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Author's Note





  
  The image on the frontcover implies no disrespect to Saudi Arabian women or other Muslim women or to Islam in general. The model is neither Saudi Arabian, nor Muslim, nor in fact real … she is both virtuous and virtual.
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Introduction





  
  The Kingdom of Saudi Arabia (KSA) was founded in 1932 by Ibn Saud. Since then it has been run by his family, the House of Saud, an absolute monarchy, worth about $1.4 trillion. KSA is one of the world’s leading oil producers and is home to roughly 33 million people, 12 million of them foreign workers. Saudis practice an ultraconservative religious movement called Wahhabism within Sunni Islam. They strictly enforce Sharia (Islamic law). Public stoning, beheadings and crucifixions of beheaded bodies are all commonplace occurrences in KSA. Women have only recently been allowed to drive cars. Alcohol is forbidden (haram). Elections of any kind are rare. It is often regarded as a totalitarian regime.

  





  
  









Saudi Arabia Undercover




  
  
    How easy is it to find alcohol?
  

  My time in KSA started out with a coup in Thailand, strangely enough. On May 22nd 2014 General Prayut launched a coup d’état in Bangkok, Thailand. This was Thailand’s 12th coup in its history. I had been working as a consultant for a large international company in northern Bangkok for the past two years. I supplemented this income DJing nightly at various clubs, hotel lounges and art houses throughout the city. After the coup, General Prayut banned gatherings of four people or more, dancing and basically any nightlife activities. In one coup my DJing gigs disappeared overnight and my income was cut by half. 

  I was 30 and sick of making a third-world salary. The absence of DJing not only stung my wallet harshly but also took the wind out of a fun nightlife, which had made the corporate day job tolerable. A friend of mine named Jersey, whom I had met in 2007 on the island of Phuket, was working in Saudi Arabia doing military consulting. I called him up and asked what life was like. He responded with something along the lines of: “It sucks but it pays.” 

  My only question was, “How easy is it to find alcohol?” 

  He laughed and responded, “Well, the Canadian alcoholic fell out of the van wasted when we arrived to work this morning so you won’t have a problem.” 

  You may be unaware that there are few countries on our planet that have a zero tolerance ban on alcoholic beverages. KSA is one of them. No alcohol is sold, bought, made or imported (legally speaking). 

  With confirmation of accessible booze I decided I had had enough fun in Bangkok and needed to make some decent money for a change. I interviewed with the Jordanian defence contractor that Jersey worked for and was hired instantly. The interview was brief. A Filipino man interviewed me and had one thing to say. “There is no alcohol or contact with women here, will you be ok with this?” I assured him it wouldn’t be a problem and I was on a plane to KSA weeks later. 

  Jet Airways was the airline booked for me, with a brief layover in Delhi. On the flight from Bangkok to Delhi I was sitting next to a younger Indian couple in their mid-30s. The girl began small talk and suggested I go to Goa because they have “great heroin”. I smiled and nodded. Now I know where to get good cheap heroin should the desire arise. The layover in Delhi was the last time I thought that I’d get to have alcohol for the foreseeable future so I went to a lounge and had several beers. 

  The last leg of the flight into Dammam, Saudi Arabia, was quick. Only about two and a half hours. The stewards all knew what each foreigner was thinking on the flight and they kept the beers flowing constantly. Thanks guys.

   

  
    Arrival in the Kingdom
  

  I flew into the Eastern Province of Dammam, Saudi Arabia. Customs and immigration at Dammam airport looked pretty similar to anything you’d see elsewhere. Long-ass lines and unhappy immigration officials slowly stamping passports and sipping tea. Conveniently, I breezed through. No visa-on-arrivals were issued for KSA at this time so all visas had to be arranged prior to arrival. Additionally, no tourist visas were issued for KSA, only business working visas and religious visas. 

  After completing immigration I collected my bags and waited by a Popeye’s chicken restaurant inside the airport for a man named Mohammed. All I was told was that a man named Mohammed would pick me up and take me to my accommodation. I was one of only four white foreigners at the airport, so to say I stood out would be accurate. The first thing you notice when arriving in KSA is everyone is dressed in black or white.: men in long white thobes that look like satin one–piece pyjamas; women in long black burkas with 97% of them covering their face with only their eyes exposed. The only females who exposed their faces in KSA were foreign women. 

  A tall, dark man approached me and asked if I was there for the contracting company; I said I was. He extended his hand and said, “I’m Mohammed, let’s go”. Mohammed was about six foot five, early 30s and from Sudan. His English was very good and he seemed friendly enough. While we drove away from the airport he welcomed me to KSA. He said Bahrain was only a short drive away so staying in KSA would be easier if weekends were spent in Bahrain partying. “They have women you can talk to there, beer you can drink.” Sounds good to me, I thought. Mohammed then leant over and said “they also have boys” and winked at me. Then he said “young boys” and double-winked. Fuckin hell. This was gonna be a great ride. I chose to nod politely and kept convo at a minimum the rest of the way. 

   

  
    18th Street
  

  We finally approached the accommodation, an unmarked apartment building on 18th Street “downtown” Dammam City. It was about 3 am, the streets were not well lit and everything was very dark. We got out of the van and walked down through a back alley into a tunnel that lead into what you or I would describe as an apartment building. We took a broken elevator up to the second floor and Mohammed opened a huge two-bedroom apartment for me. 

  The apartment itself was more than fine. It had a large entrance hallway, living room, two bedrooms, a kitchen and a bathroom with a bathtub (yes!). The floor was tiled until you were in the bedrooms, where they had this soft linoleum fake wood-print covering the ground. The furniture looked like it came out of a cancelled Egyptian 70s soap opera. Arabs and decoration ain’t well known. Mohammed left me with two bottles of water and bade me goodnight. 

   

  
    First morning 
  

  The next morning my friend Jersey, who got me the job, came round and took me out for food. Our first stop was the staple and highlight of Saudi culture, Kabsa. Kabsa is the national dish. Rice, chicken and raisins. It tastes as bland as it sounds, however the Saudis view it as filet mignon. You eat it with your hands. It’s fine for 15 riyals ($4.50). It comes on a massive plate with half a dead chicken so that 15 riyals goes far. Now you may be envisioning several types of restaurants here. The majority of dining establishments are separated into two areas: “males” (or sometimes listed as just “singles”, which only refers to single males) and then “families”. Family sections are where females are allowed to enter as well as families. The entire country is segregated with basically a sign at every business entrance telling men to marry the fuck up and make more Islamic babies. 

  However, as with most little-known facts about the kingdom, these facets of the culture are not strictly enforced across the board. This kabsa restaurant had no family side and was more of a take-away place. Needless to say it was one of the few restaurants that wasn’t split for males and females. Now 99% of the time you would never see just a group of girls sitting in there but it does exist. They are hard lined no doubt about Sharia law but it’s not as crazy as Fox news would like you to believe. Women do walk and go shopping by themselves. 

