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ONE



Fiesta at “La Baraka”




“Slave of the lamp,” Aladdin said. “I am hungry. Bring me some good things to eat.”


The jinni vanished and reappeared in a twinkling, carrying upon his head a priceless tray of virgin silver which held 12 dishes of the choicest meats, together with a pair of silver goblets, two flasks of clear old wine, and bread whiter than snow.


—Aladdin and the Enchanted Lamp





FOR five days, the guests had been landing at the small airport on Spain’s Costa del Sol. Brooke Shields, Sean Connery, Shirley Bassey, Philippe Junot of Monaco—four hundred guests in all, coming for the fiftieth birthday party of the richest man in the world.


Assigned full-time to the airport, Alex Sardon and his assistant whisked them into limousines or taxis to hotels in Marbella, a sun-drenched Mediterranean beach town that provides an alternative to Nice and Cannes for the very wealthy.


There, they waited for the evening of July 24, 1985—by the pool, refreshing their tans alongside topless girls from Sweden and France, or on the hotel terrace, stuffing themselves with buffet lunches of smoked Scottish salmon, chilled lobsters, grilled prawns, shrimp-filled avocados, fried squid, paella, and chocolate éclairs laced with chocolate cream.


Soon, the streets and phone system in the tiny resort became paralyzed as guests visited among themselves and called home to let everyone know they had received the most coveted invitation since the coronation of Louis XIV. Their host was Adnan Mohamed Khashoggi, a Saudi Arabian middleman who had made more money more quickly than anyone in history—a man whose wealth was rivaled only by his genius at dealing with people and his obsessive need to spend.


Two months before, 1,472 newspapers ran stories saying the party would take place at a New York restaurant and would cost $750,000. Doug Henning, the magician, was to produce a cake out of thin air and float it to Khashoggi’s table.


But Robert A. Shaheen, Khashoggi’s executive assistant, decided New York could not hold four hundred guests at the best hotels on such short notice. So he chose instead Marbella, where Khashoggi has a sprawling ranch high on a hill overlooking the sea.


It’s just one of his twelve homes: Khashoggi also maintains residences in Paris, Cannes, Kenya, the Canary Islands, Madrid, Rome, Jeddah, Riyadh, Beirut, Monte Carlo, and New York.


Each of the homes is fully staffed at all times in case “AK,” as he is known to friends and associates, should drop by. Each home has a ten-foot-wide bed for him. And each has a swimming pool, even the Manhattan apartment that consists of two floors of the Olympic Tower and is valued at $25 million.


But the Marbella home, situated on five thousand rolling acres, is the biggest, with its own discotheque, bowling alley, rifle range, and dry cleaner, not to mention twenty Arabian stallions and two hundred African animals, including a puma. And the villa is only a two-minute ride on Khashoggi’s helicopter to the Nabila, one of his two yachts.


In Puerto Banus, the Marbella port where Khashoggi had a special berth built for the boat, the 282-foot Nabila is a dazzling sight. A third the size of the luxury liner United States, the boat is considered by Time-Life Books to be the “most opulent modern yacht afloat.” Borrowed by Hollywood for the James Bond movie Never Say Never Again, it was designed and built in Italy and came complete with its own speedboats and helicopter at a cost of $70 million.


With chamois-leather ceilings and walls, the Nabila has the requisite swimming pool, surrounded by lounges that rise into the air for better tanning, plus a discotheque, a sauna, a fully equipped operating room, a movie theater, a helipad, a communications room for placing calls to anywhere in the world, and a forty-member crew.


Frequently, it is bedecked with stunning young women as well, their favors sometimes paid for like the Dom Pérignon champagne and beluga caviar constantly ferried to the boat by helicopter.


It is an afternoon’s preoccupation for local tourists to come down to the port and there to walk past the shops and Americanized bars, past the ice-cream stands and luxury apartments, and then to trudge along the seawall, like lemmings drawn to the sea, for a closer look at the yacht, moored handsomely broadside to the harbor.


Those who come to Marbella not knowing who owns the gleaming white yacht soon find out. They stop and ask at any sailboat that looks like its deckhands might speak their language. And so one hears in every tongue, “Whose boat?”


But tourists who get too close encounter one of ten security guards stationed around the yacht, augmented by men monitoring video cameras inside and out and boats patrolling the nearby waters—all linked by walkie-talkies. While their language may sound strange, their tense tone of voice conveys the message, so tourists stay clear of the red carpet that leads to the yacht.


Occasionally, the tourists’ vigilance is rewarded when Khashoggi rides by. While they swelter under the hot sun, he is cool in a tan suit as he sits regally behind the parted curtains in the backseat of his silver Mercedes 600 limousine.


Day and night, limousines drop chiefs of state and heads of Fortune 500 companies and movie stars at the boat, and there is the chop-chop-chop of the helicopter shuttling them to and from one of Khashoggi’s three commercial-size airplanes.


Each of the planes is fully staffed at all times with American pilots, ready to take off on less than an hour’s notice to anywhere in the world. Each plane is custom-fitted with gold-plated faucets and gold-plated seat belts, a separate bedroom for Khashoggi, and lounges that put Air Force One to shame.


Khashoggi’s latest, a $31-million DC-8, sat at the Málaga airport near Marbella, the “III” insignia of his company, Triad, visible on the tail. As long as a jumbo jet and as wide as a Boeing 727—which Khashoggi also owns—the DC-8 can cruise for fifteen hours without refueling. It has a complete kitchen, a custom-made $600,000 set of triangular chinaware with silverware trimmed in gold, and meeting rooms that look like a set from Star Wars.


Khashoggi delights in showing visitors an electronic map that displays the plane’s location as it flies over the globe.


So that Khashoggi never has to bother with luggage, the planes, as well as the homes and yachts, have a complete wardrobe of Cifonelli suits and custom-made Sulka shirts.


In the homes, on the planes, or on the yachts, Khashoggi throws parties attended by movie stars and heads of state: Farrah Fawcett, Raquel Welch, Christopher Reeve, Frank Sinatra, King Juan Carlos of Spain, King Constantine of Greece, Christie Brinkley, Morgan Fairchild, Cheryl Tiegs, Sammy Davis, Jr., Jane Seymour, Roger Moore.


But Khashoggi’s hobnobbing with the glamorous and powerful goes beyond entertaining them. In the two months preceding the birthday party, he flew to see eleven chiefs of state as part of secret Middle East peace negotiations. Then, taking along a bearded Moslem holy man for good luck, he flew to Geneva a week after the birthday party on a secret mission for King Fahd of Saudi Arabia.


The way others take the Eastern shuttle to Washington, he flew back to Spain the same day.


The DC-8’s log looks like someone had thrown darts at a gazetteer. Two weeks’ entries in May 1985 are not untypical. On the 20th, he flew from Jeddah to Madrid; on the 21st, from Madrid to Málaga, Spain; on the 22nd, from Málaga to London and then to Paris; on the 23rd, from Paris to Madrid and on to Cairo; on the 25th, from Cairo to Riyadh and then to Jeddah; on the 27th, from Jeddah to Nice and then to Rome; on the 28th, from Rome to Nice and then to Paris; on the 29th, from Paris to New York and then to Washington, D.C.; on the 30th, from Washington to St. Croix in the Virgin Islands.


If the pace is dizzying, Khashoggi has offices in thirty-eight countries to help with arrangements. Running the entire nation-state of planes, yachts, and homes, and overseeing Khashoggi’s other affairs, is Shaheen, his executive assistant and right-hand man for twenty-five years. An American of Syrian descent, he has a high forehead and could pass for a college professor. Even when boarding the Nabila from one of its tenders, he always manages to wear a white starched shirt and expensive suit pressed as perfectly as Plexiglas.


