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Wani’s Hope 
Wani came home from kindergarten and heard the 

hushed tones of her par-

ents coming from the 

other room. She knew 

she shouldn’t, but she 

crept forward anyway 

and stopped to listen at 

the door.  

“What will happen to her 

after this year?” That 

was her mother. 

“I don’t know,” replied 

her father. “We were 

fortunate that this kin-

dergarten school was 

open to her. Most are not, and even those that 

might allow ‘our people’, charge so high that we 

would never be able to pay.” 

“I know, I am grateful, but I cannot help but worry 

for Wani.” 

She gave a little start at her name, and her parents 

paused in their discussion. Had they heard her? 

Would they come looking? After a moment of 

standing so still it nearly drove her crazy, her par-

ents continued. Wani let out a breath so slow she 

was sure her mother and father would never hear. 

“I know you worry. I do, too, but there is nothing 

we can do. The school only teaches kindergarten, 

and there is nowhere else she can go.” 

“I hate for her to return to work with us after learn-

ing so much.” Her mother sighed. “Maybe her 

reading and writing will help her get a better job in 

the future.” 

“Maybe my dear, but you know they would never 

allow that. We are what we are, and there are only 

certain jobs open to our people. Maybe she will be 

able to teach what she has learned. Maybe. We can 

only hope, my dear.” 

Wani waited a heartbeat after they had finished 

and then rushed in. “Mama! Dad! I am home.” 

Her parents smiled at her. “And how was it 

little Wani?” Her father reached down and 

ruffled her hair.  

Wani giggled despite herself and caught 

his hand. “Dad! Stop. I am too big for that 

now.” 

“Are you now? And what did you learn in 

school today?” 

“My letters!” 

“Alright, little miss, let us see them.” 

“Okay!” 

Days later, the end of school came. Wani 

fidgeted in her chair, thinking back on the 

conversation her parents hadn’t known 

she’d overheard. She had forgotten all 

about it, as little girls do, until today when 

the teacher invited all the parents to 

attend the last day for an announcement. 

She wished her teacher, usually a likable, 

energetic woman, would just get to the 

point already.  

“And now our Principle has some words 

for the class and parents.” 

Wani perked up. Principle? Were they in 

trouble for something? 

The Principle walked in and stood in front  

 

of the class. “Hello, students! I have some ex-

citing news. We just received the approval from 

the government, after many years of trying, to 

expand our school all the way to the 5th -grade! 

Each year for the next five years, we will add a 

grade, Lord willing, starting with the construction 

of a second level of the school for 1st-grade clas-

ses.” 

Wani looked back to her parents and smiled. 

They smiled back and hugged each other close. 

Now they wouldn’t 

have to worry. 

Our kindergarten 

school in India has 

been walking through 

the lengthy applica-

tion process to ex-

pand through 5th -

grade. Just weeks ago 

they received the 

approval. Construc-

tion on the second 

story for 1st-grade 

classes is well on its 

way and scheduled to 

be finished by mid-

August before the beginning of the school year. 

The school sits right on the outskirts of a city 

where they are set to make a real, lasting differ-

ence in the poor community. The school teaches 

both the native Hindi dialects as well as English, 

which is usually reserved for the wealthy. All 

higher education in India is taught in English, 

and very few Dalits ever receive the opportunity 

to learn the language, effectively keeping them 

out of higher education. We strive to make a 

difference that can influence the students’ lives 

for greater change. We are extremely excited at 

the new changes and the potential to reach 

more of the community for Christ!  
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