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Family Life – 1986-1989

1986 was a very bad year for me. Sadly my husband no 
longer continued in his employment and things became 
very difficult. When I married, I made my vows with all 

my heart. To have those promises broken, and my marriage end 
in divorce, had a huge negative effect on my life.

The children were now young adults, aged 20, 18 and 15. I 
continued with the swimming business, but I was becoming 
more and more dissatisfied with my life.

By 1989, I found myself suffering from a deep depression. 
Medical problems began to overwhelm me and it transpired 
that I needed an operation to implant a heart pacemaker to 
keep me healthy.
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As I drove to the hospital on the day of my operation I turned 
on the car radio and the first thing I heard was, “The Lord is my 
pacemaker, I shall not rush.” God was with me that morning 
and had plans for me. I had no idea what they were or how 
much they would impact on my life. 

•
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Setting off  to Adelaide on my motor scooter to train for selection in the 
swim squad for the Rome Olympic Games – 1960
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Life and Family

Bentleigh School of Swimming – 1972

Front (1 to r): Dean, Charmaine and Dale (brother David's children), 
me and Elizabeth with Trixie, our Corgi.  Back (1 to r): Sister-in-law 
Carol, Miriam, my brother David, Mum (Ada) and my son David 

– Christmas 1992
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With the family 1 to r: Elizabeth, David, Mum (Ada) and Miriam 
– May 1994

My brother David and his wife, Carol
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The Beginning of a Mission –

1991

I was feeling very disgruntled with my life. I wasn’t fulfilling 
everything that I believed I was capable of. Here I was, a 
51-year-old swim coach, whose children were now adults. 

How could God use me? All I knew was swimming. What could 
God do with swimming anyway? That’s how I was speaking to 
God. I was saying, “I want to do something for You, but how 
can You use swimming?” 

His answer came one evening in 1991. I was watching 
television, safe and cosy in my lounge room, when across the 
screen flashed a news story reporting on the desperate plight 
of the Kurdish people in Northern Iraq. Refusing to submit 
to the brutal regime of Saddam Hussein, they left their homes 
and fled into the mountains. It was the middle of winter and 
thousands of those refugees were dying from exposure in the 
freezing conditions and hunger.  
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The United Nations were trying to help but were up against 
impossible odds. I was absolutely distraught. I could not get 
the terrible images I had seen in the bulletin out of my mind. 

Was this God’s answer to my prayers? Speaking to God I 
challenged, “I want to do something for You to help these poor 
people, but what use can swimming be in Iraq?”  

His answer came only a few weeks later when I heard of an 
organisation known as Youth With A Mission. They were 
sending an outreach team to assist those very people I had 
seen on television, the Kurdish refugees in Northern Iraq. I 
immediately rang the office of Youth With A Mission or YWAM 
as it is known, to find out how I could help. That was what I 
needed to do but, remembering I was not in the prime of youth 
anymore, I couldn’t see how YWAM would be interested in me. 
To begin with I would be required to take part in a three month 
“Disciple Training Course” with young people ranging in age 
from 16 to 24, followed by another three months outreach. 
“Well, you’d better know that I’m 52!” I said. 

“That’s okay,” was the reply. “If you would like, come.” 

Before I knew it, I was on my way. We were housed in an old 
Roman Catholic orphanage set high on top of a hill overlooking 
the New South Wales town of Goulburn. The rooms were 
huge with high ceilings and there was no heating. It was a 
really spooky place with dungeon-like basements where, it was 
rumoured, a lot of horrible things had happened.

The first day at YWAM was quite an ordeal.  As I drove up 
the driveway I was confronted by the sight of about 20 young 
people in their late teens and early twenties, milling around, 
pushing each other and being quite silly.  No one seemed to 
be in control. I thought, “What am I doing here?” I was so 
miserable and, thinking that perhaps I had made an appalling 
mistake, I took myself down to the bottom of the garden and 
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prayed about it. I said, “Now listen here God. What have you 
brought me here for? This is ridiculous. Absolutely ridiculous!” 
I was living in Frankston at the time and it would have been so 
easy to turn around and drive back that same day but a distinct 
message came back to me, “Give it a week and then make the 
decision.” I agreed and by the end of the week, I had decided 
to stay. 

