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 Ryan and Tess are good friends and colleagues at 
the school where I currently teach. At the beginning of 
this month, they asked me to be Godfather to their 6-
month old Gabriel. I’m not sure why. I am always the one 
that wakes Gabriel up when I enter the teacher lounge to 
get ice for my morning Strawberry Perrier. But one 
morning, Tess asked me if I am Christian and Ryan 
specified with Catholic. 

 This story is not your average Catholic baptism 
story. I had no idea there was even a Catholic church on 
this island. Turns out there is. And it turns out there are 
six pairs of Godparents for Gabriel. I never knew you 
could have more than two. 

 We all met on a Google Meet the Tuesday before 
the baptism. It was really informal so I looked really nice 
online with my tie and pressed shirt. Guess I didn’t read 
the email very closely. I thought the baptism was 
completely ONLINE due to Covid19 and the fact that we 
are in a strict Muslim country. It made sense. I know there 
are non-denominational services that go on each week 
here on the island in secrecy. I just didn’t know there was 
an actual Catholic Church and ordained priest 
somewhere here too. 

 Roseana and I drove there in the middle of a huge 
“Shamal” (dust storm) around 10:30 on a Friday. Why 
Friday? In the Muslim world, Friday is the holy day of the 
week. We work Sunday to Thursday, with the weekend 
being Friday and Saturday. Saturday is like Saturday in 
the states: shopping and events. Fridays, while the 
Mosques are full, there are groups of Christians that meet 
in secrecy - like a blackmarket faith opportunity. Weird, I 
know.  

 The church itself is just a house. It’s been modified 
so the living room is an actual sanctuary. I spent most of 
the Mass contemplating how anyone could smuggle in a 
3 foot high wood carving of Christ or the huge 3d wood 
carving portraying the Last Supper. (It’s difficult to even 
smuggle a Christmas Tree into this country and a lot of 
people get their Christmas decorations confiscated and 
thrown out at customs. 

 It felt pretty good to be back in a house of God. I 
certainly don’t ever feel like I need to be in church, but 
the Dude Christ once in a while is rejuvenating. Four 
years of Catholic high school provides a lot of memories.

WELCOME TO 
CHRISTIANITY 
GABRIEL S. ARAZA 



At the Island Catholic Church



 Happy Birthday to us again. Matt and Stacy called 

and said “hey, meet us at Cheesecake Factory”. So I called 

Mansour, one of my favorite drivers, and arranged to 

have him drive me to Khobar. Khobar is the city closest to 

the island and where most of the restaurants are. 

Cheesecake Factory included.  

 Matt and Stacy and their Arian Nation (their four 

boys and a fifth one - tagalong friend of Ruuu’s) were 

just arriving as I exited Mansour’s white Explorer.  

 What a great meal!  They really do make the 

juiciest burgers in the area! Yummy. But the best is, of 

course, the cheesecake desert. 

 We still had another 10 days of school, but the 

Judd’s were scheduled to leave on the “first thing 

smoking” early on the 24th. We don’t see each other very 

much because they live in RT and I live on the island. 

Different schools in our district and 45 minute drive apart. 

But celebrating Matt’s and my birthday at Cheesecake 

Factory has become a kind of tradition. Two years 

straight. I don’t think we’ll have a third. I don’t expect the 

family to be here after next year. That’s just my opinion. I 

hope I’m wrong. It won’t be the same without my Judd 

family here, even if they are 45minutes away.

Yummy yummy. Cheesecake! I 

certainly don’t need the calories, 

but Matt sure does. He burns twice 

the amount of calories each 

morning doing his “mortimers” or 

“milners” or “murphs” or whatever 

he calls them. It is some kind of 

Ironman workout that very few 

athletic people can accomplish 

several times a week. Matt makes 

his even more grueling. It’s as if he 

is going to recruit with the Navy 

Seal teams or Special Forces. 

JUNE 15, 1969 
But Matt’s a few years younger than I am.



 Have you ever worked with a hot glue gun, box 
cutter, and cardboard? Neither have I until now. Part of 
my Future Lab job is to “tinker” and create things, build 
ideas, and explore projects my K-4 students can 
accomplish on their own. Yes, this is a dream job! 
 It has become my habit over the years, to eat 
lunch at school. Not that it is too difficult to get home 
within two minutes for my 1 hour lunch here on the 
island. The habit just carried over from my previous 
schools where it was neither possible nor feasible to 
leave school for lunch. 
 Almost 90 percent of the staff leave for lunch so I 
am provided with a calm, quiet environment to do 
whatever I want. My future Lab is huge and full of 
materials so it I am drawn to the opportunity to explore 
all of my gadgets, materials, and recyclables. 
 I’ve been walking past three empty hallway 
bulletin boards since I moved into the new lab during 
Covid March of 2020. How could I fill up three full sized 
bulletin boards without an idea, an inspiration? Waiting 
for the right idea proves to be a real roadblock for my 
creative process. But once I have an idea, a grand idea 
that will make students go “ooooh, aaaah, Wow!” there is 
no stopping me.  
 My marble wall began to really grow and 
materialize during the beginning of June. Soon, I found 
myself going in on weekends to spend 8-10 hours on a 
Friday, Saturday, or both. Getting the marbles back up to 
the top (with some kind of elevator) just wasn’t working.  
 During the last week of school, the specialists 
were granted time - except for endless subbing in 
homerooms - without students. Jim caved in and started 
showing more and more interest in the wall. He helped 
me tidy up the weak sections of the first wall and we 
finished it just before last day of school. Just in time for 
the kids to go “ooooh, ahhhh, wow” as they passed in the 
hallways. Mission accomplished. 
 But that’s not it. The second wall is already up. 
The marbles feed from the central floor to ceiling 
elevator and go either left or right to a marble maze.

NOTES ABOUT MY PROJECT 
✓ There was a huge box leftover when we 

unpacked the new SMARTboards.


✓ We accidentally threw two of the three away


✓ I worked on the first board (shown above) 
during my lunch periods


✓ I added a little bit every day


✓ The “elevator” took the longest time to get 
working. I went through at least 10 iterations 
before I finished the working version


✓ The working version is about 8ft high. I 3D 
printed 26 corkscrew sections (each printed 
in two peices) that were designed to fit 
together end to end (male to female ends) 
and extend as long as I chose.


✓ The corkscrew fits exactly into the diameter 
of Pringles cans placed end to end


✓ The separated pringles cans allow for 
movement of the corkscrew sections (bonus)


✓ The elevator is connected to a Lego brick 
from an older Mindstorm kit and feeds both 
full-sized bulletin board Marble Runs

A FASCINATION, LUNCH PROJECT, ADDICTION 
Making a Cardboard Marble Run of Such Size Turned into a Passion 

I’VE LOST MY 
MARBLES



There are basically three types of people:  dog lovers, dog haters, 
and dog eaters. Most Arabs that I know are dog haters. I am a dog 
lover. But I DON’T love dog owners that are too damn lazy to pick 
up their poop!  This is the present that was waiting for me one 
morning as I left for work. Uggh. What  a shitty neighbor to have. 
That little german shepherd is only going to get bigger. Time to 
have a talk with my Arab neighbors! 


