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Executive Summary
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Human Shields is the story of an against-all-
odds overland pilgrimage that directly
» Iimpacted the lives of hundreds of Human Shields is a radically honest and
LT le R I M= ETe [ o [o ETe INNVIIETi e [EINVETTo M relentlessly optimistic reflection on the enduring
VIRVl N CIVA o=l lo Rl el Wi CRIgN (R elo sl IsROl power of non-violence to resolve seemingly
the 2003 invasion of Iraqg. intractable conflict.
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told by it's chief protagonists in a engaging adventure in times of unprecedented challenge
narrative style which is part travelogue, part ahead of critical election cycles in UK
biography and part testimony.

Supported by an accessible digital platform
for multi-perspective storytelling,
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Executive Summary - Project Deliverables

‘ What Human Shields will deliver:
\ ¢
41 1. A beautifully illustrated non-fiction book, written by Joe the Bus Driver.
2. An original screenplay, based on the true story of Human Shields. An occasionally
dark, often slapstick British comedy in the style of Four Lions, with a deeply moving
subplot: that small groups of committed, everyday individuals can change the world.
3. An accessible digital platform that comprehensively documents the Human Shields
direct action of 2003 as narrated by chief protagonists and noteworthy commentators,

including:
e [he project’s inspiration, i

e |t's conception,
e |t's execution
e and it's legacy.
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Introduction

Human Shields brings forward new evidence in * The backstory of the 2003 invasion of Iraq. The
support of an ancient truth; that small groups of under-told story and reflections on popular

determined people can change the course of history. resistance to ongoing resource wars in the Middle
East.

Human Shields exposes the remarkable truth of a

brilliantly conceived and comically executed * A simple plan for an audacious direct action.
contemporary political action: a 3,000 mile The mass migration of Westerners into lraqg to
multicultural, interfaith, overland pilgrimage of peace protect civilian infrastructures and save hundreds
from London to Baghdad. of thousands of lives.

It is a story of conflict resolution and resourcefulness, * In-depth character biographies and anecdotes
and is a powerful exemplar of the kind of storytelling by from over 3,000 miles of breakdowns and

which we might pause to reflect on a rich and diverse breakthroughs.

legacy of non-violence in the political process. e ‘\z:/
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Introduction - Three Important Things To Convey

1. This matters: 3. It's already happening:
Millions of ordinary people’s lives have In 2003 Human Shields did exactly

been taken or disrupted by conflict in the this. Their actions saved lives and
Middle East. directly impacted upon the lives of

many hundreds of thousands of
Baghdadi civilians. This is their story.

2. We're the people to fix it:

Everyday people like you and | can o®iche
make a difference, whether by taking front : =Y L
line action or by effective storytelling. e

Together, activists of all backgrounds can
nurture the courage and conviction that a
better world is possible.



Proposal
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An ‘interruption hook:’ To start a conversation.

1. Non-violence is an effective form of
political activism which breeds long-term
reconciliation by listening with compassion
and responding with clarity and courage.

2. Awareness of our power as autonomous
political actors in a hyper-connected modern
world can bring renewed creativity and
character to the political process during a
period where mass disengagement is our
greatest challenge.
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Human Shields is one such story. By
sharing our experiences with radical
honesty and extrapolating the action
learning within, we hope our more than
human testimony can inspire new
generations of Human Shields to stand up
for what they believe in (whatever this may
be), and furthermore, to communicate their
own unique stories with courage and
compassion.




Proposal - Continued
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* A beautifully illustrated non-fiction book of
thirteen chapters and approximately 80,000 words.

* To be released following the Chilcot Report on
the legality of the 2003 invasion, scheduled for
publication in late 2016.

* A unique perspective on the Irag War as told by
Joe the Peace Bus Driver from Shaftesbury, Dorset,
who led 200 Human Shields into Baghdad on the
initiative of others. How the Lord moves in
mysterious of ways, unequivocally revealing his
hand in Joe’s life during his very own ‘Road to
Damascus’ conversion.

* To be marketed as travelogue, biography and
testimony to three distinct target audiences, to
which the author has exceptional access.

e Supported by a digital platform sharing an
abundance of original, multi-perspective
source material, complementing Joe’s
narrative.

* Further potential for adaptation for the
screen. We envisage an often dark,
occasionally slapstick British comedy in the
style of Billy Elliot or Four Lions, with broad
appeal but particular relevance to anyone with
personal experience of the rich and diverse
history of non-violent direct action or who has
lived or worked in the Middle East.




HUMAN SHIELDS SAY NO TO WAR ON IRAQ

Joe Letts filled his two Routemaster double-decker buses with volunteers and
drove from London to Baghdad to protest against the brutal, unjust US war against
Iraq. Their epic journey ended with a classic peace action against imperialist
‘shock and awe’ terror tactics.

Humanshields who travelled to Iraq defiantly protected two of Baghdad’s power
stations, a water treatment works, food silo complex, telecommunications tower and
refinery by moving in with workers to shield the sites, thereby challenging the US
invasion, occupation and pillage.

Personally speaking ...

This was truly a great adventure. A West-country Joe caught up in a whirl of events
that grew greater than the sum of its parts, and captivated the imagination of the
world.

Human Shields ... dotty but sound!
The idea behind Humanshields to Irag was audacious yet simple. By placing
hundreds of well-equipped volunteers with TV cameras, computers and sat-phones
all over Irag we would be ready for Allied attacks, able to confront US and UK
voters with eye-witness accounts and un-censorable images of war carnage using
satellite/internet technologies. We sought to prove fiction the lie of ‘official’ images
and propaganda releases. The world would see the true nature of this brutal
imperial war. No way, we thought, with white Anglo-Saxon peace activists dying
every day, could Bush and Blair get away with their plan to invade and occupy
| Iraq, steal its wealth, and set up US bases to control the whole Middle East region.
_—
" Human shields saved lives
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In the event we didn’t get the numbers we hoped for and we didn’t prevent the war,
which had been planned many months before and was unstoppable. The
slaughter of innocent Iragis has gone largely unreported through censorship, with
countless thousands of casualties uncounted and unseen. Find out how the five
hundred Humanshields who made their way to Baghdad organised themselves and
what they did there! By protecting water, power and food distribution they saved
the lives of hundreds of thousands of Baghdadis.

