
 
 

Adam’s Adventure to 
Norway and Latvia 

Take II 
 
 

By Adam Collett 
 

Summer 2009 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 1 
 

Introduction 
 
Having almost completed this short story/report/account/whatever you want to call it, 
I’m used to writing an introduction and conclusion to the majority of written work I 
have done in recent years. So here is the introduction. The whole point of me writing 
this account is to give you an idea of what this Norway and Latvia trip is all about. I 
hope to draw you into some of the experiences I had and give you an insight into 
some of my thoughts, feelings, and emotions as the trip went along. 
 
I would just like to point out that I am no English student and therefore you will have 
to excuse the poor grammar, sentence structure and narrow vocabulary. Also I 
apologise if it turns out to be incredible boring. I went with the intention to keep a 
journal or at the very least make notes. So I have put anything that is directly out of 
the journal in italics, which you will notice appears less and less the further into the 
trip, and in normal font is what I have written after the trip. I am fully aware that I will 
have mixed tenses all over the place but that is how it’s going to have to be. 
 
Before embarking on my adventure I had asked Patrick, the American team leader, 
what it was like to return for a second time considering he returned last summer. Two 
quotes I picked out that I’d like to share are “having been before puts you in a place to 
really step up your game, so to speak... which comes with great joys and also some 
growing pains” and “it's probably going to be better, harder, different, and even more 
rewarding than your first year”. With this advice I was more than excited as well as 
slightly nervous about returning. So without further a do, here we go… 
 
 
The Beginning – Travelling to Norway 
 
It’s 6.48am and here I am sitting in terminal 5 at Heathrow after checking in. With a 
day of travelling ahead I want to use this time to gather my thoughts and think 
through some things. I’m hoping that in having a go at trying to make an effort to 
write the important things that have happened or are to happen, whether they be 
experiences, things I’ve learnt and most importantly what God has been or is telling 
me. I also want to use this diary or journal, what ever you want to call it, to help me 
focus on God in a different, new and fresh way. It’s possible you could be reading this 
so I hope to give you an insight into my relationship with God and the adventure that 
I’m about to embark upon in Norway and Latvia for the second time. 
 
It will remain to see if I will be able to keep this going over the next 4 weeks just 
because like most things I start with enthusiasm but often fail to sustain. Equally, if I 
find writing my thoughts down a bore, I don’t want to do it for the sake of it, like with 
anything we do to engage with God we need to continually seek new ways of 
connecting with Him whilst sustaining the helpful routines which enable that until 
they grow stale. This is something I’ve been thinking about recently, how can I 
strengthen my relationship with God in spite of the fact that all too often I fall so short 
as we all do. Hopefully I’ll be able to think more about this later on. For the time 
being I want to spend some time reflecting over the past year before looking ahead 
and questioning my expectations, hopes and dreams for this trip. Will I be able to do 
this on the flight er… not likely. Just boarding now.. 
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Anyway where was I (now in Oslo airport waiting for the internal flight to Sogndal) – 
looking back. This time last year I would have never thought I would be here again a 
year later and that’s not the first thing that would be on your mind anyway 
when/before going to Norway and Latvia on this trip for the first time. At the end of 
the trip last year there was no doubt in my mind that if I had the opportunity to return 
to Latvia for any length of time then I just had to or at least really wanted to. Having 
spent more time with a few of our Latvian friends (Inna, Lidija and Dasha) on the 
Southampton Navs weekend away in November my desire to return to Latvia grew. 
The opportunity to go to Latvia arose in the form of an extended weekend at the 
beginning of February. It was just after and probably because of that weekend that I 
am on this trip for the second time. The reason the weekend in Riga in the winter was 
a pivotal moment in my decision to go to Norway and Latvia was because of the 
people in Latvia, the friendships that I have been so fortunate to have made. I want 
these to continue, but most importantly I want to see God involved in their lives and to 
see God perform miracles in the hearts of those who do not yet know Jesus as their 
Lord and Saviour. There are many other reasons, and maybe I’ll pick them up as we 
endeavour further into this exciting adventure. 
 
Aside from my growing heart for Latvia, the past year has been wonderful, 
challenging and a lot of fun. It’s been one in which God has been good and faithful as 
ever and he has enabled me to get to know him more and more, and is instilling in me 
an increasing desire to spend more time with Him. That all sounds great but I have all 
too often when looking back over a period like to pick out the lows, the times when 
spending time with God is a struggle when sin seems to be more and more enslaving. 
At the beginning of each year I like to set myself targets and this year was no 
exception. Examples for this year are: to learn/memorise two verses a week, spend 
more time in prayer to try and deepen my prayer life and spend more time listening to 
God. I could look back and say yes I have achieved all of them but equally I could say 
the opposite. I guess the target I forgot to mention is to do all of them consistently, 
maintaining discipline which is my biggest problem. Something I realised I’m doing is 
that I’m trying to achieve or reach a certain standard in my faith, and what I forgot is 
that faith cannot be measured. So as long as I continue to think like this then it’s 
always going to suck when looking back, no matter how many steps forward I go. I 
need to think in terms of climbing stairs. In relating the Christian walk of faith this 
way it’s obvious that in order to reach the next level (or floor) you need to climb the 
steps leading up to it. I think this is a helpful way for me to see where I am in my 
walk. So that, in looking back I won’t be disheartened by the apparent lack of growth 
or failure to reach “my targets”, but quite the opposite. Rather the small or 
sometimes large steps or victories which in their own right show evidence of growth. 
So it gives me great confidence to look back and see all the steps I have taken over the 
past year and hope that, that would continue to increase in the next year. 
 
