
Read & Download (PDF Kindle) 
Arabian Adventure

 Barbara H. Rosenwein

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/RMZDr/Arabian-Adventure
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/RMZDr/Arabian-Adventure
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/RMZDr/Arabian-Adventure
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/RMZDr/Arabian-Adventure


First published in 1996. Routledge is an imprint of Taylor & Francis, an informa company.

The latest edition of A Short History of the Middle Ages has everything you want in a medieval
survey text: the narrative is pithy, the maps are plentiful, and visual culture is fully integrated into
the historical context with numerous, beautiful reproductions. Simplified genealogies are
presented alongside the discussion of dynasties, as well as in the appendix, and there are
useful summaries of key events at the end of each chapter. It is a rare gem of a book that is sure
to satisfy the needs and please the minds of students and instructors. -- Barbara E. Logan,
University of WyomingA Short History of the Middle Ages fully embraces the eastern portions of
the European continent and the wider context of the Byzantine and Muslim Mediterranean
worlds, making Rosenwein's dynamic account of the fitful emergence of medieval Europe the
best on the market. The wonderfully rendered illustrations are deployed as learning tools and are
intimately integrated into the book's smart yet accessible narrative. Timelines, maps,
genealogies, and the accompanying website enhance learning and teaching. -- John J.
Contreni, Purdue UniversityThe medieval world comes alive in this outstanding volume that
engages students with a compelling historical narrative. Rosenwein's expert vision integrates
exquisite illustrations and beautiful maps into a text that ably meets the instructor's academic
demands. Well-researched and wide-ranging coverage of religious, cultural, regional, political,
and social developments explode myths of a closed and colorless medieval world. A Short
History of the Middle Ages is a real gem that blends utter readability with an impressive mastery
of scholarship that will encourage further study. -- Janice Liedl, Laurentian UniversityReviewThe
medieval world comes alive in this outstanding volume that engages students with a compelling
historical narrative. Rosenwein's expert vision integrates exquisite illustrations and beautiful
maps into a text that ably meets the instructor's academic demands. Well-researched and wide-
ranging coverage of religious, cultural, regional, political, and social developments explode
myths of a closed and colorless medieval world. A Short History of the Middle Ages is a real
gem that blends utter readability with an impressive mastery of scholarship that will encourage
further study. (Janice Liedl, Laurentian University)The latest edition of A Short History of the
Middle Ages has everything you want in a medieval survey text: the narrative is pithy, the maps
are plentiful, and visual culture is fully integrated into the historical context with numerous,
beautiful reproductions. Simplified genealogies are presented alongside the discussion of
dynasties, as well as in the appendix, and there are useful summaries of key events at the end of
each chapter. It is a rare gem of a book that is sure to satisfy the needs and please the minds of
students and instructors. (Barbara E. Logan, University of Wyoming)A Short History of the
Middle Ages fully embraces the eastern portions of the European continent and the wider



context of the Byzantine and Muslim Mediterranean worlds, making Rosenwein's dynamic
account of the fitful emergence of medieval Europe the best on the market. The wonderfully
rendered illustrations are deployed as learning tools and are intimately integrated into the book's
smart yet accessible narrative. Timelines, maps, genealogies, and the accompanying website
enhance learning and teaching. (John J. Contreni, Purdue University)About the AuthorBarbara
H. Rosenwein is Professor Emerita, Department of History, Loyola University Chicago. She is the
author of many books, including Generations of Feeling: A History of Emotions (600–1700),
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H.E. Mr. Majid Al-Jishi on their own at the ASRY Agents’ lunch in Bahrain, June 197720.Gifford
S. Rossi in the ‘hard hat’ area on site, June 197721.Gifford S. Rossi sitting in front of the full
length portrait of Napoleon by Gérard, 197022.Gifford S. Rossi at home in his study,
197223.H.E. Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi and Gifford S. Rossi – meeting at home in the study24.Gifford
S. Rossi on the day of the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 197725.Marcella Rossi getting
ready for the Cornerstone Laying Ceremony, 30 November 197426.Gifford S. Rossi between
geisha girls at a dinner hosted by Kawasaki Heavy Industries in Tokyo, September 197227.H.E.
Dr. Abdulhady H.Taher and Gifford S. Rossi – lunch at the Beau Rivage in Geneva – talks on the
dry dock project, April 197328.Photograph of the dry dock, February 197529.Photograph of the
dry dock, January 197630.Photograph of the dry dock, July 197631.Photograph of the dry dock,
January 197832.Letter from the Office of the Prime Minister, State of Bahrain, H.E. Sheikh
Khalifa Bin Sulman Al-Khalifa, 30 November 197433.Marcella Rossi on a pause to Al Hada
during Ramadan, Summer 197634.The band ‘style Anglais on the day of the Inauguration
Ceremony, 15 December 197735.The Amir of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa,
and dignitaries looking at the dry dock on the plan on the day of the Inauguration Ceremony, 15
December 197736.Jack Hartshorn, 196937.Don Fernando de Azqueta, 197138.A quick stop in
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break in Cairo on the way back to London, 197442.Marcella and Gifford S. Rossi in front of the
Mobil Pride docked for the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 1977FOREWORDThis book is
published posthumously at my husband’s request. Gifford S. Rossi died on 7 August 1994 and I
undertook the task to fulfil his wish, reliving what he once described as ‘the most exciting
adventure of our life’.There are passages here that for some readers will be difficult to follow
owing to the complexity of the ‘deal’, but I hope that, on the whole, it will succeed in presenting a
moment that was interesting and captivating in the history of our relationship with the Arab
world.I would like to extend my thanks to all the Arab friends and associates who were of great
help in the realization of what, at times, seemed almost an impossible project: (in alphabetical
order) The Amir of Bahrain, His Highness Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa; His Excellency
Sheikh Khalifa bin Sulman Al-Khalifa; His Excellency Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi, His Excellency Dr.
Abdulhady H. Taher; His Excellency Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani.I am especially indebted to
Jack Hartshorn, Gifford’s oldest and most constant friend, for assisting and encouraging me at
the moment that was the most difficult and saddest of my whole life.I must acknowledge with
gratitude Sylvia Cape, our secretary for many years, for having been immensely helpful and
without whose patience this book would not have been possible.My thanks also go to Peter
Hopkins of Kegan Paul International, who was so positively receptive from the



beginning.Marcella RossiFebruary 1995To Marcellawithout whose love, encouragement,
partnership and loyalty this dream may have never come trueINTRODUCTIONIn June 1967 the
Arab/Israeli war succeeded in closing the Suez Canal in such a devastating way that many
experts were predicting that it would never reopen. It was blocked by sunken ships, crumbled
banks, dozens of tanks and a good deal of bad feeling on both sides. The oil industry had an
unobstructed run to Japan from the Persian Gulf, but insufficient ships to deliver all the oil
required by Western consumers. This was due to the fact that tankers of up to 65,000 dead-
weight tonnage (DWT), which heretofore had been transitting the Suez Canal to the Persian
Gulf, now had to make the much longer voyage around the Cape of Good Hope to collect and
deliver oil to Europe and the Western Hemisphere. Many more ships were needed to deliver the
same quantity of oil over a much greater distance. What added to the shortfall was that the
demand for oil was increasing as industry converted to oil from coal-fired furnaces and boilers.
The demand for petrol was also increasing, with more and more motor cars on the road.The
ever-resourceful ship-owning community found a solution – a much larger tanker, highly
automated, requiring the same number of crew, which could carry three to four times more oil
around the Cape than the older, smaller ships. Other operating costs pro rata per barrel of oil
would be less than for the smaller ships. If the Suez Canal was ever reopened, they would be too
big to pass through it. Nevertheless, they would be able to transport a barrel of oil more
economically, even by the longer route, than any vessel able to transit the Canal.The Canal had
a record of disrupting the shipping and oil markets, being closed by war twice during a twelve-
year period. These big, new ships would make the oil industry completely independent of the
Suez Canal. Their size would be 200,000 DWT and upwards, and the class of vessel would be
known as VLCCs (very large crude carriers).Shipyards world-wide were not busy and
shipowners rushed to place orders for the big new class of vessel. By 1968 the first VLCCs
began to appear, and in 1969 there were about 60 of these giants in service. It was rumoured
that Japan was gearing itself to produce about 40 VLCCs per year, and the shipping market was
forecasting that a balance would be achieved between shipping capacity and oil demand when
700 VLCCs would be in service, possibly by 1974. Many adjustments had to be made at loading
terminals and discharge ports to accommodate the big ships. Another problem of which the
shipping press commented was that there were far too few dry docks to service this size vessel,
and absolutely none between South-west Europe and Japan. Then disaster struck. Three
VLCCs suffered major damage from explosion during one month in 1969.On 12 December the
Marpessa, a 206,805 DWT tanker owned by the Shell Group, sunk on her second voyage from
damage caused by an explosion.On 29 December the Mactra, over 200,000 DWT and also
Shell owned, survived an explosion and was towed into Durban for partial repairs alongside as
no dry dock of sufficient size existed. A 500-foot gash was torn in the vessel’s hull and two crew
members were killed. It was estimated at the time that 700 tons of steel would be required to
strengthen her for towage to repair in Europe.On 30 December the King Haakon VII, a
Norwegian vessel, suffered an explosion off Liberia. She was also a VLCC of over 200,000 DWT.



Eventually she was towed to Lisnave in Portugal for repairs and was redelivered to her owners in
November 1970, eleven months later.Towing these vessels to a shipyard large enough to accept
them for repair was cripplingly expensive. It was against this background that I began to promote
the building of a dry dock and repair yard for VLCCs in the Arabian Gulf (as the Arabs referred to
it instead of the more commonly used Persian Gulf). The timing was not only right for a dry dock,
but it also suited me, as it found me free to pursue the concept. I had recently sold my liquefied
petroleum gas business, Northern LP-Gas Limited (NLPG) to ICI and the Northern Gas Board.
My wife, Marcella, and I lived in a spacious flat in London with a large study which conveniently
became my office. Sylvia Cape, my secretary from NLPG, remained in the north, but it was found
that we worked very well by telephone. Letters and memoranda dictated that way arrived the
next morning at home ready for me to sign and post. This arrangement with Sylvia happily
continued for almost 30 years.A dry dock might be called a hole in the water. It is like a very large
swimming pool, with a pair of massive gates at the end facing open water. Before a vessel enters
dock, the gates have been opened and the dock flooded. Once a ship is moored at the front of
the dock, the gates are then closed and huge pumps start to empty the dock. After a few hours
the hull is resting on blocks at the bottom of a completely dry dock, and it can be scraped free of
marine growth, painted, the propeller and tail-shaft inspected, valves opened, and whatever else
is required.An extensive investigation about building costs of large dry docks, and their
operating costs, together with repair prices, was undertaken. This enabled me to put together
some preliminary cash flow estimates. I discovered that the first stage of Lisnave, located in
Lisbon (the then newest and largest dry dock complex), had cost $40 million to build. It was
suggested that a similar facility somewhere on the east coast of the Arabian Peninsular, where it
was needed, would cost about two and a half times that figure. I soon came to the conclusion
that revenue derived from competitive repair prices would never be able to amortize the
construction cost. In other words, an Arabian Gulf VLCC yard would not be commercially viable
no matter how badly it was needed. This was not daunting because, in any case, commercial
investors would be very hard to find for a $100 million project in that part of the world. It was
clear that it had to be approached from the aspect of creating a national prestige facility. Saudi
Arabia, a leading producer whose oil had to be transported in VLCCs in order to reach the
market place economically, should have an incentive in creating a VLCC dry dock in order to
provide an ‘on the spot’ technical training school where young Arab Nationals could learn heavy
engineering skills.It was on that concept that I prepared a memorandum outlining the validity of a
VLCC dry dock situated in the Arabian Gulf, and some of the benefits, such as technological
transfer, which might accrue to an Arab oil producer from providing such a VLCC facility. I
discussed the idea with an old friend, Jack Hartshorn, a very well known oil consultant and a
personal acquaintance of Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani. Sheikh Yamani, with his Western
education and vision for his country to enter the modern world, seemed the person to interest in
the dry dock. Jack is very much a pragmatist and I did not convince him of my idea at our first
meeting on the subject of the dry dock. There were at least four more meetings with Jack until he



finally told me to prepare a memorandum, as concise as possible, and he would see that Sheikh
Yamani received it. ‘It is just conceivable that the dry dock proposal might interest Saudi Arabia’,
he remarked.The memorandum was given to Jack, who read it without comment, except to
observe that it was a good thing I had not made it too long. I felt that a chain of events had been
launched, and believed it would lead to Sheikh Yamani and that the dry dock would appeal to
him. I did not anticipate what a path lay ahead of me. What follows is an account of the
consequences of this memorandum over the next ten years.1JANUARY – AUGUST 1969In
January 1969, Jack Hartshorn telephoned me to say that there had been an indication of
interest in the dry dock memorandum. He said that early next month someone from Petromin,
the Saudi National Oil Company, would be in London and perhaps a meeting could be arranged.
This was great news. I busied myself polishing my presentation of the beneficial aspects of the
dry dock and what I considered Saudi Arabia should find of interest.At the beginning of February
Jack telephoned to arrange a meeting with Maurice Brunel, Consultant to Petromin. We met in a
suite at the London Hilton. Maurice Brunel is a Frenchman, with a long and interesting
background in the oil industry, previously heading the Shell Company in Indo China. He had
worked for Petromin the previous five years and lived in Riyadh. His special advice was related
to down-stream operations which started with crude oil and converted it into the various
products an oil company marketed – petrol, fertilizers, lube oil, LP-gas, petrochemicals, etc. We
talked for over an hour, and Maurice said he would recommend the project for His Excellency
the Minister’s consideration.Joyously I left the Hilton and felt we had made a start. I very much
hoped that I would have the opportunity of meeting with Sheikh Yamani so that I could personally
try to ‘sell’ the dry dock idea which was gaining momentum all the time.A couple of weeks later
Jack telephoned to say that Sheikh Yamani would like to see me at the Carlton Tower on 27
February at 17:00. Jack and I met in the lobby just before the appointed hour and the hall porter
telephoned the Minister’s suite to say that we were downstairs. Shortly afterwards, a young man
in Western clothes, but wearing the traditional Saudi goatee and moustache came up to us. Jack
introduced me to Hisham Ali Reza, the Deputy Governor of Petromin. He was a very personable
chap who, of course, spoke flawless English. I asked him if he was a relation to the Ali Reza who
had brought the holy water from Saudi Arabia at the launching of the Onassis tanker Al Malik
Saud Al Awal in 1953. He said that had been his father. I mentioned that I had met him as I was
at the launch which took place in Hamburg. I was at the time Managing Director for Niarchos
(Hamburg) GmbH. Actually, he looked very much like his father, with an intelligent face and a
great dignity of bearing. We went up to Sheikh Yamani’s suite, in which six young Saudis were
sitting. Ali Reza introduced us, Jack knew them all. Nothing much was said, except an offer of
tea or coffee, which we knew better than to decline. Afterwards there was silence and I felt the
scrutiny of piercing Arab eyes trying to determine if I was up to some con game. Finally, the
waiter arrived and we all occupied ourselves with the cup and saucer we were holding. Time
passed slowly, but eventually the door opened and Sheikh Yamani walked in holding a small
dog. He shook hands and greeted me in the courtly way of the statesman which he is. His



manner was a combination of austerity, dignity, and gentle welcome; I shall never forget my first
meeting with that charismatic man. He sat cuddling a mink coloured Pomeranian in his lap, and
listened while I explained the dry dock proposal. He kept quiet and stared at me, as if trying to
read beyond what I was saying. When I finished, he asked whether I had an estimate of cost and
how long it would take to build; I did not know the answer to either question. He requested me to
prepare a feasibility study for him to consider. I said I would, thanked him and
departed.Afterwards many questions occurred to me, the answers to which I felt were important
to the input of the feasibility study. I telephoned him at the Carlton Tower the next day, hoping for
a second meeting, and was told that he had gone down to Sutton Place to spend the day with
the multi-millionaire John Paul Getty. He left England immediately after, so I had to proceed with
the study on my own assumptions.I wanted a visual lay-out of what the dry dock complex would
look like to include in my study, which I knew would have too many words and numbers to make
interesting reading. A plan, or schematic drawing, would not be enough. What was wanted was
an artist’s impression, complete with palm trees. I could see considerable costs being incurred in
putting together the material, with nothing tangible apart from Sheikh Yamani’s request for a
study. I was so convinced of the suitability of the project that I decided I would take the risk of
supporting the costs involved.I went to Spain to see an old friend, a shipowner in Bilbao, who
was Chairman of the shipping company Naviera Vizcaina. This was Don Fernando de Azqueta.
He had previously told me of a Spanish engineering company, SENER, which was operated by a
brilliant scientist, Manual Sendagorta, who had worked with Werner von Braun on the American
space programme. Returning to Spain, Sendagorta had formed a company which specialised in
maritime construction, breakwaters, dry docks, harbours and dams. A meeting was arranged. I
told Sendagorta of the feasibility study I had been asked to prepare by Sheikh Yamani. I invited
SENER to participate in it to provide initial design, estimate of cost and building time, and above
all, an attractive comprehensible picture of what it would look like when it was finished. I would
provide estimates of labour costs and other operating overheads, as well as an estimate of the
number of ships to be docked and repair revenue in order to project a cash flow. Manuel
Sandegorta agreed, and thus began our intense joint effort with fortnightly flights to Spain.I was
still working as a consultant for NLPG and my visits to Newcastie to attend at NLPG were
extremely useful. There was a lot of paperwork beginning to accumulate for the dry dock study
and Sylvia was invaluable. There were such office machines as photocopiers, calculators, etc.,
which I did not have in my study in London. Work progressed and an excellent drawing of the dry
dock complex had been made in Spain.On 14 May Hisham Ali Reza, Jack Hartshorn and I met
in London. I showed them the draft of the feasibility study and the coloured drawing of the dry
dock. Hisham Ali Reza said that he was returning to the Kingdom (all Saudis referred to their
country as the Kingdom) and would show it to His Excellency Dr. Abdulhady Taher, the Governor
of Petromin. I would not part with the draft study, explaining that I was still waiting for some input
before the calculations could be completed, but I gave him a colour photograph of the dry dock
drawing.On 19 May I received a cable from Dr. Taher confirming interest in the dry dock project.



