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    FAITH IN CRISIS – HOW GOD SHOWS UP WHEN YOU NEED HIM MOST

  


  
    Praise from Readers


    In this gripping account a Christian doctor finds himself hostage in the American Embassy in Kuwait, a country he had come to serve. This true story reads like a suspense thriller. You won’t want to put it down.


    Tom Swift, Former Chair and Professor Emeritus,

    Department of Neurology, Medical College of Georgia


    This exciting account of captivity in the Middle East will draw you in, and you will not be able to put it down. This book’s refreshing honesty about feelings of fear, depression, hopelessness, and the challenges of trusting God in uncertainty will boost your faith.


    Laurie Myers, author, The Shepherd’s Song, The Lord is

    Their Shepherd, and Be Strong in the Lord.


    Jim and Shirley Carroll share their story of a lengthy and life-threatening politically enforced separation. Jim lives under tremendous physical and mental hardships with authentic questions and agonizing prayers. Shirley, who is stuck in the United States with their seven children, experiences God’s faithfulness through His provision for their young family despite no income for months. Their experience changed them. Their sharing it will change you. At times raw, but always real, this is a book you won’t want to miss.


    Ray and Jani Ortlund

    Renewal Ministries https://ortlund.net


    This story whets the appetite for the extraordinary world we can see when we walk by faith and not by sight.


    George Robertson, PhD, Pastor, First Presbyterian Church, Augusta, Georgia


    I believe this is a missionary classic. A must read. This is a look into the life of a missionary family living for the glory of God during uncertainty and difficult testing. What unfolds is the love story of Jim and Shirley, their seven children, and a faithful God. We encounter the raw emotions and doubts they go through while separated from each other. It shows us their oneness and trust for God to accomplish His glory in their ordeal. He does.


    Phin Hitchcock, Fireside Ministries & Industries, Augusta, GA


    I first heard Jim share his experience in the Kuwait embassy in 2009. I remember him concluding that time saying, “I’m embarrassed by how much God loves me.” After reading this honest, startling account of his family’s fight to trust in God’s faithfulness through an extraordinarily difficult circumstance, you will no doubt echo his humility.


    Nathan Wilson M.D., Missionary to Cusco, Peru,

    Presidente, La Fuente Centro de Salud Integral


    Once I started, I couldn’t stop, so I spent an afternoon and finished the book. We had a child born in Yemen two months after Jim’s release. This book helped me see how another family lived through the crisis. Even brief moments revealed to me the depth of transparency throughout the book. Near the end, Shirley writes, “For too long a moment, I was mad at God for assuring me Jimmy would be there. My heart was pounding, and I was trying not to cry in front of the kids.” Read the book. Walk with the Carrolls through a footnote in history where they help us with their raw feelings and faith questions. And to see God in their story.


    Anonymous, Missionary in the Middle East


    An incredible true-life story of resilience, determination, survival and faith, revealing with brutal honesty their prolonged daily struggle with uncertainty and worry, but all overcome by hope in the unfailing mercy and sovereignty of God. What Jim and Shirley Carroll have shared inspires courage to face our own crises with greater trust knowing that though we are weak, God is strong.


    Drs. Ted and Sharon Kuhn, Co-Medical Directors for

    Mission to the World


    Dr. Jim Carroll’s story of capture and eventual dramatic rescue is a powerful reminder our world is not governed by human forces and battles for political power. Jim and Shirley have given their lives to help people understand that through humility and service a person can change the world. My friendship and admiration has grown as I watched them for over twenty years live as humble servants believing that a grand human rescue is not only needed but is on the way.


    Rev. Michael Hearon, Campus Outreach-National Leadership Team First Presbyterian Church, Augusta, GA-Missions Pastor
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    Foreword


    The Iraqi occupation of Kuwait in 1990 was an existential challenge for Americans and others caught in the maelstrom. Jim and Shirley Carroll have written a compelling and honest narrative of their personal experiences and the faith on which they depended to get them through a lengthy period of danger and uncertainty.


    The drama of the siege of those trapped on the American Embassy compound is a story of the ways in which “ordinary” Americans created a sustainable community to survive. I have written about this process at some length in two books. But it is also a story of how individuals there dealt with the demons of uncertainty and deprivation. As a strong advocate of oral history, I was able to include some of these personal experiences in my latest book, Strangers When We Met - A Century of American Community in Kuwait. With this slim volume, the Carrolls contribute another dimension about their faith and the role it played for them in dealing with sustained trauma.


