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Aramcons 
Welcome King 

Salman to 
Washington, D.C.

Saudi Aramco celebrated King 
Salman ibn Abdulaziz’s first visit to 

the United States since assuming the 
throne with a major event entitled 

“Nation-to-Nation, People-to-People: 
The Human Connection” for several hundred guests in the capital Sept. 5. Here, 

Carlene Snyder Howland, whose father Harry Snyder joined Aramco in 1948, and 
Tom Ball, whose father Dan joined in 1938, view a photo of King Abdulaziz meeting 

President Franklin D. Roosevelt aboard a U.S. cruiser 
in the Suez Canal in February 1945—the first meeting 

between the countries’ leaders.
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‘Flood’ of 
Memories 

Greets Brats
Authors Jenn Harbert 

and Bill Tracy cover 
what turned out to be 
a very wet Reunion in 

Houston in May. A flood 
of memories turned into 

a deluge of water…and some 
reunion-goers had to catch a 

boat home.

28 

Powergliding to  
The Hague
Powergliding isn’t for everyone. That’s what Verne 
Stueber found out in 1954 when he and his pal Al 
Waterland embarked on a trip from Dhahran to The 
Hague, via Baghdad and Beirut, in his 1950 Chevy con-
vertible, equipped with a fancy automatic transmission.

32

‘95 Green Machine  
All-Stars Gather

The Saudi Green Machine All-Stars won the European Regional 
Little League Baseball Championship by a combined 124-10 score 

in 1995, en route to the Little League World Series. Team members 
reconnected at the 
latest World Series 
in August. In this 

highlight from 
their European 

tournament opener 
against Canada, 

Brian Chu jumps 
into the arms of 

Coach Cornell 
Seymour after 

blasting the game-
winning double. 
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Amazing  
Aerial Find

PART 1
A Saudi Aramco pilot 
has found a treasure 
trove of photos and 
papers—and even the flying gear—of Fairchild 71 copilot 
Charles F. Rocheville (left), who with Richard Kerr opened the 
skies to pioneer explorationists in the kingdom in 1934. But first 
the plane had to get to Jubail….

34

Never a Dull Moment  
in Dhahran

When Doris Bedrossian Bobb traveled to Dhahran with her family 
in 1963, she made plenty of discoveries. Seventeen years later, she 

took home many memories—of broken bones, unbroken eggs, 
rewarding orthoptic work in company schools and prize pieces of 

jewelry reflecting Aramco history.

36

Oil Fields to Cornfields
Chika Udezue continues her adventures in American-
Aramcon agriculture, this time visiting Diann and Milton 
Woods at Milliesbarn’s Veggie Farm. It’s one of two 
acreages the retirees own southwest of Houston. The 
amazed author stands second from right, between Milton 
and Dianne. Retiree Ishrat Karbach stands left.
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ancy some ocean kayaking or whale-
watching? How about vineyard-strolling, 

golfing or beachcombing—not to say shar-
ing old times with lots of old friends? Then 
the 2016 Aramco Annuitants Reunion, 
hosted by Christien and Rob Petrie next Oct. 
24-27 in their hometown of “beautiful Mon-
terey, California” on Monterey Bay, may be 
just your cup of tea.

“Beauty, history and shopping headline 
the stunning region,” say the Petries. “Join us 
on the Monterey Peninsula for the reunion. 
We have planned activities for each of you—
whether you want to hike beautiful paths, 
take in some art or lounge by the pool.”

In fact, the reunion could be deja vu for 
a select few retirees, for it was the site of the 
10th biennial get-together back in 1976. The 
venue for the 2016 event is the luxurious 
Hyatt Regency Hotel & Spa.

The Monterey area boasts some of Amer-
ica’s greatest golf courses and most breath-
taking coastlines, and the town is home to 
the Monterey Bay Aquarium and the Can-

nery Row waterfront district made famous 
by John Steinbeck. 

