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Dear Friends, 
 
I watched the start of a new series on TV the other night - Saved By A Stranger. It's a kind of hybrid 
between Long Lost Family, and Who Do You Think You Are? It shows the best of human nature, often 
emerging from the ruins of the worst of it. The first episode told the story of two people caught up in 
two big events in recent history, and the attempts to reunite them with a individual they believed 
helped save their lives. 
 
The episode weaved together two very moving stories. Karl was a 23-year-old dancer when he got on a 
packed tube train at King’s Cross station in 2005. A bomb exploded in his carriage just moments after 
the train left the platform. Reliving it, 15 years on was traumatic for him, but he got in touch with the 
programme-makers because he wanted to find the woman who held his hand in the dark and dust, 
who told him that they were going to be OK. He wanted to find her out of gratitude, and he wanted to 
find her out of guilt, because he pushed her out of the way when they were evacuated from the 
carriage.  
 
The second story belonged to Emina and her family, who now live in the UK, but were evacuated from 
war torn Sarajevo in 1991. Emina was four at the time, and her sister Edina, who has Down’s 
syndrome, had just been born. There was little support for children with Down’s in Bosnia back then.  A 
paediatric doctor, offered the family support and advice, and during the bloody conflict put the family 
on an evacuation list for medical evacuees. After 27 years, Emina wanted to find the doctor, to thank 
her for changing all of their lives. Edina wanted to thank her, too. 
 
In Emina’s case, they travelled to Sarajevo, to walk the streets and speak to people who may have 
worked with or knew the paediatric doctor. I don't want to spoil the ending, but I was deeply moved. In 
fact I shed a tear or two. In Karl’s case, the path was less straightforward. Without a name or a face, 
and with a 15-year-old memory formed in a traumatic situation, it proved more difficult to find the 
woman with whom he held hands during those terrible moments. Even so, the ending is no less 
moving. 
 
Out of their trauma both Karl and Edina had trained in clinical psychology, hoping to give something 
back to those who suffer from PTSD. They set out seeking a person, but they were also seeking 
something far bigger, and I really hope that they find it.  
 
The stories were a demonstration of humans at their very best, and showed we are all capable of 
offering and accepting moments of kindness and humanity in unimaginably horrific situations. In both 
cases, there are mere moments or metres separating what did happen from what might have been. 
Both Karl and Emina were acutely aware of those tiny twists of fate. It was a reminder for me that we 
are fearfully and wonderfully made with the amazing capacity to carry out and receive exceptional acts 
of love. It's not really surprising if you remember that we are all made in the image of God. 
 
                                                         May God's richest blessing be yours  


