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Memories of Kathmandu
This article is written by Diane Hill, a participant in the March 2006 trip to India and Nepal, and a child sponsor.

Monday -March27

Jt is VtonAay evening and Lauren (my wonderful Italian traveling companion) and I are in a tiny internet cafe in
IKathmandu. There are three computers and no coffee. Getting on-line is an adventure. We use Windows '98
operating systems and just e-mail can take 20 minutes to come on screen. Plus, the infrastructure in Nepal leaves
some things to be desired. Nepal relies primarily on hydro-power. There has been a drought. The solution is 39
hours per week ofoff-loading on a schedule that differs each day but is announced on a regular basis. Figuring
out phone calls is another whole level of communication skill - most likely left for the next trip.

We have been in the very northern finger of West Bengal, India - bordering China, Tibet, Nepal and Bhutan. We
stayed in a lovely old British colonial inn called, the Himalayan Hotel, in the town of Kalimpong. Each day we
commuted about an hour each way to the village of Relli where the LOT Home and school are located.

The trip back and forth passes over roads that would be hiking trails in the Rockies. The vehicles vary, but all
are of dubious age and origin, and supported by spheres more like bicycle tires than car wheels. It's prely
bumpy. The drivers are amazingly skilled. I think those lacking depth perception and courage were removed
from the gene pool long ago.

The drive from Kalimpong to the Nepal border town where we met our plane to Kathmandu was also memorable.
It featured more windy roads cantilevered over deep canyons sliced by rushing rivers. There was an immigration
office right out of a Hemingway novel and a line of traffic I could not imagine clearing the little border crossing
in less than three days. We got out of
the car and walked and our driver and
Jonathan - from the LOT Home -
navigated and negotiated their way to
a one hour border crossing. Once
over the Nepal border, we had to get
a new driver who took us to the
airport. Driving to Kathmandu was
out of the question because of the
road blocks set up by the Maoists.
Suzy made sure we sat on the right
side of the plane so we had a full
view of the Himalayan Mountain
range for most of the trip. Breath
taking!
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Memories of Kathmandu - continued

I am on sensory overload - the sights, sounds, smells are just overwhelming. Suzy seems to be quite the "It
Girl" in Kathmandu. A lovely man names Jyoti makes her travels arrangements here when he is not arranging
treks for travelers from around the world. He met us at our hotel for tea and will be a wonderful source of
information about Nepal over the next few days. After tea, we hit the streets. Sury was accosted my old
friends and shopkeepers. Our first night in Kathmandu we ate fabulous Italian food! Go figure. Lauren was
about to go into pasta withdrawal. We even ate salad and ice cream - the only place we have dared to do so.
We have been a wonderfully healthy bunch. Tomorrow I meet Prakash, the child I sponsor at St. Devi's
Academy. I am actually a little nervous.

Wednesday - March 29,7:31 a.m.

Prakash (the Nepali word for lighQ is adorable - shy and still struggling with English - but clearly grateful for his
opportunity at St. Devi's school. Until three months ago, he lived in a leper colony with his ailing parents outside
Kathmandu. Today I gave him a gift, Legos, and a Frisbee. Both gifts were a great success for him and for the
community of 100 children with whom he lives. I am not sure how often he will see the Frisbee! The older boys
are enthralled and we (the big girls) had to go out in the school yard and play to make sure the wonders of the
Frisbee were not restricted to boys. The girls were so excited when we insisted they join!

Prakash is very small for his age, and thin. We think he is around 8, but he looks more like 6. But he was much
better at building with the Legos than I was. They have become quite complicated! We took great pictures of
Prakash, me and a girl named Sabina, building a Lego house. He must have spent close to two hours sitting on
my lap and fitting and re-fitting plastic bricks. He just melts my heart. I gave him our family Christmas picture
and sent love from those back home. A lovely 10 year old helped translate English to Nepali and back. Prakash
is very quiet - as most of the children are when they first arrive - but I have great hopes for him. It is amazing
what changes take place in these children when they come here. The stories would break your heart - and warm it
too.

Earlier today, Lauren and I were accompanied by a driver and a guide for a little sightseeing. We visited a
Buddhist temple and a Hindu temple in Durbar Square. We asked our guide many questions about the political
situation. It seems that 49Yo of the people are illiterate . 5%o voted in the last election - when the King that was
killed tried to introduce a democratic form of sovernment. The choice is between the Maoists and the seven-
party coalition. It does not sound like this will be a
great success. Please pray for our friends here.

Lauren and Suzy are shopping and will come fetch
me shortly. Shopping goes on all hours of the day
and night - except when the electricity goes off.
Tomorrow we will take a little excursion to a nearby
village and will spend the afternoon back at St.
Devi's Academy. We will spend some time talking
with the mother of a very talented girl who has
graduated from school and wants to go to nursing
school. Her sponsor is willing to send her, but her
father wants her to go to Belgium and live with him,
her mother and sister in a refugee camp. We are
hoping to persuade the mother to let the girl
continue her schooling. A day in the life of those
who work with abandoned children in Kathmandu!
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Memories of Kathmandu - continued

March 31

Today was largely a travel day - but we did spend some final time at St. Devi's school before heading for the
airport in Kathmandu. It was sad to say good-bye to Devi and David, who run the place. Prakash wrote me a
letter which he handed to me, along with a hug. He dressed in his best clothes - a white shirt, tie and pants. It
sort of takes your breath away. We had a fortunate airport experience because the garbage dump has been
removed from the side of the runway. It seems that not long ago, the garbage attracted vulfures, one of which got
wound up in the engine of a plane Sury was on. The plane came to an abrupt landing mid take-off. Vulture!
Not a problem in my airport life - although *e do have others.

