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The 
Annual 
Causeway 
Classic
The classic is named for the 
bridge called “the Causeway” that 
links the island nation of Bahrain 
to mainland Saudi Arabia. The 
causeway center is the boarder 
crossing system of both Saudi and 
Bahraini customs. 

About a month ago I received an email 
invitation to play golf. CB is the brother 
of a colleague. I hardly know him. 
Rather, I know of him as the resident 
partyer and his reputation. Everyone 

that is anyone here knows him for his 
parties.  

CB and a handful of others, including 
teachers on my team, put together a 
golf outing a few years ago. The golf 
outing has morphed into a group of 
more than 60 guys, mainly from the 
company, that spend a weekend in 
Bahrain for golf and general debauch-
ery. I am so happy for the invitation. 
This was just what the doctor ordered 
for life on our “island” in the desert. 

“March” is one of my close colleagues 
that I look up to at school. He’s a bit 
older than I am and originally from 
Wisconsin. When he asked if I had 
gotten the email from CB and I con-
firmed it, I set up a driver to pick both 
of us up early on Friday morning. Then 
we each made our own room reserva-
tions at the Radison Hotel, close to 
the golf course. Neither of us wanted 
to leave with the others right after 
school with the younger crowd. One 
overnight was expensive enough.
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Bahrain, Fun but 
Expensive 

The local currency is Bahraini Dinar 
(BD). 1BD = $3US. A beer at a bar is 
about 3BD ($10). Do you get a feeling 
for the cost? An overnight at a hotel 
might cost anywhere between $100 
and $400 depending on where you 
stay. I couldn’t figure out how to enter 
the Causeway Classic discount code 
on booking.com, so my room ended 

up costing about $150. I didn’t lose 
any sleep over the booking. I hadn’t 
been out of the Kingdom - off our little 
“island” of life - in about a month. 
Spending some money on a weekend 
getaway, starting with $150 on a room, 
was par for the course (pun intended).  

Early Birds 

I had called my regular driver and 
arranged for a 6am pickup at our 
apartments. March lives right next to 

me, so just minutes after the driver 
texted me, we were in the white subur-
ban heading over the causeway. The 
early hour was intentional. If you beat 
the weekend traffic, you can get 
through the seven different boarder 
patrol stops in record time. It took us 
just thirteen minutes to get through all 
seven gates with minimal traffic - a 
record for both of us. March and I were 
checking into the Radison by 7:20am. 
Early checkin. Bags in rooms. We met 
downstairs for breakfast.
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Breakfast of Champions
Beer and Bacon! When you 
live in Saudi, your world view 
of pig and alcohol change. 

Before you picture me as an 
alcoholic carnivore, remember 
that I spend my days eating a 
mostly vegetables and rarely 
even see alcoholic beverages 
for weeks at a time. Hardly the 
life planned. 

I hit the breakfast bar with two 
beers in hand. If you are going 
to party all day, you have to 
start early. I was considerate 
enough to put my beers into a 
mug. After all, even though 
Bahrain allows alcohol, it is 
frowned upon to show up with 
beer bottles at the breakfast 
buffet. 

All hotel buffets are the same 
in one aspect: pork products 
are set off to the side and well 
labeled. I can find the pork 
section of a Bahraini breakfast 
buffet within three seconds of 
entering a hotel restaurant.  

Have you ever had fun being 
the sober one or the one 
without the hangover, sur-
rounded by a group of zom-
bies? What a fun breakfast. 
March and I were finishing up 
our second or third round of 
bacon when the debauchery 
boys sat down to the table. 
They had all arrived the night 
before and looked like it. I 
made a run to my room to 
grab another cold beer from 
the mini bar and retrieve my 
stash of Advil for the zombies. 

Two or three of the five zom-
bies had forgotten to pack 
“hangover maintenance”.  

After handing out relief efforts, 
I sat around listening to the 
stories from the night before. I 
can’t pass on any of the sto-
ries. “What happens in 
Bahrain stays in Bahrain.” I’ll 
leave out the details and stick 
to my own stories. 

We were at this Ramada for a 
reason. A shuttle bus to the 
golf course is one of its 
“perks”. The zombies, March, 
and I were all sipping long-
necks at the entrance when 
the shuttles arrived. It was 
time to join the golfers at the 
Classic.
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Golf in Bahrain 
The minivan arrived. The garage clearance was too low, 
so we had to haul our golf bags through the lobby and 
downstairs to the golf valets. As part of the Classic, the 
valets had our names and partners on lists. They would 
carry the bags out to the carts for us while we paid and 
checked in. 

I followed the not-so-zombie-like buddies of mine into 
the pro shop and slapped down my credit card, pray-
ing to the Associated Bank gods that my card wasn’t 
frozen. It is so embarrassing when I travel and it’s 
frozen. Usually, the bank is trying to protect me from 
fraud but the golfers in line behind me think I just 
haven’t paid my bills. Embarrassing!  

