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It meant so much to have a role model for them who is so 
clearly passionate about his work, and on an epic jour-
ney—walking around the planet and writing!—the kids 
were mesmerized. 

With that as a backdrop, what meant the most to me was 
that the entire team cared deeply about each individual 
student’s story. Each team member, from Paul to Mattieu 
to Mel and John to all the team leaders and support staff, 
everyone gave their time and talent in such a beautiful 
selfless way. It was everything Photo Camp aspires to be. 
We can’t be successful at this unless we have faculty who 
put the world aside for a week and genuinely care about 
the kids we’re working with. And that’s exactly what this 
camp was all about. 

The curiosity and vision of young photographers has 
always inspired me. I’ve been lucky enough to learn the 
stories of students all over the world through my work 
with National Geographic Photo Camp. This was the 81st 
workshop I’ve been a part of and each has been unique in 
its own way.

But Photo Camp Banbasa was special to me for a few 
reasons. For one: each student was deeply invested in 
learning, enthusiastic, and so clearly expressed his/her 
desire to soak up what we were there to teach them.  Not 
only that, but they poured their hearts into their projects 
in ways I haven’t seen before. Of course, I love all of the 
students I’ve worked with around the world, but there’s 
no doubt that this was a special group of students. Their 
passion and energy were contagious. 

“There’s no doubt that 
this was a special group 
of students. ”
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Also, because of the fact that they’re a giant family, they 
bonded together and I saw a freedom of expression 
through their photography and writing that was unique. 
They already knew each other as brothers and sisters, as 
family, so therefore were able to support each other in 
the creative process. They dove into their projects from 
Day One. They welcomed us as teachers and showed 
such respect for the craft of journalism. Their willingness 
to learn and to grow made a huge impression on me. 
Maybe it was because they weren’t distracted by social 
media and screens, as I’ve seen in a lot of other places? 
They seemed to have focus, a sincere interest in the work, 
and a genuine understanding of the opportunity to learn 
something new.

This camp was also special because it was the first time 
we’ve integrated writing into the curriculum in such an 
intentional way.  We often include some interviewing and 
journal writing into our programs, but we’ve never had 
someone like Paul Salopek on the faculty to teach writing 
in combination with photojournalism like this. Paul’s story 
and method of teaching was an inspiration to the stu-
dents, to say the least. 

KIRSTEN ELSTNER
BANBASA, INDIA
MARCH 2018
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Imparting Knowledge
Workshops were held every day for 
the children of the orphanage. Master 
classes in writing and photography 
were taught by legends of the field like 
Paul Salopek (featured here), who is 
currently on a 35,000km decade-long 
experiment in slow journalism. Paul 
shared with the group how his walk 
across the face of the planet traces 
the pathways of the first humans to 
migrate out of Africa.
Photo: Clifton Shipway

Out Of Eden
A message from Paul Salopek

What makes us human? 
How do we differ from other animals?   
There are many possible ways to answer this question. This book offers: 
stories.

From lullabies sung to us as babies to homilies delivered at our funerals, we 
are a species that inhabits stories. We cannot survive without storytelling. 
Stories help us understand the worlds outside and inside of us. We cling to 
stories the way other animals migrate across the unknown land: Stories 
offer us maps of meaning for our days, for our lives. 

The Good Shepherd Agricultural Mission in Banbasa, India, is located in 
the gold and green wheat fields that blanket the gentle foothills of the 
Himalayas. It is a quiet, friendly, generous place graced with fine young 
storytellers. In this book you will discover the hearts of the makers of 
these tales: the 20 students who in March 2018 participated in a National 
Geographic Photo Camp. Their stories range from people to horses. There 
are descriptions of sacrifice and compassion. There are difficult struggles: 
How to find a home in the world? And there are memories—of pain, and 
of pain overcome. 

A common thread, woven through the photographs, text and even poetry 
of these students’ tales: the rewards of love. 

Speaking for the organizers of this camp, who hailed from India, Australia, 
New Zealand, France and America, I can report that we all felt and still 
carry the power of the students’ stories with us. We may have been 
teachers. But we learned. And we miss immensely the young storytellers 
who taught us so much.

Your absence has gone through me  
Like thread through a needle.  

Everything I do is stitched with its color.

“Separation” by W.S. Merwin

     PAUL SALOPEK
     Muktsar, Punjab, India
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By Chandini Prakash
Violet’s Decision A Story of Lost Love 

and Selfless Service.

In 1953 the farm, that became the 
Good Shepherd Agricultural Mission in Banbasa, 
India was full of trees like a forest, and a young 
lady named Violet came to work. She started 
teaching and gardening. She was only 16 with 
no parents to live with.

Time passed by until one day, it was raining 
heavily. Violet was walking across the mission 
grounds when her leg got stuck in the mud. At 
that same time, a young man named Linden saw 
her and fell instantly in love. So did Violet; her 
heart was so happy. It was just like a fairytale.

Sadly, they were not allowed to talk privately. 
That was the farm rule. So they wrote letters to 
each other. After a while Linden talked to Daddy 
Strong, the founder of the orphanage, about 
marrying Violet, and Daddy Strong agreed. 

It was just a month before they were to be 
married when Linden contracted Cerebral 
Malaria and died.

The news gave Violet such a shock that she 
was full of sorrow. It was hard for her to believe 
Linden was gone. It took a little time for her to 
accept the news. But after that she could not 
look into another man’s eyes. 

Linden saw her and fell 
instantly in love. So did 
Violet; her heart was so 
happy. It was just like a 
fairytale.
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Above: Violet as a young woman in Rajasthan, the place where she was born. Below: In her 80s, a life taking care of young boys 
can be tiring, but Violet has a heart to serve.

Violet’s living room mantle. As a strong Christian woman, faith plays central part in her life.

 Chandini Prakash
 
For Chandini Prakash, 21, the Photo Camp was an incredibly empowering 
experience for her, a chance to overcome personal fears while learning much in the 
process. “The camp helped me learn a lot about how I can connect with people,” she 
says. “I also learned to know a person better through writing and photography.” In 
the future Chandini hopes to work as a fashion designer.

Heartbroken, she made a choice to 
give her whole life to the orphanage. 
Now, she’s 81 years old. 

“I’ve been here for a long time, 
looking after these kids,” she said. 

She’s happy to be loved by the 
orphanage kids who often come back 
to visit her. Sometimes they also call 
and talk to her.

For more than 60 years, Violet’s 

life has been all about the kids on 
the mission. But sometimes, when 
it’s raining very hard, she still looks 
out her window and thinks about 
Linden.
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 Nancy Bhandari
 
Nancy is 24 years old. While she grew up as a child of the mission, she is now a 
teacher at the orphanage’s school: the Maxton Strong School.  “The Photo Camp 
was an incredibly valuable experience to me,” she shared. “I have learned to value 
the people and family that I’ve got in my life.”

With 75 siblings, there’s always someone to play with. Asleep as the sun creeps through the nursery window.

Each morning starts the same in the nursery where Cynthia lives. Up at 7AM to brush teeth and dress before breakfast.Cynthia, age 10.

In the small town of Banbasa, there 
is a little 10-year-old girl named 
Cynthia.

Cynthia was born into a poor family 
and she was a difficult baby.  She 
cried all the time. To make things 
even worse, her mother was 
mentally disturbed.  One night while 
it was raining heavily, Cynthia was 
thrown into a village drain and had 
to be rescued. It was then that she 
was brought to the Good Shepherd 
Agricultural Mission, a large 
orphanage which is just 1km away.

