
Dear Friends,                    Partner Plan letter No 6                              7 February 2013 

 

Cati wites:  Two months have gone by since we wrote our last partner-plan letter and so much has 

happened during those weeks that it’s difficult to know either where to begin or how much to share! 

 

For us as a family, obviously the most exciting and memorable occasion was our daughter Megan and 

Tim’s wedding on 4
th

 January. From the moment we touched down at Edinburgh airport our time for 

the next two weeks was fully occupied with last-minute preparations for the wedding…those things 

we definitely couldn’t do via email and Skype during the previous five months!  We made numerous 

visits to the church in Pencaitland where the wedding was to take place; and to Winton where my 

cousin had so generously agreed to our having the 

reception. It was the family home where my mother was 

raised and it felt very special that we should be 

celebrating our daughter’s wedding in a place with such 

strong associations from many years back. Tim’s family 

arrived from Canada in staggered succession and our attic 

flat was regularly filled with friends of Megan and Tim’s 

from every continent. Above all it was sheer joy to be 

reunited with both our children during those days, leading 

up to the wedding. 

 

The wedding itself was magical! To see Malcolm appear 

at the church door with Megan so radiantly happy on his 

arm was an unbelievably emotional experience! We were 

delighted to have a very good friend, Matt Canlis, 

conducting the wedding while Malcolm took on the role 

of preaching; and throughout that day the bride and groom 

were both contagiously happy and relaxed. A friend of 

theirs had come all the way from Australia to photograph 

the day and succeeded wonderfully in immortalising 

everything from the finest minutiae to the most important 

moments. Winton provided a beautifully warm intimacy 

amidst so much ceremony and virtually everybody present 

was dancing before the day drew to a close. 

 

What better excuse to go home to Scotland! And another exciting reason on the horizon when we 

return again for Angus and Hannah’s wedding on 29
th

 June! 

 

The other reason for returning to Scotland was another breast cancer check-up for me. We had 

deliberately arranged this for after the wedding and were, in fact, thrown into quiet panic for several 

days when my surgeon became concerned about something and insisted on it being further 

investigated by the consultant radiologist who has been involved in my treatment throughout. God 

once again proved his faithfulness and prayers were answered gloriously when I was eventually told 

there was nothing to worry about after all.  My surgeon scrawled ‘Discharged’ across my medical 

notes of the past five years, and enveloped me in an unexpected bear hug to celebrate!  I walked out of 

the hospital with my feet barely touching the ground...profoundly grateful for the gift of every day 

we’re given on this earth! 

 

  

Malcolm writes:  A few days ago I found myself taking a pot of tea we had finished with, pouring it 

into a bowl, and using it to wash up some dishes.   Why did I do that?  Partly because there is a critical 

shortage of water here, and no water should be wasted.  And partly because there is a critical shortage 

of electricity here, and hot tea is preferable to cold water for tackling dirty dishes. 

 



Collecting water in 
Patan Durbar 
square 

 

Road conditions at a crossroads in 
Kathmandu 

Before we came to Nepal I found it hard to conceive how vitally important the monsoon rains are in a 

country like this.  Of course I realised it affected agriculture: plants need water to grow.  But in a hot, 

dry country, it also has a direct effect on domestic water supplies, and on electricity supplies also, as in 

Nepal most power is produced by hydro-electricity. 

 

Last summer the monsoon was poor, and we are reaping the consequences of that now.  There always 

are planned, systematic power cuts in Nepal, (euphemistically called ‘load-shedding’), but as the time 

elapses from the last monsoon they get increasingly severe.  There have been two new, more limited, 

timetables in the last fortnight.   Currently here in Kathmandu there is no power for between 12 and 14 

hours every day – most of which is in waking hours.  For example on a Wednesday the power is off 

from 4am to 11am, then off again from 3pm to 10pm.  We are fortunate to be able to afford an 

‘inverter’ – a device that enables us to run laptops and table lights when there is no mains electricity, 

but we cannot use the electric oven, boil a kettle, use the toaster or the kitchen beaters, iron the clothes, 

hoover the house, open the 

fridge too often, use the 

printer, or put on too many 

lights.  So if the power comes 

on when we are at home we 

busy ourselves boiling water to 

fill our five thermos flasks.  