The big red buses

A brilliant marketing idea had the pathfinder group, about forty-five souls, setting off
from Tower Bridge in traditional red London buses to drive to central Irag overland.
By the time we arrived in Baghdad on 15th February 2003, the day of the world’s
biggest ever anti-war marches, we had become celebrities. | don’t know whether it
was the big red buses or quality of testimony of the peace activists on board, but
we were noticed! 5
[P
Propelled by prayer power

| was not a believer when | started the trip, yet from receipt of a short letter

delivered to my home on day one | had an increasing sense of being carried along

by the faith and prayers of the millions we represented. As we came nearer the

Holy Lands | felt God’s presence strongly as he miraculously protected, assisted

and guided us through events that should have stopped us in our tracks.

What a sense of awe | felt as the spirit kept flowing and the miracles kept
happening, day after day! How stunning to enjoy a dialogue with the Almighty
whose very existence | had refuted just a few short weeks previously. How
inspirational, and how truly alive | felt as we made our way there ...



Synopsis - Continued

A quality cross-country bus trip!

Taking vintage buses overland through some of

Europe and the Middle East’s most visually stunning and physically demanding
territory in the middle of winter was optimistic bordering on the foolhardy. With Brit
grit, God’s grace, and much to the surprise of journalists travelling with us, we
made it. The story of the peace ambassadors on the buses, beautifully illustrated,
has to be told!

We broke down by the Seine and in a Vatican car park, traversed Greece’s
mountain passes in thick, picture postcard snow, slithered through Turkey in deep
snow drifts with potentially terminal mechanical problems, and then enjoyed

triumphant adulation from adoring hordes in Istanbul and all through Syria and Irag.

The buses were not specially prepared for the trip, beyond a thorough greasing
and new oil and batteries; and that I, in no way an accomplished mechanic, was
able to keep them running sweetly all that way was due to a series of godly
interventions that were truly miraculous.

Quarrelling and more quarrelling

We suffered dissent and anguish on our journey, and some of the rows were
dramatic. Ken O’Keefe founded the action and is an inspirational speaker. He
generated interest by a series of impressive press interviews and personal
appearances, but on the road he turned out to be a liability. Divisive, abusive,
argumentative, and very ‘American’ like George ‘you’re either with us or against us’
W Bush, he ended up a dark force that nearly caused our mission to fail.

_ No more war lies — now it is time for truth!
o Official explanations for why my country invaded Irag, WMD and to save Iraq from
*= Saddam, make little sense. Recently we heard UN weapons inspector Hans Blix
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stating the war was unnecessary as the UN policy of inspection and containment of
Iraq was working, as he stated clearly to the Security Council before the Allied
attacks, and UN Secretary General Kofi Annan has made it clear that the Iraqg
invasion was illegal.

Shields as observers (and their testimony)

The witness of shields who have remained in or returned to Iraq since the invasion
is telling and powerful. The shields’ writing is moving and compelling, if you have

read Wilfred Owen or Siegfried Sassoon you'll know the power of testimony of war
heroes and heroines.

Why would anyone buy this book?

e Two million Britons marched against the war, many more throughout the US and
the English-speaking world, and ever since those demonstrations we have been &
fed a diet of shamelessly deceitful propaganda. This analysis provides =
explanations to alarming and deeply mysterious questions, reaching refreshing i
conclusions.

¢ \What these notes can’t set out in any detail is the series of miracles that made me
a believer on the way to Baghdad; my testimony is powerful and will attract a
huge Christian readership.

¢ \What kind of folk would set off into an allegedly dangerous country run by a brutal
dictator, at considerable personal expense, to try to stop a war against that
country by occupying the areas where those bombs are most likely to drop?
Meeting these people, hearing their stories, and reading their poetry will give this
book awesome readability!

e The book will be beautifully illustrated with high quality photographs.



Author Biography

How did Joe the bus driver become the right man in the right place at
the right time to make Human Shields happen?

e His story is biographical, explaining the unlikely circumstances by
which he came to be so uniquely equipped for this, his defining
adventure.

e His story is a travelogue, recounting anecdotal tales from 3,000

miles on the road. The breakthroughs and breakdowns, comedy of
errors and divine interventions by which this haphazard band of
activists was delivered overland from London to Baghdad.

¢ His story is a testimony, revealing the hand of God on this trip and
in his life. How faith changes lives and makes the impossible
possible, and how Spirit moves in activist circles, on the road, even in
the Middle East.




Author Biography - Continued

'Human Shields ..." will be about that courageous group of individuals who went
to Iraq to stop the war, of course, and will be told with their words; yet what
happened for me on that journey and moved me more than any global political
considerations was a personal journey to faith in Jesus through the way He
revealed Himself to me along the way.

For me the Peace Bus story started two years ago when | destroyed all the Iraq
research material collected over several years and the 'rushes' from a filming trip
to Baghdad for a TV documentary about the injustice of sanctions. Now | can't
believe | did it but | burned everything. | was at a crossroads and had given up
on ever doing anything very much with my life except perhaps managing to be a
good dad and loving husband, and was rubbing along running our little family
bus business as effectively as | could.

Over the years | know I've been a bit of a disappointment to Thea, my wife,
particularly since she became a Born Again Christian fourteen years ago, and
while we have loved each other dearly and have made four fabulous children
together, living with a heathen all this time has been hard for her. Maybe what's
happened to me is God's present to her for her loyalty and faith!

But all this time, it would appear, God was working on a plan. The frustration I'd
been feeling was brought about by trying to do everything in my own strength,
and without knowing about prayer or that He'd promised all of us that all we have
do is ask for help and He'll give it!

| won't say I'd been wholly unaware of his presence in my previous life, but since
the Human Shields trip started to gather momentum He has been demonstrating

His power to me by miracles and I've been unable to ignore him any longer.
Everything has changed since we set off for Baghdad; all my feelings have been
especially keen, more powerful and emotional than before, and the whole trip, indeed
my whole life, has a magical quality now that simply wasn't there before.

A letter addressed to 'Joe Letts the Peace Bus Driver of Shaftesbury' was delivered to
our home the day after | left London with a simple message of encouragement; it
spoke simply of prayer and confirmed what we were doing was right. It helped me on
the journey more than | can say, | have no idea how many fellow travellers | showed it
to; and from that moment | suspected we would be travelling along on a groundswell
of prayer and safe under God's divine protection.

Now it is my task, through writing down the Human Shields story, to share share others
the magic He has revealed to me! Too few of us know about his promises or that his
help is there for all of us for the asking. My duty now is to convey some sense of the
wonder of what happened on that trip and why. Somehow | have to manage that
subtly so readers can sense His awesome power with having any sense of being
preached at (which will, I'm sure, require yet more of His help)!




