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 I had left Saudi for good and lived in UK I wanted to return working in the Middle East but not Riyadh.

It was at the end of May 2001 when I called my boss in Riyadh.  He asked me if I would be prepared to start a big fencing project in Bahrain. I was told it would be a six months contract. He offered me a good salary with a large bonus.  So I agreed to meet him in Bahrain on the night of the 7th of June 2001. He was to meet me off flight KLM 445 at 11.30 pm. but what I was to meet was completely different. I was to be met by the Bahrain police and the Saudi Arabian ministry of the interior secret police.

My boss had set me up for the Saudis I couldn’t believe it. 

On disembarking from the fight I went straight to the immigration desk and produced my passport, the officer started to check my passport on the computer, it seemed to be taking him some time but I thought there shouldn’t be any problem this is Bahrain not Saudi. The next thing he is waving my passport over his head. Then came two policemen and told me I was to sit down for a while next to the immigration desk, which I did. I asked what was the problem, and all I was told was to sit down again and wait. 

All sorts went through my head at that point. I thought they may have changed the visa rules for Brits, but the last time I was here which was April 1st you didn’t need a visa if you were British. I couldn’t think of any other reason for stopping me. 

The police came back with two other men dressed in traditional Arab dress, which I found out shortly afterwards that they were Saudi secret police. At that point I was told to empty my pockets and hand over my baggage slip, so they could get my baggage. They took all my belongings, watch, wallet, mobile phone etc. I asked why I was being arrested. They said you’re not being arrested.  I said if I’m not being arrested then give me my belongings back and let me go. They told me, you cannot because these people want you. I asked what people, who are these people. I was told they were Saudi ministry of the interior police. At that point I asked to speak to the British embassy. I was refused. I heard them then talking about whether I was going to fly or drive to Saudi Arabia. I said I don’t want to go to Saudi and asked again to be allowed to contact the British embassy, and again they refused. At that point I was put in a room next to the immigration desk with guards for about 2 hours I can’t be sure because they had taken my watch. 

All sorts went through my head like, what would warrant the trouble the Saudi’s must have gone through to pressure the Bahrain government into kidnapping a British citizen. For the life of me I couldn’t think of anything to warrant this, I only ever worked in a bar once a week, when I was in Saudi.

After what seemed 2 hours I was taken from the room under guard past immigration and out of the airport. I was lead by 4 Bahrain police officers. They put me in the back of a Toyota land cruiser 4x4 with a guard sat on either side of me, and two police sat in the front.  I asked where they were taking me, and I was told to the Saudi border. I asked again to speak with my embassy and was refused again. 

My mind was racing by now. Why were the Saudis going through so much trouble over me? I could only think that James Lee had told them that I had worked at his bar sometimes, when he was arrested, but that wouldn’t warrant all this trouble. Someone very high up must be pulling strings to warrant the Bahrain police to do what they were doing (which was really kidnapping me) that meant someone high up in the Saudi Royal family. 

I’ve gone in the last few hours from starting a very lucrative job in Bahrain to sitting in the back of a Toyota under guard heading for the Bahrain Saudi border office. It’s like a dream you want to wake up from but can’t, my mind is in overdrive but what can I do “nothing”

When we arrived at the border, I was sat in an office waiting to be handed over to the Saudis. After an hour or so asking to speak with the British embassy and refused each time, even after begging to speak to my embassy numerous times and being refused. They said I would be able to speak with my embassy when I got to Saudi. I could see the officer in charge was feeling uncomfortable at what he was doing, he knew he was doing wrong, and he gave me a look as if to say sorry it’s out of my hands. Your average working class Bahraini know how evil the Saudi government can be.

I was then told to follow the police. I refused at first but I knew it would be useless; the place was full of police. Then it happened the point of no return. I was taken to the crossing point and handed over. I felt real fear at that moment I had like a butterfly feeling in my stomach and I knew this must be for more than working in a bar.

Right away I was handcuffed and my legs were chained and I was then bungled into the back of a car with 4 Saudis and sped away in a 2 car convoy, once we were on the Dammam Riyadh highway I was blindfolded this was very un-nerving, it doubles the fear you are already feeling.

The drive was in silence all the way for the four hour drive. I know this because I have driven it myself lots of times in the past.  I asked for water and was told to keep quiet. I asked if they would unchain my legs as the chain were really hurting my legs because I was sat in the middle of the car with my legs hanging over the hump in centre of the car, it was really painful and they knew it, I got ignored. I was really crapping myself I was now in the hands of the Saudi’s I felt helpless in a foreign country even though I’d live here for the past 18 years. I know whatever happens next will have no rules because the Saudi’s make their own up to suit themselves. I think they won’t use violence on me because I’m British so I will just deny whatever they throw at me. I’ve done nothing wrong anyway.

 When we arrived at our destination I heard a heavy steel sliding gate opening. I knew what it was because I had installed hundreds of them throughout Saudi.  I was then dragged out of the car and I walked up some steps, which was difficult with your legs chained.  I walked about 10 paces after the steps and turned right then I heard a steel door slam behind me, then after another few paces I turned left and another door slammed behind me, then after a few more paces I was turned right into what was to be my home for the next ten weeks.  

They removed the ankle chains and handcuffs and the blindfold last. I try to ask why I had been arrested and got silence, the cell door was slammed and I was left alone.  This was now Friday the 8th of June 2001 I guessed it was about 9am.  The cell I was in was approximately 2 metres by 3 metres, it had a brownish tiled floor white washed walls and a steel sheet metal door with a little steel door at head height for the guard to look in. There was an air condition unit in the wall and a close circuit TV camera up on the ceiling.  On the floor was a dirty little mattress with a hole in it the mattress was about 2 inches thick, there was also a dirty blanket and a smelly little pillow.   

That day, I sat there trying to figure out why I’d been brought here.  I could only think it had to do with James Lee and his fucking bar, for the life of me I couldn’t think of anything else.  All that day and night I was left alone in my cell except when I needed to go to the toilet, then I had to bang on the steel door and wait maybe half hour for the guard to take me a few paces further down the cell block to the toilet. The toilet was a hole in the floor type.  The guard would stand at the door, telling me to hurry and then take me back to the cell.  I could see now for the first time the cell block, it was about 30 paces long there were 6 cells on the left and 8 on the right. All the other cell doors were open so I knew I was the only one in there, which un-nerved me a bit more.  I stayed awake all that night this was two days now without sleep, I think it was adrenalin keeping me going and fear I suppose. 

The next morning I was given sweet tea without milk the way Saudis drink it and bread and jam, its was what I got every morning.  They came for me at what time I guest about 9-00am as now I had no clue of the time because the cell and cell block had bright lights on all the times, and no daylight entered at anytime.  

When they came I was again chained and blindfolded and marched out of the 2 steel doors but instead of going left and down the steps we turned right and up two flights of stairs and went into an office where they just removed the blindfold.  I was told then that I was going to see someone from my embassy shortly and that I was only to answer what I was asked by the embassy and nothing else, and if I didn’t follow that instruction they would stop me seeing the embassy people again, and it would make my time here very hard. I decided to take his advice as I still didn’t know why I was here and he wasn’t forthcoming with that information. I knew the Saudis didn’t have much respect for the British embassy, the Saudi are a law unto themselves. 

I was then taken back to the cell for a short while before they came for me again. I was chained blindfold and marched off again but this time down the steps so I as going outside of the building this time. I thought at first that I was going in a vehicle as I heard a car door close, I must be in a car park or on a road I thought. After maybe 20 paces I was stopped and the guards started turning me around and round to disorientate me I suppose so I didn’t know the direction I was going in. I thought this amusing, typical Saudi’s did they think I was going to try and run or something.

  The embassy sent a lady to see me called Andrea which I thought strange as Saudis treat women as second class citizens and even worse they think that western women are all prostitutes. 

Anyway she went through some questions like, how are you being treated. I replied ok at the moment, as I’d only been there one day.  She asked me where were you arrested. They answered that for me, saying the eastern province but it was a bit further east, it was Bahrain. And she asked would I’d like them to contact anyone in the UK for me, I said yes and gave them a name of a friend  I gave his name as I didn’t want my family to know because I was sure I wouldn’t be here long I was determined to deny anything they accused me of anyway. It was obvious that Andrea had been briefed on what she asked me because she never asked why I had been arrested. I thought that strange but I didn’t know why if she asked me anyway.

I was then taken back to my cell for the rest of the day, the same routine as coming turning me around and that, (dickheads) I started to try and keep track of the time by listening to the Imam calling for the people to pray. I knew roughly what time they called for prayers because I’d worked here for 18 years.

It was after the last prayer call that they came for me, which would be about 8-30p.m. I was chained blindfolded again and marched up the stairs to the small office, “or as I would call it later the butchers shop” this was to be the routine every time they would come for me.

On entering the room I was left chained and blindfolded for maybe 30 minutes. There were people in the room talking in Arabic. It sounded like they were laughing and joking between themselves for a while. Then they removed my blindfold and I was sat at the desk. At this time there were three people in the room. The one who called himself Khalid spoke English and tried to be the good cop. He was about      5-11 inches with a goatee beard and average build.  The other one who called himself Ahmad, he was the interrogator and did most of the beatings. He was small maybe 5-6 inches with a thin beard and black eyes that seem to shine when he got excited from beating me. (He just looked crazy)  Khalid did the translating for him, as he didn’t speak any English. The other one I only seen once, I’m sure he was there just to intimidate me.  He was massive maybe 6,2in and about 25 stone I just ignored him after all I was 20 stone myself at the time, one on one I’m sure I would have beat him. Anyway they would never un-chain me to find out.  When they could see I wasn’t intimidated by him, they sent him out of the office; I must admit I was a bit relieved when he went.

I asked the first question.  Why have I been arrested?  They replied, that’s what we’re here for, to find out. I said I want a lawyer. I was told forget a lawyer this is not the U.S or the U.K this is Saudi Arabia and we work for the government you do not get a lawyer.  Khalid then said I want you to write down all the people’s names you know in the Kingdom. I told him, I will not.  I was told I would eventually; you can do it the easy way or the hard way.  I decided not to antagonize them and wrote the names of the people I knew that had been arrested all ready, which was about 8 names.  They went mad at that because I’d been working in Saudi for 18 years and I’m trying to tell them I only know 8 people.  

I tried to cover that by saying I know more people but only by their first names. It was obvious I knew a lot more people but I was in no way going to be responsible for someone else being in here, I couldn’t live with that.  In the end they said they would come back to that later. Now I was waiting for the big question,  like tell us about the bars and alcohol, far from it.  Khalid nearly floored me with the first question.  Tell me about the three bombings you and James Lee did.  I nearly fell off the chair. I said you must be out of your mind that’s ridiculous I know nothing of any bombings; I only know what was in the papers or on the TV like anyone else.  

I was told that they didn’t go through all the trouble of getting me here from the UK if they weren’t 100% sure I had done it.  They said they had evidence. I said, you couldn’t have any evidence because I was not involved.  They said they had two witnesses.  I said bring your witnesses to look at me and say it to my face, they said they would later.  All night the questions were the same and the other tact was, confess and make it easy for yourself. This went on for about 8 hours the same line of questioning.  They said to me, don’t think the SAS will come and get you out of here.  I said I know they won’t but they could if they wanted to.  I got a surprise look with that. I’m sure they didn’t expect me to respond with that.  

After this session I was again blindfolded and taken back to the cell, it was then I was told no sleep.  I said what do you mean no sleep I’ve not slept for the last two days (no sleep I was told again)  

That night I walked up and down in my cell, which was three paces long.  The first time I sat on the thin foam mattress they came in and removed it and I was told no sleep and that they were coming to see me again soon.   All night the steel doors would slam or the guard would come and burst though my door, or they would walk past shaking the leg chains as though they were coming for me again, but no one came.  I was thinking all night about being accused of planting bombs, I just couldn’t believe it, they have to be crazy, and what witnesses? I don’t think I could have slept anyway, because my mind was going at 100 miles an hour. I thought to myself, two more days of this immature questioning and I will just deny it and I will be out of here, then I will go straight to the embassy and complain like hell about being kidnapped by the Bahraini police and what I’ve been through with the ministry of interior police.