And of course there is no street 

lighting in the parts of the city 

where the cuts are in effect, so 

it is absolutely crucial to carry 

a torch after dark. 

 

In the same way the supply of 

water for domestic use is 

dwindling.  The mains supply 

is always very erratic and now 

comes perhaps twice a week.  

The well in the garden has also gone dry.  So we and our neighbours in the flat 

below (who are Australians, also working for UMN) are now starting to pay to 

fill up our communal water tank from big water tankers that come into the city from bore holes in the 

countryside. Of course none of this water is safe to drink.  We pass ours through a Katydn water filter 

before drinking it or brushing our teeth with it.  How blessed we are that we can afford to buy water 

and filters.  The vast majority of our fellow citizens have 

no such option, and indeed have to queue at public water 

stands for their supply before carrying it home. 

 

Sadly there has been no progress on the olitical front 

since we last wrote.  The political machinations are 

labyrinthine, and I do not claim to understand them all, 

but the end result is that over eight months after the last 

Parliament was dissolved there is still no new date set for 

elections.  The country is still being run by a caretaker 

government with no mandate.  It seems the politicians are 

far more interested in manoeuvring for power than in 

tackling the real problems of the country which make life 

so hard for the average Nepali – such as water shortages, 

and power shortages.  There seems to be no leadership at 

all on matters like harvesting rain water, or developing 

solar power.  Instead endless energy is put into token 

gestures like 



the on-going project to widen Kathmandu’s streets.  This has resulted in piles of rubble, and unmade 

and potholed ‘pavements’ with the result that many parts of the city look like a vast building project.  

 

I was staggered to read that every day – yes every day – 1,600 young Nepalis fly out of Kathmandu 

mainly to the Gulf States where they get employment as migrant workers.  Much of the income this 

generates is sent home where it is vital for the well-being of those who are left behind, but how 

distressing it is that families have to be divided in order to make ends meet.  And how tragic it is in a 

land like Nepal which is so rich in its mountains, its beauty, its natural history and varied habitats, its 

climate, and its culture, that so many of its young people discover the best thing they can do for 

themselves is to leave it. 

 

Cati writes:  One very memorable experience since last writing was a visit to a children’s home set up 

in Kathmandu for the children of prisoners. The founder of Nepal Prison Fellowship* was an 

inspiration as he described with enthusiasm the many years during which he has been developing this 

service throughout Nepal. Yet even more memorable was meeting the children themselves on the far 

side of Kathmandu, living in basic dormitories and being given food, stability, and an education to 

compensate for being effectively rendered homeless by their parents going to prison. We were treated 

to sweet tea and a beautiful bouquet of flowers each from their garden, followed by singing and 

laughter that revealed nothing at all of their struggles! Ranging from 4 to 16 years of age, I was deeply 

moved by the fact that these innocent young lives had been so blighted by circumstances outwith their 

control. I found myself particularly drawn to the youngest of the boys whose smile reached right up 

into his eyes beneath the woolly hat worn night and day for warmth during the Nepali winter. No 

indication of resentment or sadness at losing what life might have offered in his dreams … instead a 

spirit of cheerful resilience that simply accepted his loss and determinedly made the most of what he 

had been given in its place. Even the smallest of children can render us lost for words and remind us of 

all that we have in life to give thanks for. 

 

Malcolm writes:  I am conscious that some of what I write in my section above may seem to paint a 

fairly bleak picture of everyday life 

in Nepal, and that life in Britain may 

seem very advanced in contrast.  But 

what does it mean to be a 

‘developed’ country?  We leave you 

this time with a quotation attributed 

to Gustavo Petro, Mayor of Bogota, 

that has stuck in our heads:  ‘A 

developed country is not where poor 

people own cars, but where rich 

people use public transport.’ 

 

With love and prayers, 

 

Malcolm and Cati 

  
amalcolmramsay@gmail.com 

 

catiramsay@gmail.com 

 

 

*The Methodist Church World Mission Fund supports the Nepal Prison Fellowship every year with 
an annual grant to help enable its work 

Instant business set up in a demolition site due to road 
widening! 
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