Just before the birthday party, he checked into a two-bedroom suite at the Puente Romano Hotel. With Regine’s nightclub on a lower level and cannas, roses, and lavender all around, the Spanish-style hotel is Marbella’s poshest, its swimming pools tucked into a village of connecting white stucco buildings with clay tile roofs.


When he wasn’t reading messages to Khashoggi while his boss jumped on a trampoline, Shaheen was sitting on a white wicker sofa on the white marble floor of his suite at the hotel, a white telephone receiver sprouting from his ear. The hotel operators knew his suite number, L-31, by heart. They had to stack calls from all over the world until he was ready to take them.


“You’re a star,” Shaheen, dressed tropical in white shirt and white pants, was telling a disappointed man who had not been invited to the party. “The chief loves you.”


Shaheen always called his boss “the chief.”


Then a call came in from an Arab associate in the United States. He had a proposal for an $800-million project.


“Send me the papers,” Shaheen said as the man caught his breath.


“Goofs!” Shaheen shouted at a new assistant who had sent baggage to the wrong city, then kept Shaheen waiting while a secretary got him on the line.


“I thought I could delegate responsibility to you,” he said. “Anyway,” in a softer tone of voice, “you’ll learn.”


Mohamed, Khashoggi’s oldest son, wanted to use the yacht.


“Better ask your father,” Shaheen said.


The hotel operator cut in with a call from the DC-8 flying over Germany.


“I’ll take it,” he said, reaching for another Opera Pastanesi chocolate-covered Turkish delight from the box on the hammered-copper coffee table.


As evening fell like a pink and blue powder, two-way radios in specially hired buses and limousines crackled with the dispatch: “Fiesta à ‘La Baraka.’”


As the birthday guests traveled up the twisting road toward the ancient town of Ronda, the drivers pointed out where Khashoggi’s property began. Then they drove on another five minutes. There, a sign at the blue lattice gate to the estate said “La Baraka”—French for “luck.”


A guard checked off names from a long list, then waved the guests past. A man darted from the bushes, a machine gun strapped over his shoulder. With one hundred such guards patrolling the property, similar encounters would be repeated many times during the night.


At the end of a winding road lined with pink and white oleander, the guests got out in front of the Spanish stucco ranch house. The scene they approached was Disneyesque: Khashoggi standing outside, flashbulbs going off on cameras, and a clown on stilts extending a dismembered hand on a stick in greeting. A jester was equally friendly, and knights on horseback stood in file.


Khashoggi, in white dinner jacket, had rosy cheeks and curly black hair that was thinning to baldness above his shiny forehead. He had a neatly trimmed moustache, a short neck, and a double chin. Five feet four inches tall and weighing more than two hundred pounds, he somehow managed to look robust rather than flabby. At times, he seemed to roll rather than to walk.


His most distinguishing characteristic was the eyelashes that framed his glistening brown eyes. They were long and black and very curly, like a child’s.


As each guest shook hands with him, a band of musicians in period dress struck up a tune on lutes and recorder, in keeping with a Renaissance era theme. He took in the guests with his deep gaze, a charming mysteriousness to it.


Standing beside him was Lamia, his twenty-eight-year-old Italian wife. Tall, with tan skin that set off striking blue eyes, she was so beautiful and charming that men never failed to suck in their breath when they saw her.


Closer up, she seemed almost childlike, tentative. Wearing a raspberry pink Cardin haute couture gown, she looked like a glorious bird of paradise, with large ruffles sticking out like wings at her shoulders over a sheath skirt.


While her ruby and diamond choker and earrings were stunning, what caught the eye about her costume was the illusion of gold peacock feathers sprouting from the chignon of her dark brown hair. It was a creation of her hairdresser, who formed spun gold from Lamia’s hair by coating it with a gummy substance, then spraying the “feathers” with gold.


Impelled to see what surprises awaited them, the guests entered the central hall, where they felt rather foolish. How should one react when encountering an archway made of crossed swords held aloft by fifty costumed pages? Dressed in plumed cavalier hats, lion-crested doublets, breeches, and tights, the pages were at once respectful and wry, into the fun of the situation.


Into the main lounge the guests went. A woman in a lowcut blue gown with a ruffled neckline rubbed her fingers across a glass globe that held what seemed like heat-seeking light—a fiber-optics display. The blue flashes from the pink central fire leaped up and attached themselves to the glass beneath the woman’s artfully manicured nails.


From the lounge with its low, cushiony white sofas, the guests passed through a wide-open doorway to a portico above a marble terrace. The terrace seemed to drive a wedge between two hills, and the symmetry of the view was breathtaking. Straight ahead were the Mediterranean and Gibraltar, with the shores of Morocco visible in the distance.


Just below the terrace, where the trees were individually illuminated, wild birds called to each other in the perfumed air.


As night fell, the guests munched on caviar-topped tartlets and sipped Moët & Chandon champagne, secure in the knowledge that they had achieved the pinnacle of social success and curious to know who else was in the same enviable position.


There was the crème de la crème of European society: the duchess of Seville, wearing a hat of floppy pink and turquoise feathers; Count Jaime de Mora y Aragón, scion of Spanish royalty, sporting a walking stick; Countess Gunila von Bismarck, whose sunburned face was framed with platinum hair; and Prince and Princess Von Thurn Und Taxis, among the continent’s richest aristocrats, she wearing a bejeweled collar said to be worth a cool million. And then there were Princess Bridgett of Sweden, Princess Fabiola of Belgium, Robert Mitterrand, brother of the French president, German Prince Alphonso von Hohenlohe, and Philippe Junot, former husband of Princess Caroline.


Not to mention the Archduchess Helene and Archduke Ferdinand von Habsburg, Archduchess Sophie von Habsburg, and Prince Hubertus von Hohenlohe and Prince Heinrich Hanau.


On the marble terrace, Maxwell M. Rabb, the U.S. ambassador to Italy, was describing the consoles that concealed remote controls and telephones behind the beds on Khashoggi’s yacht, where he was staying with his wife, Ruth.


Helicoptered to the party from the yacht, the former New York lawyer had become reacquainted with Khashoggi a few months earlier. Both had been at a Paris wedding given for the daughter of Prince Karim Aga Khan, the spiritual leader of the Ismaili Moslems and son of the late playboy Prince Aly Khan.


Describing the conveniences on the yacht, Rabb was saying, “You push a button, and it closes the curtain. You push another button, and it raises or lowers the television.”


Brooke Shields, in gold-lamé jacket, diamond necklace, black pants, and high heels, towered majestically over the crowd, with her mane of streaked hair and her million-dollar smile. Excitedly, she lined up Khashoggi and his family for snapshots, unaware of the prohibition on cameras.


Former CIA agent Miles Copeland talked about his son, Stewart, the drummer in the Police rock band. Each does his own thing, then they get together for an album and make a few million, he was saying.


Victoria Sellers, the twenty-year-old daughter of Britt Ekland and Peter Sellers, was an alluring conversation piece herself, wearing a short black lace dress with a wide expanse of sheer nothing down most of her front and back.


The guests talked, too, of their host and his fabulous wealth. Was it all real? Why does he give such spectacular parties? Is he a smart Saudi Arabian middleman or a fixer, an Arab Rockefeller or just lucky?


Before they got the answers to their questions, dinner was served at midnight. Just before the party, a third wing to the mansion had been completed; it held a great green gazebo, where the main festivities would take place. Down a flight of stairs the guests went, where thirty-five tables were arranged around a dance floor, with a stage in the front of the room. Two additional dining rooms were ready to serve dinner, one a formal setting where the duchess of Seville held court at the head of the table.


