HUNGER PROJECT

On the windy morning of 22" October we the students of class 7A set out
with one idea in mind, to help others. "A kind gesture can reach a wound that
only compassion can heal”. Understanding this quote to our best we decided
to help the poor people in slums in the best way we could think, by providing
them with food to fill their stomachs. We decided to make a dish rich in
carbohydrates as they need energy to work and keep going. After a
discussion among the class we decided to make VEGITABLE KHICHDI for
them.

We started cooking with great enthusiasm and excitement as we never have
cooked before in our lives. With the help and supervision of Chandran sir we
made our kichdi. For us even chopping was like climbing Mount Everest. After
our dish was ready we drove to the slums in a bus. Laughing and playing we
reached our destination. The 15" slum. There weren't a lot of people there so
we started for our 2" slum. There were abandons of kids and adults living
there. We served them with our hot and fempting dish. They complemented
our dish by flying kisses and smiles. Then we headed for the next place and
there a lady talked to us. Told us where her relatives lived and about her
life. It was a wonderful experience.

-Bhavya Jain
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HUNGER PROJECT

Waking early on a Saturday morning and that too without the bus plying was
really tough for me and definitely for the others too, but when realising that
it was all for a good cause my spirits raised.

I thought the so called “"hunger project” was really going to be
boring. And top of it, we were going o make 'khichdi.’ But, being there with
Chandran sir at our side in the kitchen completely changed the room’s aura.
It was as if this was the fist time we entered a kitchen. We were going to
cookl! The thought itself was too hard for my ears to believe. We started
with cleaning the rice. To speak the truth none of us had ever touched a
utensil in a kitchen. It was a completely new thing for us. But still we
pretended to be professionals. But the tasks really were easier than we
thought. Having Chandran sir at our side with a helping hand was a pleasure..

Usually at least two of five children would cross the instructions and receive
a scolding but surprisingly we were at our best behaviour and followed every
line he said. Only a few students knew how to peel the vegetables and many
didn't go for it, but as soon the cooking part started, all ran for it. Every
child likes to mix things and form new objects. This was what we thought as
cooking. We spent half the day in the kitchen cooking excluding the part

FINALLY, the khichdi was prepared. Many children refused fo taste it and
spoke ill of it before we started to cook but after having a look at it, our
mouth started salivating like a hungry dog...but still we were not allowed to
have the entire khichdi as it was not made for us but for people who needed
it more than we did. We took a little bite of it and served the same amount
to the teachers and began our journey!

We sat on the bus. Or first destination was the nearby slum of Safdarjung
enclave. Only a few of us stepped out of the bus to serve the poor. Many
didn't get a chance to do so, but all were satisfied to be a part of this good
cause even if it wasn't a very big one. When the bus hadn't even stopped



properly children started crowding it craving for food. All our eyes were
filled with tears to see those small hands stretched towards us. I thought
they were going to be ill behaved but to my astonishment I heard a small
voice quavering which I didn't know what, maybe fear or emotions. But I
received a 'thank you' from a girl. I never expected them to show any signs
of gratefulness but I was ashamed of myself to think so.

The next event which surprised me equally took place at our next
destination- under the flyover. I never knew there was so much under that
small flyover. A small China was situated over there. None of us stepped
down this time as we were in the middle of one of the Delhi's busiest road. T
was sitting with my friends filling bowls over bowls with khichdi when we
were interrupted by an old lady. We quickly offered her a bowl of khichdi
but she denied it and instead wanted to know when our Diwali holidays were
starting. On our answer she continued that she too had a son who was
studying in Mumbai and was meant to visit her in his Diwali holidays. We were
pleased and surprised to hear that her son was attending school.

And one more event was there which left us bewildered. Right after we
served the food at our last destination, and were about to take leave, we
stopped by to take a photo with them. Those children gave excellent pose
and a girl even blew us a flying kiss!! Never knew the slum people were so
modernised.

One thing we will never forget was the smile and happiness we saw in their
eyes when they received our food. We were so glad that our good for
nothing, lazy Saturday was utilized in such a brilliant way!!

V.Srinidhi, 7a





