Now it’s time to look ahead particularly to these next four weeks and all that is 
entailed within. It is questions like –  
 

What am I expecting to get out of this trip?  
How can I make the most of this trip?  
How can I contribute or what do I have to offer on this trip?  
What is my role within the team?  
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What led me to go on this trip last year was the challenge to step out of my comfort 
zone and trust in God completely to hold me up just as Jesus did when Peter stepped 
out of the boat. Linking that back to growing in faith, it is only by stepping out in faith 
that we deny ourselves and give all control to God which in turn leads to impeccable 
growth and only serves to deepen and strengthen your relationship with Him. So one 
way of attempting to make the most of the trip is by taking as many opportunities to 
step well out of my comfort zone, no matter how scary something might be. I’m 
hoping to meet and get to know some great people and hopefully form even more 
great friendships, which is always a blessing. I am really hoping to be a huge 
encouragement to the team in terms of supporting them and building them up. Just the 
other day I was reading 1 Corinthians 12 about spiritual gifts and the church being 
one body with many parts. Within the team we all have are own roles to play and it 
doesn’t matter how small or big the role feels because every role within the team is 
equally important. If one person in the team has a problem then it’s the team together 
that has the problem. Or if someone else is struggling with something then we all join 
with that person in their struggle. I want to make an effort to make the concerns of 
others to also be my concerns. Also, when looking at chapter 14 in 1 Corinthians Paul 
talks about using your spiritual gifts to build up the church, so for me I need to best 
use my gifts to encourage the team so that together we will be effective in displaying 
God’s glory in all we do. Being in the position I am, going on this trip for the second 
time I feel I am better placed to be able to do that more effectively and I have a good 
idea of what to expect.  
 
There are probably many more things I should mention but my hand wants a rest from 
writing, so just a couple more things for now. I want to see God move in big ways 
particularly in Latvia. I want to see God perform miracles in the hearts of non-
believers and strengthen and grow those who already believe. There’s nothing more 
exciting than seeing God at work and this is my prayer that we would see great things 
as we step out in faith. 
 
One last thing I wanted to put down was that I’m coming into this trip with, well at 
least, the plan to be intentional. We are all called to be intentional labourers by Jesus 
see Matt 10, and for me this is a huge challenge and is definitely one way in which I 
have an opportunity to step out in faith. I particularly want to be intentional in getting 
to know people, being the one to go first, to initiate. This is not a strength of mine 
which I’m all too aware of and whether that’s because I’m too lazy or fear letting go 
of the comfort zone I don’t know. So within the next few hours I’ll be meeting lots of 
people and the first challenge already awaits me with baited breath. I’m definitely 
looking forward to it but nervous as ever. BRING IT ON!!!! 
 
It’s probably worth mentioning at this point the UK team arrived in Norway on the 
26th June which is when the international discipleship week started. I however arrived 
on three days later on the 29th. The American team had already been in Norway for at 
least a week beforehand. 
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Week 1 – Elvheim 
 
So now it’s Saturday, and I’ve been in Norway for 5 days. I’m staying in a youth 
hostel with the team in a small town called Skjolden, which sits at the end of one the 
arms of the Sognfjord (the longest, biggest, highest and oldest according to a 
pamphlet I picked up, so there you go) and is called the Lusterfjord. The beauty of this 
place is virtually indescribable and it would be better for one to see it themselves than 
have me explain it. However I’ll give it a shot.  
 
So just imagine you’re outside the youth hostel looking down the fjord. You are first 
overwhelmed and in awe of the imposing mountains which stand steeply either side of 
the fjord. In my mind this displays God’s dominance, His strength, His power, His 
might, His majesty and His ever presence. As you look down the fjord, at the other 
end of this view is another mountain standing alone which is captured in the middle of 
this view and shows the sovereignty of our Lord who stands high watching over all 
His precious creation. As you look at the fjord, one of the most notable features of the 
water is the stillness and calmness of the water, which sits in complete contrast to the 
over peering and impressive, tall steep mountains. The stillness of the water reflects 
God’s peace and tranquil nature as well as his patience. There also appears to be 
countless waterfalls dotted on the mountain side adding to the beauty of the place. As 
you look around you can’t help but stand in awe and be filled with praise for our Lord 
God the Almighty creator, whose glory is reflected in all that you can see.  
 

 
View of Skjolden – looking down the Fjord. 

 
So hopefully that helps to set the scene. Now I want to spend, maybe a bit of time 
explaining what’s been happening, but more time in what I’ve learnt, been challenged 
by and what God’s been telling me and putting on my heart. 
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So when I arrived in Skjolden on Monday evening I was hoping to be met by a party 
of people at the bus stop, as it turns out no one was waiting for me at the bus stop! As 
I began to stagger towards the youth hostel with my luggage, Darrell (American 
leader/organiser of our time in Norway) came out and met me and told me everyone 
was up in the mountains preparing to camp for the night, and so we were to go and 
join them immediately. I was hoping this wouldn’t be the case because I’d had little 
sleep the previous few nights and picked up a cold (possibly the swine flu, hahaha…) 
at the end of last week. Nevertheless it was in my expectations that this may happen so 
it came as no surprise and I was more than capable of rising to the challenge. It 
wasn’t even that much effort as I thought, although it was more the inconvenience of 
having to immediately unpack and then pack for a nights camping etc etc… The hike 
up the mountain to the camp was fairly short and was a good chance to catch up with 
Darrell and Annette (Darrell’s wife) and their two little boys. 
 
When we reached the camp (Rebni) – some distance up the mountain – it was great to 
see some familiar faces, all the Brits (Steve and Debs our team leaders, Chris, Katie, 
Stacey, Jane and Lydia) as well as Patrick who I knew from last years trip and is the 
boss for the week. I guess that was my first opportunity to step out and introduce 
myself and begin to get to know some people on the discipleship week. Along with the 
British and American which will be going to Latvia, there was a group who had come 
from Holland and they were made up of three Dutch guys and a few more Americans. 
Also there were a couple of Latvian girls one being Lidija whom Southampton Navs 
are good friends with. There were also a number of Norwegians that participated at 
various points throughout the week, mainly the first couple of days before I had 
arrived.  
 