An easel at each setting displayed Khashoggi’s face smiling from the cover of Leaders magazine, which goes only to heads of state, chief executives of major international corporations, and the Pope. Inside the magazine was an interview illustrated with pictures of him with Henry A. Kissinger, Turgut Ozal, prime minister of Turkey, Marshal Mobutu Sese Seko, president of Zaire, and Queen Sirikit of Thailand.


Now, as the champagne was poured like soda and a clown joked and leered, the guests helped themselves to a buffet with some fifty items: andouillette of bass with crayfish sauce; flaky pastry filled with scallops, crayfish, and roe au Roquefort; shrimp pâté; salad of crayfish and haricots verts; grilled bass with tarragon; salmon soufflé with basil; roast leg of veal forestière; pheasant terrine in feathers; whole lamb barbecued over wood; Middle Eastern dips; beef filet en croûte en gelée; endive; hearts of palm; and white asparagus.


On the stage, madrigal singers performed as the guests ate their fill.


“Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme,” they sang gently.


Finally, the dishes were cleared for dessert. There were homemade caramel, honey, chocolate, coffee, and mint ice creams; sherbets made of pineapple, kiwi, grapefruit, passion fruit, and tomato; and homemade chocolates and cakes topped with raspberries, strawberries, kiwi, fresh currants, and passion fruit.


At a central table, Khashoggi sat between Brooke Shields and Princess Taxis, of the million-dollar collar. As he smiled and talked animatedly, it was hard to tell which role he enjoyed more: host or birthday boy.


As the birthday crowd waited expectantly, an actor identified himself as Henry VIII and took his place on a throne. Called to the stage, Khashoggi was regaled with a birthday proclamation to the “world’s greatest,” complete with a greeting from Ron and Nancy Reagan.


Donning an ermine cape, he signaled Ali, his six-year-old son by Lamia, to join him. Khashoggi knelt down by the boy as he listened. Dressed in a gold jacket, Ali was an adored prince.


Then the fifty pages began marching, prancing down the steps and into the party room. Each page held fifty silvery, ellipsoidal balloons aloft, each costing $2.50 and bearing the legend “world’s greatest” on a map of the globe in blue, red, purple, green, orange, and yellow.


Soon, the three-story-high center of the room was filled with the balloons, obscuring the light. A bag previously filled with 2,500 balloons had been lodged in the ceiling. Now it was released upon the guests below. There was a hush, then pandemonium, as otherwise dignified celebrants began stomping on the 5,000 balloons, producing the sound and fury of the Fourth of July.


Cowering at a table near the center was Soraya Khashoggi, his first wife and mother of five of Khashoggi’s six children. With her flawless English complexion and a low-cut gown of royal blue studded with rhinestones, she looked like a lusty, well-endowed wench from Tom Jones.


Her $2.5-billion divorce suit against Khashoggi made sensational headlines and was billed at the time as the largest in history. Orchestrated by lawyer Marvin Mitchelson, it included charges that Khashoggi paid off American executives, provided Saudi princes with call girls, and gave a $60,000 bracelet to a daughter of then President Richard M. Nixon.


Even bigger headlines accompanied her disclosure in a London courtroom in 1979 that she had been having a torrid love affair with “Mr. X,” a prominent British politician. Later, Winston Churchill, a member of Parliament and grandson of the wartime prime minister, identified himself as “Mr. X.”


But clearly that was history; now she was very much a part of the festivities. At the table, she clutched one of her sons to her, trying to ward off the balloons popping loudly all around her.


Making an entrance on its own table borne by four waiters, the birthday cake was a work of art—literally. On top was a gold crown measuring thirty-two inches by thirty-two inches, made of sugar. It was crafted by René Neou, Khashoggi’s chief chef who formerly worked at Elysée Palace, the official residence of the French president. Neou had flown to the Louvre to study Louis XIV’s coronation crown, then returned with his plan for the cake.


The crowd joined in as Shirley Bassey, best remembered as the woman who sang “Goldfinger,” belted out, “Happy birthday, dear Adnan.” Then Dante, a British rock group, took over, followed by Sabah, an acclaimed Middle Eastern belly dancer.


The party ended at nine the following morning, when pasta was served for breakfast.


It was the birthday party to end all birthday parties.


And what does one give the richest man in the world? One of his brothers gave him a lion cub, who played with the guests. A regal gift, appropriate for an astrology buff born under the sign of Leo, it wore a collar studded with diamonds.


Over the next two weeks, there would be a party every night, either at Khashoggi’s villa or on his yacht.


On the Sunday evening following the birthday party, the tourists at the boat parted to let the limousines through, dropping off a total of fifty guests at the breakwater where the Nabila has its berth.


Out came Count Jaime de Mora y Aragón and his smiling countess, residents of Marbella, where their home is a museum, its walls covered with seventeenth- and eighteenth-century French, Italian, and Spanish paintings, including Goyas and El Grecos.


The countess wore a bright red dress, while the count wore a bright red silk shirt of the same shade under his white suit, with a red scarf at his neck. Carved on the head of his walking stick was his portrait, looking like Salvador Dali, with pointy beard and wolflike face.


Walking over a red-carpeted dock planted with red geraniums, the guests entered the Nabila through doors that slid silently open to reveal on the opposite wall a replica of the black stone that forms the cornerstone of the Ka’bah, a cube-like monument in Mecca that Moslems face when they pray. The replica was a gift from King Fahd of Saudi Arabia when he was crown prince.


Up the stairs went the guests, to an enormous lounge and bar done in chrome and chamois leather with sofas of puffy cushions piled on cushions.


Wearing a white suit with a blue silk shirt open at the neck, Khashoggi ambled diffidently, swinging his arms slightly as if his upper body were only loosely connected to his lower. Sometimes looking lost and shy, he darted from guest to guest. He was eager for them to enjoy themselves.


Asked about the Légers on the yacht, Khashoggi grabbed a guest’s arm and pointedly counted them: one, two, three, four, five.


What about the one in his bedroom? the guest wanted to know.


“That’s a Picasso,” he said, smiling.


Lamia was dressed in a pink and aquamarine sheath, so besequined she looked like a mermaid covered with scales. As a guest approached, she displayed a charming warmth, taking the guest by the arm and leading her aside for a tête-à-tête, the way ladies walked in the garden at the turn of the century.


Argentine millionaire Carlos Perdomo and his wife, Norma Jessica, were telling how they met AK. They were sailing in the Caribbean on their boat, the Jessica, which is said to be the world’s largest privately owned sailboat, when the owner of the Nabila requested permission to come aboard.


“He wanted to see our boat?” Norma Perdomo was saying.


Permission to come aboard granted, they became friends.


On a corner of a sofa sat a blonde woman from Nottingham, England. Her husband, a packaging salesman, swore he was the most ordinary person at the party. His wife had done modeling for a Khashoggi company six years earlier.


Some of the guests got a tour of the Nabila’s five decks before dinner. There was a three-room medical clinic, staffed at all times while afloat by a medical doctor, who managed to coexist with a chiropractor in pursuit of Khashoggi’s good health; the swimming pool with its own whirlpool, surrounded by lounges the size of queen-size beds; Khashoggi’s bedroom, done in browns, with its double king-size bed; and a communications room off the bridge, where two mates watched four video screens monitoring the four movies being shown on board.


When dinner was served at midnight, the guests helped themselves to three buffets—French, Italian, and Middle Eastern—while a trio of Spanish musicians visited each table. A Lebanese man joined in the singing in Spanish, one of eight languages in which he is fluent.


Then there was dancing in the disco, presided over by an Italian disc jockey. Overhead in the ceiling, portraits of Khashoggi’s smiling face and that of Nabila, his saucy twenty-three-year-old daughter, alternately lit up over the dance floor. Lights throbbed yellow, red, green, and blue in time with the music and reflected in mirrored channels down the walls.


