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I went to Jamghat, an organization that works with street children in the Delhi region in August 
2017. It has four distinct initiatives- Aangan which is a day care center in Chandni Chowk, 
Aanchal a home for girls in Malviya Nagar, Aman a home for boys in Lado Sarai and Ekjut 
which is a vocational training set up that seeks to train boys and girls in crafts such as sewing, 
tailoring. The goal of Ekjut is twofold-make Jamghat as self-sustainable as possible by providing 
the products such as bags and pouches to companies for Diwali gifts etc. and to provide real job 
options to the children so they are able to break the cycle of poverty. My day started off in Lado 
Sarai in the offices of Jamghat which also doubles up as a training center for Ekjut. Amit Sinha, 
the Director and Founder of Jamghat introduced me to almost all the office bearers. I met the 
COO, Shareena who joined Jamghat in May this year and comes from the private sector, is now 
tired of it all and has decided to leave it all behind. I also met Shashi who manages Aman and 
Aanchal, Shipra who does proposal and report writing, and Durgesh who is in charge of 
Accounts. The interaction was humbling and heartwarming to say the least. After a brief 
conversation I looked at the products they make, made a few purchases and we decided to 
proceed to Aangan in Chandni Chowk. I went with Amit, Shashi, and an Ekjut trainer Usma who 
has been associated with Jamghat since 2007, and now is a coordinator for Ekjut. Here I would 
like to state that even though I have lived in Delhi, I had never visited Chandni Chowk. It was a 
very overwhelming experience-we got off the taxi, went down narrow garbage strewn alleys with 
an overpowering foul stench. Words fail me as I seek to describe the squalor, the wretchedness, 
the sheer abjectness and facelessness of the poverty that I saw around me. There were multiple 
tin shelters that I saw where people were huddled inside-in hot, humid sweltering Delhi in 
August. I stood at the entrance of one such shelter for a couple of seconds and did not have the 
courage to linger any longer and take a look inside. Some of the children of Aangan come from 
these shelters and that is where they go back to spend the night. I had never encountered 
uninhabitable, unsanitary living conditions on this scale and I must add that there was not a 
garbage can in sight. The sheer irony of it all, was inescapable that I was literally standing within 
sight of the Red Fort-the site of many a lofty addresses delivered on Independence Day, 
seventy to be exact. Of course, the most recent ones have been about the National Cleanliness 
Drive. Soon enough I was climbing a narrow staircase, again words cannot describe the stench, 
the caked on layers of dust and grime, the paan stains...then I was in Aangan. There could not 
have been a more inaccurate word. For those who don't know hindi, Aangan means an open 
space but here what I saw was 40 children cooped up in a small airless, heavy, suffocating 
space with maybe two small windows, a couple of mounted small fans in corners, and no ceiling 
fan which would be a hazard anyway because the ceilings were so low. The air was oppressive, 
we were all sweating but I must admit the kids looked in good spirits. This was their safe space 
and it was more hospitable and more importantly not predatory as the tin shelters or the streets 
and alleys of Chandni Chowk. I met two social workers there, the interactions that I observed 
they were having with the kids were lively and involved and and that of course was the 
barometer by which I could judge their interest in what they do. It happened to be the birthday of 



one of the social workers and everyone sang loudly and happily, ate cake and surprise, surprise 
the other social worker sang 'Cheap Thrills' a song by Sia in the most beautiful voice. Then it 
was back down that staircase and the alleys and streets of Chandni Chowk and we hailed an 
auto in which Amit, Shashi and I left for Aanchal the home for girls in Malaviya Nagar. This 
facility of Jamghat has support of Asha and I felt I was transported in another world. Those 12 
girls looked so confident and well taken care of. Nobody could have imagined that they were 
homeless or is some cases had no parents. I am so thankful I went there because I could see 
the transformative, resurrective power of love and care. The girls live on one floor of a four floor 
house. it was neat, clean, welcoming with artwork on the walls, pictures, a food chart, clean and 
tidy sleeping areas. The conversation flowed readily as we chatted about their lives, their 
interests whether in academics or sports. We went back to Lado Sarai and the offices where I 
again looked into what Ekjut was doing, thanked Amit and bade goodbye. Seeing what I saw I 
think it is absolutely imperative to support their administrative expenses. The compensation that 
is being requested whether for Amit who is the Director or the social workers at Aangan is very 
fair considering the cost of living in a city like Delhi. Jamgaht has support from many premier 
funders in Delhi such as Royal Bank of Scotland, MaxIndia, PVR(they own multiplexes) etc. who 
cover different expenses, such as rent, food and medical care. If Asha can take care of the 
administrative costs, it would make the organization stronger and more secure because there 
would by lesser turnover. Speaking about the social workers again, I am sure they can find 
other options but it is that sense of purpose and passion that brings them through those 
alleyways to the doorway of Aangan. I think it is a choice that they are making and we need to 
honor the courage of these heroes. By giving the girls who work at Ekjut a decent living wage, 
they will be able to come out of a system that many a time compels them to get into prostitution 
a very, very, real concern for these girls. Maybe my years in the US have insulated me to the 
so-called realities of India but there is no hiding from the fact that I could never find the strength 
of character to do the work they do. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 



 
 
 



 