  After eating my mediocre lunch we walked around my neighbourhood and Jersey gave me the lowdown. Have you ever seen the movie “The Kingdom”? Remember at the end when one of them is kidnapped and they drive through the city and end up in an area where “they shouldn’t be”? That’s what 18th Street in Dammam looked like. It was about 8 city blocks of old buildings, flat roofs, abandoned cars, a gas station, a Popeye’s and various other stores that would only open at night. The end of 18th Street connected to a corniche where there was a nice aquamarine stretch of seawater. This water was so polluted from the nearby oil refineries you could never swim in it or fish. Either way it was a nice change of colour from the three years of BROWN that would come to be my life in KSA. 

   

  
    Looks safe
  

  That evening Jersey and I walked to a nearby McDonald’s, yes they do indeed have McDonald’s. We had to walk through an empty, sand-filled parking lot about the size of two football fields. In the middle of this sand lot was an old abandoned station wagon with its windows busted out. Saudis are extremely lazy, so rather than fix their cars they will just abandon them wherever they seem fit. Don’t get it twisted, they are not all filthy rich, so there aren’t just Bentleys abandoned laying around everywhere. Many Saudis are less educated and lower-middle class, if that. So back to the station wagon. Upon approach we found a strange colour inside the wagon. We walked closer to inspect it and the wagon was filled with bright pink cotton candy. “Looks safe,” said Jersey. What the actual fuck? After snapping some pictures we decided to leave the child-rape-wagon alone and head off for the cleanest food around – McDonald’s. 

   

  
    First day of work
  

  The job Jersey had got me was as an advisor for the Royal Saudi Air Force. We would train, observe, test, and suggest ways to help implement training programmes for their cadets. This was basically a jobs programme for desert kids and asshole Saudi teens, with hopes of keeping them out of ISIS and Al-Qaeda. There were about thirty foreigners on the team. A supervisor, twenty-six English teachers and four military advisors, which was my role. 

  On my first day I waited outside the apartment building for our van drivers with the rest of the team. I was easily the youngest out of all of them. We took two vans with our drivers, both of whom were from the Sudan and named Mohamed. 

  The team had just returned from their Hajj (Islamic holiday) vacation. The Saudis don’t like non-Muslims “kafirs” or non-believers to stay in the country during Islamic holidays, so most companies offer a plentiful amount of time off away from the kingdom. In all honesty you would go insane if you didn’t have the large stacks of vacation. I’ve seen it happen.

   

  
    The team
  

  The team at the air force was a lovely mixed group of old angry men from around the world. We had our supervisor, Steve, an elderly British man who was a P.O.W. in the Iraq-Kuwait war. We had an older English gentleman we called The Mad Hatter as he had bright red hair and would laugh insanely at random times, but was extremely well spoken and well mannered to a T. Groundskeeper Willy, an old, angry, tall Scotsman. The leprechaun, an old Irishman, ex IRA, who would take his vacations to countries to buy gems and hide them in his various apartments scattered throughout Bulgaria, hence his nickname. Florida was an ex-US Navy recovering alcoholic who you will hear plenty more about in the chapters to come. 

  The Small Scotsman, a smaller and angrier version of Gimli from “Lord of The Rings” with the fashion sense of the late 1980s in full effect. Trevor, a small balding miserable teacher who wore crocs to work and slept most of the time. Remember Danny DeVito’s Penguin in “Batman”? If the Penguin and Jack White from The White Stripes fucked and had a baby, it would look like Trevor. Trevor ate Nerds for breakfast because he found “they just really wake me up”. One morning (6 am) I saw him eating what looked like old McDonald’s leftover Big Macs. 

  “What are you eating, Trevor?” I asked. 

  “Meat and cheese sandwich! Why!?” Trevor had married a Filipino prostitute, who married him for a green card then left him for Vegas. Trevor was still quite bitter about this, as one would be I suppose. We had one massive Canadian who looked like a Viking. The Viking was your typical Canadian, quite nice and polite, with the superpower of triggering the Small Scotsman and winding up Florida. 

  We also had four South Africans, who were all the most normal of the team. Three of them were gay. Homosexuality is illegal in Saudi Arabia, but you ain’t ever gonna find more gay people in any country than in KSA. Two of them were a couple, Slumdog and Cornell. Slumdog looked Indian and Cornell looked like Chris Cornell from Sound Garden. Before you go getting all SJW on me, Slumdog and I are still to this day amazing friends. He as well as others in our circle are more than OK with me referring him to as Slumdog. We both loved “Slumdog Millionaire” too, so relax. 

  Lastly, we had Potter. Potter was a young-ish British bookworm, who looked exactly like Harry Potter. I reminded him of this as often as possible. Potter will be appearing at great lengths throughout this book. Netflix could have a Potter show. Netflix should have a Potter show. 

  You have already been introduced to Jersey. Jersey and I first met on the island of Phuket when I did a TEFL course in the summer of 2007. Jersey is a six-foot-seven, 250-pound body builder. He is also one of the funniest, most relaxed and chilled people I’ve encountered abroad.

   

  
    Fitness time
  

  The only thing to do in our neighbourhood was to go to the gym. Fitness Time was about a 2-mile walk away, along the corniche, from where we lived. Every day the Viking, the Small Scotsman, Potter and I would walk down to the gym, work out and come home. Rinse and repeat. The gym was actually quite nice; Saudis rarely used it and if they did they were just on their phones the entire time. The gym was a nice escape from the mundane life of KSA. The pool inside looked out onto the ocean. The gym also provided lots of entertainment as the Small Scotsman would regularly freak out on Saudis there for misusing equipment, swimming in multiple lanes, moving his towel and other things normal people don’t freak out about. We’d be in the shower room washing off after our workouts and we’d hear the Scotsman yell at the top of his lungs: “who dae feck moved me towel!!! I knows it was one of yous, come up now and tell us before I bash ya in ya sons a bitches!” The Small Scotsman had zero patience when it came to the Saudis. 

   

  
    Salah: Anytime
  

  Salah, I must tell you about Salah. Islam teaches Muslims to pray five times a day. If you are in KSA, then Salah, or prayer time, is unavoidable. Everything shuts down. Religious police, called the Mutawa, patrol the cities to make sure businesses close during prayer time. Mosques blast over loud speakers the call to prayer. 

  This amplified call-to-prayer is never ending all year round. The prayer times fluctuate throughout the year and are based on the moon. So sometimes they start at 4 am and other times they start at 7 am. These absolutely suck if you are not Muslim.