After adding a new box of low end balls, an a hat, the 
18-hole day cost me just about $200. It included a 
happy hour afterwards and access to the club. The 
card swipe earned me a smile and thank you from the 
Filipino behind the register. I didn’t have to shamefully 
ask one of my buddies to “cover me” because I was 
“good for it” or some such groveling. I headed to the 
locker room to drop off my post game clothes.  

Instead of changing into golf shoes (which I didn’t 
have), I just laced up my running shoes and went look-
ing for my clubs. There they were, laid out on the grass 
next to the putting practice greens. 60 some golfers 
were waiting. 

Talk about a fish out of water. I thought I was golfing 
with March and CB. Nope. I had learned earlier that 
morning that I was a replacement for someone who 
had backed out at the last minute. “Who are all of these 
people?” I wondered.  

It wasn’t even 10am and my golf bag had a 12:30 tee 
time tag attached to it. Time for a beer. I wandered 
over to the driving range cafe. There were at least 
twenty people that I knew from school, all teachers. We 
sipped long neck Caronas and ate “Bacon 
Buddies” (little bacon sandwiches) until the entire group 
was scheduled for a meeting around 11:30. The rumor 
going around was the lead tee time for our group was 
pushed back an hour. The group before us was dilly 
dallying! 

The rally call roused all of us over to the putting area for 
a group picture. I was trying to mix, but I’m a fish out of 
water. It’s like the scene in Happy Gilmore when Adam 
Sandler says, “I’m a hockey player, but I’m here to 
golf.”  

I was lucky that KL was there. He came up to me in the 
cafe and asked me whom I was golfing with. When I 
told him I had no idea, he let out a huge sigh of relief. 
Neither of us was a true golfer. Neither of us knew a lot 
of people in the group except for those we teach with. 
Neither of us had a clue as to what was going on. Nei-
ther of us even knew what our golf quad partners 
looked like. 

CB and the Royal Golf course manager made an-
nouncements and went over the rules. My team would 
have to use three of my drives off the tees within the 18 
holes. We had to mind the time to keep the overall 
group going so we could even finish the 18 holes. The 
back nine was under lights, so the few final groups 
scheduled to start on the back were now starting off 
the front nine because we weren’t teeing off until al-
most 1:30pm. Ok. Beer time.

I have no idea what my handicap is. I told 
CB to just guess when he signed me up. 



The Jolly Green Giant, Lanky 
B-ball player, and the midget.

The Royal Golf Club at Riffa Views has been 
open since 1997. It closed down for renova-
tion and reopened in 2008 with a new design 

by golfing legend Colin Montgomerie.  
The par 72 championship 18-hole course has 
the feel (for most players I’ve heard from) of a 
proper links course. There are numerous sand 

bunkers, lush fairways, and fast greens. It is 
really hard to believe you are playing in the 

deserts of the Middle East. 
Dad would like it because there are very few 

best golfer. He was my cart partner and while we were talking, I 
weaseled out of him that he is actually a single digit handicap 
player. (that means he’s good) 

Juun came through with the key strokes but we all had our 
moments of glory. We got in the habit of using my terrible putting 
skills to test out the “lie” of our putts into the hole. That means I 
always putted first. They would watch which way my ball veered 
away from the hole so the other three could make a better put. 
One time, one long putt, I hit the cup for a group birdie. Hah! 
Shazam! “Go to your home ball!” 

I was showering in the clubhouse by 7pm sober and tired. That 
was a long day of “sipping beer” golf with the dynamic quad. 

Night on the Town 

This was the first time I had ever been to Bahrain with a bunch of 
the guys. Usually, I just come over with the Judd family for a fami-
ly weekend or alone for a writing and beer weekend. This was 
different. This was like a pub crawl. It had been well over  a year 
since I had done anything like this. 

We all started in the basement bar of the Ramada. There must 
have been twenty guys and a few spouses. KL and I entered and 
racked a game of billiards. I scared up some Carona long necks, 
finally. And so began the night. 

I don’t know how many bars we went to, nor can I name even 
one of them. I do remember buying a round of yummy tequila 
shots that had guava-lime juice chasers. That was the only shot 
or hard liquor I had the entire night. That was a Mexican style 
restaurant next to my favorite South African restaurant named the 
Meat Co. (where you can get the expensive but most delicious T-
bone in the country). Would you believe me if I told you that same 
Mexican place had longneck bottles of Schlitz beer? I couldn’t 
believe that. 

The evening ended with us closing down some bar around 2am. 
On the walk back, (someone in our group knew the way) we 
stopped for a schwarma. I slept well. 
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Tee times started late. My nerves shot up when I met my 
first quad partner. He introduced himself as Ty and proceed 
to start stretching exercises. The next thing he said was “it’s 
all about winning”. 

“Can this be?” I thought to myself. I wanted the rowdy beer 
drinking socialites that were just following white golf balls to 
the 19th hole. Here is this guy that wants to win the 
tournament. 

I went and got another beer for KL and me. He was 
chumming with his newly introduced quad. When I got back 
to my bag and the stretching basketball star, I shook hands 
with the remaining quad members - a 6’10” African 
American named James and a 5’2” Korean named Juun, 
pronounced like the month. What a dynamic team. But it 
wasn’t the beer drinking crowd. I would have to carry my 
weight with these “golfers” and sip a few beers while we 
golfed instead of drinking while we tried to golf. 

