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California For The Colemans 

When the J ACK COLEMANS left Dhahran the 
end of June, accompanied by their two Siamese 
cats, they headed for their home at 1209 Durant, 
Modesto, California. That puts them almost equi
distan t between son J ack G. who lives in Phoe
nix, Arizona and daughter Kay in Portland, Oregon. 
Both are married and each has three children 
which of course Jack and Beatrice will enjoy 
visiting. J ack was born in Challis, Idaho, at
tended business college in Arizona and began 
his lifelong accounting career with the Salt River 

Beatrice 
and lack 
Coleman 

/ 

Valley Irrigation Association. Ile spent two 
years in the U. S. Navy, followed by a position 
as cost accountant for the Metal Mining Company 
in Arizona, Idaho and California. Jack joined 
Aramco in 1947 and spent his entire twenty years 
of service in the Comptrollers organ ization in 
various supervisory positions. In 1963 he became 
accounting staff analyst, his position at time of 
retirement. In addition to their enjoyment of travel, 
J ack will no doubt resume his golf and go trout 
fishing whenever possible.a 



OOLGL \ R. Sl\IPSO\ and his ,dfe, ~1abel, 
are building a new home in Santa Barbara, Cali
fornia. the area where they li,·ed before going to 
Saudi Arabia. Cntil they get settled and while 
they are doing some traveling, they may be 
reached at 1276 Eleven Oaks Lane in Santa 
Barbara. Doug's family left Winnipeg, Canada 
not long after he was born and he grew up in 
California, graduating from high school in Tor
rance. He became a hea\'y equipment operator and 
spent the next twenty three )'ears working for 
major con tractors on highway and dam construc
tion in different western states. In 1950 he joined 
Aramco as a hea,·y duty mechanic. Ile was pro
moted to senior heavy equipment inspector, later 
transferred to the Marine Division al West Pier 
Terminal, and had been supervisor of Marine 
Mechanical Sen·ices for about a year at the time 
of his departure from Ras Tanura the end of June . 
Doug plans to set up his own small research and 
development shop to work on ideas he's accumu
lated O\ er the years and to perform experiments 
with small machinery and marine equipment. He 
will sa\'e enough time of course for bridge, fish
ing and becoming the golfer he'd like to be.O 

As soon as their new home is finished, GENE 
J . COLGAN and his wife, Aileen, will head for 
Clearwater, Florida, where Gene will no doubt 
find ample time for his favorite hobbies, fishing 
and cards . In the meantime they are in the New 
York City area and can be reached c/o Mrs. M. 
Foley, 28 Jones Street, Staten Island, N. Y. 
Their son Eugene is stationed in Frankfurt, 
Germany, daughter Geraldine is married, Mary 
Lynn attends Marquette University in Milwaukee, 
Wisconsin and Kevin is at San Marcos Baptist 
Academy at San ~larcos, Texas. 

A native New Yorker, Gene joined Aramco 
in 1949 as a lead truck mechanic in Dhahran. In 
1952 he was promoted to shift foreman, then held 
several supervisory positions in the Transporta · 
tion Division until hi s transfertoAbqaiq in 1964. 
Gene completed his eighteen years of service in 
July and when he left was fo reman of the Main
tenance Unit in Abqaiq.O 

(Sorry we have no pictures of Doug, Gene and 
some others this time.} 

Yet, We Know 
ft is always good to receive the comments 

which our stories evoke. We particularly liked 
this one from R. R. "Dick" Robbins who was 
u:ith Bapco on Bahrain Island in the very early 
days and still has many friends among Aramcons . 

I have just received my July copy of A A A J 
and really enjoyed it. Of course I am only an 
honorary member of A A A J, but I knew so many 
of the old old-timers I feel l am almost a part 
of the family. 

I enjoyed Leda \1.air's account of that famous 
journey which caused so much anxiety among the 
waiting husbands. It was nice to see my wife in 
the photograph. 
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I also enjoyed "As I Saw It" by Ralph Wells. 
His journey reminded me of my trip to Bahrain 
which started from San Francisco in December 
1935. However, he did not mention the famous 
Christmas of 1936 when thirty-five or forty men, 
women and children from Bapco journeyed on a 
stormy Persian Gulf to Dhahran as guests of the 
lonly males stationed there. A real party! 

My address has been changed. I haven't 
moved but the post office has. You know how the 
government likes to change things. Instead of 
Sadler, Texas, it is now Lazy R Ranch, Route 
1, Gordonville, Texas 76245. 

Now isn't there someone who can send us 
the storr; of the famous Christmas party of 1936?0 

t 

Steve and 
Marian 
Gordon 

STEVEN GORDON is no doubt hard at work 
by this time on the gardens for their new retire
ment home at3965 North River Road, Port Huron, 
Mi chigan - their daughter lives not too far away 
in East Lansing. Steve and ~larian left Dhahran 
early in July with plans to tour the British Isles 
before boarding ship for New York. Since Marian 
was a McLeod, highlight of their trip for her 
probably was a visit to Skye Island north of Scot
land to attend the McLeods' International Clan 
Gathering, where Dunvegan Castle has been the 
clan stronghold for 700 years. Before joining 
Aramco, Steve was super\'isor of the procurement 
department of Chrysler Corporation's Parts Divi
sion in ~1arysville, \1ichigan. His first assignment 

in Dhahran in 1952 was automotive parts analyst, 
General Office Transportation Department. He 
transferred to the Medical Department five years 
later as medical supply analyst, later became 
supervisor of the ~1edical Equipment Supply Unit. 
He had been supervisor of the Medical Supply 
and Housekeeping Section of the Medical Ad
ministrative Services Division since 1964. Steve 
holds membership in F. and A. M. Lodge 882. He 
is fond of radio controlled model airplanes, 
J apanese gardening and photography. Being a 
native of Michigan, specifically Port Huron, he 
is anxious to get back into that area's good 
fishing and hunting, and plans to train an Irish 
Setter to help with the latter. 0 

Wall Street was named after the old Dutch wall erected along its northern boundary in the middle of 
the 17th Century. Ditched and built with sharpened palisades, the wall kept the cattle in, and the Indi
ans, and any stray English colonials, out. The l\ew York Stock Exchange, celebrating its 175th Anniver
sary this year, is the most famous resident of this noted street. 0 
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The ever-growing clan of old car buffs in the 
U.S. has a ne,.,, member in RLOOLF A. SCHOTT, 

We were pleased when Evadna Burba i~
cluded the following in a letter from Phoenix 

back in I uly: 

Not finding any Caterpillars or diesel engines 
to work on here, Ray has bought a riding mower 
to which he has attached a sweeper, so he cuts 
and sweeps the lawn in one operation: Seeking 
new worlds to conquer, he is also working on the 
yard next door, property which was purchased ~y 
the William F. Grahams when they were here 1 n 
June on long vacation. Gradually Ray is ac-

Rudy Schott in front of a real 
oldie - one of his no doubt. 

who has bid the oil industry adieu after twenty
nine years and expects to settle in San Fra~
cisco's Bay Area. June and sons James and David 
stopped off in Minnesota to wait for Rudy and 
their older son Robert to complete an European 
trip. From there they all drove to Kentfield, Cali
fornia where mail reaches them at P. 0. Box 504. 
Rudy has spent much time in recent y~ars with 
the Cub Scouts. He is fond of boats, tennis, wood
working, and of course there a~e th.e two vin~age 
cars he will enjoy working on in his spare time. 
Rudy was born in San Francisco, graduated from 
Pasadena Junior College and worked for General 
Electric Company in Los Angeles prior to joining 
Standard Oil Company of California in mid-1938 
to work in the Purchasing and Stores Department. 
He arrived in Saudi Arabia a year later, continuing 
to perform the same type work in Ohahran and 
Ras Tanura, with a year out during 1947-48 to 
do purchasing in Calcutta. He transfe~red from 
the position of district storehouse supennt~ndent 
at Ras Tanura in May 1957 to become Coordinator, 
MS&T, General Office, the position he held at 
the time he left. 0 

quiring all the motorized equipment necessary to 
maintain a lawn in tip-top condition. 
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Today we have had a small Aramco reunion. 
The Cec il Johnso ns stopped to visit their daugh
ter Alice who is married and living he re. \~e 
enjoyed an indoor picnic dinner al her h

1
ome, with 

the Bill Lynch family and Evelyn \lc:"J all'. also 
being there to enjoy recent news of mutual friends. 