Along with exploring the beautiful Norwegian mountains and playing Sports, having 
fun in fellowship together this week, there has been a different topic of focus each day 
as we read and studied 1 Peter. Each day we spent time on our own with God (‘quiet 
time’ – incidentally I detest this name for it but anyway..) praying and reading 1 Peter 
thinking about what it says about each topic. The topic on the day I arrived was 
suffering and later that night Patrick gave a talk around a camp fire and shared a 
time where he had suffered. Having not thought much about suffering I don’t have a 
huge amount to be thinking about. With little or no experience of any great suffering I 
can only count myself fortunate. The times when I have ‘suffered’ if you can call it 
that, when I look back, have been times of immense growth in my relationship with 
God. Although those times were not enjoyable experiences I am very much grateful 
for them because I don’t think I would be where I am today if it wasn’t for the times. 
 
My first whole day (Tuesday) we were thinking about authentic community – what 
that looks like and what it means. The verse that has stuck out the most for me and 
seems to keep going round my head is 1 Peter 4v8 – “Above all, love one another 
deeply which covers over a multitude of sins.” I’ve spent a fair bit of time thinking 
about what that means, what that looks like and what I need to do to love everyone in 
the team deeply. Is it even possible? This really encouraged me to continue to make 
an effort in getting to know the rest of the team that is the Americans. 
 
I realise I didn’t manage to write much about what I had learnt over these first few 
days due to running out of time. Maybe it’s best if you just ask me if you want to 
know. 
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Discipleship week – Brits, Americans, Dutch, Latvians and Norwegians. 

 
 
In Between Times – Preparations Begin 
 
Following the discipleship week we had the opportunity to go on a glacier. We were 
blessed with such a great day for doing it and hence were fortunate enough to see 
some incredible views! The rest of the weekend was then spent preparing for the 
camp in Latvia. We had to prepare bible studies, seminars, songs, silly games, dramas 
amongst other things. This time helped bring the Brits and Americans much closer 
together which was good to see. 
 
 
Welcome to Laaatviiaaaaaa!  
 
Following the weekend we left Elvheim and set off for Riga. I used some of this 
travelling time to prepare for my morning thought for the first team meeting in Latvia. 
Each day in Latvia a member of the team would share a thought on Thessalonians as 
we worked our way through. I was the first up and I had to share on 1 Thessalonians 
1. The verse that stuck out to me was verse 8 which says “The Lord’s message rang 
out from you not only in Macedonia and Achaia–your faith in God has become known 
everywhere”. As an acoustical engineer I quite like the image of the Lord’s message 
ringing out. So I thought of a way to bring some physics into my morning thought, 
hopefully that would help! What am I thinking? Ha! The question is – what do we 
need to do in order that the Lord’s message might ring out at Zosna camp? Ultimately 
how can we become more Christ-like over the next week and beyond? That was my 
starting point. 
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The first morning in Riga, after a night in a youth hostel, we had our first team 
meeting and I shared my morning thought. Then we headed off to the pancake house! 
Oh yes, the only way to start a day in Riga. The rest of the day was then spent 
wandering around Riga so that the team could experience some of the Latvian culture. 
A look around the Russian Orthodox Church was also a chance for the team to learn 
about the kind of background many of the kids going to the camp would come from. 
The day was concluded with a trip to the famous Lido’s restaurant, no trip to Riga is 
complete without it! 
 
Early on Wednesday morning we caught a train that took us to Rezekne where we 
hung round for a while. Before eventually being taken to Zosna camp in a minivan 
whilst lying on a pile of luggage. With only seven seats available a number of us were 
left with unstable make-shift luggage seats. This is all part of the Latvia experience. 
 
 
Zosna Camp – Early Days 
 
Having arrived and stayed a night at Zosna camp a full description of the 
place/facilities needs to be explored. The first thing you see is a large building which 
turns out to be an old abandoned soviet school building. As you enter you notice the 
dusty floors which seem to stay dusty no matter how many times you mop them! The 
walls are bare with the odd word of graffiti and the occasional portrait of some 
president – probably of Timbuktu but who knows. The majority of the light switches 
fail to turn on any lights even in the toilets (probably something to be thankful for I’ll 
get to that shortly..). There are open ended wires dangling down numerous walls – 
who knows if they’re live or not. On to the toilets – horrific fowl smell, mosquito 
ridden basically somewhere you don’t want to linger. There’s no seat attached to 
either of the toilets, which incidentally both have full flushing capabilities, so if you 
wish to drop a number two then you will have to hover above the pan. Now these 
toilets are not what I would call normal toilets – ones in which waste, once released, 
lands straight into the pool of water at the bottom. No – these toilets have inspection 
pans to catch your excrement for you to inspect before flushing away. Delightful eh? 
You do need to take care when flushing to make sure nothing jumps out due to the 
cascade of water released in order to remove the excrement, and help it over the lip of 
the inspection pan into the small pool of water. You have to complete your business 
without the safety of an adequately closed door. Not even going to mention the level of 
cleanliness or should I say lack of. There is also the luxury of running water in the 
sinks, well at least sometimes; it seems to be very intermittent. 
 
Yesterday was the first day of camp, the day the kids arrived. It was just the best day! 
The chance to see some of the kids from last year, one kid in particular, Vladik, who is 
from the orphanage and is someone who has been on my heart since last year. He had 
grown so much and he is always so shy to begin with, but it didn’t take long for us to 
get reacquainted. Last year, on the day the orphans left the camp I took my hat off and 
put it on Vladik’s head as if to signal – it’s yours and we’ll always be buddies, but he 
took it off and put it back on my head. After getting over his initial shyness the first 
thing he did was to grab my hat and plonk it straight on his head, as if to signal to me 
– good to see you lets get back to being buddies. This was the first of many touching 
moments throughout the week. One story that came out early on about Vladik was 
that he had had two operations this year on his jaw because someone had punched 
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him and broken it. I can only imagine, going on stories from last year, it was some of 
the other kids in the orphanage bullying him. Straight away there was a reminder of 
the situation these orphans are in, especially Vladik.  
 