Another step forward on that very long road. On 28 May I had my second meeting with Sheikh
Yamani in London. I showed him the feasibility study and gave him a copy. It was very
encouraging to find him still interested personally in the project and this time he asked a number
of informed questions, showing that he had been talking with others about the project. I
assumed he had asked ARAMCO (Arabian American Oil Company, comprising Exxon, Texaco,
Chevron and Mobil), the concessionaires for oil production in Saudi Arabia, for their opinion of
an Arabian Gulf VLCC dry dock. He asked the vital question, who would operate the dry dock as
there was certainly no indigenous skill of that type in the Kingdom? A great deal of thought and
discussion had taken place concerning that matter over the past year, and I was able to answer
Sheikh Yamani’s question. I explained it would be necessary to make a long-term, say ten-year,
management contract with a well-known ship-repairer who would provide all management
services and workforce down to unskilled labour, until over the contract period all of the jobs
could be carried out by Saudi Nationals. One of the duties of the management company would
be to establish a training school. This appeared to spark new thinking and interest on the part of
Sheikh Yamani. He asked me if I could find suitable managers with a workforce able to come to
the Arabian Gulf. My answer was an incautious affirmative. Sheikh Yamani said he would discuss
it when he got back to the Kingdom. He said he would be in Vienna for an OPEC Meeting on 3
July and requested me to meet him there. In the mean time he asked me to think of some
shipyard which might be interested in the management role. This time there was recognizable
progress, but I also became aware that soon I might have to prove that an operator could be
found and I began to review in my mind all the shipyards I knew and which ones might be
suitable and willing to send more than 1,000 men out to the Arabian Gulf.On 5 July following the
OPEC Meeting, Jack Hartshorn and I met Sheikh Yamani in his suite at the Hotel Imperial in
Vienna. With him was Dr. Taher. Dr. Taher was altogether different from Sheikh Yamani. He
spoke, acted and resembled an American. He has been aptly called a ‘ball of fire’. His was a
very pragmatic pugnacious personality. He came straight to the point and didn’t mind being
offensive; there was none of the diplomacy of the Minister, but as with Sheikh Yamani, I took an
immediate liking to him. Sheikh Yamani asked me to outline the project to Dr. Taher. When I
finished he asked, ‘Where do you come in?’ This was a question for which I was honestly
unprepared. I hadn’t thought that far forward. I could only reply, ‘I don’t know yet.’ Sheikh Yamani
said that I should come to Saudi Arabia to investigate whether there was a suitable place to
locate the dock. He told me to cable him in Taif after I knew the date of my arrival. He explained
that the Government moved to Taif in the summer because temperatures in Riyadh, the capital,
became unbearable. Taif was at an altitude of 1,500 metres above sea level. I returned to
London aware that I was becoming deeply involved and hopeful that I would be able to perform
on such unfamiliar terrain.On my return to London it became very necessary to meet with
SENER in Spain before my trip to Saudi Arabia. I had to learn as much as possible about the
problems of building a dry dock on an Arabian Gulf shore. I anticipated being confronted by
experts when I got to Saudi Arabia. Sheikh Yamani had suggested that I arrive in Taif during the



last half of August, when he was certain to be there. Happily this left me more than a month to
prepare my information.In Spain Fernando Azqueta disclosed some of the new problems
shipowners were experiencing in operating VLCCs. He said that his company had ordered two
such ships from AESA (Astilleros Española SA), the Spanish nationalized group of shipbuilders.
I asked Fernando if AESA did any repairs in their newbuilding dock and was informed that it
would be very unprofitable for them as it would interfere with their building programme. It took 5–
6 months to build a VLCC hull, and as soon as it was floated out, the keel plates for the next hull
would be laid down, thus enabling the yard to produce two VLCCs per year. They could not
afford to interrupt the programme and tie up the dock for 8–10 days to repair a ship in it.As well
as Fernando, other people in Spain were extremely co-operative. Spain produced no oil, nor did
it have concessions in oil-producing countries. The fact that my investigation appeared to be on
behalf of Saudi Arabia excited them very much as they hoped it might lead to a direct oil
contract, thus by-passing the major oil companies. Talk of oil was avoided and skirted whenever
it was frequently raised; I only said that if this project was realized and Spain was involved, they
would certainly have the opportunity to meet with Petromin and have the chance to discuss oil.
In all fairness, their help was given with no strings attached, and they painstakingly explained to
a layman the problem of constructing a dry dock. After finding a site which gave on to water of at
least 75 foot depth, preferably with no silting, borings would have to be taken to determine the
resistance of the bottom because it would have to support a large concrete pool which would be
filled with water frequently, and when it was empty would have to support a VLCC which would
be resting on blocks at the bottom of the empty pool. They explained about the necessity of
infrastructure, such as roads, electricity, etc. Notes were taken and I felt much better informed
than when I had met Sheikh Yamani in Vienna, but I greatly feared that none of the ideal
conditions described would be found in Saudi Arabia.I returned to London and was keen to
apply for my Saudi Arabian visa which I had been told sometimes took two to three weeks. My
travel agent sent me a visa application form and amongst the usual information and photograph
requested was a certificate of religion. I understood the reason, but wondered how I could prove
I was a Christian as I did not attend Church regularly. I went to the American Embassy for help,
but it was explained they never got involved in religious matters.There was a very pleasant
church – Holy Trinity, Brompton – which I passed frequently as it provided a short-cut to Hyde
Park where I went for my early morning walk. I called in, met the Vicar, the Reverend Nicolas
Rivett-Carnac, and explained my problem. He asked me if I was a Christian and I replied in the
affirmative. He then sat down and wrote out a statement on Holy Trinity letterhead that I was
known to him and was a Christian. This was all I needed to complete my visa application.Nicolas
and I became friends over the years and I regularly attended services at Holy Trinity. He came
from a Naval family and after leaving school had worked in the city for a firm of shipbrokers,
Clarksons, that I knew well. He had found that sort of work did not offer him enough motivation
and he became ordained as a Minister of the Church. He was very committed to helping the lost
young people, particularly the drug addicted. He has subsequently opened a mission in the East



end of London where he now devotes all of his time.After several visits to the visa section of the
Saudi Embassy, my visa was ready, and I cabled Sheikh Yamani that I would arrive in Jeddah on
25 August.2AUGUST 1969Aboard a BOAC (British Overseas Airways Corporation, now British
Airways) VC10 heading for Jeddah that day in August 1969, I did not know what to expect. The
last time I had been near the Arabian Peninsula was in 1946 when I had been an airline captain
with KLM and we made a regular fuel stop in Bahrain en route to Djakarta (then named Batavia).
I knew it would be very hot and humid and absolutely dry as far as alcoholic drinks were
concerned. It was quite amusing as the stewardess appeared during the last hour of the seven
hour flight and asked disembarking passengers for Jeddah if they would like a drink. She offered
me a whisky and said, ‘Last chance, you know’.Jeddah airport at that time was relatively
primitive, apart from the very long reinforced runways which a jet needed to take off in the hot
summer months. When the cabin door was opened, we were assailed by a blast of hot humid air
and could see a Pakistani man in sandals slowly pushing the steps up to the aircraft. He was in
no hurry, it was much too hot to hurry. It was dark, about 19:30 local time. We had to walk at least
250 metres into the terminal building where we arrived drenched with sweat which was
beginning to seep through our jackets. The building was not air-conditioned and the ten other
passengers who had left the aircraft with me got in line behind the immigration desk. Our
passports were slowly scrutinized, every page turned over in case an Israeli visa or immigration
stamp was showing. As each page was turned, the official would lift his gaze from the document
and stare at us with an accusatory glance. We were not Muslims and therefore suspect. At last
we were all cleared and able to proceed to the customs hall to collect our luggage – but it hadn’t
arrived. At first I thought it had been left on the aircraft and would be sent back from Bombay; I
looked through the window; the VC10 was still on the ground and I saw the same Pakistani crawl
into the hold of the aircraft and hand down one suitcase at a time to his less efficient helper. The
helper took the piece of luggage, walked half way to the terminal, put it down, and returned to
the aircraft to receive another case from the man inside the hold. This went on until about fifteen
suitcases were piled half-way between the aircraft and the terminal building. At that point, the
senior man arrived with a hand-cart on which his helper piled three pieces of luggage. After five
trips, all the baggage was in the customs hall. Each suitcase was thoroughly searched by a
white-robed customs officer in case anyone had been trying to smuggle alcoholic beverages. At
last I retrieved my suitcase and made for the exit. It was then 21:05.A young man in traditional
dress stepped forward and, in impeccable English, introduced himself as Abdulla Gamma from
Petromin. I said I hoped he had not been waiting long, to which he replied, ‘Not at all, you came
through quite quickly’. A Petromin car drove us to the Kandarah Palace Hotel, where a room had
been booked. Abdulla Gamma told me he would call for me the following morning at 5:00 in
order to take the 5:30 flight to Taif, and we said goodnight.It was my first stay at the Kandarah,
but I got to know it well; for years it was the best hotel in Jeddah and because it was so much
better than the others it was very difficult to get a room unless Petromin or the Ministry of
Petroleum booked it. In 1969 the great influx of every kind of Western and Eastern business man



was just beginning. The availability of hotel rooms caught up with the situation seven years later.
Until then it was not uncommon to see senior Vice-Presidents of major banks, with shoes and
jackets off, curled up on one of the sofas in the lobby, where they would spend the night hoping
that on the following day the meeting they had come for would take place and not be postponed
again. Most people in the lobby had large litre bottles of Soha mineral water to assuage their
thirst during the night as all service stopped before midnight. Up until 1978, the lobby of the hotel
resembled the lounge of a busy airport during the holiday season – but there was hope of giant
rewards for their patience.I was ready for Mr. Gamma at 5:00 the following morning and we
walked the short distance to the airport. There was no check-in desk; one showed a valid ticket
at the barrier and then waited. Just before departure time the gate was opened and everyone ran
for the front or rear door of the Saudi Airlines Douglas DC9. Sometimes there would not be a
seat and one would be turned back to catch the next flight two hours later. When Abdulla
Gamma said run, I ran, and we found two seats together. He explained he had proposed the first
flight as it was easier to find a seat. We took off for Taif. I noticed that the map showed we made
a detour so as not to fly over Mecca, which was en route. He explained that this was also the
case with the road, to ensure that no non-Muslims enter or pass over Mecca, the most holy city
in the Muslim world. It was a short flight and we arrived at Taif airport at 6:15. We took a taxi to
the Messarrah Hotel. Abdulla said it was too early to go to the Ministry of Petroleum office so we
had breakfast.At 8:00 we walked the short distance from the hotel to the office of the Ministry of
Petroleum, which was also shared with Petromin. There was a very marked difference between
the temperature and humidity of Jeddah and Taif. Taif was sunny and dry with a temperature of
about 18°C. I felt very exhilarated and didn’t know whether it was due to the climate or to the fact
that I would soon be meeting Sheikh Yamani to discuss the dry dock project.Abdulla conducted
me into the waiting room. A short time later I was shown into Sheikh Yamani’s office. On our
previous three meetings he had been dressed in Western clothes, but on that day he was
wearing the spotless white robes native to the Kingdom. He smiled and welcomed me with his
usual courtesy. Over the next few years I was to meet him often, and on each occasion I was
impressed by what might be described as his extra dimension. There was at once a feeling of
immense power, and at the same time, gentleness. He was naturally diplomatic and chose his
words with a lawyer’s gravity. His self-control was immense. One could not imagine him losing
his temper, even in heated OPEC debate. I never heard him malign anyone, not even ministers
of radical Arab countries with whom he was often in opposition over policy. Perhaps the single
quality which emerged most strongly was his great depth. The intelligence observed through the
expression of his eyes was based on a profound wisdom.After we sat down, he handed me
several maps – admiralty charts showing the Eastern coastline of Saudi Arabia and the shores of
the Arabian Gulf. He asked me to look at them and in a little while he and Dr. Taher would have a
further meeting with me. I studied the charts and was disappointed to find very shallow water
near the coast, except at Dammam which, although deeper, was only about 26 foot. I was
hoping to find at least 45–50 foot close on shore. There were few roads, except in the Dammam



area.Dr. Taher invited me into his office. He explained that the Minister (as Sheikh Yamani was
called by his colleagues) had to attend the morning conference with the King (Faisal). Dr. Taher
came immediately to the point and said that Petromin would like to engage my services as
consultant on the dry dock project. We quickly agreed terms, and I was pleased at last to have
an official sponsor which would make my dealings with third parties easier. We talked about the
dry dock and whether I thought it would be financially viable. From the beginning I am pleased
that I did not mislead on that point. I replied that the dry dock had many advantages, such as a
source of training in engineering skills, an industrial venture with spin-off, a facility which would
surely be used to capacity by shipowners, but the building cost would be at least double that of a
dry dock in Europe or Japan, and expatriate labour on which the repair yard would depend in the
initial years would also probably be double the cost of that in Europe or Japan because of
overseas pay allowances, housing to be created, and even transportation out and repatriation
every two years.Dr. Taher said he had assumed that, but they still wished to proceed because
the Minister and he recognized the dry dock as a logical step towards industrialization. Steel
factories or automobile plants would be even greater loss leaders. I was relieved to hear this
pragmatic approach in accepting that the dry dock would not be profitable.Sheikh Yamani joined
us and said that Prince Naif had invited him to lunch and Dr. Taher and I were included in the
invitation. Sheikh Yamani led me to his car and introduced me to his three young children, Mai,
Maha and Hanni. Mai was 11, Maha 9 and Hanni 7. We drove off, Sheikh Yamani at the wheel,
and he pointed out the King’s palace and various other sights as we left Taif heading for the
open country. I was surprised how green the countryside was. Sheikh Yamani said that grapes,
peaches and figs grew in abundance and we were going to have an outdoor lunch in a
pomegranate grove. We drove down a lane into a field where there were two large tents and
many cars parked. We walked to the first tent and took our shoes off. The ground was covered
with carpets. Prince Naif greeted Sheikh Yamani and I was introduced to him. He was one of the
sons of the founder of the country, Abdul Aziz ibn Saud, who had been King for 51 years. Prince
Naif had his father’s height, and the characteristic moustache and goatee, very black hair and
eyes contrasting with pale skin. A fierce but smiling countenance. There were about 50 guests,
all male except for Mai and Maha. We sat down on the carpets with our legs drawn up under us.
We were served sweet mint tea and a variety of fruit juices. I can recommend the pomegranate
juice for its remarkable flavour, tangy and not too sweet. Soon giant Sudanese passed among
us, dipped our hands in a bowl of water and then dried them for us, with a clean unused towel for
each guest. It soon became apparent there were no Saudis doing domestic jobs. There were no
poor, the desert Bedouin was too proud to do menial work. Labour was imported from the Sudan
for unskilled jobs – domestics, waiters, etc., and semi-skilled jobs, such as airport workers, were
done by Pakistanis.We followed our host into the next tent where, in the centre, was an immense
feast of lamb, cooked vegetables, salads, fruits and various breads which had been arranged in
a very decorous pattern. As at a buffet, everyone was handed a plate, but no knives and forks.
We were seated in a circle around the tempting spread and reached forward with our right hand



and took whatever appealed. The practice was to select a combination of ingredients from one’s
plate, roll them together with the fingers of the right hand, then transfer them to the mouth. It was
a very light-hearted, happy occasion, with much laughter and animated conversation. At the
right moment, the Sudanese appeared with large coffee pots and little cups, into which they
poured cardamom coffee. They kept filling the small cup until it was turned upside down and one
made as if to shake it. Suddenly, everybody got up, thanked their host, and began looking for
their shoes, which had been left outside the tent. I retrieved mine and sat down in the field to put
them on. However, I was unable to do so as I had no shoe horn. My feet were very long and
narrow, and ready-made shoes do not usually fit me. I have my shoes made to measure and
require a shoe horn to put them on. I walked across the grass stubble with my shoes in my hand
to Sheikh Yamani’s car and explained my problem. He thought it funny and reached into the back
of the car for a briefcase, from which he produced a shoe horn which he handed to me. It was
then 15:30. He said he was going home with the children and that as the next flight to Jeddah
was not until 19:30 he had arranged for a car to drive me there. I thanked him and he said we
would meet at his office the following day and drove off.The drive down to Jeddah was
interesting as the fertile plateau of Taif gradually turned to rocky scrub and then desert. The road
had been built by an Italian construction company and finished fairly recently. It descended
through a series of hairpin turns, not dissimilar from the St. Gotthard Pass. We came to a fork,
with the right-hand being the road to Mecca and the left bypassing Mecca en route to Jeddah,
which had been built for non-Muslims to use.When I arrived at the Kandarah Palace, Abdulla
Gamma was waiting for me. We had dinner together. Although he spoke excellent English, all his
studies had taken place in the Kingdom. He had been to Europe a couple of times, and was
hoping that Petromin would send him to America to study petroleum engineering. He told me
that up to then there were no technical colleges in the Kingdom, and most young Saudis wanting
an engineering education had to go abroad. After dinner he said goodnight, and informed me
that he would come for me at 05:00 the following morning.I went up to my room. It had been an
interesting day of mixed pleasures and I had been appointed consultant to Petromin on the dry
dock project. I felt a strange certainty that the dry dock would be built and that it was being
pushed forward by forces other than myself. It was a moment of elation and I found it hard to
sleep, which in any case would have been difficult as the air-conditioning was not working.
Eventually it was time to get up and meet Abdulla. The same performance to board the aircraft,
and again we were lucky and found two seats. This time we went straight to the offices of the
Ministry where we sat down and were served coffee. We didn’t wait long; at about 7:00 someone
escorted me into Sheikh Yamani’s office; he greeted me and told me that later we would be
joined by some Aramco people to whom he wanted me to explain the dry dock project. He then
excused himself as he had to attend the King at the palace. He said that the Aramco people
were flying over from Dharhan and would arrive around 10:30. He suggested that I might find a
walk through the souk interesting and Abdulla took me on a tour. Every Arab town or city has at
least one souk, which is the general market with individual stalls selling everything from meat to