Located at the top of the Monterey Pen-
insula, the town was the capital of Spanish 
California in the late 1700s—as highlighted 
by the many examples of Spanish colonial 
architecture there. The Peninsula’s pleasant 
autumn climate will offer plenty of opportu-
nities for guests to enjoy the many outdoor 
activities available, say the hosts. 

The tentative plan is to offer golf at Del 
Monte, a Pebble Beach course next to the 
hotel. There will also be tours of the historic 
17-Mile Drive from Pebble Beach to Pacific 
Grove, vineyards in Carmel Valley, and the 
rugged, redwood-lined Big Sur region, as 
well as movie-shoot locations in the area.

Monterey has its own airport and San 
Jose Airport and San Francisco Airport are 
respectively one and two hours away by car. 
Shuttle service to Monterey is also available.  

Rob worked from 1974 to 1984 at Aram-
co Overseas Company in The Hague, where 
he met and married Christien, who is Dutch. 

They lived in Dhahran upon transferring to 
Saudi Arabia and elected early retirement 
in 1999, moving to Monterey. Christien has 
been involved in corporate-event planning 
and destination management in the area and 
knows it very well.

Guests may arrive three days prior to the 
reunion and stay three days afterward at the 
hotel’s special reunion rates, providing addi-
tional time to enjoy what the Peninsula offers. 

More information about the reunion will 
appear in the Spring issue of Al-Ayyam Al-
Jamilah. Information about registration and 
room reservations may be found in “High-
lights & Notices” at www.aramcoexpats.
com. If you have any questions, please email 
the Petries at reunion2016CP@yahoo.com. 

Christien and Rob Petrie
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(Re)Making 
Connections

March 15, 2015

For years and 
years I have tried 
to find my fifth-
grade teacher, 
Jane Ray, from 
Dhahran. I finally 
found a picture 
of her in your 
article from the 
Asheville Reunion 
[Fall 2014]! Is 
it possible to 
get her contact 
info? I am a ‘92 

graduate of Dhahran schools; maiden 
name is Prestwood. Parents John and 
Mary Prestwood. 

I’ve thought about this woman, and 
even told stories about her, so many 
times over the years! 

Chances are she doesn’t remember 
me. However, teachers need to know 
when they are appreciated and thought 
about! Even if it is 25 years later!

Leah Prestwood Stevens

leahpopia@gmail.com

April 30, 2015

Well, that took forever to draft!!!! 
Yikes! It’s sent! Now we wait!

May 6, 2015

Still anxiously awaiting reply. I’m 
just hoping that she’s on vacation or 
something. Sigh....

May 8, 2015

I HEARD BACK!!!! I am just so beyond 
thrilled and content that we have con-
nected! It’s incredible! I have won-
dered for 25 years what happened to 
her and I am so giddy tonight! 

It was amazing sharing pics of my 
family with her and telling her that 
I, too, had become a teacher!! 
WOOOOOWWWWW!!! Thank you 
for your help making this happen!

‘Nice Tribute’ to King
May 1, 2015

[“King Abdullah Remembered,” Spring 
2015] is a very nice tribute. Abdullah 
had a beautiful smile and fixed his eyes 
upon whomever he was shaking hands 
with and you felt you were the center 

of his interest at that moment. I had 
that moment on the tarmac….

I think Abdullah must have had a 
fun sense of humor too—as I wrote in 
that article, on seeing Marion DeFord’s 
gold Arabic necklace, he who had not 
uttered a word in English, said, “I like 
your necklace, Marion.”  

That experience was one of the high-
lights of my life—and to think it was 13 
years ago already!

Mary Norton

slvrgrama@gmail.com

NOTE: Mary Norton helped arrange a 
meeting between a group of retirees 
and Crown Prince Abdullah at the 
airport in Waco, Texas, in April 2002. 
She wrote about the meeting in a story 
published in The Arab News, The Aus-
tin American Statesman and Al-Ayyam 
Al-Jamilah.

Reunion Memories
May 12, 2015

My family thoroughly enjoyed your ar-
ticle on the Third Expatriates Reunion 
in the Spring issue. My wife Shirley 
was quite surprised to see her photo 
in the article as well.