I was not the only one who had problems wondering if they 
could see the course through. Different ones said, “I just can’t 
do this,” and moved on. The numbers started to dwindle.  The 
training was very thorough and very confronting. There was a 
lot of searching of our hearts to find out exactly where we were 
coming from and why we wanted to serve God in this way. 
Many of the students were from overseas countries and, by the 
end of the week, I found I had become like a mother figure to 
many. I was missing my kids too and things started to get better 
as we learned to enjoy each other’s company. 

At the end of the three months I was given a week off to return 
home and make my preparations for Miriam’s 21st birthday 
party which was held on Saturday 26th September 1992. The 
very next day, I left home to take part in a three-month outreach 
program in Iraq. 

Somebody at YWAM asked me, “What are you going to Iraq 
for? Have you thought that you might not come back?” I hadn’t 
actually considered those questions. What about my family, my 
mother, my children? How would it be for them if something 
dire happened to me in that war torn country? I prayed about 
that too. It was an important issue, but then I realised that God 
was leading me and everything would be okay. I spoke to the 
children and to Mum and warned them that it was a dangerous 
place, but God would be with me, and left with their blessing.

•
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The desperate plight of the Kurdish refugees  
was the catalyst to my service in Northern Iraq

Photo by Ed Kashi
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Outreach in Iraq – 1992

It was with mixed feelings that I farewelled my family 
and friends at the Melbourne International Airport and 
prepared for the 44 hour journey ahead. After five aircraft 

changes and a long bus ride through a “no-fly” zone with my 
new friends from YWAM, I arrived in the city of Diyarbakir in 
Turkey. Here, our eyes were opened to a totally different world, 
where army tanks and heavily armed soldiers seemed to be the 
norm.

Diyarbakir is the largest city in south-eastern Turkey and situated 
on the banks of the River Tigris. The old city was surrounded 
by a 15-foot thick wall built from basalt and crowded with 
hundreds of people going about their daily business. Everything 
looked grey and depressing.  

We stayed overnight in a strange little hotel and ventured out 
the next day to have a look around. We needed to keep our  
wits about us and be particularly observant. 
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We had been told that people disappeared off the streets in this 
city, never to be seen again. 

The next day, 28 September 1992, we headed off to our first 
destination, travelling across the dry, barren countryside with 
the Syrian border across to our right and the mountains of 
Ararat to our left.  At border crossings and checkpoints, lined up, 
ready to quell any trouble, were rows of Turkish military tanks 
and, as we neared the Iraqi border, more tanks and soldiers. 
Rows and rows of petrol tankers were also lined up bumper-to-
bumper, waiting to get through the border to load fuel. When 
we bought petrol for our truck, the attendant sucked it up from 
44-gallon drums and siphoned it into the tank. So much for 
petrol bowsers! 

Every now and then we would stop at a little village where we 
bought a sandwich and something to drink, but the biggest 
turmoil seemed to be at the large number of checkpoints we had 
to pass through. Each time, regardless of what had happened 
at the last one, soldiers checked our passports and visas, then 
proceeded to look through all our luggage, check inside the bus 
and even use mirrors on long sticks to check underneath.

Just near the Turkish border was the town of Silopi which 
means ‘town of Noah’. The Mountains of Ararat, where it is 
believed Noah’s Ark came to rest, could be seen rearing up on 
the horizon. We could see fields covered in red poppies and 
in the distance, cotton crops shimmered white against the 
intensely blue sky. It was very, very beautiful. It had been a 
dream of mine to be able to see Mount Ararat up close, but in 
such dangerous territory it wasn’t possible.  

Silopi was the last town we passed through before crossing the 
border into Iraq. Miles of wire fencing had been erected along 
the borders and at the checkpoints security was very high. At 
this point we were required to hand over our passports. This was 
always a worry and we would pray that they would be returned 
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to us. Our leader had been through all this before and was able 
to reassure us that this was normal and, after waiting for quite 
a long time, we were given permission to enter Iraq. I was not 
to know then, that at that very same border crossing at another 
time, I would really have to battle on my own.

On our arrival in the city of Zakho, located a few kilometres 
from the Iraq-Turkish border, we were given a very warm 
welcome by the people from the Christian organisation, Shelter 
Now International. This organisation provided humanitarian 
assistance to refugees fleeing the Kurdish rebellion. We were 
instructed on the do’s and don’ts and given advice on Kurdish 
culture. The Disciples Training Course does not educate you for 
a specific job. It’s really training for your heart and, when your 
heart is right, you are able to adapt to whatever circumstances 
crop up. 