Public speaking and interviews, specifically targeted to

Market Analysis

three core audiences to whom the author has
exceptional access.

1.

Father’s House / Catch the Fire: The story of Joe’s
modern day Road to Damascus conversion. A
personal testimony of Spirit moving in the most
unlikely of circumstances.

. Green Party: The enduring value of non-violence in

the political process, and contemporary evidence
that small groups of committed activists can and do
change the world.

. Stop the War: A reflection on the illegality of the

Allied invasion, and its historical legacy, will renew
enthusiasm to Stop the War, 13 years on.

~ g

Joe Letts and his Big Red Buses have 10+
years direct experience campaigning for
The Green Party, Homes for Britain, Stop
the War and many more grassroots
organisers.

His familiarity with these audiences and
capacity for self-promotion is second to
none.

For more information visit
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Competitor Analysis

Travelogue: Testimony: Biography:

e Earth Pilgrim -
‘ Satish Kumar

e |Into the Wild -
Jon Krakauer

e On the Road -
Jack Kerouac

e Dark Star Safari -
l Paul Theroux


http://www.amazon.co.uk/Earth-Pilgrim-Satish-Kumar/dp/1900322579
http://www.amazon.co.uk/Into-Wild-Jon-Krakauer/dp/033045367X
http://www.amazon.co.uk/On-Road-Penguin-Modern-Classics/dp/0141182679
http://www.amazon.co.uk/Dark-Star-Safari-Overland-Cairo/dp/0140281118




Why Human Shields Will Succeed

The source material:

For example, see:
https://www.youtube.com/
watch?v=b-3rjxH22So

To be collated and curated on:

http://thebigredbus.com
The characters:

* Joe the bus driver

® Ken the instigator

® Richard the organiser

¢ Sue the diplomat

® Godfrey the country squire
* John the pirate poet

* Arne the socialist viking

® Gordon the reality TV star

* Florian the cinematographer
* Rajia the autistic stow-away
* L uigi the communist chef

The plot:

® 3 double-decker buses and
1 london taxi.

® 3,000 miles overland from
London to Baghdad.

* 1 simple and audacious
plan: “To inspire mass-
migration.and / or protect
civilian infrastructures.”

The sub-plots:

® “Democracy...is ridiculous.
Some people will take
offence at what I'm
saying...but you're stupid,
you're an idiot.”

® “Something of a messianic
cult.” “He is not the icon, he

is not the leader...we are all
individuals.”

* “|t lacked unity, a structure
which people could easily
understand.”

* “They were very, very
paranoid.”

The screenplay:

® The slapstick
(dis)organisation.

® The black ‘enemy
combatant’ bus vs. the red
fluffy’ buses.

* The media frenzies and mix-
ups (‘Barbie and Ken’).

® The multi-cultural
(mis)communications.

® The ‘comedy of error’
breakdowns and double-

decker pile-ups.

® The 11th hour border
Crossings.

® The ‘theory of change’
debating society.

® The mutinies and infiltrations.

® The pro-Saddam rallies and
co-options by Iragi officials.

® The impromptu rants and
high-spirited protest songs.

® The reality of being a Human
Shield.

The scenery:

London Bridge - Seine, Paris -
Vatican, Rome - Greek
mountain passes - Turkish
border and the Blue Mosque,
Istanbul - Syrian “road to
Damascus” - arriving in
Baghdad on the day of record-
breaking protests worldwide.


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b-3rjxH22So
http://thebigredbus.com

Outline - Chapter Breakdown

Forward: By Caroline Lucas (or
equivalent).

Chapter 8:
P Chapter 9:
| Chapter 10:
Shaplen Chapter 115
_ Chapter 12:
Rrepterics Chapter 13:
Chapter 3: |
enapic 4 Afterward: 13 years on.
St Appendices:
Chapter 6: - '
Chapter 7:




Outline - Overview

e 12 X narrative-building chapters on route, logistics, overview etc. The incredible journey as told by Joe: West-
country bus operator, peace activist and film-maker whose very own Road to Damascus experience was in
many ways the glue which held this most unlikely of interventions together.

¢ 4 x thematic deep dives (See below: Why? How? Who? and What?)

e Plus original photography, route maps and more.

Why?

® The backstory of the 2003 invasion
of Irag. The untold story and
popular resistance to war in the
Middle East. The action’s
inspiration.

® The Gulf War. The impact of Shock
and Awe. The impact of sanctions.
My personal experience as film-
maker (and burning of the rushes.)

® Rescue Research UK. The
imperative of cooperation. The
civilian infrastructures upon which
hundreds of thousands depended.

® The story of my Big Red Buses.
(How fate contrived to equip me
perfectly to respond to Kenneth'’s
call.)

How?

* A simple plan for an audacious
intervention. The mass migration of
Westerners into Iraq to protect
civilian infrastructures and save
hundreds of thousands of lives. The
impulse, the invitation, the logistics
and the interventions. The action’s
conception.

® 9 /11 and the War on Terror.
Understanding Bush and Blair’s
pro-war agenda, and why we must
resist it.

® Gandhi and peaceful protest. On-

campus at the University of Sussex
in the late 60’s and early ‘70’s.
Understanding Empire and
imperative of non-violence.

Who?

* 5 x in-depth character biographies
plus curated anecdotes from over
3,000 miles of breakdowns and
breakthroughs. The action’s
execution.

* Inner conflict. Opposing Ken and
the Black Bus. Reflections on the
human condition.

® Participatory democracy.

* My contemporary Road to
Damascus. Faith and salvation, the
final solution.

What?

¢ Success and failure. How did this
intervention make a difference?
How can we translate this
experience into powerful action-

learning that will inspire millennials
to re-engage with non-violent
activism? The action’s legacy.

The definitive success of Human
Shields. The legacy of five critical
infrastructures protected and
necessity of sharing this action-
learning.

The definitive failures of Human
Shields. The legacy of allied
invasion for Baghdad, Irag and
conflict in the Middle East.
Father's House. Coming home to a
new-found life in Jesus and the
Church. A whole new perspective
on the power of love to change
lives and resolve seemingly
intractable conflict.



