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Colouring Outside

Linnea's India Blog XIII: A Nursery
Dear Friends,
It has been 9 weeks of mission touring and I have written now 13 blogs, a
number of which are about Morning Star School. I should have moved on long
ago, but I cannot go until I have told you about how our people connected with
India via the “Nursery Project”.
***
“How did you like the worship service?” I ask Alaka, on Sunday afternoon. One
of the first children to greet us when we arrived, she is about 9 - a child with a
kind of guide-presence and a generous smile. She seems to have a number of
frilly or flowy dresses, and wears a new one every time I see her. Often hidden
in her hand is a little folding game of snakes-and-ladders or a small piece of
jewellery or a tiny plastic toy. She’s a little entrepreneur.

“It was verry, verry byootyful,” she replies. We are walking back from the
church. It is a test question from me, because worship was four hours long.
Brother Robert had prepped me: “It starts at 10am with Sunday school for the
children,” (which seemed to be an hour of an adult talking to patient children
seated in a circle on the upper floor of the church). “Then there is ‘worship’,”
(which in India means singing and praise, not the service). “That’s about an
hour. That is followed by the sermon, which goes at least 45 minutes,” (but
went for an hour-plus today because the previous service leader returned home
from Dubai and there was rejoicing and more sermon!). “Then there is
testimony, prayer and closing singing. It all wraps up by 2pm.” And so it did.
I watched the children. They sit quietly in rows, males on one side, females on
the other, youngest in front, elders at the back and some on plastic chairs. I am
asking the question to myself as I go about my visit in this country: Is there
ADHD and Autism here like there is at home? If so, where are those children? If
not, what are westerners doing that Indians are not? I confess, I don’t see it. I
know that disabilities are hidden behind closed doors in this country, but still I
think that a school for the slum would have access to all kinds of children and
certainly know about everybody hidden away. The children sit still. They listen.
They zone out and in, they stare off into space, they sketch a little picture or try
to whisper to each other and are shushed. They are asked a question and
return to attention. Four hours of patient participating. I haven’t seen anything
like it in Canada since ... ever.
Worship ends with Ajay drumming on the dhol, Sandeep playing guitar, our
returned worship leader singing in a beautiful tenor voice and the children
standing up to dance for us these couple of songs they love. There is chai to
follow. And now we are walking on the red brick path through the narrow streets
of the village back to the school, dodging potholes and calling out “Side!” when
a scooter or car comes near us.

Brother Robert has asked me to assist in splitting what is called the UKG or
Upper Kindergarten Class into olders and a nursery class. The group seems to
be a mixture of older children preparing to enter first standard (grade 1), little
nursery children and the newest children from the slum - who have no English
at all and need to learn basic group behaviours before they can really tackle
school learning. Nobody is quite thriving while the spread of age and needs is
this great. We will put the little ones in the nursery, and free up the older ones

to learn at their own pace.
The room is a spacious one just above the dining hall. Sandeep, the 23-yearold nursery teacher (in the making), does an inventory of the toys, partial
puzzles, exercise booklets, games and things that are in the locked cabinets
downstairs, and together we dream up what could be added to make that room
into a fun place for children to play and learn in.
As soon as we begin to dream, I know what I can do: Put out the word on
Facebook - to people who I know would be so happy to participate in something
with such an immediate and life-giving impact. I post an invitation to help us
build a Nursery - with a wishlist for colourful little chairs and tables, foam square
flooring, chalk board and pinboard, a tree with hanging numbers and letters,
colouring books and art supplies... To my incredible joy, almost overnight,
people pledge amounts of money that end up covering all the things on our
wish list - including (and this is a particular wish of mine) curtains that would
absorb the overwhelming echo of sound in the marble room. Brother Robert
and I drive to the educational supply store in the nearby city to pick out the
items; it is like Christmas. Robert has to be talked down from his position that
every nursery needs a ball room.
The day that the equipment and toys and cupboards come up into the Nursery
is one of celebration for everybody. Brother Robert institutes a new rule that all
children coming from outside wash their feet as soon as they arrive at the
school and line their shoes up neatly outside the door. We divide children up
into pairs to have them peel off the outer “rind” along the large foam squares
and we play creatively with the rind for awhile. Then we fit the foam squares
together. We sit on the foam floor and sing our gathering and praise songs.
Then children go to the little tables to colour the pages from their colouring
books. They could colour all day.
Sandeep and I are exhausted - again. I know that the task of filling their
educational cups all day long is a daunting one for him, with his minimal
training. But his heart is with the littlest ones and this special learning place will
help him focus and succeed. Brother Robert stops in and says grandly to the
children: “Do you know who gave you this? No - not Linnea-Aunty, not
Sandeep-Sir, not me. GOD gave us this new room. Every day, I want you to
come here and start your day with thanks to God for all He gives you.”

Alaka and David and I are nearing the corner where 2 cows sit, and where
there is the short path to the school gates, when she abruptly says to us, “You
wait!” Coins appearing in her hand, she pops in to the closet-sized shop that
sells small conveniences along the village way. She returns to us in a twinkling,
handing each of us a candy. “You like choc-lit?”
I am at a loss for words at this small, completely unexpected gift.
********
Would you care to help us continue to support this school? My own wish
list begins like this:
* We are leaving our Airtel 4 WIFI Hotspot with the school. It has been a dream
come true for us on this third mission - providing decent consistent wifi that is
supposed to be able to power up to 10 phones or devices. This will replace the
school’s unreliable “dongle”, increase possibilities for the computer class, allow
Linnea and Sandeep to have a bit of a video mentoring relationship from afar.
We have paid $80 CAD for 3 months’ worth, but will need to recharge 3 more
times this year. Does this sound like your thing? [One quarter: $80]
* Books: Robert is a little deflated when he talks about books, as these kids are
pretty rough with them. Books need to be locked up until class time and then
opened up during quiet reading or centres with adults in the room ensuring that
pages are turned properly and none are used in battle. Still! I yearn to stock up
that cupboard with boardbooks that would inspire a love of reading and
learning. Is this your passion? [Board book library contribution: $20]
* Online Resources: I want to talk to TeachersPayTeachers about a kind of
special payment rate for teachers in developing countries, whose currency
cannot match the prices that are reasonable to us. I believe that most Math,
English, Language, Christian Ed is best reinforced with the use of songs and
games. TPT has such a wealth of resources - and until I manage to convince
them to work out a mechanism to support teachers around the world, I will buy
pictures and laminate-able cards and spinners and posters and cardgames,
etc, etc, etc, to send to the teachers. They saw some of this in action as I
experimented with math and spelling/reading games. Is this your thing? [Online
Resources: $10]
I want to really focus on this when we go back next year.

* Did you say NEXT YEAR?? Yes, I did! We are in love with this school - and
praying for direction on how we can continue to contribute to these lives so
filled with hope and possibility. Would you be interested in joining us somehow,
someway? You know you can count on me to keep you prayerfully connected.
[Sponsor Linnea and David’s 2019 India Mission: $100 or your own amount!]
You are receiving this blog because you contributed to Linnea and David’s
mission to India in one way or another. Easily unsubscribe by hitting reply with
“No thanks” in the subject header (Lg and Dj will not see it).
Please be cautious about who you show this blog to. Our status in the country
is not entirely stable, so we are not publicly posting our doings on social media.
Feel free to privately pass this along to kindred, trustworthy spirits.
To contribute to Linnea and David's Music Ministry: http://www.linneagood.com/
*******
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