  Everything you do has to be planned around Salah. If you leave at the wrong time to do grocery shopping then you’re stuck in a blacked-out grocery store waiting for twenty-five minutes till you can leave. So, to make life easier, everyone gets a call-to-prayer app that will tell you the prayer times throughout each day. 

   

  
    18th Street hood
  

  Beautiful 18th Street. 18th Street towards the non-corniche end had an area that would awake around 8 pm at night, called The REZ. Groundskeeper Willy gave it the nickname because all the imported Indian and Bangladeshis migrant workers would come out at night and do their shopping there. Saudis would also shop there but it was predominantly migrant workers. 

  Saudis are night people. It’s hot AF during the day. Like 130F hot. So most businesses don’t open until 4 pm, if that. Everything is subsidized by the royal family so you never really see Saudis working. The Rez was filled with Indian, Pakistani, Bangladeshi and Nepalese workers. Plenty of Saudis shopping but none working (at all). During the Arab Spring it was reported in the west that the King of Saudi opened his chequebook to boost salaries, build housing and finance religious organisations, neutralising any potential opposition.

   

  
    Ocular insemination
  

  You have no contact with females at all in KSA except at the grocery store. Every grocery store that had more than three checkout lanes would employ female migrant workers. This means non-western females. They would be in full-on burkas head to toe. Face fully covered with only the eyes peering out. Jersey took me round the city and explained the importance of timing and shopping around Salah. He also told me this would be my only time to make or have any contact with females. Jersey had developed a game called ocular insemination. It was basically eye flirting. The girls would be staring at you while you checked out. Out of nowhere you had to look up at them, directly in the eye, make eye contact, which would then prompt them to quickly look away and break eye contact. You both would get a lil contact buzz off of eye contact. Jersey would say “you gotta sneak attack em”. So just when they were mid staring at you, you darted your eyes up – BAM – hit em with the eyes. Ocular insemination. Practice makes perfect. 

   

  
    Chop Chop Square
  

  Near The Rez was Chop Chop Square. Every town and village and city in KSA has a chop chop square. It’s where the beheadings and limb amputations happen on Fridays. Our chop chop square was of particular interest because they crucified drug offenders there, after first beheading them. Walk past Dammam City’s chop chop square and you can see beheaded-crucified drug dealers, if that’s your thing. All chop chop squares are open to the public, Muslim and non-Muslim. Fathers bring their children. Foreigners go to gawk and shock-and-aw themselves then usually end up leaving KSA within weeks due to mental problems. Who woulda thought witnessing actual sanctioned human decapitation would have negative mental health affects? 

   

  
    Popeye’s chicken
  

  We had a Popeye’s chicken on 18th Street. It was an absolute blessing. The Popeye’s was separated per usual: singles and families. The employees at Popeye’s were all Filipino. This was also strangely the same case for all fast-food restaurants in the kingdom. Our team probably spent thousands of dollars there during our time on 18th Street. It was located directly below our apartment building. So every day after work half our team would get lunch there. The workers inside were very nice gentlemen and would deliver our orders to our rooms if one happened to be so lazy as to not be able to wait for four minutes. Well, this was true for several. By now I hope you have already guessed Trevor was one, and you’d be correct. Trevor would get two two litres of cola with his orders. Everyday. Yeah. Without a doubt. Florida would also be in Popeye’s yelling at these poor Filipinos for their inaccurate delivery time predictions “DON’T LIE TO ME, MAN!!! YOU SAID 10 MINUTES LAST TIME AND IT WAS AT LEAST 13!!!” Florida needed to be calmed down and coached regularly. Enter Florida.

   

  
    Florida 
  

  Florida was in his late 50s and classified as a dry-drunk. He had hit the bottle and the Bolivian marching powder hard in his younger years and it showed. He was a tall man of about six foot four, who had the sad look of a 1950s newspaper comic cartoon, a look he wore daily. He had two favourite catchphrases: “You are a scholar and a gentleman” and “Just trying to do the right thing, ya know”. Florida’s room was filled with self-help books. He was a nice guy but alcohol had taken its toll on him and he would just dig holes and fall in them regularly. 

  Being raised by a southern father and Irish mother, respect for elders was a must in my house. My first week at the air force I was sitting in the break room when Florida walked in and the rest of the guys immediately started in on him. “Hey, Florida, did you hear they’re giving away fishing rods downstairs?” “Florida, did you find the van this morning?” “Florida, I’m surprised you found your way out of your mother’s vagina” Just nasty, nasty comments I wouldn’t even think of saying to my closest friends. I was like, what the hell is wrong with these guys? Why are they being so mean to the old guy? After a couple months it made sense and it soon will to you as well. 

  Florida was a storyteller. He had no filter either. So, I can tell you Florida’s explicit sexual history and timeline. Some of the inappropriate stories that would come out his mouth were as follows. On what would seem to be a normal day in the break room Florida was regaling us with a prostitution scene in South Korea. This was about, oh, the third time we had heard this specific tale. There was a famous old streetwalker he would regularly turn down on his days ashore in South Korea. She was “haggard as could be but still rolling tricks daily”. Another afternoon while The Viking was egging him on he asked us the question “it’s not rape if it’s anal, right?” Bursts of laughter. The Viking confirmed: “Yes, Florida, it is in fact NOT rape if it’s anal.”

   

  
    Male youth
  

  The programme we all worked for was a jobs programme to keep young Saudis out of terrorist groups. Remember how all the restaurants in KSA have separations? Singles and families. All these guys grow up with signs everywhere saying “get married” and “why are you still single?” The only exposure Saudi males have had with women is with their sisters, mothers and housemaids (if they had one). Often their first sexual experience is with a male. Reports of girls being molested by family members are not uncommon, as well as reports of boys touching housemaids at their dad’s approval and instruction. “Here’s how to fuck, son, now go fuck the Filipino maid.” 

  Imagine a 24-year-old American guy who has never kissed a girl nor even spoken to one. Awkward, angry and highly in need of physical release. Saudi men’s entire life is based upon getting married. It’s all they think about and it’s all their families think about. The only way a Saudi male can get a wife is with a hefty dowry paid to the bride’s family and a solid job. You have an overabundance of uneducated, highly self-entitled males making up the lower and middle class of KSA. The recruiters for terrorist groups offer all these guys a job and wife. “Hey, Abdul, oh you didn’t go to college, you need a wife ay? We will give you a job and wife, maybe two, just come rock with us and hate n kill kafirs.”