Sample Chapters: Chapter One - Priming The Pump

It had been a wintry, bleak and unproductive November Sunday, low wet cloud limiting visibility to the
width of the road outside our home and taking the pleasure out the obligatory stroll about our Saxon
hilltop town with Sophie the black lab and her recalcitrant son. As the daylight dimmed, with doggy
duty done, | was lazily whiling away time with the Sunday supplements, cosily enjoying the sounds of
our young family robustly entertaining itself and savouring the smells as Thea prepared our supper,
including love as an essential ingredient. The ‘phone jangled and | responded reluctantly, just about
managing civility to my caller while suppressing irritation at the disturbance of a bus hire enquiry latish
on a Sunday when all | really wanted to do was relax and vegetate. | listened languidly as the caller
outlined his proposition.

Rambling, often inconclusive conversations about buses are grist to the mill if you have somehow
acquired a pair of vintage airport buses and you make a living from them. It doesn't surprise me any
more that folk call me up assuming | know a lot more than | do, wondering what the ownership
implications of buying a bus are and whether they could or should get such and such one for whatever
nefarious purpose. TheyOre generally simply in need of someone other than their spouse to bounce
ideas off, who'll talk through some wild thought they have just had without scoffing, and I'm inclined to
be indulgent, usually. | can’t claim never to have pestered others more knowledgeable than myself on
many subjects over the years, so why wouldnOt | help someone follow their heart rather than their head,
well in the absence of any other pressing engagement anyway?

Not infrequently, of course, my advice is that they shouldn't really be proposing to buy a bus at all.
Where would you keep it? Have you considered basic maintenance, and how much fuel it will use? OId
buses need exercise just as old people do if theyOre to remain fit and healthy, so keeping them running
well takes time and commitment. In the first instance it's generally the case that anyone with a great
plan for use of a bus should be enlisting the support of someone like me, who already has and is
operating suitable buses, so they can fire up and road test their idea without getting their fingers
burned.

And on this occasion so it turned out to be. We had met before apparently, this guy Richard Scrase
and me. | could remember the event right enough, though not the person sufficiently well that | could
give him a face. Softly spoken and friendly, easy in conversation, a schoolteacher and sometime editor
of the Green Party magazine by trade, he had come along to a 'Big Green Gathering' hilltop camp in
Wiltshire several years previously, where we had been operating a bus service from the local train
station. He reminded me that we and fifty odd others had taken one of the buses and blatted off on a
brilliant guided day trip to Avebury Rings in Wiltshire. | remembered that trip well.

An amazingly well informed chap called Robin Heath had guided us around this astonishing and very
ancient venue, recounting unforgettable tales of how, many thousands of years ago vast fortifications
had been dug out by hand, and how the famous stone circles were laid out as a calendar so
accurately that cult leaders of the day were able to understand and predict from them astronomical
events including solar and lunar eclipses! A smart trick that must have surely been for the priests that
understood the ways, the mathematics, the astronomy and the astrology that wove it all together; what
power those guys must have had!

Richard was contacting me now, he said, because he wanted to pick my brains about buses and the
rules of operating them. He was helping organise a mass protest that was going to take thousands of
Ohuman shieldsO to Iraq to stop the war there, he said. They were hoping to take a red London bus led
convoy all the way down to Iraq by road, and the idea was to lead an ever increasing international
procession full of anti-that-war protesters whom, when settled and established in Iraq, would
embarrass Bush and Blair into abandoning their invasion.

Red London buses would, they thought, generate lots of press interest in the action - they were right.
Did | know the best place to buy the buses theyOd need, and where would they find drivers? What
insurances would they need, all that stuff, and would they need any special licenses?

Well after a few minutes he certainly had my attention. We werenOt discussing making a bus into a chip
shop or some kind of hippie camper then! Of course he was on safe ground assuming that almost
anyone at a Big Green Gathering would be generally sympathetic to an anti-war action, it would have
been hard to find anyone who wasn't anti-war unless they. were there by accident, hopelessly lost.

Richard had made just one call to try to find out about red buses, it transpired; his decision to pick on
me was inspired. He did not, indeed could not possibly have had even the slightest notion that | had
history with Iraq, had previously travelled to Baghdad in 1991 to gather evidence to protest the UN
embargo set up to get the Iragis out of Kuwait, that trip itself a consequence of having spent a large
part of the previous twenty years preparing and equipping myself as a disaster relief volunteer. Also
that | would be perfectly prepared to take part in just such a task as that he was proposing?

Richard described the proposed human shields action in passionate terms, explaining that Kenneth
OOKeefe is a disaffected American ex marine who fought in Operation Desert Storm in 1991 but has
since repented. He was trying to mobilise large numbers of volunteers to ride red London buses and



Sample Chapters: Chapter One - Priming The Pump

whatever other vehicles they could commandeer all the way to Iraq, specifically Baghdad. Recruiting
through Western Europe and the Balkan States, they would gather about themselves hordes of
enthusiastic supporters wherever they went. A convoy would then travel down through Turkey and
Syria, states where anti-war sentiment was much firmer than in Europe, and on to Irag where the, by
then thousands of convoy members, would stop President BushOs war by acting as, literally, human
shields, standing firm with Iragi people to protect them and their homes from American bombs and
armies.

Until that moment | had never heard the expression human shield in any other than the sense of
hostages captured by Saddam HussainOs army as it took Kuwait.

A tiny organising committee, just five or six souls | think, had decided on the red buses idea because
they figured these distinctive, iconic vehicles would get maximum press attention; and | agreed they
were probably right there, as my experience with the buses is that they do seem to act as magnets to
TV crews. There is a side benefit with Routemasters, too, in that people can’t help grinning when they
see their big red smiley faces, likely to be a huge benefit when driving half way across two continents
with volunteers of all faiths through territories with all kinds of varying ethnic make-up and politics to
take on the worldOs numbers one and number two most vicious armies!

Richard had called because he knew nothing of the legalities of taking paying passengers on such an
arduous and potentially catastrophic journey, and wondered whether | could give advice on where they
would be able to find buses and drivers. What licenses and insurances would they need to be legal, an
essential element if they were to avoid being torn apart by the press as irresponsible cheapskates and
charlatans, and what other practicalities would there be. He wanted to know what paraphernalia did |
think they would need to take if they were going to survive the trip? Did | think the whole idea was
barmy?

Well, no, actually, | didnOt think it was a barmy idea at all; and call me naive but | really did think right
from the gitgo that the Humanshields might pull it off and stop the war. Crazy you might say, now, with
hindsight, but | make no apology for ignorance or naivety, these are essential attributes when
embarking on wild schemes. All the way along there was an outside chance we, by which | mean the
whole anti-war movement, might succeed.