This turned out to be one of the best 18 holes I have ever 
played. James loosened up and enjoyed a few beers 
throughout. We parred most of our holes. I had at least 
three drives we could use so I didn’t feel pressure holding 
back the team. It turned out James was pressured. He kept 
slicing his drives out of bounds. Juun turned out to be the 
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Meet my new Lego robot kit named BOOST. I couldn’t pass up the chance to get this in 
Bahrain at the Lego Store. It was at least double the cost of one on Amazon but I couldn’t 

wait. Yes, it’s worth it. I shared BOOST with my after school robotics activities groups.



A Desert 
Outing 
with DBB

It seems like everyone has a 4x4 for the 

desert. This was my first adventure into 

the deserts of Saudi. 

Band members were active on the texting 
app called WhatsApp. A convoy of twelve 
vehicles full of families and picnic food 
headed out into the desert for an afternoon 
of fun. It was the weekend. We met outside 
the company gates at 1pm. Here are the 
highlights 

• 4x4’s are needed for the sand, only if 
you go off-road 

• we only drove about an hour outside 
of Dhahran 

• there certainly were a lot of kids on 
this trip 

• if you don’t know how to drive 4x4 in 
sand, don’t even try unless you have a 
mentor (and another 4x4 with 
equipment to help you out of a fix) 

• it was basically an evening campfire 
and singalong 

• the sky is beautiful at night away from 
the city lights 

• yes, there are random herds of 
camels all over the desert 

• members of the band brought along 
extended friends and family, even a 
few French-speaking-only friends 

• I could have done without the 
accordion (no kidding) someone 
brought an accordion 

• there is very little in life more relaxing 
than sitting around a campfire with a 
group of friends and a guitar 

The main reason I went on this brief outing 
was to get to know some of the Big Band 
members. Band practice is all practice with 
very little socializing. This little trip was a lot 
of fun. I’ll have to go on more.
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Don’t Worry 

Darryl. Don’t worry about 
getting a piece of chocolate 
cake. There is plenty for you 

in heaven You deserve it. 
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Life Father Like Son 

Darryl passed away this month. I’m not 
worried about his loving family that is left 
behind. The KAPPYs are a strong family. 

Darryl lives on through Mat. You can see it 
in their hair style, eyebrows, and that silly 

mug they share.  

Luptatum 

Darry, those of us that got to 
know you are all better off. I 
consider myself lucky to have run 
into you even once in a while. 

Luptatum 

Amet zzril consetetur ea mea? Similique  
sadipscing comprehensam cum ea, pisci  
sententiae vix id! Vel ocurreret. 



Saudi Gras  
Mardi Gras celebrations in the dry, 
conservative Muslim country of Saudi 
Arabia? WTF? 

Nothing really surprises me anymore. Not after I 
found out there is supposedly an underground 
version of AAA meetings somewhere on our little 
island in the desert. But this, Saudi Gras, was in 
another camp - some other island of culture that 
survives in the desert. 

The DBB was hired to play a 2part gig for this Mardi 
Gras evening celebration. From what I learned, the 
camp is multinational. Several companies use this 

housing development to house their employees that 
come to Saudi. The housing encampment is within  
a larger area of a massively fortified group of smaller 
areas. Once inside, there is a residential area 
surrounding a park. The park serves as a meeting 
point and celebration area. 

The buffet was massive. There was a dance floor 
and one or two bands scheduled after us. But the 
highlight of my night was the beautiful woman in the 
yellow pants. She was gorgeous. I was pretty 
useless helping to breakdown the gear. I was 
mystified by the woman on the dance floor.  

I have blown off my ride and stayed for her.

�12



Lack of Culture, Live Music or Otherwise 

Perhaps the toughest part of living in this country is 
the lack of social or cultural activities. There just 
isn’t the feeling of “let’s go out”. Yes, there are 
museums. Yes, the Saudis have culture. Yet, their 
cultural activities remain elusive to me. Perhaps is 
is just the Saudi men going off to the desert at 
night. It is possibly just the shopping trip to IKEA. 
Maybe it’s just going out to a restaraunt after going 
to prayer at the mosque.  

Until I make some more Saudi friends, or sit down 
and have a talk with Alwalid, I won’t understand.  

Little islands of foreign cultures are all over the 
kingdom. This Saudi Gras was a new one for me. 
The British compound gig that we played during 

December was another example. Our company 
camps (islands) are supreme examples.  

Like an American military base, the activities we 
enjoy are imported with us. Live music. Dance. Art 
shows. Choirs. Interaction between men and 
women. A BBQ in the park. These all seem like 
elusive ideas to Saudis in general.  

Perhaps these are not foreign ideas. Perhaps these 
are just examples of what Saudis are steered away 
from by the values of their Kingdom. 

Some people believe the Kingdom is changing. 
Maybe. I just don’t see it changing much during my 
lifetime. Not after living here for a while.
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