We were now working under the umbrella of SNI. While we 
were waiting in Zakho, we had to get used to being the centre of 
attention and to being stared at wherever we went. We moved 
amongst the local people, accepting the gracious invitations to 
join them in their homes for a cup of tea or a drink. I met 
refugees who had returned back to the city after spending many 
uncomfortable months holed up in the mountains trying to 
escape being massacred by Saddam Hussein and his troops. 

Zakho became the centre of a ‘safe haven’ established by the 
British and American troops in 1991. Unlike other towns, 
Zakho had avoided being destroyed by Saddam and the 
lucky ones were eventually able to return to their own homes. 
Thousands of others perished.

Every four or five hours from sunrise to sunset, the call to prayer 
would echo out from the hundreds of mosques throughout  
the city. The sound seemed to wind around everything and 
was so depressing. The people in these towns just seemed to be  
so brainwashed. 
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We were allocated a guide and translator by the name of Raad. 
He told us of his experiences at that awful time. With very little 
warning to escape while they could, he had gathered up his 
elderly parents and driven up into the mountains, together with 
thousands of others fleeing the city. Raad related how amazed 
and shocked he was when he saw what people were taking 
with them. Furniture, sewing machines and other household 
items they considered valuable. Very few had considered the 
conditions under which they might have to survive for many 
months. Very few carried much in the way of food, warm 
clothes and bedding and their chance of survival was slim. 

Raad took a huge risk and returned to the city to collect rice and 
other non-perishable food to take back to the mountains. His 
parents, who suffered badly from arthritis and were far from 
well, remained in the car with Raad the whole time, trying to 
keep warm. Those who suffered most whilst hiding out in the 
mountains were the children and the elderly.  

The Kurds had very little in the way of material possessions but 
when they realised they were in for a lot of trouble, they began 
to accumulate and store higher denominations of notes and 
gold where they could. When they returned after the uprising 
they found Saddam Hussein had made any notes above 10  
Dinar (the local currency) obsolete. Everything they had 
stored away for their future was worthless, leaving the refugees 
absolutely destitute. 

He and his troops had also filled in all the village wells leaving 
villagers in very dry and remote areas without water. The men 
on our team joined in with the ‘Wells for Life’ folk, and worked 
to reinstate water supplies in those villages.

Our team was divided into two groups with some remaining 
in Zakho and the rest sent out into the field. We would then 
be swapped over each week giving everyone a chance to help 
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with various tasks. I was sent, together with a lady who was  
about my age named Fae Krogh, and two young women in 
their late teens, to work with Shelter Now and the Kurdish 
Rebuilding Organisation. 

Just as night fell on the first day of our mission, we four arrived 
at our camp in Shilladiza after a tortuous, bone jarring, three-
hour trip in a little Toyota truck driven by our interpreter, 
Raad. We had crossed high, rugged mountains on narrow, 
twisty roads, and driven through devastated villages flattened 
by the troops of Saddam Hussein while his own magnificent 
palaces, surrounded by stone walls that stretched for miles, 
stood untouched or with only minimal damage.

We had waited at guarded checkpoints while all our 
documentation was checked and rechecked and then, our old 
truck broke down. We were becoming slightly anxious as we 
stood on the side of the road while Raad struggled to get it 
going again and we finally made it to camp just on dark. We 
were very relieved as it was deemed extremely dangerous to 
travel once the sun had gone down.

Our accommodation turned out to be a summer-weight tent 
with double army bunks set up on the dirt floor. Climbing 
into those bunks was a lesson in caution and concentration, too 
much exuberance and the whole contraption would collapse. 
All the same, after the long, hot and exhausting day we endured, 
bed was very welcome. 

We lived also under the protection of the Kurdish organisation 
‘Karitas’. They were very well set up in a good heavy canvas 
army tent which had a kind of porch at the front where shoes 
must be removed before entering. In the inner sanctum stood 
a big potbelly stove with a flue that reached right up to the top 
of the tent and vented fumes and smoke outside. They also had 
a generator to produce their own electricity to run fans and 
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lighting. About 12 Kurdish men lived in that tent, no women 
allowed, and it was their job to organise the distribution  
of building materials to the refugees and help them get started 
on their new houses. We were there to help in whatever way  
we could.

Our living conditions could not have been more different. We 
had our funny little summer tent and for lighting we made do 
with candles or our solar lanterns which we would leave out 
during the day to store the sun’s energy. These gave us a little bit 
of light after dark. We cooked our food on a stove in a tiny tin 
shed beside the tent. Our bathroom/toilet was in another little 
corrugated iron shed a few yards away. 

