
“For I know the plans I have for you”, declares the Lord, “plans to prosper you and not to harm 
you, plans to give you a future and a hope.” - Jeremiah 29:11  
 
(written by Benjamin) 
 
Dear Friends,         December 28, 2020. 
 
I have had a childhood like very few others in the world. My cultural identity lies not in one 
particular place, but seemingly all over the world. Born in Syracuse, New York, I became 
accustomed to transitions from a very early age, travelling from New York to Alaska to 
Kathmandu Nepal within ten weeks of my arrival into the hands of an American dad and an Irish 
mom. For the last 16 years, I have lived in Nepal, the country I often claim to be the place that 
feels most like home, despite holding citizenship in Ireland and America and not in Nepal. While 
growing up here has brought amazing blessings, living in this developing South Asian country, 
far away from my supposedly “home” countries, has not come without its challenges. One of 
these challenges has been my lack of opportunity to play sports; this letter is about how I’m 
hoping to change that. 
 
Sports are one of my defining features. I fell in love with baseball from a young age before 
switching to basketball after my opportunities to play baseball dwindled out around the age of 
14. Being someone who was serious about basketball, and seeing the importance of laying a 
framework for what I sought to achieve in basketball, I set the goal of playing college basketball 
in the US, and later going on to play professional basketball. Many people have repeated to me 
the loftiness of such goals and the need to think in a more “rational” manner, however with 
much thought and consideration I have always come back to the feeling that as someone who 
may lack cultural identity, I can claim an identity around my love for basketball.  
 
My basketball journey in Nepal has gone through many twists and turns. I began playing with 
my high school team in 8th Grade, and since then have moved up the ranks of a team with a 
great coach who actually played in the NBA a long time ago. Unfortunately, the lack of an 
organized sports league for Nepali schools has meant I play in no more than 6 to 8 games each 
year. My coach, my dad and I have tried unsuccessfully to find more games and as an 
alternative, I’ve tried training and playing with a club team in Kathmandu, which has certainly 
pushed forward my skills and experience of the game. In the last couple of years I’ve been 
training and practicing on my own at a school near to my house. During the COVID lockdowns, 
these courts have been where I keep my basketball dreams alive, training 5 days a week.  
 
The aforementioned circumstances may paint a rather unfortunate situation, but getting to play 
this sport in Nepal has led me to meet people and have experiences players in the US may 
never dream of. Recently I met Nirak Shrestha when we teamed up in a 3-on-3 tournament. 
After playing a couple games with Nirak I learned about his story. He is 19 years old and 
explained how he and I had almost crossed paths in the past and why this tournament was his 
return to basketball after more than two years without touching a ball.  
 
Nirak recounted to me how he had planned to play with his high school team in the tournament 
my school KISC hosted in November 2018. Some days before the scheduled game, Nirak was 
returning to Kathmandu from his village in rural Nepal when the bus he was traveling in collided 
with another vehicle and plunged off a cliff, falling 100 meters into a raging river. We often hear 
about such incidents in the news during the monsoon season here, because of the extra danger 
landslides can add to already treacherous roads. Miraculously he and 15 other passengers 



survived, escaping from the bus and swimming to safety on the banks of the river. He told me in 
a downhearted manner about his friend who had been sitting next to him but had been unable to 
escape and had died in the accident. Having fully recovered from the trauma more than two 
years later, Nirak returned to playing basketball the day I met him last week. Such experiences 
in a developing country truly help you to see the privilege you have and count your blessings.  
 
The global pandemic has had a major impact on the path my basketball career and academic 
life are taking. As has been the case with billions of people around the world, my life has 
seemingly been put on hold, and I have been forced to accept the new normal. Unfortunately 
the pandemic has meant that for the last 9 months I have not been to school for one day 
(studying online school instead), and I have been unable to play competitive basketball. This 
dual challenge has led me to explore options for studying at a basketball-heavy prep school in 
the US. It has been difficult to find schools catering to the exact specifications I needed: dorms 
to board in, basketball emphasis, provision of a quality education, and of course, being the son 
of missionaries, an affordable price for tuition.  
 
I would be lying to say that I am not anxious about the possibility of moving to a US boarding 
school, away from my parents and home, but I feel it is right for me to take this step of faith to 
pursue my dreams and to see the journeys life leads me on from there. My parents and I are still 
working together through the initial stages of this process, so nothing has been finalized yet. 
Currently we are looking at the Hoosac School in upstate New York, known for developing 
basketball players as well as for academic competitiveness. This school has now offered me a 
scholarship, which has been a positive step, but we continue to investigate the school and 
ponder this option before any final decision is made. I am currently 16 and in 11th Grade, so I’d 
have the option of moving schools in the spring term for the second half of 11th Grade or 
starting in the summer at the beginning of 12th Grade.  
 
None of the options being explored for my future will come to fruition without prayer. We ask 
that you pray for my future and whatever direction my life goes over the next couple of months, 
as well as for our family, with Zach in college in the US, me unsure of where I may be, and my 
parents remaining in Nepal continuing to work in Patan Hospital during the pandemic. Please 
remember us in your prayers, asking that the direction of my future and our family’s future go 
according to God’s plan, for we know that God has plans to give us a future and a hope. 
 
Stay safe during this time. 
 

With Love, 
 

Benjamin, Zachary, Mark and Deirdre 
 