    Their narrative is especially important because it deals also with the anxieties and suffering of families at home who were equally victims of Iraq’s brutal occupation. Loss of income, debts, house payments and other domestic worries added to deep concern for the welfare of those trapped in Kuwait. I found I was often able to engage despondent colleagues, especially those indignant because they had not received daily messages, by reminding them of the burdens bourne by their loved ones elsewhere.


    As difficult as it is to get inside the heads of individuals under such severe stress, I have found the range of coping skills and devices employed by various individuals diverse and impressive. Some, like Jim and Shirley, relied openly on their faith in God. Others took pride in their manual skills and innovative solutions to practical challenges. Still others drew confidence and hope from their part in confounding Iraqi efforts to force the Embassy’s surrender. As the bonds of the Embassy community strengthened, the communal ethos became a significant factor for stability. When an alcoholic almost blundered out the gate into streets guarded by Iraqis, I informed him that I had no choice but to take away the job he had been assigned. He begged to keep his job and community status and promised not to drink another drop while in the Embassy compound. He was true to his word.


    In the early stages of the Embassy siege I dared not hope that we would get out of the situation without loss of life among Americans in the Embassy or hiding throughout the city. That we continually fended off threats to our communications or jury-rigged electrical system, or that we discovered fresh water where none should have been, or that no American died during this ordeal… these were all unexpected providential blessings.


    My own faith, of which I seldom speak, revolves around the concept that “God helps those who help themselves”. I occasionally feared for my life. But that was not my primary fear. What frightened me most of all was the possibility that I would not discharge honorably the responsibility which was mine, both as a person and as Ambassador.


    I welcome the testimony of the Carrolls in rounding out one of the most extraordinary human dramas in recent diplomatic history.


    W. Nathaniel Howell, US Ambassador to Kuwait, 1987-91


    

  


  
    Acknowledgements


    More than twenty-five years have elapsed since the Iraqi invasion of Kuwait and our involvement in that crisis. Thanks to urging of family and friends, we finally got the courage to write the story.


    Many of those who helped us during the trial are mentioned by name in the memoir. The others—and they were countless: neighbors, church members, friends from the Medical College of Georgia—provided money and food, whatever we needed. They were reflections of God’s mercy.


    We give thanks to David Aretha for his developmental edits of the book, and also for his encouragement.


    The text in this book was compiled from our recollections, the diaries we kept, and from various historical records, such as Strangers When We Met – A Century of American Community in Kuwait, Siege - Crisis Leadership: The Survival of U.S. Kuwait Embassy, both by Nathaniel Howell, and Days of Fear, The Inside Story of the Iraqi Invasion and Occupation of Kuwait by John Levins. Some names, locations, and identifying characteristics have been changed to protect the privacy of those depicted. Dialogue was recreated from memory.


    

  


  
    Introduction


    On August 2, 1990, Iraq invaded the little Persian Gulf country of Kuwait, resulting in the longest siege of a US embassy in American history. Jim and Shirley Carroll were tent-making missionaries in the country. Jim was trapped in the embassy while Shirley, home on leave with their seven children, languished in Augusta, Georgia, with no means of support. This is the story of their walk by faith through those difficult days and how the Lord preserved them.


    

  


  
    Prologue


    “For we walk by faith, not by sight.” (English Standard Version,

    2 Corinthians 5:7).


    There are two ways to walk by faith.


    One is the path you know. The other path is the mystery. The paths are the same.


    ###


    I’m just waking up. The sheet is light on my skin, and I pull it up around my shoulders for warmth. The breeze blowing over me is fresh and cool. I stretch my back and anticipate the day working with the students on the children’s ward at Mubarak Hospital by Kuwait University Medical School. But why is there a breeze? There’s no breeze in our house.


    Now I’m awake, startled by the presence of the breeze, and I remember: there will be no day at Mubarak with the med students. I’m outside and the moist wind that smells like the sea covers me as it comes in off the Persian Gulf. The temperature is pleasant enough for a mid-September early morning in Kuwait. I’m on top of a white three-story building, and my mattress is lying directly on the roof. My friend Joe is over on the other side of the building snoring away.


