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            “Your passport!” the guard interrupted now starting to clench his weapon.

“Sure, what’s the.” Havens decided compliance was best. “Yes. I have it right here.” Havens handed over the official U.S. diplomatic passport as requested.

“You are American government worker?”

“Yes.”

“Please come with me.”

“Certainly, may I ask if everything is OK? I am trying to get home to my family and don’t want to miss my flight.”

“You will miss your flight.”

The hell I am.

As anger and panic raged through Havens he maintained full control, saving his questions for whomever they were taking him to see or for whatever room away from the other passengers he was being taken to.

They walked down a short hall, turned to another nondescript hallway, and then another turn, finally stopping at an unpainted metal door. He noticed the locks did not lock from the outside. It wasn’t a holding cell. Good sign.

A small desk with two chairs on opposite ends was in the middle of the room with two other chairs arranged in the corner.

“Please remove your clothing and place them and any items in your pocket on the table. You will have one minute to complete this.”

The guard motioned for another one of the guards to also enter the room while Havens disrobed. When Havens finished placing his clothes and items on the table, the guard rapped on the door and the others entered again.

Havens didn’t enjoy being completely naked, but he had to feign embarrassment and modesty. SERE training had taken that away from him years ago.

“Can you please tell me…?”

“What did you steal from your embassy?” the guard interrupted again while sifting through Havens’ personal effects. The guard remained looking at the items on the table.

“Steal?”

“Yes, what is it that you do for your embassy?”

“Sir, I am just a staffer here on a brief rotation. I have not stolen anything.”

“We will see. We were informed that you had stolen a particular item that does not appear to be here, so we must find out where you have placed it or who you have given it to.”

“Sir, can we please contact someone from the embassy and I am sure this can all be cleared up.”

“We have already been contacted by the embassy. That is why
we
are trying to clear this up.”

“Can you tell me who called you from the embassy?”

“This is not important for you. Please sit down.”

Under normal circumstances in a stressful situation, Havens would have been making light of his predicament in his mind, likely curious as to how many other bare asses had been on this chair, but now he had to maintain composure and above all not miss this flight getting him closer to home.

“Sir, I am more than willing to cooperate with you to come to some sort of resolution. I fully respect your position and authority but do not believe I have stolen anything, so if there is anything more that you can share with me so I can resolve this matter, I would be indebted to you.”

The guard continued sifting through Havens’ personal items as if he didn’t hear him.

No, this is not how a government employee would be acting if they needed to get home. This is not how an audacious American would behave if they were not guilty of something. This subservient attitude is not going to gain respect.

“Listen you pieces of shit!” Havens switched to Yemeni Arabic and quickly got the attention of all in the room. “Get me your superior or kill me now, because when I get out of here, I am directly contacting Abu Rashad Al-Aghbari who is a personal friend and he will completely goat fuck you all! And I will not miss my plane!”

Upon hearing the name of the renowned Vice-Prime Minister for the Affairs of Defense and Security, two of the guards’ eyes widened and jaws dropped.

The first security officer sensed a bluff, but the fact that this individual spoke local dialect, was clearly now explosive, and was knowledgeable of an individual who should cast extreme fear into the hearts and minds of security personnel, he was certainly going to proceed with caution.

The guard had been informed by his superior to detain this man upon entry but despite informing the other guards, this man had somehow cleared processing.

“I will be right back. You will wait here.”

Havens started to dress.

“You must not…”

Havens did the interrupting now, “FUCK YOU! I am getting dressed, walking out that door, and getting on my plane. I have violated none of your laws which makes this an international incident if you do not release me or get someone from my embassy here. Shit, call the embassy RSO Kent Williams!”

The guards were still looking at each other hoping for some guidance from their superior.

“I will be quickly. You will wait for the moment and I will return quickly. Please. You must wait.”

The guards exited the room closing the door behind them. Havens could hear rapid chatter among the guards, questioning the situation to which the head guard had no answers. But he was certainly going to get some.

As the guards were exiting, Havens followed them with impertinence until they slammed the door behind them. They failed to notice, however, as he looked to be naturally reaching for the door knob in an effort to come along, that he had retrieved and palmed the black ceramic razor blade from his belt. He was just able to insert it in the jamb between the frame and door lock when he slammed his fist on the door with all his might causing the guard to instinctively wince and release the door handle. When they saw that no crazy American was coming out the door, the guards continued on.

Havens waited until the conversational noise left the area and slowly opened the door, putting the blade back in his belt pocket.

He has seen upon his guided walk to the room that there were no security cameras in this area nor were there any other offices that may prove risky with increased foot traffic. Knowing what was to his left, he walked to his right not quite knowing what he was going to do. His plane would be boarding in the next thirty minutes, which would still give them time to detain him again if caught. Havens stopped and went back to the room’s door which unlocked from the outside with a key. He pulled two toothpicks from a zippered pouch and jammed them into the lock before breaking them off. It would at least buy him some time knowing they would expect him to still be in the room.

Havens slowly retraced his steps through the hallway back to the terminal area. Still no sign of the security guards.

Havens saw a male backpacker with a Chelsea Football Club warm-up jacket enter the bathroom after stepping away from his boarding gate in an apparent last minute decision to use the toilet. Havens quickly followed from behind, careful to check that no eyes were tracking him.

If I kill him and take his ticket his body could be discovered and they will shut down the airport. Would they shut down the airport? I should know those procedures.

I could knock him out and make it look like a robbery. With more planning I could make it look like an overdose. Looks like a good kid out exploring the world getting high and sowing his oats.

Think.

“Shite!” the backpacker said as the sight and odor hit him. He was waving the air when he noticed Havens close behind him.

“Excuse me,” Havens said. “Wondering if I could make you an offer?”

“Uhhh, no, I don’t think so, mate. Plane to catch.”