 I got jam, Arabic bread and a cup of sweet tea without milk in the morning, well I think it must have been morning and this was breakfast.  I had no idea as the lights were on all night and there were no windows to see if there was daylight outside.  Just after breakfast I was chained and blindfolded and taken upstairs. I was expecting the interrogation to start again but when they removed my blindfold I was stood in front of an Indian doctor who checked my blood pressure and gave me what I thought to be a quick medical. I told him I had not slept now for three days because the guards kept me awake. He just ignored me and I was taken back to the cell. I think that’s when I knew this wasn’t going to end soon, the doctor was checking to see if I could hold out for a proper interrogation (bastard) 

The same thing was happening through out the day, guards coming to my cell with chains and blindfold and then walking off again.  I kept a rough track of time throughout the day by listening to the prayer calls. I had lunch of chicken and rice, “which I had to eat with my fingers, there would be no chance of getting a plastic spoon for the rice. This was to be typical for the next year. My head was in a mess all day, thinking about being accused of these bombings, being accused of being a terrorist. The medical worried me.  That gave me a hint that things were going to get a lot rougher.

 I kept thinking Jeremy Beadle was going to jump up and say what did you think (I would of thumped him) all day all sorts of crap was going through my head.  What makes them think I had anything to do with these bombings, who are these so-called witnesses, what evidence. I just couldn’t believe I was in a cell in Saudi Arabia, when I should be starting a new job in Bahrain. The bastard Bahrain government are just puppets to the Saudi’s like the British government are to the Yanks (what the fucks going on) then I heard what I thought must be the last prayer call of the day, so I guest it must be about 8.30 pm. 

After last prayer had finished they came for me again. This time with their chains blindfold and I was taken upstairs and into the office.

The feeling you get when they put you in chains and blindfold you is unreal. I can only describe it as pure terror. You can feel your body start to tremble inside but you have to try and ignore it and stay strong because if you don’t, they’ve got you and you’re finished.

As soon as I entered the office I was told to put my hands straight up above my head. I answered back, saying what for, and that was when my backside exploded. I was hit on the backside with something and he didn’t have to ask me again my hands went straight up. Then he told me to keep them there until he said otherwise. I was stood there chained and blindfolded for what seemed 20 or 30 minutes. When my arms started to give a little my backside exploded again and he was screaming for me to keep my arms straight up. I must have been like that for an hour maybe more my back was beginning to ache my body was trembling and I felt sick.  Then I was told to put my arms down, believe me it’s very hard and painful to put your arms down after they’ve been stuck in the air for an hour.  

Once my arms were down they remove the blindfold and told me to sit at the desk. Khalid was sat on the opposite side of the desk and Ahmed was sat at the side of me.  I had to face Ahmed so he could shout Arabic in my face, while Khalid translated.  Behind Ahmed leaning on the wall in full view for me to see was a cane and what looked like an axe handle about two feet long. Now I know what he hit me with, a bloody axe handle.  Khalid was translating what Ahmed was shouting in my face in Arabic.  Tell me about the bombings you and James Lee did. Confess and make it easy for yourself.  I told them again I only know what was in the media. Lies you know everything, I’ve told you we have witnesses and evidence, now confess or you will later, make it easy for yourself.  I tell him again I only know what was in the media.  I get a slap around the face for denying it and the same question is repeated and I give the same answer, again more slaps.  This went on like this for maybe two hours, the same questions, and he got the same answer from me. And more slaps with his hand.  Then he took off his sandal. The ones the Arabs wear are very heavy and made of leather. The next time I denied it he went crazy beating my head from side to side with his sandal. That was it, my throat and mouth was filled with blood. This went on for maybe another hour. The same questions and he got the same answer. Then more beatings around the face and head, with the sandal my head was now spinning, how I was never knocked out I don’t know, I was really seeing stars.  He never held back with the blows from the sandal, how I never suffered any brain damage I don’t know and he always seemed to enjoy what he was doing to me. It seemed to turn him on. His eyes used to glaze and shine and they were pure black. He looked like someone on drugs he was crazy.

Next I had to lie on the floor on my back. I was told to lift my legs a foot off the ground and the same with my arms and to keep my head off the ground, and stay in that position until they said otherwise. After a few minutes of this I had to let my legs down, that’s when the axe handle came into play. Beating me on the side of my upper leg and screaming for me to get my legs back up.  How long this went for I don’t know but it must have been an hour, every time I dropped my arms, legs or head I would get a belt with the axe handle and all the time they were repeating the same questions. Tell us about the bombings, confess and you can make it stop.  My back was in terrible pain by now, my neck was aching my arms and my legs were too, where they kept hitting me with the axe handle.  Then I was told to lie on my stomach and bend my legs at a right angle so the soles of my feet were pointing up. This was to be the worst pain yet to come. Ahmed started beating the soles of my feet with axe handle for how long I don’t know but until he got tied. All the time this was happening I was trying to put a picture of my family in my head to give me the strength to hold on. I don’t know if it helped but I like to think so. I never confessed in that session anyway.  Then he got the cane and started with that on my feet, he was concentrating this to the instep of my foot, this was agony, all the time they are telling me to confess and tell them what I know about the bombings.  This interrogation session went on for roughly 8 hours, I know because they sent me back to my cell just before first prayer call of the day.  

When they finished with me for the night I was taken to a sink to wash my face with water only and swill my mouth out, what I spat out was blooded water.  Then again I was chained and blindfolded and taken back to the cell, this time I was chained to the cell door with my handcuffs at shoulder height. I knew then there was to be no sleep for me tonight, this was to be my 4th night without any sleep.

All night chained to the door and my feet felt they were on fire. My back was aching badly and my head was banging through the beatings with the sandal around my head. It was the worst pain I’d ever experienced in my life. I felt dirty as well, I’d not had a wash since I left Manchester or brushed my teeth.  by this time I was getting very scared I knew this was not going to stop soon I was now getting a taste of what Sandy Bill and Raf must have been through to make them confess on the T.V.  What will tomorrow bring kept going through my head, and why did they come for me at night? The only reason I could think of for this was that the rest of the staff had gone home for the night.  This was to be the norm, they nearly always came for me at night, always after last prayer call.  The only times I was released from the door was to go to the toilet, which sometimes they came to late and I had to do it where I was. I would shout to go to the toilet and be told to wait. Sometimes an hour or more, this was all part of their game and I would only be released for food when it came and then the guard would stand over me all the time telling me to hurry up. 

I would have to squat on the floor to eat off a paper plate with my fingers, my hands were full of grease and no chance of washing them. Then I was chained to the door again. 

When I needed water the guard would hold a plastic bottle of water to my mouth and I needed a lot of water, this was June in Saudi Arabia and the outside temperature reaches 120 F and more. I had air conditioning in the cell but it couldn’t handle this sort of heat.  This was to be my day, chained to a door and sweating, full of pain and just thinking about my family at home and glad they didn’t know what was going on here and wondering what to expect next.  This was my bastard day.

Sure enough after last prayer call they came again. the same routine, chains, handcuffs and blindfold.  Then I was taken up the stairs and into the office. Only then would they remove the blindfold. 

Khalid would say now you’ve had time to think, are you ready to confess. I said no, I had nothing to do with any bombings. He would then say, you are here for as long as we want to keep you here, and you will confess sooner or later, that is up to you but you will confess before you leave this place. So make it easy for your self and confess.  Khalid would be on his own at this point trying to convince me to confess. This would go on for maybe 30 minutes. Then he would bring a guard in to sit with me for a short time while he left the office, obviously to go and talk to Ahmed. 

They would both return and start the heavy stuff again.  First Ahmed shouting Arabic in my face and Khalid shouting the translation to me, and me denying it.  Then his sandal would come off and the beatings around the head and face would start, every time I denied it. This time I felt my back teeth smash and I spit the bits out. This they found highly amusing they laughed and laughed and then they would say, see we can do as we like to you we are the government, no one can save you. Then they were at it again confess, confess, and I would keep denying it.  I remember getting the sandal a few times across my mouth this knocked my bottom teeth almost out and a few days later I pulled them out with my fingers because they were that loose. 

Anyway after the beatings a round the face and head I had to stand facing the wall with my hands straight up above my head again, for what must have been an hour again. I got a few smacks with the axe handle again for dropping my arms slightly but it was getting very hard to keep them up now with the excruciating pain between my shoulder blades and the pain in my back and now near the end of the hour my body wouldn’t stop trembling. 

Then they told me to put my arms down and asked why I was trembling.  I didn’t have an answer I just couldn’t stop it until I had my arms down.  They thought I was having a heart attack I’m sure. I thought it was the strain of keeping my arms above my head but I wasn’t going to tell them that.  Then it was back to the verbal interrogation for a while. Confess and make it easy for yourself, we have witnesses.  I would keep denying it.  Then just as the night before I had to lay on my back with my legs a foot off the ground, the same with my arms and head off the floor, this is a very painful stress position. If I lowered my legs Ahmed would hit my legs with axe handle. If I lowered my arms Khalid would kick me in the side if my head went down I would get a kick in the head. They would keep me like that for as long as possible, then give me a short break then I would resume the position.  This would last for about an hour.  

Then I would have to roll onto my stomach and bend my knees so my feet were pointing up so he could beat the bottom of my feet with the axe handle and cane until he got tired.  While this was happening I would try put a picture of my daughter in my head and swear to her I would not give in. all the time they were beating my feet they would be shouting ‘confess confess’ I would stay silent. I wanted to scream with the pain but I wouldn’t give them the satisfaction of that, although I did say (fuck fuck) a couple of times and got a kick in the head for that. Saudis hate you to swear it really pisses them off. 

Then I was sat in the chair again and the verbal interrogation would start again and the beatings around the face with the sandal. Then I would be taken to the sink and rise my face with water only and wash the blood out of my mouth again. Then I was blindfolded and taken to the cell and chained to the door.   I would be told then to think about it and that they would come for me later at anytime and if I didn’t confess it would get much harder.

Jesus I was in a bit of a mess now still no sleep, chained to the door again, my feet had like small blood blisters on the bottom and they were hurting like hell. I waited all day for them to come for me I was shitting myself. I didn’t know if I could go through that again and the pain in my feet and back was getting to me and on top of that, my teeth and an atrocious head ache but I kept promising myself and family I would not give in to these barbaric bastards. 

Again the same routine, banging on the door for a piss, bang on the door for the guard to bring water when I shouted for it. released from the door to eat while the guard stood and watched me until finish. The same thing all day, doors banging, chains being rattled near my door so I would think they were coming for me, and I did think they were, this was now my 5th day without sleep, I was starting to hallucinate. I was in a shit state, but things were to get a lot worse.

They came for me after last prayer again. The same routine blindfold chains and marched up the stairs to the office. Same routine; Khalid on his own asking have I thought about it, and are you ready to confess and save yourself, same reply. I had no involvement with any bombings. This goes on like tennis back and forth for maybe 30/40 minutes. Then he sends for a guard to sit with me while he goes off and talks to Ahmed. Then they both return and send the guard away. Then it’s a verbal interrogation for maybe an hour or so. All the time I’m being interrogated they never ask me for an alibi, not once did they ask where you were on the day or night of the bombings and alcohol was never mentioned. “Never” So where was the so-called alcohol war?  And why was it never mentioned. Because they knew it had nothing to do with alcohol. This was something the Saudi government made up to give there tale substance. They couldn’t say we were religious fanatics, the western media wouldn’t fall for that, so to blame it on alcohol was their best way to go for them. 