    I drag myself up from the mattress on the roof’s hard surface, turn, and walk forward to the three-foot retaining wall. The blue-gray Gulf is 300 yards to the east extending out to the horizon, and the sun is ready to rise. The building where I slept is one of several inside a giant tankproof white wall topped with razor wire.


    No fishing boats are out in the Gulf where they should be this time of day. I see four pitiful Iraqi soldiers walking in two pairs outside the compound wall. They have only sandals, no boots or socks, and their uniforms aren’t identical like they should be for soldiers. They look like they’ve been pulled from the streets of Baghdad. They’re flipping their rifles around as if they don’t really care about being on guard duty.


    I’m not supposed to be here at the embassy. I’m a doctor, a pediatric neurologist, and I have no business here. I should be with my family, maybe back in the US, at least back at the hospital with patients and students here in Kuwait. But here I am in the US embassy in Kuwait, and the diplomats tell us we can’t leave. I believe them. Iraqi soldiers who never smile surround us.


    Why am I here? This kind of thing is only in the movies. What’s going to happen next? But more important, how did this happen to me?


    

  


  
    Chapter 1


    The Invasion


    August 1 – Shirley


    Our five-bedroom Hilton Head Island style house with its cedar siding and surrounding porches had provided a brief refuge from the desert, but we were looking forward to departing Augusta, Georgia, and our return to Kuwait. The greenery and huge trees in the neighborhood was still startling to me after living in the dry, yellow-brown colors of the desert. Nevertheless, I had begun to miss even the sandy dust that invaded our Kuwait home on a daily basis. But the news of the day was a concern.


    Jim had already returned to Kuwait after spending his early summer break in the States. Kuwait University, where Jimmy was employed, had given us tickets to fly to the US during the summer months. This was a part of Jim’s employment agreement.


    We were thankful for the respite from the summer weather in Kuwait, where daytime temperature reaches 120–130 degrees. Anyone who can be out of Kuwait during its summer definitely wants to be anywhere else. We were packed and had our return tickets ready to go back to Kuwait in two weeks. We had stayed in Augusta to complete one of Matthew’s many plastic surgeries on his birthmarks. That stage of the surgery was over, and we were ready to head back to Kuwait. Everything was prepared, and the six of our seven children, ranging from two to fourteen, who were to return with me, were excited about seeing their dad after nearly two months.


    I had a friend over for dinner, iced sweet tea, vegetable soup and salad, and afterwards we prayed together. “Lord, please provide a husband for Elaine. We trust in your wisdom and know you’ll do what’s best. She wants your best and desires a husband and we ask you to answer her request. We love you and know you’re a God we can trust.” Almost forty, Elaine wanted a husband while she could still have children.


    Elaine prayed for our family. “I pray Shirley and the children will have safe travel back to Kuwait. I pray for their mission work with the Kuwaitis, and most for the Bedouins, that they would come to know you. I ask that their house will get rented before she leaves.” Although I had already rented the house for the year, the party had just backed out of the deal. It was a mess. How was I going to have time to rent the house before we left for Kuwait? Elaine continued. “I ask that Shirley and the children will rely only on you in their mission to Kuwait. Lord, please bless them in their work with the people there. We trust in you.”


    As we were praying the phone rang. Jimmy was making his regular check-in call from Kuwait, but I jumped into the conversation first. “The news here says Iraq is on the border of Kuwait about to invade the country. The news is really alarming to me, Jimmy. It sounds like the Iraqis really mean it.” The matter had been boiling for weeks, but we had hoped for the best. The trouble, we thought, was old news, another squabble between Arab brothers, nothing more than the standard fare for that part of the world.


    Kuwait was seven hours ahead, and Jimmy was there at our home late in the evening getting ready to watch the local news on TV. I continued on my concern. “CNN here in the US says the Iraqis are about to invade Kuwait. What’s happening there? What do you think? Maybe you should get a plane back to the States. It really looks serious. I don’t want you there in Kuwait by yourself.”


    “Absolutely not. I’m not panicking over this and jumping on a plane. Nothing’s going on here in Kuwait. The country’s quiet and there’s no bad news here. Nobody is even mentioning the Iraqis. I can’t leave anyway. I just turned in my passport to get our residency permits renewed.” He was stuck, and he gave one more disturbing report. “For some reason, my paycheck is delayed this month. Don’t worry about it. It’ll come soon.”