   

  
    Breakdown of KSA
  

  The country runs like this. There is the royal family. The family has princes and princesses. Like hundreds. In KSA four wives are A.O.K. All the princes get a monthly allowance. We had a prince that went to our gym. They’re everywhere. Not all the royals work and many will never have to. Then you have about a top 10% upper class that is outside of the royal family. These people have family businesses and international businesses. Some with those are linked to royals, some with global companies. These people don’t work ether. They employ foreigners to work for them. Then you have the rest of the country. The biggest misconception about KSA and the people is that they’re filthy rich, driving Lamborghinis all day. This couldn’t be further from the truth. Many are poor as shit. The royal family just subsidizes everything. They are extremely tribal people. So if you’re from a certain tribe and so inclined you could find your way to a high-paying job in an oil company. Restaurants, shops, taxis, colleges, are all filled with foreigners who support absolutely every aspect of the country. 

   

  
    Schools
  

  The public school and private school systems are heavily dependent on foreign workers. Here’s what happens. Go three hours in any direction in the desert and find the nearest school. All the teachers and administrators are Filipino or Indian and are being paid pennies. The local families send their kids to these schools but the kids and their parents have zero respect for the teachers and staff because they’re looked on as hired servants. Saudis have the most misplaced, undeserving, false sense of entitlement. 

  You have elementary schools where you learn your ABCs, maths, social skills, etc. The kids neither listen to nor obey the teacher because they are “the help”. So what happens is the teachers just sit in the break room and drink tea. It’s pointless dealing with a Saudi who doesn’t want to do something unless you threaten physical abuse. We’ll get to that later. The teachers don’t pass the little Saudi kids ’cos they refuse to learn or do shit. Mom and Dad come into the school and yell at the teacher and threaten to send them back to their country and take away their job so the teacher then passes the student. Year after year, child after child. The students don’t learn anything and have this mentality instilled in them from childhood. “I don’t have to work or do anything I don’t want to because my parents will just yell at people so I get my way.” Self-preservation and work ethic are non-existent. The schools are separated. Male and female. This is not how a society should be run. 

  This happens in the entire country for much of the population. So, little Abdul Yahya is 18 and finds a college that takes mercy on him but then drops out within the first semester because homework is fucked and he’s expected to actually do shit.

  If his father ain’t from the right tribe he therefore has no solid family money. So what’s a lazy ass Saudi to do? Well there is ISIS but he hears there’s not much air-conditioning at the ISIS camps. With few to no options his father will sign him up for the navy or air force. It will give him a paying job and he’ll be able to get a wife and make babies and spread Islam and eat lots of kabsa and then get another wife and make more babies and spread more Islam and eat even more kabsa.

  Lil side note for ya. A girls’ school caught fire in KSA back in 2002. Some of the girls weren’t wearing their hijabs. It was widely reported the Mutawa wouldn’t let them leave the building and they died. This made international news but was quickly suppressed. 

   

  
    Cadets
  

  The cadets at the air force were predominantly Bedouin. Bedouin means desert people. Traditionally a nomadic people, the Bedouin now live in cities but retain a lot of their traditional culture and are sometimes looked down on by other Saudis, much as hicks might be in the States or gypsies in the UK. Let’s just say these kids were not the brightest. Their ages ranged from 17 to 24. In two years at the air force I met 3 intelligent kids. My job was to sit in different classes, observe teachers and students and write reports on their progress to the captain. Every week I would meet with the captain and go over these reports. My job was to give him advice on how to help their graduating numbers increase or at least decrease their dropout rate. 

  The class numbers were anywhere from six to twenty-four. The last thing these kids wanted to be doing was learning about military shit from kafirs. Their poor teachers (Potter, the Viking, etc.) had what was one of the most horrible jobs I’ve ever seen. These kids would spit at them and straight up refuse to do anything in class. Fortunately the air force knew these kids were assholes so they made up a system of disciplinary reports, known as DRs If a DR was issued by an instructor to a student they would spend the weekend in jail on base and couldn’t leave for the weekend to go eat kabsa. 

  Think I’m mentioning kabsa too much? These cadets would get caught and sent to jail for climbing the air force base’s walls in attempt to go into town to get kabsa. No joke. 

  So the DRs were a good deterrent for decreasing shitty behaviour in the teachers’ classrooms. In addition to the DR, which would take some time out of the class’s agenda for the day, the teacher could also call on an angel from above known as Misfa.

   

  
    Enter Misfa
  

  Misfa, or Misfir, as its properly spelled was a mid-50s NCO (non-commissioned officer) who was in charge of discipline. If a cadet was being a bastard then you could open your door and wave down to Misfa and he would proceed to physical beat and or exercise the cadet. His favourite weapon of choice was a broken broom handle that he would beat the cadets with. This was not Alcatraz, they weren’t bruised or beaten so badly that it would require a hospital visit. Down the road they’re cutting off limbs for stealing carrots. So if Ahkmad gets a couple whacks upside the head so he doesn’t be a fuck stick all day so be it. Happily so be it. One of Misfa’s sidekicks, who would also dish out wallops, was an older very dark-skinned NCO named Haroun. Haroun had the best style of punishment. He would line cadets up against a facing a wall, walk behind them and whack them on the back of their heads or the back of their hands. The cadets would instantly cry out in pain to which they’d be met with another whack and he would get right up next to their faces, eyes wide open, put a finger up to his mouth and quietly say “SHHHHHHHH!!!!!” Suffer in silence. This was a favourite of mine and others to watch. 

   

  
    Hushing rape
  

  Prior to my arrival at the air force there was a rape. Yes, it is a male-only air force. As I said before most of these guys’ first sexual experience was with another male, possibly a friend or relative. There’s a word in Arabic for the pitcher and the catcher. If you’re pitching over here its much less frowned upon. If you’re catching then that shit’s gay as fuck and is looked down upon and well … harshly punished, if not executed. The rape story goes like this. A young cadet was giving some of the NCOs the fuck-me eyes. He was “putting it out there” is how it was explained to me. Several of them do actually do this. You can certainly pick out some gay cadets if you’re around them enough. So this one unfortunate cadet was putting out his ass signals quite publically and one evening they found him getting fucked by several older NCOs in the shower. While the cadet might have been putting out “I-wanna-get-fucked-signals”, I don’t think he was desiring a train of guys ploughing through him. They all disappeared. Had they been executed it would have been public. The KSA military obviously doesn’t have any homosexuals in it so this was covered up quietly and quickly. The NCOs were transferred or forced to retire and the kid was never seen of or heard from again. 

   

  
    Testing at the air force 
  

  Every two weeks the cadets would have to take a listening and reading exam on their current military books. All the questions were multiple choice. The teachers would normally proctor, administer and observe the test. The South Africans would grade and check them. When I first started I offered to help out the teachers with administering the test. It would only help my reports if I could see how they did during the tests anyway. 

  The supervisor for the air force sat me down before I did the test. He said, “They will cheat and they are very bad at cheating.” The cadets would go into a computer lab. There would be twenty-five listening and twenty-five reading questions. Two teachers per room. One to check IDs and names of the cadets entering the room. One to watch them sit down to make sure they were in the correct seat. Teachers had to make sure they didn’t sit in their attendance roster order because they would then plan out who was next to who, so they could rely on them for answers. So all seating was randomly assigned before testing. 

