “So she makes great balls in different 
colours. Pink balls, blue balls, gold balls, red balls 
and yellow balls”. 



She said it is important people buy these balls all 
over the world so that the workers in these special 
factories can keep getting a share of the profit 
from the Fairtrade balls. It's our dream that 
maybe one day they can even be used at the 
World Cup. Who knows? Watch this space. Your 
friend, Sanaam.



Charligh, rather reluctantly, sat down now that 
her letter was finished."Thanks Charligh" said the 
teacher.  That was very interesting to hear about  
Sanaam's mum. “Can anyone remember what the 
name is for products we buy here that make sure 
workers like Sanaam's mum are paid fairly?” she 
asked. 



"Perhaps this will jog your memory!“.  Mrs 
McFarlane put up a picture on the board. Robbie’s 
hand shot up in the air even faster than Charligh’s
did earlier. “I know, I know! It’s called Fairtrade. 
We see those stickers on the bananas Dad buys” 
said Robbie.



Yes exactly. The teacher put a picture of the 
Fairtrade balls up on the whiteboard. Just like 
Sanaam had said there were pink balls, red balls, 
gold balls, blue balls and yellow balls.  “So, 
BUYING Fairtrade balls here helps people like 
Sanaam’s mum to get a fair wage.”  



All morning Charligh thought about Sanaams
letter. And she wanted to help. How could she get 
balls for the school? When the bell rang for break 
she decided to go with Robbie, who was her best 
friend, to the school office where the Janitor was.  
Mr Bell was not just the janitor of the school but 
he was also the coach for the football team and 
the netball team. 



“Hi Mr Bell” she said.
“Hello Charligh and Robbie. How nice of you to 
visit me“. Mr Bell gave a big smile. 
Robbie and Charligh looked at each other, until 
Robbie nudged Charligh. “Well, we wanted to find 
out about new balls for the school.”



“New balls?” Mr Bell echoed. 
“Whatever for? We have some already. They’re a 
bit old and worse for wear but they should do. 
And you, Charligh, well you don’t even play 
football!” he said.



“I know, but we wanted these Fairtrade balls to 
use in tournaments. And we can just use the old 
balls for practice” chimed in Robbie.                
“Fairtrade balls” Charligh said too, to make her 
point.  “Yes, Fairtrade balls” agreed Robbie.    
“Hmm,” Mr Bell said. “I don’t know about any 
balls fair or not fair but we just can’t afford it.”



Just before Mr Bell went back into the office he 
said, "Well if you really want to get these balls, 
you will have to think of another way” he said.
"How is that sir?” said Robbie. 
"Use your talents, you will figure something out I 
am sure“. Mr Bell winked as he walked off.



Charligh sighed as she and Robbie went to join 
the others in the playground. She had no idea 
what Mr Bell was talking about.  She kept 
worrying over what to do like it was a really hard 
maths problem. 



She thought about it all through her lunch as well, 
so much so that she nearly forgot to eat until 
Robbie and Rosa reminded her off the chicken 
salad sandwich she had only half unwrapped. She 
finished unwrapping it. 



After lunch Mrs McFarlane was talking about 
pentagons and hexagons Charligh's mind drifted off.

Suddenly Charligh got it! Talent! That's what Mr Bell 
had said.. That was it! They could use their talents 
to get footballs!



She waited until the bell rang for home time and 
went to speak to Mrs Mcfarlane as her classmates 
ran around collecting their bags and coats. “Could 
we have a talent show here at school? During 
lunchtime?”. 



“Everyone would get a chance to perform and 
people have to pay to watch! Then we collect all 
the money and buy brand new footballs and 
volleyballs for our teams" she blurted out, She was 
not able to contain herself any longer. 



“That sounds like a great idea. I like the idea of you 
all using your talents. I’ll speak to the head teacher 
to make sure that’s ok. What kind of balls do you 
want to buy?” asked Mrs McFarlane. “Well that’s 
easy,” said Charligh. “We want to buy Fairtrade 
balls for our school!”.
“Sounds like a great idea!” the teacher said. 



So now, it was all about finding the talent! She went 
around at break time and lunch time finding people 
who would volunteer to do a party trick, dance or 
sing or tell a joke for the talent show. Her list was 
very long by the end of the day!



Next, she drew up posters telling the students about 
the talent show and stuck them all around the 
school. She wanted as many people as possible to 
come and see her class perform. The more students 
who came the more money they would raise to get 
balls!



Finally, the day of the talent show arrived. The gym 
hall was bursting with students and teachers who 
had brought their packed lunch along to eat whilst 
they watched all of the students show off their 
wonderful talents!



First up was the 
twins, they did a 
balancing ball act! 
Next went Courtney 
and Stacey who sang 
three of their 
favourite songs. 
Everyone clapped 
really loud and a lot 
of the girls and even 
some of the teachers 
joined in with the 
singing. 



Then we had Marcus, 
followed by Jordan 
and Christine, Paige, 
Joshua. The lunch 
hour passed by so 
fast. Act after act of 
singing, dancing, 
balancing, miming, 
joking children 
sharing their talents. 



When the bell rang 
for the end of lunch 
the teachers let the 
talent show continue 
for another 30 
minutes. It seemed 
even the teachers 
were enjoying it!



Finally, everyone went back to their classrooms 
and the teacher asked Simone and Peter the 
two best at maths in the class to count how 
much they had made. Peter counted first and 
wrote down the  number he thought. Then 
Simone counted over and checked her number 
was the same as his. It was….they had enough. 



The teacher wrote it down on a piece of card 
and gave it to Charligh she was so happy she 
almost fell off her seat. But the teacher didn't 
want her to do that. No, what she wanted was 
for Charligh to stand up in front of the whole 
school tomorrow at the assembly and tell 
everyone how much they had raised.



So the next day came and Charligh was a little 
nervous but she went up on the stage with the 
teacher anyway. When she handed her the 
microphone she saw all the faces of her friends 
and classmates. 



She looked right at the whole school, the little 
kids, the big kids the teachers and everyone 
else, and spoke clear and loud like she always 
did in her class.



“Thank you to everyone who came and shared 
their talent and everyone who came to watch. 
Our school is the best. The second thing I want 
to say is we raised enough to buy new balls”. 



The children and teachers started to clap 
enthusiastically. Charligh spoke a little louder to 
be heard above all the applause. “We won't just 
buy one ball, we will buy 10!” she exclaimed. 



A huge roar went up so loud that Charligh
couldn't be heard above the roar. She went back 
down to join her class and sat in between Rosa 
and Robbie who hi-fived her. 



Later that day Mrs McFarlane came to speak to 
her class and announced that the school had 
put in the order for the Fairtrade balls. She had 
ordered blue balls, pink balls, red balls, yellow 
balls and gold balls. 



They were going to have the whole set of them! 
And there was even enough money left over 
that they might buy volleyballs in the summer. 
Mrs McFarlane smiled at Charligh. “Didn’t I tell 
you? Always use your talents” she said.





Written by 
Priscilla Mante
Education Coordinator, Bala Sport

Illustrated by

Sean Paul Gracie
Josh McDonald
Ian McIntyre
Leigh Mullholland
Jonathan Prendergast
Jay Stewart
Franck Tchounang

At Cardinal Winning Secondary School, Glasgow.

Created as part of Jerry Dowds’ Digital Media Class delivered by City 
of Glasgow College, Glasgow. Class assisted by Stewart McQueen.