We do so enjoy Al-Ayyam Al -J amila; thank 
you for the fine job. 0 

l 

1 

~ 

1 

When R. E. Clausen retired from Aramco in 
f une 1964 and trans [erred to Tapline, New York 
the following day, it was to be "for a couple of 
years". lie stayed for three years and three 
months and has now headed out, much preferring 
the west to the concrete canyons and soot of 
Manhattan. We just received this note from Bob, 
dated September 8: 

Things have been rather hectic since I left 
New York on September 3rd. I have a permanent 
address now though. It's an apartment in one of 
the Century City Complexes and although I 
won't be able to move in until September 25, I 
can pick up mail there. 

I have Tina moved into a small apartment in 
Claremont, California, one half block from Clare
mont Graduate School. Now I have the job of 
getting myself moved - the new address is 
Apartment #1803, 2160 Century Park East, Los 
Angeles, California 90067. 0 

All apologies to George Ehrgott for the slip
up in the March issue where we said he spent 
nine months in Ras Tanura - it should have been 
nine years. Sorry about that, George. Here's his 
latest report ... dated July 28. 

We travelled 12,000 miles between March 7 
and July 12 and are now living, I should say 
"camping out" in our new home. Those in the 
know at Aramco have advised that our personal 
effects shou ld reach the states (Houston) ap
proximately August 27 and possibly reach Scotts
dale by mid-September. Until then, we are using 
our newly purchased patio furniture in the living 
room and twin bed roll-aways for sleeping. Not 
too bad! The patio has been completed and now 
we are awaiting bids for the landscaping, front 
and back. Will keep you advised as things 
progress. 

Our daughter's husband, Win Geiger (his 
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J. R. BU KALA had been with Aramco for 
seventeen years when he left Dhahran the end of 
June. He is a native of Massachusetts, attended 
school in Lowell and received his B. S. degree 
from Northeastern University in Boston. Follow
ing a period as chief petty officer with the U. S. 
Navy during WW II he worked in the Acco unting 
Department of General Electric Company in 
Bridgeport, Connecticut. J ack joined Aramco in 
May 1950, working in Ohahran Accounting until 
1952 when he became administrative assistant in 
Transportation. Five years later he transferred 
to General Office Transportation as a cost analyst 
and in 1964 assumed his most recent position, 
transportation planner in Dhahran Transportation 
Division. Jack and Grace don't have definite 
plans for their retirement, but are pretty s ure it 
will be somewhere along the northeast coast. In 
the mean time, their contact address is 104 Orleans 
Street, Lowell, Mass. Their daughter Margaret 
recently graduated from Jackson College, Tufts 
University in Medford, Massachusetts.O 

parents are Beth and Keith Geiger of Dhahran) 
is expected to arrive in Sacramento on August 1. 
After they clear things up re their rented house, 
they will head for Los Angeles to visit Win's 
aunt and then for Scottsdale to spend at least a 
week with us. Following that they drive to 
Macon, Georgia for a two-year assignment. Win 
is a navigator on C-130' s and spent over a year 
on Formosa. We will be happy to see them -
Pam, Win and grandson Kurt. 

After seven months of living out of suitcases 
it's good to be able to hang up your clothes and 
relax. The pool is a daily must, so feel much 
better. 

When George really gets settled, with time 
on his hands, perhaps he'll fill us in a bit on 
where they travelled and what they did to fill 
out that twelve thousand miles.O 



'Four More 'For 'Floriaa 

This nice letter from ALAN C. NELSON and 
his wife Janet arrived the early part of July. The 
Nelsons - formerly he was with Tapline - are 
now living in Pensacola, Florida. 

Having retired February first Oast stop Esso 
Libya) we have just received our first issue of 
Al-Ayyam Al-Jamila. It was wonderful to read of 
many of our old friends and we look forward to 
future issues. 

Our address here at 8853 Burning Tree Road 
in Pensacola will be permanent. We are building 
our retirement home and will move in on July 15th. 
It is in the middle of the Scenic Hills Country 
Club. The tenth green is a chip shot from the 
patio and the seventh fairway is across the 
street. After eighteen years of deserts, these 
rolling green hills and the beautiful trees are 
almost too much! 

We left Tripoli, Libya on October 12th. We 
flew to Rotterdam where we caught a Dutch 
freighter for Hong Kong, where we spent three 
weeks before taking another freighter to San 
Francisco. We stopped at all the usual ports and 
were a total of three months enroute to Pensacola. 

In the light of recent events it seems we may 
have timed our Suez transit and Hong Kong visit 
about right. Also our departure from Libya. 0 

looks like foe and Anne Werner will be 
spending this winter in considerably warmer 
surroundings than any since they left the .\fiddle 
East - at least that's what we hear about Florida. 

When we left Dhahran, Saudi Arabia for re
tirement, we settled in Steubenville, Ohio be
cause my wife wanted to be near her parents. In 
1964 Anne lost both her father and mother inside 
of eight months. With so many memories there, 
we sold our house to the Calvary Methodist 
Church, it now being the home of their Minister, 
Rev. Stratton and his family. 

We went to New Jersey on a temporary basis, 
only until we made up our minds where we wanted 
to settle again. We decided to look Florida over 
and both like the west coast. 

We are now in our new house which we had 
built in Clearwater and we like it very much. The 
welcome mat is out to all our friends. 

Please continue sending us the Sun and Flare 
and the Al-Ayyam Al-Jamila which we enjoy very 
much. We love to read about all our friends here 
in the U. S. and in Saudi Arabia, and we extend 
our best regards to all. 

Sincerely, 

Joseph T. Werner 

The only trouble with life is you're halfway through before you realize it's one of those "do-it-your· 

self" deals. 

* * * 

"Be wiser than other people if you can, but do not tell them so." - Lord Chesterfield. 

* * * 
"A man should never be ashamed to own he has been in the wrong, which is but saying, in othrr 

words, that he is wiser today than he was yesterday." - Alexander Pope 
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A Llyn and 
Iren e Alcott 

ALLY1 ALCOTT, a resident of Abqaiq for 
the past twelve years, and his wife Irene, began 
their leisurely journey home to California by 
freighter early in July. Al was born in Omaha, 
Nebraska, completed his schooling in California, 
graduating from Long Beach Polytechnical High 
School and Long Beach Junior College. He 
worked for Consolidated Steel Shipyard prior to 
four years of Army service which began in 1942. 
After his discharge, Al joined Richfield Oil Com
pany where he worked until 1955, when he was 
hired by Aramco as a lead machinist. His posi
tion at time of departure was senior specialist, 
machinist. Al was an avid bowler while in Ab
qaiq, also was a member of the Sojourners. Irene 
was active in the bridge group. Two married 
daughters and seven grandchildren welcomed the 
Alcotts when they reached California early in 
August. Their plans were still indefinite at last 
report but they may be reached in care of Mrs. 
J ohnny Rhodes, 139 \fetairie Place San Ramon 
California 94583.0 ' ' 

I 
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JACK HmfE left Abqaiq in July to join his 
wife, Nancy, and youngest daughter, Laura 
Jeanne, in the states at 45 Bright Oaks Drive 
in Rochester, New York. The older daughters: 
Nancy and Barbara, are both married, each with 
three children. Jack's twenty-one years with 
Aramco, most of it spent in Abqaiq, made him 
pretty much of a pioneer by that town's standards. 
Jack joined Aramco in 19·16 as a pipefitter and 
welder, moving up to supervisor, Region Main
tenance and to superintendent, Northern Area, 
Mechanical Services, his position at time of de
parture. J ack was born in Scotland, educated in 
Europe, came to the United States in 1929. He 
worked for American Telephone and Telegraph 
until 1939, then throughout the war years for 
Bruce Electric Campany installing radar battle 
control and sound systems. Jack's spare time in 
Sau~i Arabia was devoted primarily to carpentry, 
re_ading and golf. He was formerly president of 
Atn Nakhl Golf Club, Jebel Nariyah Coif Club 
and of the Abqaiq chapter of A.E.A. He plans to 
continue his golf, do a bit of gardening and trav
eling, and perhaps a little • part-time work. O 



J 

CLIFFORD ROTf-1\\'ELL had been seeing that 
people were properly fed for quite some time 
before heading for Saudi Arabia in 1952. As 
Assistant Superintendent of Abqaiq' s Food Serv
ices Section, he was still looking after th e 
gast:-onomic needs of Aramcons wh en h~ and his 
famity departed the middle of June . The Roth· 
wells returned to their stateside hometown of 
North Dartmouth, Massachusetts, where friends 
can reach them at 142 Clarendon Street. 0 

Clifford and Gladys Rothwell with 
daughter, Tobi Ann. 