Cornell Seymour 

4802 Lismoor Trace SW

Mableton, Georgia  30126

cornellct@hotmail.com

Missed Reunion; 
Liked Madain Salih
May 12, 2015

I just wanted to compliment you on 
another great issue! I was very inter-
ested in the article on Madain Salih, 

one of my favorite places, and, of 
course, the reunion we missed!

We missed the reunion because Ruth 
had her left knee replaced in January 
and we weren’t sure she would be 
ready for that much walking by March. 
Ironically, I tripped on a tree root during 
a training run on March 19 and had to 
have a partial hip replacement!

If we had gone to the reunion, things 
could have turned out differently! 

Keep up the good work on Al-Ayyam 
Al-Jamilah! We hope to have some 
news to contribute for next time.

Kenneth Wright 

Wright Water Engineers, Inc.  

2490 W. 26th Avenue Suite 100A  

Denver, CO 80211

krw@wrightwater.com

HTTP://www.wrightwater.com 

‘Remembering  
Times Gone By’ 
May 16, 2015

I hadn’t planned to attend the Third Ex-
patriates Reunion March 9-19 in Saudi 
Arabia since I’d only retired on January 
1, 2012, after 31 years with Contract-
ing—the longest-serving contract rep-
resentative in the department’s history.

My original plan was to return to 
the kingdom 10 years after retiring 
to see my many dear Saudi friends 
and to enjoy traveling through the 
country to view the new develop-
ments where I’d spent nearly 34 
years in cities including Dhahran, 
Riyadh, Yanbu‘, Jiddah and al-Khobar. 
However, when the 2015 Reunion 
was announced I changed my mind, 
primarily because Saudi friends urged 
me to “return home.”

I likened my reasons for the return 
trip to the sentiments in the famous 

Jane Ray

Retiree Mary Norton speaks with Crown 
Prince Abdullah at a dinner in his honor in 
Houston in April 2002.

Richard Krueger poses with old workmates 
Dr. Ibrahim Al-Balawi and Paul Green.
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M A I L  C E N T E R

Scottish poem Auld Lang Syne about 
not letting friends be forgotten and 
remembering times gone by. 

Two Saudi friends greeted me at the 
airport in Dammam and took me to 
my hotel in al-Khobar, and then I met 
two more friends from the Contracting 
Dept., Dr. Ibrahim Al-Balawi and Paul 
Green, the first week after my arrival. 
Ibrahim later returned to university to 
earn his law degree and after work-
ing in the Law Dept. in Dhahran for 
several years resigned to establish his 
own law firm.  

Ibrahim was always interested in 
getting to know expatriate employees 
and even kept in touch with some 
after they departed. Upon learning 
that I planned to attend the Welcome 
Dinner hosted by then-President and 
CEO Khalid Al-Falih on March 15, he 
indicated a strong desire to come, too. 
Late in the afternoon that day, he was 
at the Reunion House, smartly dressed 
and waiting to board a bus to the 
Executive Beach. Ibrahim had obtained 
an invitation to the Welcome Dinner!

Returning to attend the reunion 
was bittersweet, partly because I 
knew my visit would last just three 
weeks. Now, as time goes by in my 
retirement years, I am sure that no 
other experience will ever top the one 
of residing in Saudi Arabia for over 
three decades.

The special moments I shared with 
my Saudi friends, the fascinating places 
I traveled in the kingdom and the beau-
tiful desert landscapes I saw are deeply 
etched memories. I hope I’ll have ad-
ditional opportunities to return in the 
years ahead. Besides, Ibrahim Al-Balawi 
wants me to come to his home to enjoy 
a lamb kabsa meal while we discuss 
intriguing old times!