  New pencils had to be given out in the testing room after everyone had entered. Students had been known to make small indents on their pencils to indicate a, b, c, d for fifty questions so they weren’t permitted to bring their own pencils. Students were searched and had to empty all pockets prior to entering each testing room. They would write answers on their uniforms, bring cheat sheets, anything you can imagine they would try and fail miserably. 

  They cheated sooooooo much that the official air force policy for cheating was a warning for the first time caught, if caught a second time the instructor was to move them to a different seat, yes I know, ridiculous. Caught cheating a third time and they were to be kicked out of the test. There were several instructors who could not put up with the cadets’ laziness and lack of any effort in trying to learn and or study. They would yell and scream and kick cadets out immediately. Every morning before the test the air force supervisor would have us tell him the policy to confirm it. “We know, we know, let them cheat twice then kick them out, you need not remind us every week.” 

  The cadets would do so poorly on these exams that the air force had two testing days. Those that failed the first day would re-test the next day. This is how bad it was there. Whenever I hear westerners talk about how lucky it must be to be born Saudi I cringe and shake my head. The outside world really has no idea. The Saudis are the laughing stock of the entire Middle East. They can’t drive, they don’t speak English, they don’t work, they’re lazy and self-entitled, the list goes on. When I’m in the States doing visa processing, more often than not my taxi driver from the airport is Middle Eastern. We will talk shit on Saudis the entire journey from the airport to my hotel. 

   

  
    First cadet day
  

  Every month the air force would have a cadet day. This was always on a Thursday. Islamic countries have their weekends on a Friday and Saturday. So, with each cadet day we would get a three-day weekend. My first cadet day I flew back to Bangkok to pick up my turntables and bring them back. Plan was to fly out of KSA Thursday morning, arrive Bangkok Thursday night and party, Friday pick up my turntables, DJ Friday night, and Saturday morning fly back to KSA arriving Saturday night. All possible. Our cadet day-off was never confirmed until the day before so I was anxiously awaiting confirmation so I could buy my ticket. It was confirmed and I bought a Qatar airways flight for $470 round trip. Thanks, Qatar. 

  My turntables and other possessions were left with a friend of mine, Master Shake, back in Bangkok. If you have seen Aqua Teen Hunger Force, this guy is exactly like the character Master Shake. He’s brutally cynical and has a knack for identifying and amplifying people’s faults. I met Shake with Jersey in Phuket back in ’07. What can I tell you about Shake? He was the first person I ever saw in Thailand (the only person actually) to try and fight a tuk-tuk driver. Tuk-tuks are three-wheeled mini taxis. Their Thai drivers are all mafia. Known for their short tempers and for not taking any shit from idiot tourists. Long story short, Shake was smashed drunk and didn’t want to pay his tuk-tuk driver one night. So, instead of paying the fare, he suggested the tuk-tuk driver suck his dick instead. The driver pulled out a machete and tried to kill him before Shake’s Thai girlfriend stepped in to save him. He’s a character. A wildly hysterical character. 

   

  
    DMM Airport
  

  Dammam airport is like no other airport you will ever hopefully never see. At the departure drop-off area there is a litter of Saudis and foreign migrant workers scrambling to get inside. Once inside everyone goes through a luggage scanner prior to getting tickets and checking bags. The Indians and Bangladeshis all have massive boxes, the contents of which remain an unsolved mystery. 

  Rest assured if you encounter a westerner who lived in the Middle East he or she will tell you about having to deal with the box-packers in line at the airports. Once your luggage is scanned you proceed to your check-in counter. Dammam airport had about three double-sided rows of check-in counters. Get tix, check luggage, immigration then security.

  Immigration was relatively painless in KSA when I was there. Not all my friends agree with that last sentence. KSA had two types of business visa: the highly sought after Iqama and a visitor’s business visa. The Iqama is the real deal visa you should have, the visitor’s biz visa is for Daniel and Warren from Texas, who come over for a month to consult then leave never to return. The biz visit visa is cheaper and far less restricted. The Iqama requires blood tests, background checks and a good portion of money. With the Iqama you also get to do the famous shit-in-a-cup-test, twice, once in your home country and once upon arrival in KSA. Why they do this is beyond me, as KSA is by far one of the least clean countries to ever exist. 

  Diseases are exported not imported. So back to the visas and immigration. If your company doesn’t want to shell out the cost of an Iqama then they get you a biz visa that’s valid for six months with one-month exits. This means you must leave the country once a month each month for the duration of the visa. The Iqama has many movement and entry / exit restrictions attached to it. They can stop you from exiting the country and leaving all together if your paperwork isn’t in order. Me? I had the business visit visa my first two years so I could hop in and out with ease. 

  Immigration? Check and done. Now we get to the most useless asinine section in all the kingdom and probably the world. Ladies and gentleman, meet the lovely people of Saudi Arabia and their marvellous and exemplary airport security. 

   

  
    Airport security
  

  Before I go into detail about KSA’s baller-ass airport security, allow me to explain just how lazy Saudis can be. I want you to imagine you are driving down the road in your nearest city, the car in front of you throws out a cigarette, a paper cup, a hamburger wrapper … take your pick. Can you picture it? Good. The trash you imagined, did it arch when thrown away? Did it zip out the car window so as not to possibly hit the car? Yeah, thought so. Some Saudis are so fucking lazy they do not throw garbage when they litter, they release. Their arm will come out the window and their pinched thumb and forefingers, pointed downwards holding onto whatever item that want to trash, will open like a crane at a construction site. This is immediately followed by several flicks of the fingers to expel any possible trace of trash from their holy-chosen fingers. Why release? Why not throw like the rest of the world? Cos throwing requires far too much effort. Yeah, I know. Why litter in the first place. The trash is cleaned up throughout the city by poor imported migrant workers who walk around all day picking up rubbish thrown EVERYWHERE by the Saudis.

  So let’s get back to the airport security. Like any other airport there was a man or two behind the bag scanner and a metal detector you walked through. Only difference was, females walked through a separate one behind curtains. Not one motherfucking Saudi would take off their various forms of metal. Coins in pockets, watches on, belts on, shoes on. They walked through, it beeped, the guy behind the screen (supposed to be watching bags) would put up his arm and say, “Hey, habibi you got to …” before he finishes his sentence the Saudi in question has already blurted out ten different complaints about how he is not going to take all his metal off and he is going to his gate. “Take off my shoes for what?” “Why do you want to see my watch? It’s a watch, it tells the time.” The security guard would roll his eyes and waive him through. This happenned hundreds of times a day in all Saudi airports. Only non-Saudis would ever be forced to empty everything and walk back through, and even then if you beeped they’d just wave you through ’cos what’s the point? Saudi airways flies into America, UK and many other countries. 