The camp was located in a wide valley surrounded by the high, 
craggy mountains from where we could hear occasional gunfire 
and explosions. At night the fires of the enemy troops could 
be glimpsed and we were grateful for the guards who looked 
out for us. Some nights we would hear strange noises which 
often turned out to be wild dogs roaming through the camp 
scavenging for food. 

Our driver, Raad, stayed with us for most of our time in Iraq, 
and was accommodated in the men’s tent with Nawzad, our 
translator. Raad had a house in Zakho where his family lived 
while he travelled around the country working as a driver 
and interpreter for Shelter Now International. He is actually 
a qualified accountant and shared the translating work with 
Nawzad who had been a helicopter pilot in the Kurdish army. 
Nawzad is a qualified English/Kurdish teacher who is not only 
fluent in English but reads and writes several languages as well.

The days were very hot, often reaching the 55⁰C mark. Right 
down in the middle of my personal backpack, insulated by my 
clothes, I had secreted a block of chocolate; a special treat, just 
for me to have when I was feeling unhappy or depressed. I 
would never open the pack in the heat of the day and was always 
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amazed that it hadn’t melted. It wasn’t long before I was happier 
sharing my chocolate with my colleagues and it actually seemed 
to last for a very long time.

Living at the camp we shared the cooking chores, not that 
there was a lot to eat nor much variety. The local people grew a  
few tomatoes and a little rice which was their staple diet. 
Nobody, including us, had very much to eat and we all lost a 
lot of weight. 

There was a little store down the road which sold rice, tomatoes 
and occasionally some grapes which would come from Turkey. 
Every week we would have to travel back to Zakho to collect 
our supplies. Our team leader was allowed to cross the border 
into Turkey and buy food for us. He could go to a supermarket 
where there were plenty of varieties of food to choose from.  
But you couldn’t do that in Iraq.  Once we had picked up our 
food we had to endure the long three and a half hour journey 
back in our old Toyota ute. We would sit in the tray and wrap 
our legs around the two 44-gallon drums of petrol to avoid 
being thrown out of the vehicle whilst driving over the dry 
rocky roads.

We always had tea, or chai, as it was known, and sometimes a 
scrambled egg or two. Pitta bread was delivered from the nearby 
village of Birea. At times our food supplies ran very low. On 
one such occasion I remarked, “Oh, if only we had an egg and 
some milk.” We decided to walk down to our little shop to see 
what they might have had left that week. Much to my absolute 
amazement, on the counter we found a box of one dozen eggs 
for sale. I couldn’t believe it. There were the eggs and, sitting all 
alone on the shelf behind the counter, was just one tin and it 
had my name on it! 

The label read, GLORIA LAIT CONCENTRÉ! It was a can 
of condensed milk. How can you deny there is a God when 
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having asked Him for food he provided it that very afternoon? 
God meets our every need. 

An underground spring from the nearby Zab River supplied our 
drinking water which we collected every few days. The water 
seeped up through the sand making it a long and laborious job 
to fill our bottles which we decanted into 44-gallon drums on 
the tray of the huge German Eiffer truck we had driven from 
the camp to the river.  

After loading up the water containers on one memorable day 
we were approached by a woman who, by her appearance, I 
believed was a shepherdess. In her hand she held a little bunch 
of bright orange flowers that looked like marigolds. Silently she 
handed them to me, turned away and slowly walked back to her 
flock. Her gesture brought tears to my eyes. I don’t know where 
she would have found those flowers in that harsh and barren 
land but she gave them to us. There are many shepherds in that 
area and every day they take their sheep out to graze. They don’t 
drive their sheep forward as is done here in Australia. They walk 
in front and the sheep follow. Just like Jesus is the shepherd. He 
leads and we follow. It was beautiful to see how these simple 
people lived, just like back in biblical times. 

A bit further up the river we came across a group of men, women 
and children working hard to bring whatever wood they could 
find across the swiftly flowing Zab river on a raft. They were 
stocking up for the very severe winter when temperatures drop 
to minus 40 degrees centigrade. Such is their desperation for 
survival that the landscape is now almost devoid of trees. 