 
Me and My Dear Friend Vladik! 

 
Anyway, it didn’t take us long to pick up where we had left off last year. Running, 
playing football, playing tag and a whole load of other silly games which was so 
much fun and I am only to happy to play with these precious orphans. They need and 
even crave love and attention, so I intend to try and love these children as Jesus 
would/does. I want them to see and feel God’s love through me. I hope for 
opportunities to sit down with them and talk (via a translator) this week. It was so 
great to see so many kids come back from last year and so many of them remembered 
my name despite having minimal contact with them. 
 
After we had eaten it was time for the evening festivities, probably one of the best 
parts of the day for me, the camp fire. This is a chance for the team to put together a 
programme that’s not all too dissimilar from a church service or something that at 
least draws parallels with such a meeting. As the guitar extraordinaire on the team, ok 
maybe just the guy that plays guitar, I get the privilege to open proceedings with the 
music team leading in a number of usually silly songs to begin with. Basically we 
would sing a number of kid’s songs which would have actions to get everyone 
involved. So even if they couldn’t speak/sing any English then they could join in and 
anyway everyone seems to love actions – the more ridiculous the better! As well as 
opening with some fun songs the camp fire usually was a chance for the team to share 
their testimonies, perform drama’s of the comic variety as well as the more serious, 
play a silly game, sing songs of worship, as well as the chance for a re-cap of the days 
bible study. Having not had a bible study on the first day the theme for the week was 
introduced – Peace! This first camp fire was also a chance for the team to be 
introduced to all the campers. We had to say our name, where we came from, what we 
do, how many times we’d been to Zosna camp previously and our favourite flavour 
ice cream. Before leaving for the trip I set myself the challenge to be able to answer 
those questions in Russian so when it came to me the translator could have a rest, ha! 
I managed to say my name is Adam, I’m from England, I’m a student, didn’t learn 
how to say this is my second time but you know and I didn’t know how to say my 
favourite ice cream is mint choc chip so I said “ya lu-blu mo-roe-zheno-ye shokolat” 
– I love chocolate ice cream. This was met with a rapturous around of applause – you 
can imagine my delight!  
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One other thing we did at the first campfire was to introduce a song that me and 
Patrick wrote about the camp. Type “the zosna camp song” into youtube to see a live 
performance! The lyrics are as follows: 
 

Verse 1 
There is a place in Latvia 
Where we gather every year 
To feed mosquitos with our blood 
And face the toilets with dark fear 
 
Chorus 
Here we are, once again 
Round the fire, with our friends 
ZOSNA CAMP! ZOSNA CAMP!.... 
 
Verse 2 
This is a place where God is near 
So we gather here every year 
To feed our souls with food from God 
And love and peace cast out our fears 
 
Bridge 
This song is over, but camp is not 
So let's hold on, to these friends we've got 

 
We weren’t sure how it went down the first time, but reports from the campers were 
that they loved it! Well Patrick and I were ecstatic and we both think it’s are greatest 
achievement… ever! Haha!   
 
After the formal part of the camp is over the chai (tea) is brought out along with some 
nice pastries. Then there is the opportunity to stay up till as late as you can handle and 
chat with the kids. I took this chance to talk to the boy closest to me named Philip. He 
was from the orphanage and it wasn’t long before he told me his story of how he came 
to be there. He had been there for two years and the reason he ended up there was 
because at the time he was living with only one parent who was an alcoholic. It was 
because of the alcoholism that the parent gave up Philip because they were unable to 
look after him and would rather fund their habit than love their son. I was struck with 
how open he was able to be straight away and it seemed as if he was looking for 
friends he could really trust. He shared a lot with me so I felt prompted to share my 
life and how I came to know and love the Lord with him and did. He listened 
attentively as I shared which encouraged me and at the end he said, “nice story”. I just 
hoped and prayed that it gave him something to think about.  
 
Towards the end of the more formal camp fire proceedings a bunch of local kids 
turned up, some of which I recognised from last year, looking rough and ready with 
nothing better to do. One of these kids gave his life to Christ the previous year after 
one of the guys on the team spent most of the week hanging out with him and his 
mates. I had been fortunate enough to sit and talk with him at a couple of the camp 
fires last year so he knew who I was. So I hoped to be able to sit and talk with him 
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and find out about how his year was. Anyway they were all sitting in a group at the 
back and one of them was playing a guitar. I went over with the intention of 
introducing myself and taking it from there. Once I got a translator over as well we 
began to interact with one another and many of these guys who seemed somewhat 
intimidating were unbelievably shy. These guys were aged 16-20. The one who was 
playing the guitar was actually Russian and was staying in this smallest of villages, 
Zosna, where nothing ever happens. How random, I think he had a friend or relative 
he was staying with. He asked if he could play a couple of songs and I gleefully let 
him. In a low gruff voice he began to sing as he gently strummed away at the guitar. 
After he had sung one of the songs he told me what it was about. I can’t quite 
remember but I’m sure he just talked about getting drunk and drugs or something. 
After, he asked me to play a song and so I played a Jack Johnson song. As soon as I 
finished I was thinking why didn’t a play a worship song or some song in which the 
lyrics are about the gospel. I handed him back the guitar as he seemed so desperate to 
play again. All the time I was thinking and praying about a song could I sing which 
would give me the chance to at least share some of the gospel or salvation message. 
The song that came to mind was a Chris Tomlin song – Jesus Messiah, a song I had 
learnt earlier in the year. So at the first opportunity I asked if he would mind if I could 
play another song. He let me so after I played it I explained the lyrics to him this time.  
 

He became sin, who knew no sin, 
That he might become, our righteousness, 
He humbled himself and carried the cross, 
Love so amazing, Love so amazing. 
 
Jesus Messiah, 
Name above all names, 
Blessed Redeemer, 
Emmanuel, 
The rescue for sinners, 
The ransom from Heaven, 
Jesus Messiah, 
Lord of all. 
 
