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Keep the books away from
children!
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“Look at the sketch | just draw. No... First look
at mine. This is a tree, this is flood and this is a
fish...” so crowed us with joy a group of some
forty boys and girls at Child Friendly Centre
(CFC) at Goth Faiz Muhammad Phulpoto, Talka
Kingri, Khairpur Sindh, Pakistan.

Every child in this centre brims with a confidence
not found in any of the CFCs we have visited
earlier.

“What makes your children so unique,” when
asked, the Caregiver just smiled and moved
away without an answer to ‘discipline’ his
children. They would never listen to his
‘pedagogy,’ though.

Releasing his limitations we looked around for
other sources of information.

Two men standing outside the CFC would peep
their heads through the door. Why just we
cannot get them inside the tent. The Caregiver
nodded them in.

“'m Moor Faqir and he is Molla Baksh. We work
as hirelings in the adjacent fields. We want to
see what goes on here. | have two boys and two
girls. | want to send them here. We have come

here to determine whether or not to send our
children into this “Tent.”

Moor Fagqir- a personification of the poorest of
the poor in Sindh can earn Rs 100/ day in
normal times.

Most of the children that come into this CFC
have similar familial backgrounds. The males
work as daily laborers in the city and women
mend mud walls or try fixing bamboo roofs of
their homes smashed by floods.

“It's terribly difficult for us to survive this cold
without homes, beds and blankets” Syria 11,
discloses. “We come here daily, because it is
cozy inside the tent.”

Apart this, what else tempts you here. “Well, |
think the papers, the colors and we get a chance
to meet and play with our friends.”

How was the flood? “It was like a vast sea.
There was water all around. My father had put



us on a “Bachao Bund” where | managed to
catch a fish but the sight of snakes haunts me
still.”

As she continues with her memories of the flood,
one Khushboo 3 jumps into me with a piece of
paper.

She is having problems drawing lines on the
paper, because the floor beneath is bumpy. The
Caregiver promises to get it level soon. The
Accompanying Sami, the S.0. from RDPI too
takes notice of it.

Meanwhile Sudheer, 7 comes closer to us. “My
Charpai broke during the floods. To float me out
of the water, father put me in a big tray (meant
for putting dates).”

What is your most pressing need in the CFC? “I
need books. Children need books.” the caregiver
replied.

The very concept and purpose of CFC is not
very clear in many minds. This needs to be
updated. The absence of books in the centre,
make these children confident, we just thought.

We requested the Caregiver to open the “Box”
and let the children play with more bats, more
balls and more colors. Let them use these, let
them break these, they aren’t meant to be
preserved in boxes.”

Moor Fagqir, told us his daughter got drowned in
the recent flood. His wife hasn’t yet recovered
from this shock. She lies unconscious in a room
that has no roof.

He would send his children to the centre soon. ‘|
feel it is a good place for children...would that |
were a child,” he smiles gently,”...would that my
daughter were alive,” with this tears roll down his
cheeks. He begs to leave and leaves silently.
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