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We were sipping mango drinks and tasting palm fruit by the street corner outside of 

Kerala’s Wooden Palace in the south of India. Tossing our juice boxes and fruit rinds on 

the ground, we waited for our ambulances to arrive. I looked around: tourists lined up 

outside of the palace’s gates to purchase admissions tickets, rickshaws and motorbikes 

zoomed by, little children held out their hands asking for money. 

 

One particular beggar caught my eye. She looked about nine years old, but it was hard 

to tell whether malnutrition had affected her physical appearance. She came over to us, 

realizing we must have money since we were buying snacks. This was not the first time 

this trip I had been approached by a child asking for money, but it broke my heart 

nonetheless to have to hold my palms out and show this impoverished girl I didn’t have 

any rupees. After a few minutes, when she realized her persistence wouldn’t earn her 

any money from us, she walked away. 

 

My gaze followed her as she wandered down the street. A middle-aged Indian man 

wearing a red button-down shirt approached her. They exchanged a few words and at 

the end of the conversation, the girl turned around and continued down the street. The 

man followed her. He ran after her, grabbing her by her shirt collar and pulling her back. 

He pushed her forward. She starting crying. She tried to get away from him, but he 

would yell and chase after her. I didn’t know what relation this cruel man had to the poor 

girl, but this unjustifiable brutality was very disconcerting no matter what their 

connection. 
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I glanced around me, seeing if anyone else had noticed this exhibition of abuse. The 

rest of the street either didn’t seem to care or chose to tune it out; as I stood helpless on 

the street corner, the world closed its eyes. 

 

That night, as I lay in bed thinking about the incident, I was reminded of something I 

heard in the Dalit village of Golana. Twenty-five years ago, in this tiny village, upper-

class members murdered five lower-class members over rights to the state-owned land. 

News reporters came to the village, taking family pictures for articles and never 

returning them. Sympathetic people sent checks to families who did not know how to 

deal with banks. The village received a monsoon of support, but, although appreciated, 

it all came in the most inconvenient way and was not as helpful as it potentially could 

have been. A son of a murdered activist told us the lesson he would like us to take away 

is to always ask ‘what can I do that is of greatest assistance to you?’ when trying to help 

someone. 

  

If I had given the begging girl a couple rupees, it would have done more harm than 

good. Other beggars would have surrounded the girl, all fighting for the coins. We would 

have been approached by every needy person on the street. Rioting and violence may 

have plagued the street for some time. And, most importantly, the abusive behavior 

would have certainly continued. 
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Perhaps the best way I can help the young girl is to share this experience and hope that 

you, too, will keep the story alive. By being aware of inequity worldwide, we can 

determine how we feel about it, then choose to act based on our values. Perhaps we 

can prevent future exploitations. And it all starts with one person, one story. Only 

through awareness and education can we make a lasting change with widespread 

effects. 