When Cynthia arrived at this 
orphanage, I was 14 years old. Yet 

there are many things about Cynthia’s 
story that reminded me of my own. 
In fact, when I watch her playing, 
dancing, singing, or laughing, I feel 
like I am watching my own childhood 
all over again.

I was brought to the orphanage as a 
child because my mother was also 
mentally disturbed. My dad brought 
me here to protect me. 

Like me, Cynthia has one best friend, 
and her name is Jenny, “Cynthia is a 
kind and loving friend”, says Jenny. 
“She helps me in difficult moments.” 
Similarly, I remember I had just one 
best friend. Her name was Usha. 

Usha was a friend that had a very 
gentle heart for other little kids that 
would make me feel special.

Cynthia and I also both want to be a 
singer, dancer or an actress. When 
we both feel lonely we go to separate 
quiet places, where no one will know 
where we are. We both want to help 
others in difficult moments, because 
we both feel the same compassion. 
We both have the same love for other 
people.

My own childhood had a lot of love. 
That is what I remember most, and I 
hope when Cynthia is my age, she will 
feel the same way too.

My Orphanage 
Childhood, Repeated
By Nancy Bhandari
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By Pinky Singh
The Value of Horses

A Hard Life for 
Horses and Men

Horses are one of the most beautiful 
animals in the world. I love the way horses run 
in open fields, so free. But when I see the horses 
in Banbasa, India, where they are used to carry 
heavy loads, it tears my heart apart to see them 
struggling so hard. They are often so thin that 
you can actually see their ribs. Their eyes look 
filled with sadness to me.

I decided to go and meet these horses for 
myself. They live just across the street from my 
home and I met with a man named Gudu Saa, 
the man in charge of the horses’ stable.

I was actually surprised to discover that the 
horses were being treated quite well and were 
being given proper food and water. It really 
changed my perspective on the well-being of 
these horses.

“The horses work only for five years,” Gudu told 
me. “After that, we sell them to some people in 
Kalipur who look after them.”

“Food that the horses eat is grain, wheat 
chaff, rice chaff, grain grass and clover,” Gudu 
explained. “The main problem is that when 
these horses fight, they sometimes hit each 
other’s legs and get hurt.” 

I was glad to hear that the horses all have their 
own names like Blacky, Rafu, and my favorite: 
Electricity. Gudu introduced me to them all. He 
has no education and has three children, one 
boy and two girls. His wife’s name is Yasmin.

 “They are often so thin 
that you can actually 
see their ribs.  
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 PinkySingh 
 
Pinky is 16 years old and an excellent artist. She loves to draw and read. This 
project took her outside of her comfort zone as she needed to interview people 
she did not know. “That was not easy for me,” she says, “but I did it. The whole 
Photo Camp was a learning experience.” 

One of the young men who look after the horses. These animals are very valuable, so they care for them quite well.

It’s a hot, dry life, so these horses need lots of fresh water.Kali making sure his horses are in good health.

I met another cart owner named Kali 
Emad who said, “I only get to see my 
kids once in a year,” which is extremely 
hard for him. His income reaches a 
maximum of 300 rupees per day and 
all of this money goes to his family 
who live about 50 kilometers away 
from him.

After they work through each day, up 
and down the dusty roads, the horses 
are brought back to the stable and 
the men take wooden brushes and 
scrub off the dust. They do this so the 
insects will not bother the horses. 
Men like Gudu and Kali really seem to 
care for their horses.

Now when I see these horses trotting 
up the street, hauling bricks or 
passengers, their strong thin backs 
working so hard, I remember their 
names. Blacky, Raju and Electricity! 
And I picture them in just five short 
years, running through the open 
fields of Kalipur...so free.

I was actually surprised to discover that the horses were being 

treated quite well.

It may look like fun, but after being 
“unshackled,” horses like to roll in the 
dust to ease the irritation of drying 
sweat on their backs.
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The Portrait Shot
Students learned how a portrait 
can be used to tell a lot about a 
person; sometimes the lighting in 
a photo can speak more emotion 
than words. Here in this shot, 
Parwat is searching for the perfect 
portrait of his sister Sonia.
Photo: John Marshall
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 Jessica Singh 
 
Jessica is 17  years old and heading into her 12th year of school. She is a passionate 
reader and can usually be found with her attention focused on a book in the 
mission’s library. Jess thinks about a career in the publishing world but wants 
to travel first. “I want to see the world before I start any career,” she says. Her 
favourite experience of the camp was conducting interviews in the local market. 

by Jessica Singh

Same Place, 
Worlds Apart

When people think about India, they might think of it as a 
crowded, polluted place, full of poverty and despair. 

That’s certainly true in places like Banbasa in the state 
of Uttarakhand in the northeast of India. The streets and 
markets are overcrowded with vehicles, people and skinny 
horses running up and down the lanes. Garbage is littered 
everywhere and the whole town is overflowing with it; the 
smell and dust makes it hard to breathe. There are drains 
overflowing with garbage right near people’s houses. This 
increases chances of getting sick. 

It is so crowded that children don’t have any space to 
play and even if they do it’s often filled with noise, broken 
bottles and stray dogs. It’s all so overwhelming and you 
don’t get a sense of peace.  

One kilometer away from all this commotion, there is a 
place called the Good Shepherd Agricultural Mission. It’s 
an orphanage and it’s where I live. The mission is very big 
with lots of open space. The drains and houses are clean 
and not clustered together. Here everybody gets their own 
sense of peace and privacy. The air is calm and there are 

lots of trees, so everyone can breathe and relax.

A sense of security is also present, as we all know each 
other and are comfortable together. For the kids there 
are huge playgrounds available with colored swings and 
things to climb. Also our well-being is looked out for. The 
calmness and beauty of this place sets a person at ease.  

More than all of this though, the farm is a place that really 
cares. In Banbasa, people do not treat everyone equally 
as they should. Those who are handicapped are rejected 
and often not included in most activities. People are 
discriminated on the basis of their caste and treated badly. 
It seems to me like it would be a lonely place to live.  

To find out, I went to Banbasa and interviewed a man 
named Ram Chand about his family and the relationship 
among his friends. He said, “I have been living here for 
55 years with my wife and three children. I used to ride 
rickshaws for a living and now have quit it because of old 
age. I don’t work anymore and stay home with my wife. I 
am a lonely person. I don’t have a best friend. My children 
are all grown up and I don’t know what they are doing.”

Of course this is just one story, but it makes me compare 
Ram Chand’s story to my own, and compare the Mission 
with the nearby town of Banbasa. 

The farm is full of people who live closely together and 
trust one another. Everyone is treated equally, even the 
handicapped people. They are not rejected but are treated 
like family. There is no discrimination no matter what 
a person’s background is. Here, we are friends but the 
relationships that we have go beyond friendship. 

Everyone actually trusts each other, and the love we have 
here just makes us feel confident and happy, knowing that 
we have a big family to lean on and guide us. We are all 
treated and raised up with love and equality as one would 
get in an actual family. The love and home given to us 
removes the loss of not having a family.

Kelly Bahadur, who is sixteen years old, came to the 
farm when she was three months old. I asked her what 
she thought and felt about the farm and about her actual 
family. She said, “My mother is deceased, but I grew up 
here feeling loved and happy. This place makes me feel 
happy and gives me peace. I really love my friends. I enjoy 

and play with them knowing that I can trust them. This 
place and my friends make me feel that I’m needed for a 
purpose.”

This farm to some might seem like an institution, as it is 
an orphanage and often people think of orphanages as a 
bad place where children are mistreated and do not have 
a good life. However, I feel our life is better off than most 
children in the village or town. We have a big family, a 
hopeful bright future, good education and everything that 
one would require in life.