His body the bread, His blood the wine, 
Broken and poured out all for love, 
The whole earth trembled, 
And the veil was torn. 

 
He seemed to give the reaction – I’ve heard it before but it’s not for me. However this 
didn’t discourage me as it was early days. At the end of the night I had a real sense 
that God wanted me to be there and had brought me back to Zosna camp because he 
wanted to use me this week. Although I really wanted to come back I did have doubts 
at times as to whether or not this was what God wanted me to be doing this summer, 
despite the prayerful and well thought through approach I had made in taking the 
decision to return. So it was definitely a reassuring feeling and it made me excited 
about what God was going to do in the rest of the week. 
 
Something that I need to mention at this point is a phrase I was taught by Vlada an 
orphan girl aged 10 who had so much energy and was more than a handful but was so 
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sweet. I had been saying silly phrases in Russian well actually just simple Russian 
words and she would burst into fits of laughter. This all happened as we had dinner. 
Anyway she asked me if I liked kashka malashka and pointed at my bowl of rice and 
beans and who knows what. As lunch was usually the main meal of the day when it 
came to dinner or supper, it was usually the leftovers of lunch and breakfast that were 
served up. So later someone explained the meaning of this kashka malashka. The first 
thing I was told was that the word kashka translates as porridge and the second word 
malashka is just a made up word that rhymes with kashka. Another explanation was 
that it can be used to describe the leftovers that have all been mixed together to make 
a delicious dish! It sounds like it’s a recipe which can be made by any small child no 
matter what his ingredients, whether edible food or mud and worms! As a result of 
this I went round camp for the rest of the week saying “kashka malashka” or being 
ordered to for the amusement of the Russian speaker’s. 
 
 
Day 4 – Carrying the Burden 
 
As it turns out Zosna camp is like no other and today we walked and climbed Latvia’s 
only “mountain” (possibly 2nd highest) or should I say mole hill standing tall at a 
height of 300m! It was a 10Km (6-7 miles) walk from camp. This was a great 
opportunity to continue to get to know the guys on the camp and find out where they 
are at. But my thinking has been dominated by Vladik. The girls that have been 
leading the bible study group he is in have been telling me what he has been saying 
and learning each say. Today they told me how he said he had been praying and 
asking God for parents, and how he is struggling to believe in God. The girls answer 
to Vladik was that God may have answered his prayer in that he had friends here at 
camp, I was like a brother and they were like sisters and God is like or even is a 
Father. Their reply was so true but I can feel his pain and my heart bleeds for this 
poor kid. The lack of love and lack of worth he must be feeling can only cause pain. I 
can’t comprehend not having parents. Why oh why God have you not given him 
parents – a loving mother and father who treasure such a sweet, kind, precious boy. 
I’m feeling his pain more than ever. Its beginning to weigh me down, I’m not sure I 
know how to deal or cope with this kind of pain. 
 
On the way back from this “mountain” I felt as if I should spend some time in prayer 
alone with the Lord and felt as if I should fast while everyone else had supper. I 
decided it was more important to use this time to cry out to God despite the fact I was 
feeling knackered after walking over 10 miles and was so hungry I could have eaten a 
horse. 
 
I used this time alone to pour my heart out to God, to be completely honest about the 
pain I was feeling – Why Lord, why oh why? How can you let this happen? My heart 
bled and I wept before the Lord. What does this kid have? Father bring him peace, 
bring him joy and most of all bring him hope this week I prayed. I also used this time 
to pray some bold prayers – to ask the Lord perform miracles within the hearts of 
many of the kids, to see the Lord reign within their hearts. 
 
A verse that I read recently reminded me of this moment and what came after. “Those 
who sow with tears, reap with songs of joy.” Psalm 126 v5. (Just thought I’d throw it 
in there) 
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At the campfire I had to lead in song once again and I had also been asked to share a 
testimony. I willingly agreed to earlier but even up until the point of sharing I wasn’t 
sure what I was going to say. Patrick even gave me the option of doing it tomorrow 
but I felt as if I should just do it. Step way out of my comfort zone and trust in God 
with all my heart. That was the only way I managed to do it. Once again God used me 
in my weakness. Despite feeling weak both emotionally and physically as well as 
fragile and weighed down by the burden of this pain for Vladik I was feeling God still 
worked wonders as he is more than capable of doing. 
  
 
Day 5 – The Renewing 
 
After the previous day I woke up and I briefly wrote down how I was feeling – weak-
physically and emotionally, stretched, unprepared for the day’s content, my heart 
bleeds… I felt tired from running around playing with the kids, the previous day’s 
walk to the mountain and back and probably most of all from staying up late around 
the campfire talking to the kids, which all lead to a less than desired amount of sleep. 
Emotionally weak because of what I have already mentioned about Vladik and many 
of these other orphans. I felt stretched because there were so many guys I really 
wanted to spend time with but there’s only so many you can and still and have impact 
or challenge them where they are at. With only four guys on the team plus Steve it 
was all too apparent that the workers were few and the harvest was plentiful and there 
was no way that we could get to know all these boys on the camp. So deciding who to 
spend my time with was a real challenge and one that has no simple answer. If I was 
honest at this point I was feeling quite low and with the prospect of a bible study to 
lead and seminar to give, I felt super under prepared. Having spent minimal amount of 
time preparing mainly because I hadn’t set aside enough time to do them I knew the 
only way I was going to get through this day was by relying on God and his strength. 
 