wool of all colours, nuts, fruit, beaten brass ware, utensils of all kinds, swords, camel saddles,
watches, cigarettes and perfume essence, etc. We bought and ate some fresh dates which were
grown in Taif.When we got back to the office, the Aramco people had arrived and were in with
the Minister. I was sent for, and Sheikh Yamani introduced me to Frank Jungers, General
Manager (later Chairman), and Dick Copeland, Technical Manager. I was asked to explain the
dry dock concept. When I finished, Frank Jungers asked why a shipowner would want to dock
his VLCC in the Arabian Gulf, except in an emergency, which didn’t happen that frequently.
Thanks to Don Fernando Azqueta, I had the answer. I explained that when a VLCC arrived in
Europe and discharged its cargo, it would have to be gas free before a repair yard would accept
it for dry docking. They could not risk a tanker which was not gas free being ignited by a spark
from a metal tool setting off an explosion, not only damaging the tanker, but the dock itself. It
took about seven days to gas free a VLCC. This meant that the vessel would be off-hire for
seven days. Each day off-hire at the then prevailing charter rates cost a shipowner $20,000.
Effectively he would have to add $140,000 to the docking and repair cost. Whereas, a VLCC on
the ballast run from Europe or Japan would vent the tanks and arrive in the Arabian Gulf gas free
and could enter dry dock without delay. Frank Jungers had spent a lot of time in Saudi Arabia
and was not convinced, but Dick Copeland was more supportive. Aramco had been operating in
Saudi Arabia since the 1930s and had created an entire infrastructure to support their 25,000
employees, who lived in a fully American town in the Eastern Province of Saudi Arabia at
Dharhan. Aramco had built hospitals, schools, playing fields, cinemas, and everything that went
with a small American town. The 25,000 people, apart from running the amenities, were mostly
engaged in exploring, drilling and producing oil, and also refining it. Frank Jungers spoke from
his knowledge of how difficult it was to get things done in the Kingdom, with its paucity of local
labour. We discussed the project objectively for over an hour, until Sheikh Yamani announced
that he had invited us all to lunch in the new house he was having built at Al-Hadda, outside of
Taif. He said the Japanese Ambassador and his entourage would also be coming. On the way to
the cars he told me he had sent Abdulla Gamma to the Kandarah in Jeddah to pack my bag and
bring it to the airport. After lunch the Aramco aircraft would fly us to Kuwait where he had a
meeting. Things happened at an interesting pace. Sheikh Yamani received the Japanese
Ambassador in a large reception room of the partially completed house. We were about 12,
Frank Jungers, Dick Copeland, Dr. Taher, the Japanese Ambassador, his six aides and myself.
Fruit drinks were passed around. The Japanese Ambassador asked one of his team to give him
a package which he unwrapped and then presented to Sheikh Yamani. It was the latest multi-
band transistorised tape-deck, very compact. Sheikh Yamani expressed his sincere diplomatic
pleasure. Then the Ambassador told him, ‘Push please marked tape’. Sheikh Yamani did as he
was told, and Arabic music blared forth. We all laughed in sympathy and admired this modern
technocratic nation which equip their Ambassadors as super salesmen. Sheikh Yamani
explained that the dining-room was not yet finished, so we would eat in a tent in the garden. He
had the same enjoyable feast of many delicacies and a whole roast lamb, as I had experienced



the day before.After lunch Sheikh Yamani said goodbye to the Japanese. He took Frank Jungers
in his car, and Dick Copeland and I followed in another. We drove to the airport, about half an
hour’s distance. Waiting on the tarmac by the Aramco aircraft was Abdulla Gamma with my
suitcase. As far as I could observe, things worked very efficiently at the Ministry of Petroleum.
We boarded the aircraft and took off for Kuwait, about an hour’s flight. The Aramco Lear was
very comfortable. During the flight Sheikh Yamani and Frank Jungers talked, and Dick Copeland
provided me with very helpful information about the Saudi coast, water depths, etc. He then very
kindly gave me a printed forecast of the incidence of traffic of vessels over 100,000 DWT to load
at Aramco facilities in the Arabian Gulf on a monthly basis for the next five years. This was really
a piece of privileged information, which formed a basis of many of the future calculations we
were to make on the dry dock throughput.We landed at Kuwait; Sheikh Yamani and I got out, the
others remained on board and the aircraft immediately taxied away for take off. Waiting for
Sheikh Yamani was Sheikh Abdul Rahman Al-Attiki, the Kuwait Minister of Petroleum and Abdul
Aziz Al-Turki, the Deputy Secretary General of OAPEC (Organization of Arab Petroleum
Exporting Countries). We got into two cars, the two Ministers together and Mr. Al-Turki and I
following – with no immigration or customs formalities – straight from aircraft to car to road,
which took us to the Kuwait Sheraton. On arrival Sheikh Yamani told me he would telephone my
room later, some time after dinner. The Kuwait Sheraton was a very pleasant surprise, which I
had not expected to find in the Arab world. It was fully air-conditioned and looked like all other
Sheratons. It even had bacon and ham on the breakfast menu, but Kuwait, like Saudi Arabia,
observed the non-alcoholic beverage rule. Mr. Al-Turki had joined the two Ministers, so I dined
early and then went up to my room and made some notes. At this stage I was more aware of
obstacles to building the dry dock than I was at having made progress.At about 23:00 Sheikh
Yamani telephoned me and asked me to come up to his apartment. He kept a permanent suite at
the hotel, and he showed me the elaborate radio telephone system which enabled him to
communicate at any time with the Kingdom. The ordinary telephone link between the two
countries had not yet been established. The satellite station was still five years away. He told me
that he had caused OAPEC to be formed in 1967, and he was asked to become its first
Secretary General. He felt the dry dock project was something for OAPEC, and would be its first
industrial venture. He said he had discussed this with the Kuwait Minister of Petroleum and the
OAPEC Deputy Secretary General. He suggested, and they had accepted, that Petromin would
pursue the dry dock project on behalf of OAPEC. He had told them that Petromin had retained
me as consultant to progress the dry dock. With that he said goodnight, and wished me a
comfortable flight to London the next day.I left Kuwait the following morning and was home in
London by 16:00 with a lot to tell Marcella.3AUGUST – DECEMBER 1969On my return to
London I began to collect information about those shipyards which might have the experience
and interest in managing the dry dock/repair yard. The position of shipyard order books had
changed from famine to feast since the 1967 closure of the Suez Canal. This was particularly
true for the yards capable of building VLCCs. Shipowners were paying premiums to those



builders who could give early delivery, i.e. within the next two years. In the whole of Europe there
were only 14 shipyards capable of constructing this class of vessel (three in the UK, two in
France, two in Germany, one in Italy, three in Sweden, one in Holland, one in Belgium and one in
Spain).It was a difficult selling job, with a credibility gap, to try and interest a busy shipyard to
divert its attention to studying the management of a facility which was not yet certain to be built,
and for which most details were missing. The holiday season, during which most industries in
Spain closed (August) was almost over. I made an appointment for the following week with
SENER in Bilbao. I reluctantly related the pessimism expressed by Frank Jungers about the
difficulty of mounting an industrial project in Saudi Arabia; this was counteracted by the support
which Sheikh Yamani, and through him, OAPEC, was giving to the proposal.SENER pointed out
that the Arabian Gulf had natural pluses as well as minuses. They explained that the most
important single function of a dry dock, apart from cleaning the vessel’s hull and bottom, was to
paint it. Rain interfered with painting, and sometimes made it impossible; in Europe, many days
work were lost to rain. They produced statistics for both North and South Europe. It was shown
that for ten months of the year, the climate in the Arabian Gulf was perfect for painting, and only
during the two very hot and humid months from mid-July to mid-September would there be
difficulties. They, of course, were aware of the problem of shallow coastal water and expressed
the view, subject to inspecting the site, that Dammam, adjacent to the Abdul Aziz Pier, could be
suitable. Dredging would need to be carried out to create the necessary water depth, and the
dry dock/repair yard could be built in close proximity to the pier, benefiting from some existing
infrastructure, such as access roads, electric power, etc. It was agreed that they would expand
on their preliminary study and then, early in 1970, they would send some engineers with me to
visit the area. SENER did not consider the problems insurmountable and, of course, they were
interested in engineering the dry dock/repair complex. They certainly had the know-how and
were a group of very intelligent marine specialists.I left for London and resumed the search for
shipyards to manage the dry dock. It was logical to start with the three British VLCC yards,
Harland & Wolf in Belfast, Upper Clyde in Glasgow, and Swan Hunter in Newcastle. I had
acquaintances in all three.AN ARABIAN ADVENTUREAN ARABIAN ADVENTUREAN
ARABIANADVENTUREA Dream AchievedGifford S. RossiAN ARABIANADVENTUREA Dream
AchievedGifford S. RossiFirst published in 1993 byKegan Paul InternationalThis edition first
published in 2009 by Routledge2 Park Square, Milton Park, Abingdon, Oxon, OX14
4RNSimultaneously published in the USA and Canadaby Routledge270 Madison Avenue, New
York, NY 10016Routledge is an imprint ofthe Tuylor & Francis Group, an informa business©
Gifford S. Rossi 1995Transferred to Digital Printing 2009All rights reserved. No part of this book
may be reprinted or reproduced or utilised in any form or by any electronic, mechanical, or other
means, now known or hereafter invented, including photocopying and recording, or in any
information storage or retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publishers.British
Library Cataloguing in Publication DataA catalogue record for this book is available from the
British LibraryPublisher’s NoteThe publisher has gone to great lengths to ensure the quality of



this reprint but points out that some imperfections in the original copies may be apparent. The
publisher has made every effort to contact original copyright holders and would welcome
correspondence from those they have been unable to trace.First published in 1993 byKegan
Paul InternationalThis edition first published in 2009 by Routledge2 Park Square, Milton Park,
Abingdon, Oxon, OX14 4RNSimultaneously published in the USA and Canadaby Routledge270
Madison Avenue, New York, NY 10016Routledge is an imprint ofthe Tuylor & Francis Group, an
informa business© Gifford S. Rossi 1995Transferred to Digital Printing 2009All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reprinted or reproduced or utilised in any form or by any electronic,
mechanical, or other means, now known or hereafter invented, including photocopying and
recording, or in any information storage or retrieval system, without permission in writing from
the publishers.British Library Cataloguing in Publication DataA catalogue record for this book is
available from the British LibraryISBN 10: 0-7103-0327-3 (hbk)ISBN 13: 978-0-7103-0527-5
(hbk)Publisher’s NoteThe publisher has gone to great lengths to ensure the quality of this reprint
but points out that some imperfections in the original copies may be apparent. The publisher has
made every effort to contact original copyright holders and would welcome correspondence
from those they have been unable to trace.CONTENTSList of PlatesForewordIntroduction: June
1967 – December 19681January – August 19692August 19693August – December
19694January – April 19705April – October 19706October – November 19707December 1970 –
May 19718June – December 19719January – April 197210April – September
197211September 1972 – June 197312June – November 197313November 1973 – June
197414June 1974 – December 197615January – December 1977EpilogueCONTENTSList of
PlatesForewordIntroduction: June 1967 – December 19681January – August 19692August
19693August – December 19694January – April 19705April – October 19706October –
November 19707December 1970 – May 19718June – December 19719January – April
197210April – September 197211September 1972 – June 197312June – November
197313November 1973 – June 197414June 1974 – December 197615January – December
1977EpilogueList of PlatesForewordIntroduction: June 1967 – December 196811January –
August 196922August 196933August – December 196944January – April 197055April –
October 197066October – November 197077December 1970 – May 197188June – December
197199January – April 19721010April – September 19721111September 1972 – June
19731212June – November 19731313November 1973 – June 19741414June 1974 – December
19761515January – December 1977EpilogueLIST OF PLATES1.The Amir Of Bahrain, H.H.
Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa, on his right H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani and other
dignitaries at the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 19772.Sir Julian Hodge and the Rt.
Hon. George Thomas, Speaker of the House of Commons, at the Al Hada Palace as house
guests of H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani on the occasion of a party given for H.M. King Khalid,
Summer 19773.The two Marcellas, Princess Marcella Borghese on the right and Marcella Rossi
on the left as house guests at the Al Hada Palace, Summer 19764.Gifford S. Rossi during his
war service years 1939–1945 – Eagle Squadron5.Gifford S. Rossi delivering his speech at the



Rotary Meeting in Bahrain, 1 December 19746.Gifford S. Rossi photographing the progress of
the work on site7.The first ASRY Agents’ Meeting in Bahrain, 23 June 19778.Gifford S. Rossi’s
working chair and desk, two of the most treasured pieces of his French Empire
Collection9.Marcella Rossi arriving at the Kandarah Palace en route to Al Hada, Summer
197610.H.E. Sheik Ahmed Zaki Yamani at one of the many OAPEC Meetings attended by
Gifford S. Rossi11.Marcella Rossi looking at the dock plan in the Hyundai Office, 30 November
197412.H.E. Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi at one of the many OAPEC Meetings attended by Gifford S.
Rossi13.Gifford S. Rossi and H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani14.Gifford S. Rossi signing the
Management Contract in Cairo, 11 July 197415.The Amir of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin
Sulman Al Khalifa at the Inauguration Ceremony in Bahrain; the Cartier Gold and Silver model of
the shipyard is in the foreground, 15 December 197716.The Amir of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa
Bin Sulman Al Khalifa, H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani and H.E. Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi arriving
at the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 197717.H.E. Dr. Abdulhady H. Taher and his sons
Tarik and Khalid at the Prince’s Club, Summer 197118.Gifford S. Rossi and H.E. Mr. Majid Al-
Jishi hosting the lunch given for the ASRY Agents in Bahrain, June 197719.Gifford S. Rossi and
H.E. Mr. Majid Al-Jishi on their own at the ASRY Agents’ lunch in Bahrain, June 197720.Gifford
S. Rossi in the ‘hard hat’ area on site, June 197721.Gifford S. Rossi sitting in front of the full
length portrait of Napoleon by Gérard, 197022.Gifford S. Rossi at home in his study,
197223.H.E. Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi and Gifford S. Rossi – meeting at home in the study24.Gifford
S. Rossi on the day of the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 197725.Marcella Rossi getting
ready for the Cornerstone Laying Ceremony, 30 November 197426.Gifford S. Rossi between
geisha girls at a dinner hosted by Kawasaki Heavy Industries in Tokyo, September 197227.H.E.
Dr. Abdulhady H.Taher and Gifford S. Rossi – lunch at the Beau Rivage in Geneva – talks on the
dry dock project, April 197328.Photograph of the dry dock, February 197529.Photograph of the
dry dock, January 197630.Photograph of the dry dock, July 197631.Photograph of the dry dock,
January 197832.Letter from the Office of the Prime Minister, State of Bahrain, H.E. Sheikh
Khalifa Bin Sulman Al-Khalifa, 30 November 197433.Marcella Rossi on a pause to Al Hada
during Ramadan, Summer 197634.The band ‘style Anglais on the day of the Inauguration
Ceremony, 15 December 197735.The Amir of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa,
and dignitaries looking at the dry dock on the plan on the day of the Inauguration Ceremony, 15
December 197736.Jack Hartshorn, 196937.Don Fernando de Azqueta, 197138.A quick stop in
France in the Porsche on the way to Bilbao, 197139.Marcella Rossi arriving in Madrid,
197040.Gifford S. Rossi – one more waiting lounge in the 1970s41.Giffoid S. Rossi on a short
break in Cairo on the way back to London, 197442.Marcella and Gifford S. Rossi in front of the
Mobil Pride docked for the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 1977LIST OF PLATES1.The
Amir Of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa, on his right H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki
Yamani and other dignitaries at the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 19772.Sir Julian
Hodge and the Rt. Hon. George Thomas, Speaker of the House of Commons, at the Al Hada
Palace as house guests of H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani on the occasion of a party given for