I personally would not ever want to call another place my 
home because home is where your heart belongs, and 
my heart belongs here at the Good Shepherd Agricultural 
Mission.

Auntie Violet and the mission on left; Ram Chand and Banbasa on right.

The mission on the left; Banbasa on the right.
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Lata Mehra with some of the wood she has carried back from the jungle on her head.

Walking For 
Wood

Everyday she walks about two 
kilometers into dense forest at 2 PM 
to look for branches to chop and sell. 
Then she carries the heavy branches 
on her head and walks the two 
kilometers back to her small house. 
Doing this, she can earn around 150 
rupees per day. This is about 3 US 
dollars.

The money that she earns she 
spends on her family. Three meals. 
She has a small piece of land that 
was owned by her husband. She 
has a small garden here, because 
vegetables at the market are very 
expensive to buy for her and her 
children.

Her name is Lata Mehra. She is 44 
years old, and she has three children. 
One of them is adopted.

Her life is a hard one. If she does not 
go to bring wood for her house, there 
will be no money for food that day. 
Whether she is sick or it is raining or 
horribly hot, she must carry wood.

To make matters worse, her husband 
died seven years ago.

Before her marriage, Lata met her 
husband and straight away she knew 
that they were meant for each other. 
Their marriage was not arranged. 
They had a love marriage.

To make matters 
worse, her husand died 
seven years ago.

Lata has two sons and one daughter. 
The elder son’s name is Ajay. He 
is 26 years old and is finishing his 
B.A. so he can become a soldier. Her 
younger son’s name is Babblu. He is 
23 years old. The adopted daughter’s 
name is Babbli and she is 14 years 
old.

Lata has had a hard time helping 
and teaching her children at home 
because she couldn’t send them to 
school. She struggles a lot for her 
children. And she worries about 
them; she wants a better life for 
them. 

Most of all, she wants them to be 
strong and stand on their own two 
feet. But for now, life goes on. 

Everyday she must walk for wood. 

One Woman’s Struggle To Survive

By Seema Bahadur

“Her life is a hard one. If she 
does not go to bring wood for 
her house, there will be no 
money for food that day.”
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Lata’s adopted daughter Babbli did not like to look at the camera directly.

Lata beheading and gutting hundreds of minnows she caught with a net down at a local river.  It may not be visible, but the 
number of flies that hovered near her created a constant buzz while she worked.

Life is not easy for widows in rural India. Local custom frowns on remarriage, so Lata must support her children by herself. For 
seven years, she’s been doing just that. 

 Seema Bahadur 
 
Seema is 25 years old and is an excellent baker. She’s also a little shy. But the 
Photo Camp was a powerful experience for her. “Before the camp,” she says, “I was 
a nervous person. But after these five days, I’ve opened up so much. And for that I 
am so happy.” In the future Seema hopes to be a photographer. 
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The GSAM Strong Riders
By Floyd Chand
The GSAM Strong Riders are from the north side of India, living close to the 
Himalayas in a town called Banbasa. The community is from an orphanage 
known as the Good Shepherd Agricultural Mission. 

For the last three years, the GSAM Strong Riders have been making 
bike tours to such places as Munsiyari, Chamoli, Lohaghat, Champawat, 
Dharchula, and more. The members of the community are only boys and 
all from the orphanage. Some of the members are boys who used to live 
in the orphanage and who now live independently outside the mission’s 
gates. 

The GSAM Strong Riders make a trip during the summer. The reason for 
the tours is not just fun or adventure, but it is more about teaching the 
young boys how the outside world is. The most important thing is that the 
younger ones can prepare for the future and adapt and learn so they can 
transform.

The longest GSAM Strong Riders trip was around 2000 kilometers in 8 
days when they made a ride to a place called Chamoli in the summer of 
2017. The Riders have motorbikes like Bajaj Pulsar, Honda CBR, Royal 
Enfield Himalayan, Bullet, Honda Shine, Bajaj Discover and others.

There is always a luggage carrier with the Riders which carries bike 
tools, clothes, sleeping bags, tents, a first aid kit and more. But most of 
all, The GSAM Strong Riders carry the best thing which is unity, love and 
brotherhood. In the future, the Riders are planning to make a trip to Leh-
Ladakh and Shimla. They are hoping to get this plan to come true as soon 
as possible.

When it comes to kicking up dust and 
generally riding like a boss, no one does it 
better than 15-year-old Angel. She may not 
be a  member of the Strong Riders (yet), but 
she knows her way around a bike.
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The GSAM Strong Riders carry the best 
thing which is unity, love and brotherhood. 

Above: Anish Singh-Rana, one of the original Strong Riders founders, on a ride around the mission at sunset.
Opposite: Sunny Thomas balances on his bike. He’s a role model for the younger boys and a bit of a showman, as you can see.

 Floyd Chand 
 
Floyd is 19 years old and wanted to be a photographer even before the Photo 
Camp began. Having been through the program, his desire is even stronger now. 
“Learning storytelling and interviewing skills,” he says, “really inspired me to work 
even harder on my photography.”  
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   Roshni sneaking off for a little outdoor reading.    New library shelves from our workshop.

   View from inside a local bookstore in Banbasa.

Shakshi and Jessica love reading too.

   Sunset on the farm.

 Kelly Bahadur 
 
Kelly is 16 years old and has thoughts of becoming a journalist. “The most amazing 
experience of this camp for me,” she says, “was learning that everyone has a story 
to tell. I learned to look at the world from a better view through photography and 
writing.”

A village called Banbasa, India has an orphanage with 75 
kids. I am one of them. The orphanage is called the Good 
Shepherd Agricultural Mission. We have many buildings 
that have been constructed, but the library is my favourite. 
We have a temporary library (which is also known as the 
living room) which contains hundreds of books.

When the word library pops up, what is the first thing you 
think of? Most people think about a room that has a lot of 
shelves with loads of books, tables and chairs. It is a place 
that brings the world’s imagination into reality. 

The best thing about the library is that it connects you 
in such a way that it brings the past to the present. The 
library is more than a room filled with books. It’s a special 
place where all the characters of different thoughts and 
ideas actually exist.

Through the experience I have with books, I can travel 
across the globe while sitting in my room.

Most people tell me that they love visiting a library to pass 
time and just relax. But according to me and some of my 
friends who love reading books, we find that a library is 
more than just passing time and relaxing. According to us, 
the library helps us to think from a different viewpoint and 
helps us think of the world in a better way.

I’ve heard from a very few people that they actually prefer 
books rather than movies. Because while watching a 
movie, you don’t feel the way you do when you read a 
book. A movie gets taken in a passive way. But while 
reading you are an active participant.

The reason I wanted to share my views on the library is 
because it has had a huge impact on my life. The library is a 
sanctuary for me. It’s guided me through many hardships 
in life. I read a book which had something very powerful 
and it’s been with me ever since. 

“Be like a pineapple. Stand tall, wear a crown and be sweet 
from the inside.” 

A Sanctuary of Paper
By Kelly Bahadur
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Master Class
National Geographic is known for 
having the best photographers in 
the world, and our kids were lucky 
enough to learn from National 
Geographic pro Matthieu Paley. 
Here, Jessica gets one-on-one 
coaching from Matthieu while 
shooting in Banbasa. 
Photo: Clifton Shipway
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A Cow Herder’s 
Story

By Annie Singh
     The Shadow Man

I see him nearly every day, a 
mysterious old man, bent back like a mountain 
shape and always in his same winter clothes. 
He is like a shadow over the farm, an aged 
figure passing by our home, up and down 
without speaking a word. He is so wrinkled and 
weathered, I wonder how old he is. He wears a 
broken pair of glasses with a green string tied 
around his head to hold his lenses in place. Who 
is he?