The bible study that morning seemed to go well and between us, Liz my co-bible 
study leader and me, we managed to lead the study together successfully. We were 
both amazed at how God used us because we both felt so weak and inadequate for 
different reasons but we both put our trust completely in God and had seen Him once 
again be so faithful to us. It might be worth mentioning that at breakfast the day 
before I sat down with Liz to briefly discuss the bible study we were to lead that day 
and she shared with me how she felt inadequate to lead, despite the fact she had done 
great so far. Although leading a bible study mainly full of 18-20 year old boys might 
be a daunting prospect, Liz was more than capable. So I took the time to encourage 
her, and tell her we were a team and that I was more than happy to take more of a lead 
if she felt uncomfortable, but most importantly I prayed for her there and then. We 
lead that study together and she did a fantastic job and we were really learning to 
work together as a team and trust in God. So after the bible study that took place this 
day it was clear that I was the one feeling weaker and burdened and Liz knew and she 
was able to encourage and pray for me. It was obvious to Liz and Patrick that I needed 
some rest so they ordered me to have a nap and get some strength back. 
 
After an hour or two of napping time I woke up and beside my roll mat where I was 
laying was a note addressed to me, well actually it said “Bible Study Partner/Rock 
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Star” – made me chuckle. I opened it and on the top half was a passage from Hebrews 
which had been written out: 
 

Let us lay aside every weight and sin which so easily entangles, and 
let us run with the endurance the race that is set before us, fixing 
our eyes on Jesus, the founder and perfecter of our faith, who for 
the joy set before him endured the cross, despising the shame, and 
is seated at the right hand of the throne of God. Consider him who 
endured from sinners such hostility, so that you may not grow 
weary or fainthearted! 
 
Hebrews 12:1-3 

 
The second half of the note there were more encouraging words from Liz saying that 
she really felt God wanted me to have this passage and that she would be praying this 
for me. Even before reading the second half of the note, as I read through the words of 
Hebrews 12 which had been written down I felt the burden and weight, that I had tried 
to take upon myself of the pain that Vladik and many of the other orphans must be 
feeling, lift from me. It was like I was trying to take the pain away from them in taking 
it on myself but who am I to do that, only God can. In attempting to take on all their 
pain I struggled hugely, it was like I could barely walk yet alone “run with endurance 
the race that is set before us” and it was holding me back from being able to give 
everything I could to love these kids and to love God and to let His message ring out 
from my life. I felt somewhat free within and uplifted. I felt God say to me trust me, I 
have a plan for these precious orphans I have a plan for Vladik, and I was to hold on to 
the hope that we already have in Christ our Lord and Saviour. This passage of 
scripture was a definite answer to one of many prayers I had prayer the day before. It 
was this that renewed and refreshed my mind and spirit so that I could give my 
absolute all in the remaining days of camp. 
 
Also after waking up I learnt that we were going to the banja in the afternoon! 
Hallelujah! Praise the Lord for the banja! A trip to the banja is a must when in Russian 
culture. Explanation: A Russian banja is a bit like a sauna (although much hotter), 
except you get the added extra of someone beating you with birch branches dipped in 
boiling water. The aim is to go in for as long as you could take it and then go jump in a 
cold lake and do it all over again several times. Sounds painful but actually is amazing. 
Afterward you feel clean, pure, and ready to sleep for as long as possible! So the 
seminar was put off until the next day which I was grateful for because it gave us more 
time to prepare for.  
 
With the blessing of the banja and alternative entertainment provided for the campers 
it meant a relative early night for a change and another chance to catch up on some 
more much needed sleep. 
 
 
Day 6 – The Joy! 
 
This day was due to be the penultimate one but being as this is a camp like no other an 
extra day has been added on. So there was still two days of “structured” content to go. 
I have to say I was thrilled that we got to spend an extra day and I for one wanted to 
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make the most of the opportunity. After going to bed relatively early after the banja I 
woke up at 6am full of excitement and couldn’t get back to sleep despite my best 
efforts. I felt refreshed, renewed, invigorated and ready for the final days of camp. My 
thoughts were – BRING IT ON!!! 
 
After the mornings bible study Liz and I bumped into Philip as we were on our way 
back to our rooms. I had gotten to know Philip through chatting with him around the 
campfire each night and he had decided to join our bible study this day. I asked him 
how he found it and what he had learnt. With the aid of a translator he began to tell us 
of how he realised he understood that he needs God and needs to repent of his sins in 
order to come to God. I asked him if he wanted to make that commitment now. He 
asked if we could go into one of the empty classrooms upstairs, which we promptly 
did as we had been standing at the foot of the stairs when the conversation had started. 
It was there that Philip continued to share all he knew and learnt about his need for 
God. It turned out that it all went back to when he first came to Zosna camp a few 
years ago, it was then that the seed had been sown in his heart. He even said at that 
time he didn’t understand what it meant to know God or have a relationship with Him 
but it was clear that his time at Zosna camp previously had an impact on him. After he 
shared everything he understood in relation to the gospel and the salvation message he 
asked us to pray for him and then he would pray himself. So we did, we laid hands on 
him and prayed that he would trust in God and accept Jesus as his Saviour and that 
God would come and dwell within him. Then he prayed… in Russian… so we had no 
idea what he prayed because it wasn’t translated for us. So after I asked Philip what he 
prayed and if he became a Christian. His reply was as clear as day and he told us he 
how felt free inside and how good that felt. This was the confirmation I was looking 
for and the building excitement within me burst into joy and I thanked and praised the 
Lord in my heart.  
 
After, Liz and I looked at each other in complete amazement and wonder at what God 
had just done especially after the two days prior when we both felt so weak. Trusting 
in God had truly paid off and we were blessed with the opportunity to lead Philip to 
making a commitment to Christ. Our joy almost overcame us as we had no idea what 
to do, but I saw the guitar and picked it up and we sang Oh to see the dawn which has 
the fantastic chorus: 
 

This the power of the cross 
Christ became sin for us 
Took the blame, bore the wrath 
We stand forgiven at the cross 

 
This was a very special moment as we thanked God for saving Philip and for all that 
he has done for us in sending his son to overcome sin. This was another answer to one 
of the prayers I prayed whilst I fasted two days beforehand. Again I was astounded by 
God’s faithfulness and how he had so clearly heard and answered my prayer. 
 