H.M. King Khalid, Summer 19773.The two Marcellas, Princess Marcella Borghese on the right
and Marcella Rossi on the left as house guests at the Al Hada Palace, Summer 19764.Gifford S.
Rossi during his war service years 1939–1945 – Eagle Squadron5.Gifford S. Rossi delivering his
speech at the Rotary Meeting in Bahrain, 1 December 19746.Gifford S. Rossi photographing the
progress of the work on site7.The first ASRY Agents’ Meeting in Bahrain, 23 June 19778.Gifford
S. Rossi’s working chair and desk, two of the most treasured pieces of his French Empire
Collection9.Marcella Rossi arriving at the Kandarah Palace en route to Al Hada, Summer
197610.H.E. Sheik Ahmed Zaki Yamani at one of the many OAPEC Meetings attended by
Gifford S. Rossi11.Marcella Rossi looking at the dock plan in the Hyundai Office, 30 November
197412.H.E. Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi at one of the many OAPEC Meetings attended by Gifford S.
Rossi13.Gifford S. Rossi and H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani14.Gifford S. Rossi signing the
Management Contract in Cairo, 11 July 197415.The Amir of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin
Sulman Al Khalifa at the Inauguration Ceremony in Bahrain; the Cartier Gold and Silver model of
the shipyard is in the foreground, 15 December 197716.The Amir of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa
Bin Sulman Al Khalifa, H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani and H.E. Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi arriving
at the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 197717.H.E. Dr. Abdulhady H. Taher and his sons
Tarik and Khalid at the Prince’s Club, Summer 197118.Gifford S. Rossi and H.E. Mr. Majid Al-
Jishi hosting the lunch given for the ASRY Agents in Bahrain, June 197719.Gifford S. Rossi and
H.E. Mr. Majid Al-Jishi on their own at the ASRY Agents’ lunch in Bahrain, June 197720.Gifford
S. Rossi in the ‘hard hat’ area on site, June 197721.Gifford S. Rossi sitting in front of the full
length portrait of Napoleon by Gérard, 197022.Gifford S. Rossi at home in his study,
197223.H.E. Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi and Gifford S. Rossi – meeting at home in the study24.Gifford
S. Rossi on the day of the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 197725.Marcella Rossi getting
ready for the Cornerstone Laying Ceremony, 30 November 197426.Gifford S. Rossi between
geisha girls at a dinner hosted by Kawasaki Heavy Industries in Tokyo, September 197227.H.E.
Dr. Abdulhady H.Taher and Gifford S. Rossi – lunch at the Beau Rivage in Geneva – talks on the
dry dock project, April 197328.Photograph of the dry dock, February 197529.Photograph of the
dry dock, January 197630.Photograph of the dry dock, July 197631.Photograph of the dry dock,
January 197832.Letter from the Office of the Prime Minister, State of Bahrain, H.E. Sheikh
Khalifa Bin Sulman Al-Khalifa, 30 November 197433.Marcella Rossi on a pause to Al Hada
during Ramadan, Summer 197634.The band ‘style Anglais on the day of the Inauguration
Ceremony, 15 December 197735.The Amir of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa,
and dignitaries looking at the dry dock on the plan on the day of the Inauguration Ceremony, 15
December 197736.Jack Hartshorn, 196937.Don Fernando de Azqueta, 197138.A quick stop in
France in the Porsche on the way to Bilbao, 197139.Marcella Rossi arriving in Madrid,
197040.Gifford S. Rossi – one more waiting lounge in the 1970s41.Giffoid S. Rossi on a short
break in Cairo on the way back to London, 197442.Marcella and Gifford S. Rossi in front of the
Mobil Pride docked for the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 19771.The Amir Of Bahrain,
H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa, on his right H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani and other



dignitaries at the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 1977The Amir Of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh
Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa, on his right H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani and other dignitaries at
the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 19772.Sir Julian Hodge and the Rt. Hon. George
Thomas, Speaker of the House of Commons, at the Al Hada Palace as house guests of H.E.
Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani on the occasion of a party given for H.M. King Khalid, Summer
1977Sir Julian Hodge and the Rt. Hon. George Thomas, Speaker of the House of Commons, at
the Al Hada Palace as house guests of H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani on the occasion of a
party given for H.M. King Khalid, Summer 19773.The two Marcellas, Princess Marcella
Borghese on the right and Marcella Rossi on the left as house guests at the Al Hada Palace,
Summer 1976The two Marcellas, Princess Marcella Borghese on the right and Marcella Rossi
on the left as house guests at the Al Hada Palace, Summer 19764.Gifford S. Rossi during his
war service years 1939–1945 – Eagle SquadronGifford S. Rossi during his war service years
1939–1945 – Eagle Squadron5.Gifford S. Rossi delivering his speech at the Rotary Meeting in
Bahrain, 1 December 1974Gifford S. Rossi delivering his speech at the Rotary Meeting in
Bahrain, 1 December 19746.Gifford S. Rossi photographing the progress of the work on
siteGifford S. Rossi photographing the progress of the work on site7.The first ASRY Agents’
Meeting in Bahrain, 23 June 1977The first ASRY Agents’ Meeting in Bahrain, 23 June
19778.Gifford S. Rossi’s working chair and desk, two of the most treasured pieces of his French
Empire CollectionGifford S. Rossi’s working chair and desk, two of the most treasured pieces of
his French Empire Collection9.Marcella Rossi arriving at the Kandarah Palace en route to Al
Hada, Summer 1976Marcella Rossi arriving at the Kandarah Palace en route to Al Hada,
Summer 197610.H.E. Sheik Ahmed Zaki Yamani at one of the many OAPEC Meetings attended
by Gifford S. RossiH.E. Sheik Ahmed Zaki Yamani at one of the many OAPEC Meetings
attended by Gifford S. Rossi11.Marcella Rossi looking at the dock plan in the Hyundai Office, 30
November 1974Marcella Rossi looking at the dock plan in the Hyundai Office, 30 November
197412.H.E. Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi at one of the many OAPEC Meetings attended by Gifford S.
RossiH.E. Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi at one of the many OAPEC Meetings attended by Gifford S.
Rossi13.Gifford S. Rossi and H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki YamaniGifford S. Rossi and H.E. Sheikh
Ahmed Zaki Yamani14.Gifford S. Rossi signing the Management Contract in Cairo, 11 July
1974Gifford S. Rossi signing the Management Contract in Cairo, 11 July 197415.The Amir of
Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa at the Inauguration Ceremony in Bahrain; the
Cartier Gold and Silver model of the shipyard is in the foreground, 15 December 1977The Amir
of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa at the Inauguration Ceremony in Bahrain; the
Cartier Gold and Silver model of the shipyard is in the foreground, 15 December 197716.The
Amir of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa, H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani and
H.E. Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi arriving at the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 1977The Amir of
Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa, H.E. Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani and H.E. Mr.
Yousuf Al-Shirawi arriving at the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 197717.H.E. Dr.
Abdulhady H. Taher and his sons Tarik and Khalid at the Prince’s Club, Summer 1971H.E. Dr.



Abdulhady H. Taher and his sons Tarik and Khalid at the Prince’s Club, Summer 197118.Gifford
S. Rossi and H.E. Mr. Majid Al-Jishi hosting the lunch given for the ASRY Agents in Bahrain,
June 1977Gifford S. Rossi and H.E. Mr. Majid Al-Jishi hosting the lunch given for the ASRY
Agents in Bahrain, June 197719.Gifford S. Rossi and H.E. Mr. Majid Al-Jishi on their own at the
ASRY Agents’ lunch in Bahrain, June 1977Gifford S. Rossi and H.E. Mr. Majid Al-Jishi on their
own at the ASRY Agents’ lunch in Bahrain, June 197720.Gifford S. Rossi in the ‘hard hat’ area
on site, June 1977Gifford S. Rossi in the ‘hard hat’ area on site, June 197721.Gifford S. Rossi
sitting in front of the full length portrait of Napoleon by Gérard, 1970Gifford S. Rossi sitting in
front of the full length portrait of Napoleon by Gérard, 197022.Gifford S. Rossi at home in his
study, 1972Gifford S. Rossi at home in his study, 197223.H.E. Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi and Gifford
S. Rossi – meeting at home in the studyH.E. Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi and Gifford S. Rossi –
meeting at home in the study24.Gifford S. Rossi on the day of the Inauguration Ceremony, 15
December 1977Gifford S. Rossi on the day of the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December
197725.Marcella Rossi getting ready for the Cornerstone Laying Ceremony, 30 November
1974Marcella Rossi getting ready for the Cornerstone Laying Ceremony, 30 November
197426.Gifford S. Rossi between geisha girls at a dinner hosted by Kawasaki Heavy Industries
in Tokyo, September 1972Gifford S. Rossi between geisha girls at a dinner hosted by Kawasaki
Heavy Industries in Tokyo, September 197227.H.E. Dr. Abdulhady H.Taher and Gifford S. Rossi
– lunch at the Beau Rivage in Geneva – talks on the dry dock project, April 1973H.E. Dr.
Abdulhady H.Taher and Gifford S. Rossi – lunch at the Beau Rivage in Geneva – talks on the dry
dock project, April 197328.Photograph of the dry dock, February 1975Photograph of the dry
dock, February 197529.Photograph of the dry dock, January 1976Photograph of the dry dock,
January 197630.Photograph of the dry dock, July 1976Photograph of the dry dock, July
197631.Photograph of the dry dock, January 1978Photograph of the dry dock, January
197832.Letter from the Office of the Prime Minister, State of Bahrain, H.E. Sheikh Khalifa Bin
Sulman Al-Khalifa, 30 November 1974Letter from the Office of the Prime Minister, State of
Bahrain, H.E. Sheikh Khalifa Bin Sulman Al-Khalifa, 30 November 197433.Marcella Rossi on a
pause to Al Hada during Ramadan, Summer 1976Marcella Rossi on a pause to Al Hada during
Ramadan, Summer 197634.The band ‘style Anglais on the day of the Inauguration Ceremony,
15 December 1977The band ‘style Anglais on the day of the Inauguration Ceremony, 15
December 197735.The Amir of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa, and dignitaries
looking at the dry dock on the plan on the day of the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December
1977The Amir of Bahrain, H.H. Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa, and dignitaries looking at the
dry dock on the plan on the day of the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 197736.Jack
Hartshorn, 1969Jack Hartshorn, 196937.Don Fernando de Azqueta, 1971Don Fernando de
Azqueta, 197138.A quick stop in France in the Porsche on the way to Bilbao, 1971A quick stop
in France in the Porsche on the way to Bilbao, 197139.Marcella Rossi arriving in Madrid,
1970Marcella Rossi arriving in Madrid, 197040.Gifford S. Rossi – one more waiting lounge in the
1970sGifford S. Rossi – one more waiting lounge in the 1970s41.Giffoid S. Rossi on a short



break in Cairo on the way back to London, 1974Giffoid S. Rossi on a short break in Cairo on the
way back to London, 197442.Marcella and Gifford S. Rossi in front of the Mobil Pride docked for
the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 1977Marcella and Gifford S. Rossi in front of the
Mobil Pride docked for the Inauguration Ceremony, 15 December 1977FOREWORDThis book is
published posthumously at my husband’s request. Gifford S. Rossi died on 7 August 1994 and I
undertook the task to fulfil his wish, reliving what he once described as ‘the most exciting
adventure of our life’.There are passages here that for some readers will be difficult to follow
owing to the complexity of the ‘deal’, but I hope that, on the whole, it will succeed in presenting a
moment that was interesting and captivating in the history of our relationship with the Arab
world.I would like to extend my thanks to all the Arab friends and associates who were of great
help in the realization of what, at times, seemed almost an impossible project: (in alphabetical
order) The Amir of Bahrain, His Highness Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa; His Excellency
Sheikh Khalifa bin Sulman Al-Khalifa; His Excellency Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi, His Excellency Dr.
Abdulhady H. Taher; His Excellency Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani.I am especially indebted to
Jack Hartshorn, Gifford’s oldest and most constant friend, for assisting and encouraging me at
the moment that was the most difficult and saddest of my whole life.I must acknowledge with
gratitude Sylvia Cape, our secretary for many years, for having been immensely helpful and
without whose patience this book would not have been possible.My thanks also go to Peter
Hopkins of Kegan Paul International, who was so positively receptive from the
beginning.Marcella RossiFebruary 1995FOREWORDThis book is published posthumously at
my husband’s request. Gifford S. Rossi died on 7 August 1994 and I undertook the task to fulfil
his wish, reliving what he once described as ‘the most exciting adventure of our life’.There are
passages here that for some readers will be difficult to follow owing to the complexity of the
‘deal’, but I hope that, on the whole, it will succeed in presenting a moment that was interesting
and captivating in the history of our relationship with the Arab world.I would like to extend my
thanks to all the Arab friends and associates who were of great help in the realization of what, at
times, seemed almost an impossible project: (in alphabetical order) The Amir of Bahrain, His
Highness Sheikh Isa Bin Sulman Al Khalifa; His Excellency Sheikh Khalifa bin Sulman Al-
Khalifa; His Excellency Mr. Yousuf Al-Shirawi, His Excellency Dr. Abdulhady H. Taher; His
Excellency Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani.I am especially indebted to Jack Hartshorn, Gifford’s
oldest and most constant friend, for assisting and encouraging me at the moment that was the
most difficult and saddest of my whole life.I must acknowledge with gratitude Sylvia Cape, our
secretary for many years, for having been immensely helpful and without whose patience this
book would not have been possible.My thanks also go to Peter Hopkins of Kegan Paul
International, who was so positively receptive from the beginning.Marcella RossiFebruary
1995To Marcellawithout whose love, encouragement, partnership and loyalty this dream may
have never come trueTo Marcellawithout whose love, encouragement, partnership and loyalty
this dream may have never come trueINTRODUCTIONIn June 1967 the Arab/Israeli war
succeeded in closing the Suez Canal in such a devastating way that many experts were



predicting that it would never reopen. It was blocked by sunken ships, crumbled banks, dozens
of tanks and a good deal of bad feeling on both sides. The oil industry had an unobstructed run
to Japan from the Persian Gulf, but insufficient ships to deliver all the oil required by Western
consumers. This was due to the fact that tankers of up to 65,000 dead-weight tonnage (DWT),
which heretofore had been transitting the Suez Canal to the Persian Gulf, now had to make the
much longer voyage around the Cape of Good Hope to collect and deliver oil to Europe and the
Western Hemisphere. Many more ships were needed to deliver the same quantity of oil over a
much greater distance. What added to the shortfall was that the demand for oil was increasing
as industry converted to oil from coal-fired furnaces and boilers. The demand for petrol was also
increasing, with more and more motor cars on the road.The ever-resourceful ship-owning
community found a solution – a much larger tanker, highly automated, requiring the same
number of crew, which could carry three to four times more oil around the Cape than the older,
smaller ships. Other operating costs pro rata per barrel of oil would be less than for the smaller
ships. If the Suez Canal was ever reopened, they would be too big to pass through it.
Nevertheless, they would be able to transport a barrel of oil more economically, even by the
longer route, than any vessel able to transit the Canal.The Canal had a record of disrupting the
shipping and oil markets, being closed by war twice during a twelve-year period. These big, new
ships would make the oil industry completely independent of the Suez Canal. Their size would
be 200,000 DWT and upwards, and the class of vessel would be known as VLCCs (very large
crude carriers).Shipyards world-wide were not busy and shipowners rushed to place orders for
the big new class of vessel. By 1968 the first VLCCs began to appear, and in 1969 there were
about 60 of these giants in service. It was rumoured that Japan was gearing itself to produce
about 40 VLCCs per year, and the shipping market was forecasting that a balance would be
achieved between shipping capacity and oil demand when 700 VLCCs would be in service,
possibly by 1974. Many adjustments had to be made at loading terminals and discharge ports to
accommodate the big ships. Another problem of which the shipping press commented was that
there were far too few dry docks to service this size vessel, and absolutely none between South-
west Europe and Japan. Then disaster struck. Three VLCCs suffered major damage from
explosion during one month in 1969.On 12 December the Marpessa, a 206,805 DWT tanker
owned by the Shell Group, sunk on her second voyage from damage caused by an
explosion.On 29 December the Mactra, over 200,000 DWT and also Shell owned, survived an
explosion and was towed into Durban for partial repairs alongside as no dry dock of sufficient
size existed. A 500-foot gash was torn in the vessel’s hull and two crew members were killed. It
was estimated at the time that 700 tons of steel would be required to strengthen her for towage
to repair in Europe.On 30 December the King Haakon VII, a Norwegian vessel, suffered an
explosion off Liberia. She was also a VLCC of over 200,000 DWT. Eventually she was towed to
Lisnave in Portugal for repairs and was redelivered to her owners in November 1970, eleven
months later.Towing these vessels to a shipyard large enough to accept them for repair was
cripplingly expensive. It was against this background that I began to promote the building of a



dry dock and repair yard for VLCCs in the Arabian Gulf (as the Arabs referred to it instead of the
more commonly used Persian Gulf). The timing was not only right for a dry dock, but it also
suited me, as it found me free to pursue the concept. I had recently sold my liquefied petroleum
gas business, Northern LP-Gas Limited (NLPG) to ICI and the Northern Gas Board. My wife,
Marcella, and I lived in a spacious flat in London with a large study which conveniently became
my office. Sylvia Cape, my secretary from NLPG, remained in the north, but it was found that we
worked very well by telephone. Letters and memoranda dictated that way arrived the next
morning at home ready for me to sign and post. This arrangement with Sylvia happily continued
for almost 30 years.A dry dock might be called a hole in the water. It is like a very large
swimming pool, with a pair of massive gates at the end facing open water. Before a vessel enters
dock, the gates have been opened and the dock flooded. Once a ship is moored at the front of
the dock, the gates are then closed and huge pumps start to empty the dock. After a few hours
the hull is resting on blocks at the bottom of a completely dry dock, and it can be scraped free of
marine growth, painted, the propeller and tail-shaft inspected, valves opened, and whatever else
is required.An extensive investigation about building costs of large dry docks, and their
operating costs, together with repair prices, was undertaken. This enabled me to put together
some preliminary cash flow estimates. I discovered that the first stage of Lisnave, located in
Lisbon (the then newest and largest dry dock complex), had cost $40 million to build. It was
suggested that a similar facility somewhere on the east coast of the Arabian Peninsular, where it
was needed, would cost about two and a half times that figure. I soon came to the conclusion
that revenue derived from competitive repair prices would never be able to amortize the
construction cost. In other words, an Arabian Gulf VLCC yard would not be commercially viable
no matter how badly it was needed. This was not daunting because, in any case, commercial
investors would be very hard to find for a $100 million project in that part of the world. It was
clear that it had to be approached from the aspect of creating a national prestige facility. Saudi
Arabia, a leading producer whose oil had to be transported in VLCCs in order to reach the
market place economically, should have an incentive in creating a VLCC dry dock in order to
provide an ‘on the spot’ technical training school where young Arab Nationals could learn heavy
engineering skills.It was on that concept that I prepared a memorandum outlining the validity of a
VLCC dry dock situated in the Arabian Gulf, and some of the benefits, such as technological
transfer, which might accrue to an Arab oil producer from providing such a VLCC facility. I
discussed the idea with an old friend, Jack Hartshorn, a very well known oil consultant and a
personal acquaintance of Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani. Sheikh Yamani, with his Western
education and vision for his country to enter the modern world, seemed the person to interest in
the dry dock. Jack is very much a pragmatist and I did not convince him of my idea at our first
meeting on the subject of the dry dock. There were at least four more meetings with Jack until he
finally told me to prepare a memorandum, as concise as possible, and he would see that Sheikh
Yamani received it. ‘It is just conceivable that the dry dock proposal might interest Saudi Arabia’,
he remarked.The memorandum was given to Jack, who read it without comment, except to