His name is Pahilad, also known as Bubu. He 
lives across the road opposite to the GSAM, a 
large orphanage in the north of India. His home 
is a small dark room with no windows.

When Pahilad was a young man around twenty-
seven years old, he first came down to Banbasa 
from Champawat, walking on foot from the hills 
to look for a job. Without knowing anyone here, 
by chance he met Maxton Strong, who helped 
him find work. He was given a job in the cow 
house where he earned 5 rupees per week, just 
20 rupees per month! On so little money, it was 
hard for him to survive this difficult time.

Not long after this, he married a village lady 
who stayed with him for only a few days. When 
I asked him why his wife left him after such a 
short time, he said, “Because I owned 30 goats 
and she thought that I loved my goats more 
than her.” 

Perhaps it was also because of his diet. He boils 
rice and milk with some sugar and eats it for 
every meal along with some goat’s milk. Pahilad 
is a man of simple tastes.

“She thought I loved my 
goats more than her.”  
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I see him most every day, wearing his winter 
coat in hot weather, hunched and staring at 
the ground, a slow moving shadow across the 
farm.

Pahilad in his very modest home.

Walking across the mission at tea time. He never misses a cup.

Uncle Pahilad with his daily ration of milk. He still enjoys it for three meals each day.

Annie Singh 
 
Annie is 21 years old and an avid photographer. A graduate of the Vision Workshops 
photography camp, Annie has big plans for the future. “I want to become a 
photographer in life,” she says, “and this Photo Camp taught me so much. I feel like 
it is the first step for me.” Annie is currently looking at starting an undergraduate 
degree in Journalism at Madras Christian College in Chennai.

I also asked him what he loves about 
the farm. He said, “I love the way 
Maxton Strong took so many kids 
into the mission and provided a 
home to the homeless and also hel-
ped many other people from outside 
too.” I asked him if he was happy to 
come here. He said, “I am very happy 
to come here. It makes me feel like 
I’m home, and I can never think of 
leaving this place.”

At 75 years old (more or less, he’s 
not sure), Pahilad is now retired. His 
time with the mission cows lasted 
more than 50 years.

He is a faithful, honest and very 
hardworking man who was never 
absent from his work. Though he no 
longer cares for the mission cows, he 
still visits the farm to help and have 
his daily cup of chai. I see him most 
every day, wearing his winter coat in 
hot weather, hunched and staring at 
the ground, a slow moving shadow 
across the farm.
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As with all boys, competition is always fun, and late-night badminton games are a good way to have a friendly battle.

Amir during a quiet moment in his room.
Dhiraj practicing his guitar. He’s gotten so good that he now plays during church service on Sunday mornings.

In the northern part of India is an 
orphanage called The Good Shepherd 
Agricultural Mission.

As is the culture in India, boys and 
girls are kept separate on this 
mission. When boys reach the age of 
15, they move to the far left side of 
the property in their own hostel.

I am one of the boys. In many ways, 
we live apart from the other children, 
but that’s not hard for us because 
we are like brothers, like one family 
within the larger family.

Of course it’s not always perfect with 
the boys. “Sometimes we fight and 
say things to each other,” said Dhiraj 
Kumar, one of the younger boys. “But 
after a few days, we say sorry and 
hug and stay friends forever.”

Everyone has their favorite memories 
about growing up in the boy’s hostel. 
“I like going on the yearly motorbike 
ride and having fun,” says Clifford 
Chand, a recent 12th class graduate. 
“Or staying up late and having a water 
fight or even playing hide and seek.”

“Each and every boy in the hostel has 
his own unique way,” Sunny Kumar 
added, another recent graduate who 
dreams of being an architect. “When 
we get together and mix up our 
talents, there is lots we can do.”

For me, I remember the late evenings 
when we all gather and listen to songs 
from our phones and play guitars. We 
shout and sing loud and laugh. 

So many good memories with this 
band of brothers.

Brotherhood
By Parwat Singh
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 Parwat Singh 
 
Parwat is 21 years old,  loves photography and is considering a future in the field. 
“I learned how to balance light while taking photos,” he said of the camp. “Now I 
have confidence in letting other people read what I write, which I thought I could 
never do.”

 “When we get 
together and mix 

up our talents, 
there is lots we 

can do.”

Boys wait their turn for a 
hostel hair cut.  Sunny Thomas, 
the hostel In-Charge, does the 
cutting.

Above: Kamal enjoying some private time before lights out.  Below: Baby pictures are a prized possession at the mission.
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Seen but
Hidden This village used to be in very poor 

condition in terms of education, food 
and shelter. But now, due to various 
government improvement schemes, 
it is growing richer. New houses are 
being built. From the outside, life 
looks like it is improving. .

But not everyone feels that way.

Sunita Singh, 43, is one such 
member. She has two daughters and 
two sons. Both of her daughters are 
married and have two kids each.

One grandson is living with Sunita at 
present. One of her sons is working 
in Punjab as a hotel manager and 
the younger son who had a job in a 
canteen in Delhi as a helper but quit 
his job a month ago, is now living 

with his parents in the village.

Sunita has a very hard life as well 
as a very tough marriage. Sunita’s 
husband Mr. Singh used to be a 
local police officer (also known as a 
“daroga”), but due to his bad alcohol 
addiction was compelled to leave his 
job and since then has no job. All the 
money that comes to keep the house 
going is made by Sunita herself 
through extremely hard labor and 
her struggle to make ends meet. 

“I am the only one working in the 
house,” Sunita says, “which is why I 
am constantly working.”

She has a busy routine that she 
follows each and every day. Sunita 
wakes up at 5 AM. Then she does all 

of the chores in the house as well 
as gets her grandson up and ready 
for school. Sunita works as a cook 
in the very school that her grandson 
studies, which means she can 
always be there for him.

“After everything I do in the house, 
I still am not treated with respect. 
I am beaten by my totally drunken 
husband almost every evening. 
Only because I scold him about his 
alcoholic habits,” Sunita laments. 

She can remember many times in 
which she was seriously injured 
during these fights. “I am almost 
immune to this kind of beating since 
I have been enduring it from the 
first day of my marriage,” she says 
without emotion.

There is a small village in the town of 
Banbasa, India that has a secret. 

By Clifford Chand

In this intimate portrait with its sensitive 
subject matter, all names have been changed. 
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Sunita’s dark bedroom, the simple furniture of a poor family in rural India.

After her work at the school, there is more to be done with her animals. Work never ends.

 Clifford Chand 
 
Clifford is 19 years old, a recent 12th class graduate, and ready to take on the 
world. He’s long thought of studying medicine, but has recently been hesitating. 
“It’s so expensive. I’m just not sure how it could happen,” he said. “But if a way can 
be found, I think that’s what I’d like to do.”

She says that most of the time it’s 
the friends her husband hangs out 
with who give him so much to drink. 
Other times, he harasses Sunita 
for her hard-earned money to buy 
a bottle of alcohol. He gets some 
money from his kids every month 
that he also spends on alcohol. Her 
husband is almost never around the 
house to provide any help needed. 
Instead he shows up late and that’s 
the time Sunita ends up getting 
brutally beaten.

“I’ve sustained many severe 
injuries in the past,” Sunita recalls. 
“I remember once I hurt my head 

pretty bad which resulted in severe 
bleeding. But no matter what 
happens to me, I must keep working 
otherwise we will have no money. 
My neighbors face similar problems, 
but not as much as the ones in my 
house.”