Richard Krueger

richard.krueger19@yahoo.com

Thanks for Thoughtful 
Book Review
May 16, 2015

I just read through the latest issue…
and came across the great article about 
MERCY and my family [“Authors Offer 
New Novels”]. Thanks so much for the 
thoughtful coverage. The rest of the is-
sue is terrific, too. It was fun to see the 

photos of Ali Baluchi and the reunion. 
Keep up the good work.

Keija Parssinen

keija@keijaparssinen.com

www.keijaparssinen.com

Musket Story  
Strikes Heart
May 16, 2015

Thank you from the bottom of our 
hearts for the superb article that gives 
Khamis ibn Rimthan’s musket the stature 
and respect it deserves (“Antiquities Go 
Home,” Spring 2015). We hope it will be 
put on display in the new King Abdulaziz 
Center for World Culture in Dhahran.

Miles and Sharon Snyder

3007 Hampshire Dr.

Sacramento, CA 95812

NOTE: The Snyders donated pioneer 
guide Khamis ibn Rimthan’s musket 
to the Center last year. Miles Snyder 
received it as a gift from his father Les, 
an early Aramco employee. The Snyders 
also donated a film of ibn Rimthan 
demonstrating the musket to the Sny-
der family in the 1940s.

‘Enjoyed Every Bit’ 
May 18, 2015

I just received Spring 2015 issue and 
enjoyed every bit of it, starting with 
your interesting article and fine photos 
on the reunion in Arabia.  

Also, of course I’m always glad to 
read about my personal friends and ac-
quaintances: Shaikh Amin; Bob Lebling; 
Marilyn (Bunyan) Wilkens; Miles Sny-
der; Myles Jones; Paul Nance; 
John Jones; and the whole 
bunch of folks mentioned in 
the “King Abdullah Remem-
bered” piece.

I plan to pass my copy on 
to Lois Wolfrum (now moved 
to a retirement home not far 
from ours in Spokane), whose 
pioneering trip to Medain Salih 

in 1971 figured in the reunion story. We 
invited her to lunch here yesterday. 

Anyway, congrats on a great issue—
refreshing variety and great design.

Bill Tracy

Editor, Al-Ayyam Al-Jamilah (retired)

billsolar@comcast.net 

Paul Nance 
Remembered
May 21, 2015

Thank you very much for the kind article 
on my dad, Paul Nance [“Paul Nance, 
Intercultural Communicator”] in the lat-
est issue of the Al-Ayyam Al-Jamilah. 

Mark Nance

JaneyandMark@aol.com

Reading ‘Cover- 
to-Cover’
May 22, 2015

Thank you for 
the magazine. 
I have read it 
from cover to 
cover and was 
pleased and sur-
prised to have 
you credit me 
for “starting” 
the artifacts-re-
turn program. I 
feel very good 
about their 
new home 
and will never 
forget the 2012 
trip to Riyadh [when the 
first group of antiquities 
donors was honored by the Saudi Com-
mission for Tourism and Antiquities]. 
Thank you for all you did to make it 
possible…. 

The “In Memoriam” story on John 
Jones was superb in every way. 

Elinor Nichols

elinorp@mailstation.com

Too Young  
to Retire
May 31, 2015

I received a copy of the 
Spring issue where you 

Elinor Nichols

Shaikh Amin
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covered my award-winning photo and 
group photo of Aramco Retirees. I 
was surprised to note that you retired 
me in 1964…. I was 37 years old at 
that time!!!

To refresh your memory, I got my 
retirement in 1985 and left my consul-
tancy job in 1994.

Shaikh Amin

shaikh.mamin@yahoo.com

It’s a Brunton 
Compass!
June 2, 2015

As an Aramco annuitant, I really enjoy 
receiving Al-Ayyam Al-Jamilah. It brings 
back fond memories and helps me 
keep up with some old friends and ac-
quaintances from my time in Dhahran.  