U. ~. ~~stem 
The political and economic system of the 

United States is unique in the history of man
kind. Just how this system evolved over a period 
of nearly two centuries and the forces tha t keep 
it a working reality in which all of us enjoy a 
measure of freedom and well-being never before 
attained is something that few people really 
unde rstand. 

The financial institution that perhaps more 
than any other single organization is responsible 
for keeping the financial lifeblood flowing thro.ugh 
the economic machinery of the country has JUSt 
observed its 175th Anniversary. This institution 
is the New York Stock Exchange. IL is the in
strument and the marketplace through which the 
voluntary investments of millions of citizens 
provide the capital for the industries that must 
spend billions of dollars every year to develop 
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the productive capacity needed to pour out goods 
and services for 200 million people . 

The function of the New York Stock Exchange 
in maintaining an orderly marketplace for the 
securities of corporate America has become as 
indispensible as a beating heart to a li \'ing bei ng. 
Gone are the day s when any one man or sma ll 
group of men could command the resources to 
meet our needs . The corporation, a product of the 
industrial revolution, has taken their place . 
Today, if billions of dollars could not be se 
cu red through voluntary investmPnt, it ''ould have 
to be done through compulsion - taxation -
which is incompatible with libNtY under repre· 
sentative government. The \ ew York Stock Ex 
change is where the \·oluntan in\'estor .and 
modern indus try join hands. This is the L · 
system .O 

Can you imagine Helen McKeegan "being 
lazy. . . reading until all hours then sleeping 
late in the morning"? Says she just hasn't had 
much excuse lately to get up with the dawn, 
what with having finished up bowling for the 
seasm, her golfing neighbors not available, and 
her washing machine on the fritz. 

By the end of August, Helen and Barney had 
settled their differences with a somewhat incor
rigible architect, turned approved plans over to 
contractors for bids, and felt they were well on 
the way to getting the new house at Twain Harte 
started. He len and a gardener have been trimming 
and cleaning up their place so it will look inviting 
when they get ready to sell. 

Barney has been toying with the idea of get
ting a Jee p Wagoneer when they move to the 
mountains, but Helen's insisting on "now" for 
the change, what with transmission, tail pipe 
and brake problems with the Dodge of late. 

Helen's still painting, and is just finishing 
up a portrait of a neighbor child. She has been 
asked to hang three of her paintings in an art 

booth at the Candle Show, an annual money 
raising event put on by the hospital Auxilliary 
Ladies, this year to be held in November at the 
Cabana Motel/Hotel in Palo Alto. 

Helen has applied for membership in the 
Mother Lode Art Association and when they move 
plans to attend an art class on~e a week. Barney 
will probably sign up for some chss that meets 
at the same time. They also have plans to attend 
a square dance class - since there will be a lot 
of this good-exercise-to-music in their new 
neighborhood. Too, they're thinking of joining 
the Senior Citizens Group. In the meantime, 
Helen's making several lamps for the new place. 

Barney will retire from the hospital some time 
between October and December, after spending a 
three-month orientation period with his replace
ment, the new Purchasing Agent. He probably 
will continue to do occasional consultation work 
at El Camino and perhaps other hospitals in the 
area. 

Then the washing machine got fixed and 
Helen bid us adieu to go take care of the laundry .0 

What, no thanks? Pajama-clad tot calling out to parents: "I'm going to say my prayers. Anyone want 
anything?" 

* * * 
The young businessman's wife was trying to save money by getting chopped meat and serving it different 
ways. On ~1onday it was hamburger. On Tuesday it was meat loaf. On Wednesday it was meat pie. On 
Thursday it was meat balls. On Friday the husband couldn't resist any longer. As he came into the kit
chen, he said: "How now, ground cow?" 

* * * 
Londoners claim that there is an Engineering Information External Inquiries Officer at the British Broad
casting Corp. who answers his phone: "E.l.E.1.0." o 
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They Just Decided To Stay 

After living two years on Point Loma in the 
City of San Diego, and enjoying our retirement 
and new friends, we decided to make it perma
nent. So for the past three months we have been 
very busy supervising the construction of our 
new home. We are just one block up from Sunset 
Cliffs and the Pacific. 

We enjoy receiving the Sun and Flare, Aramco 
World and Al Ayyam al-Jamila. Please make the 
necessary changes in your mailing lists. Our new 
address is just two doors south of the house we 
leased from Capt. Mayes for the past two years. 

For those who are interested, we have a 
marvelous v'iew of the ocean from all rooms in 
our house as well as the sun deck and patio. 
There are many large Monterey Cypress trees 
here on the Point, in fact there are four of them 
just below us, through which we can see the 
surfers, fishing boats, navy ships, etc. All. o.ur 
friends are cordially invited to stop byforav1s1t. 

Our daughter Laurie will attend Cal-Poly 
State College starting September 25th. She will 
live on the campus near Pomona, Calif. This 

summer she attended a John Robert Powers 
school and did some modeling work. 

Leslie, our second daughter has a Japanese 
garden started. She spends her spare time sailing 
at Mission Bay. She will be in tenth grade at 
Point Loma High next month. 

Robbie is the surfer in our family. He goes 
nearly every day to Ocean Beach to surf, swim 
or ride the waves. He still has two more years 
at Dana Jr. High. 

Fran and I play golf as often as we can, 
sometimes with the Ray Bernardis of Escondido 
or Dick Richards of Riverside or Aramcons on 
leave. Had a game with Bob Ryrholm recently 
while he was in this area. 

Must close now and do some yard work. We 
plan to have some citrus and avocado trees in 
our garden and maybe a grape arbor. 

Sincerely, 

H. A. (Al) Kienholz 

Too Much Uhallenge Maybe 
A group of annual reports of leading U. S. 

oil companies is as interesting in worldwide 
areas covered and photography as a National 
Geographic magazine. 

It has been widely publicized that many 
college graduates see no challenge in working 
in private industry - that they prefer some branch 
of government. This is a strange outlook if they 
learned anything at all of history, economics or 
U. S. industry and its worldwide ramifications. 
A young man would be dull indeed, for example, 
if he saw no challenge in the activities of the 

oil industry with wide-ranging interests stretch· 
ing from his hometown to the bottom of the sea, 
the burning desert, the jungles of South America 
and wilds of Alaska. Maybe the challenges are 
too great for some current college graduates. 
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Oilmen have been pioneers from the day of 
the first oil well one hundred years ago. From 
that day on, they have had to take chances. They 
have accepted constant challenges from nature, 
industry and government. They nave built towns 
and schools in desolate lands, railroads, harbors, 
roads, pipelines, docks, the largest ships afloat 

I 

Homer Ruhwedel 

In June, J. H. RUHWEDEL had completed 
nineteen years in Saudi Arabia with Aramco al-

and a thousand other things to make available 
the myriad number of petroleum products that we 
have come to take for granted. The gasoline and 
oil for the sports car of a college boy who may 
think industry offers no challenge may literally 
have come from the ends of the earth. He should 
think twice before telling an oilman that his in
dustry offers no challenge, or he might have more 
challenges tossed at him than he ever heard of. 

