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Jay Bahadur : The Pirates of Somalia: Inside Their Hidden World before purchasing it in order to gage whether
or not it would be worth my time, and al praised The Pirates of Somalia: Inside Their Hidden World:

5 of 5 people found the following review helpful. Very impressed with everything but the epilogueBy LeeAnn
HeringerWhen | first heard about this book while the author was on his book tour, he was described as this kid who'd
been unable to find ajob as ajournalist who had flown to Somalia. So, | had thought this book was an account of how


http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=0307476561

he'd survived after doing thisincredibly stupid thing. But in reality he was much smarter than that, he planned his
adventure so he had a greater than 50 percent chance of coming home. He hooked up with alocal agency that provided
him with UN trained bodyguards, secure housing, trandators, clan access. So, he wasn't stupid which makes the book
much more interesting to read. Y ou get the sense that the local people appreciate that an outsider sat down and let
them tell their story, even if their story strains credibility frequently. It is aremarkably fair and balanced account. It is
alively fact-based story.Where it failed for me was the epilogue where he comes to the conclusion that the solution to
the problem is a generous influx of cash with few strings attached. The solution to most problems -- the US
educational system, third world garbage pickers, the end to our reliance on fossil fuels, unemployment -- could all be
fixed by massive influxes of non-judgmental cash. One more set of people with their hand out, saying just trust us,
we'll make somebody's life better, we'll get back to you on that, doesn't really convince me at this point.1 of 1 people
found the following review helpful. More than abook: the sheer audacity of alife-altering project from Jay
BahadurBy Andy Orrock"Pirates of Somalia' is a stupefyingly audacious book. Actualy, it bringsit afar bit short to
call Jay Bahadur'swork simply a"book." It's more life-altering project. Bored writing marketing reports, he conceives
an ideato fly to Somalia and get the straight scoop on this international phenomenon by talking directly to its
protagonists. Amazingly, he finds awillingness in the people he writesto and - a mere weeks later - he'swinging it
into a nearly ungovernable country meeting up with contacts heretofore unseen. Say what you want about the book's
execution, but in terms of sheer audacity of action: Hats off, my man. Bravo.l knew | wasin the right place when
Bahadur's references Aidan Hartley's The Zanzibar Chest early on. | view Hartley's book as a masterpiece of reporting
and memoir. It's easily one of the best five books I've read. Bahadur quotes a passage in which Hartley "describesin
chilling detail the life-and-death importance of clan lineage during the worst days of the [Somalian civil] war." If you
see Hartley as your model, I'm in.Bahadur focuses his reporting on the Puntland State of Somalia, the hotbed of piracy.
He seeks to cover what he enumerates as the "four main causes explain[ing] the rise of piracy in Puntland: geopolitics,
environmental factors, economic adversity, and breakdown of governance." What makes the book sing: thisis no
armchair analysis from a comfortable, far-away seat. Thisis face-to-face, winning-hearts-and-minds, chew-the-khat,
ride-the-Toyota Surf-to-the-small-village, meet-the-elders, hire-the-bodyguards-and-translators reporting. Very, very
well done.0 of 0 people found the following review helpful. great book, well written, recommended warmly.By Peter
MarkusJay Bahadur succeeded in writing an excellent book on the situation in Puntland. His first hand information is
more than interesting. The book reads as a novel, describes the atmosphere and environment. The encounters with big
and small pirates are of a personal nature, his financial break down seemsrealistic and sheds a different light on the
actual economics of the entire 'industry’. | am very grateful to Jay for writing this book and sharing is personal
opinion. | am not a scientist and have not checked the facts and figures but it all seems plausible. Very instructive and
I recommend this book to anyone interested in this part of our world.

Thefirst close-up look at the hidden world of Somali pirates by ayoung journalist who dared to make his way into
their remote havens and spent ayear infiltrating their lives. For centuries, stories of pirates have captured imaginations
around the world. The recent ragtag bands of pirates off the coast of Somalia, hijacking multimillion-dollar tankers
owned by international shipping conglomerates, have brought the scourge of piracy into the modern era. Jay Bahadur’'s
riveting narrative expose—the first of its kind—looks at who these men are, how they live, the forces that created
piracy in Somalia, how the pirates spend the ransom money, how they deal with their hostages, among much, much
more. It isarevelation of adangerous world at the epicenter of political and natural disaster.