The backpacker guardedly stepped back, unsure of the kind of offer he was being solicited.

“I need to trade an airline ticket quickly.”

“Uh, no, no way, I don’t think so, mate. Look I have to be on now.”

The backpacker, sensing something was awry, tried to get past Havens quickly.

Havens outstretched his arm but not too threateningly. He didn’t need to raise any further scenes. “Look, if you don’t have to be anywhere in a hurry, they won’t check passports at this point. I will give you a thousand dollars for wherever you are going. My ticket is heading first class to Kuwait. You can likely get another flight from there and still have a few hundred dollars in your pocket. Looks like you didn’t check your pack, so I am guessing no luggage? And if you are interested in a really great place for a chew, the Yemeni community in Kuwait has some great spots off the beaten path for a chew despite the area’s drug control. They usually have some football matches on TV; they bring out great food while you are chewing. It’s like a combination of the Barcelona’s Ramblas and the Red Light District of Amsterdam.”

C’mon kid bite, I know you are here for the qat chewing and some adventure
.
I can’t bluff like this all day. I see you thinking, what part are you contemplating? No time for low key elicitation.

“Where are you going, kid?

“Dubai.”

“Fifteen hundred. And Manchester United can sod off.”

The backpacker grinned. “You play footie or a fan?”

“Fan. Used to play, now I coach kids, but really I prefer Arsenal best. I do like Chelsea. They play with such heart and speed. C’mon whaddya say?”

“Cheers. Fifteen hundred…U.S.?”

“U.S. I didn’t have time to exchange,” Havens smiled.

“Right. Well, looks like you are in a bit of a spot, and by the way you are looking around and talkin’ all low-like, probably in some hot pursuit situation.”

“Bit like a Jason Statham flick, but I have hair instead of the hot girls and smoking fast cars that Statham has.”

“Right. Fifteen hundred. Best move on. Door may be a shutting ‘Mr. Hairy Jason.’”

“Cheers, kid. How about another $500 for the backpack?”

“You must really be in a tight predic. But anything to fook the man,” the backpacker said raising his hand and fingers like a gun in his best attempt at being a combo mafia, hood gangster, hipster-something that was so ridiculously awful it gave them both a quick chuckle and head shake before Havens emerged yet again from the bathrooms.

The young man added in an attempt at a casual afterthought, “Oy. You may want to stay clear of the dogs.” The backpacker gestured with his eyebrows, hinting at the backpack.

“Thanks, chief.”
Great, go from stealing something at an embassy I wasn’t at to now drug trafficking.
“Do me one last solid. If you see any security right when you walk out, give a whistle or something. I’ll be coming right behind you.”

“Cheers. No problem.”

When the coast appeared clear, Havens dropped his light jacket on the ground near some chairs kicking it to a corner and grabbed a thin long overshirt, put on some non-prescription glasses, and hefted the backpack over his shoulder. He spit in his hand and put a small dab of toothpaste in his palm and mussed it through his hair.

He hurriedly walked straight to the Dubai flight gate, handed over the ticket, and proceeded to board. With no intention of keeping the kid’s backpack and whatever contraband he had in it, Havens would wait a bit to see what else could be of use in case the kid was caught and they discovered that Havens was in Dubai. Whoever “they” were.

John, I knew that passport was too good to be true. What did you do to me and why, you little shit?

As other passengers boarded, Havens reached down between his legs as if untying his shoes for the flight.

With his thumbnail under the sole of his shoe, he bent up a Vibram edge rotating it past the heel clockwise to the toe so he could retrieve another passport that was hidden within the package he had previously sent to the Turkish-owned hotel.

Now stuffing it into his sock so he could get at it later from the bathroom, he started to process what all had happened and how the hell he was going to get out of Dubai with no more surprises.

He wiped his forehead, hoping the plane would pull away faster. An Indian man in his fifties sitting next to Havens already started to unpack some homemade snacks. Havens wasn’t hungry, but did like what the man was eating and had eaten it numerous times before. They made brief eye contact and the man offered Havens some of his thin flat yellow tortilla with green flakes.

“What is it?” Havens asked, reaching out for some with a curious smile. “My name is…” Havens casually looked from his left eye at the backpacker’s plane ticket still in his left hand, “Nigel.”

Sheesh. What have you gotten yourself into Havens?

“Very nice to make your acquaintance Nigel, I am Rajiv. What we are eating is…”

The plane pulled away with no incident. Havens listened to Rajiv for the rest of the trip while he silently willed the plane faster to the West. To home. To his wife and daughter.

I am so sorry, Maggie. Things are going to change. Maybe Christina and I can talk about adopting again. I think I could be better the second time around.

The director of Sana’a International Airport security hung up the phone and ordered his men to keep looking. He had been informed to let this man from the embassy just sit for a while in a locked room. He was supposed to be detained long enough to miss his flight with no interaction from the guards.

Apparently, from what little the director understood of the reason for detaining the American, there was some internal U.S. counterintelligence issue about whom the man may be meeting in Kuwait if he made his flight. After an hour or two they were to come in and apologize for the error and confusion.

It was a good thing that one of the guards had decided to go by the room to listen to the caged American animal and heard nothing other than silence. When they had finally unjammed the lock and entered the room to check on him, he was gone. They quickly checked to see if he had boarded his flight and learned that he had not checked in.

Where was he?

No one else had any record of another ticket being purchased, and if the U.S. Embassy was telling the truth, there were very limited flights now going to Kuwait.

The director was somewhat remorseful that his senior man did not keep a guard at the door, but after all they were just supposed to hold him. Why should airport security have to babysit a relatively non-threatening staffer? He suspected that perhaps his security team had gone for an hour chew. It occurred to him a chew would be good right about now. A few more hours.
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