Sunita was brought up in a family 
that saw her as unimportant and 
more of a burden to the family. 

“I only studied up to class eight and 
that is part of the reason that I didn’t 
have any aspirations for life. I also 
lost my father when I was little and 
was brought up by my mother and 

four brothers,” Sunita says. 

She loves her grandson and holds 
onto all the love that she can get 
from him. “My grandson is a great 
delight. He is always getting up to 
mischief and is active all day. I love 
him very much,” she says with a rare 
smile on her face.

But her smile doesn’t last long. The 
sun is setting and soon it will be 
night. Which means it’s only a matter 
of time before her husband staggers 
home once again.

“I’ve sustained many serious injuries.”

“My grandson is a great delight. I love him 
very much,” she says with a rare smile on her 

face.” 
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PHOTO & WRITING CAMP 
The workshop brought together twenty students who 
were mentored by National Geographic photographers, 
editors, and Pulitzer Prize-winning writer Paul Salopek. 
Instructors offered advice and one-on-one consultations 
each day, as students created their own stories about 
their lives and community. Whether on trips to Banbasa to 
find the right images, or on assignment in a nearby village 
interviewing a difficult subject, the camp was the first time 
many students had ever been asked to tell a story of their 
own—which made it both challenging and rewarding for 
everyone involved.  
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Fields planted and fields waiting 
to be planted. The cycle is always 
underway at the GSAM. 

 Sunny Kumar
 
Sunny is 19 and a top student in his class. His desire is to become an architect, 
and he will be looking to attend college soon to make this dream come true.“ I may 
intern with a company in Delhi,” he says, “before attending school. It’s such a big 
step, I just want to be sure it’s what I really want to do.”

Promoting self-sufficiency on a farm in 
northern India

Living on Strong Farm in Banbasa, India, I would like to 
celebrate how sustainable our land can be. There are so 
many ways we use what we have and save along the way. 
By using cow dung, we make our own methane gas.

The bread baked in the oven is heated by that gas, and 
made from our home-grown wheat. And this cycle is 
complete when our cows produce milk. Best of all, none of 
this costs us anything!

“It saves a lot of money. Buying gas would cost us crores 
of rupees. But our method is completely sustainable,” said 
Rick Shipway, Director of the farm.

By Sunny Kumar
Food Sustainabiliy

Our herd of dairy cows are milked twice every day.

Girls making porridge with wheat from our fields, milk from our cows, cooked with “gobar” gas from our methane tank.

Our girls bake fresh bread each morning for breakfast.
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Reeva is my “sister.” My world could 
not be better without her. She’s not 
my blood, but she’s my own.

Sometimes I wonder how Reeva 
could be so happy all the time. I know 
for myself she has ups and downs, 
but she doesn’t show it because all 
she wants is for me to be happy. That 
is what I really love about her.

Reeva Bhist is 21 years old, a student 
who grew up here in the orphanage 
at GSAM in Banbasa, India. “I came 
here as a baby,” Reeva said. “I can’t 
remember how old I was.”

Reeva said, “The person that I admire 
the most is Sister Katie who sacrificed 
everything she had and came here 
to India to live among us. No matter 
what she goes through, her love is 
always the same.”

Reeva arrived at the orphanage two 
or three weeks before me. I arrived as 
an eight-month-old baby. We grew 
up together. Whenever I am with 
Reeva, I feel so blessed to have a 
sister like her. When we are together, 
we talk about our future, our dreams, 
what we want to become, what we 
want to do.

She jokes a lot and sometimes I burst 
into tears laughing. “My dream is to 
become a missionary and to spread 
the word of God to people who have 
never heard about it.” Reeva said. 
“I think that I would love and enjoy 
doing it.”

Sometimes we take a walk late in the 
evenings behind the swimming pool. 
It is really dark at that hour. Reeva 
gets scared walking after dark. “My 
greatest fear is darkness because I 
imagine ghosts everywhere when I 
walk,” Reeva said, “especially behind 
the pool because there are many 

graves that frighten me at night.”

I know darkness frightens Reeva, so 
sometimes I take her hand and hold 
it. I know at that moment she feels 
safe. Sisters support each other when 
they are scared. I can do something 
for Reeva by holding her hand and 
helping her feel less afraid. This is the 
power of a sister’s touch.

In this orphanage, everyone is always 
together, no one is ever lonely. 
Sometimes when I don’t see Reeva, 
I wonder to myself where could she 
be. I find her under the mango trees 

sitting all by herself. I think: What 
does she do all by herself there?

“I love spending some time alone with 
nature because I love to listen to the 
sounds of the breeze and the birds 
singing,” she said. “Listening to them 
makes me feel happy and peaceful.”

Reeva doesn’t know her parents but 
she dreams of seeing them. “Even 
though I don’t have anyone of my 
own,” Reeva said, “I am still blessed 
and happy.”

by 
Kurena Singh

The 
Secret 
Sisters

Sometimes I take 
her hand and hold 
it. I know at that 
moment she feels 
safe. Sisters support 
each other when 
they are scared. 

Reeva, on right, prepares chapatis for the night’s dinner.
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Reeva is my “sister.” My world could not 
be better without her. She’s not my blood, 
but she’s my own.

Two of Kurena’s other “sisters.” Catherine and Roma pose in the wheat for a photo.

Notes on a hostel wall affirming the idea that sisters are priceless.

Kurena and Reeva walking together not far from the GSAM graveyard. “I can do something for Reeva, by holding her hand and 
helping her feel less afraid. This is the power of a sister’s touch.”

 Kurena Singh 
 
Kurena is 19 years old and heading into her final year of high school. A top student, 
Kurena  enjoys math and science. “The Photo Camp program was valuable to me,” 
she says. “because writing a story was new to me. I even started to see the world 
in a different way.”
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  Katie and her husband Anish coming home from a picnic with the kids. 

Sohalia gets her hair combed, while Evelyn waits for her turn. 

also looks after their three darling 
daughters, Evelyn, 3, Sohalia, 2, and 
two-month-old Nessa.

Katie says that, “Life in an orphange 
is just life, but Westerners often 
think that living in an orphanage is 
some kind of glorious experience. 
It’s just life. I mean, we still have to 
wash clothes and buy vegetables 
and things like that. But living in a 
community gives real relationships. 
We actually know about the people 
we are living with. It’s not easy, but 
it’s very rewarding to live life blessing 
others and being blessed by them 
too.”

She went on to say, “Living in this 
place, I never ever think for a second 
that these kids are orphans. And 
I don’t look at their backgrounds. 
Really, I mean seriously, we are one 
big family.”

As she was cutting cauliflower 
preparing a meal at the GSAM in 
Banbasa, Mrs. Katie Marie Singh 
Rana said, “Just like any other family, 
this family is messy, but also very 
beautiful.”

Katie Wetmore came from Georgia 
(USA). She actually wanted to go to 
Myanmar but due to a cyclone she 
cancelled her trip. She then e-mailed 
ten other orphanages but only got 
a reply from one called the Good 
Shepherd Agricultural Mission or 
GSAM as we call it.

She came to this mission as soon as 
possible. She arrived on 25 October, 
2008 and the first person she met 

was the late Mrs. Maxine Shipway 
who considered her as family and 
said, “Welcome home.” 

Katie’s plan was to only stay here for 
one year and help with the nursery 
kids. But she loved it so much that 
she continued staying and said that, “I 
felt that this is the place God wanted 
me to be.”

Everything she does she feels like she 
is doing what God wants her to do: to 
look after the kids, tutoring the 9th 
and 10th grades. She felt it was very 
important taking care of the kids as 
it is their base for how they live their 
life. 