Industry offers plenty of challenges and un
limited opportunity to the young man with ambi
tion who is looking for a chance to build security 
for himself through initiative and enterprise. It 
offers, too, the chance to contribute things of 
lasting value to the progress and advancement of 
People the world over. 0 
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though, according to Homer, Standard Oil Com
pany had been buying his groceries for the past 
thirty years. He had joined Socal 's Bakersfield 
Refinery in December 1937, then during the war 
spent 37 months at Station J, Milepost 1287, on 
the Alcan highway. After the war he decided to 
go it on his own and bought into a trucking firm, 
whose main business was a contract with Stand
ard Oil hauling packaged goods out of El Segundo. 
It was in 1948 that he joined Aramco, working 
in the Plants and Pipelines Department, mostly 
at the Dhahran stabilizer. In 1961 he transferred 
to Abqaiq Engineering Department as plant equip
ment inspector, the position from which he 'retired. 
Homer and his wife, Mary, with their youngest 
daughter, Ann Marie, left Saudi Arabia on June 9 
for Bakersfield, California and look forward to 
having their family together again on weekends 
and holidays. Mary Louise, now Mrs. W. P. 
Murphy and mother of a daughter, lives in Sunny
dale; Jimmy is a junior in engineering at Santa 
Clara University; John finished his sophomore 
year at Notre Dame International School in Rome 
last spring. Homer hopes to renew his interest 
in hunting, trying his luck on local dove, quail 
and deer. Their address is P. 0. Box 5714, Oil
dale, California 93308. 0 

.. . by any other name ... 

This story was told by an airline passenger, 
travelling first class and sitting· across the aisle 
from an elderly couple who had never flown be
fore. They were obviously impressed with the 
service by the time cocktails had been served, 
but completely amazed when their full course 
dinners arrived. The wife regretfully admitted 
they had had a large "fast bite" at the airport 
before boarding and just couldn't do justice to 
the fine meal. Her husband agreed, but began to 
investigate his tray. Meanwhile she went through 
the items in the seat compartment in front of her. 
A broad smile crossed her face as she brought 
out an all-too-familiar receptacle and exclaimed, 
"... they think of everything. Here's a doggie 
bag for us to pack our dinners away in. "o 



'f .. lE SJ.\i'ID PllE 

Over the period of the years during whic~ l 
have struggled with this pile of sand, my chief 
problem has been, what to write about. With each 
issue of AAAJ, I have found the going increas
ingly difficult as I have become submerged in 
certain activities of which you have had to hear 
possibly too much, and have lost c?ntact \~ith 
others that you might have found more interesting. 
So for a few issues possibly, and at least for 
on~, regardless of your protests, I have asked 
Virginia Klein's permission to fall back on the 
past for material. \\'hat could she do but agree? 

My life in the P ersian Gulf area started in 
late 1938 when I went to Bahrein. At that time 
when that part of the world was an exciting n.ew 
experience, I started the questionable pract1~e 
of writing a series of open letters to friends in 
the United States. Stimulated by the excellent 
offering of Ralph Wells in the March issue, I have 
turn ed to those old letters and have found some 
pleasure in noting m.y reac~ions then to the new 
sights and sounds with which.all o~ you became 
familiar in time. Perhaps you will en JOY them too, 
recalling as well the remarkable changes whi~h 
have taken place with the passing years, both in 

the people and their surroundings. 

The first of these letters that may have gen
eral interest is dated January 14, 1939, when I 
still was living alone in Bahrein and Gertrude 
was about due to join me: 

Dear Friends: 

Encouraged by some excellent letters from 
home, Bahrein again takes pen in hand. But be
fore we go further, whereinell is Bahrein and why? 

In the first place, some doubt exists as to 
whether Bahrein actually is in Hell. Although 
the point has caused considerable argument, I 
gather that the best people hold to the theor.y 
that Bahrein is located slightly south and a bit 
up-stream from llell. But even this includes ele
ments of hearsay. As an old residenter of four 
months, l feel that the climate of our island has 
been grossly misrepresented. Los Angeles would 
be nauseously proud of our weather since the 
first of October, so who knows what the years 

may bring? 

But in Bahrein, we don't speak of years -
we refer to date seasons. As the dates develop 
and ripen but once a year, so does time deve.lop. 
I have been advised that when I have lived 
through three date seasons, I will be better 
qualified to discuss the relations existing b~
tweer Bahrein and the nether world. But unttl 
the temperature rises or the Shemaal blows, I 
have no complaints. 

What is a Shemaal? As with all possessors 
of small knowledge, I seek to display it, espe~
ically as I labor under the belief that you are in 
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no position to question it. And my letter has 
mu ch more atmosphere when I speak casually of 
the Shemaal rather than the big north wind. Try 
it the next time you're caught between the bar 
and a lon g story. Compliment your companion 
upon his Shcmaal. Chances are that he will make 
a quick check to determine whether his costume 
is arranged proper! y. 

Because our lives are dominated by it during 
certain periods of the year, the wind becomes 
more than hurrying air and assumes a personality 
that justifies a special name. When the Shemaal 
blo,\·s, I am told that people rapidly acquire a 
pennanent lean in one direction. All the oil in 
the pipe lines flows to leaward, and a donkey 
travelling in a given direction, turns around and 
retraces his steps every half hour, just to avoid 
having more hair blown off one side than the other. 

But a donkey, or anything else, doesn't have 
to tra\'el many hours in one direction on Bahrein 
before he, she or it must either turn around or 
start swimming. Our island is only about nine 

the Gulf swings the circle of our horizon. In 
early norming or late evening, with the sun low 
on the horizon, the Gulf is a deep cobalt border. 
At night, under a high full moon, it becomes a 
strip of polished steel with sharp stars on the 
horizon where the gas flares rise on the Arabian 
mainland. 

In reviewing the past with the wisdom of the 
present, one wonders why this oilfield wasn't 
discovered earlier. Quite aside from the evidence 
of geological structure, there was the indisput
able evidence that the greater part of the island 
is so barren that any oil man should have known 
that there had to be oil here. Actually, I don't 
mind the barrenness. It's a wide open space 
providing plenty of room for reaching; and as yet, 
the view furnishes a new pleasure each morning 
and evening. 

But the scene around the northern shore of 
the island changes radically. Here are great 
artesian wells flowing as much as twenty thou
sand barrels of water daily and providing life 