This has been one of the most moving experiences of my life. I do not expect to ever be quite the same again. I
so hope I can find ongoing ways to help with raising funds and finding sponsors once I get back to Denver.
Finding ways to support Suzy's children is a calling that gives back so many times over. What a privilege to be

part of this wonderful effort!
l);v"t4 H0l'

Good News from Nepal

May 18, 2006 - E-mail from Devi in Kathmandu

"Another very important news is this, that from Nepal is no more under king's rule. It is under parliament.
The sovereignty is in people's hand. Today there parliamentary session met and in parliament the new
Prime Minister of Nepal read the declaration made by seven political parties and it passed. Implemented
from today itself.

. The king is no more a part of the Parliament. It has been removed.

. Nepal is Government - no more His Majesty Government and it will be called Nepal Government.

. The King is no more Supreme Commander of the army.

. The army will be under Parliament. l- -.a 
- 

||
. The parliament will appoint Army General - no more the king.
. King's allowance/budget will be fixed by parliament and it
minimized.
. King's work's can be questioned and raised in the court and
parliament.
. Abolished Royal Council of the palace.
. King's security guard will be provided by parliament.
. The king has to pay tax.
. Another important news - Nepal was the only Hindu country in
the world and from today it is no more Hindu country. Nepal became
Secular State. Now people will have right to worship their religion. I
believe the door for Christianity is opened in Nepal. Present
government is interim government. There will be election and they
are going to write new constitution. Please pray for us that the Lord
will open th e way for us."

Love. Devi and David.
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Trips r^rith a Miesion - Hetping lho Least of These

FROM OUR OFFICE:

Sometimes things happen in our lives which help us to see things that we'd never really seen
before. Maybe an experience which changes our perspective. Well, I've had two such
experiences in the past couple of weeks.

Recently, it was necessary for me to make a dreaded visit to the dentist. I had an old, cracked filling which
needed to be repliiced. I had not had a filling in over 25 years so I had forgotten what the experience was like. I
have to admit to being a little anxious as I lay, reclined in the dentist's chair. Everything was going along
smoothly until I suddenly felt pain. The dentist stopped and injected more Novocain. He waited a few minutes
then proceeded with the drilling. There was still pain. Luckily I have a patient dentist because he had to stop 3
qr 4 times to inject more pain killer. Finally my tooth was numb and the procedure was finished without further
ado.

My face felt very strange, even deformed. I got up from the chair, looked in the mirror and was horrified! The
left side of my face was not only numb it drooped dramatically, like I had suffered a stroke. My plans changed
very quickly and I did not run the errands that I had intended but went directly home. To be honest, I didn't want
anyone to see me. I felt strange, like a spectacle. Luckily it was temporary.

This experience got me to thinking. How many people, for one reason or another, feel like they aren't accepted
out in public. They feel like people might stare at them or think unkind things about them. I realized, to my
shame, I have never even wondered how those people feel. Because of my experience I have determined to pay
more attention to people when I am out shopping - to say a kind word more often, to compliment a stranger.

I also thought about the kids in our homes. So many of them were considered complete outcasts before they
came to our home. How did they really feel? When they first came to us with heads downcast, was it because
they were afraid that no one would want them? Did they hang their heads in embarrassment of being an outcast.
Did they feel like they could never be loved or accepted? I suddenly could feel for them on a deeper level. My
heart goes out to those children. On top of everything else they suffered, they also suffered extreme shame for
not being accepted. I thank God they are now in a nurturing, loving and accepting environment!

Another interesting thing happened to me. I have a dear friend, Kathy, who happens to know that I am behind in
a lot of projects. She knew two guys who were between jobs and had a few days to spare. My friend asked
these guys, Steve and Tom, to come over to my home and help me out. Wow! When Steve arrived with a rot
tiller and Tom with a ladder and toolbox, I was delighted beyond words. Between the two of them, they worked
in my yard and made some minor house repairs. Thanks!

I have a confession to make. Though I was extremely pleased to have help, free, no less, I was also a little
uncomfortable. Perhaps guilty that someone was working for me and I wasn't paying them. I am not accustomed
to being on the receiving end of 'good works', or charit5r. I am a 'doer' and I realized that 'receiving' doesn't
come easy for me. lrcalized I may even have a hard time asking for help. Though the Bible certainly stresses,
it's more blessed to give then to receive, it also points out that we need to know how to receive. When a person
does something good for someone else, they are blessed. The giver and the receiver are
equally blessed by God and by not allowing someone to give, you rob them of their
blessing. It is important that we are gracious givers and receivers. I ask you to please open
your heart and help us help the homeless children. Allow God's blessing to flow into your
heart as the giver, and allow God to bless the children, as the receivers. Thank you.

sxztJ SLnts, Director
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