There was, after all, a huge popular clamouring against the war at the time, including vocal opposition
from the worldOs diplomatic corps, and from the military too; the prospect of murdering thousands of

innocent Iraqi civilians was proving abhorrent to almost every national government throughout the
world. Even in the UN where US bullyboys generally have such sway this war in particular had been
roundly rejected. That large numbers of predominantly white European and North American activists
might be gratuitously slaughtered as they stood bravely protecting the Iraqi people before the
advancing American troops, who were proposing to loose off their gruesome weapons of mass
destruction willy nilly with the usual huge enthusiasm and without any regard for who was in the way
would certainly get attention, and indeed it might prove politically unacceptable for the war to happen
at all. Especially as it was regarded by so many as illegal and likely to severely damage all the core
values the United Nations stood for. Yes, | have to admit | thought at that time that the Humanshields to
Irag idea just might work!

| was more than willing to chew the fat with Richard for a while that afternoon, and became more and
more excited as we continued to talk together. After heOd gone through various aspects of the planned
action enough times that it had sunk in and | felt | had a feel for what the human shields were and what
they were about to do, | started to grasp how stirring, glamorous and audacious this plan actually was.
We went on talking a long time, well by my standards anyway. | donOt normally like telephone
conversations very much at all but had made an exception in this case, and eventually bade him good
bye for now, asking him to give me twenty four hours to think through what was being proposed, come
up with ideas of what | might be able to do to help, and discuss the implications with my family.

When | first went to Iraq it was as a self-funded volunteer peace activist on a disaster relief mission. |
was at that time a paid up member of International Emergency Action, a UK natural disaster relief
charity, and had access to all the reports, Martti ArtisaariOs for UNICEF in particular, that were telling of
the lethal effects of Gulf War bombing and ongoing punitive sanctions. | had begged and borrowed a
shed-load of professional video camera equipment, and, with Anna Smith, a twenty year old assistant
who believed as passionately as | did that the West was behaving very badly in Irag, went to Baghdad
to gather evidence of the difficulties faced by the Iragis because of sanctions. | had had a hand in
making a Channel 4 film explaining the iniquities in that situation but had stepped back, somewhat
damaged, to try to concentrate on being a good husband and dad and to do the things sensible,
responsible people are supposed to do. With hindsight it didnOt take much to turn me into a recidivist!

| don®t suppose what happened next around our family dinner table bore much resemblance to a
reasoned and measured discussion, and cannot claim the decision we made, well, the decision |
made, was either fair or rational. We settled down to a long late Sunday meal, delayed by my being on
the phone for so long, and Thea and our children listened, mostly, while | convinced myself out loud
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that this was a cause we simply -had to support, that it would probably be my lifetimeOs great adventure,
and that | really had to go off and do it. I donOt clearly remember many of my thoughts as we sat eating
and bouncing all the possibilities back and forth, my mind whirring away at top speed, but do

remember well the feeling | had that there had to be a bit more to this than that a curious coincidence
had occurred. It didn't feel as if | had schemed or planned to make this invitation happen but that to
take off in such a dramatic way was going to be tremendously exciting and that | really, really did have
to give it my best shot whatever the consequences.

| tried to make it seem as if | was asking if | could go on the trip, and take our buses, which represent
our business and are in money terms all we have in the world, but knew what | was really doing was
setting out a declaration of intent. There was no need to worry, | reasoned, this was not going to be a
particularly dangerous trip; after all we were going to try to help the Iragis - so they wouldn’t shoot at
us; and | wasnOt proposing to stay in Baghdad for the bombing, and nor was | going to be anywhere
near Saddam, allegedly the coalitionOs main target. | was just going to take the shields down to
Baghdad and then bring the buses back. So it wasnOt much more than a normal bus job. | was going to
be paid for going, and | would be back home safely, with the buses, within a month or so, and then
normal life would resume.

I didnOt really know how the children were feeling about the trip, not too much | suspect, their own busy
and intricate worlds being much more immediate and interesting to them than anything their dad was
about to do. | think kids take most of what their parents do in their stride, and ours had seen me go off
on trips from time to time and had seen me return not much the worse for wear. 10d even been off to
Iraq before and 10d come home from that one safely enough; | did truly believe | wasnOt about to be in
any danger much and 1Om sure that confidence rubbed off. Marcus, sixteen then and in his GCSE year
says now he wasnOt much bothered and wishes it had happened in his gap year when he would have
been free and could have come with'me. | believe him. It would have been great if he had been able to
come along.

| know my darling Thea was devastated by the thought of what | was about to take on; it was an
abandonment she wasnOt sure she could endure. Even now, all these months later, it hurts me a lot to
examine this aspect of what happened in the first few days and how my decision to go has affected us
since. She immediately recognised how | was feeling about going to Iraq, knowing how committed |
had been to the Iragi cause through the worst of the sanctions regime there. So she didn’t make any
effort to try to obstruct me and from the bottom of my heart | thank her for that. On the other hand the

pain was clearly acute and made it pretty much impossible for her to relate to me in a normal loving
way as | got stuck into the preparations for leaving.

The physical act of upping and leaving Thea, whom | absolutely adore, to rush off on a somewhat
gung-ho jolly all the way to Iragq was by far the most agonising and difficult aspect of the trip, in fact the
only real downside of it. | wish | could have taken her with me, she would have thrived on every aspect
of what we were going for, the people who came, and what we did there; but alas with four children at
home taking her was out of the question. | think | kind of understood a little of what was going on in her
mind, | could certainly sense her unease and an involuntary remoteness that | think was some sort of
protective shield - but | was a million miles away from feeling, sharing, or even empathising with her
pain - and IOm ashamed to say that | went ahead with my attempts to prepare thoroughly for the journey
not really wanting to admit the effect | was having was so profound and in any event not knowing what
to do about it.

All this was in a prevailing atmosphere, do you remember, of heavy propaganda against the Iraqi
leadership and jingoistic blather ostensibly in support of our sailors and troops. A rapid polarisation of
views was being encouraged which was not especially helpful. This was not a problem for those of us
who were activists, particularly those intimately involved in preparations for the demos and actions,
because we tended to surround ourselves with like-minded souls; but very hard for Thea and our
children who were obliged to carry on going about their regular business in our small Dorset market
town, the children in particular going to school every day in an atmosphere of mounting tension.