“Don’t ever think that these two barbaric bastards were working alone they had the full backing of their government to get us to confess, whatever it took. These people wouldn’t dare do what they were doing if they hadn’t the backing from the very top, I’m sure of that. This was for political purposes, to give the Saudi government some cards to deal with”.

Now it started again, hands above my head and stay there until told otherwise. I don’t think I can take much more of this but I keep telling myself not to give in, they can’t carry on like this for much longer this is the 21st century but it did go on, and on.  Then I had to lie on my back with legs arms and head off the ground as before.  Then roll on to my stomach with my feet up in the air so he could beat them again, this time he beat them until he burst the blood blisters on the souls of my feet. Then I was taken to the hallway and made to walk up and down the tiled floor. There was a blood trail from my foot steps and they had a good laugh at that, pointing at the blood, they thought it was great to make a none Muslim bleed  (thoughts of bastards went though my head) I wasn’t the terrorist here, these two bastards were, they were enjoying what they was doing I’m sure of that.

Then we went back in the office for the verbal and the sandal around the face routine for the rest of the night.  I would wash my face again and swill the blood from my mouth and then back to the cell where I was chained to the door again. This same routine went on until I’d been awake for nine days and nights. I would have thought it impossible but believe me it isn’t. I think it’s the adrenalin that keeps you going and the fear. I’d been hallucinating for the last four days.  The floor of my cell would start rippling like as if you had thrown a stone into a pond.  Or I would see my surroundings turn into a white fog and I was stood in the middle of it. It was really weird and I knew what was going on, and I knew it wasn’t really happening.  It was my mind playing tricks with me I knew, but I could not stop it from happening. 

On the ninth night I gave in. (I only knew I was nine days and night because they told me later, I only knew I was a long time as I’d lost track of time) I told them I would confess if they let me sleep which, they agreed to. They wrote something down which I had to sign, something like I’d agreed to make a full confession for the three bombings.  Then I was taken back to the cell.  They gave me the old mattress back plus pillow and blanket as soon as I hit the mattress I was out cold.

I remember waking a few times with a start. I was having nightmares. I remember dreaming that I confessed to all they were asking for, I’d wake and go crazy at myself, even awake I was exaggerating what I had confessed to now I wasn’t sure of anything. My mind was playing games with me. This was real nightmares I was starting to panic I was sure I had confessed to all, well that’s what the nightmares were telling me. They could tell me anything now because I couldn’t remember what I’d agreed to, my mind was in overdrive now trying to work things out, I was really scared now.

They woke me to eat at dinnertime. I tried to tell the guard I wasn’t hungry but he insisted I ate. I had slept for maybe  two days or so, I’m not sure, because when they woke me my head was still spinning through lack of sleep and my head and body was wracked with pain. 

Anyway I got chicken and rice, which I had to eat with my dirty hands but I just didn’t care anymore, I would have ate  it off the floor if that’s how it came. I just wanted sleep nothing else mattered but I couldn’t get off to sleep so quick as my mind was racing with thoughts of the night before. I spent the rest of the day thinking of what I had said on the last night they had me in the office. I couldn’t recall what I had said on the last night.  

I tried to run it through my mind but it was useless, my head was not functioning and I was mad at myself for giving in. I kept calling myself a stupid bastard.  All day I kept dropping off to sleep and then waking with a nightmare I was in fear of what I had said I thought I had confessed to everything, that’s what my nightmares were telling me.

Sure enough after last prayer call they came for me. I was dreading those steps up to the office my stomach was turning over like a cement mixer. I tried to think of what to do next but first I had to find out what I had said or confessed to first. How I didn’t have a heart attack on those stairs I will never know. I entered the office and this time they were both in the office together when I arrived, instead of just Khalid.  They we’re all smiles they offered me a cigarette and a cup of tea, which I took. My heart sank they were very happy so my dreams must have been true.

  Then they gave me a pen and a yellow legal pad.  What’s this for I asked. They said to write out your confession, what confession, you promised a full confession if we let you sleep, I told them to get stuffed. 

They shown me the paper I signed the last night of the beating and I told them I would have agreed to anything at that point, after nine days without sleep.  They went absolutely ballistic at that point, screaming and shouting that I had promised to confess.  (I thought fuck you two bastards) This verbal went on for hours. Then the sandal came into play again and the screaming carried on. I thought at that point I would end up brain dead or be a cripple before I ever got out of this place. I kept trying to think of my family and how it would be for them if I’d confessed.  The disgrace and shame I would bring on them even though they knew I hadn’t done it.  I tried to think how I would feel if this was happening to my father and it made me resist the bastards even more.  

That night they didn’t use the axe handle at all and I was thankful for that. I just got beatings a round the head with the sandal, which I made out to them as though it hurt more that the axe handle. whether they believed it or not, I don’t know but they didn’t use the axe handle that night and I was grateful.

When they finished with me for the night I was taken to the sink to rinse my face and wash the blood out of my mouth.  Then as usual I was blindfold and taken back to the cell. I was expecting to be chained to the door again, but this time I was just left in the cell and told they would be back soon and it’s going to get worse for me from now on.  I was now shitting myself I knew it would get worse. I’d been with these bastards now for twelve or thirteen days. I had not yet been allowed to wash or brush my teeth I was in a right mess.  I had lost three of my bottom front teeth, I had two of my back teeth smashed, which were giving me hell, and my head was banging from the beatings and lack of sleep.  If I had a pill at that moment to end it all, I would have taken it without a doubt.

All that night they started playing there little game, which was every time I got my head down the guard would slam one of the other cell doors.  Or they would come to my cell rattling the chains as though they were coming for me.  Or they would come in my cell with the chains and blindfold, and then when I stood up they would walk out of the cell laughing their heads off. (Great game for them)  So now I was getting a little sleep but not much, I reckon I was maybe getting a total of two hours a night and though I was completely knackered it was hard to get to sleep.  This was to be there new ploy, keep me deprived of sleep but just enough sleep as not to make me brain dead for the interrogation.

Now I was not chained to the door I could inspect my feet, my feet had turned black, blue and yellow with bits of scabs and like small blood blisters on the souls of my feet.  They were in a mess and sore as hell but there was nothing I could do for them, I had to just put up with it and hope they didn’t beat them again.  

They could see they were a mess maybe that’s why they didn’t beat them that night. I was starting to feel sorry for myself at this point, I had to get out of this frame of mind or I would end up giving them what they wanted (a confession) This new routine went on all week, verbal and screaming interrogation, waking me at anytime to keep me knackered and no axe handle or cane all that week, just the sandal a round the face and head which was bad enough.  I was still not allowed to wash or brush my teeth. 

Still the guards we’re shouting at me when I went to the toilet to hurry. Still eating my food with my fingers and my hand were dirty as hell.  I thought I would get a right stomach bug or something, if I got the shits now I would be on a right downer, I think I would cry.

It was I guess the third week that all hope of sticking to denying the charges against me went all bad I knew I had no hope after this night.  It was as usual at first chained blindfolded up to the office after last prayer 8-30 pm.  

They would start with the verbal and the sandal a round the face and head.  Then it came again, the old axe handle came out to play with my feet again. The pain was unbelievable. They were screaming for me to confess.  I was at this point wanting to but I still refused.  Then I was sat down and got more verbal.  Still I was never asked where I was at the times of the bombings, and alcohol still not mentioned.  There was never really any questions, it was all, we know you did it, we have two witnesses and telling me to confess. That was the bases of there interrogation (confess we know you did it) then this night they dropped there bombshell, they said James Lee is one of the witnesses against you.  This hit at nerve in me because I know James is very weak and I was sure he could not go through what I was going through, but no he couldn’t accuse me or could he.  He knew I’d left Saudi and as far as he was concerned I was in the U.K.  Where I would have been safe and at home in the UK I would have been, if I hadn’t been offered the job in Bahrain.  Now I know what they have got James in for and all the time I was thinking he was arrested for having the bar. 

Yes James Lee said you did it, they saw the shock on my face  I couldn’t believe it but I knew it was true, it wouldn’t take much for James to dance to their tune I knew that.  At that point I told them that it was ridiculous.  

When I told them that he hadn’t done it either they went crazy with the axe handle, saying he has confessed.  He  gave us all the details and we know you we’re his leader and that he was taking orders from you.  (I thought fuck what ways this going now I’m the fucking leader all of a sudden) we know you’re the leader, James Lee has told us so.  He told us he did it because he was afraid of you and that you are a very hard man and now we know he speaks the truth because you won’t confess.  I told them I won’t confess because I haven’t done anything wrong.  They said that James said you used to be a bodyguard, Jesus I’m a bloody bodyguard now on top of being a terrorist, and on top of that they are now saying that I planned it all, the bombings, the targets, the method, and threatening friends to help me do it (fucking nice one James mate) I’m more determined to deny all now.  This is execution stuff there putting on me now, and I don’t intend to go to chop chop square quietly. How can a friend betray someone with something like this, which carries the death penalty? 

Well now that I’m being accused of being the ringleader, a bodyguard and a terrorist I’m really scared. Now they are saying we can bring James here and tell you to your face.  I tell them to do just that and I can argue it out with him and we can get this sorted out, no I’m told. We will bring him here now and you will say nothing at all.  You will keep silent and if you make any sound at all, I will take your head off with this, he was waving the axe handle at me.  He didn’t have to tell me twice, I knew he meant what he said, “I had no doubts about that he was a barbaric bastard”

Then Khalid left the office for a few minutes. Then he returned.  I was warned again about making a sound. Then the office door opened and in came James Lee with two guards behind leading him into the office. James was chained and blindfolded and he was stopped just inside the door.  I don’t know if I was sad or glad to see him at that point, it’s hard to say.  
Then Khalid told him to tell him who did the three bombings, and to tell him a little about the bombings and who did the bombings with you.  

James then said that he and James Cottle did the bombings and he went on a little about what we were supposed to have done.  At that point, my heart and stomach seemed to fall out of my body, I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. He was saying how he and I went to Al-Khobar and planted a bomb and that we planted two other bombs in Riyadh. I think I wanted to rip his throat out at that point   Then he was gone from the office, I hardly remember him going I was numb.  I wanted to scream (you lying fat bastard) but that would have brought the axe handle full belt across my face, without a doubt.  Once James had left Khalid said see we know everything so its no good denying it anymore, just confess and it will be all over. Then Khalid said we have another friend of yours who said you did it.  If you want us to fetch him here too we can.  What friend I asked.  Les Walker was the reply and I believed it right away not that Les would of give up to these people as easy as James but Les is not too healthy at the best of times.  He had had a bad heart attack a few years before and there would be no way he could go though what I’m going through now. 

I told them to bring him then.  They just give me a look and said maybe later
Then came the interrogation again, now confess was all they were saying.  See you did it, your friend has told you while you were sat here, we know you did it.  I told them that James Lee, Les Walker, and all the other Brits have nothing to do with any bombings.  At that answer they went ballistic with the axe handle and kicking and punching I thought this is it I’m going to end up fucking brain dead here. 

After they gave me a right good pasting I was blindfolded and taken back to the cell.  I was in a right mess and I knew if James didn’t start telling the truth very soon I would never get out of this place.  I was starting to pity myself, I was fighting for my life here and I couldn’t see a way out.  If it would have been for a lesser offence I would of give up long ago but this shit carries the death sentence. I was in my cell now close to tears but I had to hold any tears back because I knew the bastards were watching me on the close circuit T.V. camera in my cell.  So I lay there with a big lump in my throat thinking of my daughter, my two sons my ex Mary and close friends, and swearing to them that I would not give up. Then I was thinking about what James had just said in the office in front of me. It took a while to sink in.  I was trying to make excuses for him, by thinking he said it was me because he knew I was safe in the U.K.  Then I was thinking that I would rip his throat out if I get my hands on him.  My head was all mixed up.  At this point I didn’t know what to think.  I was feeling sorry for myself, three weeks in this place and I’m really losing it.

