One more serving of hot meal,
One more sign of caring.

Vol.8 Issue 8

Vol.8 Issue 8

Dream

Mark

“Dream”, a word that ordinary people find
simple and familiar has become so farfetched. What is dream? How do you dream
your dream? How do you realize your dream?
We, too, find it difficult to answer these
questions. “Dream” has become so blurry
and faraway here…
We came to the same school for migrant
workers’ children on 6th September 2013,
which, in comparison with what it was like,
appeared to be ornamented by vitality and
colours. The kids shouted out joyfully, demonstrating the innocence
and energy that belong to them.
After a heart-warming welcome from the principal, we went about working on the
mission of this visit – conduct a survey. When the kids were called to the office,
almost all of them were able to give an answer to what we asked. Yet when we
asked about their dream, they became silent, and some even looked clueless.
There was one girl who replied, “My dream is to be a wife!” We were both amused
and surprised – the hundreds of school kids had no idea what their dreams were.
How much do they actually know about dream?
During lunch, we had a conversation with the principal and heard about a piece of
news that hit a nerve – it was unsure whether the school could continue running or
not. Against a backdrop of soaring land prices, developers continue to pursue all
conceivable means to acquire and buy back land, so as to raise the rent. Coupled
with other factors, how long can this school survive? And one day, when the
unfortunate happens, where will these kids go?
Perhaps due to this reason, the kids dare not to dream.
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Hua An Village –
Another Sky
Winnie Lai
When we are willing to open up ourselves and serve these
migrant workers’ children wholeheartedly, we come to grips
with how difficult their lives are.
There is a place called Hua An Village in Wuhan. It is
a community that is essentially a village-within-a-city,
occupying over 1.36 square kilometres.
Due to historical reasons, this place does not have much town
planning, which is reflected in its high building density.
There is no clear demarcation among buildings; they
just clutter together. Even though the place is not
huge, it is home to around 20,000 migrant workers.
Xiao Qian is one of the kids living in Hua An Village
who has subscribed to our Love Lunch Sponsorship
Programme. We have known her for half a year.
Knowing that she has a complicated background, we
decided to drop by in September. Xiao Qian’s parents
divorced when she was in Primary Four, and later
formed their new families, leaving Xiao Qiao on her own. The poor
girl lives off her father, who sent in some money every month.
As we entered her room, we were choked by the pungent
smell of mould, which was further aggravated by the enclosed
environment. How could she live in such an environment? We felt
sorry for her. As we talked to her about her family, we found out
that Xiao Qian still missed her mother, but had unfortunately lost
her contact. At this moment, the tough girl broke into tears. All I could do was to
give her a hug – perhaps on behalf of her mother – and let her feel the warmth.
Xiao Qian’s case has only re-affirmed our belief that feeding these children is only
the beginning of the life project. Our next step is to feed them spiritually, thereby
taking care of them in an all-round manner.

One more serving of hot meal,
One more sign of caring.

Vol.8 Issue 8

Vol.8 Issue 8
What shocked me the most was a 12-year-old. Living off insufficient
food stock, the boy chose to not eat, and even lied, saying that he was
not hungry. I looked fixedly at his arm – his skinny arm. It was hard to
imagine where that strong will came from.
Time passed by quickly, but the memory of the home visits
that afternoon remained fresh. The four of us, led by these
children, walked through one alley after another – alleys
that were surrounded by slumps, if not, abandoned
houses. Most of the houses had been torn down, and
not much remained. One can imagine how difficult it
must have been for parents to raise their kids in such a
poor environment, not to mention the costs of raising a kid.

New thoughts at
the new school year
Sir Ah Bu
We finally returned to the same school for migrant
workers’ children after two months. Even though
the camp has passed for two months already, the
place was still familiar to me, along with its faces
and walls… The mission this time, however, was to
survey the kids and their families.
As we were conducting the survey, the children called
me “Sir Ah Bu”. I was very happy because they actually
remembered me! Although we had not spent much time together,
they were able to remember me as I frequented the place more often.
We did our survey at the staff office. Whenever we touched upon
questions related to their families, the kids looked pensive. When we
asked them questions, they simply replied, “I don’t know.”
And yet, from their contemplation and worries, I could tell that these
children were mature.
That said, they had not expressed the concerns or problems revolving
around their families.
There are certain things that should not have happened to the 10plus,
or not even 10, year-old. But they still appear to be these good and
sensible kids. We can, in no way, compare them with the kids who
have always been loved by their parents.

Look at these kids: they were not yet 10 years old, carrying
a school bag, and wearing stained clothes – their parents were just
too busy working and did not have time to look after them. Such a
background has given rise to what it is today.
I have new feelings and new findings upon each visit to this school. While
I learn more about the kids, I also feel a greater urge on us volunteers –
these children need care and love, and society needs to give them more
of these. Even though we represent only a small fraction of society, yet
this small fraction might have brought wonder to these children’s lives.

Act Now

In support of Little One Poverty Relief Ltd:

Donation Method

I wish to donate $1500 to support a student lunch fee for 1 year
(I will support       no. of students)
I wish to give to support food parcel:
HK$2,000
HK$1,000
HK$500

HK$     

I want to make a one-off donation of
HK$2,000
HK$1,000
HK$500

HK$     

Crossed cheque:
Payable to "Little Ones
Poverty Relief Ltd"
 irect debit to our bank:
D
HSBC:614-036200838

Donor information (Please write in Block Letter)
Name (Mr/Miss/Mrs): Surname             First Name             
Name in Chinese:                 Email Address           
Address:                       Tel:                
Signature:                  
Date:               
Please return the completed form and enclose the original copy of bank-in slip/crossed
cheque to the Account Dept. of Little Ones Poverty Relief Ltd (Mailing Address: Little Ones
Poverty Relief Ltd, P O Box 11163, General Post Office, Hong Kong)

