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Therese remembers the friend who died in a floral tribute 

that she arranged to have placed at the site of the bombings 

before the first anniversary in October 2003.















In memory of my dear friend Bronwyn Cartwright 

and the other 201 innocent people who lost their 

lives, or were injured, in the terrorist attacks at Paddy’s 

Irish Bar and the Sari Club on 12 October 2002.













‘For the rest of Australian  history, 12 October 2002 will be counted as a day on which evil struck, with indiscriminate and indescribable savagery.’



Australian Prime Minister John Howard in his address to Parliament, on Monday 14 October 2002 – two days after the Bali bombings
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THE STRANGER







In her dreams, he appears out of nowhere. She sees
him fleetingly  as he passes her on his way towards
the dance floor, his smooth latte-coloured face intense
and purposeful,  his eyes fixed on the crowd.


Eminem  is blasting from the loudspeakers, and a
machine is pumping  smoke over the heads of the party
people who laugh beneath the flickering laser lights.


They do not see him coming.


In a split second, the music, the lights and
the voices have died. The pub is in darkness.
Everything has stopped. The world is on hold.


It starts spinning again and everything around
her is moving in slow motion. Hot embers and
molten debris rain down from the night sky, and
she is hurtling  towards it. Then she is gone.


When she opens her eyes, the floor is hot against her
back and the heat is choking. Flames are leaping from
the walls and the people. The fire dances across her
body, but she does not feel the burn against her skin. 


These are the flames of hell. And she is dying.


She wakes in another place, where bright white
lights bounce off pristine walls and sterile steel.
The stranger has followed her here. He is bending
over her, his penetrating brown eyes smiling  into
hers, filling her with dread and panic.


From the brightness a woman  appears and
gently pulls the stranger away.


‘I’ve got this,’ she says.


The woman  tells her they are nurses,
and she is in the hospital.


‘It’s okay – you’re safe now,’ she whispers.


The man leaving the ICU looks shaken. He is not the
stranger who surfaces in her dreams – the ghost who slipped
silently past her in the bar on the night the world stood still.


The man she sees when  she closes her eyes wore a
suicide vest attached to an explosive device.


This is not a dream. This is her worst nightmare.


And it is only just beginning. 




 



Chapter 1


A  DREAM HOLIDAY 


A hot  north-easterly wind crept in  through  the  open windows of the tourist bus as it joined the procession of scooters and weather-beaten taxis along the dusty main   road through Kuta’s vibrant entertainment precinct.


Sweltering in their seats, Australian nurses Therese Fox and Bronwyn Cartwright scanned the teeming street, where horns honked and exhaust fumes competed with the smell of spicy food and hot chips.


On both sides of the road, holidaymakers battled for a seat in one of the cheerful thatch-roofed bars or open-air eateries which draw thousands of visitors every year to this busy Balinese tourist mecca.


The driver pulled over on the side of the road and sat with the engine idling as a few more passengers disappeared  out of the door into the blistering midday heat. 


‘Where are we?’ Bronwyn asked him from the seats behind. 


The Balinese driver smiled amiably over his shoulder, his perfect white teeth gleaming back at her.


‘We are in Legian Jalan, Kuta’s club and restaurant district,’ he answered politely in broken English. ‘Always busy here … very good!’


The doors closed and the bus driver rejoined the flow of traffic, sounding his horn at the mopeds and the occasional stray dog and weaving his way around the surfers who were drifting back from the beach after another perfect morning riding the waves.


From behind the wheel, the man continued his commentary about the various tourist hotspots lining his route.


‘See, over there – Sari Club,’ he said, gesturing to a traditional Balinese thatch-roofed property sitting languidly in  the sun among the bars and restaurants.


‘Tonight, the tourists will come here to drink and dance … to have a good time.’ He flashed his toothpaste smile at the two friends.


‘Hey, maybe you come here too … have some fun!’


Therese leaned over Bronwyn’s shoulder for a closer look at the iconic nightclub that was a favourite party haunt for Aussie visitors to this frenetic holiday resort.


In the Sari Club’s beer garden, the tourists sipped their lunch- time drinks beneath huts with straw roofs. This place would be packed inside and out after dark, said the driver.


On  the  other side of Legian Road, a crowd of bronzed Australian surfers in southern cross boardshorts downed cold Bintang beers in a small courtyard outside an Irish pub.


Scattered around them on chairs overlooking the main street sat a larger, noisier group of athletic-looking men in garish matching Hawaiian shirts. Therese suspected they probably belonged to one of the Australian rules football teams, whose players had descended on the bustling party resort for their annual end-of-season celebrations.


‘What’s the bar called?’ asked 28-year-old  Bronwyn.


The bus driver said the pub was called Paddy’s  Irish Bar – another popular watering hole for tourists and  backpackers looking for a fun night out.


‘October is always busy in Kuta,’ he told them. ‘Good time to come to Bali.’


The chaos and the crowds confirmed what the friends had already gleaned from the holiday brochures – that the long, lazy days of October were traditionally the busiest during Bali’s dry season. At this time of the year, the hot north-easterly winds blew across the Indian Ocean from Australia, bringing the biggest waves and surfers from all around the globe.


Since the 1970s, the lure of Bali’s spectacular surf combined with an abundance of budget airfares and the relatively short flights from Australia’s  east and  west coasts had driven the Indonesian island’s  growing appeal as an  affordable holiday destination at the end of the mild Southern Hemisphere winters.


In October, the hotels – like Bali’s bars and beaches – were packed to capacity, the tourist trade significantly buoyed by the annual influx of football and rugby teams who arrived for the nightlife in the party epicentre of Kuta.


Although peak party season had not initially appealed to two single nurses wanting a quiet, relaxing holiday, it was the only month that Therese was able to arrange the time off for her first holiday without her two children. 


Like her friend Bronwyn, the single mum had never been to Bali before, but her father, Chris – a frequent visitor to its shores – had recommended it as a perfect destination for a girls-only getaway.


They booked their flights to Denpasar for the first Sunday in October – the last month of the dry season – when the weather would be warmer and the crippling humidity lower.


The friends decided to spend the first seven days of their two- week holiday in Kuta, where the beach stretches like a sparkling ribbon along 2.5 kilometres of breathtaking coastline.


According to  the brochures, Kuta appealed to  visitors of all ages and was as renowned for its white limestone  cliffs and ancient temples as it was for its beaches and vibrant nightlife.