observe that it was a good thing I had not made it too long. I felt that a chain of events had been
launched, and believed it would lead to Sheikh Yamani and that the dry dock would appeal to
him. I did not anticipate what a path lay ahead of me. What follows is an account of the
consequences of this memorandum over the next ten years.INTRODUCTIONIn June 1967 the
Arab/Israeli war succeeded in closing the Suez Canal in such a devastating way that many
experts were predicting that it would never reopen. It was blocked by sunken ships, crumbled
banks, dozens of tanks and a good deal of bad feeling on both sides. The oil industry had an
unobstructed run to Japan from the Persian Gulf, but insufficient ships to deliver all the oil
required by Western consumers. This was due to the fact that tankers of up to 65,000 dead-
weight tonnage (DWT), which heretofore had been transitting the Suez Canal to the Persian
Gulf, now had to make the much longer voyage around the Cape of Good Hope to collect and
deliver oil to Europe and the Western Hemisphere. Many more ships were needed to deliver the
same quantity of oil over a much greater distance. What added to the shortfall was that the
demand for oil was increasing as industry converted to oil from coal-fired furnaces and boilers.
The demand for petrol was also increasing, with more and more motor cars on the road.The
ever-resourceful ship-owning community found a solution – a much larger tanker, highly
automated, requiring the same number of crew, which could carry three to four times more oil
around the Cape than the older, smaller ships. Other operating costs pro rata per barrel of oil
would be less than for the smaller ships. If the Suez Canal was ever reopened, they would be too
big to pass through it. Nevertheless, they would be able to transport a barrel of oil more
economically, even by the longer route, than any vessel able to transit the Canal.The Canal had
a record of disrupting the shipping and oil markets, being closed by war twice during a twelve-
year period. These big, new ships would make the oil industry completely independent of the
Suez Canal. Their size would be 200,000 DWT and upwards, and the class of vessel would be
known as VLCCs (very large crude carriers).Shipyards world-wide were not busy and
shipowners rushed to place orders for the big new class of vessel. By 1968 the first VLCCs
began to appear, and in 1969 there were about 60 of these giants in service. It was rumoured
that Japan was gearing itself to produce about 40 VLCCs per year, and the shipping market was
forecasting that a balance would be achieved between shipping capacity and oil demand when
700 VLCCs would be in service, possibly by 1974. Many adjustments had to be made at loading
terminals and discharge ports to accommodate the big ships. Another problem of which the
shipping press commented was that there were far too few dry docks to service this size vessel,
and absolutely none between South-west Europe and Japan. Then disaster struck. Three
VLCCs suffered major damage from explosion during one month in 1969.On 12 December the
Marpessa, a 206,805 DWT tanker owned by the Shell Group, sunk on her second voyage from
damage caused by an explosion.On 29 December the Mactra, over 200,000 DWT and also
Shell owned, survived an explosion and was towed into Durban for partial repairs alongside as
no dry dock of sufficient size existed. A 500-foot gash was torn in the vessel’s hull and two crew
members were killed. It was estimated at the time that 700 tons of steel would be required to



strengthen her for towage to repair in Europe.On 30 December the King Haakon VII, a
Norwegian vessel, suffered an explosion off Liberia. She was also a VLCC of over 200,000 DWT.
Eventually she was towed to Lisnave in Portugal for repairs and was redelivered to her owners in
November 1970, eleven months later.Towing these vessels to a shipyard large enough to accept
them for repair was cripplingly expensive. It was against this background that I began to promote
the building of a dry dock and repair yard for VLCCs in the Arabian Gulf (as the Arabs referred to
it instead of the more commonly used Persian Gulf). The timing was not only right for a dry dock,
but it also suited me, as it found me free to pursue the concept. I had recently sold my liquefied
petroleum gas business, Northern LP-Gas Limited (NLPG) to ICI and the Northern Gas Board.
My wife, Marcella, and I lived in a spacious flat in London with a large study which conveniently
became my office. Sylvia Cape, my secretary from NLPG, remained in the north, but it was found
that we worked very well by telephone. Letters and memoranda dictated that way arrived the
next morning at home ready for me to sign and post. This arrangement with Sylvia happily
continued for almost 30 years.A dry dock might be called a hole in the water. It is like a very large
swimming pool, with a pair of massive gates at the end facing open water. Before a vessel enters
dock, the gates have been opened and the dock flooded. Once a ship is moored at the front of
the dock, the gates are then closed and huge pumps start to empty the dock. After a few hours
the hull is resting on blocks at the bottom of a completely dry dock, and it can be scraped free of
marine growth, painted, the propeller and tail-shaft inspected, valves opened, and whatever else
is required.An extensive investigation about building costs of large dry docks, and their
operating costs, together with repair prices, was undertaken. This enabled me to put together
some preliminary cash flow estimates. I discovered that the first stage of Lisnave, located in
Lisbon (the then newest and largest dry dock complex), had cost $40 million to build. It was
suggested that a similar facility somewhere on the east coast of the Arabian Peninsular, where it
was needed, would cost about two and a half times that figure. I soon came to the conclusion
that revenue derived from competitive repair prices would never be able to amortize the
construction cost. In other words, an Arabian Gulf VLCC yard would not be commercially viable
no matter how badly it was needed. This was not daunting because, in any case, commercial
investors would be very hard to find for a $100 million project in that part of the world. It was
clear that it had to be approached from the aspect of creating a national prestige facility. Saudi
Arabia, a leading producer whose oil had to be transported in VLCCs in order to reach the
market place economically, should have an incentive in creating a VLCC dry dock in order to
provide an ‘on the spot’ technical training school where young Arab Nationals could learn heavy
engineering skills.It was on that concept that I prepared a memorandum outlining the validity of a
VLCC dry dock situated in the Arabian Gulf, and some of the benefits, such as technological
transfer, which might accrue to an Arab oil producer from providing such a VLCC facility. I
discussed the idea with an old friend, Jack Hartshorn, a very well known oil consultant and a
personal acquaintance of Sheikh Ahmed Zaki Yamani. Sheikh Yamani, with his Western
education and vision for his country to enter the modern world, seemed the person to interest in



the dry dock. Jack is very much a pragmatist and I did not convince him of my idea at our first
meeting on the subject of the dry dock. There were at least four more meetings with Jack until he
finally told me to prepare a memorandum, as concise as possible, and he would see that Sheikh
Yamani received it. ‘It is just conceivable that the dry dock proposal might interest Saudi Arabia’,
he remarked.The memorandum was given to Jack, who read it without comment, except to
observe that it was a good thing I had not made it too long. I felt that a chain of events had been
launched, and believed it would lead to Sheikh Yamani and that the dry dock would appeal to
him. I did not anticipate what a path lay ahead of me. What follows is an account of the
consequences of this memorandum over the next ten years.1JANUARY – AUGUST 1969In
January 1969, Jack Hartshorn telephoned me to say that there had been an indication of
interest in the dry dock memorandum. He said that early next month someone from Petromin,
the Saudi National Oil Company, would be in London and perhaps a meeting could be arranged.
This was great news. I busied myself polishing my presentation of the beneficial aspects of the
dry dock and what I considered Saudi Arabia should find of interest.At the beginning of February
Jack telephoned to arrange a meeting with Maurice Brunel, Consultant to Petromin. We met in a
suite at the London Hilton. Maurice Brunel is a Frenchman, with a long and interesting
background in the oil industry, previously heading the Shell Company in Indo China. He had
worked for Petromin the previous five years and lived in Riyadh. His special advice was related
to down-stream operations which started with crude oil and converted it into the various
products an oil company marketed – petrol, fertilizers, lube oil, LP-gas, petrochemicals, etc. We
talked for over an hour, and Maurice said he would recommend the project for His Excellency
the Minister’s consideration.Joyously I left the Hilton and felt we had made a start. I very much
hoped that I would have the opportunity of meeting with Sheikh Yamani so that I could personally
try to ‘sell’ the dry dock idea which was gaining momentum all the time.A couple of weeks later
Jack telephoned to say that Sheikh Yamani would like to see me at the Carlton Tower on 27
February at 17:00. Jack and I met in the lobby just before the appointed hour and the hall porter
telephoned the Minister’s suite to say that we were downstairs. Shortly afterwards, a young man
in Western clothes, but wearing the traditional Saudi goatee and moustache came up to us. Jack
introduced me to Hisham Ali Reza, the Deputy Governor of Petromin. He was a very personable
chap who, of course, spoke flawless English. I asked him if he was a relation to the Ali Reza who
had brought the holy water from Saudi Arabia at the launching of the Onassis tanker Al Malik
Saud Al Awal in 1953. He said that had been his father. I mentioned that I had met him as I was
at the launch which took place in Hamburg. I was at the time Managing Director for Niarchos
(Hamburg) GmbH. Actually, he looked very much like his father, with an intelligent face and a
great dignity of bearing. We went up to Sheikh Yamani’s suite, in which six young Saudis were
sitting. Ali Reza introduced us, Jack knew them all. Nothing much was said, except an offer of
tea or coffee, which we knew better than to decline. Afterwards there was silence and I felt the
scrutiny of piercing Arab eyes trying to determine if I was up to some con game. Finally, the
waiter arrived and we all occupied ourselves with the cup and saucer we were holding. Time



passed slowly, but eventually the door opened and Sheikh Yamani walked in holding a small
dog. He shook hands and greeted me in the courtly way of the statesman which he is. His
manner was a combination of austerity, dignity, and gentle welcome; I shall never forget my first
meeting with that charismatic man. He sat cuddling a mink coloured Pomeranian in his lap, and
listened while I explained the dry dock proposal. He kept quiet and stared at me, as if trying to
read beyond what I was saying. When I finished, he asked whether I had an estimate of cost and
how long it would take to build; I did not know the answer to either question. He requested me to
prepare a feasibility study for him to consider. I said I would, thanked him and
departed.Afterwards many questions occurred to me, the answers to which I felt were important
to the input of the feasibility study. I telephoned him at the Carlton Tower the next day, hoping for
a second meeting, and was told that he had gone down to Sutton Place to spend the day with
the multi-millionaire John Paul Getty. He left England immediately after, so I had to proceed with
the study on my own assumptions.I wanted a visual lay-out of what the dry dock complex would
look like to include in my study, which I knew would have too many words and numbers to make
interesting reading. A plan, or schematic drawing, would not be enough. What was wanted was
an artist’s impression, complete with palm trees. I could see considerable costs being incurred in
putting together the material, with nothing tangible apart from Sheikh Yamani’s request for a
study. I was so convinced of the suitability of the project that I decided I would take the risk of
supporting the costs involved.I went to Spain to see an old friend, a shipowner in Bilbao, who
was Chairman of the shipping company Naviera Vizcaina. This was Don Fernando de Azqueta.
He had previously told me of a Spanish engineering company, SENER, which was operated by a
brilliant scientist, Manual Sendagorta, who had worked with Werner von Braun on the American
space programme. Returning to Spain, Sendagorta had formed a company which specialised in
maritime construction, breakwaters, dry docks, harbours and dams. A meeting was arranged. I
told Sendagorta of the feasibility study I had been asked to prepare by Sheikh Yamani. I invited
SENER to participate in it to provide initial design, estimate of cost and building time, and above
all, an attractive comprehensible picture of what it would look like when it was finished. I would
provide estimates of labour costs and other operating overheads, as well as an estimate of the
number of ships to be docked and repair revenue in order to project a cash flow. Manuel
Sandegorta agreed, and thus began our intense joint effort with fortnightly flights to Spain.I was
still working as a consultant for NLPG and my visits to Newcastie to attend at NLPG were
extremely useful. There was a lot of paperwork beginning to accumulate for the dry dock study
and Sylvia was invaluable. There were such office machines as photocopiers, calculators, etc.,
which I did not have in my study in London. Work progressed and an excellent drawing of the dry
dock complex had been made in Spain.On 14 May Hisham Ali Reza, Jack Hartshorn and I met
in London. I showed them the draft of the feasibility study and the coloured drawing of the dry
dock. Hisham Ali Reza said that he was returning to the Kingdom (all Saudis referred to their
country as the Kingdom) and would show it to His Excellency Dr. Abdulhady Taher, the Governor
of Petromin. I would not part with the draft study, explaining that I was still waiting for some input



before the calculations could be completed, but I gave him a colour photograph of the dry dock
drawing.On 19 May I received a cable from Dr. Taher confirming interest in the dry dock project.
Another step forward on that very long road. On 28 May I had my second meeting with Sheikh
Yamani in London. I showed him the feasibility study and gave him a copy. It was very
encouraging to find him still interested personally in the project and this time he asked a number
of informed questions, showing that he had been talking with others about the project. I
assumed he had asked ARAMCO (Arabian American Oil Company, comprising Exxon, Texaco,
Chevron and Mobil), the concessionaires for oil production in Saudi Arabia, for their opinion of
an Arabian Gulf VLCC dry dock. He asked the vital question, who would operate the dry dock as
there was certainly no indigenous skill of that type in the Kingdom? A great deal of thought and
discussion had taken place concerning that matter over the past year, and I was able to answer
Sheikh Yamani’s question. I explained it would be necessary to make a long-term, say ten-year,
management contract with a well-known ship-repairer who would provide all management
services and workforce down to unskilled labour, until over the contract period all of the jobs
could be carried out by Saudi Nationals. One of the duties of the management company would
be to establish a training school. This appeared to spark new thinking and interest on the part of
Sheikh Yamani. He asked me if I could find suitable managers with a workforce able to come to
the Arabian Gulf. My answer was an incautious affirmative. Sheikh Yamani said he would discuss
it when he got back to the Kingdom. He said he would be in Vienna for an OPEC Meeting on 3
July and requested me to meet him there. In the mean time he asked me to think of some
shipyard which might be interested in the management role. This time there was recognizable
progress, but I also became aware that soon I might have to prove that an operator could be
found and I began to review in my mind all the shipyards I knew and which ones might be
suitable and willing to send more than 1,000 men out to the Arabian Gulf.On 5 July following the
OPEC Meeting, Jack Hartshorn and I met Sheikh Yamani in his suite at the Hotel Imperial in
Vienna. With him was Dr. Taher. Dr. Taher was altogether different from Sheikh Yamani. He
spoke, acted and resembled an American. He has been aptly called a ‘ball of fire’. His was a
very pragmatic pugnacious personality. He came straight to the point and didn’t mind being
offensive; there was none of the diplomacy of the Minister, but as with Sheikh Yamani, I took an
immediate liking to him. Sheikh Yamani asked me to outline the project to Dr. Taher. When I
finished he asked, ‘Where do you come in?’ This was a question for which I was honestly
unprepared. I hadn’t thought that far forward. I could only reply, ‘I don’t know yet.’ Sheikh Yamani
said that I should come to Saudi Arabia to investigate whether there was a suitable place to
locate the dock. He told me to cable him in Taif after I knew the date of my arrival. He explained
that the Government moved to Taif in the summer because temperatures in Riyadh, the capital,
became unbearable. Taif was at an altitude of 1,500 metres above sea level. I returned to
London aware that I was becoming deeply involved and hopeful that I would be able to perform
on such unfamiliar terrain.On my return to London it became very necessary to meet with
SENER in Spain before my trip to Saudi Arabia. I had to learn as much as possible about the



problems of building a dry dock on an Arabian Gulf shore. I anticipated being confronted by
experts when I got to Saudi Arabia. Sheikh Yamani had suggested that I arrive in Taif during the
last half of August, when he was certain to be there. Happily this left me more than a month to
prepare my information.In Spain Fernando Azqueta disclosed some of the new problems
shipowners were experiencing in operating VLCCs. He said that his company had ordered two
such ships from AESA (Astilleros Española SA), the Spanish nationalized group of shipbuilders.
I asked Fernando if AESA did any repairs in their newbuilding dock and was informed that it
would be very unprofitable for them as it would interfere with their building programme. It took 5–
6 months to build a VLCC hull, and as soon as it was floated out, the keel plates for the next hull
would be laid down, thus enabling the yard to produce two VLCCs per year. They could not
afford to interrupt the programme and tie up the dock for 8–10 days to repair a ship in it.As well
as Fernando, other people in Spain were extremely co-operative. Spain produced no oil, nor did
it have concessions in oil-producing countries. The fact that my investigation appeared to be on
behalf of Saudi Arabia excited them very much as they hoped it might lead to a direct oil
contract, thus by-passing the major oil companies. Talk of oil was avoided and skirted whenever
it was frequently raised; I only said that if this project was realized and Spain was involved, they
would certainly have the opportunity to meet with Petromin and have the chance to discuss oil.
In all fairness, their help was given with no strings attached, and they painstakingly explained to
a layman the problem of constructing a dry dock. After finding a site which gave on to water of at
least 75 foot depth, preferably with no silting, borings would have to be taken to determine the
resistance of the bottom because it would have to support a large concrete pool which would be
filled with water frequently, and when it was empty would have to support a VLCC which would
be resting on blocks at the bottom of the empty pool. They explained about the necessity of
infrastructure, such as roads, electricity, etc. Notes were taken and I felt much better informed
than when I had met Sheikh Yamani in Vienna, but I greatly feared that none of the ideal
conditions described would be found in Saudi Arabia.I returned to London and was keen to
apply for my Saudi Arabian visa which I had been told sometimes took two to three weeks. My
travel agent sent me a visa application form and amongst the usual information and photograph
requested was a certificate of religion. I understood the reason, but wondered how I could prove
I was a Christian as I did not attend Church regularly. I went to the American Embassy for help,
but it was explained they never got involved in religious matters.There was a very pleasant
church – Holy Trinity, Brompton – which I passed frequently as it provided a short-cut to Hyde
Park where I went for my early morning walk. I called in, met the Vicar, the Reverend Nicolas
Rivett-Carnac, and explained my problem. He asked me if I was a Christian and I replied in the
affirmative. He then sat down and wrote out a statement on Holy Trinity letterhead that I was
known to him and was a Christian. This was all I needed to complete my visa application.Nicolas
and I became friends over the years and I regularly attended services at Holy Trinity. He came
from a Naval family and after leaving school had worked in the city for a firm of shipbrokers,
Clarksons, that I knew well. He had found that sort of work did not offer him enough motivation



