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The Camel Trek

Ahmed and Rahma live with their father in Somalia. But their
father is concerned for their safety and wants his children to have a
good education, so he has decided to send them to live with their
aunt and uncle in Australia.

Ahmed and Rahma embark on the long journey to Kenya and
on to South Africa with their trusty camel, Asha. Will Ahmed and
Rahma survive this dangerous task?
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For the remainder of the day she kept herself
busy caring for Ahmed, Asha and their needs
for the night. She made sure Ahmed had regular
sips of water and, knowing it was vital for her
to stay strong, she ate some bread and a few
dates.

During the afternoon, two camel trains
walked along the road just fifty metres away. To
avoid drawing attention to their hiding place,
Rahma made Asha kneel down out of sight. Each
time she did this, the camel grumbled but then
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resigned herself to chewing cud and belching
quietly.

For three days and two nights they remained
in that spot. Rahma made sure she woke at night
to offer Ahmed water, and through the day they
would doze. Sometimes she busied herself with
unpacking and re-packing their various bags,
desperate to distract herself from the situation
she was in. Ahmed's condition wasn’t improving
and Rahma knew it. At times he shivered
uncontrollably and hugged his blankets, then
minutes later he’d throw them off. Afterwards,
he was so still that Rahma didn’t dare touch him
in case he was cold. Later he would thrash his
arms and moan with pain, his fever unchanged,
all of which led to Rahma feeling totally helpless.

her, and the lines around his eyes creased as he
smiled.

Relief flooded through Rahma and she ran
out in front of the camels, waving her arms
wildly. “Stop! Please stop!” she exclaimed. “My
brother’s sick and I think he might ...” Rahma
stopped before she shouted the last word - she
didn’t want to consider the possibility.

The first rider raised his hand in the air and
the twenty or more camels and men came to a
halt behind him. The man shouted to his team,
“Make camp, we'll stop now.” That was all he
needed to say for the cameleers to dismount
and set to work. “I'm Soulieman,” he said as he
walked to where Rahma was standing. He made
asign of peace and Rahma felt relieved.

Forgetting to introduce herself, the girl set
off through the thorny shrubs, “It's my brother,
Ahmed.” She looked back over her shoulder,
“He’s been sick, really sick, and I've been
useless.”