All day in the cell, kicking on the door to go to the toilet and getting shouted at to hurry up.  It’s hard to have a shit with a fucking Arab guard stood at the door telling you to hurry, and your squatted over a hole in the floor trying to aim it in.  Then after you have to wash your backside with your hand and water from the bucket next to the hole (are these people civilized) I don’t think so.  Later my food will come and I have to eat it with my hands, which have just washed my backside and not been washed.  In fact I’ve not seen any soap or tooth paste since I got here. I must be stinking but I can’t tell, because I’m smelling it all day. 

They come for me again at the same time after last prayer call.  Again I’m chains blindfold and taken up to the office.  I’m asked if I’ve thought about what James said yesterday and am I ready to confess.  No I said and I said the same as the night before that all these Brits are innocent, they have nothing to do with these bombings.  Then they tell me that they are going to make sure that I will be beheaded for being so awkward, they said they would make sure the judge sentenced me to death.  While he was saying this he had a big grin on his face.  I believed he would be true to his word. 

It would be three or four days later when I would give in.  I’d had it, this was not going to stop. I truly believed that, and I couldn’t take anymore.  I’m sure I would have had a heart attack if it carried on. I was in a state of permanent fear of the beatings and my body was wrecked.  I couldn’t stop shaking. I had lost. I had to give in. (Your barbaric bastards I thought) I was going to give them what they wanted that night before the beatings start, I’d given in. I was angry with myself, I promised my family in my thoughts that I wouldn’t give in. I was furious with myself and I still am to this day even though people say, I held out for as long as anybody would expect and longer but that’s how I feel and I will live with it for the rest of my life.

That night I went up again.  They we’re both there waiting for me. Khalid asked are you ready to confess. I told him no, we are all innocent. Then the slapping started and they ferociously beat my feet again. I denied it for maybe an hour, then I said enough I will confess to whatever you want, just stop hitting me. A big smile of victory came on their faces and I felt then like saying get stuffed but I didn’t I was beat, drained and basically fucked. I just didn’t care now I just wanted it to end.  I’d been through this now for roughly four weeks. I had never spoken to a lawyer or anyone except my two barbaric interrogators. (Saudi justice) 

After I agreed to confess they tried to make light of it, by saying they really didn’t want to put me through what they had done. They were trying to be apologetic now. I decided to patronize them by saying I know you’re just doing your job, (like fuck you are, you loved what you did went through my mind) but I didn’t want to upset them now.  Again I got a cigarette and a cup of tea and Khalid tried to be cheerful chatting away, like how long have you and James been friends, and that James is a very nice man. We told him we could arrange for him and Gillian (his girlfriend) to get married while he is here. That’s very nice of you I said. (Like fuck) Then after a while they gave me a yellow legal pad and a pen, and remove my handcuffs. Now they said write down everything about the bombings and your involvement.  I thought God what am I supposed to write, I hadn’t a clue. I started writing a version of what I heard from the media and the local gossip.  They had left me now in the office with a guard while I started writing.  I knew I was fucked then.  I should have kept denying it because when they read my account of events they will think I’m taking the piss and the beatings will start again.  And sure enough they did, as soon as Khalid read my version of the bombings. I was in a no win situation here I couldn’t go back and I couldn’t go forward. I was up shit creek. 

Khalid said I thought you were ready to cooperate.  I said I am, you write what you want and I will sign it.  “No” he said, “you have to write it in your own handwriting”, I told him to write it and I would copy what he wrote and sign it. I got battered for that.  They kept saying, ‘you know everything’, you planned it all”. I went through a rough night with them that night.  I was begging them to help me out with the confession. I was telling them my head is all mix up, and I can’t remember things, and it was a long time ago.  I went through the night like this until I went back to the cell.  I was at this point ready to die I’d had it. They told me to think about it and to get it right the next time, or it’s going to get even worse.  I couldn’t think how it could get worse but I was sure it could. 

 The fight had gone out of me now and they knew it, and I knew they knew it. 

The next day in my cell was quiet no banging doors or rattling chains. Best yet, nobody came that night or the next night but, I was on edge all the time waiting for them to come but nobody did.  I still didn’t sleep very well, but it was the best sleep I’d had since I’d arrived at this hellhole. If there’s a hell on earth this was it and I was in it.

The next day they came for me and took me in an office upstairs.  This time there were no chains or blindfold.  It wasn’t the same office because we turned left not right at the top of the stairs, and this place was nicely decorated and that barbaric twat Ahmed was sat behind a big shiny desk.  I was told to sit down and was given a cup of tea and a cigarette and told that they had finished with me and things would be sorted out soon.  A big relief came over me. I thought I would be going home soon and that James Lee had finally told the truth.  I thought that’s why they didn’t come for me for the last two days, they must have been talking to James Lee and got the truth at last.  I was told I would be put in a bigger room with T.V while things were sorted out.  They seemed very happy and so was I; they convinced me that all would be well in a few days. Then I was taken back to my cell and told to get my bedding, which I did and followed the guard just outside the cell block where I was put in a room with just a carpet on the floor and yes, it had a T.V.  Arab channel only but it was T.V of a sort, but welcome.  This room also had a window, which was covered with sheet steel except for 2 or 3in’s at the top.  At least I could see daylight now, which gave me a bit of a lift.

A few hours later I was taken back to the office and told that someone from my embassy would see me today and I was to say nothing of what went on here and if I did I would not get out, and they would stop the embassy visits.  I was confused by this, at first when he said the embassy official was coming to see me, I thought I would go out of this place with him.  Now they are telling me to keep my mouth shut or it will go back to how it was. 
Like a daft sod I kept my mouth shut, I was really too afraid to say anything and the lady from the embassy didn’t push for answers.  She had also been warned what she could ask me.  She told me she was not allowed to ask me anything about my case.  I thought that was their job, to ask questions and sort out lawyers if needed and find out why you had been arrested.  She didn’t know what I was arrested for, she told me that and the Saudi’s were telling the British embassy nothing.  It seemed to me that they had made some sort of threat to the embassy people.  It shows the British government will let the Saudi’s dictate to them, because of the trade benefits, (like the Al-Salam project, which is worth billions of pounds) 

I couldn’t believe the British were dancing to there tune. (The mercenary bastards) Now I felt abandoned. When she left I could see she was upset by the state of me.  I’d still not washed, or brushed my teeth since my arrest, not even a shave.  I had a beard now, which covered a lot but I must have looked a right mess and she could see it. I had my shoes on which they gave me for the visit and I had to bend the heel part down to slid them on, as my feet were still swollen.  She noticed that I know, she knew what was going on alright. When she was leaving she gave me a very concerned look and the look of my face must have said it all to her. I was taken back to the new cell, with the T.V and told to get my bedding, that was it, back to the cell I just left.  I can’t explain how I felt but I was really gutted, I knew now why they didn’t beat me for the past few days, it was because of the embassy visit.  I’m at a real low now, I know now it’s going to start again tonight. (Now I really want to die)

Sure enough that night they came for me, just after last prayer call.  I was chained and blindfolded again and up to the office.  Khalid spoke again to me on his own at first, “saying he wants to help me” (yes right he does, bollocks) If I cooperate he will do what he can for me.  I told him that he said it was over and you said you were sorting it out.  He just gave me a look and carried on telling me to cooperate. I said I would but I couldn’t remember the detail of the bombings. He told me, you know a lot more than you put in your statement, and that I better start remembering soon. He said we want the times that you and James left your villa to do the bombings, and the route you took, who planted the bombs, and who drove the car and which car you went in and who else was involved. He told me James Lee and Les Walker gave us all the details, now you must give the same. Jesus I thought how am I to guess all of that, (I’m dead I thought) I now had to try and collaborate what James Lee had accused me of, this is a real nightmare.

So he told me to start writing my statement while he sat with me. I started to act stupid and acted thick saying I’ve never done this sort of thing before and how should I do it. He told me to start with where we met before going to do the bombings. Then what time you left to do it, the route you took and the car you used, and who drove.  I started writing what he asked for and trying to remember what James Lee had said last week when he confessed in front of me. (Bastard) I could hardly remember any of it. I remember him saying that I drove him to Al-Khobar, which is 300 miles from Riyadh and that I armed the bomb and he planted it. This was the bomb that blinded and blew the hand off David Brown on the 15th of Dec 2000, this was to be the first bomb I was supposed to be involved in.  I knew it took 3-4 hours to drive there but I didn’t know what time the bomb went off.  I only heard about it, two days after it happened, so I had to just guess.  I got the meeting place right, which was James Lee’s villa. I got the leaving time wrong but I got the car right, because he said I drove.  I said we used my car, educated guess, the route was easy because there’s only one way to go (the Dammam highway) He asked me to write where we found the car that James planted the bomb. I said I didn’t know but it was a car park and that James picked the place. All right he said, just write car park for now, we can come back to it later. Now what was the make and colour of the car James planted the bomb on. I told him I couldn’t see the car from where I was. Write that then, He told me, now write how the bomb was set to go off. I wrote it was set to go off by means of a sensor and that if the bomb was moved it would go off. He accepted that, that’s when I realised how thick this idiot was. I’ve just told him the bomb was set to go off by movement, yet I’ve supposed to have just armed this bomb in the car and handed it to James Lee and he has just walked off with it. I thought there going to pick up on that shortly and beat the shit out of me but they never did, lucky for me. That was the statement for the first bombing.  

He left me with a guard while he went to check my statement with Ahmed. after a half an hour they both came back and sent the guard away. Now they wanted changes to my statement. like, the time we left for Dammam, which is the same place as Al-Khobar really.  I’d put in my statement 11-00am, which was obviously wrong and I was asked again what time me and James Lee left Riyadh to go to Al-Khobar to plant the bomb.  I said 12-00 o’clock and got a belt around the head for that answer, with the old sandal. Then I said 2-00pm and another belt, then I said 4-00pm which he was happy with. Write that down I was told, which I did. Now did you stop on the way for anything. I said I think we stopped for petrol. Write that down, he said did you stop for anything to eat on the way back, I think we may have, write that down, I did. This went on all night, them leading me into the answers and me getting a beating until I came up with the right answers. Then I was taken back to the cell. As usual, the banging and the chain rattling routine started again, and the guard bursting in to the cell with the chains and blindfold and turning round and walking off laughing. (great joke, twat)

Over the next couple of weeks I would confess. Then start denying it again and then saying I would confess again. The truth is I didn’t know what to confess and they were beating me all the time while I was trying to confess, because they thought I was lying. So they were beating me while I was trying to confess and beating me when I denied it. So when I lay in my cell the next day I’d say to myself sod it there going to beat me which ever way I go, so I’d deny it again but they got the better of me in the end.

This same routine went on for the next couple of weeks until they had their confession how they wanted it for the three bombings. (Almost every night they would beat me and guide me through my confession).  It was roughly six weeks since my arrest. (I felt like Pappion from the film with Steve McQueen) I was in a right state.  I was left again for a couple of days. I thought they’ve got what they wanted now it’s finished. (I was so wrong) 

They came again as usual, chains blindfold, and I was taken up to the office. (The blindfold is a very good trick really, because it really unnerves you) Khalid said we are happy with your confession for the bombings (I thought thank Christ for that) but we want to know who ordered you to do it, we know you 

were ordered to do it and we want the name. My heart fell out of my body again and I went limp. The beatings are going to start again soon. I thought I was the mastermind behind the bombings according to James Lee, so why would someone order me.

Khalid said, who ordered you to start these bombings. I told him nobody. He said I was lying and he knows who ordered me.  He told me that James Lee has all ready told him who, so it’s no good to deny it anymore. I told him again, I don’t know anybody who ordered it, and if James Lee gave you a name he didn’t tell me about it.  That was it, I had to stand facing the wall hand straight up above my head and I was told to stand there and think about it. (Jesus not again) I got a few belts across the backside over maybe an hour and told to give them a name.  I thought what name!  I didn’t have a clue. (I’m fucked) I was sat down then and asked again. I denied it again and again.  Then the sandal came to play with my head and face again.  I was suicidal now.  I thought this treatment had finished but there was obviously more to come.  