In the Spring 2015 issue, on page 
35, you have a photo of Khamis ibn 
Rimthan, said to be using an alidade. 
The instrument he is using is actually 
a D. W. Brunton Pocket Transit, more 
familiarly known as a Brunton Com-
pass or simply a Brunton. It includes 
a compass needle, a finely-divided 
direction ring (for identifying magnetic 
compass directions to the nearest de-
gree), a horizontal level to insure that 
the compass is level when a direction 
is being determined and a clinometer 
(used independently from the com-
pass) to measure vertical angles. If the 
information is to be recorded, it must 
be written onto a sheet of paper.  

An alidade is actually a telescope 
mounted on a brass plate with two 
straight edges that is used sitting 
directly on a plane table. The telescope 
includes a graduated eyepiece to be 

used with a stadia rod for accurate 
measurement of distances and an inte-
gral clinometer for measuring vertical 
angles to the stadia rod positions. 

A plane table is a board maybe two 
to three feet on a side that is mounted 
on a tripod and has to be leveled to 
work appropriately. A sheet of paper is 
mounted on the table and the straight 
edges of the alidade mounting plate 
are used to draw azimuthal lines on the 
paper to establish correct geographic 
locations of the stadia rod positions.  

An alidade is nearer to being a true 
transit than it is to being a Brunton.  
However, for the kind of mapping 
work that the early geologists in 
Arabia were doing, the Brunton was 
perfectly adequate. 

An alidade can be used to tell the 
distance between two points separated 
by a few hundred to perhaps a thou-
sand meters to within a few centime-
ters.  A Brunton is more appropriate 
for establishing the relative positions 
of points that are maybe kilometers to 
tens of kilometers apart when you are 
trying to do a rough and rapid recon-
naissance of a vast area.  

As a geologist, I used an alidade 
for one field course in undergraduate 
school. But I have used a Brunton off 
and on for most of my 40-year career 
as a geologist.  

Please keep up the good work that 
keeps showing up in both this magazine 
and AramcoWorld. Both are, in my mind, 
excellent examples of what corporate 
publications for the public should be.

Harry W. Mueller, III Ph.D. 

Harry Mueller: Geoscience  

Consulting, LLC 

1213 Oak Island Court 

Fort Collins, Colo. 80525

Good Cooking!
June 6, 2015

Oh, my gosh, I am so excited! I just 
received the cookbook [Cooking Up 
a Sandstorm]! I cannot tell you how 
much fun this is going to be when my 
sisters-in-law get together. We Arm-
strongs have been a part of Aramco 
and Saudi Arabia since my father-in-law 
went there in 1945!  

The pictures, the names, the memo-
ries are so familiar! The first page I 

turned regarded the “Commissary 
Highlites.” I helped Marilyn Townsend 
index that publication. My commissary 
job was the best job ever!

This is a treasure!! I cannot thank 
you enough for all your efforts.

I always enjoy receiving Al-Ayyam 
Al-Jamilah. Thank you so much for all 
the photos you include. It is such fun 
to see old friends and new pictures of 
Saudi Arabia.

Linda Armstrong

lra98005@gmail.com

NOTE: Linda Armstrong lived in 
Dhahran with her husband Charlie, 
the son of Don and Peggy Armstrong, 
from 1979-1996. Her sisters-in-law are 
Diane, Lori and Becky Armstrong.

M.E. Travels  
Story Appreciated
June 10, 2015

Thank you for the great article about 
my recent Middle East travels [to Bah-
rain, Dhahran and Lebanon]…. I loved 
the trip so much and you captured it all 
so perfectly.

Patsy Knox

pknox13@hotmail.com

‘All Aboard’ Brought 
Me Onboard
June 26, 2015

“All Aboard” in the Spring 2015 issue 
described the Third Expatriates Reunion 
in such a fine way that I imagined I was 
travelling with you in the whole journey.

Although I was unlucky that I could 
not attend the Reunion, notwithstand-
ing that I had desire, I enjoyed too 
much going through your interesting 
essay and photographs. Hearty con-
gratulations from my side.

I am really impressed by the speech 
of Khalid Al-Falih, president and CEO. It 
really seems that he was speaking and 
narrating from the bottom of his heart. 
It is necessary to appreciate that he 
did not forget Max Steineke and Tom 
Barger, who were pioneers of Aramco.