~""~"'M~~; .............. ; ........................... '... . ...... ·1· 

t Phil's presentation takes on a somewhat different form this time, but we : 
t decided to put it under his usual heading anyway. : 
... . 
~~~· ..... ..... ........ ..................... .... . 

miles wide and twenty some miles long, shaped 
much as a fat sea horse with a thick tail. The 
island as a unit, is the expression of a structural 
dome Osn't that impressive?) with its major axis 
running approximately north and south. After 
years of investigation, I still am unable to deter
mine why an axis should run, especially on an 
island of this size. There are so few places for 
it to go. I would welcome any iight that might be 
shed upon this subject; but lacking further in
formation, I plan to leave the axis on its north 
and south run. 

The surface of the island is composed of 
massive limestone beds that ha\'e risen from the 
shallow floor of the Gulf to form a blister above 
the water level. Erosion has scooped a large 
oval out of the blister to enclose our oilfield 
within a wall of rim rock. But the beds within 
this cup rise again in the center of the island to 
a low peak known as the J ebel Dukkhan, or llill 
of Smoke. From this point, the sharp blue ring of 
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for the date palms that contribute materially to 
the income of the island. In this north end is the 
country's metropolis, Manama, an oriental city of 
sixty or seventy thousand people. You never 
would guess the population by driving through 
the town. Apparently, the people live in layers. 

As a city, Manama loses interest, but not 
odor, rapidly. Hardy smells have settled in this 
community by the hundreds, married and acquired 
thousands of descendents. The descendents in 
turn have married or simply started to live in sin . 
For one thing, the smells do not sanction di 
vorce - they never are divorced from anything. 
Soon afterl arrived, an associate took me visiting 
in the Manama bazaar. As we approached, we 
were met by a welcoming delegation of the more 
active smells. At the time, I thought that the 
greeting might be of a specia l nature - sort of a 
demonstration for a newcomer; but I have learned 
since that this feature is a regular portion of the 
hospitality extended by the Chamber of Commerce . 



Transportation 
Crosswords 

ACROSS 

1. Over 57 per cent of the world's 
_ _ _ ore in the United States 

5. Steady 
9. Muscle 

13. Wind instrument 
14. Simpleton 
16. Fashion over 
17. Ardor 
18. Signal light 
19. Shakespearean villain 
20. A major problem in developing 

on electric car is power --
of lead/acid batteries 

22. Since World War II the amount 
of travel in the U.S. hos ---

24. 
25. 
26. 
29. 
30. 

33. 
34. 
35. 
37. 
38. 
40. 
41. 

43. 
44. 
45. 
46. 
47. 

48. 

Some 
Notice of marriage 
Sounds to chose a cot 
Tree 
A typical jet passenger aircraft 
burns about 1,700 gallons of 
___ on hour in flight 

Rod 
A dance in Fronce 
Infection 
Pres. Lincoln, familiarly 
More grouchy 
Government electrical project 
More than $3.8 billion each year 
is paid on special state and fed
eral taxes on --
"- Yankee Doodle Dandy" 
Slave 
Town in Italy 
Spinning toy 
One out of every -- miles 
of highway travel is for recreo· 
ti on 
___ Dork, former baseball 

player 
50. To and ---
51. Elbowed 
54. is the notion's most 

popular activity 
58. 
59. 
61. 
62. 
63. 
64. 
65. 
66. 
67. 

Make eyes at 
Certain Japanese in America 
Ireland 
Kodiak, for one 
Nikola _ , famous physicist 
Actress Turner 
Ports of a tennis match 
Ploy the lead 
Old game of cords 

DOWN 

1. Gir l at college 
2. Competent 
3. Horse color 
4. Perceived by the faculties 
5. More than __ per cent of the 

notion's intercity freight move
ment is by truck 

6. Without doing anything 
7. Inlet 
8. Portner of pestle 
9. Catches in on error (2 wds.) 

10. Cure 
11. Rim 
12. Lumber 
15. Seo bird 
21. Those elected 
23. Conclude through evidence 
25. By the 1990's, free world will 

need about 10 gallons 
of jet fuel a year 

26. Argument 
27. Dangerous snake 
28. Alaskan islander 
29. Remote 
31. Chemical compound 
32. Book (Fr.) 
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34. Thirty-nine per cent of all public 
school students go to school by 

35. Ocean 
36. Highway travel is twice as -

today as it was in 1945 
38. Dexterity 
39. Gremlin 
42. Lorge pits 
44. Digging implements 
46. Cleans 
47. Three (prefix) 
49. Opening 
50. Monk 
51. Highway tronsportotion accounts 

for one out of every seven 
in the country 

52. Curved molding 
53. Wood strip 
54. Rue Poix 
55. Eastern country 
56. Spanish girl 
57. Small insect 
60. Initial designation for supersonic 

transport 

(Solution on page 22) 

The smells in the bazaar proper show the 
city influence . They are insidious and sly; 
sticky and mean. They slip up behind you and 
slug you when you 're busy fighting off the frontal 
attack of the old timers. Down by the fish market, 
they leaped at us in a mad hord that had me 
reeling in no time. 

But that was four months ago. Now, I bump 
along the road, waving casually to the odors of 
long standing, ignoring the small upstarts that 
one always finds trying to break into established 
society. Manama without smells would no longer 
be Manama, nor would it be Manama without its 
crowd of small boys who prey upon the weak
minded as soon as l step from my automobi le . 
These boys range in height from twenty-three and 
a half inches to five feet. They all know the 
right words. Before the motor stops, I begin to 
hear, "Hlo, Sob. Hlo, Sob. How you? Very well? 
Hlo, Sob". 

I start up the street with three on a side and 
with two of the weaker members up ahead, pedal
ling backwards so as to miss no chance to attract 
my eye to their general desirability as guides. I 
shake my head and try to be stern. 

"No packagestoday,"lwarn.Just to strength
en my resolve, I continue to shake my head 
violently and repeat, "'.\o packages". 

Two small bodies crowd between my legs and 
in exasperation, I yell, "Emshee! Emshee!" 
meaning, I am told, to Get-the-Hell-outa-here. 
But these scamps know better. They know I'm 
soft and fair game. One of the better salesmen 
answers my protests brightly, "All right, Sob. I 
no want anything. Just want walk along with 
you." And what do l say to that? Being a coward, 
I pick one boy in self defense. 

They have a fairly-well defined business 
code. After one boy has been picked, the others 
usually drop away unless you are foolish enough 
to do as I have on a few occasions, buy candy 
for several. They are clever. They understand 
and speak a considerable number of English 
words. Not only will th ey carry your packages 
but the more intelligent will do your trading with 
the Arab merchants that speak no English. And 
these half pints are traders. 

I went hunting for a brass tray in what is 
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called the Thieve's Market, with Abbas steering. 
Abbas is unusually homely and habitually sports 
a half dozen sores that wander lightly from one 
portion of his anatomy to another. He looks like 
a famine victim with a belly leading him by 
several inches. He is exceptionally dirty. But 
Abbas is no fool, and he knows the side of the 
bread on which his butter would be spread if he 
had any butter. We wander down a narrow alley 
flanked by cubbyholes filled with junk ranging 
from a decrepit chest of drawers built in Grand 
Rapids, Michigan, to an ancient wooden plough. 
As most Sahibs want to buy Arab coffee pots as 
souvenirs, most c ubbyholes display some of 
these. In the midst of this conglomeration, I 
spot a tarnished green-crusted tray that might 
satisfy my needs after the outer layers have 
been removed. 

I say to Abbas, "How much?" 

Abbas rattles off a couple of gutturals and a 
grunt. The old Arab mutters a reply of similar 
fluency. 

"He say, five rupees," Abbas informs me. 

I have acquired a smattering of experience, 
so I appear shocked and unbelieving that a true 
son of the Prophet should have made such a 
statement. I look closely at the wrinkled one as 
though l cannot believe my ears. Surely, he must 
be joking! 

"It's too much," l tell Abbas. 

Abbas carefully refrains from nodding, but he 
mutters, "Too much." 

"Tell him I'll give him three." 

By this time, we are the center of a group of 
perhaps twenty observers who crowd around to 
listen with professional interest, even as Ameri
cans gather to watch steam shovels at work. 
More gargling and nasal gymnastics are ex
changed by Abbas and the merchant. The old 
pirate seems quite indifferent. He indicates that 
he has no intention of selling, anyway. The old 
piece of brass is a family treasure that he'd 
much rather hand down to his sons than to sell 
on such a pleasant day. It seems that the tray 
slipped out of the family vault by mistake, and 
properly should be returned immediately. 



Abbas turns to me, "lie say four ruppes." 