So far, the holiday had exceeded their expectations. This picture postcard paradise straddling the equator was perfect for all the things they wanted to do – from the cultural sightseeing tours to the bargain shopping.


They booked what they imagined would be a quiet hotel, away from Kuta’s  main entertainment strip. From the photos in the brochures, it looked like a safe and peaceful haven for a couple of single girls seeking a leisurely break.


But when they arrived at the Bounty Hotel in Kuta, the lobby was bursting with noisy budget travellers who had clearly come for the nightlife and glitz that Therese and Bronwyn had hoped to avoid.


On the upside, their twin-share room was spacious and clean, and the hotel’s staff was warm and welcoming. The Bounty was located a short walk from the shops and Kuta Beach and had an enormous outdoor pool boasting an impressive swim-up bar which served a variety of exotic cocktails –their only criteria when they booked.


The overseas getaway for two had originally been planned as a tropical holiday for four. Sadly, Bronwyn’s younger sister, Jess was not able to raise the money in time, and their friend Michelle Larkins had cancelled her booking after securing a new job as a theatre nurse at the University Hospital in Geelong.


‘I’m sorry, girls, but I’m not going to be able to make it this time,’ she told her nursing mates, looking as disappointed  as she sounded.


She made them promise to take lots of photos and have a drink for her in the swim-up bar when they landed.


The friends certainly hit the ground running and their week in Kuta was a whirlwind of early morning starts and even earlier nights as they packed in as much as they could and did everything they had read about in the brochures.


They visited the mountain rainforest, toured the ancient temples and enjoyed an idyllic boat trip to one of the picturesque islands in the Indonesian archipelago. They snorkelled, swam and shopped every day, and had even squeezed in a bus ride to the more upmarket resort of Seminyak, where they had watched the most spectacular sunset over the Indian Ocean.


In between shopping and sightseeing, they topped up their tans beside the  hotel pool, and  finished their days sipping cocktails in their bikinis at the swim-up bar.


But the outstanding highlight of their week in Kuta was the bungy jump that they had talked one another into at the Bounty’s tour desk that morning. 


‘I’ll do it, if you will,’ Bronwyn had taunted Therese, waving the brochure under her friend’s  nose. There was a bar at the bungy jump where they could grab a couple of shots to take the edge off.


To  her own amazement, Therese – who was terrified of heights – had accepted her more adventurous friend’s challenge. But when they reached the resort, the bar was closed, and what had seemed like a good idea when they booked quickly lost its appeal when they saw the height of the jump, which ended in the pool below.


‘I can’t go through with it,’ shuddered Bronwyn, peering up at the towering platform where other adrenaline junkies were already bungy jumping. Therese had also been having second thoughts. But it was their last morning, and she wasn’t about to waste it – or her hard-earned money.


‘Bugger it, Bron – this has cost us a fortune,’ she said, taking a deep breath. ‘We’re here now – let’s do it!’


And with adrenaline pumping through her veins, she took off up the steps, beckoning to her friend to follow. At the top there was no time to change their minds. The attendant pushed Therese off first and Bronwyn followed, screaming her lungs out. They emerged from the water with their hearts racing, relieved and exhilarated.


Later, Bronwyn confessed that if it hadn’t been for her friend’s determination, she would have chickened out.


‘You never fail to amaze me, Taze,’ she said, climbing out of the pool, unaware they had paid for two jumps and were going to have to do it all again.


This time, Bronwyn led the way. 


‘If anything goes wrong, tell everyone I died happy,’ she said, throwing her head back and laughing out loud.


The thrillseekers caught the bus back into Kuta on a high, happy they’d left the best until last.


For while the party was only just getting started for the newly arrived legion of Australians on 12 October 2002, the girls’ week in Kuta was coming to an end.


Saturday was their last day and they were on their way back to their hotel to pack. This time tomorrow they would be in the mountain resort of Ubud, where they had booked themselves into a health spa. As the bus was leaving first thing in the morning, they intended to spend their last afternoon lazing around the hotel. Later, they planned to have a quiet farewell dinner at one of the nearby restaurants ahead of another early night.


But watching the boisterous Aussie ‘army’  converging on Kuta’s ‘glitter strip’ on Saturday at lunchtime had given Bronwyn a better idea.


‘We can’t leave without having a drink and a photo,’ she said. ‘What about we come back to the Sari Club after dinner for a farewell cocktail?’


Therese had  cautiously considered Bronwyn’s  suggestion. They were running out of time, and they still had to pack, she reminded her friend.


Bronwyn shrugged.


‘Awww … come on, Taze,’ she wheedled. ‘It’s only one drink – we don’t have to be late.’


And not wishing to be a spoilsport, Therese reluctantly agreed.


The bus dropped them off outside their hotel in Poppies Lane 2, where they hurried to their room to pack. They had left their hotel in such a rush that morning that the floor was strewn with all the bargains they had bought during the week.


They had carrier bags full of clothes, perfume, CDs and knock-off designer clothes, shoes and handbags – not to mention the toys and games Therese had bought for her children: Alex, aged nine and Katie, seven.


They had hidden a few of the more expensive  items, like jewellery, under the bed, though their money and passports had been securely locked away in one of the hotel’s safety deposit boxes.


Their Aussie dollars had stretched much further than they had ever imagined in this budget retail paradise, and Therese had no idea how they were going to fit everything into their luggage. They agreed to sort it out later.


They spent what was left of Saturday afternoon around the hotel pool and ended their day with a final cocktail in the swim- up bar.


Bronwyn had been in high spirits since the bungy jump and had not noticed that her friend had been unusually quiet since their return from Legian Jalan.


Whether the excitement of their high-octane morning had sapped Therese’s  energy, or the choking humidity had finally got the better of her she wasn’t sure. But on the bus ride along Kuta’s glitter strip she had been overcome by a strange feeling of apprehension – as if she was waiting for something to happen. She was not sure what that ‘something’ was, but it was not a comfortable feeling and she had not been able to shake it.


Therese’s twin brother, Damien, had experienced the same niggling apprehension a year ago, when she first told him about her plans to go to Bali. 


‘Don’t go,’ he panicked, replaying the haunting images of the terrorist attack on the crumbling World Trade Center in New York on September 11 in 2001.


Like the  rest  of  the  world,  Damien  had  watched the destruction unfolding on his TV screen and was shaken by the tragic events.


lf a terrorist organisation like al-Qaeda could attack a world power as mighty as the US, on its own soil, he figured no-one was safe anywhere.