“Brave and exhaustively reported. . . . Bahadur has gone deep in exploring the causes of this seaborne crime wave.”
—The New York Times Book “Bahadur has borne witness and seen what no other journalist has seen. He has peeked
behind the curtain of the pirates of Somaliain their faraway tribal homelands. . . and lived to tell about it.” —The
Boston Glabe “A fascinating narrative that opens a hitherto largely unknown world to awider audience.” —San
Francisco Chronicle "An illuminating guide. . . . Bahadur has probably spent more time with Somali pirates than just
about any other Western researcher or writer.” —The New Republic* A first-of-its kind book. . . . Takes readers
through the evolution of the pirate groups from garrulous, self-proclaimed vigilantes who claim they are protecting
Somalia swaters from illegal fishing vesselsto the deadly criminal gangs they are today.” —Associated Press
“Convincing. . . . In Bahadur’ stelling, the fractured, tribal governance of Somalia’sterritoriesis amost unbelievable
in its dysfunction. And the year-by-year evolution of Somalian piracy is mesmerizing. . . . Look to The Pirates of
Somaliafor an aggregationof all the news stories about this phenomenon over the past four years, with the additional,
intimate layer—stories of the pirates from the pirates themselves—that no one el se was reckless enough to get.” —The
Plain Dedler “Thisvivid and intelligent study of Somali pirates uncovers the reckless men behind the nation’s most
lucrative business. . . . Abalanced and fascinating portrait.” —The Sunday Times (London) “An insightful report. . . .
Revelatory journalism and astute analysisof causes and solutions that prove far more informative than any TV footage
about the contemporary piracy problem.” —Booklist “An engaging account, full of solid analysis. . . . What's
especially impressive (aside from Bahadur’ s sheer nerve in insinuating himself among these dangerous menin a