On the parliamentary stage at that time Oold® Labour was in turmoil as it saw itself being hi-jacked by
Prime Minister Tony Blair and his un-elected Downing Street private office coterie, whose determination
to go to war on BushOs timetable seemed, and indeed turned out to be, absolute. In the end the poor
old Labour traditionalists, aware of strong beliefs within the loyal rank and file, who had worked their
butts off to get labour elected after years in the political wilderness, ended up being defeated by Blair
and his psychotic shower of moronic sychophants despite a spirited rebellion; and instead of
continuing to harass Blair, as arguably they should have as he trashed their honourable tradition of
being the party against war, felt they were obliged to quit any dissent, bound by a convention that says
all parliamentarians must rally around behind our soldiers when faced with war.

It doesnOt seem like there were more than just a few days to prepare for our departure between
RichardOs call and the scheduled date for the off, 25 January 2003. So there was more than plenty to
do. The first thing was to get up to London early in the week to meet the ShieldOs organising team so |
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would know who was who in the organisation, and so | could figure out exactly what we were going to
do and how we were going to do it!

Within a couple of days of Richard’s call | was on the train and off to London. | had an address to aim
at just off Brewer Street in Soho and discovered there a tiny office up a narrow staircase with people
spilling out onto the stairs and no discernable structure in what was going on. | noticed Ken straight
away; he is tall, his appearance is striking and so is his voice, working calmly and confidently through

a mobile phone, with those authoritive American tones that work so well on the Hollywood big screen.
I’d heard he was an inspirational speaker, but hadn’t caught any of his media appearances. He put me
in mind of John DelLorean just a little, calm, confident, cool and sounding as if he cut his teeth selling
Eskimos snow!

| asked for Richard who, when pointed out and shouted at, waved back at me through a mass of
mostly much younger folk, and beckoned me over. He was not at all the wierdy-beardy | might
reasonably have expected to see there, bearing in mind the nature of the human shields project and
circumstances of our first meeting in Wiltshire; he’s rather respectable looking, smartly dressed and
almost dapper. | learned he is a sometime teacher and edits the Green Party magazine, ‘Green World’,
and was much reassured by his air of calm and competence.

We found ourselves a place to settle down for a chat and | started to learn what | was letting myself in
for. Richard told me a bit more about Ken O’Keefe; that he been an activist for a while, had been living
in Amsterdam recently, and had become convinced that the only possible way to stop Bush would be
to lead thousands of mostly white Northern Europeans and North Americans into Irag to act literally as
human shields. By dispersing amongst the Iragi people, living as their guests in all the places ordinary
Iragis might be, BushOs random Oshock and aweO policy would be rendered politically impossible,
because of the carnage to both the Iragis and legitimate white Europeans and North American
protesters on the ground. Modern lightweight video cameras, satellite and internet technology, which
the Iraqgis in due course allowed us to take into their country, would enable instant distribution of these
images everywhere without D Notice or any other controls.

We in the protest movement believed if this proposed war was going to happen it would be racist and
genocidal as well as, obviously, imperialist and we wanted to protest against it; how better to
demonstrate that those who were supposed to be the beneficiaries, white middle class Christian North
Americans and Europeans were so incensed by what was about to be done in their name they would
die rather than have it happen.

Ken is computer literate and public relations suss, and had not underestimated the power that internet-
dispersed images generated at the attack sites could have. The Iragis had accepted this logic also

and had promised that they would co-operate fully with us when we arrived in Irag. This meant allowing
us to take the latest communications equipment with us, and was a huge concession for them to make,
bearing in mind that at that time there were no mobile ‘phones in Irag and there was only very limited
access to internet. For the regime to let un-screened foreigners into their country with video cameras,
computers and sat-phones — meaning un-censorable world access — was a major gesture of faith in us
and in our mission.

While in the London office | met ? who seemed to be managing the office and was more than helpful
over the next few chaotic days. She was always the one | hoped would answer the Ophone when | rang
in, she had an extremely comforting way of seeing straight away what the call was about and what was
needed and then getting it done! | also met Stephan who | think of as being the sensible one in the
management group, though we did end up on different sides of one silly argument before we left
England.

Then | met Sue Darling, with whom | sat for a while discussing the route we would take, looking at a
large-scale map and seeing that there were unlimited options. | think Sue listened on stuff that would
later be important, like that some EU nations such as Holland and Germany have a strictly enforced
rule against over-height vehicles travelling their roads. That meant there were some roads we weren't
going to be able to travel, and places we weren'’t going to be able to go. Would that | had listened to
her as well as she was listening to me: had |, | might have cognised the fact she is a qualified large
vehicle driver with loads of experience driving horseboxes. With that knowledge | might have asked for
her help when | really needed it and could probably have avoided the one time on the trip | ended up
almost inconsolable, when a Turkish human shield, driving one of my buses because Alex was totally
cream crackered and beyond driving for a few hours, hit the back of the playbus with the front of the
passenger bus half way between the Irag border and Baghdad.

Susan is totally good news and it was Sue and |, both fairly ragged after days of travelling in a
somewhat chaotic and discordant manner through a marked absence of pragmatic decision making,
though with a background worlds apart, and consequently different ways of doing things from me, that
left both of us wondering from time to time where the other was coming from. She has spent a
successful career serving the Crown and rising to be a Counsellor in the Foreign Service, next in rank
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to an Ambassador, whereas | had made a decision at school to forego the security of a career that
would put me in a uniform, read straightjacket, and pursued a much more haphazard and insecure
career.

that time options of going into the RAF or BEA as a pilot, or taking a place at Sussex University — |
would be better off being a student — it was the swinging sixties after all - as | would for surely fall out
with the authorities, probably sooner rather than later, if | went into a job with a uniform. Happily we
have a fair bit in common too, she lives in rural Surrey with her horses and | live in rural Dorset, whilst
not having horses of my own, at least being in their close proximity

Being on the road with in the buses, much more like a hippie convoy than a me must have been a bit
of a trial for her, I'm quite sure nothing she experienced in her varied diplomatic career even remotely
prepared her for the rigours of our journey to Baghdad.