‘I’m not saying you shouldn’t have an overseas holiday,’ said Damien uneasily.  ‘I’m just suggesting you consider somewhere other than Bali.’


But his sister had refused to listen to his gloomy ruminations about the world being a dangerous place. Bali was a million miles away from ‘Ground Zero’, she told him. The only danger she was likely to be in was spending too much in the shops!


‘Don’t worry so much,’ she said dismissively.


What could possibly happen to them in a health spa?


Damien wasn’t sure, but he had left his twin sister’s home in Grovedale, Victoria with an overwhelming sense of foreboding about this holiday.


Therese had not given his concerns another thought, and by the time she left Melbourne on 6 October, the conversation was long forgotten.


The holiday in Kuta had been the low-key escape she had assured Damien it would be, and apart from their sunset trip, they had been tucked up in bed early every night.


Their last night would be no different, promised Bronwyn. They would have an early dinner – and a quick drink and photo at the Sari Club – and be back at their hotel at a reasonable time, ahead of their early check-out the following morning.


Still, it was their last night, and they had decided to get dressed for the occasion. They might as well – there would be no dressing up in Ubud, where they anticipated they would spend most of their time at the spa in bath robes and slippers.


While Bronwyn rummaged through the carrier bags looking for something suitable to wear, Therese slipped into a casual white cotton skirt and a simple purple singlet. Around her wrist she sported the cheery Balinese shell and coconut bracelet she had bought from one of the local street traders, which captured the holiday mood in paradise.


It was still hot and humid when they wandered out of the hotel down Poppies Lane 2 to find the Indonesian seafood restaurant where they had eaten during the week. Bronwyn, a vegetarian, had enjoyed the Asian salad there and planned to have it again.


Over dinner they reflected on the idyllic holiday that had almost been over before it had begun.


‘I can’t believe you didn’t think you would need your passport, you bloody goose,’ said Therese, recalling the oversight that had almost cost them their flight.


Bronwyn laughed. She couldn’t believe that she had been so flaky either and had not realised that Bali was a foreign country with a currency and language of its own.


Fortunately, they had been the first passengers to front up at the Garuda check-in desk that Sunday morning, and had arrived so early, that there had been enough time for Bronwyn to race home to get it. 


A friend had driven out to the airport to pick her up for the round trip to inner city Hawthorn and back, leaving Therese anxiously waiting on the footpath with their luggage.


Therese had watched the car tearing off towards city freeway, hoping Bronwyn would make it in time for the plane. It had been a challenge, on a single parent’s  income, to scrape the money together for this dream holiday and Therese had no contingency funds for another plane ticket if they missed their flight.


But the passport had not been the only thing Bronwyn had overlooked that morning. When they arrived at her unit, she realised she had forgotten her keys too and had had to break in through a window to dig out the passport.


Therese, unaware of the unfolding drama, had spent an anxious hour smoking and pacing the footpath outside the terminal, with one eye on the time and the other on the dwindling queue at the Garuda desk inside.


The first passengers  to  arrive at  the  airport that  Sunday morning became the last to check in, making it to the departure gates just as the last travellers were boarding.


Seven days later, the  holiday that  had  felt doomed  at Melbourne  Airport was now  something they  could  laugh about, though it hadn’t been funny at the time. On the flight over, Therese had dug out the inflight magazine and pointed to Bali on the map.


‘See … it’s not another Australian state,’ she had chuckled. Bali was further away than they’d realised too.


At 10.35pm they settled the bill for their final meal and headed out into the street. 


Although Therese was reluctant to say so, she had wanted to go back to the hotel. She felt uneasy walking down these narrow laneways after dark.


A few nights earlier they had got lost and ended up in a deserted car park where they had been involved in an unsettling encounter with a group of young Indonesian men.


The group were engaged in an animated discussions beside a stationary car that had ended abruptly when they noticed the Australian friends approaching them from the side street.


There were around half a dozen men, and while they had not said anything to the women, they had watched them so intently that it had stopped Therese in her tracks. There was something insidiously ‘off’ about the scene that had made her feel vulnerable and uneasy. She immediately suggested going back to the hotel, though she had not been able to explain why.


On their last night, the same ominous feeling crept over her again.


Her gut was telling her to go back to the hotel, but Bronwyn was on a mission, and Therese had kept her reservations  to herself, because she had not wanted to disappoint her.


‘Come on … just one photo,’ she said, urging Therese to follow.


At  approximately 10.50pm  they  wandered along  Kuta’s nightclub strip, which was even livelier after dark than it had been at lunch time. The place was lit up like fairyland, and the main thoroughfare, like the surrounding laneways and streets, was teeming with pedestrians, taxis, and beaten-up scooters.


They scanned both sides of the street but could not find the Sari Club anywhere. Therese was ready to call it a day when Bronwyn spotted Paddy’s Irish Bar. The pub was heaving with people, and she decided they would have a drink and a photo there instead – unaware the club they had been searching for was a few metres away, on the opposite side of the road.


The friends followed the sound of pounding techno music into the pub, which had nothing remotely Irish about it apart from the green T-shirts the bar staff were wearing. The place was packed with backpackers and young holidaymakers who were gearing up for another big night on the town. From the accents around them, they could see that the Aussies were out in force tonight.


They made their way to the bar and joined the queue of tourists who were waiting to be served. The music continued to blast across the dance floor and the party was just getting started.


Trying not to spill their tropical pineapple cocktails, the two friends made their way through the crowd towards the back of the pub where young suntanned men and girls in skimpy outfits were dancing under the flashing laser lights.


Groups of tourists milled around the edges of the room trying to make themselves heard over the noise. Smoke was pumping from a machine behind them, and everywhere, happy, relaxed holidaymakers  were laughing and drinking. The atmosphere was infectious, and Therese could see why the place was such a popular nightclub haunt among the foreign visitors.


The friends had just wandered onto the dance floor when a handful of young Australian guys burst into the pub carrying ironing boards under their arms. The larrikins were staying at a nearby hotel and cut a comical sight with their impromptu ‘surfboards’. The group’s high jinks sent a ripple of laughter around the crowd, who cheered as they made their way to the bar and ordered a round of drinks. 


Therese suspected the jokers were on a footy trip and had probably borrowed their ‘surfboards’ from their hotel rooms. By now Eminem was booming across the bar and a few of the larrikins had abandoned their surfboards to join the girls on the dance floor.


At 11.08pm, Therese left Bronwyn dancing with the ironing board ‘surfies’ and made her way back towards the bar to grab two last drinks.