Shahid Husain 

755-Zaidi Society 

Meerut (U.P.) 250002, India 

husainshahid@rediffmail.com

Khamis ibn Rimthan
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Ballard Lauded by Butler Insititute 

Former Aramcon Pete Bal-
lard has donated 16 of his 

finely clothed fashion dolls to 
the Butler Institute of Ameri-
can Art in Youngstown, Ohio, 
boosting its collection of the 
unique works.

The dolls, modeling 19th-
century outfits, are displayed 
in the Butler’s “A Century of 
Fashion by Pete Ballard” exhibi-
tion that opened in May and 
runs through 2015.

Each of the dolls is named. 
“Julie,” for example, wears a 
bridal costume from the 1840s, 
while “Wilma” shows off an 1890 ball 
gown and “Sallie” is kitted out for a 
promenade around 1800.

The Butler already had several of Bal-
lard’s paintings and fashion dolls, and he 
was guest of honor at a “meet-the-artist” 
reception at the museum in April.

At the opening, Butler Director Oouis 
 Zona thanked Ballard for his gift of 
“uniquely historical works.” He praised 
his “technical and artistic skills” and said 
the exhibition “will delight visitors of  
all ages.”

“Authentic costumes, fabrics and 
details are all a part of this extraordinary 

display…in the museum’s Americana gal-
leries,” said the Butler’s website.

Ballard called the opening “great!” 
adding, “They redid a gallery for me and 
it’s gorgeous and perfect…. It’s what every 
doll maker would want.”

“What a shock,” he said. “I’m now there 
with all the old and new American masters!”

The artist thanked the museum direc-
tor and staff members. 

Ballard lives in Peterstown, W. Va. He 
taught English at the Abqaiq Industrial 
Training Center from 1959 to 1967 and 
made costumes for the Abqaiq Players 
theater group.

M O S A I C

‘Shakespeare Reunion’

The sixth UKaramcons Reunion will 
take place June 9-11 at the Holiday 

Inn in Stratford-upon-Avon under the 
direction of Mike and Sue Higgins and 
Jimmy and Veronica Anderson.

“Stratford-upon-Avon is steeped 
in history,” Mike Higgins said. “The 
birthplace of Shakespeare, Warwick 
Castle and all main-attraction shops 
and bistros are but a very short walking 
distance from the hotel.”

The event begins June 9 with a 
“meet-and-greet” reception. A golf 
tournament will be held June 10, with 
the Tom Henderson Reunion Trophy go-
ing to the winner. Henderson, who led 
the previous UKaramcons reunions with 
his wife Eileen, died June 26. 

The reunion trophy is “a small but 
fitting dedication to Tom,” said Higgins, 
noting that there would be no changes 
in “the culture of what Tom and Eileen 
created.” The hosts promise “a great 
night” at the banquet June 11.

Anyone interested in attending the 
reunion may contact Higgins at  
higginsms@yahoo.com. 

UKaramcons Reunion hosts Mike and Sue 
Higgins, left, and Veronica and Jimmy 
Anderson, right, pose with founding hosts 
Eileen Henderson and the late Tom Henderson.

Pete Ballard, left, smiles with Butler Institute Director Oouis 
Zona at his “Century of Fashion” exhibition.

Baluchi Fondly Recalled

Bob Hill, who retired from the Planning 
Dept. in 2004 after a 17-year career, 

had a surprise meeting this spring with 
two sisters who fondly recalled 1990 
retiree Ali Baluchi. They remembered him 
as a “very handsome and dashing young 
man” who had stayed with their family 
in New Jersey when he was a student in 
Pennsylvania many years before, Hill said.

The sisters, whose surname is Moore, 
lived just across the Delaware River  

from Philadelphia. 
Hill met them at the 

National Genealogical 
Society Conference 
in St. Charles, Mo., in 
May. Hill was a longtime 
member of the Dhahran 
Genealogical Society.