She wants to make sure these kids 
are filled with the love of Jesus and 
have confidence to live a good life and 
make good choices when they grow 
up to be adults.

She met her husband through his 
uncle Mr. Arjun Singh Rana who is a 
local pastor and liked and trusted his 
family. She said that, “I did not know 
my future husband Anish well so I 
decided to meet his family.” 

She further decided to get married to 
him which was in 2012. Now Anish 
works as a field foreman and does 
anything that the mission wants 
him to do like going to the market 
and helping out in the nursery. He 

Katie’s Calling
By Roma Singh
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 Roma Singh 
 
Roma is 18 years old, a recent graduate from high school who is considering her 
next steps. “I’ve thought of being an air hostess,” she says with a smile, “but I don’t 
know if I would like that. Traveling would be fun, but I’m not sure. How are we 
supposed to know now?  I really want to just have some fun.”

Katie holding on to her daughter Sohalia in a quiet moment .

Katie and her youngest daughter Nessa.

Reusable cloth diapers are more time consuming but less costly.

“Living in this place, I never ever think for a second that these kids 

are orphans. Really, I mean seriously, we are one big family.”
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CLASS IN SESSION
Veteran photographer Mel Berfurd (at 
right) took the students into the field 
to help them find beautiful portrait 
lighting. Her hands-on approach 
helped make her classroom lessons 
even more valuable. 
Photo: Clifton Shipway
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As he works to process his father’s sudden death, Sami is surrounded by many memories around the mission.

“Come outside, Now!” 

I ran outside to see what was going 
on. My father then pointed towards 
a group of toddlers standing in a 
perfect line. They were in groups 
of two holding each other’s hands. 
Some of them had their fingers in 
their mouth or even up their noses, 
and for me it was nothing unusual, so 
I shrugged and left. 

Five minutes later I looked outside 
the window and my father was still 
looking at those kids. I said to myself, 

“What is he even smiling at?” And 
then I realized: I had forgotten how 
pure his heart was. For me it was a 
bunch of kids walking to school, but 
for my dad it was the most beautiful 
thing he had ever seen. 

We were visiting the GSAM in 
2013. The Shipway family hosted 
us generously in their on-campus 
guesthouse that had a balcony. My 
dad used to wake up early, walk up 
and down the balcony, overlooking 
the entire mission while sipping 
on his chai with a few pieces of the 

GSAM-made bread. Usually around 
that time, the children of the farm 
would be off to school or playing 
around the field. 

I had been to several places around 
the world with my family, but visiting 
the GSAM was a different experience 
for all of us, especially my dad. I had 
never seen my father so excited.

I still remember the night before we 
left, he said to me and my family, “We 
are going to visit these kids who have 
had a rough past. We will go to them 

and eat food with them. We can even 
play games with them. And I heard 
there’s a jungle around the area 
where we can go camp out with all 
the children.” It was like his inner child 
was just begging to be taken there.

My father passed away in December 
of 2017, a sudden loss and a 
deep pain my family and I are still 
processing. But when I returned to 
the GSAM recently, I could still feel 
my father’s presence in the hallways 
and pathways of the mission.

by 
Sami Chowdhary

Losing 
and 
Finding 
My Father
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Peter had a special relationship 
with Sami’s father.

Above: Chai and bread on the guest house balcony bring memories of Sami’s father rushing back to him.

We first visited the farm through a 
family friend of ours in 2012, and 
initially I thought of it as a vacation 
and nothing more because I didn’t 
realize that people could have a 
tough life. We entered the farm on 
a beautiful sunny winter day, right 
after the festival of Diwali. My father, 
in one instance, started to feel so 
comfortable with the surroundings 
that he started going around hugging 
children, telling them about his work 
and his life. 

His enthusiasm took me by surprise. 
There was this one particular 

child, Peter, who my dad had 
great sympathy for because of his 
weakened mental condition. Even so, 
Peter and my dad shared a wonderful 
relationship from day one. It was like 
two best-friends had gotten back 
together after a long time. It started 
from having early morning chai to my 
dad helping feed him. 

Whenever I visit the farm now, I can 
feel both my father’s absence and 
presence. From all the trips to the 
jungle, to his visits to the kitchen 
while the food was being cooked, I 
can sense him there. 

 

“Whenever I visit 
the farm now, I 
can feel both my 
father’s absense 
and his presence.” 

Not having him walk up down the 
balcony is heart breaking. Each visit 
we would prepare Mughlai food for 
the children, my father would stand 
there while the food was being 
cooked, to make sure everything was 
in order. 

Now when I go the kitchen, I can 
almost hear him say “Jaldi karo.” 
(Hurry up). I certainly want to believe 
that he is still watching over every 
person he cares for, especially the 
children at the mission. 

Just a couple of days back, I was 
back on the mission hanging out 
with Peter and all of a sudden he 
asked me something I didn’t have an 
answer to. He said to me “Chowdhary 
Uncle kaha hai?” Which translates to 
“Where is Uncle Chowdhary?” 

I almost had tears in my eyes, but I 
didn’t have an answer. I didn’t want 
to tell him about death, and at that 
exact moment, I felt like my father 
was right there sitting with us. 

I still see a lot of children running off 
together, trying to make it to school 
on time, and I feel like he’s up there, 
sipping on his chai and smiling at 
them from the balcony.

The last visit to the farm with my dad 
was in October 2017, and he passed 
away in December of that same year. 
He made sure he visited his happy 
place just one last time. 

 Sami Chowhary 
 
Sami is 23 and the only Photo Camp participant not to live on the mission. He 
resides in Lucknow with his mother and attends college where he hopes to 
graduate in Mass Media. “I have a real passion for videography,” Sami says, “and 
I jumped at the chance to learn storytelling from so many professionals.” He is 
currently exploring options of further study in Washington, USA.
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Above: Lisa works in the laundry where there is always a lot to do. Below: A sketch in a journal, mixed emotions sprawl its pages.

 April Joshi
 
April is 25 and has been the mission’s Small Girls Hostel in-charge for many years.  
Though she is not much older than they are, she is a fierce protector of her girls, 
like a watchful elder sister. “The farm has changed a lot since I was small,” she 
recalls, “and I want to help make it better and better.”

As her in-charge, I know what 
she’s going through during the 
hard times. I try to encourage her 
and tell her that things will get 
better. They did for me. She just 
needs to enjoy and to make the 
most of her life, though I know 
that can be hard when you’re in 
the middle of it.

I can say for myself: hard begin-
nings can have happy endings. I 
really want that for Lisa.

I was nine months old when I was 
brought to this mission. My name 
was Guddu, but it was quickly 
changed to April, I guess because 
April was the month I arrived.

It was hard for me at first. I was 
teased and mistreated often for 
small things. The punishments 
were unbearable. The Aunties 
back then really followed the 
proverb, “Spare the rod, spoil the 
child.”

I did have a best friend Rhoda I 
could turn to. Sometimes Rhoda 
would take punishments for me. 
I knew I could always count on 
Rhoda.

24 years have passed and I am 
now the Small Girls Hostel in-
charge. I look after 20 girls and 
they make me remember my own 
childhood here. One girl especially 
reminds me of myself. Her name 
is Lisa and she came to the mis-
sion at four years old.

Now she is 18 and living with 
me and the other girls. Like me, 
Lisa sometimes finds herself 
being teased because of how 
she looks. She feels she is not as 
beautiful as the other girls. They 
call her “Cats Eyes” because of 
her unique green eyes. She is the 
only child on the mission without 
brown eyes.