Some time after that, having been working in London running a small independent sector TV studio
there since Thea and | were married in 1983, | found myself meeting socially and being drawn towards
a delightfully oddball character, Geoff Milne, aka Geoff the Breath, famous fire-eater and firefighter,
showman and quite remarkably well informed British Fire Service historian. When | met Geoff he was
still serving Somerset County Council as a retained fireman, but his real passion, having responded
three times to disasters with the British Fire Service team to disasters in South America in the early
eighties, was in disaster relief research, and | listened to him for hours as he told me story after story of
his fire service career and particularly his responses into international disasters as part of the UK fire
service’s contribution in Columbia, Peru and Mexico City in the early eighties. From him | learned how
far from my innocent perceptions the reality of international emergency response really is.

| have learned all kinds of stuff from Geoff, whose knowledge of fire-fighting and search and rescue is
encyclopaedic: about his time working with a British team, International Rescue Corps all equipped
with blue jumpsuits and Gerry Anderson badges and every gadget you can possibly imagine, about a
French NGO long term relief outfit called Action d’Urgence Internationale, whose UK arm, International
Emergency Action, | ended up joining, about the men who give their lives to the work of immediate
relief and rescue, then those who volunteer for long term reconstruction in areas devastated by floods,
mudslides, earthquakes, storms — and war. There are so many myriad catastrophes afflicting God’s
children all over this huge planet earth we live in with alarming frequency, and far too few are
adequately reported by our newspapers and magazines, radio and television.

All that notwithstanding it hadn’t take much to enable Richard to reel me in. Even now as | ponder for a
moment on how the call he made to me, at best a shot in the dark, worked for Richard, | wonder what
he was expecting when he dialled my number, just what was he anticipating the call was going to be
like?

There he was in a corner of a tiny crowded office in Soho, tasked with sourcing London buses that
would make it to Baghdad, finding drivers happy to drive across Europe and down through the
Balkans, to Turkey, and then on down through Syria to Iraq to arrive in the nick of time for a major war.
He was supposed to be sorting out licenses and insurances to make the trip legal, for many were
paying a substantial fare, and was wondering who in the bus industry might conceivably give him the
time of day, let alone useful advice on how to get his bus convoy to Irag! The out of the blue an image
of me pops into his head! Now what are the odds against that happening? He doesn’t even know my
name and has to track me down through the Green Gathering organisers. He figures any Green is
quite likely to be sympathetic to the cause and will probably at worst only guffaw politely; but finds
within a few minutes he’s talking to a passionate peace activist whose specialist subject is Irag, an
anti-war bus operator who has been to there already as a protester and isn’t averse to going again!
Was that an answer to prayer? Is there a God?

The general state of the buses was pretty good, | had had both of them painted in the Spring so they
were looking rather smart and the fact is that Routemasters, if they are running and used regularly,
tend to be running well. The regime for buses that are in service, when they are being used for
passenger transport by a licensed operator, includes a six-weekly safety inspection by a competent
engineer in an approved workshop. Because the buses are unusually high, and | happen to live some
way from the nearest large town, | have mine inspected by a local haulage contractor and am always
confident the buses are in good shape it's never more than six weeks since they were last inspected
and in any case they were designed to be out up to sixteen hours a day, seven days a week and are
constructed of the very finest materials by the worldOs best engineers. The proof is that IOve had very
few safety related maintenance problems in the ten years I've been an operator, and the buses almost
always pass their annual Class VI (Passenger Carrying Vehicle) inspection at the local Ministry Test
Centre with no problems at all.

But you don't set off on a three thousand miles round trip journey with two thirty seven year old
vehicles, each with several hundreds of thousands of miles ‘on the clock’, without a sense of
trepidation. What you make sure you have done, of course, is take every precaution you can possibly
think of to ensure there will no breakdowns due to silly mishaps that could have been avoided. Fresh
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oil went almost everywhere, new drive belts, etcetera, were fitted, and a basic spares kit, with all the

very obvious stuff like cans of lubricants and hydraulic oil were packed, and | ordered up sets of new
batteries that we fitted in London just before we left. There was every reason to suppose we'd be OK
mechanically.

There were glaring omissions though, which I’'m loath to own up to but will anyway. Somehow the wheel
brace got left behind. It was a very stupid thing to fail to pack the wheel brace, though. Well actually |
know how it didn't get packed, my preparations not having anticipated I'd spend the whole of the last
three days absolutely glued to the walk around ‘phone talking to the press. That caught me out badly. |
had to deal with the calls, obviously, getting information out to the press was ninety nine percent of the
reason we were going, and every call was important and had to be given maximum attention, but even
including the inevitable cock-ups | figured we would probably make it, God willing!

My thinking on whether we’'d make it without show stopping mechanical hitches was swervy and
inconsistent: on the one hand | was optimistic ‘Well it's not so far really, after all it's only what I'd
normally do in a busy month in the summer, and | certainly donOt expect to get much in the way of
servicing problems in a month’. Then again it was the middle of winter and we weren’t going to be in
places blessed with a twenty four hour delivery service from my trusty suppliers of bits who always
seem to have any parts | need and will always put themselves out to get stuff to a courier if I'm
desperate and if | insist. We didn’t even know for sure the day we left which countries we were going to
be travelling through, let alone our exact route, so it really was rather a different kettle of fish from the
usual jaunts when we are not more than a half dayOs train ride away even if an engineer does have to
be summoned with whatever bits are needed for a tricky repair. MurphyOs first bus law states that the
likelihood of emergence of a hard to fix problem is directly proportional to the distance the bus is from
its base, and you don’t mess with Murphy’s laws because the consequences if you get caught are dire.

So the practical aspects of preparation had to be addressed. I'm extremely fortunate that for the last
ten years or so most of the maintenance on the buses is handled by my friend Alan Sharman who has
been around since the very early days, and took over the maintenance after | quit having it all done at
London Coaches on the grounds that driving to London for a straightforward service was not all that
sensible.

When our first bus was bought a lot of thought had gone into which type would be best for us and
exactly which model. First we decided on Routemaster, that was an easy decision as they’re made
mainly of aluminium so don't rot, are beautifully engineered, so are reliable, and thousands were made

and are still operating so spares are available, and we did actually look at an RMC sitting rather sorry
for itself in a midlands scrapyard. That ex London Country bus, with rear doors and stairs, but a coach
rather than bus with double headlights and a high(er) ratio back axle had belonged to Greenpeace at
some time, but had had its back end scrunched disembarking from a ferry on the way back from
somewhere in Europe, probably because the air springs hadn’t been given a chance to pump up, and
was a bit scary because then we had no real idea how simple they are to repair. | know about the
grounding-through-lack-of-air-in-the air-suspension problem, I've been there and had it happen to me
too!l

Then | saw an RMA, the OBEAQ or airport bus, which | thought was a really cool design. It had its doors
and stairs at the front, and was even fitted with a towbar. | was smitten, so much so that | decided
that's what we had to have a while that we started looking for one really hard. | heard that Wandsworth
Garage, originally London Buses Tours and Sightseeing Division now privatised as part of London
Coaches, had six RMAs for sale. The RMAs had only had thirty two seats upstairs, where the tourists
prefer to sit, as opposed to eighty eight, the number on the three axle motorway double decker
coaches that replaced them; as the sightseeing bus business is about bums on seats the RMAs were
sold and we were able to buy RMA 65 the last one made.