“Celebrate!” Lamia sang along, her arms high above her head, her body undulating with Madonna’s voice. “It would be so nice if we took a holiday.…”


The trappings of power—the parties, the yachts, the planes, and the homes—are the patina that great wealth gives, the shimmering glow of mist rising from a lake. They give no hint of what lies beneath the surface, nor of what obsessions drove this gleaming-eyed financial giant to acquire wealth of colossal proportions and to spend it at the rate of more than $300,000 a day, every day of the year.


Estimated at $2 billion to $4 billion, Khashoggi’s wealth dwarfs the fortunes of America’s richest men. In total assets, Khashoggi has surpassed the eccentric and elusive Howard R. Hughes, who had a mere $1.5 billion.


Khashoggi’s real estate developments in Salt Lake City alone—Triad Center and Triad International Center—are worth well over $1 billion. In Gabon, he is developing a stretch of land as big as the state of Delaware. In Houston, he is building a $1-billion real estate development with a thousand-room hotel and 2 million square feet of office space. In Pennsylvania, he plans to turn garbage into electricity.


In Turkey, he has started a $100-million joint venture with the Turkish government to develop tourism. In Indonesia, he operates a tanker business for transporting oil. In Brazil, he owns meat-packing facilities and has started a joint shipping venture to export meat and wheat to Saudi Arabia.


In California, Khashoggi and his brother Essam own Oasis Petroleum Corp., a $1-billion gasoline and petroleum marketer operating in twenty-three states, and they are major stockholders in Barrick Resources Corp., which explores for gas and oil in the U.S., Canada, and Alaska. From Spain, Khashoggi exports trucks and buses to Egypt. In South Korea, he owns a bank. In China, he is planning a $1-billion development that will include a bridge in Shantou, a hotel, a motorcycle factory, a fishing operation, and a food processing plant.


All told, he operates in thirty-eight countries.


Unlike Hughes, who inherited a $500-million business from his father, Khashoggi, like John D. Rockefeller and Andrew Carnegie, started with nothing. But Khashoggi had connections. His father was physician to King Abdul-Aziz, the first ruler of modern Saudi Arabia. He parlayed this entrée into a role as an agent on Saudi defense contracts that ballooned as oil money cascaded into the desert kingdom.


There are those who say, as do Peter Collier and David Horowitz in The Rockefellers, that great wealth comes as an accident.


“It was as if a door had stood open for a brief moment and Rockefeller, who just happened to be passing by, managed to squeeze in before it closed,” they wrote.


Khashoggi himself has ascribed his wealth to “having a desire, with the ambition to achieve certain things,” to “being in the right place at the right time,” and to “daring to act publicly against the mores of my society.”


It’s true that the absence of either income taxes or rigorous antitrust enforcement aided Rockefeller in founding the Standard Oil Co. Carnegie happened to begin manufacturing steel when there was a great need for it for railroad bridges, previously made of wood.


One could argue that Khashoggi fell into a similarly fortunate situation, enabling him to make use of the mores of his culture and his boyhood connections at a time when billions of dollars in oil wealth began pouring into Saudi Arabia.


Yet these are simplistic explanations. They fail to account for the fact that there were others who lived in the same place at the same time, with even better connections—people who didn’t perceive the opportunities and seize them, reaping the benefits that seem so obvious in retrospect.


Rockefeller saw that refining, rather than strictly oil exploration, held the greatest promise. Khashoggi foresaw the riches that were about to glut Saudi Arabia like swollen rivers overflowing their banks.


Rockefeller was a master at marshaling and using power; taking advantage of the appropriate moment, seeing others’ vulnerabilities, forging the appropriate alliance to gain what he wanted.


Khashoggi is a genius at negotiating. He spends twenty minutes deciding which suit to wear to match the sensibilities of the people he will be seeing. He sets up meetings at the same time with three to six competitors, each vying for the same business deal.


Always held on his turf in an environment of splendor rivaling the Sun King’s, the meetings melt the resolve of the parties to hold out for better terms, while the heady atmosphere fuels their greed.


His eyes fasten on his listeners, following their eye movements. If he detects disagreement or a lack of understanding, he goes back over a point, winking or slapping his listener’s knee. By conceding everything to the other side and frankly describing his own motives, he enhances his credibility, then alternately draws the string tighter and loosens it as he makes his arguments.


With Americans, he does a good imitation of a Brit, drawing up his nose and affecting a stuffy, clipped accent. With Brits, he gets belly laughs with his imitation of an arrogant American.


He talks rapidly but softly in English and uses the jargon of his listeners, calling the Defense Department DOD. But if he forgets a word or name, he pauses to remember it, lingering well beyond the point when most people, out of embarrassment, would have gone on to something else.


The quintessence of the word engaging, he is absolutely nonthreatening, with his arm flung over the back of a sofa to include his guest. He genuinely likes people. Yet talking with Khashoggi is like being in the eye of a hurricane.


Sometimes, a trace of sadness clouds his eyes, as if his prodigious wealth has not satisfied the yearnings in his bosom. One comes away thinking of him as a sweet, vulnerable man—a man who needs to be protected from those who feed on his wealth like piglets sucking on their mother’s teats.


Yet the impression is one more weapon in his arsenal, a way of diminishing defenses and endearing people to him. Like Rockefeller, he has a sense of whimsy about him, a childlike inquisitiveness and playfulness that engenders trust. He understands what others want out of a transaction, knows what he wants, and sees where the two paths converge.


While both contributed to society by creating jobs and donating money, Khashoggi and Rockefeller developed controversial if not unsavory reputations: for Rockefeller, of trampling on competitors and even his own brother through secret cartel arrangements with railroads; for Khashoggi, of selling arms by manipulating or bribing government officials.


The truth is more complex.


Khashoggi is at once the ultimate capitalist and the ultimate bohemian; the ultimate fixer and the ultimate consumer; a citizen of the world and a diplomat without portfolio; a man who knows the Koran by heart and a gambler who loses millions at the roulette tables; a uniquely complex man and a disarmingly simple person; a playboy and a man obsessed; an underdog and a modern Midas.


He has explored the outer limits of success, power, and all that money can buy.


Khashoggi’s story begins in the desert, where he was born, and in a secret commission given to him by his king.















TWO



Baba




Allah hath favored some of you above others in provision.


—The Koran




KING Faisal of Saudi Arabia presented an imposing figure as he strode from a limousine at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue into Washington’s blazing sun.


Standing six feet tall and dressed in the flowing robes of a bedouin, the sixty-two-year-old monarch stood an inch shorter than his host, President Lyndon B. Johnson. A hooked nose, grooved face, and unsmiling countenance gave the king an austere appearance.


Stumbling over the Arabic greeting that he had rehearsed, the President told Faisal on the south lawn of the White House: “Your country, under Your Majesty’s wise rule, has made great steps forward. Roads, public works, health services, new schools, and new educational opportunities—all these stand as eloquent testimony to your active development efforts.”


During the next ten days, the king was the official guest of the U.S. government. He lunched with Secretary of State Dean Rusk and with Senator J. W. Fulbright, the chairman of the Foreign Relations Committee. He met with David Rockefeller, that paunchy symbol of American capitalism, at his Pocantico Hills home in Tarrytown, New York. He was given the key to the city of Washington. And he had an unpublicized, off-the-record luncheon with a spectrum of chief executive officers of the Fortune 500 companies.


The visit, from June 20 to 30, 1966, was Faisal’s first to the U.S. as king of one of the world’s most strategically important countries. The press covered his visit extensively, focusing on the customs and appearance of the bearded monarch.


On the first day of his visit, the New York Times ran a page-one story and three sidebars, one noting that at an all-male White House reception, guests drank only unspiked juice and Coke in deference to the nondrinking Moslem leader.