As she reached the bar, she was vaguely aware of an Indonesian man walking purposefully behind her in the direction of the dance floor.


And in a single shattering split second everything stopped – and the world fell eerily silent and still.


From  somewhere outside her  own  body,  Therese felt  a powerful, invisible force propelling her through the air into an impenetrable void of darkness.


And thousands of miles away, watching a violent thunderstorm sweeping across the skies over Melbourne, her twin brother, Damien, felt it too.


And he knew. 




Chapter 2


COUNT DOWN TO  TERROR


While Therese and  Bronwyn were finishing their evening meal on their last night in Kuta, Australian soldier Rodney Cocks was making his way towards 

  Paddy’s Irish Bar to join his army mates for happy hour drinks.


Saturday night had also been Cocks’ final night in Bali, and he intended to end his 10-day holiday the way he had started it – with another big night out on the town.


For the past five months, Cocks, 26 had been stationed in East Timor as part of the multinational UN peacekeeping forces posted there to quell militia violence against the East Timorese people, who had recently achieved their independence from Indonesia – one of the biggest Islamic states in the world.


In May 2002, more than 450 members of the Australian and  New  Zealand  Defence Forces had  joined  the  UN’s Mission of Support in East Timor (UNMSET) to assist the fledgling nation of Timor-Leste during the handover to its new authorities.


In recent weeks, Cocks, a captain, had been dispatched to patrol the mountainous border of East Timor in response to intelligence reports that three members of an extreme Islamic fundamentalist terrorist group had illegally  entered the new independent nation. The authorities believed the trio were on a reconnaissance mission to identify targets for a possible attack on the UN peacekeeping forces and Australian assets, including the Australian Embassy in Dili.


At the time, several fundamentalist groups were believed to be covertly operating across Southeast  Asia and had been under close surveillance by the US Government and its Western allies. One of them was the violent militant network Jemaah Islamiyah (JL). The group was suspected of having an affiliation with al- Qaeda, the terrorist organisation responsible for the devastating attacks on the US mainland the previous September.


New intelligence in September 2002 had revealed that the group might be planning another terrorist attack to mark the first anniversary of the strike on the twin towers of the World Trade Centre in New York and the botched plot to crash a hijacked commercial airline into the Pentagon.


The threat of a possible terrorist attack in East Timor had prompted the Australian Department of Foreign Affairs  and Trade (DFAT) to issue a warning the day before the anniversary, advising its citizens to avoid all travel to Aceh West Timor, West Maluku and Maluku. The warning had not extended to Bali or other parts of Indonesia, where tourist services continued to operate normally. 


In  East Timor,  the grim anniversary had passed without incident, though the intelligence had been partly correct. A terrorist strike had been planned for 9 September – but Jemaah Islamiyah had their sights set on a different location.


In early 2002, covert operatives from the terrorist cell had been called to a secret meeting at a hotel in southern Thailand to discuss a plan that would unleash mass destruction on innocent Western civilians. Attending the talks was the terrorist organisation’s military figurehead – Riduan Isamuddin – also known as ‘Hambali’, who was believed to be the main contact in Southeast  Asia for Osama Bin Laden’s feared al-Qaeda terrorist network.


With Bin Laden now in hiding following the devastating terrorist attacks on the US the previous September, the extremists had been called together to hear about a new strategy to strike ‘soft’ civilian targets like bars and nightclubs instead of the usual political targets such as foreign consulates and embassies.


As the hunt for Bin Laden – the mastermind behind the 9/11 attacks – intensified, the terrorist cell had declared a jihad, or holy war, in retaliation for the US ‘war on terror’ in Afghanistan and Australia’s involvement in East Timor.


Striking ‘softer’ civilian targets frequented by Western civilians outside their US homeland would inflict a new kind of suffering and claim more casualties. It would also send a chilling message to the US Government and its Western allies that the jihadis were only just beginning.


By August 2002, the peaceful Indonesian island of Bali was on Jemaah Islamiyah’s radar.


The plot to attack Bali had first been unveiled at another secret meeting in Solo, Central Java. At the meeting, the terrorist cell’s ‘field commander’, Imam Samudra, identified the island as a popular destination for US and Australian citizens. He was partly right. Bali was certainly a popular destination for Australians.


While Cocks was patrolling the border of East Timor, one of the militants, an Islamic teacher called Ali Ghufron – also known as ‘Mukhlas’ – had begun to identify possible targets for the attack.


Mukhlas had already secured the finance for the bomb plot from his al-Qaeda network in Afghanistan and had enlisted two of his younger brothers, Ali Imron and Amrozi bin Haji Nurhasyim – known as Amrozi – to play key roles in the terrorist strike.


On the orders of Hambali, the attack on Bali was scheduled to take place on 11 September to mark the first anniversary of al-Qaeda’s attacks on the US. The attack had claimed the lives of 3000 innocent civilians and injured 6000 more. It was the biggest loss of American lives since World War II.


The new strike would unleash more suffering and send the message to the US and its allies that the holy war was far from over. But the bombs had not been ready in time for the anniversary and JL was forced to postpone the attacks until October.


Although DFAT’s warning on 10 September about the risks of a potential terrorist attack in Southeast Asia had not specifically included Bali, the Australian Government had warned citizens travelling to Indonesia to remain vigilant about possible terrorism activity in the region.


On  26  September, the  United  States Federal Bureau of Investigation had also issued a warning to American citizens and other Westerners travelling to Indonesia, advising them to avoid crowded tourist hotspots – particularly places like bars and restaurants which were known to be frequented by Western visitors.


Indonesia’s bloody history of terrorist attacks had given the authorities every reason to be nervous. In the past decade alone there had been a string of bombings by the various arms of known terrorist groups operating in Southeast Asia. These had included strikes on a mosque, a major shopping centre in Central Jakarta, and a car bomb in the basement of the Jakarta Stock Exchange which had triggered a chain of explosions in which multiple cars were set on fire. Most of those who were killed were drivers who were waiting by their employers’ cars.


In May 2000, Christian militants had stormed the Walisongo school in Central Sulewesi, sparking a two-day massacre during which  the  militants  reportedly raped  and  slaughtered 165 villagers using guns and machetes.


Three months later, a bomb was detonated  by another terrorist group in Jakarta outside the official residence of the Philippine Ambassador to Indonesia. Two people had died and another 22 were injured in the attacks.


The bloody millennium bombing campaign concluded on Christmas Eve 2000 with a large-scale coordinated attack by al-Qaeda and JL on churches in eight different locations across Indonesia that left 18 people dead and injured many more.


