
The Story at the Soup Kitchen 

 

“Like a beast, it gnawed and tore at my insides. Nothing would dull the pain. A nibble of bread, a sip of 

water just aggravated the beast and the pain worsened. I attempted to ignore or dull it by drawing with a stick in 

the sand or going on a walk to the market. Unfortunately, the pain filled every crevice of my mind and left no 

room for happiness. The attempt didn’t even make a slight dent in the pain. 

  

"It worsened each night. My ribs began to poke out compared to my shrunken stomach. Soon I was so 

weak I could only sit or lie around in the water, sinking under at times, finding occasional logs to rest, finally 

only to lose the m again in a storm. 

  

When the pain finally began to subside, new symptoms began. My skin grew pale and loose. My feet 

began to grow puffy and I lost my voice quite often. I had trouble falling asleep, and when I did vivid, elaborate 

dreams haunted me. 

  

"Some days my father would come home with bread he collected from the trash bins, but we weren’t 

allowed to eat them until winter came to pay us a visit. When it did, we couldn’t afford hear, so our whole day 

was devoted to staying warm. My brother and I would cut down wood for our fire, father would go and search 

or beg for matches and my mother and sister would find scraps of cloth in trash bins and sew them into blankets 

or clothes. The saved food turned out to be a blessing because we had just enough to make do. 

 

 "Then the unthinkable happened there was a blizzard. There were no matches and so, no fire. The food 

was gone in one day. When it was over, we were in awful shape: my siblings and I all had frostbite and colds.  

However, we continued our usual routine and set out to find food. We couldn’t find anything, not a scrap: three 

days went by and not a crumb of food was eaten. We all knew the end was near. 

 

"By the fourth day, we gave up hope and just sat and suffered in the pain from the hunger and cold. That 

evening a soggy paper floated through the door that was pushed open by the harsh wind. With my last ounce of 

energy, I picked it up. It was a flier that about the grand opening of the city soup kitchen. At first, I didn’t 

understand because I was so weak. I set it back down. 

 

"Then a light bulb went off in my head. Suddenly, a surge of energy flowed through me like a raging 

river. I leaped up and told my family almost screaming with excitement. When the wonderful new had sunk in, 

out tiny trailer went from sorrowful to utter happiness. We forgot about our painful, frostbitten toes, forgot the 

angry beast, and forgot about our overwhelming weakness. Then we ran to the soup kitchen. 

  

"When we got there we were greeted by a kind, smiling face.”  

“Me?” she asked.  

“Yes, who else,” he replied then continued on with his story. “Then the warm delicious soup trickling 

down my throat finally satisfied the beast of the hunger.”  

 

As she left the soup kitchen, when her volunteer hours were done, the little boy’s story comes back to 

her, flooding her brain, filling her with sorrow and accomplishment al at the same time. Sorrow for the boy’s 

awful past, but accomplishment for helping him to survive and cutting that story short; his story and the tsunami 

of feeling that hit her in every glimpse of the memory will be forever etched into her head. Her only thought 

afterwards was that she must so more to help. 
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