and he became ordained as a Minister of the Church. He was very committed to helping the lost
young people, particularly the drug addicted. He has subsequently opened a mission in the East
end of London where he now devotes all of his time.After several visits to the visa section of the
Saudi Embassy, my visa was ready, and I cabled Sheikh Yamani that I would arrive in Jeddah on
25 August.1JANUARY – AUGUST 1969In January 1969, Jack Hartshorn telephoned me to say
that there had been an indication of interest in the dry dock memorandum. He said that early
next month someone from Petromin, the Saudi National Oil Company, would be in London and
perhaps a meeting could be arranged. This was great news. I busied myself polishing my
presentation of the beneficial aspects of the dry dock and what I considered Saudi Arabia
should find of interest.At the beginning of February Jack telephoned to arrange a meeting with
Maurice Brunel, Consultant to Petromin. We met in a suite at the London Hilton. Maurice Brunel
is a Frenchman, with a long and interesting background in the oil industry, previously heading
the Shell Company in Indo China. He had worked for Petromin the previous five years and lived
in Riyadh. His special advice was related to down-stream operations which started with crude oil
and converted it into the various products an oil company marketed – petrol, fertilizers, lube oil,
LP-gas, petrochemicals, etc. We talked for over an hour, and Maurice said he would recommend
the project for His Excellency the Minister’s consideration.Joyously I left the Hilton and felt we
had made a start. I very much hoped that I would have the opportunity of meeting with Sheikh
Yamani so that I could personally try to ‘sell’ the dry dock idea which was gaining momentum all
the time.A couple of weeks later Jack telephoned to say that Sheikh Yamani would like to see
me at the Carlton Tower on 27 February at 17:00. Jack and I met in the lobby just before the
appointed hour and the hall porter telephoned the Minister’s suite to say that we were
downstairs. Shortly afterwards, a young man in Western clothes, but wearing the traditional
Saudi goatee and moustache came up to us. Jack introduced me to Hisham Ali Reza, the
Deputy Governor of Petromin. He was a very personable chap who, of course, spoke flawless
English. I asked him if he was a relation to the Ali Reza who had brought the holy water from
Saudi Arabia at the launching of the Onassis tanker Al Malik Saud Al Awal in 1953. He said that
had been his father. I mentioned that I had met him as I was at the launch which took place in
Hamburg. I was at the time Managing Director for Niarchos (Hamburg) GmbH. Actually, he
looked very much like his father, with an intelligent face and a great dignity of bearing. We went
up to Sheikh Yamani’s suite, in which six young Saudis were sitting. Ali Reza introduced us, Jack
knew them all. Nothing much was said, except an offer of tea or coffee, which we knew better
than to decline. Afterwards there was silence and I felt the scrutiny of piercing Arab eyes trying to
determine if I was up to some con game. Finally, the waiter arrived and we all occupied
ourselves with the cup and saucer we were holding. Time passed slowly, but eventually the door
opened and Sheikh Yamani walked in holding a small dog. He shook hands and greeted me in
the courtly way of the statesman which he is. His manner was a combination of austerity, dignity,
and gentle welcome; I shall never forget my first meeting with that charismatic man. He sat
cuddling a mink coloured Pomeranian in his lap, and listened while I explained the dry dock



proposal. He kept quiet and stared at me, as if trying to read beyond what I was saying. When I
finished, he asked whether I had an estimate of cost and how long it would take to build; I did not
know the answer to either question. He requested me to prepare a feasibility study for him to
consider. I said I would, thanked him and departed.Afterwards many questions occurred to me,
the answers to which I felt were important to the input of the feasibility study. I telephoned him at
the Carlton Tower the next day, hoping for a second meeting, and was told that he had gone
down to Sutton Place to spend the day with the multi-millionaire John Paul Getty. He left England
immediately after, so I had to proceed with the study on my own assumptions.I wanted a visual
lay-out of what the dry dock complex would look like to include in my study, which I knew would
have too many words and numbers to make interesting reading. A plan, or schematic drawing,
would not be enough. What was wanted was an artist’s impression, complete with palm trees. I
could see considerable costs being incurred in putting together the material, with nothing
tangible apart from Sheikh Yamani’s request for a study. I was so convinced of the suitability of
the project that I decided I would take the risk of supporting the costs involved.I went to Spain to
see an old friend, a shipowner in Bilbao, who was Chairman of the shipping company Naviera
Vizcaina. This was Don Fernando de Azqueta. He had previously told me of a Spanish
engineering company, SENER, which was operated by a brilliant scientist, Manual Sendagorta,
who had worked with Werner von Braun on the American space programme. Returning to Spain,
Sendagorta had formed a company which specialised in maritime construction, breakwaters,
dry docks, harbours and dams. A meeting was arranged. I told Sendagorta of the feasibility
study I had been asked to prepare by Sheikh Yamani. I invited SENER to participate in it to
provide initial design, estimate of cost and building time, and above all, an attractive
comprehensible picture of what it would look like when it was finished. I would provide estimates
of labour costs and other operating overheads, as well as an estimate of the number of ships to
be docked and repair revenue in order to project a cash flow. Manuel Sandegorta agreed, and
thus began our intense joint effort with fortnightly flights to Spain.I was still working as a
consultant for NLPG and my visits to Newcastie to attend at NLPG were extremely useful. There
was a lot of paperwork beginning to accumulate for the dry dock study and Sylvia was
invaluable. There were such office machines as photocopiers, calculators, etc., which I did not
have in my study in London. Work progressed and an excellent drawing of the dry dock complex
had been made in Spain.On 14 May Hisham Ali Reza, Jack Hartshorn and I met in London. I
showed them the draft of the feasibility study and the coloured drawing of the dry dock. Hisham
Ali Reza said that he was returning to the Kingdom (all Saudis referred to their country as the
Kingdom) and would show it to His Excellency Dr. Abdulhady Taher, the Governor of Petromin. I
would not part with the draft study, explaining that I was still waiting for some input before the
calculations could be completed, but I gave him a colour photograph of the dry dock drawing.On
19 May I received a cable from Dr. Taher confirming interest in the dry dock project. Another step
forward on that very long road. On 28 May I had my second meeting with Sheikh Yamani in
London. I showed him the feasibility study and gave him a copy. It was very encouraging to find



him still interested personally in the project and this time he asked a number of informed
questions, showing that he had been talking with others about the project. I assumed he had
asked ARAMCO (Arabian American Oil Company, comprising Exxon, Texaco, Chevron and
Mobil), the concessionaires for oil production in Saudi Arabia, for their opinion of an Arabian Gulf
VLCC dry dock. He asked the vital question, who would operate the dry dock as there was
certainly no indigenous skill of that type in the Kingdom? A great deal of thought and discussion
had taken place concerning that matter over the past year, and I was able to answer Sheikh
Yamani’s question. I explained it would be necessary to make a long-term, say ten-year,
management contract with a well-known ship-repairer who would provide all management
services and workforce down to unskilled labour, until over the contract period all of the jobs
could be carried out by Saudi Nationals. One of the duties of the management company would
be to establish a training school. This appeared to spark new thinking and interest on the part of
Sheikh Yamani. He asked me if I could find suitable managers with a workforce able to come to
the Arabian Gulf. My answer was an incautious affirmative. Sheikh Yamani said he would discuss
it when he got back to the Kingdom. He said he would be in Vienna for an OPEC Meeting on 3
July and requested me to meet him there. In the mean time he asked me to think of some
shipyard which might be interested in the management role. This time there was recognizable
progress, but I also became aware that soon I might have to prove that an operator could be
found and I began to review in my mind all the shipyards I knew and which ones might be
suitable and willing to send more than 1,000 men out to the Arabian Gulf.On 5 July following the
OPEC Meeting, Jack Hartshorn and I met Sheikh Yamani in his suite at the Hotel Imperial in
Vienna. With him was Dr. Taher. Dr. Taher was altogether different from Sheikh Yamani. He
spoke, acted and resembled an American. He has been aptly called a ‘ball of fire’. His was a
very pragmatic pugnacious personality. He came straight to the point and didn’t mind being
offensive; there was none of the diplomacy of the Minister, but as with Sheikh Yamani, I took an
immediate liking to him. Sheikh Yamani asked me to outline the project to Dr. Taher. When I
finished he asked, ‘Where do you come in?’ This was a question for which I was honestly
unprepared. I hadn’t thought that far forward. I could only reply, ‘I don’t know yet.’ Sheikh Yamani
said that I should come to Saudi Arabia to investigate whether there was a suitable place to
locate the dock. He told me to cable him in Taif after I knew the date of my arrival. He explained
that the Government moved to Taif in the summer because temperatures in Riyadh, the capital,
became unbearable. Taif was at an altitude of 1,500 metres above sea level. I returned to
London aware that I was becoming deeply involved and hopeful that I would be able to perform
on such unfamiliar terrain.On my return to London it became very necessary to meet with
SENER in Spain before my trip to Saudi Arabia. I had to learn as much as possible about the
problems of building a dry dock on an Arabian Gulf shore. I anticipated being confronted by
experts when I got to Saudi Arabia. Sheikh Yamani had suggested that I arrive in Taif during the
last half of August, when he was certain to be there. Happily this left me more than a month to
prepare my information.In Spain Fernando Azqueta disclosed some of the new problems



shipowners were experiencing in operating VLCCs. He said that his company had ordered two
such ships from AESA (Astilleros Española SA), the Spanish nationalized group of shipbuilders.
I asked Fernando if AESA did any repairs in their newbuilding dock and was informed that it
would be very unprofitable for them as it would interfere with their building programme. It took 5–
6 months to build a VLCC hull, and as soon as it was floated out, the keel plates for the next hull
would be laid down, thus enabling the yard to produce two VLCCs per year. They could not
afford to interrupt the programme and tie up the dock for 8–10 days to repair a ship in it.As well
as Fernando, other people in Spain were extremely co-operative. Spain produced no oil, nor did
it have concessions in oil-producing countries. The fact that my investigation appeared to be on
behalf of Saudi Arabia excited them very much as they hoped it might lead to a direct oil
contract, thus by-passing the major oil companies. Talk of oil was avoided and skirted whenever
it was frequently raised; I only said that if this project was realized and Spain was involved, they
would certainly have the opportunity to meet with Petromin and have the chance to discuss oil.
In all fairness, their help was given with no strings attached, and they painstakingly explained to
a layman the problem of constructing a dry dock. After finding a site which gave on to water of at
least 75 foot depth, preferably with no silting, borings would have to be taken to determine the
resistance of the bottom because it would have to support a large concrete pool which would be
filled with water frequently, and when it was empty would have to support a VLCC which would
be resting on blocks at the bottom of the empty pool. They explained about the necessity of
infrastructure, such as roads, electricity, etc. Notes were taken and I felt much better informed
than when I had met Sheikh Yamani in Vienna, but I greatly feared that none of the ideal
conditions described would be found in Saudi Arabia.I returned to London and was keen to
apply for my Saudi Arabian visa which I had been told sometimes took two to three weeks. My
travel agent sent me a visa application form and amongst the usual information and photograph
requested was a certificate of religion. I understood the reason, but wondered how I could prove
I was a Christian as I did not attend Church regularly. I went to the American Embassy for help,
but it was explained they never got involved in religious matters.There was a very pleasant
church – Holy Trinity, Brompton – which I passed frequently as it provided a short-cut to Hyde
Park where I went for my early morning walk. I called in, met the Vicar, the Reverend Nicolas
Rivett-Carnac, and explained my problem. He asked me if I was a Christian and I replied in the
affirmative. He then sat down and wrote out a statement on Holy Trinity letterhead that I was
known to him and was a Christian. This was all I needed to complete my visa application.Nicolas
and I became friends over the years and I regularly attended services at Holy Trinity. He came
from a Naval family and after leaving school had worked in the city for a firm of shipbrokers,
Clarksons, that I knew well. He had found that sort of work did not offer him enough motivation
and he became ordained as a Minister of the Church. He was very committed to helping the lost
young people, particularly the drug addicted. He has subsequently opened a mission in the East
end of London where he now devotes all of his time.After several visits to the visa section of the
Saudi Embassy, my visa was ready, and I cabled Sheikh Yamani that I would arrive in Jeddah on



25 August.2AUGUST 1969Aboard a BOAC (British Overseas Airways Corporation, now British
Airways) VC10 heading for Jeddah that day in August 1969, I did not know what to expect. The
last time I had been near the Arabian Peninsula was in 1946 when I had been an airline captain
with KLM and we made a regular fuel stop in Bahrain en route to Djakarta (then named Batavia).
I knew it would be very hot and humid and absolutely dry as far as alcoholic drinks were
concerned. It was quite amusing as the stewardess appeared during the last hour of the seven
hour flight and asked disembarking passengers for Jeddah if they would like a drink. She offered
me a whisky and said, ‘Last chance, you know’.Jeddah airport at that time was relatively
primitive, apart from the very long reinforced runways which a jet needed to take off in the hot
summer months. When the cabin door was opened, we were assailed by a blast of hot humid air
and could see a Pakistani man in sandals slowly pushing the steps up to the aircraft. He was in
no hurry, it was much too hot to hurry. It was dark, about 19:30 local time. We had to walk at least
250 metres into the terminal building where we arrived drenched with sweat which was
beginning to seep through our jackets. The building was not air-conditioned and the ten other
passengers who had left the aircraft with me got in line behind the immigration desk. Our
passports were slowly scrutinized, every page turned over in case an Israeli visa or immigration
stamp was showing. As each page was turned, the official would lift his gaze from the document
and stare at us with an accusatory glance. We were not Muslims and therefore suspect. At last
we were all cleared and able to proceed to the customs hall to collect our luggage – but it hadn’t
arrived. At first I thought it had been left on the aircraft and would be sent back from Bombay; I
looked through the window; the VC10 was still on the ground and I saw the same Pakistani crawl
into the hold of the aircraft and hand down one suitcase at a time to his less efficient helper. The
helper took the piece of luggage, walked half way to the terminal, put it down, and returned to
the aircraft to receive another case from the man inside the hold. This went on until about fifteen
suitcases were piled half-way between the aircraft and the terminal building. At that point, the
senior man arrived with a hand-cart on which his helper piled three pieces of luggage. After five
trips, all the baggage was in the customs hall. Each suitcase was thoroughly searched by a
white-robed customs officer in case anyone had been trying to smuggle alcoholic beverages. At
last I retrieved my suitcase and made for the exit. It was then 21:05.A young man in traditional
dress stepped forward and, in impeccable English, introduced himself as Abdulla Gamma from
Petromin. I said I hoped he had not been waiting long, to which he replied, ‘Not at all, you came
through quite quickly’. A Petromin car drove us to the Kandarah Palace Hotel, where a room had
been booked. Abdulla Gamma told me he would call for me the following morning at 5:00 in
order to take the 5:30 flight to Taif, and we said goodnight.It was my first stay at the Kandarah,
but I got to know it well; for years it was the best hotel in Jeddah and because it was so much
better than the others it was very difficult to get a room unless Petromin or the Ministry of
Petroleum booked it. In 1969 the great influx of every kind of Western and Eastern business man
was just beginning. The availability of hotel rooms caught up with the situation seven years later.
Until then it was not uncommon to see senior Vice-Presidents of major banks, with shoes and



jackets off, curled up on one of the sofas in the lobby, where they would spend the night hoping
that on the following day the meeting they had come for would take place and not be postponed
again. Most people in the lobby had large litre bottles of Soha mineral water to assuage their
thirst during the night as all service stopped before midnight. Up until 1978, the lobby of the hotel
resembled the lounge of a busy airport during the holiday season – but there was hope of giant
rewards for their patience.I was ready for Mr. Gamma at 5:00 the following morning and we
walked the short distance to the airport. There was no check-in desk; one showed a valid ticket
at the barrier and then waited. Just before departure time the gate was opened and everyone ran
for the front or rear door of the Saudi Airlines Douglas DC9. Sometimes there would not be a
seat and one would be turned back to catch the next flight two hours later. When Abdulla
Gamma said run, I ran, and we found two seats together. He explained he had proposed the first
flight as it was easier to find a seat. We took off for Taif. I noticed that the map showed we made
a detour so as not to fly over Mecca, which was en route. He explained that this was also the
case with the road, to ensure that no non-Muslims enter or pass over Mecca, the most holy city
in the Muslim world. It was a short flight and we arrived at Taif airport at 6:15. We took a taxi to
the Messarrah Hotel. Abdulla said it was too early to go to the Ministry of Petroleum office so we
had breakfast.At 8:00 we walked the short distance from the hotel to the office of the Ministry of
Petroleum, which was also shared with Petromin. There was a very marked difference between
the temperature and humidity of Jeddah and Taif. Taif was sunny and dry with a temperature of
about 18°C. I felt very exhilarated and didn’t know whether it was due to the climate or to the fact
that I would soon be meeting Sheikh Yamani to discuss the dry dock project.Abdulla conducted
me into the waiting room. A short time later I was shown into Sheikh Yamani’s office. On our
previous three meetings he had been dressed in Western clothes, but on that day he was
wearing the spotless white robes native to the Kingdom. He smiled and welcomed me with his
usual courtesy. Over the next few years I was to meet him often, and on each occasion I was
impressed by what might be described as his extra dimension. There was at once a feeling of
immense power, and at the same time, gentleness. He was naturally diplomatic and chose his
words with a lawyer’s gravity. His self-control was immense. One could not imagine him losing
his temper, even in heated OPEC debate. I never heard him malign anyone, not even ministers
of radical Arab countries with whom he was often in opposition over policy. Perhaps the single
quality which emerged most strongly was his great depth. The intelligence observed through the
expression of his eyes was based on a profound wisdom.After we sat down, he handed me
several maps – admiralty charts showing the Eastern coastline of Saudi Arabia and the shores of
the Arabian Gulf. He asked me to look at them and in a little while he and Dr. Taher would have a
further meeting with me. I studied the charts and was disappointed to find very shallow water
near the coast, except at Dammam which, although deeper, was only about 26 foot. I was
hoping to find at least 45–50 foot close on shore. There were few roads, except in the Dammam
area.Dr. Taher invited me into his office. He explained that the Minister (as Sheikh Yamani was
called by his colleagues) had to attend the morning conference with the King (Faisal). Dr. Taher