    I knew he wouldn’t budge. He had that tone. The rest of the conversation was more pleasant, and we were anxious to see each other in a few days. By the way, the check never came.


    ###


    August 1–2 – Jim


    I had been out on the street downtown shopping for a new TV. I had never seen the city so quiet.


    Kuwait City, near the center of Kuwait on the coast, is the only population center of the little country tucked in the northwestern corner of the Persian Gulf between Iran and Iraq to the north and Saudi Arabia to the south. The maximum dimensions of Kuwait are 125 miles north to south and 100 miles east to west.


    In 1990 more than half the population of two million was comprised of expatriates who were in the country as workers. Some were Westerners like us, but the greater number were laborers from the developing world. From the look of the streets on that hot August day, most were either out of the country during the summer heat or remaining in their homes.


    After I drove back to our home in the Jabriya section of the city, and following Shirley’s call, I switched on the news. The August 1, 1990 report on the evening TV was even blander than it had been on preceding days, and I should have been suspicious. The Ministry of Information Station, KTV-2, was known for its commitment to boring news, often featuring videos of the emir greeting his guests of the day, and that evening the station was at its tedious best. The young Kuwaiti woman with no hair covering and the British accent said, “Kuwaiti and Iraqi ministers continue to discuss grievances in the quiet setting of Jeddah. Hosni Mubarak, mediating the conference on behalf of the Arab League, remains confident in a peaceful resolution.” There was no mention of troop deployments or any intention of hostilities. Kuwait was safe.


    But what the Kuwait TV gal didn’t say was that the problem was a big deal. It was a giant cat against a little mouse. Iraq had brought financial and social disaster on itself during its eight-year war with Iran, a war neither side could win. Iran had sent waves of soldiers, some children, to be massacred by Iraqi artillery. One of my friends in the Kuwaiti military told me about the battle of Al-Faw. “The sharks below Bubiyan Island at the outflow of the Shatt Al-Arab had a picnic on the blood and body parts floating out from the fight.” Both sides were scarred by the war and Saddam wanted to recoup his financial loses. The soldiers he lost—never mind.


    Tiny, rich Kuwait with one of the world’s highest per capita incomes had supported their northern Arab neighbor, loaning the Iraqis nearly twenty billion dollars to support the war effort. The Iraqis didn’t want to pay it back, maybe they couldn’t, and they wanted the northern Kuwaiti oil fields, perhaps as far south as Mutla Ridge, the highest point in Kuwait. Mutla was the rocky escarpment north of the city running parallel to the Subiya Motorway. Kuwait was the obvious solution to Saddam’s money problem.


    The Iraqis had accused the Kuwaitis of “slant drilling,” meaning the Kuwait drillers aimed their oilrig drills under the border and into Iraqi oilfields in order to steal Iraq’s main source of revenue. The allegation had no foundation. But Iraq said it was all their land anyway based on old maps, which existed prior to the British redrawing the map of the Middle East. All these claims had been in the news for months, and there was nothing new in the demands. We knew the Iraqis just wanted more oil to fatten up their depleted coffers. Kuwait had been an independent state for years, and there was no basis for any of the Iraqi demands.


    But the two sides were talking and making progress, at least that’s what the news lady said. In fact by the time of the news broadcast, we later learned the peace conference had pretty much dissolved.


    A week earlier, the emir had offered his own poetic description of the negotiations, a “Summer Cloud.” A summer cloud in Kuwait has no antecedent and no consequence. There is no rain before it and none after. Thus, the remark was designed to reassure the populace, at least the small number who remained in Kuwait during the summer heat. The emir had said all was well in Kuwait. I had no reason, other than Shirley’s concerning comments that evening, to worry about Saddam.


    And I had even convinced Shirley of the peace of Kuwait. “Well, okay, Jimmy, I guess we’ll see you soon at the airport in Kuwait.”


    At 2:00 AM the first explosions began, and I woke up. Because of Shirley’s warning I hadn’t slept well anyway, and as soon as the jets roared over the city, I knew. Commercial jets never sounded like that, and they never flew so low over the city. All the explosions were in the distance at first, but they were repeated with only brief interruptions. The booms moved closer to our home.