Despite this reign of terror, no alarm bells had been specifically raised in relation to Bali, and in October 2002, thousands of tourists had flocked to the island for the peak holiday season. Many  of  the  holidaymakers, like  Therese Fox,  Bronwyn Cartwright and ADF soldier Rodney Cocks, were Australians. 


Cocks had flown into Bali on 2 October from East Timor on 10 days leave. He had booked a ground floor room at a budget hotel in Kuta with three of his army mates, who had arrived on an earlier flight and were waiting for him by the pool.


The Masa Inn was full of young backpackers, budget travellers and other ADF personnel from East Timor who were making the most of their annual leave. After his tense few weeks as an observer on East Timor’s mountainous border, Cocks was ready for some downtime and a chance to party.


The army lads’ holiday had quickly fallen into a routine of sleeping in late, followed by a spot of surfing and parasailing, or lounging around the hotel’s pool


At 8pm  the  soldiers gathered for  dinner  at  one  of  the restaurants near their hotel on Poppies Lane 1, and by 10pm had commandeered the long wooden bench in front of the bar at Paddy’s for the happy hour that appeared to last all night.


Over the past 10 days Cocks, and his mates Nick, ‘Cisco’ and Mike had become familiar faces at Paddy’s,  where they knocked back Bintang Beers or bad locally brewed Germany lager and socialised with the Aussie footy players and the pretty foreign tourists. At midnight each night they found their way across the road to the Sari Club, where the party continued until well after dawn.


At 6am, as the staff at the Masa Inn were clocking on for their morning shift, the army rascals were staggering into their rooms to sleep off their boozy all-nighter so they could do it all again the following evening.


While Cocks and his mates were checking out the bikini girls around their hotel pool, and Therese and Bronwyn were checking out the bargains in the shops, the terrorists had arrived in Bali and were finalising plans for the chilling bomb attack that was set to take place at the end of the week.


They had come prepared. In early September Amrozi and another Islamic extremist called Idris had purchased a 1983 Mitsubishi L300 van from a trader in East Java.


Amrozi, a mechanic, had then driven the van to his home in the small East Javanese village of Teggulum where he stripped out the seats and air conditioning unit, and ground off the engine’s chassis number. Afterwards, he installed a false floor in the back of the van, strong enough to fix a bomb to it.


On 18 September Amrozi visited a chemical shop in Surubaya where he bought a tonne of chemicals which would be mixed by the cell’s bomb makers into a deadly bomb that was to be fitted into the back of the van.


In late September Samudra and Amrozi’s younger brother, Ali  Imron  aged  22,  travelled to  Bali to  conduct  covert surveillance on locations frequented by foreign holidaymakers. In  Kuta’s  Legian Road  they  quietly observed the  tourists coming and  going from the  various pubs and  restaurants. Samudra determined that Paddy’s Irish Bar and the Sari Club were particularly popular among Western visitors and would be ideal targets for the suicide bombings.


The day before Therese and Bronwyn arrived in Kuta, Samudra texted Amrozi informing him that the chemicals for the bombs had arrived in Bali and instructing him to take the Mitsubishi van from East Java to Denpasar with Ali Imron and other members of the terrorist cell. The group arrived in Denpasar on Monday 6 October to find Samudra waiting at their hotel. 


While the Australian friends were sight-seeing, the terrorists had been finalising their plans with JL’s bomb makers - Malaysian- born Dr Azahari bin Husin and ‘Dulmatin’ – also known as Abdul Matin – who was a senior Indonesian figurehead known in the militant organisation  as ‘the genius.’


In the coming days, Samudra was introduced to the two young suicide bombers who were ready to deliver the terrorist organisation’s grim message to the Western world and sacrifice their lives in the jihad.


During his discussions with the bombers, Samudra instructed that a third bomb was to be planted outside the US Consulate in Denpasar. The three bombs were to explode simultaneously, leaving the authorities in no doubt that the nightclub bombings were part of a broader message to the US about its war on terror in Afghanistan.


Two days before the bombings, Amrozi, Ali Imron and Idris wandered into a motorcycle dealership where they purchased a new Yamaha motorcycle to use in the bomb attack outside the US Consulate. While other members of the terrorist cell returned home to provide themselves with alibis for the night of the bombings, Samudra, Ali Imron and Idris remained in Bali with the suicide bombers ready to activate the heinous plot.


On  Friday 11 October, Imron ran through the plan one last time and showed the suicide bombers how to detonate the switches on their respective bombs. He would be responsible for exploding the third device outside the US Consulate.


On  Saturday night as the army lads were gearing up  to celebrate ‘Cocksy’s’ last night in Bali, Ali Imron rode the new Yamaha motorcycle 12kms into Denpasar. There he planted a small bomb packed with human faeces outside the US Consulate. The 5kgm bomb bore a device which would enable the terrorists to activate it remotely by one of their mobile phones.


Imron then rode the motorbike to a rental house in Denpasar where the van and the suicide bombers were waiting.


The vehicle had been carefully fitted with a larger, deadlier 2250-pound bomb, comprising 12 plastic filing cabinets loaded with explosives. Each contained potassium chlorate, aluminium powder and a sulphur mixture with a TNT  booster that was connected by 150 metres of PETN-filled detonating cord.


Ninety-four RDX electronic detonators were fitted to the TNT.  The lethal combination of explosives and chemicals was designed to create a powerful high-temperature  blast similar to the destruction caused by a thermobaric explosion.


Idris then rode the motorbike back to Kuta while Ali Imron followed in the van with the two suicide bombers in the back.


It was a typically busy Saturday night in Legian Jalan and the streets were teeming with people. The taxis were working around the clock as they made the dash in and out of the entertainment precinct, dropping off passengers at one of the assorted pubs and restaurants along the glitter strip.


Amidst the procession of taxis, mopeds, honking horns and spruikers peddling their wares, nobody noticed the unremarkable white Mitsubishi van cruising along the main drag. At 10.55 pm, the driver pulled over on the side of Legian Road a short distance from the Sari Club, which at that time on a Saturday night was bursting with people.


Across the street, the Sari Club was buzzing inside and out. Its outside beer garden with its thatch-roofed  structures was full of tourists and the loud techno music coming from the dance floor had attracted a steady stream of young holidaymakers into the club to party.


On both sides of the road, unsuspecting pedestrians milled innocently around the stationary white van, unaware that inside the vehicle, the countdown to terror had begun.