came immediately to the point and said that Petromin would like to engage my services as
consultant on the dry dock project. We quickly agreed terms, and I was pleased at last to have
an official sponsor which would make my dealings with third parties easier. We talked about the
dry dock and whether I thought it would be financially viable. From the beginning I am pleased
that I did not mislead on that point. I replied that the dry dock had many advantages, such as a
source of training in engineering skills, an industrial venture with spin-off, a facility which would
surely be used to capacity by shipowners, but the building cost would be at least double that of a
dry dock in Europe or Japan, and expatriate labour on which the repair yard would depend in the
initial years would also probably be double the cost of that in Europe or Japan because of
overseas pay allowances, housing to be created, and even transportation out and repatriation
every two years.Dr. Taher said he had assumed that, but they still wished to proceed because
the Minister and he recognized the dry dock as a logical step towards industrialization. Steel
factories or automobile plants would be even greater loss leaders. I was relieved to hear this
pragmatic approach in accepting that the dry dock would not be profitable.Sheikh Yamani joined
us and said that Prince Naif had invited him to lunch and Dr. Taher and I were included in the
invitation. Sheikh Yamani led me to his car and introduced me to his three young children, Mai,
Maha and Hanni. Mai was 11, Maha 9 and Hanni 7. We drove off, Sheikh Yamani at the wheel,
and he pointed out the King’s palace and various other sights as we left Taif heading for the
open country. I was surprised how green the countryside was. Sheikh Yamani said that grapes,
peaches and figs grew in abundance and we were going to have an outdoor lunch in a
pomegranate grove. We drove down a lane into a field where there were two large tents and
many cars parked. We walked to the first tent and took our shoes off. The ground was covered
with carpets. Prince Naif greeted Sheikh Yamani and I was introduced to him. He was one of the
sons of the founder of the country, Abdul Aziz ibn Saud, who had been King for 51 years. Prince
Naif had his father’s height, and the characteristic moustache and goatee, very black hair and
eyes contrasting with pale skin. A fierce but smiling countenance. There were about 50 guests,
all male except for Mai and Maha. We sat down on the carpets with our legs drawn up under us.
We were served sweet mint tea and a variety of fruit juices. I can recommend the pomegranate
juice for its remarkable flavour, tangy and not too sweet. Soon giant Sudanese passed among
us, dipped our hands in a bowl of water and then dried them for us, with a clean unused towel for
each guest. It soon became apparent there were no Saudis doing domestic jobs. There were no
poor, the desert Bedouin was too proud to do menial work. Labour was imported from the Sudan
for unskilled jobs – domestics, waiters, etc., and semi-skilled jobs, such as airport workers, were
done by Pakistanis.We followed our host into the next tent where, in the centre, was an immense
feast of lamb, cooked vegetables, salads, fruits and various breads which had been arranged in
a very decorous pattern. As at a buffet, everyone was handed a plate, but no knives and forks.
We were seated in a circle around the tempting spread and reached forward with our right hand
and took whatever appealed. The practice was to select a combination of ingredients from one’s
plate, roll them together with the fingers of the right hand, then transfer them to the mouth. It was



a very light-hearted, happy occasion, with much laughter and animated conversation. At the
right moment, the Sudanese appeared with large coffee pots and little cups, into which they
poured cardamom coffee. They kept filling the small cup until it was turned upside down and one
made as if to shake it. Suddenly, everybody got up, thanked their host, and began looking for
their shoes, which had been left outside the tent. I retrieved mine and sat down in the field to put
them on. However, I was unable to do so as I had no shoe horn. My feet were very long and
narrow, and ready-made shoes do not usually fit me. I have my shoes made to measure and
require a shoe horn to put them on. I walked across the grass stubble with my shoes in my hand
to Sheikh Yamani’s car and explained my problem. He thought it funny and reached into the back
of the car for a briefcase, from which he produced a shoe horn which he handed to me. It was
then 15:30. He said he was going home with the children and that as the next flight to Jeddah
was not until 19:30 he had arranged for a car to drive me there. I thanked him and he said we
would meet at his office the following day and drove off.The drive down to Jeddah was
interesting as the fertile plateau of Taif gradually turned to rocky scrub and then desert. The road
had been built by an Italian construction company and finished fairly recently. It descended
through a series of hairpin turns, not dissimilar from the St. Gotthard Pass. We came to a fork,
with the right-hand being the road to Mecca and the left bypassing Mecca en route to Jeddah,
which had been built for non-Muslims to use.When I arrived at the Kandarah Palace, Abdulla
Gamma was waiting for me. We had dinner together. Although he spoke excellent English, all his
studies had taken place in the Kingdom. He had been to Europe a couple of times, and was
hoping that Petromin would send him to America to study petroleum engineering. He told me
that up to then there were no technical colleges in the Kingdom, and most young Saudis wanting
an engineering education had to go abroad. After dinner he said goodnight, and informed me
that he would come for me at 05:00 the following morning.I went up to my room. It had been an
interesting day of mixed pleasures and I had been appointed consultant to Petromin on the dry
dock project. I felt a strange certainty that the dry dock would be built and that it was being
pushed forward by forces other than myself. It was a moment of elation and I found it hard to
sleep, which in any case would have been difficult as the air-conditioning was not working.
Eventually it was time to get up and meet Abdulla. The same performance to board the aircraft,
and again we were lucky and found two seats. This time we went straight to the offices of the
Ministry where we sat down and were served coffee. We didn’t wait long; at about 7:00 someone
escorted me into Sheikh Yamani’s office; he greeted me and told me that later we would be
joined by some Aramco people to whom he wanted me to explain the dry dock project. He then
excused himself as he had to attend the King at the palace. He said that the Aramco people
were flying over from Dharhan and would arrive around 10:30. He suggested that I might find a
walk through the souk interesting and Abdulla took me on a tour. Every Arab town or city has at
least one souk, which is the general market with individual stalls selling everything from meat to
wool of all colours, nuts, fruit, beaten brass ware, utensils of all kinds, swords, camel saddles,
watches, cigarettes and perfume essence, etc. We bought and ate some fresh dates which were



grown in Taif.When we got back to the office, the Aramco people had arrived and were in with
the Minister. I was sent for, and Sheikh Yamani introduced me to Frank Jungers, General
Manager (later Chairman), and Dick Copeland, Technical Manager. I was asked to explain the
dry dock concept. When I finished, Frank Jungers asked why a shipowner would want to dock
his VLCC in the Arabian Gulf, except in an emergency, which didn’t happen that frequently.
Thanks to Don Fernando Azqueta, I had the answer. I explained that when a VLCC arrived in
Europe and discharged its cargo, it would have to be gas free before a repair yard would accept
it for dry docking. They could not risk a tanker which was not gas free being ignited by a spark
from a metal tool setting off an explosion, not only damaging the tanker, but the dock itself. It
took about seven days to gas free a VLCC. This meant that the vessel would be off-hire for
seven days. Each day off-hire at the then prevailing charter rates cost a shipowner $20,000.
Effectively he would have to add $140,000 to the docking and repair cost. Whereas, a VLCC on
the ballast run from Europe or Japan would vent the tanks and arrive in the Arabian Gulf gas free
and could enter dry dock without delay. Frank Jungers had spent a lot of time in Saudi Arabia
and was not convinced, but Dick Copeland was more supportive. Aramco had been operating in
Saudi Arabia since the 1930s and had created an entire infrastructure to support their 25,000
employees, who lived in a fully American town in the Eastern Province of Saudi Arabia at
Dharhan. Aramco had built hospitals, schools, playing fields, cinemas, and everything that went
with a small American town. The 25,000 people, apart from running the amenities, were mostly
engaged in exploring, drilling and producing oil, and also refining it. Frank Jungers spoke from
his knowledge of how difficult it was to get things done in the Kingdom, with its paucity of local
labour. We discussed the project objectively for over an hour, until Sheikh Yamani announced
that he had invited us all to lunch in the new house he was having built at Al-Hadda, outside of
Taif. He said the Japanese Ambassador and his entourage would also be coming. On the way to
the cars he told me he had sent Abdulla Gamma to the Kandarah in Jeddah to pack my bag and
bring it to the airport. After lunch the Aramco aircraft would fly us to Kuwait where he had a
meeting. Things happened at an interesting pace. Sheikh Yamani received the Japanese
Ambassador in a large reception room of the partially completed house. We were about 12,
Frank Jungers, Dick Copeland, Dr. Taher, the Japanese Ambassador, his six aides and myself.
Fruit drinks were passed around. The Japanese Ambassador asked one of his team to give him
a package which he unwrapped and then presented to Sheikh Yamani. It was the latest multi-
band transistorised tape-deck, very compact. Sheikh Yamani expressed his sincere diplomatic
pleasure. Then the Ambassador told him, ‘Push please marked tape’. Sheikh Yamani did as he
was told, and Arabic music blared forth. We all laughed in sympathy and admired this modern
technocratic nation which equip their Ambassadors as super salesmen. Sheikh Yamani
explained that the dining-room was not yet finished, so we would eat in a tent in the garden. He
had the same enjoyable feast of many delicacies and a whole roast lamb, as I had experienced
the day before.After lunch Sheikh Yamani said goodbye to the Japanese. He took Frank Jungers
in his car, and Dick Copeland and I followed in another. We drove to the airport, about half an



hour’s distance. Waiting on the tarmac by the Aramco aircraft was Abdulla Gamma with my
suitcase. As far as I could observe, things worked very efficiently at the Ministry of Petroleum.
We boarded the aircraft and took off for Kuwait, about an hour’s flight. The Aramco Lear was
very comfortable. During the flight Sheikh Yamani and Frank Jungers talked, and Dick Copeland
provided me with very helpful information about the Saudi coast, water depths, etc. He then very
kindly gave me a printed forecast of the incidence of traffic of vessels over 100,000 DWT to load
at Aramco facilities in the Arabian Gulf on a monthly basis for the next five years. This was really
a piece of privileged information, which formed a basis of many of the future calculations we
were to make on the dry dock throughput.We landed at Kuwait; Sheikh Yamani and I got out, the
others remained on board and the aircraft immediately taxied away for take off. Waiting for
Sheikh Yamani was Sheikh Abdul Rahman Al-Attiki, the Kuwait Minister of Petroleum and Abdul
Aziz Al-Turki, the Deputy Secretary General of OAPEC (Organization of Arab Petroleum
Exporting Countries). We got into two cars, the two Ministers together and Mr. Al-Turki and I
following – with no immigration or customs formalities – straight from aircraft to car to road,
which took us to the Kuwait Sheraton. On arrival Sheikh Yamani told me he would telephone my
room later, some time after dinner. The Kuwait Sheraton was a very pleasant surprise, which I
had not expected to find in the Arab world. It was fully air-conditioned and looked like all other
Sheratons. It even had bacon and ham on the breakfast menu, but Kuwait, like Saudi Arabia,
observed the non-alcoholic beverage rule. Mr. Al-Turki had joined the two Ministers, so I dined
early and then went up to my room and made some notes. At this stage I was more aware of
obstacles to building the dry dock than I was at having made progress.At about 23:00 Sheikh
Yamani telephoned me and asked me to come up to his apartment. He kept a permanent suite at
the hotel, and he showed me the elaborate radio telephone system which enabled him to
communicate at any time with the Kingdom. The ordinary telephone link between the two
countries had not yet been established. The satellite station was still five years away. He told me
that he had caused OAPEC to be formed in 1967, and he was asked to become its first
Secretary General. He felt the dry dock project was something for OAPEC, and would be its first
industrial venture. He said he had discussed this with the Kuwait Minister of Petroleum and the
OAPEC Deputy Secretary General. He suggested, and they had accepted, that Petromin would
pursue the dry dock project on behalf of OAPEC. He had told them that Petromin had retained
me as consultant to progress the dry dock. With that he said goodnight, and wished me a
comfortable flight to London the next day.I left Kuwait the following morning and was home in
London by 16:00 with a lot to tell Marcella.2AUGUST 1969Aboard a BOAC (British Overseas
Airways Corporation, now British Airways) VC10 heading for Jeddah that day in August 1969, I
did not know what to expect. The last time I had been near the Arabian Peninsula was in 1946
when I had been an airline captain with KLM and we made a regular fuel stop in Bahrain en
route to Djakarta (then named Batavia). I knew it would be very hot and humid and absolutely
dry as far as alcoholic drinks were concerned. It was quite amusing as the stewardess appeared
during the last hour of the seven hour flight and asked disembarking passengers for Jeddah if



they would like a drink. She offered me a whisky and said, ‘Last chance, you know’.Jeddah
airport at that time was relatively primitive, apart from the very long reinforced runways which a
jet needed to take off in the hot summer months. When the cabin door was opened, we were
assailed by a blast of hot humid air and could see a Pakistani man in sandals slowly pushing the
steps up to the aircraft. He was in no hurry, it was much too hot to hurry. It was dark, about 19:30
local time. We had to walk at least 250 metres into the terminal building where we arrived
drenched with sweat which was beginning to seep through our jackets. The building was not air-
conditioned and the ten other passengers who had left the aircraft with me got in line behind the
immigration desk. Our passports were slowly scrutinized, every page turned over in case an
Israeli visa or immigration stamp was showing. As each page was turned, the official would lift
his gaze from the document and stare at us with an accusatory glance. We were not Muslims
and therefore suspect. At last we were all cleared and able to proceed to the customs hall to
collect our luggage – but it hadn’t arrived. At first I thought it had been left on the aircraft and
would be sent back from Bombay; I looked through the window; the VC10 was still on the ground
and I saw the same Pakistani crawl into the hold of the aircraft and hand down one suitcase at a
time to his less efficient helper. The helper took the piece of luggage, walked half way to the
terminal, put it down, and returned to the aircraft to receive another case from the man inside the
hold. This went on until about fifteen suitcases were piled half-way between the aircraft and the
terminal building. At that point, the senior man arrived with a hand-cart on which his helper piled
three pieces of luggage. After five trips, all the baggage was in the customs hall. Each suitcase
was thoroughly searched by a white-robed customs officer in case anyone had been trying to
smuggle alcoholic beverages. At last I retrieved my suitcase and made for the exit. It was then
21:05.A young man in traditional dress stepped forward and, in impeccable English, introduced
himself as Abdulla Gamma from Petromin. I said I hoped he had not been waiting long, to which
he replied, ‘Not at all, you came through quite quickly’. A Petromin car drove us to the Kandarah
Palace Hotel, where a room had been booked. Abdulla Gamma told me he would call for me the
following morning at 5:00 in order to take the 5:30 flight to Taif, and we said goodnight.It was my
first stay at the Kandarah, but I got to know it well; for years it was the best hotel in Jeddah and
because it was so much better than the others it was very difficult to get a room unless Petromin
or the Ministry of Petroleum booked it. In 1969 the great influx of every kind of Western and
Eastern business man was just beginning. The availability of hotel rooms caught up with the
situation seven years later. Until then it was not uncommon to see senior Vice-Presidents of
major banks, with shoes and jackets off, curled up on one of the sofas in the lobby, where they
would spend the night hoping that on the following day the meeting they had come for would
take place and not be postponed again. Most people in the lobby had large litre bottles of Soha
mineral water to assuage their thirst during the night as all service stopped before midnight. Up
until 1978, the lobby of the hotel resembled the lounge of a busy airport during the holiday
season – but there was hope of giant rewards for their patience.I was ready for Mr. Gamma at
5:00 the following morning and we walked the short distance to the airport. There was no check-



