
‘We must be willing to get rid 

of the life we’ve planned, so as 

to have the life that is waiting 

for us. The old skin has to be 

shed before the new one can 

come.’- Joseph Campbell. 

Hello Everyone  

Well another New Year and 

maybe like me you are 

planning to start something 

new, a new course, a diet or 

just a change of routine. How 

many like me may plan 

something however don’t 

always get to finish? 

I am in Bangladesh almost 

three years and I have planned 

many things however will they 

all get finished? I’m not sure!  

Bangladesh is a country of 

things getting started however 

either they never get finished 

or it takes a very long time. 

There is a road I travel along at 

least three times per month. 

When I started to use the road 

over 2 ½ years ago they had 

started to widen it. The work 

stopped and weeds and bushes 

started to grow where the 

extension of the road should 

have been. 

I travelled this month and 

noticed more work being done, 

however how long will this 

take?   

 

The wet cement is being 

poured into the large areas that 

have been left empty for such a 

very long time. 

 

Above is another area being 

filled up with broken brick. 

 

Yet another part of the road 

which was repaired and being 

dug up once again. 

 

One of the many bridges not 

yet completed lengthening 

travel time every day. 

Another bible verse is 

becoming a favourite of mine. 

It has been popping up in 

books, items from friends and 

in several readings. I really do 

love this version. 

 ‘I know what I’m doing. I 

have it all planned out-plans 

to take care of you, not 

abandon you, plans to give 

you the future you hope for.’ 

Jeremiah 29:11 the Message 

Even though I know God has 

my life planned out I still 

worry a little (less now than I 

used to however).  

So why should I be concerned 

about my future when I know 

God will take care of me? Well 

I’m human, I worry, I get it 

wrong, I make mistakes and 

yet through all this my Lord 

still never lets me go. What a 

mighty God I serve! 

As I travelled back from 

Dhaka after Christmas there 

were several accidents on the 

road, a problem with CNG at 

the pumps and a delay at the 

ferry due to fog. A journey 

which normally takes a 

maximum of six hours took 11 

¾. My plans for the day did 

change although I was safe and 

protected by my driver James.  

 

Above were the cars at the 

ferry, some were trying to 

dodge the line and get on 

board. I did laugh at those who 

had ‘bunked the queue’ earlier 

and blocked the road at times 

only to get to the ferry without 

their ticket and not being 

allowed on board until they got 

one. Some drivers were 

absolutely furious.  



I visit the community nurses in 

all of the areas at least 

monthly. I attended Dhamsor 

and visited some people in the 

local village area. Many 

people come just to see the 

foreigner and are not really ill 

however there were several 

patients, mostly women and 

children who were. I was glad 

to be able to help them. 

 

This was one of my patients a 

lovely lady with severe asthma 

and hip pain. As I was 

returning to the car I chatted 

with her. Even though she was 

really quite unwell she still had 

to continue working. This is 

cow dung which is added to 

sticks, dried out and used to 

burn in the fire for cooking. 

Not a pleasant job at any time 

however especially for 

someone very unwell! 

 

This is Amboila mobile clinic 

only about 20 minutes journey 

away however as its across a 

river and the bridge which has 

not yet been completed after 

almost five years it takes 45 

minutes. This baby is just 20 

days old with his Mother and 

Nurse Rekha. He is bright and 

healthy. I couldn’t help think 

about what his future and what 

his family has planned for him. 

Will he complete his 

education? Where will he live? 

Who will he marry? I often ask 

these questions about many of 

the children I see.  

Parents in Bangladesh have 

often great plans for their 

children to be doctors, lawyers, 

travel to other countries or 

marry into a good family. 

Many of the plans succeed 

only if they have money or 

someone in a position to help.  

My plans in life have changed. 

I thought by now I would have 

been married, have 2-3 teenage 

children, working my way up 

the career ladder and have 

holidays 2-3 times per year. 

God had other plans for my 

life and Bangladesh has been 

one of them. I am so glad to be 

here, I love the place; I love 

the people even though at 

times it’s frustrating it’s still 

where I want to be and know 

where God wants me too. 

So what are my plans for the 

next five months? Well in 

typical Bangladeshi style I will 

make plans however will they 

all get done?  Maybe they will 

get started however not sure if 

they will all get finished. 

As I was writing this update 

the January copy of the 

Methodist Newsletter arrived. 

As always there are some very 

interesting articles particularly 

this month our President Rev 

Ken Lindsay’s reflection on 

our covenant service.  

I end my update this month by 

recommitting myself not just 

to the work I am doing in 

Bangladesh but also for all I do 

wherever for my Lord. I quote 

from the Methodist covenant 

service held usually the first 

Sunday in January each year. 

‘Put me to doing, put me to 

suffering; let me be employed 

for You or laid aside for You; 

exalted for You or brought 

low for You; let me be full, let 

me be empty; let me have all 

things, let me have nothing; I 

freely and wholeheartedly 

yield all things to Your 

pleasure and disposal.’ 

Thanks to everyone who 

continues to pray for my work, 

my continued good health and 

safety on the roads 

Please continue to pray for me 

for the next five months based 

in Jobarpar, for work with the 

community nurses, 

development staff and others, 

my monthly visit to Dhaka to 

help at central office and work 

with the students in Old 

Dhaka. 

When I let go of what I am, I 

become what I might be. 

Lao Tzu  

 

Pat  


