Lesley John
Nothing has changed me more than my trip to India. Excited and thrilled to go to India, I eagerly packed all my “precious belongings” in my massively sized suitcase. The big day finally came, and I eagerly boarded the plane as a naïve American tourist. Broadening my horizons, this trip greatly impacted my childish American life. Around five AM, I went to the porch to sleep in the still warm air. However, as I was trying to alleviate my tired body, I noticed a small young boy toiling in the fields. The persistent boy was determined to complete his work, refusing to stop for even a second to relax. After two hours, I woke up to observe my surroundings. Looking around, I saw that the boy was still perspiring in the field. The scorching sun was burning his bare back, and his hard-earned perspiration dropped to the heated soil below him. The feeble boy was extremely frail, and his bones could be seen over his tightly stretched skin. Astonished at what I saw, I realized the extravagance of my modern life. Satiated with tons of laziness and many modern machines, I truly began to appreciate the small things in life. Thus, I resolved in my heart to work harder by helping my parents and the American community. As a result, I have donated more than eighty hours of my time to community service. I also visited the slums of India, and I was astonished because I had never seen such poverty and filthiness in my entire life. Children walked through the streets naked because they could not afford any clothes. Mothers were busy washing their clothes in the muddy, dirty river. However, as we were passing by, one little girl came and knocked on my car door. Her face was filled with sadness and depression. A sullen gloomy atmosphere seemed to lurk around her. She wore rags, and her skin was covered with dirt

. and I was overwhelmed with grief at what I saw. I had learned many lessons in this three week vacation. but this trip helped me to realize that there are children out there in the world who have to beg for a small morsel of food. so she could study in school. I began to feel a sense of gratitude towards my parents and God for enriching me with many blessings. Living an extravagant and modernized life in America.Lesley John and mud. to persist in education. The three lessons I learned was to work hard. Holding out her tender fingers to us. This incident captivated my heart. My trip abruptly came to an end as I boarded the plane to come back to the USA. she begged for some money to buy a few books . and to be grateful for everything.