Just after I arrived I was able to distribute clothes and toys 
donated by the good people of the Frankston and Cheltenham 
Church of Christ. We were unable to give to everyone so we 
chose a little group of ten tents of recently arrived refugees who 
had absolutely nothing. The scrapbooks, made by the children 



37

Outreach in Iraq – 1992

of the Berwick Church of Christ, were very popular and even 
the men came to look and admire these simple books made 
from pictures cut from old birthday and Christmas cards. They 
had never seen anything like this and everyone was trying to 
touch the pictures many of which were of gold, shiny paper 
and covered in glitter. Those simple books made by children in 
a land far away from war and destruction became very precious 
and so valuable. 

Friday is a holiday in Muslim countries and on one such day, 
Raad took us up a very narrow and winding road to visit the 
village of Armadia, said to be over 4000 years old and situated 
at the top of a mountain. Surprisingly it had not been bombed 
although there was signage around warning of land mines. 
After investigating the market place and the tiny shops, we 
came across a wedding celebration where the men were dancing 
in the street to the beat of a large drum. They invited us into 
the groom’s home and served us with chai (tea) and specially 
prepared food. Later we were invited into the bride’s home, a 
little further down the street and served more food. The main 
ceremony and celebrations were to take place that evening and 
everyone tried to persuade us to stay and join in the festivities. 
We declined, as it would have been far too dangerous to return 
home once night fell.

On the way back to camp we had an opportunity to visit one 
of Saddam Hussein’s many palaces. This one had suffered some 
bomb damage and had been looted of all fittings but, having 
been built from the very best of materials including coloured 
and patterned marble, the main structure still stood with  
its grand staircases still intact. The guards there invited us to 
stay and have dinner with them. This time it was much easier 
to decline!

Five days after our arrival, we realised the enormity of working 
in a war torn country. I was rudely awoken to the sound of a 
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huge explosion followed by machine gun fire. The stark reality 
of our situation finally hit home; bombs, guns and fighting. 
My first reaction was to jump out of bed and get dressed but 
then I thought what an idiot I was. Had I forgotten Christ, into 
whom I placed all my trust? A feeling of peace stole over me as 
I realised God had everything under control. The firing finally 
abated and a couple of hours later while we were having lunch, 
an injured man was brought in on a donkey. Our men drove 
him to hospital.

The next day we got started on helping refugees rebuild their 
homes in Sheladesa.  We could still hear a few gunshots in the 
distance but after reading my bible, breakfast and devotions, 
at which the whole team gathered every morning to hand 
ourselves over to God for direction, I knew He was close and 
we could get on with the work we had chosen to do. 

A widow named Amina had seven children and had already 
made a huge effort to get things started. She had hired a builder 
for us to work alongside. We were learning very quickly that it 
takes days for people to make a simple agreement, often with 
no intention of keeping to it. We were prepared to work but, 
as the day turned out extremely hot, Amina decided that work 
would start the following day. 

Raad took us off to a quiet spot on the river where we could swim 
and cool off. We girls had to swim in long pants and shirts but 
we also took our shampoo and were able to have a really good 
wash. Not like using a small bucket of water in our unbearably 
hot corrugated iron shed which served as our bathroom back 
at the camp. Our toilet, a hole in the ground, was also in that 
shed. It wasn’t until later that we were totally shocked to find 
that we had been swimming in an area where seven unexploded 
bombs lay wedged into rocks under the water!
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Anyone can make mud bricks and we made some of the many 
thousands, mixing clay and grass with water and placing the 
mixture into moulds which were left out in the sun to dry. 
The terrain was too difficult to drive the truck close enough to 
load the bricks, so we carried them up from the river bank and 
loaded them onto a truck and transported them to the work 
site. The men sat around smoking and watching the women 
working away in the heat loading the bricks. Finally I could 
stand no more of their laziness. I marched over to the men 
and said, “You stand there, and you stand there.” I organised 
them into a chain gang to enable the bricks to be passed along  
the line with no one becoming exhausted. I made it fun by 
teaching them to sing as we worked and rather than being 
annoyed by being bossed around by a woman they began to 
really enjoy themselves.  

As the refugees returned from the mountains in Turkey, they 
were given ‘green cards’ that enabled them to claim a certain 
amount of building materials and equipment. For a family of 
up to ten, the card would supply enough material to build a 
10’x 10’ house. If the family was bigger, they would qualify for 
two 10’ x 10’ houses. 

We all learned to count in their language and issued the tools 
and materials such as cement and spindal, which was a type of 
wood used to support the roof beams on top of which a layer 
of grass matting was placed and covered with a layer of material 
made up of cement, animal dung, mud and grass which made 
the roof waterproof. 