How was I to come up with the same name as James Lee, I had as much chance of winning the lottery. (No chance) if I gave a name, it would be the wrong one and I would get beaten.  If I deny it, I would also get beaten which I did, all night this went on until I went back to the cell and told to think about it and I was told they would come for me again for the name and I’d better know it.

I just wanted to die now, I really did, I couldn’t take anymore of this but I had no choice, I had no way out, no way out whatsoever. That night I couldn’t sleep. I was a wreck. I was shitting myself and my body was starting to tremble. I was losing control of myself and was sure I was going to lose my mind.  I had to breakdown soon. 

Next night again after last prayer, they came as usual blindfold chains etc.  Then taken upstairs to the office for another round of barbaric treatment.  I’m told to sit down facing Khalid on the opposite side of the desk, while Ahmed sits next to me almost touching.  Khalid starts by asking, have I had enough time to think of who ordered you to do these bombings, and what is his name.  I start by telling him, I don’t know of anybody who would order such a thing as bombings.  He just stared at Ahmed and the sandal came off and went to work on my head and face (for Christ sake not again) but Christ could not help me now, nobody could as they beat me, all they would say was, give me the name and it will stop.  Finally when they did stop they started to give me some idea of who they were looking for.  They said, you know who he is and you know we can’t touch him because he is protected.  You know who give us his name.  I don’t know I tell them. You know his name, it begins with a (W) see we also know, so it’s no good to deny it anymore.  I tell them again I don’t know.  They tell me to guess the names that begin with a (W) so it went something like this.  I said Ward, that got me a belt round the face with the sandal. Then I’d say Watson another belt and so it went, name belt, then I said Wilson.  They tell me to write that down and then they said see you do know him.  I must have said ten or twelve names beginning with a (W) before I got to Wilson. I just thought who the hell is Wilson?  Now we want to know where he works.  I said I don’t know any Wilson or where he works.  (Sandal again) come on then guess.  I gave the names of two Saudi companies, which got me more beatings.  “They say to me” that he doesn’t work for a Saudi company. They say he works at the British what?  I say British Aerospace.  That gets me more beatings.  We told you we can’t touch him, so he works for the British what?  I can’t believe what he’s just told me, there after some one from the British embassy, surely there not going down that road but they were.  I said the British embassy.  They said, write that down.  I did, I didn’t know if this was a good thing or a bad thing at the time.  The plus side would be that embassy would have to get more active on our behalf because if we were found guilty, that would make the embassy guilty as-well and then again the embassy could wash there hands on us and leave us there.  Things were to get worse for accusations against the British embassy the next night, remember these interrogation sessions would last for 6-8 hours at a time, just to get a small bit of information, it was murder. I should mention here that Ahmad real name is Ibraham Al-Daleh, he wouldn’t use his real name with me, I found out his real name afterwards. 

The next night the same routine, up to the office sit at the desk facing Khalid and the little bastard next to me, now tell us when and where you first met mister Wilson, I tell them again, I don’t know any Wilson and I’ve never met him, it’s no good keeping this up I’m told because James Lee has told us all, he told us that mister Wilson was your friend, (fuck, what’s James doing to me the bastard) I deny knowing him again, I tell them that it must have been James Lee that met him, and he must be James’s friend, they wasn’t having that, fucking sandal again. Over the next two nights they lead me through the story they wanted, I went through a hell of a beating these two nights with the axe handle and sandal, the story they worked with me went as follows.

I had arranged a meeting at James Lees bar with me James Lee and Wilson. At the meeting Wilson asked us both to do some bombings. James and myself told Wilson we would not do any bombings. Wilson then threatens to harm our family’s if we do not do as he says, we agree to his demands. Then we were supposed to of both signed the official secrets act. Wilson on leaving said he would be back to see us again with his plans and we were to keep quiet about the meeting, and that now we had signed the official secrets act we would answer to the British government, and if we spoke to anyone of today’s meeting the British government would come down hard on our families.

The next meeting I had alone with Wilson, according to James Lee my mate. And my meeting went as follows: - I was to meet Mr. Wilson on my own at James Lees bar, while it was closed. When Wilson arrived in his Range Rover with diplomatic number plates, Mr. Wilson brought with him three bombs in a box and he was to have shown me how to arm them and how to use them. He was then to remind me that I had signed the official secrets act and threatened me and my family again. When he left I was to have hid the bombs in the back room of the bar. I was getting amazed at this story they were making up for me by now (I just thought who is going to believe this shit) the Saudis of course, because they can be really thick, they believe Rambo is real. After days of this load of shit they seemed to be happy, which made me happy to, by this time after what I had been through I didn’t give a shit anymore, I just wanted the beating to end. They had told me twice I was to be executed, I didn’t give a shit at this point whether they did or not, I just wanted out whatever way. I was left in my cell for a few days with no beatings and left to sleep and think of what would happen next. I and think about my family, they had no idea at this time what I was going through and I was glad for that.

Could you imagine you knowing your father were going through something like this, well I did and that’s what kept me going for so long.

After a few days I was taken up to the office in the daytime with no chains or blindfold it was a relief that blindfold shit really unnerves you. I was taken into a different office where Khalid and Ahmed were waiting, they asked how was I (fucking great, how do you think you barbaric twats) I feel OK I said. Now they tell me I have to make a video tomorrow and do I have a problem with that? I say yes, what’s the problem, I tell them I’m not doing it, they tell me it just for the princes, I tell them I don’t care I’m not doing it. After an hour or so they give up and send me back to the cell, that was too easy I thought, but I found out later after last prayer why they gave in so easy, because they had other plans to make me agree to do the video. Their plan included an axe handle. That night they beat the shit out of my back side and feet until I begged them to do their video. 

The next night they came again after last prayer and I got it all over again with the axe handle even though I promised to do the video. I was told I was getting it again to make sure I didn’t try to mess about when they filmed me.

The next day I was given soap and told to shower, it was luxury my first wash in over seven weeks. I stayed in the shower for maybe an hour, I had to unblock the shower drain twice because of all the dead skin that came off me, but I felt a lot better after my shower, I felt it was finally over, well the beatings anyway. 

That night I was taken to Al-Hair prison where they were to do the video. When I arrived I was given a shave and hair cut for the first time in seven weeks. Khalid came with new clothes for me, (things were looking up). I got the barber to leave me with a moustache, I told him I’ve always had one so he left it on (thick twat) I’d not had a moustache for over fifteen years I knew my family and friends would notice it, if I was shown on T.V. next Khalid brought me a copy of my confession to read to refresh my memory I suppose. Then I was taken in to another office where I was shown drawings of the bomb sites, they went through it stage by stage with me over and over again until I had the exact description of events, as to what James Lee had said on video, this went on for an hour or more, they said that James said this and James said that, and so on. 

Then I was taken to an office next door where there were two video cameras set up. I was sat behind a desk with the drawings set up to my right, I was given a pointing stick to show the route we took etc and we had a quick rehearsal. I was told to look at the Saudi next to the camera and to look at his eyes while I was talking, and I was told not to mess them about when on camera, which I did. I kept touching my ear or nose or blinking they were getting really mad at me for this, and the threats of what was going to happen when they got me back was enough to straighten me out. Ahmed stormed out of the filming room and never came back until they finished filming. 

The filming took over two hours until they had it exactly how they wanted it, and then I was taken back to the interrogation centre for the night. 

The next day I was taken to the court where I was sat in front of an Arab judge. The judge handed me my written confession and I was asked was this my hand writing. I said yes. I had to then sign to that fact, there were no other questions, just sign, and then I was taken back to the interrogation centre. I thought now it must be over, they’ve got all they wanted, now there must be a trial and they must give me a lawyer, and then it will be time to argue it out in court. And tell them of the torture I’ve been through, and how I’ve had to live like an animal since my arrest.

That night after last prayer they came for me again, chains blindfold then up to the office. I thought what the fuck now they’ve got what they wanted. Khalid and Ahmed were waiting for me. I was sat down and asked if I would like tea which I did, they continued to ask me about myself and just having a chat. Then came the next bombshell. Tell us about Peter Brandon I was asked, I told them I didn’t know any one by that name, come on we know he’s a friend of yours and James Lees. I told them that James might know him but I don’t, you do know him, we know you do, he used to be the chef at the Celtic corner. Now I know who they were talking about. Yes I said you mean Pete the chef, I told them I didn’t know his surname, which I didn’t up to this point. Right tell us about him then, I just told them I don’t really know him, I just ordered food off him sometimes which I did, that’s all I knew about him. They told me that Peter had been arrested before me and he had confessed to giving me a bomb. I told them this was rubbish and I hardly knew him, they said they could bring him here, like they did with James Lee and he would confess in front of me. I told them to do as they like, but I still know nothing of what you’re talking about; this went on all night like this until morning when I was taken back to the cell. 

When I got back to the cell all my bedding had gone the guard pushed me inside slammed the door and said no sleep (fuck I thought I cant do this “no sleep shit again”) I was now back to where I started no sleep, and for sure the beatings are to start again, I want to kill myself now, I really do. I can’t go through it all again there’s no way my body or mind can cope any longer I know. I feel I’m going to die here. That night they turned off the air conditioning in my cell, my mood was at it’s lowest ever now I’ve got tears in my eyes, a big lump in my throat, and I want to cry my eyes out, I’m fighting myself now, I won’t let them break me down to a whimping crying pathetic baby (they can fuck off) the next day I got fish and rice for dinner, the fish was a fish steak, and it had the back bone in it, it was quite big with spine bones sticking out of it, I saw this as my way out, so I swallowed it hoping it would stick in my throat and choke me to death, but it never, the bastard went right down I couldn’t believe it. For three days after that I had stomach pains that was my attempt at killing myself.

The next night it started again chains blindfold and up stairs to the office, straight away I’m told to put my hands above my head again, so I’m stood there chained and blindfolded with my arms straight above my head, then they start. Tell us about the bomb Peter gave you. I tell them I don’t know Peter, what was in the bag Peter gave you. I don’t know what you’re talking about. At that point I got a belt in the balls with the axe handle and I hit the deck nearly vomiting and retching it was excruciating, then they are beating me on the backside while I’m trying to recover from the belt in the balls. They are screaming at me but I don’t understand anything at this point, I’m holding my balls and being beaten on the backside at the same time. Then I’m dragged to my feet and told to get my arms back up it’s hard to stand now I’m ready to collapse but if I do they will just beat the shit out of me on the floor. I stand as I’m told. Tell us what Peter gave you, I tell them I don’t know anything about Peter, I tell them if Peter said he gave me something then bring him here and I will agree to whatever he says. I get another ferocious belt on the backside, the blindfold makes it harder because you don’t see it coming, after  more of the same treatment with random belts of the axe handle I lose control of myself. I start pissing my pants, there’s nothing I can do to stop it, I just can’t control it, this brings out a fit of laughter from my new friends. I felt a strong sense of shame for pissing myself, if at that point they had removed my blindfold and chains I would of beat the shit out of the two of them, without a doubt. They removed the blindfold and sat me down and started the verbal interrogation again, now they brought another name in to it. I will not give his name as he may still work over there, but we used to play golf together and he’s a good mate. I will refer to him as (Chief) they said now tell us about Chief, I tell them I don’t really know him, I only know him by sight and to just say hello that’s all. We know you know him very well James Lee has told us (fuck me not him again) I tell them maybe James knows him but I don’t, like I said I only ever say hello to him that’s all. 

They went on to tell me everything about my relationship with Chief, they knew it all nearly, they wasn’t guessing, James Lee must have told my life story to these bastards, I still said I hardly know him. Tell us about the arms deals you and Chief were doing at night, (I’ve gone from a terrorist to an arms dealer now) I tell them they are crazy, and I know nothing of what they are talking about, then they start beating me around the head with the sandal again, throughout the belts around the face and head they repeat tell us about the arms deals, I keep denying knowing him, then they would jump back to Peter, and they got the same answer. 