Two days later, even bigger headlines announced that Mayor John V. Lindsay of New York had withdrawn a dinner invitation to the king. The snub came after Faisal said at a press conference that friends of Israel are enemies of his people.


This prompted the Times to run two stories at the top of page one, plus two photographs on page one and three sidebars inside. One focused on James W. Symington, the U.S. chief of protocol.


“Used to important people,” said the caption under a photo of Symington.


Unnoticed in the hoopla was a short, stocky Saudi who spoke fractured English and was balding at the age of thirty-one. Khashoggi was not a part of the official party, and he remained behind the scenes. In Washington, he booked into the Statler Hilton, while the king stayed at Blair House, the official U.S. government guest house. But in New York, he stayed at the Waldorf-Astoria, where the king stayed.


Khashoggi helped make the stay of the Saudi visitors more comfortable, arranging sight-seeing and business meetings, transportation, and sumptuous dinners for such dignitaries as Kamal Adham, the chief of Saudi intelligence. Always, there were gorgeous, available young women at Khashoggi’s table.


On June 29, Khashoggi sat at a long table at New York’s Metropolitan Club, where Faisal spoke to top business leaders.


On the forty-seven-item trip itinerary, the noon meeting at One East 60th Street was listed only as a “private luncheon.” Arranged by Charles B. (Tex) Thornton, chairman of Litton Industries Inc., the gathering had a guest list that read like a Who’s Who of American industry: Chrysler’s Lynn A. Townsend, Lockheed’s Daniel J. Haughton, Deere’s William A. Hewitt, McDonnell Douglas’ Donald W. Douglas, Jr., Union Oil’s Fred L. Hartley, Raytheon’s Charles Francis Adams, TWA’s Charles C. Tillinghast, Jr., and Litton’s Roy L. Ash.


They heard a frank discussion about development prospects in Saudi Arabia.


Camille Nowfel, President Johnson’s official Arabic interpreter, was impressed that Khashoggi seemed to be on close terms with all the members of the royal party, including Prince Sultan, the king’s half brother, who was minister of defense and aviation. Khashoggi was beaming, almost as if he himself had arranged the king’s visit to the U.S.


In fact, he had.


A few months earlier, Khashoggi had called his friend Gale Livingston, the president of Litton’s Westrex subsidiary in Beverly Hills, California. Unlikely pals, they had met when Khashoggi arranged a contract for Westrex to operate the Dhahran International Airport in Saudi Arabia.


The dark, moustached Khashoggi had two ways of relaxing: gambling and beautiful women. Livingston, six feet tall, blue-eyed, and clean-shaven, liked to golf and thought the night was for sleeping.


Yet Livingston was impressed by Khashoggi. He was polished and urbane, and his big brown eyes radiated warmth and fun. Livingston found him to be honorable, forthright, and above all well connected.


Khashoggi didn’t have to boast about his influence with the Saudi royal family. In Khashoggi’s home at Riyadh or his flat in London, Livingston met Prince Sultan, the Saudi minister of defense and aviation, whose approval was needed on Litton contracts; Prince Talal, the finance minister; and Prince Fahd, the interior minister, who is now king.


Khashoggi looked to Livingston, who was twenty years older, to teach him about American ways of doing business. While attending college in California, Khashoggi had been taken with the free enterprise system and had embraced it as his own. When Khashoggi visited with Livingston, the older man introduced him to other U.S. business leaders and suggested he stay in a bungalow behind the Beverly Hills Hotel to create the right impression.


Usually, the two men met at the Los Angeles Country Club, where Livingston later was on the membership committee. And so it was when Khashoggi called Livingston in late 1965. Lunching with Livingston at the club, Khashoggi talked about his dreams for Saudi Arabia—dreams that Litton could share in.


When oil was still cheap and plentiful, Khashoggi foresaw the wealth that would soon descend on Saudi Arabia. But he also saw the need to sink the oil wealth back into the economy, to develop the land and its people, against the day when the wells ran dry.


“An example of the potential I saw with my own eyes,” Khashoggi told him. “You people trained workers at the Dhahran airport to operate sophisticated electronic equipment. If this can be translated into other areas of the country, it would be magic.”


Then he told Livingston how Litton could gain an edge in Saudi Arabia.


“King Faisal has always had a warm spot for America, ever since he came here as a guest of the government in 1943,” he said. “If Litton could arrange to have the President invite His Majesty for an official state visit, it would enhance relations between the two countries.”


Then, smiling, he said, “It would help Litton, too.”


Already, Saudi Arabia was feeling the sting of playing second fiddle to Israel in its relations with the U.S. If Khashoggi could strengthen ties between the two countries, he would establish himself with Faisal as a man of influence and prestige.


To a middleman who made his money by selling arms and planes to the Saudi government, that kind of access meant the difference to his American clients between a signed contract and waiting for months for a call to be returned. Better relations between the two countries, in turn, would mean the U.S. would agree to sell more planes to the Saudis. And more planes would mean more commissions for Khashoggi.


But that was not the way he put it to Livingston. He presented the idea as a favor he was doing for Litton—a way of helping the company gain business in Saudi Arabia and ingratiate itself with the king.


Livingston agreed to present the proposal to his boss, Thornton. Thornton was an old friend of Lyndon Johnson’s, ever since the two Texans had been government clerks in Washington in the 1930s. Later, as an originating sponsor of the National Independent Committee for President Johnson and Hubert Humphrey, Thornton helped raise money for Johnson’s election in 1964.


A visionary, Thornton could be counted on to see the wider benefits of the plan. Yet when Livingston broached the idea, he hesitated. Thornton didn’t want to get Litton involved in politics or in a controversy over the Middle East. But after several weeks, the prospect of winning the king as a friend became etched in Thornton’s mind, and he met with Johnson and urged him to invite Faisal.


He found a receptive ear. Johnson was not a fan of Arabs. Privately, he made fun of their clothes and mannerisms. But the State Department already had Faisal’s name on a list of dozens of other prospective state visits. For his friend, Johnson agreed to move Faisal to the top of the list.


When Faisal came to town, Livingston felt he had participated in an historic event. He never regretted the favor he had done for AK. In the ensuing years, Saudi Arabia renewed Litton’s contracts. And in 1974, Khashoggi asked Livingston to retire from Litton and work for him.


For his part, Khashoggi could claim credit in Saudi Arabia for arranging the visit—and did.


The State Department knew nothing about Litton’s intervention, much less Khashoggi’s. In fact, no State Department officials were invited to the luncheon at the Metropolitan Club. It was always that way with Khashoggi. When asked about him, the State Department would warn that he was in disfavor with the king, that he was a corrupting influence on the royal family, that he was a man who used mirrors to magnify his own importance—a man to stay away from.


Then Prince Sultan or Prince Fahd would show up on one of Khashoggi’s three commercial-size aircraft, in one of his twelve sumptuous homes, or on one of his two fabulous yachts. And Khashoggi would meet with King Faisal in his palace, with President Richard M. Nixon at his Key Biscayne compound in Florida, with President Jimmy Carter on Khashoggi’s plane, or with President Ronald Reagan in the White House.


Always, the meetings were secret, as was the commission King Faisal gave him in 1962: to walk in the Western world on behalf of his king.


When Khashoggi was born on July 25, 1935, the desolate kingdom of Saudi Arabia was three years old, carved from the Arabian peninsula by Faisal’s father, King Abdul-Aziz.


Standing six feet four inches tall, Abdul-Aziz had an aquiline profile, full-fleshed nostrils, and heavy-lidded eyes. He exuded charm and dignity. When he wanted to emphasize a point, he dropped his voice to a whisper.