While people continued innocently past into Paddy’s  and the Sari, one of the bombers had slipped on a customised vest filled with deadly explosives. Ali Imron then instructed the other terrorist – a man called Jimi who could barely drive – to arm the more powerful car bomb.


Across the road at Paddy’s Irish Bar, Therese and Bronwyn were on the dance floor. On the bench in front of the bar, Cocks’ buddies had just ordered another round of drinks to toast his last night in Bali.


Cocks was late joining his mates that night because of some last-minute internet banking. He was leaving Dili first thing in the morning and had packed his bags and settled his bill in advance. He intended to swing past his hotel to collect his things early in the morning, after his final all-nighter at the Sari Club.


From the Masa Inn, he would get a cab straight to Denpasar Airport and catch up on some sleep on the two-hour flight back to East Timor before he resumed his peacekeeping duties.


His mates, who were staying on for another week, had headed off to Paddy’s without him, while he wandered up to the other Poppies Lane to the Bounty hotel’s internet café to sort out his online banking. But the hotel internet connection was playing up, and not wanting to waste precious time on his last night in Kuta, he had decided to join his friends for a quick beer and come back again later before he’d  had too much to drink.


Cocks had found the army lads on their usual seat in front of the bar with a couple of English girls they had met at the Sari Club during the week. The place was packed that Saturday night, and he had chatted with some of the Aussie footy players who were on their end of season trips.


Among the crowd at the bar was AFL football star, Jason McCartney, who was enjoying a drink with his North Melbourne team-mate Mick Martyn.


After his big week of all-night partying, Cocks was struggling to finish his beer and his friend Mike had remarked on it.


‘It’s your last night, mate – you gotta go out with a bang!’ said the strapping Kiwi, slapping him on the back.


Minutes later, Cocks left the group and wandered past the dance floor to check out the beer garden. When he returned, Mike was getting another round of drinks. Cocks gestured to him that he was off to sort out his internet banking. If he was quick he would be back in time for the next round before they went over the road to the Sari Club to continue the party. When he left the bar, Therese and Bronwyn were dancing with the surfboard jokers behind them.


At 11.05pm, as Cocks made his way out of the door, into the street, the suicide bomber was crossing the road towards Paddy’s, strapped into his lethal explosive vest. In the van up the street, his associate turned on the ignition and slowly drove the vehicle with its deadly cargo down Legian Road and parked it outside the Sari Club. 


Their terrorist associate, Ali Imron, watched them go before disappearing into the crowds for his motorbike ride back to Denpasar, where the third bomb was waiting to be detonated outside the US Consulate.


Inside Paddy’s,  Therese had just left Bronwyn dancing to Eminem. She was on her way to order two last drinks when the suicide bomber entered the pub.


As she approached the bar where the soldiers sat, she caught a fleeting glimpse of the Indonesian man walking slowly behind her towards the dance floor.


And in a single horrifying split second, the bomb went off. And everything stopped.


From outside her body, Therese felt herself hurtling towards the  ceiling. She sluggishly  wondered whether the  shadowy figure behind her had been one of the ‘ironing board surfies’ who had crept up behind her and thrown her into the air for a joke. She was wrong.


The intense heat generated by the massive explosion had ignited the alcohol behind the bar, turning it into a powerful fireball that had sent dozens of bystanders flying across the room.


During the sudden impact, the force of the blast propelled Therese into the ceiling, her head slamming against a beam in the collapsing roof, knocking her unconscious.


While she lay lifelessly among the burning debris, injured people were beginning to pull themselves from the rubble, their shock giving way to mass panic.


Among them were the two North  Melbourne footballers, Cocks’  army friends and the two British girls who had been sitting with them. 


From 30 metres along the street, the sound of the explosion had stopped Cocks in his tracks. When he turned to see what the noise was about, he was stunned to see clouds of smoke and giant flames leaping from Paddy’s. The force of the impact had knocked the power out and plunged the street into darkness.


Suspecting a gas bottle may have exploded inside the pub, Cocks raced back towards the bar to look for his friends. But as he ran, there was a deafening noise and a blinding flash as the second, larger car bomb went off outside the Sari Club.


The force of the  impact threw him  backwards onto  the footpath, knocking him  out.  When  he came around a few seconds later, he could see that the club where he and his mates had partied every night was ablaze, and screaming people were trying to escape from the flames.


The grass-roofed huts in the Sari Club’s beer garden, which moments earlier had been packed with tourists, were also on fire and in the darkness, burning people were running for their lives.


On both sides of the street, shocked observers raced towards the flaming nightspots to help the casualties and rescue the survivors who were screaming for help inside.


Just a year earlier, the seasoned soldier had completed the army’s demolition and mine warfare course, so he was familiar with the sound and smell of explosives. From the terrifying scenes around him, he was convinced he was looking at a bomb attack.


Like Paddy’s Irish Bar, the Sari Club was a raging inferno, with flames as high as 50 feet leaping from the carnage. Everywhere, screaming people fled the destruction, many of them on fire or critically injured by shrapnel, flying glass and debris. Nobody knew what had hit them. 


In  20  chilling seconds, the  two  simultaneous, carefully orchestrated terrorist strikes had transformed Kuta’s  formerly vibrant  entertainment  strip  into  a  scene from  a  terrifying apocalyptic movie. Cocks had no doubt that there would be many fatalities from this horrific tragedy.


In the smouldering wreckage of Paddy’s, Therese’s eyes weakly fluttered open, struggling to comprehend the horror unfolding around her.


She felt hopelessly disorientated and disconnected, yet vaguely present. Amidst the chaos, she could feel herself floating out of her body, her mind quietly disengaging from the devastation in the bar.


Through her shock, Therese registered the intense heat of the floor tiles against her back. When she looked up, she could see a gaping hole in the roof where the ceiling had been and molten debris and hot embers raining down on her. Through the hole, the blackest sky peered sorrowfully down on the carnage, willing her to move, urging her to get out.


The extent of the destruction emerged in slow motion. It appeared before her eyes one horrific image at a time, like a surreal and hideous movie slideshow. The images appeared bloody and blurred at first – clouded by falling ash and choking smoke. But they grew sharper and clearer as they slowly came into focus and a more confronting and terrifying scene began to emerge.


Therese stared blankly out  across the  darkness, her  eyes struggling to take in the charred and broken bodies trapped among the burning rubble.


All around her people were hauling themselves out of the burning wreckage. Others lay trapped where they had fallen,  beside the living dead whose contorted mouths uttered muffled screams she could not hear.