"Isn't that still too much?" 

"Y " Abb "That too much. es, as agrees. 
Worth maybe two." 

"Tell him I'll give him three - no more." 

Again, Abbas goes to work. 

"He say, no." 

So we walk on down the alley, examin ing 
other trays. Behind us, a spectator calls to 
Abbas. Abbas tugs my trousers. 

"Maybe that man he say he take three rupees 
. h " e1g t annas. 

I give Abbas four rupees. "All right. Go 
and get it." 

Abbas has four whole rupees, a small fortune 
for him; and I haven't a prayer to catch him if he 
decides to duck down a side alley. But Abbas 
isn't ducking. lle's a business man and a smart 
one. He's building a clientele. So back he goes 
with the four rupees; and I can see him gargling 
and wheezing at a great rate - but he doesn't 
pick up the tray. Soon he is back, holding the 
money. 

"He say four rupees." (The old pirate saw 
the money in Abbas's hand and thought he could 
get it all.) "Too much." 

And, of course, Abbas is right; and we go 
bargaining elsewhere. 

Sometimes I have half a dozen packages that 
are awkward to hold. I'd be gla·d to help Abbas 
carry them, but that would be unbusinesslike. He 
even pulls them out of my hand. One day, I had a 
picture that I wanted to keep from his dirty paws. 
I almost had to knock him down to keep possession 
of it. Sometimes I have only a tube of tooth 
paste; but volume seldom is a factor in our 
negotiations. Abbas usually gets two annas 
(about four and a half cents) for the trip unless 
we have a long walk or are returning with heavy 
bundles - which isn't so bad when you consider 
that his father makes perhaps eight annas for a 
full day's work. 

Once I made the mistake of becoming too 
soft hearted. I took Abbas's picture, which made 
him very proud, and we fell into considerable 
conversation. Whereupon, he saw his opening 
and began to tell me about his need for a pair of 
shoes - and times were tough and the Sahib was 
kind - and would I buy him a pair? Which failed 
to cause me to break into tears because he has 
feet as tough as bird claws in a climate that 
seldom becomes even chilly and I'm confident 
that he has never worn shoes in his life as the 
Arabs wear only sandals. I told him gravely that 
I would be happy to hire him as often as possible 
so that he could earn the money for the shoes, 
but that the earning was essential. He dropped 
the subject with a sort of well-it-was-worth-a-try 
shrug. These people are convinced that frequent 
asking is advisable, although usually, nothing 
comes of it. Sometime, it might work . 

And then there is J assim, who also is a good 
salesman - more of the high pressure back
slapping type. J assim has personality plus. Like 
Abbas, he is only about four feet tall and equally 
dirty. While Abbas is mustard tan, Jassim is one 
shade short of pitch black. In spite of this, he 
has long wavy hair. There may have been scandal 
(or at least a good time) in the family. Jassim is 
rather good looking, well built and sporting a 
million dollar smile. You (at least, I) can't be 
firm with either Abbas or J assim. Abbas's tummy 
is rather pathetic; and he is such a solid effi
cient business man. Jassim, on the other hand, 
is the spoiled darling - although he, too, knows 
his business. If he has been fortunate in his 
picking, he swaggers up to me with a cigarette 
butt pinched between his lips. 
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"Where did you get that?" I inquire. 

He politely ignores the impertinent questior. . 
"My cigar," he informs me. 

"You're too young to smoke." 

He merely grins. "You have packages today?' 

"No. o packages. No packages today." 

So he comes along anyway. He knows that I 
am a liar by the clock - that in spite of my best 
intentions to simply look around, I will acquire a 
package somewhere. He also knows that if he 
tags me for half an hour and follows me back to 

the car, he'll get his two annas . One day when 
he did that, I attempted to mete out justice and 
to establish a scale of prices. I handed him two 
coppers, which together are worth less than half 
a cent. lie didn't howl or yell. He simply looked 
up in innocent astonishment to think that a great 
Sahib would so forget himself - a Sahib whose 
hand u ndou btedl y had caught the wrong coin by 
mistake. 

"But, ob. This only six pice! No good, Sob." 

\\hat do you think I did? You're quite right. 

Another time when both Abbas and J assim 
had attached themselves to me, I bought them 
nati ve candy. (They are not partners in any sense 
and regard each other with a ll the brotherly love 

] assim 

of two members of the Better Business Bureau 
chasing the same sucker.) They accepted gravely 
the twists of old newspaper in which the skinny
fingered Arab wrapped his sticky concoctions 
resembling peppermint drops. In fact, with their 
natural business instincts, the boys assisted in 
weighing to see that proper value was given. But 
they didn't start wolfing the candy as I'd expect 
an American child to do . They ate one or two 
pieces and then tucked away the rest in their 
gowns. Could they trade the remainder for some
thing they preferred (They had assured me that 
they liked candy), were they saving it for later 
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enjoyment or would their families receive a share? 
I wish I knew. Were they pleased to receive the 
gift or did they regard this simply as another 
unpredictable act of a crazy Sahib? Had I awak
ened gratitude or contempt - or had I awakened 
anything? With all of ten years to the credit of 
each, they are too effusively good business men 
at all times to permit an ignorant foreigner to 
see much below the surface. 

As time passes, I am becoming more con
cerned as to whether Abbas or J assim shall 
appropriate me. There is very little that I seem 
to be able to do about it. My chief concern 
focusses on that day when they will have an 
argument on the subject and will decide to 
apply Solomon's method and divide me. They 
may find this to be a satisfactory solution as 
they know that I have pockets on both sides of 
my pants. When the division is made, they will 
want to be sure that the annas are equally divided 
between the pockets. 

* * * * * 

Anyone hungry? Very hungry? Hungry enough 
to eat a sheep plus a bushel of rice, plus half a 
dozen roast chickens, plus a few ducks, plus 
various custards, fruits etc.? I have experienced 
two Arab dinners in one week, which should 
start a permanent swelling somewhat south of 
the Tropic of Cancer. In both cases, the festivi
ties have started in an upper room - a long and 
narrow room with thin pads spread along the 
walls and a few pillows at hand for week-kneed 
Americans. We sat with our backs to the wall 
and our feet doubled under us and talked politely 
while we felt our leg bones slowly giving way. 
Our first host was a wealthy Arab merchant who 
spoke excellent English and possessed charming 
manners. The other host also was a courteous 
and wealthy merchant, but he spoke no English, 
and all the conversation between him and the 
Americans had to be conducted through our 
doctor who has lived in this country for eighteen 
years. 

As you may know, this eating business a la 
Arabia must be done with the right hand only. A 
one-armed man would be quite at home, or would 
starve to death, depending on which hand was 
available. First training for an Arab dinner, 1 
conclude, requires sitting on the left hand until 



it becomes too numb to blunder. Otherwise, it 
will get you into more trouble than a two-year-old 
at a church wedding. 

Having exchanged the necessary pleasantries, 
we were properly conditioned for the feast. When 
a servant announced the readiness of the dinner, 
legs were unfolded and circulation and feeling 
gradually restored. After we had struggled to a 
standing position, we were conducted to another 
upper room. At the entrance, a servant poured 
water over each guest's ri ght hand as it was 
held over a bowl. Soap was provided so that, if 
we wished, we could get down to fundamentals. 
( gathered that we were not expected to shave. 

We then moved toward that portion of the 
room where the feast was spread on a large 
white cloth of table size on the floor. The place 
of honor in the center of the cloth was reserved 
for His Highness, the fat-tailed sheep. There he 
lay, calm and relaxed - and quite dead. He had 
been dead for some time, but during that time, he 
had been subjected to excellent cooking. Stretched 
out and still possessing head and feet, he had a 
rath er wolfish look. He had lost his hide, and 
his tummy had been traded for about half a bushel 
of rice and chicken and nu ts. Flanking him on 
either side were platters of rice - the best l 
remember tasting - wonderfully cooked with 
raisins and nuts and various seasonings. Grading 
down from these leaders were plates of roast 
chicken, ducks, meat balls, stew, cold custards, 
cooked tomatoes and potatoes, and finally ba
nanas and oranges. Also there was a thin crisp 