He was a descendant of the House of Saud, a nomadic but proud family that once occupied Riyadh near the center of the Arabian peninsula. When Abdul-Aziz was eleven, the Rasheed family, a powerful tribe, drove his family from the city, leaving them to wander the Empty Quarter, a vast, uninhabited wasteland of sand in the southeastern portion of the country.


As he grew up, the affront to his family tore at Abdul-Aziz. When he was twenty-two, Abdul-Aziz told his father he was determined to retake their homeland.


“You will either see me victorious or never see me again,” he told him.


With a band of forty men riding on camels, he stole toward Riyadh. Their swords flashing, they overtook the Rasheed governor while he slept, reclaiming the city for the Al Saud.


As in a tale from the Arabian Nights, Abdul-Aziz soon set about conquering the feuding tribes and sheikhdoms that populated the land between the Red Sea and the Persian Gulf.


In accomplishing his mission, Abdul-Aziz knew how to use the carrot as well as the stick. One of his favorite techniques was to marry the loveliest daughter of an intransigent leader, and so bring him into his inner circle as a member of his family.


During his lifetime, Abdul-Aziz managed to take three hundred wives and countless concubines. The wives—never more than four at a time—bore him forty-three sons and an estimated fifty daughters.


By 1932, Abdul-Aziz proclaimed Saudi Arabia an Islamic monarchy.


It hardly seemed worth taking. The size of the United States east of the Mississippi, it was nearly all desert—endless miles of searing, shifting sands. From the air, the land looked like corrugated cardboard. By day, the temperatures rose to 120 degrees. At night, they could plummet to zero.


Beyond mysterious underground springs and shifting oases, there were no permanent bodies of water.


The few inhabitants were bedouin—illiterate nomadic tribesmen who wandered from oasis to oasis looking for blades of grass for their camels and goats. The camel was their primary tangible asset. It provided transportation, meat, and frothy milk.


The bedouin had no fixed allegiances and tended to flock to those in power. They could always be counted upon to provide hospitality to strangers they met in the desert. Tradition demanded that they defend a stranger they chose to travel with, be he Christian, Jew, or slave. No word left a nastier taste in the mouth of the bedouin than bakhil—stingy one.


The bedouin understood raids on other tribes according to strict protocol: Camels could be taken, but lives were spared and women were inviolate.


With no agricultural products except dates, the newly formed kingdom was perpetually strapped for cash. Dues levied on pilgrims who came for the hajj—the trip to Mecca required at least once in the lifetime of every able-bodied Moslem—provided the only other source of cash.


It was in Mecca and nearby Medina that the Prophet Mohamed lived and preached, receiving the word of God in the form of the Koran beginning in A.D. 610.


Into these impoverished circumstances ventured an unlikely savior—Charles R. Crane, the son of the American manufacturer of toilet fixtures.


Crane had visited the Middle East when he was appointed in 1919 by President Woodrow Wilson to a commission that was to make recommendations on U.S. policy toward the area. When he returned to California, he began dabbling in raising new strains of Arabian horses, the horses with oversize heads and eyes set wide apart that he had seen on his travels to the Middle East.


This passion took him back to Cairo, where he met Fauzan al-Sabik, the Saudi diplomatic liaison to Egypt. The Saudi diplomat was known for his fine Arabian horses, and he showed them off to Crane. When Crane asked if he could buy several, the Saudi gave him a mare and a stallion as gifts.


Staggered, Crane countered with his own offer. For some time, he had been thinking that Saudi Arabia must have some wealth beneath the ground, if only water. He offered to have a geologist survey the land.


Abdul-Aziz happily gave his approval.


The geologist, Karl S. Twitchell, was a bustling man who soon reported that the land held great promise. Based on his reports and reputation, the Standard Oil Co. of California (Socal) bought the rights to search for oil for $50,000 in gold.


After three years of fruitless drilling at Dammam on the Persian Gulf, a well designated as Number 7 began gushing at the rate of 1,585 barrels a day in 1938.


By Allah, it came just in time. Now even pilgrims’ receipts had been cut in half by the worldwide depression. Yet Abdul-Aziz saw no need to reinvest the burgeoning profits in schools, roads, or factories.


Much later, in 1950, he was having lunch at the royal palace with Raymond A. Hare, the U.S. ambassador. Nothing that 85 percent of Saudi government revenues were coming from oil, Hare said, “You’re now getting a large income from oil, and perhaps it would be a good idea to use it to broaden your economic base.”


Smiling, the king leaned over and tapped the ambassador on the arm sympathetically.


“You Americans can think about that,” he said.


A generous man, Abdul-Aziz celebrated good fortune by feasting and throwing sacks of gold coins out the windows of his car.


“Hoarded money never does anyone any good,” he told his friends.


Besides, he liked to see children and grown-ups as well scampering to pick up the coins.


If Abdul-Aziz was a simple man, he gathered advisers around him with a more sophisticated view of the world. One was his court physician, Dr. Mohamed Khaled Khashoggi.


A thin man with a thin beard, he was jocular and outgoing, entertained lavishly, and won friends easily. Originally Turkish, his family had lived in Kayseri, a city in the center of Turkey. In Turkish, his last name meant “spoon maker.”


Like many pilgrims, the family had made the hajj to Mecca some four hundred years earlier and decided to stay, becoming jarareem—pilgrims who stayed behind.


After attending college at the Sorbonne in Paris and medical school in Damascus, Dr. Khashoggi became a surgeon and set up a practice in Mecca and Medina, where his father had been mayor. There, he met and married Samiha Ahmed Setti, a warm, engaging, and attractive Saudi whose family originally came from Syria.


As one of the few doctors in Saudi Arabia, Dr. Khashoggi quickly became physician to the king and the royal family as well. As such, he was considered part of the royal cabinet. In the Riyadh telephone book, he was listed as “H.M.’s private doctor.”


Fluent in French, Arabic, and English, Dr. Khashoggi was more fun-loving and worldly than the serious, insular bedouin surrounding the king. He traveled with him and acted as a sounding board when he had a problem, particularly if it involved money.


Dr. Khashoggi had a head for numbers and used it to good advantage. When one of the king’s favorite wives fractured her hand in 1939, Dr. Khashoggi ordered Saudi Arabia’s first X-ray machine for his clinic in Mecca. To power it, he bought an electrical generator with enough capacity to service nearby homes, along with a second generator for the royal palace in Riyadh.


He charged ten riyals a month for each lamp hooked up to the system in Mecca. Soon, he had eight thousand lamps and more money than he needed.


The Khashoggis had six children: Adnan, Samira, Adil, Essam, Assia, and Soheir. As the eldest, Adnan Khashoggi was accorded special respect. He was the one who would lead the family upon his father’s death.


Khashoggi worshiped his father, whom he called baba. If only because he loved to eat, he often went with him to the majlis, or receptions, given by the king and other members of the royal family.


With gleaming, expressive brown eyes and a soft voice, Khashoggi made a good impression. He was relaxed and jovial. Yet he could hold his own in any philosophical discussion.


From his father, he learned to be loyal to his king. He learned, too, that a good deed is often repaid many times.


Dr. Khashoggi told him how he had obtained his first car. On a hunt for gazelle in the desert with King Abdul-Aziz, he brought along a pair of 30-power, 50-millimeter binoculars purchased in France.


“What would you take in barter for these binoculars?” the king asked Dr. Khashoggi.


“They’re yours, Your Majesty,” his father said. “Please accept them as a present.”


When they returned to the royal palace, the king gave him the keys to a gleaming white Packard.


If Khashoggi got his business sense from his father, he learned to talk politics and world affairs from his uncle Yussuf Yassin.