Though visitors come and tell 
her her her eyes are beautiful, 
she still feels embarrassed 
sometimes because of all the 
teasing. She has curly hair and 
she wishes she had long dark 
hair. She also has a problem 
with her ear which troubles her. 
Because of this she has to avoid 
swimming or being in the water. 
Sometimes she is alone and feels 
left out from the other girls.

It’s not all bad. She enjoys writing 
and has a real talent for writing 
songs. She also likes to draw and 
sketch. She doesn’t really have 
one best friend, but talks to Trudy 
when she is in need. 

A Girl Like Me
By April Joshi
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Shane lives in what is called the Small Boys’ Hostel that he shares with around ten other boys.

More 
than a
Brother

I was walking on the muddy road, 
holding my grandmother’s hand with 
one hand and my younger brother’s 
with the other. I knew nothing about 
the strange place we were going to. 
And the next thing I knew, we were 
saying goodbye, left alone with 
strangers.

I can’t remember my grandmother’s 
face as I was only six years old and 
Shane was only four.

Later I found out more about this 
place and learned it was called the 
Good Shepherd Agricultural Mission 
or GSAM.

When Shane and I had first arrived, 
it was hard for us. Right away, our 
names were changed. That was the 
custom in the mission to change 
Indian names to Western ones. I went 
from Ruppa to Rosie over night!

In the early years, when my brother 
and I were living in the nursery, I 
always had this protective attitu-
de towards him. Whenever I looked 
at him I thought, he’s so small and 
doesn’t understand the reason why 
we are here. Our grandmother had 
told me that our mother had died and 
our father was a drunkard. They could 
not afford to keep us.

Being with Shane was a gift. He 
was the only part of my family who 
was with me in the same place. He 
meant more to me than anyone could 
understand. Having him beside me 
made this change to orphanage life 
so much easier. Even still, he always 
brings a smile to my face.

I went from 
Ruppa to Rosie 
overnight.

It was July 12, 2006, a rainy day. 

By Rosie Singh

Shane is quite musical, often playing 
the drums for Sunday morning 
church service. He’s now working on 
the guitar and is learing fast.
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This is the way we looked on the day we arrived. My hair has never been this short since.

(Below) Shane has a big heart and a kind nature. He loves animals and people. He’s almost always smiling.  

(and I have been here now for almost 
12 years), the mission is where most 
of my best memories come from. 
Both Shane and I were looked after so 
well by the two nursery in-charges; 
Aunty Esther and Aunty Pearly. Both 
were kind and patient with us.

This place has provided us with more 
safety and has given us love. What 
our family should have done for us, 
the people here fulfilled for us. The 
mission was a life-saving change for 
us.

March 12, 2006. I am sixteen years 
old. It has been nearly ten years 
since Shane and I walked through the 
green gate hand in hand. On this day, 
we were asked by a woman who said 
she was our grandmother if we could 
recognize the strange woman sitting 
beside her.

Both Shane and I did not have any 
idea who she was. We certainly could 
not have guessed what we were 
about to learn. “She is your mother,” 
my grandmother said.

We were shocked! Shane was a bit 
emotional as he had not known 
mother very well, and only had a faint 
memory of her face. But I did not feel 
any emotion at all.

The truth was: I had long moved on 
and had accepted Shane and this 
mission as my true home . My true 
family. After a brief visit, our mother 
left and we have not seen or heard 
from her since.

As the years passed...

“The truth was: I had long moved on and had 
accepted Shane and this mission as my true 

home . My true family.” 

 Rosie Singh
 
Rosie is 18 and, as her story says, she lives at the GSAM with her brother Shane. 
Though she is young, she cares for many of the youngest babies like a surrogate 
mother. “I just love the tiniest children,” she says. “They’re so helpless and beautiful, 
and I just want to help them.”
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 Anthea Ram
 
Anthea is 16 years old and full of self-confidence. She dreams of one day being 
an actress in Bollywood films. “I’m sure many young girls dream of this,” Anthea 
admits, “but I think I could do it. I just need some practice and a chance. Then you’ll 
see me on the big screen. That would be so fun.”

Mrs. Sumal Mall, a local Banbasa 
beautician, knows that beauty comes 
from the heart. 

“In the old days, people didn’t have 
much interest in makeup. They always 
looked at the heart,” said Sumal. She 
knows that inner beauty is all that 
matters and that appearances aren’t 
so important.

When Sumal was a small girl, 
she always wanted to become a 
beautician, and it was her passion. 
She loved to attend seminars. She 
would work for two or three days 
in a beauty shop. She used to travel 
far from Banbasa, training, winning 
certificates. Then she opened her 
own beauty parlor in Banbasa. During 
this time, she continued to believe 
that beauty is in the heart; it’s all that 
matters.

Being a beautician, she always finds 
young girls wanting to beautify 
themselves with makeup. But her 
reply is always, “You are beautiful 
inside already. Why do it with 
makeup?”

The arrogance of the new generation 
wanting to look like film stars  upsets 
her. She recommends small amounts 
of makeup and natural hair treatment 
for her clients. Her big battle with 
young Indian girls is that they want 
to copy the West with lots of makeup 
and fancy hair. When they are already 
beautiful inside and out.

But Mrs. Sumal Mall is maybe not 
so sure about this. When I asked her 
if I could take her picture, she said 
“Come back tomorrow when I look 
nicer.” Then she laughed at that.

By Anthea Ram
Beauty In The Heart

The darker the Hena mark made on your skin, the more your 
mother-in-law will love you...or so the local story goes.

Ladies awaiting work to be done. Even in small rural towns, 
there’s a great demand for beauty treatments.

An Indian sari is not worn with the simplicity of a t-shirt or dress. They can take up to an hour to set and  wear correctly.
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PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT
To get the best images possible, the 
students were encouraged to take 
lots of photographs, and never delete 
images. Pinky can’t help showing 
Jyotika what she’s been working on.
Photo: Clifton Shipway
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Above: Clifton helps to prepare the evening meal with his wife and son. Below: Each morning starts the same.

If you visit Uttrakhand, Banbasa 
India, and stop at the Good Shepherd 
Agricultural Mission...and you see a 
blonde haired man hanging around 
with a whole bunch of kids...that’s 
Clifton Shipway. He is 33, and he 
came here from Australia when he 
was just 19 years old.

He is a son, a father, a husband, a 
brother and a friend. He married 
Priscilla Shipway, a girl from the 
orphanage, and they both chose to 
stay here and serve. 

They have three sons of their own; 
Malik (6), Dylan (4) and Aaron (2). But 
Clifton is a father to many. Clifton 
helps run an orphanage unlike any 
other.

“I like to think I’m doing something of 
great value. Something long lasting 
that feels like maybe the world is 
just a little bit better because of me,” 
Clifton says.

In 1952, Clifton’s grandfather Maxton 
D. Strong came to India to start a 
home for abandoned and homeless 

children. Maxton was American and 
he brought his wife and three children 
with him.

Clifton’s dad Rick Shipway came here 
from Australia. In 1976, he visited 
the mission as part of an aid agency 
and brought dairy cattle for cross 
breeding to improve milk production. 
In 1980, he got married to Clifton’s 
mom, Maxine. They had three kids of 
their own and seven foster kids. They 
planned to live on the farm forever. 

But in 1986, Rick and Maxine had to 
leave because of visa problems. It 
was a hard goodbye but Clifton left 
with his parents and grew up for the 
next 17 years in Australia.

In 2003, Maxton strong died and that 
was when the orphanage ran into 
some problems. There were people 
who were abusing their positions and 
exploiting the children. This led to all 
kinds of abuse and severe financial 
troubles.

by 
Catherine Lal

You 
Are My 
Family
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Clifton spending a little quiet time 
with some of the nursery kids.