bread similar to very thin waffles. 

Each combatant squatted or knelt by the 
cloth, then grabbed a plate and leaned forward 
to shovel up a half plate of rice. Remember that 
utensils are barred and that your left hand is 
something that you brought along simply because 
no one at home would stay with it. At about this 
time, the host or some of the more experienced 
guests executed a flank attack on the sheep and 
began to tear him apart by ramming good right 
fists into any spot that appeared vulnerable . A 
plateful of bones with a few delicate hunks of 
meat suspended therefrom are considered prize 
exhibits. The host tore off handfuls of the meat 
and lightly flipped them to various plates. The 
amount of grease deposited on the necktie de
pended upon our hosts marksmanship and the 
amount of juice associated with that particular 

offering. I am told that a bit of tallow off the 
tail is highly prized and that l mustn't fail to 
eat it if it is offered. Gratefully I announce that 
so far I have not been so honored. 

I also have been told that the eyes are con
sidered rare delicacies. Someone asked our 
English-speaking host regarding this report. He 
smiled and replied that the Arabs never thought 
of eating the eyes until some imaginative Amer
icans writer decided to spread such a report. 
Whereupon, the Arab, always a courteous host, 
decided to do what he cou Id to make the American 
tourist comfortable by offering him his (the 
American's) favorite food. 

When the plates were properly heaped, the 
real fun began. With good right hands we pressed 
together small lumps or balls of rice, trying to 
make them sufficiently firm to stand the strain 
of travel as far as the mouth. Usually, the lump 
didn't hold together, but ( managed to lick up 
about thirty-eight percent with an equal amount 
adhering to my lips, cheeks, eyebrows and hair, 
while the remainder rolled gently down my front 
to collect in the folds of my trousers. As the 
operation proceeded I gained confidence, I tore 
off bits of meat, rolled them in rice as directed 
and again aimed for the mouth. In time, I ac
quired a hand about as sticky as the rice-and
meat mixture. I began to wonder where the roast 
meat stopped and the raw meat began. Our 
English-speaking host told us that years ago, he 
attended a feast where the meat was not so 
tender (the Arabs prefer it that way) and was 
reaching eagerly with his neighbors when he 
felt sharp finger nails closing around his thumb. 
He had just grabbed a juicy portion and he hated 
to let go; but he quickly realized that it was a 
matter of getting out quickly or being maimed for 
life. He tried to jerk free, but the harder he 
jerked, the deeper the finger nails bit. The owner 
of the nails knew when he had something good, 
and just because it wasn't quite dead was no 
reason for losing it. Summoning all his deter
mination, our host gave a great heave and came 
free minus considerable skin from one thumb. 
We agreed that he was fortunate that the other 
fellow wasn't working with a knife. 
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After further chewing had become impossible 
and we had managed to mess up most of the food 
while eating ten percent of it, the host rose and 
the rest of us followed as circulation returned to 

our legs. The servant was waiting with the soap 
and water and towels. Now I really got busy, 
working down through the rice and tallow toward 
wha t used to be my hand. Scrubbed once more, 
strolled out onto the flat roof showered in moon
light, at peace with everything except our 
stomachs. 

Back in the long room, we were offered Arab 
coffee and cigars, as our hos ts were somewhat 
westernized Arabs. The coffee is a mixture of 
lye and quinine served in small cups, a thimble 
full at a time, by a servan t who replenished the 
supply as rapidly as we consumed it. After 
several offerings, ( did as I had been coached, 
extending my cup and giving it a wobbling motion, 
meaning, that's all. A few more minutes of half 
conversation, and a servan t came with rose 
water to sprinkle on our hands. Another followed 
with a small vessel from which blue clouds of 
of incense arose. Following the actions of the 
old timers, I waved the smoke toward my face, 
inhaling deeply. 

By these acts, the host had indicated that 
the time of departure had arrived. None of this 
mooning around and wishing that someone would 
have sense enough to start home. ~one of this 

"Oh-but-it's-so-early and you-really-mustn't-leave 
stuff after the feminine guests have talked for 
two hours about the care of babies and the rash 
that's been going around. No yawn-strangling 
while the male nuisance explains for the sixth 
time what's wrong with the Administration. :--lo 
foolish better-have-another-drink. Simply pass 
the rose water and incense - count to ten slowly 
- and then start shooting. Why don't we western
ers learn a few modern ideas? 

The guests rose and passed quietly through 
the door. A sleepy moon rose in a woolen cloud 
bed and the walls of the town were cool and 
white. At the head of the stairs, the host clasped 
our hands and murmured Allah's blessing. 

"Fi aman Illah . Fi aman lllah." 

And the guests became shadows moving in 
the moon! igh t. 

As they arrived at a party, a man whispered to his wife, "Your left stocking seam is crooked." Quickly, 
she made the adjustments without being noticed in the crowd. Then she whispered to him, "Is the right 
one all right?" "Sure," he said, "It's seamless." 

* * * 
According to one British observer, "Girls are wearing skirts so short that the birds and the bees learn 
from them. It' s the day of the hi-fi and thigh-high." 

* * * 
What's in a name? Nowadays, the many rock 'n' roll groups sing and look alike, but their names certainly 
give them distinction. For example, there are the Beagles and the Roaches, the Dirty Shames and the 
Cryan Shames. And how about Oedipus and the Mothers, Sigmund and the Freudian Slips, and Cleopatra 
and the Seizures? There are also the Napoleonic Wars, Big Brother and the Holding Company, and Dow 
Jones and the Industrials. Among the latest quartets are the Four-Fifths and the What Four. You'd think 
that would take care of everything, but a new quintet has just arrived . Their names? Sure enough - the 
Ki tchen Cinq. 0 
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Last time, we promised a report on the latest 
"'No host party for Aramco Grads • , an Andersen
Stergios sponsored affair in San Francisco. And 
Joy didn't let us down - here's her letter 

Dear Virginia: We so enjoyed the latest copy 
of A A A J. All the letters were so good to read! 
Thought you might like to hear about the last 
Aramco bash. 

Matt Krasowski decided to fly up for the 
party, so he called Ralph Reed to act as co-pilot. 
They left Burbank after having 7:00 A.M. coffee. 
Matt's Cesna is geared for visual flight only, so 
thirty minutes later they landed in Burbank. San 
Francisco was socked in. They had breakfast 
and started out again. You 're right. They had 
lunch in Burbank! On the third try Ral ph said 
sadly, "You know, Matt, if we do make it to the 
party, I have a strange feeling we will have to 
drink a hot martini." Fortunately there was stil l 
some ice left when they arrived. 

"Lucky" Wilhelm sent a ship-to-shore message 
saying he wished he could be at the party (he 
was 1900 miles out at sea) so Mary Lou brought 
the message, coming with her mother and father, 
Frieda and Fred Schweizer. The Schweizers look 
great. They are Ii ving in a mo tel whi le their 
house is being canpleted. I' ll never forget Frieda 
in Arabia. I'm like Phyllis Diller - I always 
seem to Ii ve next to Mrs. Clean. Well, Frieda is 
the only woman I know who sudsed down her bed
springs once a week. 

Fred and Skipper Russell had been the Matron 
of Honor and Best Man for John and Janet Schilz 
in Beirut seventeen years ago. The Schilzes re
turned to the states and the two couples lost 

track of each other. It was a real reunion for them 
at the party and some tall tales were told about 
Lebanon. Later, Captain Maurice Shuman and his 
charming wife joined their table to discuss early 
days shipping problems at the port of Ras Tanura. 

Bill Otto was here too. He seems to like 
Florida, but I must admit his healthy tan looked 
a bit out of place in Fogville. 

Fred and Amy Davies signed the v1s1tors 
book with "We are the oldest ones here, " which 
anyone knows is not true. Fred and Amy will 
never grow old. 

Dr. R. L. Knight came down from Reno, and 
Mickey Gebhart and Gladys Graff formed their own 
safari from Paradise, California. Marv Carlile 
played hooky from his restaurant for the evening; 
and among the group from Hippyville (San Fran
cisco) were Mimi and George Johnson, Elinor 
Hicklin, Jean Tullock, Jeanne Anderson, Sylvia 
Scott. Gladys and Bob Underwood came across 
the bridge from Berkeley. Oh, I've missed a lot 
of names, but to tell you the truth I was having 