    I looked outside in the street and at the nearby houses, and there was no movement. A few lights were on in the homes of my neighbors across the street. Usually they would be dark at this hour. Small arms fire erupted in a nearby neighborhood, and there was no more sleep. From hearing TV shows with simulated automatic weapons fire, I recognized the distinctive pop-pop sounds of an automatic assault rifle. We later confirmed from arms experts that these were AK-47s, perhaps from the Russians or from US commercial arms dealers. We never learned who was shooting.


    At 6:00 AM, Alina, my Sudanese lab assistant, phoned. She was abrupt: “Doctor, don’t go outside.” It was just getting light, and sporadic artillery fire continued in the distance.


    For some strange reason, I couldn’t resist a silly response. “Why not?”


    “Doctor, there is war!” I took comfort in the fact she cared enough to call me. I didn’t even know she had my phone number. But in Kuwait such information, almost any personal data, makes its passage among those who wanted to know.


    I mumbled crazy stuff, nothing of any consequence, a disorganized response. What was the appropriate response to there is war? I was scared but tried not show it. She had given her advice, I had none for her, and we closed. “Take care, Alina.” I never saw her again, and I hope she made it out of Kuwait safely. Sudan supported Iraq, so I suppose she was okay. The invaders favored those Kuwait residents whose countries came out in support of Iraq.


    For the moment our large villa in the Jabriya section of the city was my fortress. The university had provided a three-story “green villa” for Shirley and me and our seven children. It was referred to as one of the “green villas” because of the color of the outside tile siding, identical to the other university-sponsored houses on the block. We were the only Americans living in the area. I heard no more firing near our home, just booms in the distance. As near as I could tell, the Iraqis weren’t blowing up large areas. The jets had stopped flying over our zone. I had no way of determining the extent of the fighting and even whether or not there was a full-scale invasion. Maybe the Iraqis were just probing Kuwait and trying to frighten the government into paying ransom for protection. Although Kuwait had every right to its own sovereignty, they couldn’t fend off the Iraqi behemoth.


    At seven in the morning, my friend Haddad, a medical school faculty colleague who lived in the villa near our home, knocked on my door. His food-spotted white shirt was open at the collar, as usual, his gray chest hair overflowing the top button. Haddad was a portly, always informally-dressed man, longtime Kuwait resident but a Jordanian married to a Kuwaiti. “Jim, we need to talk. I think Iraq has invaded.” He smelled of alcohol, a bit early in the day, but I couldn’t blame him.


    I recalled our first meeting when I had come over to visit Kuwait. He had taken me out for dinner and brought a brown bag containing whiskey. Alcohol was illegal in Kuwait and he thought that I, as an American, needed alcohol with dinner. On that occasion I had disappointed him. But now with a possible invading army, I cast no fault.


    We tried the TV, but there was nothing but fuzz and static. We had no source of information other than what we saw and heard, which was minimal. My own picture of what an invasion should look like had not been fulfilled. I had not seen a soldier or a tank, no devastation of buildings, no plumes of smoke, only the gunfire and sounds of artillery far off in the distance.


    Had the Iraqis really invaded? Our defensive hope continued to be that the Iraqis were just trying to scare the Kuwaitis into giving up some oil or money. Nothing decisive had happened as far as we could determine.


    From my house, Haddad phoned his contacts around town, and most knew less than we did. Some didn’t answer, which was worrisome at the early hour. No, there weren’t any definite reports, just spotty accounts of what others had told them. Yes, some Iraqi troops had come across the border, but where were they? Was it just a token force or a real invasion? Our snapshots of the invasion provided only circumstantial information.


    Haddad asked me over to his home. I definitely wanted company, so I followed. While his wife fixed eggs and coffee, the phone rang and Haddad answered. “Yes, I see. I understand. It must be true.” He looked at me nodding and gesturing with an upward motion of his left hand. He was dramatic in his seriousness, but then Haddad was always theatrical so I didn’t rely on his gestures. He hung up the phone. “Jim, three wounded soldiers were brought into the Casualty Department.” Truth or rumors multiplied fast between Haddad and me, and I learned how war stories were born. Perhaps there had been a full-scale invasion.


    But if so, why weren’t we seeing more evidence of the offensive? Haddad’s last experience in an invasion was the Israeli takeover of Palestine in 1948, where the Israelis had been more efficient than the Iraqis. “This is nothing like what Israel did to us.” I’d heard the account many times from Haddad, and he still resented the Jews taking
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