In the force of the blast, Therese’s  eardrums had burst and she could hear little more beyond the faint repetitive popping of exploding bottles of alcohol, which had been launched across the bar like deadly missiles during the impact.


From her prone position on the ground, she was suddenly aware of the giant flames leaping from across the bar and racing over her body. The terrifying realisation dragged her back into the moment and a raw primal survival instinct immediately kicked in.


Mustering all the strength she had, she rolled weakly over on the hot tiles, trying to extinguish the flames her body was too shocked to feel. The air around her was incredibly  hot and her eyes and throat were burning.


Somehow in her shocked state, she recalled the fire safety lessons her  children had  learnt  at  their  primary school in Grovedale when a visiting fire officer from the local brigade told them what they should do if their house ever caught fire.


Drop.  Stay low. Close your eyes and mouth. And get out!


Closing her eyes and her scorched lips, Therese shakily began to crawl across the debris on all fours, unaware that her skin was still burning and that her long brown shoulder-length hair was alight.


On  autopilot, she negotiated her way through the rubble towards the street, where the agonised screams of the injured and dying filled the air on Bali’s darkest night.


Outside, the strip, which only 15 minutes earlier had sparkled like fairyland, now smouldered under a blanket of fire and smoke. 


Therese crawled into a nearby doorway and rolled in the dirt to extinguish the remaining flames. Slumped in an upright position with her back against the wall, she numbly observed the mayhem.


Everywhere, people with smoke-covered faces were attempting to help the injured. One of them was Jason McCartney, who had managed to flee into the street with his friend, but returned to the blazing building to help other injured people


Another was a young Victorian called Natalie Goold, 24, who had hauled herself out of the rubble and escaped into the street. Realising her girlfriend was missing, she had dashed back into the flames and had dug her out from under the smoking rubble with her bare hands and dragged her out to safety.


Goold’s friend was fellow Victorian  Nicole McLean, also 24, whose right arm had been crushed in the blast and was in deep shock. The quick-thinking Goold had begged two men in the street to give her their shirts, which she turned into tourniquets and bound around her screaming friend’s injured arm. One of the men helped her to carry the injured woman 50 metres to a nearby ute whose driver was ferrying the injured to hospital.


Up and down the street, bleeding tourists screamed out the names of missing friends and relatives. Others, injured by flying shrapnel, sat on ash-covered footpaths covered in soot and blood, howling in agony. Many wandered the streets lost and confused, or mute with shock. Mangled cars, many of them still on fire with passengers trapped inside, lay upended in the road. Nobody was sure what had happened.


Watching from the doorway, Therese felt strangely comforted. From the darkness, a surreal sense of peace had descended on her and gently wrapped itself around her like a warm, comforting doona. Out of the chaos, a soft white light crept slowly towards her, growing bigger and brighter as it approached the doorway.


‘Come closer,’ it whispered. ‘It’s OK – you can leave now.’


From the centre of the light, the pale faces of Therese’s children appeared, peering out at her from the brightness like frightened little ghosts.


‘Please don’t leave us, Mum,’ they croaked.


The sound of their voices hauled Therese back to reality and the light shrank away, leaving her alone and injured in the dark. Over the confusion, a strangled voice cried out for help. The voice belonged to her.


From the street the tall silhouette of a man emerged from the smoke. The stranger was Cocks’ English army mate ‘Big Nick’, a strapping soldier from Liverpool UK, who was part of the UN peacekeeping forces in East Timor.


Nick had pulled himself from the debris and had discovered the place was on fire. He had called out his friends’ names and was relieved to find them covered in soot but alive.


Amidst the confusion and panic, they had observed their Kiwi friend Mike running across the road towards the Sari Club. Everywhere had been so chaotic in Paddy’s that they had not heard the second bomb exploding across the road. They had been focussed on finding the English girls and getting them out of the blazing building.


Cocks’ mates had found the two friends among the debris. One had suffered shrapnel wounds to her legs, the other had more serious injuries and had suffered severe burns to her body. They were covered with soot and blood and were crying. 


Unaware of their own injuries, the soldiers had limped away from the carnage, pulling the girls along with them.


The scenes in the street were even more harrowing,  as injured casualties from both explosions fled screaming into Legian Road, which was now in complete darkness.


The force of the two explosions was so powerful that it had destroyed nearby commercial businesses and homes and shattered the windows in neighbouring hotels, bringing staff and guests outside to find out what had happened.


One French tourist, who had only arrived in Kuta that day, was convinced there had been a plane crash. Others thought it had been a gas explosion. Bodies and severed limbs lay scattered across the roofs of neighbouring restaurants and the remaining shops that were still standing. Many of the properties were now unstable. The blasts were heard and felt by people more than 2 kilometres away.


By now,  the  destruction had  cut  off the  power to  the surrounding streets and laneways, and droves of panicking locals joined the exodus of panicking tourists making their way down to Kuta Beach.


From the smoke, the injured soldiers had heard a woman’s voice crying out for help. Nick had followed the anguished cries to a nearby doorway, where he had found Therese slumped against a wall, her eyes wide with shock.


Kneeling beside her, Nick silently studied the extensive burns covering her body and knew it was bad. Every scrap of clothing had been scorched from her body apart from her cotton underpants, and bra which were as black as charcoal. Without saying a word, he took off his T-shirt and handed it to her. Therese weakly held it in front of her body, too shocked to appreciate how critically injured she was.


‘We’ve got to get out of here,’ he told her gently. ‘It’s not safe!’


But Therese was too weak to answer.


‘You’re coming with me,’ said the burly soldier, lifting her into his arms and carrying her back to his friends.


Thirty metres away up the road, Rodney Cocks brushed the splinters of shattered glass from his body and checked himself for injuries. To his relief, he had suffered a few minor cuts and scrapes, though the muffled sounds around him told him his eardrums had probably burst during the deafening blast.


His shock had begun to wear off and adrenaline had kicked in. Where the hell were his mates?


He had begun to run towards Paddy’s  when he saw Nick’s bulky frame limping out of the smoke towards him with Cisco, and the British girls.


Nick had blood streaming down his face from a shrapnel wound to his forehead and had suffered an injury to his foot. When Cocks looked closely, he could see that the bone in his mate’s big toe was exposed and part of it was missing. Cisco also had a wound to his head and had been badly burnt too, and both of the girls were injured.


‘Where’s Mike?’ asked Cocks, suddenly aware that his Kiwi mate was missing. His friends explained they had last seen him racing across the street towards the Sari Club.