I asked Philip if he would mind giving a short testimony at the campfire and he 
agreed. So when it came to the campfire I was thrilled when he stood up and told the 
camp about the commitment he had made. Misha, one of the guys in my bible studies 
also stood up the front and shared how he had invited Christ into his life. Earlier in the 
week he had shared with me how he had a decision to make, to turn to God and 
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possibly lose something that means a lot to him or not to turn to God and hold onto 
that something that had bought him so much joy and happiness. He told me how he 
was scared to go to God and felt afraid, I shared my life with him and prayed for him. 
I had heard after this that he had asked God into his life but was still somewhat 
holding back. So when he stood up the front and explained how he accepted Christ as 
his saviour and decided to trust in Him completely this was yet another answer to a 
prayer I had prayed during my fast. 
 
 
Day 7 – The End is Upon Us 
 
After the day before I was hoping that the week would end with a great crescendo in 
terms of more of the kids coming to accept Christ. To be honest at the end of the day 
it felt like an anti-climax despite the fact it had been another good day, I couldn’t help 
but feel unsatisfied and hungry for the sake of the gospel and those who needed it. As 
I sat staring at the campfire reflecting on the week, sharing stories with fellow team 
members about the many interactions we had had with the kids that had become so 
dear to us, I felt so desperate for them to know the Lord and know the hope we have 
in Him. What else do these orphans have? Nothing! What do they need? A sure hope! 
This is my prayer for them, that the hope we have in Christ Jesus might be revealed to 
them. Then they have something to hold onto, something to look forward to, 
something far greater than they could ever imagine! 
 
Earlier that day I had written a letter to Vladik and posted it in the camp letter box – 
camp tradition, you can write letters to anyone on the camp and then they get handed 
out at the end of the day. It was in reply to a letter he had written for me. He had 
written something that he told me earlier in the week, that I was the best friend he had. 
You can imagine my reaction, my eyes watered and a couple of tears streaked down 
my face. How could it be that I’ve spent not even two weeks of his life with him and 
he calls me his best friend? Again it just highlighted the lack of love my dear friend 
had received in his 14 years of life. So in my letter I told him how, in seeing him 
again I was so delighted and it had made my year. That was no exaggeration either! 
At the end of the letter I made a promise to him. I wrote that I promised I will come 
and see him again, but that I couldn’t promise when that might be.  
 
After conversations with several team members about how unique and special Zosna 
camp was came the question that tends to get banded around towards the end of 
camp… Would/will you come back next year? All I was thinking was how could I not 
come back next year? There is no way I could say “yes I will be back next year” 
because who knows what could happen in the next year. But without doubt – do I 
want to be at Zosna camp 2010? YES! Only time will tell, it’s definitely one to give to 
God. Eventually there is going to be a time when I won’t be able to return but I hope 
to prolong that in any way I can. 
 
 
Day 8 – Goodbye’s Suck 
 
Described by Patrick as “the worst day of the year” so what more can I say. Saying 
goodbye to the orphans which you come to love so much is tough, knowing that 
they’re going back to the orphanage where love is in short supply makes the 
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goodbye’s all the more painful. This day was probably the hardest day. Continuing to 
learn to trust God that he has the lives of these orphans in his hands and there’s no one 
who loves and understands the pain they feel more than Him isn’t an easy thing but it 
is reassuring.  
 
For the rest of the day I was in a very sombre mood, I felt quite down, quiet and 
withdrawn. The day was spent packing up and taking camp down. The highlight of 
what was “the worst day of the year” was Steve’s achievement in killing his 1000th 
mosquito! He had been keeping a count of how many mosquitoes he had actively 
squished. I have to say it was a fantastic achievement in the fight against the 
menacing mosquitoes. SMIET CAMERAN! (which means death to the mosquitoes) 
 

 
The 1000th Mosquito! 

 
 
Rezekne – Goodbye American-cans 
 
After the second banja experience of the trip the previous evening and nights sleep in 
the Blue Hall, (Rezekne gym) on gym mats which were slightly more comfortable 
than a roll mat on a solid floor in an old abandoned soviet school building, it was time 
for the Americans to part the Brits. It was thought the best way to see off our 
American friends was with a rousing chorus of “God save the Queen..”. Despite the 
fact they were Americans (he writes in tongue and cheek), part of me was sad to see 
them go after having the opportunity to get to know them, labour alongside them and 
share so much joy with them as brothers and sisters in Christ. 
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The Brits and Americans with our Latvian Friends. 

 
The rest of our time in Rezekne was spent with the friends we have made on the 
camp. As the team wandered around the town various kids joined us and left us as 
they wished, they seem to come out of nowhere, that’s just how it works in Latvia 
which makes it more exciting. You never know who you might see next or what 
you’ll be doing or where you’ll be going. You should always be prepared for 
anything! Fun times. The day ended with a meeting at the blue hall. Basically a 
programme was put together similar to what happened around the campfire. Songs, 
testimonies and brief message which was then followed by some crazy games such as 
duck duck goose.  
 
 
On to Riga and Lilaste – Goodbye Rezekne 
 
On the Saturday morning we left Rezekne, and a good crowd of kids from the camp 
had come to see us off. I felt like royalty at this point! No not really, but it was great 
that so many of the kids had made an effort to see us off. We left in a minivan and 
with the window wound down I yelled out “ya lu-blu kashka malashka” (which means 
I love kashka malashka). We were driven by a taxi driver who couldn’t speak English 
as it turned out. Although it was at least 20 minutes before I thought of a way to ask 
without asking him straight up if he spoke English. I offered him a sweet and when he 
turned it down then I put my question in. The outcome meant no conversation. I had 
thought how good it would be if I had the chance to share the gospel with him. It was 
not to be and actually meant I could try and catch up on some sleep once more. 
 
