
Breakfast over Baghdad   
by
Eyes Right 
Doha, Qatar – I had not really thought about the flight path which we would be taking on the first leg of our journey to Bangkok.  Once we had boarded our Qatar Airways Boeing 777 at Dulles airport in Virginia, my thoughts were strictly on how I was going to occupy my time during the 12-hour flight to Doha where we would transfer planes to Thailand.  
I had an economy class seat (that translates to narrow), but it was fully equipped with the usual entertainment screen for each seat found now on almost all long international flights.   After watching a few movies and trying to sleep a bit in between, I found myself fixated by one option which offered a continuous display of our flight path.  The screen alternated between English and Arabic while showing a mock up of our plane, various cities we were passing near, and even some famous shipwrecks under the ocean 39,000 ft below.  
Once I located our destination, Doha, on the western coast of the Persian Gulf in the tiny, but extremely wealthy nation of Qatar, I began to try to figure out exactly how we could get there without flying over some potentially hostile territory.  We were over southern France when these thoughts crept into my consciousness.  In an hour or so we were over Greece headed toward Turkey.  Passing just north of Istanbul, we were on a path taking us into air space over the fighting below between the Turks and the Kurds.  Would someone fire a missile at us, bringing all of us down like that tragic passenger plane which was shot out of the sky over Ukraine just two years ago??
Soon we were beyond this region, but now we were over Iraq - not a comforting feeling.  All of the cities shown on the news the past several years involved in heavy fighting (Mosul, Kirkuk, Baghdad, etc.) were not far off our flight path.  How safe is this???  Well, apparently otay today, because our 777 continued on with no issues.  In fact, the flight attendants just happened to come around with breakfast (nothing to write home about).  However, the irony of my having breakfast over Baghdad continued to linger.  How many of my fellow Americans died on the terrain directly below while fighting various Arab factions and ethnic groups in the past twenty years?  But again, all went well.
Just over an hour later we landed in Doha.  The airport here rivals any in the world in terms of modernity - and expense.  The exchange rate is currently 3.65 Qatar riyals to the U.S. dollar.  Comparing airport prices, food and other items here run about 25 % higher than in New York or Washington.  All of the labor is imported.  From what I can determine, no native Qatari does any work associated with running the airport.  Even the flight crews on Qatar Airways are imported.  Several of our flight attendants were from Egypt, including one engaging fellow named Jamal.  Our server at the Doha airport restaurant was Lamin Badjie, an incredibly friendly and nice gent from Gambia.  Lamin, who is 33, had come here three years ago because, as he told us, "there is no work in Gambia."  He lives in an apartment building with three other workers who share one room!  Lamin talked to us for quite some time.  Like most of his co-workers, he sends money home to his family in Gambia whom he has not seen in three years.  His English was only slightly accented, as was that of our flight attendant friend, Jamal.
The Doha airport is full of all the usual suspects of high-end shopping.  Even at duty free prices for these luxury goods, the prices range from the outrageous to the absurd.  An "Armani Junior" store, for example, would happily sell me a children's size 18 month tee shirt for only $95!  And, at several kiosks inside the passenger waiting area, you can purchase a chance to win a fully "tricked-out" Ferrari for $150 or one to win $1 million for only $330.
I doubt that most of those living just north of here in Baghdad would be buyers.
I thought you might like to know.
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