Rodney Cocks’  heart sunk. He  had  witnessed the  more powerful blast outside the Sari Club and had no doubt there would be many fatalities from the explosion. He hoped to God that Mike had not been in it. 


It was a few seconds before Cocks had registered the injured woman lying limply in his friend’s arms. She was naked except for her blackened undies and was holding a T-shirt over her breasts.


Nick set Therese down on  the road, where she wobbled unsteadily on her feet. Cocks was shocked by her horrific burns and suspected she was about to pass out.


‘My name’s Rodney, what’s your name?’ he asked her, calmly introducing himself and telling her he was from Melbourne.


She made no reply.


The stench of her burnt flesh made the seasoned soldier dry retch.


‘What’s your name?’ he ventured again, struggling to compose himself.


‘Therese,’ she answered weakly.


Her entire face was black, and her eyes were wide with shock. Cocks could see that her skin was falling off and suspected she was about to die.


‘Where’s my friend Bronwyn?’  she asked, looking vaguely around her.


Cocks scanned the flames and chaos at Paddy’s Bar, thinking the worst.


‘Come on, let’s get out of here,’ he shouted, over the noise.


He led the group away from Legian Jalan, pushing a path through the procession of locals who were sprinting past them in the opposite direction to see the destruction for themselves.


Around them, groups of Balinese  people gathered on the footpath, gaping in disbelief as the soldier led the injured group back towards his hotel two blocks away. 


By now, his mates had noticed the giant flames leaping from the Sari Club and had guessed that this had been a terrorist attack. Two simultaneous explosions within a matter of seconds was neither an accident nor a coincidence, they concluded. The powerful explosion at the Sari Club had been a secondary blast designed to target the first responders who had rushed to help the survivors of the initial attack on Paddy’s Irish Bar. The secondary bomb is generally a larger, more powerful explosive than the first, aimed at inflicting maximum suffering on those fortunate enough to have survived the first strike and the people who are trying to help them. This was a tactic commonly used by the IRA during the troubles in Northern Ireland.


Given the  brief time  lapse between the  two  explosions, the soldiers wondered if the secondary bomb had exploded prematurely. If it had gone off 10 minutes later, more survivors may have sought refuge at the Sari Club and the bomb would have claimed more lives.


An hour later, Cocks and his friends would have been in the Sari Club partying and might not have survived at all! He was afraid this is what had happened to Mike.


The irony of a terrorist attack on the tourist island of Bali was not lost on the experienced soldier. After patrolling the border of East Timor on the look-out for terrorist activity, he had not expected to be fleeing a new ‘ground zero’ on his holiday in Kuta.


Cocks continued to lead his friends away from the danger zone, offering words of gentle encouragement to Therese, who limped compliantly beside him. Her  feet were hurting, and through her shock, she wondered why he didn’t just sweep her up in his arms and spare her this agonising ordeal. 


But her skin was already oozing blood and her burns were so severe that her skin was falling off. Cocks was too afraid to touch her.


He could see that her condition was deteriorating  and when she stumbled over the stormwater grates in the darkness he stopped and lifted her over them. As he placed her down again, chunks of her charred skin clung to his shirt.


‘Please don’t let me die,’ she begged.


Cocks held his breath.


‘Stay with me, Therese,’ he yelled, pushing her the last 500 metres back towards his hotel.


It was 11.25pm when they reached the Masa Inn, where a crowd had begun to gather outside.


By a miracle, Therese had hobbled 1.5 kilometres with the most shocking burns Cocks had ever seen. He was amazed she was still standing and was desperate to get her to the nearest hospital, though he thought it would be a miracle if she survived long enough to make it there.


Less than 30 minutes ago, Mike had slapped him on the back and told him he needed to end his holiday with a bang.


Now his mate was missing, and his innocent remark had taken on a whole new meaning. 




Chapter 3


OVER WHELMED 


At around the time that the suicide bombers were making their way into  Paddy’s, two blocks away, Australian teachers Rada van der Werff and Cath  Byrne were

  settling into bed on the first night of their holiday in Bali.


It was less than three hours since Cath had arrived in Kuta to join her long-time  friend Rada, who was waiting for her at the Masa Inn, where Cocks and his defence force colleagues were staying.


Like Therese and Bronwyn, they had come to Bali for a relaxing holiday and had also planned to start their getaway with a few days shopping and sightseeing in Kuta.


Cath had also booked them into a health resort in Ubud to do yoga and indulge in the sort of therapeutic pampering the nurses had planned for the final week of their holiday.


It had not been the holiday that Rada had initially had in mind, but she was looking forward to it.


In 2001, Rada had given up the job she loved as a special needs primary school teacher on Queensland’s Sunshine Coast and was planning to travel to Afghanistan with her Afghan friend, Mahboba Rawi, who had been raising money in Sydney for orphans in her former homeland.


The women had met after Rada saw a story about Rawi’s charity – Mahboba’s Promise – on the ABC’s  7.30 Report. She was so inspired by the philanthropist’s work that she had called the network for her contact details.


The two had met in Sydney and had forged an instant bond that extended beyond a mutual desire to help refugee children. Both women had lost their sons in freak accidents. Rawi had been mourning the death of her six-year-old son, Arash, who had drowned after being swept away to sea with other six other relatives and friends during a visit to the Kiama Blowhole, south of Sydney, in 1992.


Rada had also lost her only son, Matthew, 24, in an accident in June 2001 after a mine collapsed in Tasmania.


The tragic accident had taken a heavy toll on Rada, who had given up the job she loved after being diagnosed with post-traumatic stress. She had been embroiled in  a legal battle  with  the  mining  company whose negligence she believed had caused the mine collapse, burying her son - a mining engineer - and another young colleague under 300 tons of rock.


Rada’s  family had been horrified when she mentioned her plans to  visit orphanages in  Afghanistan to  observe Rawi’s charitable work in action. They had urged her not to go, saying it was far too dangerous.


Since the terrorist attacks on the US in 2001, the US had escalated its war on terror and had drafted more troops into Rawi’s native homeland. It had also stepped up the hunt to find al-Qaeda figurehead Osama Bin Laden – now the world’s most wanted fugitive.


Rada had reluctantly abandoned her plans to go to Afghanistan. She had shared her disappointment about the aborted trip with her good friend Cath, who was teaching at an international school in Brunei.


Aware that Rada had been struggling with the death of her son, 35-year-old Cath had suggested they go to Bali for a relaxing holiday instead.
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