   

  
    Smoking in airports
  

  Since Saudis love to smoke there will always be smoking rooms in KSA airports. Do Saudis go in them? Fuck no, they smoke where they want. This is the same for shopping malls. Saudis will walk around smoking. So the plus side to everyone being able to carry bombs, guns and drugs on flights outta KSA is that you will be able to get your nicotine fix preflight hi-jack / explosion. 

  Qatar’s flight went off with no problems and I had a gem of a layover in Doha’s baller-ass airport. There are iMac desktop computers scattered throughout the airport and leather beds for resting peppered throughout the terminals. Doha’s airport is possible my favourite in the world and you should definitely fly through given the chance.

   

  
    Long weekend in Bangkok
  

  I arrived in Bangkok Thursday night and went straight to meet Master Shake in the city. Bangkok was still strangling itself with traffic so I took the sky train into town. Bangkok had recently gone through its most recent coup but was still a decadent urban playground, just run by a junta. Shake and I had a night of partying planned and I was to pick up my turntables from his house the next day. I met him at Phaya Thai station, a train stop in central Bangkok. He needed to pick up weed from his new dealer, a Frenchman who had recently started working at Shake’s company. I met Shake at the station and we rolled to the Frenchman’s condo. It was a nice two-bedroom pad. The Frenchman has just had a child with his girlfriend from England. They are both working in Bangkok with a newborn. This is not something you see in Thailand. 

  Foreign couples don’t move to Thailand to have a baby, nor to raise one. The Frenchman sold Shake his bag of weed, we rolled up a big spliff and puffed it down over some beers. I gave them a lowdown on KSA then motioned to Shake that we needed to get our move on. I’d come straight from the airport, still had my bag, had been in airports and airplanes since 4 am, it was now 9 pm and I hadn’t spoken to a female in months. We left and headed to my hotel, which was about seven stops away on the sky train in another area called On-Nut. I checked in, dropped my bag off in my room and washed my face. Shake left his satchel of weed on the desk in my room.

   

  
    Soi Cowboy
  

  I’d been in KSA for about two months by this time. No beer, no women. So of course we went straight to Soi Cowboy. Soi Cowboy is a go-go bar street in Bangkok. It’s filled with beer bars, bright lights and lots of scantily dressed Thai women that dance about. We downed several beers then several more and bar-hopped around Cowboy. The females dancing at these bars would sit with you and make small talk while you bought them drinks, for which they would earn a cut of the sales. They were mostly if not all dressed in bikinis, miniskirts, etc. Not fully naked. 

  It’s not like a strip club in a western country where girls strip and give lap dances. A girl on Cowboy might sit on your lap but there isn’t any straddling or lap-dance type of things going on. So it’s kind of a tame strip club with the biggest difference being that here the girls will go home with the patrons. Tips can be given but money is never thrown at the dancers as Thai banknotes have the King printed on them. Anything to do with the Royal Thai family (especially the King) must be treated with immense respect. So throwing money is a no-no to say the least when in Thailand. 

  These girls dancing at Soi Cowboy will go home with customers providing you pay a bar fine – a fee to the bar so the girl can leave work – as well as an agreed-upon payment the girl takes for a short-time or long-time arrangement of adult activities in a room somewhere. Niether Shake nor I were interested in what is sometimes called pay-for-play. Shake was married and I was hornier for beer than vagina at the time, and to be honest, don’t know how well I could have performed with the amount of booze n weed in my system. Don’t have anything against sex-workers nor the men or women who procure their services. If everybody is consenting adults and one another are treated with respect, then you go do you fam. 

  Alcohol and some eye candy was all I needed for the night, so we continued on our way from Soi Cowboy towards Nana. Nana is another area of Bangkok where you can find lots of women out and about at night, plenty of them club girls, bar girls, prostitutes, backpackers, hotel workers, etc. If you’re looking to drink and be around girls (a lot of them) then Bangkok has three main spots: RCA (an eight-city-block section of clubs), Khao San Road (backpacker hell) and Sukhumvit Road. We were on Sukhumvit Road. At night from Soi (side street in Thai) 1 to Soi 20 Sukhumvit there are street bars set up all down Sukhumvit. Cheap beers and post-club closing hours here. 

  We sat down for about an hour sucking down ice-cold tall Leo beers. You have about three beers of choice in Thailand: Chang, Singha, Leo. Leo is best. Trust. It was at about 3 am at this point in time and I was stumbling hard. From what I remember I told Shake I’d find us another bar. I Irish-goodbyed Shake and foggily made it back to my hotel to pass out.

   

  
    The next morning
  

  When drinking to the point of blackout in Bangkok the next morning can be full of surprises. Mostly bad ones. Men get their drinks spiked in Thailand, not women. Today was not one of those days thankfully. I woke up in my hotel hungover as fuck but alone and with my passport and wallet intact, that’s a win. 

  I checked my phone. It had several messages with expletives from Shake asking where the fuck I went. I messaged him and said I would hop in a taxi and head up to Rangsit where he was living and working. Rangsit is about an hour or so drive north of Bangkok in a province called Pratumthani. I used to work at the same location as Shake doing consulting, so I was happy to visit again briefly. Shake texted back to ask me to bring his satchel of weed that he had left at my hotel. Too easy. 

   

  
    Satchel of death
  

  I opened the satchel to transfer his weed into my small satchel and saw at least a half-pound of weed all separated into gram baggies. That is an immediate distribution / trafficking sentence if caught. That’s automatic death penalty in Thailand. Fuck … me … Shake was a huge stoner. He smoked weed all day long every day. Didn’t think he was buying this sort of quantity though. Fuck, I couldn’t fit this in my satchel so I grabbed his satchel and proceeded out of the hotel. The hangover immediately kicked in. My body was like, “Thanks for all the food and water you didn’t have yesterday”. Next two hours were gonna be fun. 

  I exited the hotel, which was directly on Sukhumvit, and hooked a left to hit up the family mart convenient store for a Gatorade to nurse my hangover. As soon as I turned left, I had about 40 feet to the family mart. I took about ten steps looking at the ground then looked up to see who was standing outside the family mart looking directly at me. A cop. Luckily I was wearing glasses or he would have immediately seen my horrified look and as I swallowed my soul. 