Clifton’s three boys are more than enough for any father. We’re just glad he has room in his heart for all of us.

 Catherine Lal
 
Catherine is 24 years old and loves to read. She also discovered a new direction 
for herself during her Photo Camp experience. “I never thought much about my 
future,” she says, “but thanks to the Photo Camp, I know now that I want to become 
a writer.” Since the camp finished Cathy has been actively writing, continuing to 
share her work with Paul Salopek and the other team leaders.

So in 2004, Rick, Maxine and 19 
year old Clifton returned to Banbasa 
to help run this orphanage. Since 
that time, this place has improved 
dramatically. There are ups and 
downs, but we celebrate both! 

Clifton works in the office or anywhere 
else he is needed. In 2004, he felt like 
his whole life had been preparing him 
for this. Every experience and lesson 
was getting his heart and mind ready 
for what was to come. “It just seemed 
like this was everything I needed and 
wanted to be doing with my life,” he 
said.

Sometimes, I wonder: What is 
Clifton’s desire to be here? He could 
be in Australia making a lot of money 
with his computer skills. Since he was 
a computer technician in Australia, he 
could have a far better life. He could 
have the best car, a great house—
but he chose us. He chose to love, 
care, protect and provide for us all. 
He chose to help give us all a bright 
future. And most importantly, to be 
a parent to many of the orphaned 
children. Which make us children so 
happy to be in this beautiful place 
where love comes first.

“Before Clifton came to this 
orphanage, he was a very immature 
and proud person,” his father Rick 
said. “But now he is a great human 
being and is capable of verbally 
handling any situation. I’m very proud 
of him.”

Clifton is a fun-loving person, 
emotional, compassionate and 
caring. When he heard that Kelly 
Bahadur, a fifteen year old student 
from the orphanage, was having 
trouble with her eyes, he arranged for 
a surgery. When Kelly thanked him 
saying surgery was a life-changing 

experience, Clifton had tears in his 
eyes. “Just a hug from Clifton made 
me feel safe and less afraid while 
undergoing my surgery,” Kelly said.

Clifton is a brother to us all. We call 
him bhaiya (brother). Most of us don’t 
have a brother or even a sister. 

Clifton is a photographer. He takes 
pictures of the mission. The pictures 
sometimes help in bringing money for 
our family and for fund-raising for a 
project. And also the pictures become 
memories for us. Years later when 

we look at the photographs we’ll 
see how much we have changed. “I 
don’t think I am a good writer,” Clifton 
admits, “but I can tell a story through 
my photos without using any words. 
I also find it’s a really good stress 
reliever.” 

Clifton has his own family in Australia, 
America and here in India with his 
wife and three sons. How can he 
handle so much responsibility with 
the orphaned children here? “That’s 
easy,” he said. “My work and you all 
are my family. There is no division.”

I remember when I was thirteen years 
old. I lost four of my fingers on my 
right hand in an accident which left 
me with only my thumb. And people 
told me, “Now you won’t get married, 
you won’t have a job.” I took all those 
words to heart. And it hurt me. One 
day I went to Clifton’s office to share 
this burden that I was carrying for so 
long, and Clifton said something I will 
never forget. He said, “Cathy, your 
hand is my favorite part of you.”

I’ll never be able to thank him for all 
that he’s done for me.
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Harvesting 
Hope and 
Courage

by Gordon Ram

Rajendra and a few of the animals 
he cares for.

Rajendra Kumar was born in a small village in 
Uttrakhand in 1970. Pushkar Ram and Leela 
Ram were his parents. Rajendra, or Raju as he 
was normally called, was from a family of four 
brothers and one sister. He didn’t receive much 
education due to the family’s poverty. “My pa-
rents were everything to me,” he said. “They 
taught me all I know.”

Life has not been easy for Raju. His parents did 
the only job they knew to survive and provide 
for their family, which was milking cows. His 
parents told him “Learn everything you can and 
one day it could help you.” 

So, at the age of eleven, Raju learned to milk 
cows. At eighteen he went out to Delhi and wor-
ked for a company. He said, “Life was great and 
those were the good old days.” 
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 Gordon Ram
 
Gordon is 17 and in 11th class. He dreams of one day joining the Indian Navy. 
“I thought photography was just taking photos of cows or something,” Gordon 
says, “but now I know what it means to be a photographer!  I love learning about 
aperture, shutter speed and ISO and how they affect a photo.”

On his way home at the end of another day. The path to Raju’s front door takes him through a sunset field of wheat.

The simple home where Raju and his family live.The youngest cows can’t resist Raju’s hard work.

He worked in Delhi in the same job 
for four years and he was now able 
to stand on his own feet and even 
started becoming a wealthy man.

All this changed when he met the 
love of his life, Hera Devi. He left his 
job in Delhi and got married to Hera. 
After the marriage, he came to live 
in the countryside near the Good 
Shepherd Agricultural Mission (a 
large orphanage with a farm). This 
was the year 2000. 

At that time the person in charge of 
the GSAM dairy, Auntie Josie, was 

looking for an experienced milker, and 
Raju was given the job. 

He said, “It’s good my parents taught 
me how to milk or I would never have 
found a family at the GSAM.”

Raju has two sons, Turkar (13) and 
Sunny (15). He hopes that his sons 
have the best future and says, “If I 
could change something in my life, 
it would be to study and become an 
educated man.” 

Besides milking, he also has a small 
piece of farming land which helps 

him feed his family. He grows rice 
and wheat, though if there is a crop 
failure, it can be very hard on the 
family. 

In spite of all his hardships, he says, “I 
am a happy man and I have all I need. 
I have a family of my own, and I am 
standing on my own two feet.”

Raju’s story here is not just any 
man’s biography. It promises hope 
for humanity and it also teaches that 
no matter what life offers, we must 
go through it with hope, courage and 
love.

“I am a happy man and I have all I need,” says Raju, now forty-eight years old.

Raju milks the GSAM cows everyday. 
With 35 milking cows in the dairy, his 
skill and experience come in handy. 
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 Sonia Singh
 
Sonia is 20 years old, in 12th class with a constant smile on her face. For her Photo 
Camp assignment, she recreated photos of drawings she had done, then decided 
on a poem to express herself in words. “If there is a word to describe me,” Sonia 
says, “that word would be ‘joyful’ for sure.”

I am silver and exact

Whatever I see, the eye swallows immediately, just as it is.

I am not fearful only truthful.

I am the bright light with pink and sparkles.

I have looked into the world for so long, I think it is a part of my heart.

I draw others in and pull them so close that we touch.

I live in darkness until her face replaces my blank expression.

I can only offer you a reflection of what you set before me.

I have no power to act on my own.

The beauty that you see in me is not mine.

It is all the beauty that is you.

Reflection
by Sonia Singh

Reflection
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THE PERFECT END
After the final photos were shot, 
certificates were handed out and 
speeches were made, a bonfire 
under the stars seemed the only 
appropriate send off to what was an 
incredible camp.
Photo: Clifton Shipway
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Thank You!
While National Geographic Photo 
Camp would not be possible without 
the talent and dedication of so many 
professional writers, photographers 
and support staff, it would truly be 
nothing without the passion and 
unique perspective our students 
bring to the experience. 

To all Photo Camp Banbasa 
participants, this book is dedicated 
with love and gratitude to you.

8786



Designed by:

www.CharityDesign.in


	Editorial
	Content
	Article with an image
	Article in two columns
	Article with a photo 2
	Second Style
	Profile Header
	Ideal to start people profiles
	Article with two photos
	Article with Collage