Married to a sister of Khashoggi’s mother, Yassin was a Syrian who was second only to Abdullah Suleiman, Abdul-Aziz’ finance minister, as the king’s most powerful aide. Yassin was secretary to the king and national security adviser. Wily, thin, and often brooding, he had another job as well.


As Abdul-Aziz aged, he worried about his potency, and it was one of Yassin’s assignments to provide the king with ever-younger nubile maidens to help him prove his manhood.


From Khashoggi’s birth, Yassin was his mentor. He taught him how to show deference to the king, yet always to speak his mind when his opinions were sought, how to banter and crack jokes while dreaming up political strategies—schemes that others thought too ambitious.


Always, there was a money angle, a way of achieving political ends through financial means.


From Yassin, too, Khashoggi learned to downplay his access to the king lest other courtiers became jealous.


Khashoggi loved his uncle and kissed his hand.


When he was eight, Khashoggi’s father sent him to attend school in Egypt. Egypt was the heart of the Arab world, the place where the future leaders of Arab countries were educated and Saudis could relax in nightclubs and bars.


Khashoggi attended Victoria College in Alexandria, a boarding school that taught all its classes in English. Here, as a young boy, Khashoggi met Hussein, the future king of Jordan, and Hisham Nazir, who became Saudi Arabia’s minister of planning. Here, too, he made his first deal as a middleman.


The father of a Libyan classmate told Khashoggi his father wanted to import some towels. So Khashoggi introduced him to an Egyptian classmate whose father made towels.


To Khashoggi’s surprise, he received two hundred dollars for making the introduction.


In 1952, Khashoggi graduated with highest honors at age seventeen, then helped Anas Yassin, one of his uncle’s sons, set up a company for importing goods to Saudi Arabia. Based in Jeddah, Saudi Arabia, it was called Alnasr Office, meaning “victory.” Later, Khashoggi used the corporate name “Triad.”


At first, the company sold mainly to the Ministry of Health, where Khashoggi’s father had just been named deputy minister, and to the Saudi Ministry of Agriculture and Water. But Khashoggi wanted to become a professional like his father. After a few months in Saudi Arabia, he enrolled at the Colorado School of Mines in Golden, Colorado, planning on becoming a petroleum engineer.


Khashoggi arrived in New York in a blizzard. It was his first taste of snow, and he complained to Omar A. Khadra, the Saudi official who helped students in the United States.


“Colorado will be even colder,” Khadra warned.


“Where can I go where it’s warmer?” Khashoggi asked.


Khadra suggested Chico State University, where other Saudis were studying, and Khashoggi changed his plans.


At the foot of the Sierra Nevada 170 miles northeast of San Francisco, the wooded campus of Chico State was a pleasant change from Saudi Arabia, and it had something else as well: girls.


Khashoggi could scarcely believe his eyes. Growing up in Saudi Arabia, he had seen the unveiled faces of perhaps twenty women—his mother, his sisters, and cousins. Dating and goodnight kisses didn’t exist. Marriages were arranged.


Today, Western women visiting the kingdom are advised to wear clothing that conceals their arms and legs. On the theory that darkness might excite men and women who sit together, movie theaters are banned. Mixing of the sexes in swimming pools is prohibited.


The Koran is explicit on the subject: “Tell the believing women to lower their gaze and be modest,” it says, “and to display of their adornment only that which is apparent, and to draw their veils over their bosoms… and let them not stamp their feet so as to reveal what they hide of their adornment.”


Yet men are permitted to have as many as four wives, so long as they can care for them equally. A man can divorce a wife by pronouncing “I divorce thee” three times. (A woman must have grounds—such as impotence or inability to provide support—to obtain a divorce.)


Islam has never restricted sexual pleasure, providing it doesn’t lead to adultery by women. The Prophet Mohamed had ten wives and at least three concubines.


Sexual intercourse is regarded as being no different from any other bodily function. It is discussed freely even when children are present. Nor is there any stigma attached to sexual relations with young girls. Even a six-year-old is considered marriageable, although consummation is delayed until puberty.


Against this backdrop, Khashoggi could barely contain himself. Instead of being hidden by the abaya, a long cloak that covers their dresses, California girls were nubile young things who bounced down the halls wearing thin blouses and dresses ingeniously cut above their tanned knees.


Looking from just the right angle, Khashoggi could even see their bras under their short-sleeved tops or peer up their dresses while they sat in class. But there was a catch. One could never be sure if the pretty girls would go to bed with him. More than anything, Khashoggi hated uncertainty.


At parties, he carried a martini in his hand. At the end of the evening, it was still in his hand, half finished. It wasn’t the Moslem prohibition on alcohol that bothered him. Most Saudis of stature had a bar concealed in their homes, to be opened for trusted friends or foreigners. Rather, Khashoggi’s sparing use of alcohol was attributable to his compulsion to retain full control of his senses.


Khashoggi had seen how his uncle paid women for their favors, and he found that this gave him the control he wanted. One of his first experiences with this was during a school vacation, when he stopped in London and met Bertram Meadows, the jovial owner of the 21 Club.


Unrelated to New York’s 21 Club, it was in a four-story mansion at 8 Chesterfield Gardens, an unimposing, block-long cul-de-sac in London’s Mayfair section. There, Bertie, as he was known to his friends, and his brother, Harry, served steak, lobster, and the best drinks in town. In the rear, they operated a gambling casino suffused with smoke and gypsy music.


For the customers he got to know, Meadows provided a special service. He would shuttle them in a Rolls-Royce to Churchills, another club he owned nearby.


There, the most beautiful women in London acted as hostesses. They came from all over the world—Sweden, the U.S., Denmark, Germany—as well as England. When they turned twenty-four, he retired them.


Before sending customers to Churchills, Meadows personally selected the right women to help them enjoy their evening. The women greeted the customers at the door and sat with them while they drank champagne. By the end of the evening, the customers were ready to negotiate more convivial activities.


When a new Chevrolet cost $2,081 and lamb chops cost 59 cents a pound, the charge was $300. If customers wished, they could even make use of bedrooms on the upper floors of the 21 Club.


For Khashoggi, “Sir Bertram,” as he liked to call him, provided an oasis. When he flew in from the parched desert kingdom, he was guaranteed sex, and he could guarantee it for his friends as well, including key Saudi princes who approved his contracts. Unsophisticated desert foxes, they gaped at the revealing dresses of the women at Churchills.


Khashoggi learned he could take the women on trips to gambling casinos and hire them for parties, adding an element of glamour and excitement that was missing from the entertainment provided by his competitors.


So central was Meadows to his operations that his name appears on a Chance card in a Monopoly set designed around his assets as a gag by Khashoggi’s brother Essam.


Announcing that the holder and Meadows have just tied for first on the best-dressed list, the card, picturing a champagne bottle nestled in a bucket, instructs the holder to collect his share of $25,000.


Khashoggi’s life-style at Chico State amazed his fellow students from Saudi Arabia. Like him, they received a stipend from the Saudi government of $200 a month for living expenses. Yet Khashoggi soon moved from a dormitory to a hotel room, which he divided with a curtain, calling it a suite. There, he gave catered parties, creating an impression of wealth. He hired a student as his secretary, giving her his school papers to type. When he ate out with friends, he always picked up the tab. He enjoyed spending money so much that his friends wanted him to have more of it. To uninformed Americans, he seemed to be a prince himself.


One night, after treating a Saudi friend to dinner, he borrowed the friend’s last five dollars to buy a pack of cigarettes from the hotel desk clerk, whom he told to keep the change.


To his shocked friend, Khashoggi explained, “You see, my hotel bill comes due tomorrow, and I don’t have the money now. But if I tip five dollars, it means I have plenty of money, and they won’t ask for immediate payment.”