Then I’m made to lay on my back on the floor with my arms and legs a foot off the floor, and my head off the floor and to hold that position, and as before, each time I dropped a leg or an arm I would get a belt of the axe handle, then after an hour of this they would make me roll onto my stomach and bend my legs upward and start beating the bottom of my feet with the axe handle. All the time they are beating my feet I was trying to picture my family in my mind to try and ease the pain. I don’t know if it did or not but it was the only thing I could do to try and hold on. The rest of the night I was sat down and asked about Peter and Chief, and I kept denying knowing them, after they had finished with me for the night I was taken to the wash basin to wash the blood out of my mouth and throat, and then taken back to the cell and told again no sleep, (now I really want to fucking die, I really do) 

All I can do all night is lean on the cell wall, or walk up and down three paces and try and think of how to finish this, there’s no way out I can see, I’m fucked. 

They kept trying to get me to implicate Peter and Chief in bombings, and now arms deals. I don’t even know if they have been arrested or not, they say Peter was before me but surely I would have heard about it, and if they had why haven’t they made him confess in front of me like James Lee did? Either they haven’t arrested him, or he is doing the same as me and denying it, whatever I’m not going to be the one to put someone else through what I’m going through, I could never live with that, (never) I prayed to god I wouldn’t give in, and that’s a first for me, I’m not very religious.

Later on that night I heard someone going in one of the other cells I hoped it wasn’t Peter or Chief. I could hear whoever it was crying all night but he would never answer my calls, he just cried. I started to feel sorry for him even in the state I was in. Later someone else came in, this was a Muslim I knew because he never stopped praying all night, and all the next day, it drove me crazy. I kept shouting for him to stop but he never did, the guards came in a couple of times and told me to shut up and gave me a few slaps, but when I thought the guard wasn’t about I would call again and the guard would return. There must have been a listening device in the cell along with the close circuit TV camera, but the guard never told the Muslim to shut up and stop his continuous praying, (twat) I was not allowed to sleep and I wasn’t chained to the door this time which was a blessing, but if I sat down the guard would come straight away and kick me on the floor for me to stand, my feet were in real agony and my ankles were badly swollen. 

Next night after last prayer, the usual, chains blindfold and up the stairs, as soon as I got in the office I was told hands above your head, still blindfolded. Have you thought about your other friends, tell us about them. I tell them I’ve confessed to three bombings like you wanted, and you said you had finished with me, and I know nothing about these other two people. I’m told to stop lying and making it hard for myself or things will get worse, (I was fucked I knew it) I couldn’t go forward or back, if I say yes I did whatever it is you say I did, I would have to know what it was, which I didn’t. So they would beat the shit out of me for lying, and eventually they would lead me through the story they wanted, so the only choice I had was to deny knowing my two friends, and I wasn’t going to put them through the same as what I was going through, (no chance)

This went on all night as the night before, belts with the axe handle, beatings with the sandal, lie on my back with legs and arms and head off the floor, beatings to my feet, questions jumping from Peter to Chief. I just kept denying knowing them, but they knew I knew them, that I was sure, they knew all about me and Chief and I wasn’t about to give him up to these barbaric bastards, so they could beat the shit out of him and make him confess to some trumped up charge. They tell me they can take me out side right now and execute me if they want to. Surprisingly this does not frighten me at all, I tell them to get on with it then, this seemed to shock them, they knew I meant it too, and I really did. I would have welcomed it, it was some mental thing happening to me, I just wanted it to end whatever way, I just didn’t give a shit anymore, as long as the pain  stopped.

This same treatment went on for a week, no sleep, beatings each night and threats, they even threatened to amputate my hands and remove my eyes, for the injuries David Brown received in the Al-Khobar bombing, that I was supposed to have been involved in. I was in total agony all that week especially with my feet, with the beatings to them and having to stand everyday and night in my cell. They were badly swollen, and had turned black and blue. I had a permanent headache, and my eye balls felt like they were on my cheeks. I was hallucinating again which was really weird I suppose it must be like an acid trip. I could see people walking through the walls of my cell, I knew it wasn’t real but I could see it. My cell floor turned to water, I kept saying to myself it’s not really happening it’s your imagination, but it sure looked real. I kept saying to myself get a grip you know it’s not happening it’s the affect of no sleep, but it wouldn’t stop however hard I tried, the hallucinations are something I will never ever forget for the rest of my life.

A surprising thing happened at the end of the week, they came for me as usual with the chains, but surprisingly this time no blindfold, and I was taken upstairs where I was stopped at the top of the stairs and told to wait with the guard. I was stood with the guard, I must have looked in a right shit state and with nothing on my feet because of the swelling After a while upstairs I noticed there were a lot of Saudi’s coming and going out of other offices. This was the first time I’d been up when other people were working, the first thing I thought was why was I up here in this state while other people were working, they were just walking past me and giving me dirty looks. I was being put on display for this lot, I was being made a show of (bastards) after maybe 30 minutes Ahmed and Khalid appeared and took me into an office where they started asking me about Chief and Peter again this time another young Saudi was with them, he just sat there watching with a big grin on his face, as Ahmed started slapping me round the face. They we’re showing off to this twat, they were all having a good laugh at my expense. Same as before confess to the arms deals you and Chief were doing, and tell us about the bomb Peter gave you. I denied knowing them again and again. They were going off their heads shouting and screaming at me and still they got the same answer. Then someone popped his head round the door and said something in Arabic and Ahmed and Khalid went out of the office. Next I hear an argument outside and one word I picked out was sleep. This arguing went on for maybe ten minutes before they came back and they both looked in a bad mood. I thought I’m in for it now, but I wasn’t. I was told to stand and was taken by the guard down stairs and put in a room about 4m x 4m there were two mattresses on the floor and one pillow and I was told to sleep which they didn’t have to repeat, I lay down and was out like a light.

I was woken up the next day with dinner and left to eat it on my own and no guard to tell me to hurry. I ate at my own pace and went back to sleep. I woke up a few times with nightmares, but soon got back to sleep. It was like this for the next few days, eat sleep that’s all I was doing, trying to rest my body for the next round, I was sure it was going to start again, and I was still shitting myself and hoping I wouldn’t give up my friends. I didn’t know if I could keep it up I was cracking up, my mental state was a mess I knew that. I was nearly always arguing with myself in my head and it wouldn’t stop, and it still happens to this day but not nearly as much. 

They came for me again after maybe three days and this time no blindfold or chains. Shit I thought what’s going on now. I was taken up stairs and sat in the office with just Khalid on his own I was given a cup of tea and a cigarette while Khalid chatted trying to be nice. I thought I’ve been here before, when they said they had finished with me, “when I confessed to the three bombings”, I just thought what next, but he was just asking about Chief and Peter nicely and saying he could help me if I cooperated with him. I kept denying knowing them, and he kept telling me everything they knew about me and Chief, they knew nearly everything, about me living at his house for a while and how we used to play golf every week, about parties we used to go together, but still I denied it. (James Lee had been busy telling whatever they wanted to know about me) Khalid told me if I cooperate he could get me a prison sentence instead of an execution, if I gave everybody’s name. I knew they would do a deal and get me a light sentence (fuck you will) I just played along with him and told him nothing. 

He started to shout again but nothing happened I was just sent back to my new big cell. The same happened the next day but this time I started to argue back and telling him this was all bull shit and I’d done nothing at all. This drove him mad, he kept pissing off out of the office for 15 or 20 minutes, obviously to calm down and discuss tactics with Ahmed. Then he would try to be nice to me again asking me about my family and how he would like to see me go home to be with them, (yes right,) after all the nice guy treatment I was taken back to the cell and told I could shower and was given soap. I must have spent an hour in it but still no tooth paste or brush. I had been in this interrogation centre now for almost 10 weeks and had not been able to brush my teeth once. I had two broken back teeth and lost three of my bottom front teeth, I had suffered some bad pain with my teeth over the last ten weeks and it would be another month before I would see a dentist.

That night I was allowed TV in the cell which was Saudi channel 2, if you can call it TV it’s mostly religion and about the Royal family and how good they are to the people, (yes right) but at least I could get the time and date from it which was the 12th of August. I didn’t know what to think at this stage. I was thinking is this one of their tricks. Make me feel it’s all over and then start on me again. I don’t know.

The next day I was taken up stairs again and it was the same sort of stuff again. Help yourself and tell us what you know of your friends and we can help you get a lighter sentence, we will guarantee you a prison sentence but if you do not help yourself you will get the death sentence. I know nothing I tell them and so it went for a while, back and forth until they got fed up with me and I got no beatings even when I was a bit lippy. Again I was sent back to the cell until about 3 or 4 O-clock when the guard came for me. 

This time he had the chains and blindfold with him which I had to put on. I thought here we go again the beatings are about to start again but no I was taken from the cell outside and put in the back of a van and drove off. I thought fuck me there taking me to be executed, I was shitting myself I really thought this was it. We drove for maybe an hour until I heard electric gates opening and we kept stopping and starting I was trying to hear everything around me as I was still blindfolded. When we stopped I was taken from the van and up a few steps and into some building then up in a lift. Then we marched further through more gates until we ended up in a small office where the blindfold and chains we removed. There an officer took all my details and finger prints four times and I was given Arab dress to wear (without the head gear) I was taken to another room and photographed then blindfolded and taken to see the doctor. He asked was there any problem with my health and had I any marks on my body he should know about. I told him about my teeth and the bruising and swelling to my feet backside and leg and that I had a problem with my neck through the beatings I’d received at the interrogation centre. He just looked at the two other Saudis in the room and wrote it down that was it. Then I was blindfolded again and marched off through more gates and what seemed a long walk. When the blindfold was removed I was introduced to my new accommodation, which was a single cell, very clean with a shower, toilet and wash basin, this was luxury compared with what I just left. 

The bed was like a raised concrete slab with a thin mattress and pillow and one blanket. The walls were covered with a layer of thin rubber, I suppose to stop me hurting myself and I noticed right away how quiet it was. This cell was sound proof and I had my old friend the close circuit TV camera to keep me company. (bastards) but it was a relief, Maybe 2 hours before I thought I was going to be executed but now I was in the Hilton hotel compared to where I had just come from. Next the guard comes back with soap and a towel and asked me if I needed anything else. I say yes, tooth brush and paste and cigarettes. He tells me maybe tomorrow, he will speak with the colonel. 

This was a new prison and I knew which one because a friend of mine worked here on maintenance and he told me of all the electric gates and how new it was. It was only about 15 years since it was built, I was in Al-Hair prison for political prisoners. I spent a restless night wondering what would happen next. I was still thinking of the execution I was promised, I mean, how do you get something like that out of your head “simple you don’t” I had a long shower that night, it felt good to just be able to have one and not be told you can’t have one. This was my third shower in ten weeks and if I stay in this cell I will have one every day that’s for sure.

The next morning the flap in the wall opened. The flap was like a large letterbox which they shoved your food through, which was jam and yoghurt with a piece of Arabic bread and a plastic cup of sweet tea that was breakfast. After that the guard came and blindfolded me and walked me about two hundred yards and took the blindfold off I was stood in a room which was a sort of barber shop, well it had a barbers chair. I was given a hair cut and a shave with an electric shaver, I was not allowed to it for myself and I was then taken to the next room to see the doctor who gave me a quick medical. He took my weight 107 KG. I’d lost in that ten weeks 15 KG I was  122 KG when I was arrested. He took my blood pressure which he was concerned about and put me on medication right away. The doctor was an Indian and he did seem very concerned, he checked my teeth and said he would arrange for me to see the dentist and get me some tooth paste. He didn’t check my feet or bruises to my backside or legs because he’s seen it all before I’m sure. Then I was taken back to the cell blindfolded as before. Within an hour tooth paste and brush arrived and I scrubbed my teeth three times it was painful and the blood from my gums turned the tooth paste blood red but my mouth after the third brushing felt great if not a bit tender but it was the best I’d felt since my arrest, luxury.