such a good time that I must be forgiven . 
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Looking over the guest book for 1967 I find 

J 

The Red Baron (Matt Krasowski} and his co· 
pilot (Ralph Reed} with their Sopworth Camel in 
the background, deadly weapons (golf clubs} readr 
for loading and takeoff - they hop ed. 

I 
I 
I 

such names as Michael and Eileen Ulery, Kath
leen Adams, and Nick Macnaly. Mary Clark Beggs, 
under Remarks, says she's off to Bangkok. Some 
of the remarks are written in Arabic, which makes 
me angry with myself for not studying harder 
when I had the chance. 

Sidney Smith was on a world cruise (that's an 
X-harbor pilot for you!) and Ruth W. Byrne was 
on her way back to Arabia. George and Harriet 
Knowles are in San Rafael, Mike Davis was bound 
for Portman Square in London. Phil Grasso was 
on his way to Korea, but the E. Lloyd Hansons 
are very contented in Oakland. Jack and Rose 
Mowbray (plus 3) were on their way back to Arabia. 

And Marie Feeney Nash came out from Rhode 

Here is a little different type of report just 
re ceived from one of our working annuitants, 
Courtland Grant Bailey who retired from Ras 
Tanura in 1962 and is on what he calls a short 
tour job in Iran with Williams Brothers Company, 
P. 0. Box 1586, Tehran . Home base, however, is 
still Lancashire, England. 

In July the Tehran Journal, an English 
language newspaper, had big headlines "188.6° 
Heat In Ahwaz". That was sun heat. Another 
newspaper questioned the 188.6° but the Tehran 
Journal proved it. My thermometer went to 146.4°. 
We are near Ahwaz and it is very hot. Most of 
the time we're in the nearby mountains which 
are even hotter. I drive about three hours a day 
and in the mountains if you average fifteen miles 
an hour you are doing well. 

I work for a pipe laying outfit, and our camps 
run from twenty to a hundred skilled men. They 
are usually about four hours driving time apart. 
The camps are really good, with nice rooms and 
"rec" hall, well equipped kitchen, etc., and the 
best food that money can buy . There is no shift 
work and most are in bed at 8:00 P.M. We all get 
up between 4:30 and 5:00 A.M. since 6:00 A.M. 
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Island for a San Francisco v1s1t. Anthony B. 
Brown was here from Santa Barbara. Bill Owen 
was on his way back to the Field, and Mr. and 
Mrs. John Ghiselli are glad to be back in the Bay 
Area - they came with the James Kerrs . Dick 
Haney is living on Cutty Sark Drive in Huntington 
Beach. (For some reason the name of that drive 
tickles me.) 

Now, before you accuse me of being vac
cinated by a phonograph needle, I'd best stop. 
Keep up the good work - you are making a lot 
of people happy. 

Love, 

Joy Andersen 

is starting time . 

I worked here, same job, after leaving Aramco 
and last year I did a tour in Mozambique, P.E.A., 
on a wildcat drilling rig and found it most inter
esting. I played a lot of golf in Beira. Beira's 
golf course is below sea level and is supposed 
to be the lowest in the world. They flood it twice 
a year when the high tides are in, also it is too 
well populated with land crabs. Their holes are 
everywhere . One time while walking up to my 
ball a land crab took it down below as we watched 
from a short distance. Local rules state: no 
penalty if crab takes your bal l. 

I seem to run into people that know my Aramco 
friends everywhere I go. Of course, quite a few 
Aramco people came here to Iran a few years ago. 

The job here is to lay a 42" pipe from the 
Persian Gulf to the Caspian Sea and it ' s over 
some of the roughest mountains in the world. We 
hope to finish in 1969. 

I note in your mailing list that over twenty 
different countries are now homes of your an
nuitants .... Thanks for your fine service.O 



HIRI AND THIRI 
We had a note a while back from L. C. Ro

dieck addressed to "Dear Friends of Yesterdays", 
in which he said how very much he had enjoyed 
all of the Aramco publications ever since his 
retirement in 1957. Said he still has many friends 
in Arabia and, being one of the early ones (1944), 
is very interested in what goes on with the 
Company. 

* * * * * 

And this from Kemper Martin Moore arrived 
just a little too late, unfortunately, for us to 
make the requested change in the Annual Address 
List - it was already printed .... Dear Virginia: 
At the hair dressers, writing on my knee! Being 
retired I'm too busy to write letters. 

I do hope you are well and happy and that 
everything is as good for you as it is for me. 

It has occurred to me that the time may come 
in the near future when just Boerne, Texas may 
be an insufficient address, as this whole part of 
Texas is growing so fast and our Post Office 
personnel must change as time goes by. So, for 
the annuitants magazine - which I enjoy very 
much - will you please use "Farland Acre, Box 
651, Boerne, Texas 78006". 

Remember, if you are ever in these parts 
call me. I'd love to see you again. It's surprising 
to me that so many of my friends have found their 
way down here since I've been home and they are 
always most welcome. 

Thanks muchly for the nice invitation, Kem
per ... Anybody know what it is that's keeping 

her so busy? 

* * * * * 

Sorry we didn't get this note from the Schweiz
ers until after the annual list went to print: 
"We just moved into our new home at 14 Devon
shire Drive, Novato, California 94947. We are 
enjoying it very much and are busy landscaping 
the grounds. Don't want to miss out on any copies 

of Al-Ayyam Al-Jamila. Best regards to all 
Aramco. Frieda and Fred Schweizer." 

* * * * * 

This hurried note from Vee Sutherlin, with a 
Medford, Oregon postmark, had us a bit confused 
at first ... "My address has not changed - I'm 
just here for a month or so. Incidentally, I retired 
from Socal effective July 1st - so far haven't 
missed working - but I expect when I get back 
to San Francisco I shall want to do something. 
Would like to travel, but just now haven't anyone 
to go with, and I don't think I want to go alone 
again. " 

* * * * * 

We had a bit of trouble getting the right ad
dress reported for Scott and Florence Nay until 
they got settled with a permanent one in West
minster, California, after their two months of 
travelling. In the midst of getting settled Scott 
had to take time out to recuperate from a serious 
illness. A note from Florence the end of August 
said that he was progressing real well, though 
slowly, and that in time she felt he would be his 
old self again. We all wish him the best of luck 
and hope that it won't take too long. 0 

Solution to puzzle on page 14 
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Joaquin Alastuey 
William H. Badgley 
John E. Bird 
John G. Boyle 
John 0 . Delfs 
Edward L. Elberg 
Rob R. Farmer 
Oscar W. Ferguson 
Scott H. Harrison 
Thomas E. Hatch 

Robert L. Hatcher 
Andrew J. Hill 
Robert W. Holt 
Henry C. Kri stofferson 
John W. Ladner 
Clifton T. Lambert 
Woodrow L. Langford 
Bruce I. McElroy 
Francis E. Milam 
Kemper M. Moore 

William R. Morrall 
Harley 0. Prentice 
Frank J. Rigo 
P. J. Romanenghi 
Fred Schweizer 
Douglas R. Simpson 
James R. Tallmadge 
Curtis L. Wallace, Sr. 
Burris A. White 
E. J . Witter 
Mi llard L. Zimmerman 

Mrs. Clyde A. Jones 

ARAMCO - AOC 

1535 Hilltop Drive, Chula Vista, California 92010 
Pershing Drive, Apt. 657, Walnut Creek, California 94596 
1875 Fuller Way, "lapa, ·California 94558 
23103 Massy Oak Road, Spring, Texas 77373 
14532 Bowling Green, Westminster, California 92683 
902 West Rose Lane, Phoenix, Arizona 85103 
1241 Essex Street, Apt. 18, San Diego, California 92103 
3236 Layton A venue, Bronx, New York 10465 
% Mrs. David M. Dougherty, Jr. , 3204 S.E. 31st Avenue, Portland, Oregon 97202 
RFD #1, Box 249 A, Goleta, California 93017 

Route 1, Marshfield, Missouri 65706 
Box 914, Lake Havasu City, Arizona 86403 
% William Holt, Box 562, Denville, New Jersey 07834 
1930 Santa Margarita, Fallbrook, California 92028 
Finley Point Route, Polson, Montana 59860 
2122 Hillcrest Road, Redwood City, California 94062 
P. 0. Box 1, Mertens, Texas 76666 
c/ o F.B. Scott, P.O. Box 462, Kerry County, Center Point, Texas 78010 
c/ o B. H. Townsend, 2400 North 49th Street, Waco, Texas 76710 
Farland Acre, Box 651, Boerne, Texas 78006 

% Flagstaff Realty & Insurance Agency, 6 North Le Roux, Flagstaff, Arizona 86001 
General Deli very, Paradise, California 95969 
436 10th Avenue, N. E., St. Petersburg, Florida 33710 
Bldg. C, Apt. 12, 1221 Drew Street, Clearwater, Florida 33515 
14 Devonshire Drive, Novato, California 94947 
1276 Eleven Oak Lane, Santa Barbara, California 93105 
56A Palace Court, London, W.2., England 
% H. T. DeGregory, 1416 Ohialoke Street, Honolulu, Hawaii 
8465 Cranford, Sun Valley, California 91352 
1411 Winrock, Houston, Texas 77027 
847 Polynesian Drive, Long Beach, California 90805 

WIDOWS 

1240 Yale Street, Apt. 215, San ta Monica, California 90404 
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