Our next few days were spent in a place called Lilaste above Riga on the Baltic coast. 
This was a great chance for us to reflect on our experiences, think about what we had 
learnt and ultimately how can we apply and use those experiences in everyday life 
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back home to live for God and the sake of the gospel. Each morning we had around 
three hours to spend on our own thinking about these things. Personally I found this 
time a great help in sorting everything that I had taken in and that was bouncing round 
my head. I will share a couple of things that I was thinking about below. 
 

 
Sundown on the Lake at Lilaste. 

 
As well as the opportunity to spend some much needed alone time we came together 
at various points during our time in Lilaste to share with one another. One evening 
was spent purely encouraging each other in what we had seen in each others actions 
and approach to the trip etc... It was so great that everyone had so much to say about 
each other. I would really quite like to list all the kind comments everyone made 
about me mainly to help show how much God has been working in me. Some of them 
were overly kind comments and encouragements but nevertheless made me feel quite 
good. Actually with all those encouragements I was tempted to write them down for 
all to see so I could effectively say “look what I did” and “how great am I”. Instead of 
showing off I’ve decided to lay aside my worldly pride although in stating so I am 
thinking how humble am I? Maybe not as humble as I thought, maybe I should’ve just 
left this paragraph out… too late now. 
 
 
Reflections 
 
The first day I was thinking about how God has worked in and through me. I broke it 
down into a number of things which were; to compare this trip to last years, the 
growth/steps I’ve taken, what I have learnt about myself and then my gifting and my 
desires and passions. In considering the first two points I wrote this down: 
 
The thing that stands out from this year’s trip is the confidence I have within myself, 
in who I am Christ and in the gifts God has given me. But it’s a confidence that comes 
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out of my relationship with God and not something I have produced or cultivated 
myself. It’s the product of a growing faith and a continuation to – trust in the Lord 
with all my heart and lean not on my own understanding and in all my ways 
acknowledge him, and he will make my paths straight (Prov 3v5-6).  
 
Examples – Even year ago I was always reluctant to share my life/my testimony to 
more than one person at a time. The thought of sharing my life with others was simply 
terrifying. Even on last years trip I did my best to keep quiet, but sometimes you need 
a push. Something I learnt last year was that our testimonies about our faith and what 
God has done in and through our lives is powerful. The effect that one person’s 
testimony could have is huge. Satan tries to convince us otherwise and that it’s not 
worth sharing and we begin to think my testimony is boring or who wants to hear 
about my life. So anyway, knowing this, over this year and this summer I have become 
much more willing and prepared to share my testimony to groups of people which are 
sometimes 50+. My confidence has grown through learning to trust in God in those 
situations and relying on His strength. 
 
There are plenty more examples which I could give relating to leading bible studies, 
leading worship and songs around the campfire, being intentional with initiating 
conversations and getting to know people.. etc etc. 
 
Something else I wrote about what I learnt about myself was: 
 
When I’m completely myself, as in whom God made me to be, then there is no limit to 
what God can do in and through me providing I trust in Him with all my heart… But 
without God’s strength I become all too aware of my limitations in what I can do in 
my own strength and in what I can achieve. I’ve been learning to give what little I 
have to God and seeing how God uses that to do great things! 
 
The other two main questions/things I was thinking about were – How/what has God 
spoken to me about? What can I take home from this trip and apply?  
 
 
Final Days – In Riga 
 
The last couple of days were spent back in Riga and so there was a train to catch from 
Lilaste train station, about a mile up the road from the campsite where we stayed. 
Fortunately enough, we didn’t have to carry all of our bags to the station as a car 
turned up and ferried the majority of our luggage. However there were a couple left, 
and being the gentleman that I am (haha…) I took one of the girl’s big rucksack (65 
litre thing packed to the rafters) and proceeded to run the mile to the station. Why I 
ran I have no idea, perhaps I thought it was a challenge or I needed to expel some 
energy, who knows. I made it to the station in one piece before promptly collapsing in 
a heap on the ground. Later that day I began to regret the run as my muscles ached 
and I felt somewhat tired but I was still proud of my small achievement. 
 
With our last two nights in Riga we spent the time with our Latvian friends, mainly 
students who study there. On the last night we had a meeting at a newly built house on 
the outskirts of Riga which was built by the Koval family, who organise and run 
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Zosna camp. A good number of the Riga students from camp turned up and we had a 
great time together once more, singing, sharing as well as praying for each other.  
 
I was actually given the opportunity to lead the team on the final day. Exciting or 
what? Not that I had to do a great deal apart from make a couple of decisions on 
where we went and what we did. I did have to prepare a campfire type programme 
just in case that was expected at the meeting at the Koval house. Thankfully I didn’t 
have to lead anything there, not because I didn’t want to – in fact I was really up for 
doing it before earlier on in the day. However when came to the evening I felt so tired 
– probably from the late night previously and all the walking around Riga. Any how, 
this day gave me an insight in to leadership in a different context and gave me a great 
appreciation of the great job the leaders of this trip had done, particularly Steve and 
Debs who were leading the team whilst also playing mummy and daddy to 6 month 
old baby Benjamin. They must be crazy or mental, probably both! That day was 
finished with yet more goodbyes! At least the goodbyes would be coming to an end 
soon. 
 
 
Conclusion – The End? 
 
I’m not quite sure if I can sum up everything and I’m not going to try to. This trip has 
yet again been a truly wonderful experience. It has been an emotional rollercoaster 
and even painful at times. Going back to the words my good friend Patrick shared 
with me I think this description sums it up fairly well, the fact it was “better, harder, 
different, and even more rewarding than your first year”. I guess what I’m now left 
with in my mind is, ok so what could come of this. Do I dare to dream? Have you 
dared to dream and dream big? I wonder… What has God got in store for me in the 
future? How does that fit in with my life now? What or where does God want me to 
be now? All that I know is that I need to continue to fill my focus with God and let 
Him use the desires of our hearts for his purpose. Then let’s see where God takes us. 
 
So by now I hope to have conveyed to you what this trip is about for me, what it is I 
was involved in and what my personal experience looked like. Thank you for reading 
if you got this far!  