lawless corner of the world) is the amassing of multiple perspectives—of pirates and policymakers— that support a
rich, suspenseful account.” —Publishers WeeklyAbout the AuthorJay Bahadur’ s articles have appeared in The Times
(London), The New Y ork Times, the Financial Times, and The Globe and Mail (Toronto). He has advised the United
States State Department and has worked as a freelance correspondent for CBS News. Bahadur currently livesin
Nairobi, where he works as managing editor of the news site Somalia Report.www.jaybahadur.comTwitter:
@PuntlandPiratesExcerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Prologue Where the White Man Runs Away
It was my first trip to Africa. | arrived in Somaliain the frayed seat of a 1970s Soviet Antonov propeller plane,
heading into the internationally unrecognized region of Puntland on a solo quest to meet some present-day pirates. The
737s of Dubai, with their meal services and functioning seatbelts, were a distant memory; the plane | was in was not
even allowed to land in Dubai, and the same probably went for the unkempt, ill-tempered Ukrainian pilot. To the
ancient Egyptians, Punt had been a land of muni? cent treasures and bountiful wealth; in present times, it was a land of
peo-ple who robbed wealth from the rest of the world. Modern Puntland, a self-governing region in northeastern
Somalia, may or may not be the successor to the Punt of ancient times, but | was soon to discover that it contained
none of the gold and ebony that dazzled the Egyp-tians—save perhaps for the colours of the sand and the skin of the
nomadic goat and camel herders who had inhabited it for centuries. The cabin absorbed the heat of the midday African
sun like a Dutch oven, thickening the air until it was unbearable to breathe. Sweat poured freely off my skin and
soaked into the torn cloth of my seat cover. Male passengers fanned themselves with the Russian-language aircraft
safety cards; the women fanned their children. The high whine of the Antonov’ s propellers changed pitch as it
accelerated along the Djibouti runway, building towards a droning cres cendo that | had not heard outside of decades-
old movies. The stories | had heard of these planes did nothing to put me at ease: a vodka-soaked technician banging
on exposed engine parts with awrench; afew months prior, a plant-nosed landing at Bossaso airstrip after a front
landing strut had refused to extend. Later, in Bossaso, | saw the grounded craft, abandoned where it had crashed, afew
lackadaisical guards posted nearby to prevent people from stripping the valuable metal. This ?ight was like a forgotten
relic of the Cold War, aphysical testament to long-defunct Somali-Soviet geopolitical ties that had disintegrated with
the countries themselves; its Ukrainian crew, indentured servants condemned forever to ferry passengers along this
neglected route. Over the comm system, the Somali steward offered a prayer in triplicate: Allahu akbar, Allahu akbar,
Allahu akbar, as the plane gained speed. The whine heightened to a mosquito-like buzz and we left the ground behind,
setting an eastward course for Somalia, roughly shadowing the Gulf of Aden coastline. ??? As| approached my thirty-
?fth weary hour of travel, my desire to socialize with fellow passengers had diminished, but on purely self-serving
grounds | forced myself to chat eagerly with anyone throw-ing a curious glance in my direction. | had never met my
Somali host, Mohamad Farole, and any friend | made on the plane was a potential roof over my head if my ride didn’t
show. Remaining aone at the landing strip was not an option; news travels around Somalia as fast as the ubiquitous
cellphone towers are able to transmit it, and alone white man bumming around the airstrip would be public knowledge
sooner than | cared to contemplate. When he learned that | was travelling to Garowe, Puntland’ s capital city, the
bearded man sitting next to me launched into the unfortunate tale of the last foreigner he knew to make a similar
voyage: afew months previous, a Korean man claiming to be aMuslim had turned up in the capital, alone and
unannounced. Not speaking aword of Somali, he nonetheless succeeded in ? nding aresidence and beginning alifein
his unusual choice of adoptive homeland. He lasted amost two weeks. On his twelfth day in Puntland, a group of ri?e-
toting gunmen accosted the man in broad daylight as he strolled unarmed through the streets. Rather than let himself
be taken hostage, the Korean made a ?ght of it, managing to struggle free and run. He made it several metres before
one of his bemused would-be captors casually shot him in the leg. The shot set off a hue and cry, and in the ensuing
clamour the gunmen dispersed and someone hel ped the man reach amedical clinic. | later learned from another source
that he was afugitive, on the run from the Korean authorities. His thought process, | could only assume, was that
Somaliawas the last place on earth that his government would look for him. He was probably right. ??? Just afew
months earlier, | had been arecent university graduate, killing the days writing tedious reports for a market research ?
rm in Chicago, and trying to break into journalism with the occasional cold pitch to an unresponsive editor. | had no
interest in journalism school, which | thought of as awaste of two of the best years of my life—yearsthat | should
spend in the fray, learning how to do my would-be job in places where no one else would go. Somalia was a good
candidate, jockeying with Iraq and Afghani-stan for the title of the most dangerous country in the world. The country
had commanded a soft spot in my heart since my PoliSci days, when | had wistfully dreamt of bringing the astounding
demo-cratic success of the tiny self-declared Republic of Somaliland (Punt-land’ s western neighbour) to the world's
attention. The headline-grabbing hijacking of the tank transport MV Fainain September 2008 presented me with a
more realistic opportunity. | sent out some feelersto afew Somali news services, and within ten minutes had received
an enthusiastic response from Radio Garowe, the lone news outlet in Puntland’ s capital city. After afew long emails
and afew short phone calls with Radio Garowe' s founder, Mohamad Farole, | decided to buy aticket to Somalia. It
took multiple tickets, asit turned out. Getting to Somalia was an aerophobe’ s nightmare—a forty-?ve-hour voyage that
took me through Frankfurt, Dubai, Djibouti, Bossaso, and ?nally Galkayo. In Dubai, | joined the crowd of diaspora
Somalis, most making short visits to see their families, pushing cart upon cart over? owing with goods from the



outside world. Curious eyes began to glance my way, scanning, no doubt, for signs of mental instability. | wasin no
posi-tion to help them make the diagnosis; by the ?rst leg of my trip, | had already lost the ability to judge objectively
whether what | was doing was sane or not. News reports of the numerous journalists kid-napped in Puntland ?xated

my imagination. | channelled the hours of nervous energy into studying the lone Somali language book | had been able
to dig up at the public library; | scribbled answers to exer-cises into my notebook with an odd sense of urgency, asif
cramming for an exam that would take place as soon as | set foot in Somalia. The last white face disappeared at
Djibouti’ s dilapidated, near-deserted airport, as American F-16s performed eardrum-shattering training manoeuvres
overhead. By the time the plane landed in Galkayo, | was the only non-Somali passenger on board.From the
Hardcover edition.