  I literally had a death sentence on my back. Thank the gods, devils, bigfoots and aliens that there was a stairwell to the sky train between me and the cop. I made a turn and slowly climbed the stairs to the sky train and made my panic-induced escape from the cop who I was praying would not take the opportunity to stop and frisk me as they regularly like to do. I got up to the sky train, bought a ticket, went through the turnstyles (oh fuck, they look in bags here) and luckily I got the usual Thai-look-in-bag-security-check, closely associated with Dammam Airport’s security check. This means they don’t really look in your bag but just shine a light and pretend. Gimmie Xanax and lots of it, please. This hangover morning was sucking. All for turntables. Sometimes I wish I had developed different hobbies when younger. I would then never have to be travelling with heavy-ass vinyl records and turntables. 

  I was so shook at this point I just rode the train to the last stop. After seeing the cop in On-Nut I quickly remembered how many police stand around the train lines and stop n frisk foreigners hoping they find one as stupid as I was that day to shake down. I made it all the way to the last stop, Mo Chit, and hopped in a taxi. Immediately told the taxi to take the tollway to Rangsit, avoiding any possible police road stops. Cops in Thailand do whatever they want. Stop, frisk, drug test, passport check, etc. They are not to be fucked with and to be avoided at all costs. 

  I had more than enough exposure that morning and just wanted to get this weed that was fucking separated into gram baggies away from my person. The thought of Thai prison and exactly how fucking stupid I was being at the time hit hard and I had to have the taxi drive pull over on the tollway so I could vomit. 

  Avoiding a close-call death sentence mixed with a hard hangover due to not drinking for months made me nauseous as fuck, go figure? Finally I made it to Shake’s office. I stumbled out of the taxi, thanking all the gods and devils for letting me arrive. Rolled in, said hello to some old co-workers, dropped Shake’s anti-Christ-arrest-me bag of shitty weed (full of stems n seeds) off. If I had been done up on trafficking for such shitty weed that woulda made it so much worse. Picture Mexican brick weed. Leave that shit in a dusty basement for a year and you’re now close to what is sold in Thailand. 

  Said goodbye to Shake and headed to his house to pick up my turntables. His wife was home. The girlfriend who saved Shake from the machete-wielding taxi driver has now made Shake a husband. They have been living in Rangsit for the past year and she seemed to enjoy it. We chatted for a bit and I grabbed the turntables and called a taxi back to Bangkok. The shaking from the morning’s misadventure had worn off and I was ready to get good sleep then hit more drink. Made it back to the hotel, carried the turntables up and slept till about 7 pm. Had literally enough excitement and partying the past twenty-four hours that I didn’t need to go back out. But I did 🙂

   

  
    DJing on the weekend
  

  That night I played a show at an art gallery in Bangkok where I used to have a monthly gig at. Did an all-vinyl set, which was great. It’s not so common these days to use only vinyl when DJing. Got to see some old friends and rap about the craziness that was KSA. Happy times. My alcohol tolerance not so happy. After my set was finished I took a taxi back to my hotel but I couldn’t remember which side of the street it was on. After walking back and forth about twenty times for an hour I finally found it. I had about three hours until I had to leave for my flight. I crashed hard instantly. The loudest motherfucking alarm then went off in what seemed like four minutes. 

   

  
    Going back to Saudi
  

  I was not sure I would even be allowed to bring the turntables back into the country. While I was in KSA music was forbidden and not heard anywhere  Sharia law forbids music and all music is haram.  At the time writing this there have been some small progressive changes. The past year there have now been a few concerts in Saudi Arabia’s “liberal city”, Jeddah. There was no music allowed in public in my time. Malls, restaurants, etc. None of them had music playing in them. This was actually a nice change compared to Thailand’s ever-present top ten songs on repeat, for fifteen years in a row, at any indoor shopping facility. If I have to hear “Tonight” or “Call me Maybe” again in my life I’ll kick a puppy in its face. So, fingers crossed, shower, turntables, passport, taxi, airport, flight, fuck me, back in KSA. Sigh …  my first day back I went off on a cadet for cheating during his test. He started to eat his notebook paper with a sad look on his face as I yelled at him. He was 23 years old. What the fuck am I doing here? 

   

  
    Homebrew: Let’s make shitty wine
  

  The group of co-workers whom I hung out with usually comprised the Viking, the Small Scotsman, Potter, one South African and Jersey. We all lived in the same building except for Jersey who was now in a trailer park forty minutes north of us. One night, in what must have been early December, we walked to a local Indian restaurant. On the way home, Gary the South African turned to us and asked if we were drinking with him that weekend. My ears perked up and I smiled. “Happy to join.” 

  That weekend we went to Gary’s apartment to sample his homemade wine. The only alcohol available to us was a moonshine made by locals called “al-raq”. It tasted like spoiled gasoline and was awful. People died from drinking it. Homemade wine was highly preferred. Gary had been perfecting his wine-making skills over several months. He stored it in large glass bottles that the shitty grape juice came in. Potter would smuggle back in wine yeast and Gary would brew using large water deposit bottles in a standing closet in his bedroom. The wine itself did the job ok but it needed mixing with 7-Up. It certainly got you semi-drunk-like. We finished off about four bottles between the five of us and traded YouTube turns with stand-up comedians. FYI the Small Scotsman had the worst taste in stand-up. 

  The next few weeks Gary had me over to his apartment to teach me his trade. Back in South Africa, Gary brewed legit booze while at college. Proper bottles and all. Here in KSA he was left with a MacGyver-style type of brewing. We went to Panda shopping mart to load up on juice. This particular week we went with Ceres juice. It doesn’t really matter what juice you use but from years of experience in the homebrew life, the less sugar the better. And if it does have sugar, it is preferable that it is natural. Back at Gary’s we opened all the juices and dumped them in a water-deposit bottle. Added yeast and more sugar. Closed. Turned the bottle upside-down several times so the yeast mixed. Peirced top of lid. Threw in standing closet (a wardrobe for my British readers). Let sit for three weeks-ish. 

  Glen was ready to rack a current batch that had been brewing. Racking is when you filter the wine and let it sit for a couple more days. Perhaps this isn’t the official method of wine racking but it is the KSA method, so leave the comments on Amazon if you must. The more you rack the better the wine will be and the longer you let it brew, the better it will taste, fine wine and age and whatnot. 

  Here is what NOT to do if you ever find yourself home brewing. Gary would take a fishing hose and put it in the brewing wine then with his mouth siphon it out into another bottle. This mouth bacteria taints the taste and contaminates the batch. A more experienced brewer in KSA later schooled me. He’ll be introduced in a couple chapters. For the time being with Gary’s wine we would now all have some semi-ok South African mouth-tainted wine for Christmas. 

   

  
    Rymus
  

  One of the greatest things about living abroad is seeing and experiencing new holidays you never knew existed, like Song Kran in Thailand, Obon festival of souls in Japan and Carnival in Brazil. Holidays being haram in KSA you had to make up your own. One such made-up holiday in KSA was Rymus. Rymus was a combination of Christmas and a co-worker Ryan’s birthday, celebrated annually in Bahrain. The Viking approached me one day in early December and said, “Jersey already knows but you are invited to Rymus this weekend in Bahrain, come, you will enjoy it I promise.”