The Kurds use the one room for eating and sleeping. In the 
morning they roll their sleeping mats and blankets up and stack 
them along the walls. If the weather was fine, as it was most of 
the time, cooking was done outside. In the winter, with snow 
on the ground, meals were prepared over an open fire in the 
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centre of the room. Charcoal was in short supply and not many 
refugees were able to afford a kerosene heater. Whole families 
could be seen out gathering whatever they could scrounge in the 
way of wood or combustible material to burn for heating and 
cooking.  Many little children suffered terrible burns caused by 
falls into the fire, a situation which occurs in many third world 
countries.

Finally we started work on Amina’s shelter. Although the nights 
were very cold and we needed our cosy sleeping bags, as soon 
as the sun rose, in the desert conditions, it became blisteringly 
hot in a very short time. It was imperative to start work early. 
Our first job was to carry large bundles of sticks up a very steep 
cliff face from the river below. I quickly sized up the situation 
after arriving exhausted at the top after only one load. Many 
hands make light work I thought, and decided to entice the 
large number of onlookers, mainly men and children, to form a 
chain gang. It wasn’t long before they got the hang of it and the 
huge bundles of sticks began to arrive at the house site quickly 
and easily.  Amina had provided lunch for us and even while we 
were eating many eyes continued to watch us. 

The next job was to load 930 mud bricks onto a trailer towed by 
a very antiquated tractor. The men wondered what had struck 
them that day! They are basically very lazy and will watch the 
women work while they sit and rest, but I kept them at it. At 
intervals though, we all splashed into the river to cool down a 
bit before getting on with the job at hand. We got a lot done 
that day and after the usual dinner of rice with tomato, onion 
and eggplant and a reviving cup of chai, we thanked God for 
his help.

The next day we continued on with the building process. We 
needed to gather small stones for the base of the floor of Amina’s 
house and all we had in which to collect them was a tin and a 
piece of an old bag. After a day of carting stones I decided that 
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Iraq has more small stones than anywhere else in the world! 
Patience is certainly a virtue and with this job we needed lots of 
it. For two days we had to wait until a tractor became available 
to load a special kind of dirt which was used like cement to 
render the house. 

Meanwhile, Nawzad suggested a trip to the village of Hlor, 
situated on the opposite side of the Zab River. To get to Hlor 
meant crossing the river on a small flying fox rig. Two or three 
people could sit on the platform and be pulled across the river 
by men operating a hand winch. 

The people of this village are very hard working and hospitable. 
They have been through some very harrowing times having had 
their village bombed on at least five occasions. We were given 
a wonderful welcome and although they had very little in the 
way of food for themselves they wanted to feed us. We watched 
a man walk off to the river carrying a very large sausage shaped 
item in his hands.  I remember wondering what on earth he 
was going to do with that, but continued chatting with our 
hosts. All of a sudden a huge explosion split the air. I thought 
a bomb had been dropped. The man carrying what turned out 
to be a lump of gelignite, had tossed it into the river. It was his 
way of catching the huge fish he brought back to the camp to 
cook for us.  “Oh,” I said laughing, “You’ve probably killed half 
the fish in the river!”

One family invited us in for chai. Nawzad interpreted their very 
sad past.  The family had been imprisoned and never managed 
to get into a refugee camp and therefore were not eligible for 
any assistance. They had worked very hard on their own and 
built good shelters to live in. 

The next day it was back to Amina’s house for the rendering. 
We had great fun mixing the materials into a kind of slurry 
which we threw on the walls with a “splat.” That evening the 
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rest of our team arrived from Zakho. They could not believe 
how primitive our camp was compared to the comparative 
luxury in which they were living back in the city, nor were they 
especially reassured when gunshots could still be heard in the 
nearby hills and planes carrying loads of bombs flew low over 
our camp several times. 

Our camp guards were a friendly lot and one day our guard, 
Bubba Hussien, challenged our team to a target shooting 
competition using his Russian Kalashnikov gun. It was a huge 
and powerful weapon and we took it in turns to take pot shots 
at a Pepsi-Cola can balanced on a post about 50 metres away. 
To my surprise, and the amazement of the guard, luck was with 
me. I hit the bulls-eye and shot a hole right through the middle 
of the can. Our guard then demonstrated how it should be 
done in a controlled manner...and missed. We all had a great 
laugh and he presented me with the can as a souvenir. I still 
have it! 

•