This place kept the lights on twenty four hours a day in the cell, just like the interrogation centre but at least it was quiet which was nice at first but the silence would nearly drive me crazy later on. 

The next day my breakfast came through the letter box as the day before, the same at lunch, most days was chicken and rice still no spoon or fork to eat with, I’d better get used to eating with my fingers sometimes I got broth and a piece of bread that was tricky to eat with your fingers, but I had to manage the best I could.  After a couple of days the colonel from the prison came to see me and asked is there anything he could do for me, I asked if I could have something to read and my glasses he said he would see what he could do.  

The cell had a built in TV in the wall and I asked could I have that on he said he would if he could but he would have to asked my investigators, it never came on all the time I was in solitary but I did get a couple of books and my glasses. At least now I could try and lose myself in a book. I would read it over and over again anything to try and take my mind away from talking to myself.

This was my life day in day out the only time I’d get out of the cell was about every two weeks where I would be blindfolded and taken for a shave and taken right back to the cell.  Once a month I would see Ken Neill from the British embassy, I would be given my own clothes to wear and told to get dressed because I had a visit that’s all the guard would say. I was then blindfolded and marched a long way through electric gate, I’d go through six gates then go down 43 steps then sat on a vehicle, the vehicle was a golf cart and drove for five minutes and walked up 42 steps through two steel doors and into to a room where the blindfold was removed and I would sit there with the guard for maybe an hour. Khalid and Ahmed would come to see me and warn me about what I could and if I mentioned anything about my treatment at the interrogation centre they would stop the meeting right away, and stop my Embassy visits. Then I was taken to another room where Ken would be waiting for me and the two interrogators. Ken would tell me nothing of what was going on, all he would say is that my family are OK and thinking of me, and tell me he’s not allowed to discuss anything about my case. I would tell him of the condition I was in while in solitary. He would ask me about my health and how I was being treated in Al-Hair prison. I would tell him again that I was in solitary confinement with the lights on twenty four hours a day and I had no sense of date or time, and I was kept in pure silence which was starting to send me mad. I told l him I needed more reading material and some company, and I told him I needed a spoon or a fork to eat with, I told him I had to eat everything with my fingers even soup. Then after fifteen minutes the visit was ended and I’d be blindfolded and taken back to the cell.

We were never allowed a pen and writing paper to write home at first, it would be eighteen months before I was allowed to write. I would be lay in my cell day in day out with nothing whatsoever to do it was soul destroying. I used to lay there thinking of my family and thinking of my life and day dreaming and trying to drift off into a kind of limbo. Every week or two weeks a colonel Saeed would come for a short chat and ask if there was anything he could do for me. I ask him to put the TV on and if I could have a plastic spoon and more reading material or even the local Arab English paper which is all propaganda, we call it the green truth, (Arab news) it’s all about the Saudi royal family and how wonderful they are and what there doing for their country, (yes filling their own pockets) he would tell me he would have to ask my investigators before he could do anything.  So I knew then I was getting nothing. Those two wanted to make it as hard as possible for me I knew that, the sick bastards. I thought of them as government sponsored terrorist, they were torturing westerners with the backing of the Saudi government I was sure of that, they would never have done it without their backing and orders.

I used to wake sometimes with a fright, I used to dream sometimes of being executed and then wake up sat bolt upright with a cramp in my neck, I used to feel a blow to my neck like a karate chop it felt real but what it was a cramp in the back of my neck which I feel sometimes to this day. I put that down to the beatings around my face with the sandal because my head used to fly from side to side when I was being beaten with it, if I sat still for some time I could fell my neck starting to cramp up and I would have to move about until it wore off.

It was a relief being in Al-Hair prison at first I was not in a high state of fear twenty four hours a day like I was for ten weeks in the other place. This cell door never opened only maybe once a week or two weeks to take me for a shave. I was not even allowed to shave myself, even with the electric shaver. Then I would go and see the Indian doctor to check my blood pressure, that would be the only time I would see anyone, and I was always blindfolded this really un-nerves you, then back to my little sanctuary where I was starting to feel safe. I got to a point where I didn’t like to leave the cell, I think it must have been that I felt safe in it, this was my new life, every day the same, nothing ever happened my food would come through the letter box in the wall three times a day, that was my highlight of the day and some of the food was inedible, it was lucky I didn’t have much of an appetite but I managed. I told the colonel that some of the food was inedible, and he said if, you don’t like it don’t eat it, that was his answer. 

One morning the guard came for me early in the morning I was chained and blindfolded and I was taken through the series of gates and after a long walk I was sat down and the blindfold was removed. I was sat in an office, my handcuffs were remove and my breakfast was brought in. I thought what the fucks going on now I had no idea at all. I ate my breakfast then the guard put the cuffs and blindfold back on me and I was lead out and put in the back of a vehicle, still blindfolded and chained up the only thing I could think was this is it, their going to fucking chop me. We drove for maybe an hour and I just kept trying to think of my family and how the fuck I ended up sat chained and blindfolded in the back of a vehicle on the way to be executed, but I couldn’t really feel nothing, not fear, I should have been screaming or crying or something but I was calm. I felt I’d already died they had killed me from inside already, with the torture and solitary confinement I just didn’t care for myself anymore,

When the van stopped the guard removed the blindfold only and I was lead out of the van onto a car park where there was maybe eighty or ninety police circling the van, some with machine guns others with side arms I was sure this was it, it was the same scene as what you would see at an execution, a big circle of police in a car park. Then there was relief I was marched through them and into a building and into a lift. The lift was crammed with guards it was a squeeze, then I was escorted out of the lift and in to a little cubicle where I was sat down. I didn’t know where I was until Khalid arrived and informed me I was at the Sharia court and not to worry I just have to reconfirm my confession, that was all he said, it wasn’t my trial that would be later (lying bastard) After an hour or so the chains were remove and I was taken into the court where I was confronted by three judges, all dressed in Saudi clothes, all had beards, all sat behind the bench like a normal court in the UK. There was the court recorder a translator and my two interrogators there that was it. 

My confession was held up and I was ask was this your hand writing, they gave it to me and I confirmed it was, then the judge asked me did I place these three bombs I his country, I said no I did not. 

He asked why had I made this confession if I didn’t do it. I told him I was tortured to make the confession, who by he asked, I pointed the two people out in the court, they both stood there looking at their feet, they couldn’t look at the judge. The judge never said a word to them while I was there. I was told then that my two friends had confessed. James Lee and Les Walker and that one of them had cried in court. I was asked, was I willing to challenge my  friends in court, I said I would. The judge then said that I would have to go back to interrogation. I couldn’t believe it, I’ve just told him I was tortured and now he’s sending me back. I was then led out of the court and had to wait five minutes back in the cubicle until my two interrogators arrived. So they had been having words with the judge after I’d left obviously. 

When they came they started straight away, they said you know when we get you back it’s going to be a lot worse for me than before. I told them I was innocent and that they knew I was and the rest were innocent as well. This they didn’t take to kindly to, I got a punch in the ribs for that, they were both fuming I knew that when they got me back I was going to pay for it dearly without a doubt. 

They tried to convince me it would be better if I changed my mind otherwise they would cripple me for life. I believed them, they were capable of doing it, I was sure. I got a few more punches to the ribs then the translator out of the court arrived and he was telling me how much better it would be for me to change my plea and how my government would have me home in two years if I did. (fuck me this was a double act) this shit kept up for about an hour and I said fuck it take me back in. I knew if they got me back in the interrogation centre I would be a dead man, and even after I gave in they would beat me for weeks to make sure I didn’t change my plea again. 

The three judges were still sat there, they had been waiting for me to come back, that’s why my interrogators stayed back with the judge, the judge had told them to get me to change my plea. (Saudi justice Ha’) I stood in front of the judges and just said sorry, nothing else. I was told by the translator to beg for mercy, I said I would not. So the judge starts begging for mercy for me, he said I was sorry for what I had done and I promise not to do it again. I nearly laughed when he said (I promise not to do it again) my mothers face flashed in front of me, “that’s what I used to say to my mother when I’d done something wrong”. I then had to sign the recorders book again. There was no sentence read out to me I was just marched out chained and blindfolded and put back in the van for the drive back to Al-Hair prison and back in my cell.

I was going over the events of the day trying to make sense of this Saudi law, I just couldn’t make sense of any of it, they just don’t have one, it’s a conveyor system, torture, confess, court, sentence, no defence allowed, easy. The thing is they don’t have a judicial system set up, they just quote what the Koran says, this or that and the Saudi’s twist the prophets saying’s to suit themselves and no one will argue with the religion over there because they are afraid to, it’s an easy way to lose your head believe me. The Saudi royal family use their religion to keep themselves in power, it’s easy keep the Imams happy with big donations, they keep the people quiet simple, but still there is no judicial system in Saudi, they say now they are making reforms, I say bullshit, the Saudi’s are good at window dressing and think they can kid the outside world, it would take decades to set up a fair and just legal system over there. They don’t have the people educated in this field of work because there’s never been a need for it before, and I’m sure it will be a long time before you see one.

I used to lie in my cell thinking of all the innocent people that the Saudi’s must have executed, and the poor bastards must have gone through the same torture as me, maybe even worse. These third world country people would have no voice from their embassy’s the Saudi government would just ignore places like Pakistan India Philippines etc, their government’s would not want to embarrass the Saudi’s they make to much money from them. These countries have millions of their people working over there, doing the work that Saudis won’t do, if it wasn’t for foreign worker the Saudis would be back in the desert in their tents.

Anyway life goes on every day much the same until my next embassy visit, when I see Ken Neill. He tells me they are getting me a lawyer, my heart lifts straight away, god bless the UK, he gives me a choice of two Sheik Al-Hejailan and Dr Altuwaijri he tells me a little about them both and tells me to choose one. I tell him to tell me which is the best, he tells me he’s not allowed to. So the Saudi’s are still dictating to the British government, Jesus what’s going on, have the British government got no balls or what? I pick Altuwaijri not knowing which to go for, but I would now be able to tell someone what I had been through. Then I said my goodbyes to Ken. 

I couldn’t sleep for days thinking have I made the right choice with the lawyer, it was driving me mad day after day nothing changed. I had a noise like buzzing in my ear all the time which wouldn’t go away even though I was in a sound proof cell, it was the silence making the buzz in my ear I thought, that’s it I’m going mad. I’d lay there as usual thinking of my past just trying to lose myself in it to try and keep my sanity.

The next time they came for me was the 6th of November, the guard said I had a visitor. It was night,  which made me think it can’t be the embassy at night. The guard came and took me from the cell this time with no blindfold or chains, this was the first time I’d seen outside my cell, it was all new it was all marble floors, with big flower beds set in it, it would be very nice if it was somewhere else. I turned left out of the cell then through three steel electric gates into a circular section where all the guards prayed, but you could see that this area was built as a dining area for the prisoners, which had never been used for that. I was taken right through another electric gate and down a long corridor then through another gate and down the 43 steps I was now in an underground tunnel. I was drove along the tunnel in one of those cars you use on the golf course, the tunnel I guess must be a kilometre long. This also had electric gates at intervals along it, at the other end it was up the stairs and through two more gates and into a reception area were I sat in a office for three hours with the guard. after this wait I was taken into the room where I always see Ken. When I entering this room it seemed full of people, there were two Saudi’s dressed like princes with all the gold braiding and stuff. What now I thought, then I spotted Ken he told me that these were the lawyers representing me and the others, he told me because it was even choice between use all when we picked our lawyer that half had chose one and half had chose the other, so the lawyers are going to work the case together. That was a relief, so it didn’t matter which one I chose I have both of them now. also in the room were my two torturers and two American lawyers who work for the Saudi lawyers. I was introduced to the Americans and told that they would be coming to see me a lot of times over the next few weeks to interview me (great) but it never happened, we were never allowed to see them again. After the introduction I was left with the two Saudi lawyers, they asked me briefly if I was guilty, and if I was, they would get me a light sentence. I told them I was innocent and I’d done nothing, I told them of my kidnapping in Bahrain and the torture briefly. They told me OK the American lawyer will come next week and take all the details and start to build my defence, we shook hands and I was lead back the same way to my cell.