  Gary, Potter, the Viking, the Small Scotsman, Paul, an older Englishman, and I waited outside our apartment building for our driver, Waseem. Waseem was a Pakistani who ran a private car company. We used him and his brothers all the time. Airports, Bahrain runs, hospital trips, you name it. The driving in Saudi is the worst in the world. You WILL see an accident once a week, at least. So having a reliable safe driver is of utmost importance. 

   

  
    Causeway
  

  Waseem arrived in his ten-seat SUV. We hopped in and headed to the causeway. The causeway is an eleven-mile bridge that connects KSA to Bahrain. It could take us one hour or seven hours to cross. Every weekend the entire population of the Eastern province headed over the causeway to indulge in a variety of haram activities available in Bahrain. Bahrain is an Islamic country however they are much more relaxed than their older brother KSA. In Bahrain women can drive, you can buy alcohol, pork, go clubbing, talk to women, celebrate non Islamic holidays, see live music and movies, and several other normal activities that you are deprived of while living in KSA. 

  The causeway first had a toll then we drove about four miles to the immigration area. Here is where we saw the absolute worst of the worst drivers. Imagine 2,000 cars coming from a two-lane highway to ten immigration lines. It’s as beautiful as it sounds. Our car would approach the KSA immigration first. IDs and passports were handed over through the window to a Saudi immigration officer. IDs and passports were stamped and checked. We then went to what is known as “no-man’s land”. No-man’s-land is not KSA and it’s not Bahrain. Neither country holds power in this stretch of the bridge. This no-man’s-land lasts until Bahrain immigration. We then approached another toll window for Bahrain immigration and repeated the same process. IDs and passports were checked and stamped. Finally we approached Bahrain customs. Since there was literally nothing anyone would or could smuggle out of KSA, the customs into Bahrain on the causeway was always quick and easy. An officer would peek in our car’s window (maybe), nod then wave us through. In over 130 trips to Bahrain not once did I see a customs agent open up a car when entering Bahrain. 

   

  
    Arrival in Bahrain
  

  Manama is kind of a financial district with lots of hotels for people coming over from KSA and a couple malls. That’s about it. It is a place for Devil’s wishlisting when living in KSA. The first place we would go to when arriving in Bahrain was a bottle shop. A bottle shop is a booze store. There were three in the capital of Bahrain, Manama. A funny law concerning booze shops in Bahrain stated that no national garb could be worn while inside the shops. Saudis buying booze couldn’t wear their thobes. In the parking lot of each shop we saw all the Saudis changing out of their thobes usually into gym clothes, so they could go inside and buy alcohol. 

  The shops were fairly big. They had a large cold-single-bottle area, cases of beer, wine and liquor. We all got our own poison for the weekend. The next stop was the pork store. Back then Manama had two grocers that sold pork. Each grocer had a small room separate from the rest of the store that only sold pork products. Our usual pick was Al-Jazeera. The grocery shopping in KSA was so fucking dismal that I found myself coming to Bahrain just to shop at Al Jazeera market. 

  The entire lot of us loaded up on every single type of pork product you could imagine: bacon, maple bacon, apple-smoked bacon, salami, peperoni, back bacon, ham, honey ham, sausages, etc. It was heaven.

   

  
    The hotel of haram
  

  Our hotel for the weekend was a duplex inside a large hotel called Elite-5. It had four bedrooms and three bathrooms, a kitchen, a large living room and one stairwell. It took us about twenty minutes to unload all the alcohol and pork and there was too much to fit in the refrigerator and freezer. We had to start cooking full packets of bacon to make room in the fridge for the rest of our pork haul. 

  I never knew how much I missed bacon until I couldn’t eat it for several months. It was probably around 4 pm by now and we all were drinking heavy and fast. This weekend was Bahrain’s Independence Day, don’t ask what their independence day was from, ’cos I never found out. The Bahrainis were all out driving around in their cars and waving flags. They seemed friendly enough and more approachable than the Saudis. 

   

  
    Match point
  

  There was only one venue the crew planned to visit that evening. The famous Match Point “sports bar” at the bottom of Ramee palace hotel. The sign said sports bar but in reality it was a hooker bar with some pool tables. The part of town we were in was near America’s 5th naval fleet. Gotta keep Iran on its toes. Needless to say, where there are army bases there are bars. And these bars had what is known in Bahrain as “friends of the causeway” aka hookers. The majority of the hookers were from China and Thailand.

  The fellas had all been there several times before and I was happy just to be drinking with a belly full of pork and to be able to see and talk to women. Around 9 pm we left the hotel on foot. Potter had been downing gin and tonics all day and could barely walk. We had about a fourteen-minute walk to Match Point and about halfway Potter fell into a ditch so we carried him the remainder. I was not confident that we could get him into the bar – in any western country he would have never been allowed inside. His legs were absolutely limp and he could barely speak. I was assured two things by the group: 1. He would 100% get into Match Point and 2. Potter would be drinking again upright within an hour. 

  The entrance to Match Point could be reached by walking behind the Ramee Palace Hotel and cutting through a parking lot. Once inside the stagnant stench of cigarettes and cheap perfume were unmistakably filtered throughout your airways with every breath. The music was the usual shitty club music. The patrons were a mix of foreigners working in Saudi, older Saudi men and Thai working girls. 

  They had Corona so I was happy. Any beer would have been fine though. We threw Potter in a corner and commenced more excessive drinking for several hours. Potter did indeed awaken with a second wind. I felt a tap on my shoulder and it was Potter, drink in hand and happier than when Gryffindor won the quidditch tournament in The Philosopher’s Stone. We played several games of pool, chatted with the ladies and stayed until bar close. 

   

  
    Next morning match point
  

  I had the master bedroom and woke to the wonderful smell of bacon. Potter and Gary were cooking. The only one who had managed to get any action the previous evening was Potter. Gary told me at like 4 am Potter left their room, went outside for twenty minutes then came back in. Potter had lucked out on one of his “samesies” apps and went out in the middle of the night to give some lucky Bahraini a hand-job in his car. Well, at least someone got to get some ass I suppose. Rymus was a success. Morning drinking and a half-day of bacon took up the remainder of what little time we had left. Waseem picked us up and we make the dreaded journey back to 18th Street in Dammam. The only thing worse than living in KSA is driving back on that fucking causeway semi-drunk and dealing with 2,000 other cars filled with Saudis who are also drunk and still can’t drive worth their country’s weight in sand. The drive back from Bahrain could be one hour or eight hours. That particular day it was an average three-hour return. Not terrible.
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