At London Coaches, owners of the Wandsworth Bridge business, | met Colin Hills, their chief driving
instructor, and found myself easily persuaded that if | was going to trade in our bright red family

Citroen 2CV for a 9.6 litre, 115HP 56 seater London Omnibus | had better make sure | was competent
to drive it. | was confident | would be able to handle learning to drive a bus, and was highly motivated,
being utterly unable to afford an extended driving course. | thoroughly enjoyed the learning process,
some of which took place in what was to be our bus, though | actually took the test in an RCL, a longer
version, bizarrely with a conversion which made it convertible, either open top or enclosed, to avoid a
restriction on my license which would have stopped me driving full length coaches.

It took a while for the full implication of what | was getting into to actually lodge in my brain and in my
heart. As the practical stuff, such as where the money was going to come from, gradually fell into place
I had to think more and more practically about how we were going to do the journey. We had three
buses so we needed three drivers. Where was | going to find at least two drivers who would want to
drive all the way to Iraq, where a war was scheduled to be starting anytime very soon?

| had a couple of ideas.
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In 2002/3 | had been working for several months on a project making disposable plates and trays out of potato
starch with a friend, Paul Roberts, met through Geoff Milne and a fellow member of IEA. Paul has a delightful
sense of the absurd and not a jot of respect for authority in general and anyone on the planet who tries to pull rank
on him in particular. He had been in the Fleet Air Arm/Royal Navy for many years as a fireman, had years of
experience of driving large vehicles and | knew heOd be able to cope with the less than ideal accommodation/
working conditions involvement in the trip was bound to entail. We'd become close buddies at Potatopak, | like his
sense of humour and his general outlook and knew for certain he’d be totally dependable, so | called him up.
Bingo. He was able to arrange to get away and would arrive with me a couple of days before we were due to
leave.

By the time it occurred to me that airport firemen are trained to point their appliances at where the fire is, usually
several fields away, and drive straight at them at full throttle regardless of whatOs in the way, is not maybe ideal
training for the trip in hand it was a tad late in the day. The point is he was up for it, which makes him a hero in my
opinion and needless to say hired in the absence of any competition.

Paul has a very cool, wry take on life, and has seen enough of war and what happens because of it to be opposed
to war in general and to this invasion for oil in particular. He needed a little money to cover his commitments while
he was away, and had reservations about coming all the way to Baghdad, really because of his military
experience — he’d spent some time in Saudi Arabia and elsewhere and didn’t want to find himself either at the
pointy end of a British or American servicemanOs gun in the heat and excitement of an invasion and nor did he
want to get himself into any kind of trouble, read custody, in an Arab country. | sympathised, and was chastened
by his candour. | agreed | would let him go home when we got to the Syrian border but was hugely glad to have
him along. For the record, despite being a military trained fireman Paul was the only one of us who didn’t crash his
bus — but more of that later!

Hoiking anyone who had the driving skills, qualifications and courage necessary for such a journey away from
their warm, cosy and safe family environment on a wild ride should have weighed on me heavily, but as | wasn't
the slightest bit afraid of what we’d meet on our way | was protected and not at all bothered by my conscience.
Which was just as well.

There was one other driver, Gary, with whom 10d worked several times, usually at green events and shows for just a
few days at a time, and | reckoned he would be able to handle the camping out and general unusualness of the

trip. Skills required included putting up with whatever we could improvise without finding a whole load to whinge
at, and with generally sound views about war, oppression, our assault on our beautiful planet and so on. And heOs
a full on properly qualified PCV holding bus driver.

Though | know heGs not generally OemployedO as such preferring to attract higher pay rates, and that by relief
driving he allows himself more time to spend with his wife and his family. So | called him, and was delighted with

his first response — which was a bit like mine that he was interested but would need to talk it through with Mary his
wife —and with his return call a little later that he would give it a go. Again he needed to make sure he’d have
enough to cover all his bills while he was away, and he also didn’t really think he ought to go right into Irag. Gary’s
mother works somewhere in the Foreign Office, so he was under pressure not to embarrass her by getting himself
arrested or caught in a country with whom we were at war, so | felt sympathy for his position, agreed his terms,
and as with Paul was extremely glad to have him on board.

Now two drivers and me for three buses was sort of OK but didn’'t make any allowance — well for anything at all in
the way of mishaps. Our aim was to cover three thousand miles in two weeks, and we were committed to keeping
to the European passenger transport driving rules, meaning proper stops for breaks and rests; so we wouldn’t be
attempting heroic drives through the day and night. Nor, though, would we have the slightest cover for sickness or
injury, even a bit of mild food poisoning, so | really wanted to find a third regular driver so that | could keep myself
in reserve to keep a close eye on every aspect of the expedition and relieve anyone who was suffering, either
illness or just needing a break.

So number three driver was a problem. Alan Sharman would have loved to have come, but had been working in a
small specialist truck body manufacturing concern as their chief mechanic for three years, and though he tried to
get their permission for leave of absence found himself under very heavy pressure to be loyal and not to let them
down and eventually decided to stay, a decision he now regrets.

The Sunday two weeks before we went corresponded with the AGM of the Routemaster Owners and Operators
Association AGM, so | took myself off to Praed Street, Paddington early for the meeting. At what seemed like an
appropriate juncture | asked whether anyone had any ideas about where | might find an extra driver for a trip to
Baghdad to stop the Gulf War. Nobody laughed out loud, which was kind, but there wasn’t much of a positive
response, either.

So we set off with three drivers for the three buses and no driver for the taxi at all.

A plan was emerging with regard to use of the buses. I'd been asked how many | thought | could carry in my two
buses and reckoned the maximum would be about fifty, though | knew we could carry more for short distances if
weOd had puncture, accident or breakdown problems. RMA 65 configured the way she was will carry fifty on seats,
and while there are tables and a bit of extra storage space | wouldn’'t want to carry fifty with all their stuff for a
month including camping gear which is what we were expecting, say forty-five. The playbus, which just had a big
play area upstairs would be basically crew quarters for the drivers who had to be protected and able to rest
properly whatever else was going on, would carry only a few, mostly volunteer crew | anticipated. We could cook a
bit on the playbus, too, and use it as a mobile hospital if anyone got sick. So with KenOs black Metrobus also |
reckoned we had places for about 100 top whack.