All that week and the next I kept thinking of all the things I wanted to tell the lawyers, when they come so I didn’t leave out anything, as we were not allowed pen and paper to take notes, I had to rely on memory. The weeks past and no lawyers, it was a month later before I was told to get ready my lawyers will be here soon, it was 10 p.m when they took me up to see them no blindfold or chains again, I was put in an office with a guard as usual and waited. My torturers came to see me and shown me two photo’s of men, one of the photo’s shown a man that was obviously dead, they asked when was the last time you seen these people. I said I’ve never seen them in my life, which I hadn’t, and I said one of these men are dead. They said, no he’s not he’s unconscious. I said yes right, the photo shown a man laid out with a white sheet up to his shoulders his face was covered with blood and his eyes were wide open. He was dead. I just repeated I didn’t know any of them, then I said you shouldn’t ask me anymore without my lawyer present. I just got an evil look, and told to look properly at the photos. I repeated I don’t know them, it was now 1.00 am, when these two retuned they told me I won’t be seeing my lawyer today because they had an emergency call and had to go. Why didn’t they come and tell me themselves I asked, I was told they didn’t have time, I knew then that these people had sent them on their way because whoever was in with the lawyers before me was going into details of what had happened to him, and these two must have been listening and put a stop to the meeting. It was obvious to me now that everything we say to the lawyer will be recorded. So I never seen the lawyer that night or the next, it was the 5th of Jan, before I would see them again,

Leading up to the Jan 5th   I was taken up again and told the lawyers would be coming, I was sat in an office in the reception area for three hours waiting for them before I was taken back to the cell, no reason was given why the lawyers never came, no excuse at all, why we were made to wait for three hour I was told weeks later by my interrogators. 

On Jan 5th I was taken again to see the lawyers and put in an office to wait and my two friends came to see me, I asked why I waited for three hours the other week to see the lawyers and they never came, they said that was them it was a trick, they said they thought you’d might of liked to get out of your cell for a while and then laughed about it, (very funny bastards) 

I finally got to see the lawyers, but not the two Americans, it was Dr. Altuwaijri and Sheik Sallah Al-Hejailan,  I asked where were the American lawyers, that was ignored so I left it at that, obviously the Saudi’s didn’t want to show the Americans how incompetent they were. I told them that they tried to make me an offer the other week, and about making me sit in an office for three hours to wait to see you, but you were never coming, both comments got ignored.  I thought what’s going on here, I told them that I thought this room was being monitored, they said they thought it would be and said clearly that they didn’t care if they were listening and for me to tell my story. 

I told them of how I was tricked into going to Bahrain, and how the Saudi’s had arranged it and how I was kidnapped by the Bahrain police and handed over to the Saudi’s at the border. I told them of all my torture and mistreatment by the ministry of the interior secret police, and all of the time my lawyers never wrote anything down. How were they taking notes?  simple they weren’t, they asked me about the conditions in prison and I told them I need to get out of the cell for some exercise, and I need to share with someone because I was going mad on my own. They said that things would get better for me shortly. They told me just to hold on for a bit longer. That was the end of that meeting, we said our goodbyes and I was taken back to the cell.          

                 ----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

 About a week after the lawyers had been the guard came for me, I was take blindfolded again and out to a van, as soon as I got in the back they removed the blindfold and started dressing me in Saudi clothes, the lot I mean including the head gear. I didn’t have a clue what was happening the trip took about an hour. we arrived at a hospital in Riyadh. They got me out of the van and then put me in a wheelchair. I was then told to keep my head down and not to look at the people in the hospital. I wondered why and I knew as soon as we entered the place it was full of Saudi’s waiting to be seen. I had four guards with me this was not enough, if I got recognised these people would rip me to pieces, I was very nervous with this situation. They wheeled right through the crowd and down a long hallway, which was full of Saudi’s; this was not good at all. At the end of the hallway we turned left in to a room. This was where they did an X-ray on my chest, after that I went to another room where they did an ultra sound on my heart, after that I was wheeled back to the van, and taken back to the prison. I was glad to be back. That was nerve racking, that crowd at the hospital would have ripped me to pieces if they found out who I was.

About a week later they did the same again to me, dressed me as an Arab for the hospital, this time they checked just my heart, I tried to ask what was the problem and got no answer, so I have something else to worry about now. Is my heart on the way out? I don’t have a clue.

It was September 1st 2002 just before midnight when the guards came in the cell and took Peter away, we tried to ask what was going on and told to shut up. They removed Pete and came back for me and told me to pack my things in a box they brought, I asked where I was going and got told to shut up again.

I was chained and blindfolded and taken out to a van, I thought at first that they were just going to put me in a cell with some of the others and just wanted to split me and Pete up because we were getting a bit lippy together, but no they were taking me elsewhere. I asked the guard in the van where I was going, he said maybe your going home, (I thought bull shit. Then after maybe an hour I heard the dreaded steel electric gates opening, I was back at torture HQ. 

I was taken out of the van not so kindly and up the steps, through the steel door on the right and left through the next steel door, I knew exactly were I was, they removed the chains and blindfold and shoved me in to my dirty little cell.

Fifteen minutes later I hear someone else coming in, I thought it might be Peter so I try to get his attention no reply, so I guess it’s not Peter, the guards come in to teach me to stay quiet, that worked for a short while, then I heard the Velcro straps being opened on some ones trainer shoes so it was one of our lot but who? I opened my shoes, which made that ripping sound of the Velcro to let whoever it was know he had a friend with him. I started to bang on the door and shouting to go to the toilet. So whoever was in with me would recognise my Manchester accent for sure, no reply, all he had to do was shout to go to the toilet like me and I would know who was with me, but he never made a sound. 

Keeping quiet more or less told me who he was, James Lee, the wimp. I found out much later that I was right. He never had the guts to make a sound to let me know it was him.

All that night and the next day I was left alone in my dirty little cell, I kept making noises to get a response from my friend but still nothing, arse hole.

It was the second night that the guards came for me with their chains and blindfold and I was taken up stairs in to the office and left there chained and blindfolded. I was stood there for what must have been an hour, nothing ever said it was silent except for a little sound now and again, like someone shifting paper around on a desk or something like that. I was waiting for the axe handle to come out to play at any moment and I was sure it would, but it never did.

I was thinking where are my lawyers now, this can’t be happening but it can in Saudi, anything can happen here. After what must have been an hour someone lead me back to my cell, removed the chains and blindfold and locked me in for the night.  What the hell was that all about? They thought I would crack up that’s what it was all about, but they never touch me because they must have been told not to, they are trying the psychological route, well it wont work on me, they can get stuffed.

It starts again banging doors to keep you from sleeping, they would come in my cell as though they are going to take me up the dreaded stairs. I can’t believe this is happening to me again.

All week this is going on, I’ve had a few slaps off the guards for not keeping quiet but that’s all and my friend is still keeping quiet, (bastard)

On the sixth night they come for me again, same routine, chain blindfold and up stairs in to the office.

I was stood in the office and I could sense that other people were in there with me. I kept my face as      

Natural as possible trying to show no fear whatsoever, even though my lips and face wanted to tremble but I kept my composure, even when they slammed the door to see my reaction, I gave them nothing. 

After a while they removed the blindfold, in front of me was the two torturing bastards, Khalid and Ahmed. I asked why I was back here and where are my lawyers, they told me they only just found out I was here and that’s why they have come to see me. I tell them bull shit you are the ones that have brought me to this shit hole, I’m told to watch my language or they will show me what they can still do to me. Eventually I calm down. They tell me to sit and offer me tea and a cigarette, which I take, they say they just want to talk to me that’s all. My guard is up right away, they want something from me and I’m going to find out shortly.

They start by asking how am I and how am I being treated at Al-Hair prison. I just tell them ok because I just wanted to get to the point. They then start to work round to what they want, what would you say if we offered you a $:100.000 to talk to people from our government about what you know. I tell them sure, I can tell them anything they want to know about security fencing. I’m told to stop trying to be funny, I tell them you shouldn’t be talking to me without my lawyers present. I’m told this will be between you me, and our government and if you agree you will get $ 100.000 and 75% of your sentence reduced. I say but 75% of my head is no good to me. Khalid say’s what do you mean 75% of your head is no good. I tell them that you’ve always maintained that I was to be executed. They have a good laugh and say no you have been sentenced to time in prison only. I felt a big weight lift from my shoulders I felt like breaking down there and then, all sorts of emotions went through me it’s something you can not explain. I sat there looking at them as though I didn’t give a shit, now wasn’t the time to show any weakness to these barbaric bastards.

I asked if I’m not going to be executed what is my prison sentence, I’m told maybe fifteen years and if you accept the deal you will be home in just over a year. (in fact I received eighteen years, they couldn’t even be truthful about that but I get to keep my head) I was still gutted with the sentence for doing nothing. If I had done it I could accept it and get on with it, but I was at no fault, I’d nothing. I was here because James Lee had confessed to the bombings and said I did it with him.

I tell them to get my lawyers and we can talk in front of them but they weren’t having any of that. They tell me that two of the others have accepted the deal. I thought yes right they have, pull the other one. I’m told this is the only way you will ever get out of here there is no other way. I know these two well now and I know that everything in this office is now being recorded for sure. I tell them if that’s all I would like to go back to my cell, they were not happy they knew I wasn’t falling for it. Ahmed left the office and left me with Khalid, Khalid tried to be my friend again. He was asking what Thailand is like but he was more interested with the girls and how young he could get one. I told him they don’t like Arabs, which is true because they treat them like dirt. Then he came to the point, he asked how many dead people have you seen, not many I said but most I’ve seen are in road accidents over here, he was not amused and gave up. I got back to the cell, they told me to think about it and they would ask me again tomorrow.

Back in my cell I lay back thinking what’s going on, I think there must be a lot of outside pressure and things are not going to their plan, next I hear someone else going past in chains it must be my friend whoever it is. After 45 minutes or so the little window at the top of my cell door is opened, which is unusual, I could now see the guard walking past the cell door, there must be a reason for them to do that, they never leave that open and this time it was done deliberately. I find out the reason 30 minutes later when I hear someone coming back in chains. I see his face walk past my cell he never even tried to look in at me, yes it was James Lee. I just hope that he has not fell for their game and that James had the guts to just tell them he wants his lawyer present but I had my doubts.

The next day they didn’t send for me I was just taken back to Al-Hair prison. In the van on the way back I’m thinking why didn’t they try again in the morning to get me to talk to their government. I could only think that they got what they wanted from James Lee but I’m only guessing.

When I get to the prison I go straight for a visit with Ken from the embassy. I tell him right away where I’ve been and about the offer, he shows no sign of surprise, maybe it was because the two interrogators were sat with us. I also tell him that I seen James Lee walk past my cell in there, he just takes notes.

Ken tells me that my ex-wife Mary has been on radio and in the papers fighting for our freedom, he said she is very active on our behalf. I tell him if Mary is on our case she wont let go, she like a pit bull when she starts. And what she did is well documented in the media, 
The lawyers said that they had seen James Lee several times since he re-confessed and questioned him in detail and he has convinced us that he is guilty, so what are we to think, if he’s guilty, then you must be guilty. Yes that would be right but he is not guilty, the interrogators have been at him and he has been convinced that if he pleads guilty he will go home in a year.  
Pete and I were gutted at what the lawyer had said the day before we didn’t have a clue what would happen next, if James Lee doesn’t fight back and tell the truth we’re all knackered.