Soon, Khashoggi rented a house with a swimming pool and moved in his friends on condition they serve as his butler, chauffeur, and gardener. It was the last time Khashoggi would ever mow the lawn, take out the garbage, go grocery shopping, or do the other mundane things that occupy others’ lives. When he once attempted to use a camera, the photos didn’t come out.


Enrolled at Chico in engineering and geology courses, he had little time for learning about rocks and got average grades. While he became interested in a marketing course, he needed little instruction in that arena.


From Roy Eidal, a Seattle maker of trailers and equipment used for desert travel in Saudi Arabia, Khashoggi learned that American companies often lease their trucks instead of buying them.


When his father sent him $10,000 to buy himself a car, Khashoggi used it instead to buy a truck from Eidal’s friend Henry P. Oswin, the international sales representative for Kenworth Truck Co. in Bellevue, Washington. He leased it, complete with driver, to companies in Saudi Arabia. The payments raised his monthly income by $200.


Then Mohamed Binladen, a patient of his father’s, needed some trucks in a hurry for his construction business in Saudi Arabia. A few weeks after he made the $500,000 purchase from Kenworth, Khashoggi got a $50,000 check in the mail.


Meanwhile, Eidal introduced Khashoggi to Las Vegas, where Khashoggi developed the habit of sharing chips worth thousands of dollars with friends, business associates, corporate executives, or Saudi princes at the roulette tables.


After three semesters at Chico, Khashoggi decided to be come a businessman instead of an engineer. He transferred to Stanford University in Palo Alto, California.


Yet each time he returned to Saudi Arabia, he got more orders for merchandise from the U.S., including trailers from Eidal’s company, which he eventually bought. Telling his customers they must put down a large deposit, he then used the float to finance other deals.


Already on his way to becoming a millionaire, he quit Stanford after a semester and returned to Saudi Arabia, opening offices in Jeddah and then Riyadh.


At the time, Saudi Arabia had a cement plant, five bakeries, three dairies, and two date processing plants. A national currency had just been adopted, and slavery was still legal. Khashoggi’s company, Alnasr Trading & Industrial Corp., had business registration number 3 and Riyadh post-office box number 6.


King Abdul-Aziz died in 1953, but Khashoggi’s royal connections remained intact. His uncle and his father continued as advisers to his successor, King Saud. With the new king, Khashoggi spent many hours talking about the opportunities he had seen in America and the need to develop Saudi Arabia’s industries—industries that Khashoggi would own.


He convinced Saud to give him a franchise to build a factory to supply bricks to the government. A tire recapping factory would follow, then a furniture factory operated by Khashoggi’s artistic brother, Essam.


Shortly, the king granted Khashoggi a fifty-year monopoly on the production of gypsum board for interior and exterior walls. Khashoggi’s partners in the venture, called National Gypsum Co., included two friends from Chico State, Prince Nawwaf and Prince Abdul Rahman, both half brothers of the king.


At the age of twenty-one, Khashoggi got his first taste of selling military supplies. This was in 1956, just after Israel invaded the Gaza Strip. Saudi Arabia needed trucks to help send supplies to Egypt. Khashoggi had noticed that the trucks used by the military sank in the sand. He noticed, too, that the Kenworth trucks used by Arabian American Oil Co. (ARAMCO), which had the rights to drill for Saudi oil, had wide tires that negotiated the desert like camels.


King Saud and his defense minister ordered $3 million in Kenworth trucks from Khashoggi. Khashoggi’s commission was $150,000.


Before Khashoggi had even received the money, he threw a lavish party at the Hôtel George V in Paris. Complete with champagne, caviar, and the lovely girls who became Khashoggi’s trademark, it was so spectacular that the princes and businessmen who attended still talk about it.


The party nearly wiped out his net worth. But he was only following his father’s advice. While his son watched, Dr. Khashoggi once dropped a coin on a carpet, then dropped the same coin on a marble floor.


“You can spend your money quietly or with a bang,” his father had said.


Khashoggi chose the loud way, with style. It was the gambler’s instinct in him to blow at least half his income on lavish living. Like bees around honey, people figured there was more money where that came from, that he had connections, that he was successful. They wanted to become a part of that success.


The strategy came naturally to Khashoggi, and it worked. The parties gave him access. No longer did Khashoggi have to go looking for business. Business came to him.


By the end of 1961, he had negotiated a contract for an American firm, Commonwealth Services International Inc., to help maintain Dhahran International Airport. Soon, he had the agencies for Rolls-Royce Ltd. of Britain, Marconi Wireless Co., Fiat, Westland Helicopter Ltd. in England, and Chrysler as well.


In September 1962, a civil war erupted in the Yemen Arab Republic. Faisal, then crown prince under King Saud, summoned Khashoggi to his office and handed him a check made out to him for a million British pounds.


The money was to buy arms for the royalist forces who supported the Imam Badr, from a dynasty that had ruled since 1918. With Soviet-made weapons, Egypt was supplying the opposing revolutionaries, consisting of units of the Yemeni Army.


The war on Saudi Arabia’s southern border was a threat to the royal family, yet Saudi Arabia didn’t want to openly support the guerrillas against Egypt.


Faisal said he didn’t care where Khashoggi got the weapons, how he got them to the royalists, or how much they cost. But the name of the Al Saud must not be associated with the purchase.


It was Khashoggi’s first assignment as a trusted intermediary. He bought the arms—mainly rifles—from Great Britain. The mission successfully completed, he told Faisal he wanted no commission, and so gained stature in his eyes, just when Faisal was gathering the reins of power and preparing to be king.


Fearing that Arabia would become encircled by pro-Egyptian, pro-Soviet governments, Faisal embarked upon a reorganization of his government, a buildup of its defenses, and a new direction in foreign policy.


He decided that his country’s future lay in closer ties with the U.S. To win American support, he banned slavery in the kingdom and started a modernization program to improve education, health, housing, and roads.


As his allies, Faisal chose Prince Sultan and Prince Fahd, two of seven sons of King Abdul-Aziz and Hassa Sudairi, one of the king’s favorite wives. In October 1962, Sultan, thirty-eight, became minister of defense and aviation, while Fahd, forty-one, became minister of the interior.


These two princes and a third, Prince Abdullah, the thirteenth son of Abdul-Aziz, rule the kingdom today—Fahd as king, Abdullah as crown prince, and Sultan as defense minister.


As part of his plan, Faisal secretly commissioned the twenty-seven-year-old Khashoggi to act in an unofficial capacity to strengthen ties with the U.S. and Western countries. Later, Faisal’s successors reaffirmed the commission and extended it to Third World countries as well.


Khashoggi was to obtain arms, invest to win friends and influence, and serve as the royal family’s eyes and ears in the U.S. In short, he was to “build bridges” between the backward kingdom of Saudi Arabia and potential allies.


He would, of course, charge his usual fee for the passage.


Almost immediately, Khashoggi began dickering with Lockheed Corp. and Raytheon Co. to supply Saudi Arabia with an integrated defense system—contracts that would reap Khashoggi commissions in the hundreds of millions of dollars. On a sale of French tanks, he got a commission of $45 million.


Oil was then selling for less than two dollars a barrel, and Saudi Arabia was shipping 2 million barrels a day. Within fifteen years, the prince climbed to as much as thirty-two dollars a barrel, and production soared to 11 million barrels a day.


During that time span, total oil revenues increased from less than $1 billion a year to more than $100 billion—a hundredfold increase.


As revenues increased, so did the size of defense contracts. Instead of 5 percent of a $500,000 contract, Khashoggi got 5 percent of a $1.5-billion contract. No longer satisfied with 5 percent, he began charging up to 15 percent.


It was all done at the expense of the Saudis, who knew that the American companies simply increased their prices to cover the commissions they paid Khashoggi.


Never before, and probably never again, will one man make so much money so quickly.
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