in desk; one showed a valid ticket at the barrier and then waited. Just before departure time the
gate was opened and everyone ran for the front or rear door of the Saudi Airlines Douglas DC9.
Sometimes there would not be a seat and one would be turned back to catch the next flight two
hours later. When Abdulla Gamma said run, I ran, and we found two seats together. He
explained he had proposed the first flight as it was easier to find a seat. We took off for Taif. I
noticed that the map showed we made a detour so as not to fly over Mecca, which was en route.
He explained that this was also the case with the road, to ensure that no non-Muslims enter or
pass over Mecca, the most holy city in the Muslim world. It was a short flight and we arrived at
Taif airport at 6:15. We took a taxi to the Messarrah Hotel. Abdulla said it was too early to go to
the Ministry of Petroleum office so we had breakfast.At 8:00 we walked the short distance from
the hotel to the office of the Ministry of Petroleum, which was also shared with Petromin. There
was a very marked difference between the temperature and humidity of Jeddah and Taif. Taif
was sunny and dry with a temperature of about 18°C. I felt very exhilarated and didn’t know
whether it was due to the climate or to the fact that I would soon be meeting Sheikh Yamani to
discuss the dry dock project.Abdulla conducted me into the waiting room. A short time later I
was shown into Sheikh Yamani’s office. On our previous three meetings he had been dressed in
Western clothes, but on that day he was wearing the spotless white robes native to the Kingdom.
He smiled and welcomed me with his usual courtesy. Over the next few years I was to meet him
often, and on each occasion I was impressed by what might be described as his extra
dimension. There was at once a feeling of immense power, and at the same time, gentleness.
He was naturally diplomatic and chose his words with a lawyer’s gravity. His self-control was
immense. One could not imagine him losing his temper, even in heated OPEC debate. I never
heard him malign anyone, not even ministers of radical Arab countries with whom he was often
in opposition over policy. Perhaps the single quality which emerged most strongly was his great
depth. The intelligence observed through the expression of his eyes was based on a profound
wisdom.After we sat down, he handed me several maps – admiralty charts showing the Eastern
coastline of Saudi Arabia and the shores of the Arabian Gulf. He asked me to look at them and in
a little while he and Dr. Taher would have a further meeting with me. I studied the charts and was
disappointed to find very shallow water near the coast, except at Dammam which, although
deeper, was only about 26 foot. I was hoping to find at least 45–50 foot close on shore. There
were few roads, except in the Dammam area.Dr. Taher invited me into his office. He explained
that the Minister (as Sheikh Yamani was called by his colleagues) had to attend the morning
conference with the King (Faisal). Dr. Taher came immediately to the point and said that
Petromin would like to engage my services as consultant on the dry dock project. We quickly
agreed terms, and I was pleased at last to have an official sponsor which would make my
dealings with third parties easier. We talked about the dry dock and whether I thought it would be
financially viable. From the beginning I am pleased that I did not mislead on that point. I replied
that the dry dock had many advantages, such as a source of training in engineering skills, an
industrial venture with spin-off, a facility which would surely be used to capacity by shipowners,



but the building cost would be at least double that of a dry dock in Europe or Japan, and
expatriate labour on which the repair yard would depend in the initial years would also probably
be double the cost of that in Europe or Japan because of overseas pay allowances, housing to
be created, and even transportation out and repatriation every two years.Dr. Taher said he had
assumed that, but they still wished to proceed because the Minister and he recognized the dry
dock as a logical step towards industrialization. Steel factories or automobile plants would be
even greater loss leaders. I was relieved to hear this pragmatic approach in accepting that the
dry dock would not be profitable.Sheikh Yamani joined us and said that Prince Naif had invited
him to lunch and Dr. Taher and I were included in the invitation. Sheikh Yamani led me to his car
and introduced me to his three young children, Mai, Maha and Hanni. Mai was 11, Maha 9 and
Hanni 7. We drove off, Sheikh Yamani at the wheel, and he pointed out the King’s palace and
various other sights as we left Taif heading for the open country. I was surprised how green the
countryside was. Sheikh Yamani said that grapes, peaches and figs grew in abundance and we
were going to have an outdoor lunch in a pomegranate grove. We drove down a lane into a field
where there were two large tents and many cars parked. We walked to the first tent and took our
shoes off. The ground was covered with carpets. Prince Naif greeted Sheikh Yamani and I was
introduced to him. He was one of the sons of the founder of the country, Abdul Aziz ibn Saud,
who had been King for 51 years. Prince Naif had his father’s height, and the characteristic
moustache and goatee, very black hair and eyes contrasting with pale skin. A fierce but smiling
countenance. There were about 50 guests, all male except for Mai and Maha. We sat down on
the carpets with our legs drawn up under us. We were served sweet mint tea and a variety of fruit
juices. I can recommend the pomegranate juice for its remarkable flavour, tangy and not too
sweet. Soon giant Sudanese passed among us, dipped our hands in a bowl of water and then
dried them for us, with a clean unused towel for each guest. It soon became apparent there were
no Saudis doing domestic jobs. There were no poor, the desert Bedouin was too proud to do
menial work. Labour was imported from the Sudan for unskilled jobs – domestics, waiters, etc.,
and semi-skilled jobs, such as airport workers, were done by Pakistanis.We followed our host
into the next tent where, in the centre, was an immense feast of lamb, cooked vegetables,
salads, fruits and various breads which had been arranged in a very decorous pattern. As at a
buffet, everyone was handed a plate, but no knives and forks. We were seated in a circle around
the tempting spread and reached forward with our right hand and took whatever appealed. The
practice was to select a combination of ingredients from one’s plate, roll them together with the
fingers of the right hand, then transfer them to the mouth. It was a very light-hearted, happy
occasion, with much laughter and animated conversation. At the right moment, the Sudanese
appeared with large coffee pots and little cups, into which they poured cardamom coffee. They
kept filling the small cup until it was turned upside down and one made as if to shake it.
Suddenly, everybody got up, thanked their host, and began looking for their shoes, which had
been left outside the tent. I retrieved mine and sat down in the field to put them on. However, I
was unable to do so as I had no shoe horn. My feet were very long and narrow, and ready-made



shoes do not usually fit me. I have my shoes made to measure and require a shoe horn to put
them on. I walked across the grass stubble with my shoes in my hand to Sheikh Yamani’s car
and explained my problem. He thought it funny and reached into the back of the car for a
briefcase, from which he produced a shoe horn which he handed to me. It was then 15:30. He
said he was going home with the children and that as the next flight to Jeddah was not until
19:30 he had arranged for a car to drive me there. I thanked him and he said we would meet at
his office the following day and drove off.The drive down to Jeddah was interesting as the fertile
plateau of Taif gradually turned to rocky scrub and then desert. The road had been built by an
Italian construction company and finished fairly recently. It descended through a series of hairpin
turns, not dissimilar from the St. Gotthard Pass. We came to a fork, with the right-hand being the
road to Mecca and the left bypassing Mecca en route to Jeddah, which had been built for non-
Muslims to use.When I arrived at the Kandarah Palace, Abdulla Gamma was waiting for me. We
had dinner together. Although he spoke excellent English, all his studies had taken place in the
Kingdom. He had been to Europe a couple of times, and was hoping that Petromin would send
him to America to study petroleum engineering. He told me that up to then there were no
technical colleges in the Kingdom, and most young Saudis wanting an engineering education
had to go abroad. After dinner he said goodnight, and informed me that he would come for me at
05:00 the following morning.I went up to my room. It had been an interesting day of mixed
pleasures and I had been appointed consultant to Petromin on the dry dock project. I felt a
strange certainty that the dry dock would be built and that it was being pushed forward by forces
other than myself. It was a moment of elation and I found it hard to sleep, which in any case
would have been difficult as the air-conditioning was not working. Eventually it was time to get up
and meet Abdulla. The same performance to board the aircraft, and again we were lucky and
found two seats. This time we went straight to the offices of the Ministry where we sat down and
were served coffee. We didn’t wait long; at about 7:00 someone escorted me into Sheikh
Yamani’s office; he greeted me and told me that later we would be joined by some Aramco
people to whom he wanted me to explain the dry dock project. He then excused himself as he
had to attend the King at the palace. He said that the Aramco people were flying over from
Dharhan and would arrive around 10:30. He suggested that I might find a walk through the souk
interesting and Abdulla took me on a tour. Every Arab town or city has at least one souk, which is
the general market with individual stalls selling everything from meat to wool of all colours, nuts,
fruit, beaten brass ware, utensils of all kinds, swords, camel saddles, watches, cigarettes and
perfume essence, etc. We bought and ate some fresh dates which were grown in Taif.When we
got back to the office, the Aramco people had arrived and were in with the Minister. I was sent
for, and Sheikh Yamani introduced me to Frank Jungers, General Manager (later Chairman), and
Dick Copeland, Technical Manager. I was asked to explain the dry dock concept. When I
finished, Frank Jungers asked why a shipowner would want to dock his VLCC in the Arabian
Gulf, except in an emergency, which didn’t happen that frequently. Thanks to Don Fernando
Azqueta, I had the answer. I explained that when a VLCC arrived in Europe and discharged its



cargo, it would have to be gas free before a repair yard would accept it for dry docking. They
could not risk a tanker which was not gas free being ignited by a spark from a metal tool setting
off an explosion, not only damaging the tanker, but the dock itself. It took about seven days to
gas free a VLCC. This meant that the vessel would be off-hire for seven days. Each day off-hire
at the then prevailing charter rates cost a shipowner $20,000. Effectively he would have to add
$140,000 to the docking and repair cost. Whereas, a VLCC on the ballast run from Europe or
Japan would vent the tanks and arrive in the Arabian Gulf gas free and could enter dry dock
without delay. Frank Jungers had spent a lot of time in Saudi Arabia and was not convinced, but
Dick Copeland was more supportive. Aramco had been operating in Saudi Arabia since the
1930s and had created an entire infrastructure to support their 25,000 employees, who lived in a
fully American town in the Eastern Province of Saudi Arabia at Dharhan. Aramco had built
hospitals, schools, playing fields, cinemas, and everything that went with a small American town.
The 25,000 people, apart from running the amenities, were mostly engaged in exploring, drilling
and producing oil, and also refining it. Frank Jungers spoke from his knowledge of how difficult it
was to get things done in the Kingdom, with its paucity of local labour. We discussed the project
objectively for over an hour, until Sheikh Yamani announced that he had invited us all to lunch in
the new house he was having built at Al-Hadda, outside of Taif. He said the Japanese
Ambassador and his entourage would also be coming. On the way to the cars he told me he had
sent Abdulla Gamma to the Kandarah in Jeddah to pack my bag and bring it to the airport. After
lunch the Aramco aircraft would fly us to Kuwait where he had a meeting. Things happened at an
interesting pace. Sheikh Yamani received the Japanese Ambassador in a large reception room
of the partially completed house. We were about 12, Frank Jungers, Dick Copeland, Dr. Taher,
the Japanese Ambassador, his six aides and myself. Fruit drinks were passed around. The
Japanese Ambassador asked one of his team to give him a package which he unwrapped and
then presented to Sheikh Yamani. It was the latest multi-band transistorised tape-deck, very
compact. Sheikh Yamani expressed his sincere diplomatic pleasure. Then the Ambassador told
him, ‘Push please marked tape’. Sheikh Yamani did as he was told, and Arabic music blared
forth. We all laughed in sympathy and admired this modern technocratic nation which equip their
Ambassadors as super salesmen. Sheikh Yamani explained that the dining-room was not yet
finished, so we would eat in a tent in the garden. He had the same enjoyable feast of many
delicacies and a whole roast lamb, as I had experienced the day before.After lunch Sheikh
Yamani said goodbye to the Japanese. He took Frank Jungers in his car, and Dick Copeland and
I followed in another. We drove to the airport, about half an hour’s distance. Waiting on the
tarmac by the Aramco aircraft was Abdulla Gamma with my suitcase. As far as I could observe,
things worked very efficiently at the Ministry of Petroleum. We boarded the aircraft and took off
for Kuwait, about an hour’s flight. The Aramco Lear was very comfortable. During the flight
Sheikh Yamani and Frank Jungers talked, and Dick Copeland provided me with very helpful
information about the Saudi coast, water depths, etc. He then very kindly gave me a printed
forecast of the incidence of traffic of vessels over 100,000 DWT to load at Aramco facilities in the



Arabian Gulf on a monthly basis for the next five years. This was really a piece of privileged
information, which formed a basis of many of the future calculations we were to make on the dry
dock throughput.We landed at Kuwait; Sheikh Yamani and I got out, the others remained on
board and the aircraft immediately taxied away for take off. Waiting for Sheikh Yamani was
Sheikh Abdul Rahman Al-Attiki, the Kuwait Minister of Petroleum and Abdul Aziz Al-Turki, the
Deputy Secretary General of OAPEC (Organization of Arab Petroleum Exporting Countries). We
got into two cars, the two Ministers together and Mr. Al-Turki and I following – with no
immigration or customs formalities – straight from aircraft to car to road, which took us to the
Kuwait Sheraton. On arrival Sheikh Yamani told me he would telephone my room later, some
time after dinner. The Kuwait Sheraton was a very pleasant surprise, which I had not expected to
find in the Arab world. It was fully air-conditioned and looked like all other Sheratons. It even had
bacon and ham on the breakfast menu, but Kuwait, like Saudi Arabia, observed the non-
alcoholic beverage rule. Mr. Al-Turki had joined the two Ministers, so I dined early and then went
up to my room and made some notes. At this stage I was more aware of obstacles to building the
dry dock than I was at having made progress.At about 23:00 Sheikh Yamani telephoned me and
asked me to come up to his apartment. He kept a permanent suite at the hotel, and he showed
me the elaborate radio telephone system which enabled him to communicate at any time with
the Kingdom. The ordinary telephone link between the two countries had not yet been
established. The satellite station was still five years away. He told me that he had caused
OAPEC to be formed in 1967, and he was asked to become its first Secretary General. He felt
the dry dock project was something for OAPEC, and would be its first industrial venture. He said
he had discussed this with the Kuwait Minister of Petroleum and the OAPEC Deputy Secretary
General. He suggested, and they had accepted, that Petromin would pursue the dry dock
project on behalf of OAPEC. He had told them that Petromin had retained me as consultant to
progress the dry dock. With that he said goodnight, and wished me a comfortable flight to
London the next day.I left Kuwait the following morning and was home in London by 16:00 with a
lot to tell Marcella.3AUGUST – DECEMBER 1969On my return to London I began to collect
information about those shipyards which might have the experience and interest in managing
the dry dock/repair yard. The position of shipyard order books had changed from famine to feast
since the 1967 closure of the Suez Canal. This was particularly true for the yards capable of
building VLCCs. Shipowners were paying premiums to those builders who could give early
delivery, i.e. within the next two years. In the whole of Europe there were only 14 shipyards
capable of constructing this class of vessel (three in the UK, two in France, two in Germany, one
in Italy, three in Sweden, one in Holland, one in Belgium and one in Spain).It was a difficult
selling job, with a credibility gap, to try and interest a busy shipyard to divert its attention to
studying the management of a facility which was not yet certain to be built, and for which most
details were missing. The holiday season, during which most industries in Spain closed (August)
was almost over. I made an appointment for the following week with SENER in Bilbao. I
reluctantly related the pessimism expressed by Frank Jungers about the difficulty of mounting



an industrial project in Saudi Arabia; this was counteracted by the support which Sheikh Yamani,
and through him, OAPEC, was giving to the proposal.SENER pointed out that the Arabian Gulf
had natural pluses as well as minuses. They explained that the most important single function of
a dry dock, apart from cleaning the vessel’s hull and bottom, was to paint it. Rain interfered with
painting, and sometimes made it impossible; in Europe, many days work were lost to rain. They
produced statistics for both North and South Europe. It was shown that for ten months of the
year, the climate in the Arabian Gulf was perfect for painting, and only during the two very hot
and humid months from mid-July to mid-September would there be difficulties. They, of course,
were aware of the problem of shallow coastal water and expressed the view, subject to
inspecting the site, that Dammam, adjacent to the Abdul Aziz Pier, could be suitable. Dredging
would need to be carried out to create the necessary water depth, and the dry dock/repair yard
could be built in close proximity to the pier, benefiting from some existing infrastructure, such as
access roads, electric power, etc. It was agreed that they would expand on their preliminary
study and then, early in 1970, they would send some engineers with me to visit the area. SENER
did not consider the problems insurmountable and, of course, they were interested in
engineering the dry dock/repair complex. They certainly had the know-how and were a group of
very intelligent marine specialists.I left for London and resumed the search for shipyards to
manage the dry dock. It was logical to start with the three British VLCC yards, Harland & Wolf in
Belfast, Upper Clyde in Glasgow, and Swan Hunter in Newcastle. I had acquaintances in all
three.3AUGUST – DECEMBER 1969On my return to London I began to collect information
about those shipyards which might have the experience and interest in managing the dry dock/
repair yard. The position of shipyard order books had changed from famine to feast since the
1967 closure of the Suez Canal. This was particularly true for the yards capable of building
VLCCs. Shipowners were paying premiums to those builders who could give early delivery, i.e.
within the next two years. In the whole of Europe there were only 14 shipyards capable of
constructing this class of vessel (three in the UK, two in France, two in Germany, one in Italy,
three in Sweden, one in Holland, one in Belgium and one in Spain).It was a difficult selling job,
with a credibility gap, to try and interest a busy shipyard to divert its attention to studying the
management of a facility which was not yet certain to be built, and for which most details were
missing. The holiday season, during which most industries in Spain closed (August) was almost
over. I made an appointment for the following week with SENER in Bilbao. I reluctantly related
the pessimism expressed by Frank Jungers about the difficulty of mounting an industrial project
in Saudi Arabia; this was counteracted by the support which Sheikh Yamani, and through him,
OAPEC, was giving to the proposal.SENER pointed out that the Arabian Gulf had natural pluses
as well as minuses. They explained that the most important single function of a dry dock, apart
from cleaning the vessel’s hull and bottom, was to paint it. Rain interfered with painting, and
sometimes made it impossible; in Europe, many days work were lost to rain. They produced
statistics for both North and South Europe. It was shown that for ten months of the year, the
climate in the Arabian Gulf was perfect for painting, and only during the two very hot and humid



months from mid-July to mid-September would there be difficulties. They, of course, were aware
of the problem of shallow coastal water and expressed the view, subject to inspecting the site,
that Dammam, adjacent to the Abdul Aziz Pier, could be suitable. Dredging would need to be
carried out to create the necessary water depth, and the dry dock/repair yard could be built in
close proximity to the pier, benefiting from some existing infrastructure, such as access roads,
electric power, etc. It was agreed that they would expand on their preliminary study and then,
early in 1970, they would send some engineers with me to visit the area. SENER did not
consider the problems insurmountable and, of course, they were interested in engineering the
dry dock/repair complex. They certainly had the know-how and were a group of very intelligent
marine specialists.I left for London and resumed the search for shipyards to manage the dry
dock. It was logical to start with the three British VLCC yards, Harland & Wolf in Belfast, Upper
Clyde in Glasgow, and Swan Hunter in Newcastle. I had acquaintances in all three.
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