The Moore sisters 
were young teens 

when Baluchi stayed at their home for a 
week when he was 18 or 19, they said. 
Hill met them twice during the conven-
tion, but lost touch afterward.

Baluchi joined Aramco in 1949, be- 
coming general manager of Community 
Services and later organizing three Expa-
triate Reunions in the kingdom. 

He attended Bucknell University in 
central Pennsylvania in 1960 and then 
enrolled in Pierce College in Philadelphia 
for two years. 

“It was a very busy life and rewarding 
at the same time,” Baluchi said. “Every 
Sunday I attended different churches in 
order to get to know the Americans. And 
I spent practically every weekend visiting 
a different family in towns nearby Philly.

“I had many dear friends…[and] I still 
see some of them during my frequent visits 
to the U.S.A, but I can’t recall the girls!”

Ali Baluchi then (left) and now (far left).
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Bill Rich Honored for  
‘Eagle’ Designation

Eagle Scout Bill Rich, who retired from 
Aramco as a senior projects engineer 

in the early 1980s, was named a Dis-
tinguished Citizen by the Boy Scouts of 
America in May. Rich, 91, and a fellow 
Eagle Scout received the honor at the 
Leadership Luncheon in Bastrop, Texas, 
held by the local Boy Scout troop. Both 
men served in World War II.

The Bastrop Advertiser said the 
event “saluted both civic heroes and 
helped support hundreds of youth.”

Rich became Eagle Scout in 1941 
at age 18. He joined the Army Air 
Corps in 1942 and earned an electri-
cal-engineering degree after World 
War II, going on to work for Mobil 
in Venezuela and Aminoil in Kuwait 
before joining Aramco.

He said a couple of the merit badges 
he acquired to become an Eagle Scout 
—particularly the one for electric-
ity—had helped him in his career at 
Aramco. But he stressed that the core 
Scouting ideals of taking responsibil-
ity for one’s actions and being honest 
were the most important ingredients 
for success in life.

He earned 36 merit badges, 15 
more than the number required for 
Eagle Scout designation.

Half-Century Quilt Gifted to Center

Nancy Young Hayden, who taught 
sixth grade in Dhahran from 1973 

to 1983, has donated to the King 
Abdulaziz Center for World Culture a 
colorful quilt that her students made to 
celebrate the 50th anniversary of the 
signing of the oil Concession Agree-
ment in 1933. 

The quilt highlights company history, 
featuring scenes such as Dammam Well 
No. 7 striking oil in 1938, construction 
of the Trans-Arabian Pipeline (Tapline) 
at mid-century and the opening of the 
Exploration and Petroleum Engineering 
Center in 1982. One panel holds the 
signatures of the 40 students who made 
the quilt squares from the 1982 classes 
taught by Hayden and fellow team 
teacher Sylvia Roderick.

The quilt is about seven feet square.
Hayden said the idea to make the quilt 

stemmed from her own quilt-making 
work with Kathy Pattison, Sonia Orseth 
and Dorothy Boynton during the U.S. 
bicentennial in 1976. “So when the Ar-
amco anniversary came up and the school 
wanted to honor the event, the quilt 
seemed like a good idea,” she explained.

The students researched company 
history to come up with 24 events or 
time periods to commemorate and then 
“teamed up to design the squares based 
on what they learned,” Hayden said. 

After they had completed the 
squares, Boynton and Orseth “sewed 
the top together and the students tied 
it,” Hayden said. “They were very proud 
of the resulting quilt.”

Hayden contacted Ali Baluchi, retired 
Community Services chief, this spring to 
see if he knew a place at Saudi Aramco 
where the quilt could go. He recommend-
ed the King Abdulaziz Center for World 
Culture in Dhahran. There, the Archives 
section welcomed it with open arms.

“The Archives for the King Abdul-
aziz Center for World Culture has been 
tasked with…housing and protecting 
information/materials for future gen-
erations that relates directly to Aramco 
and also is representative of Aramco’s 
social and cultural relationship with the 
kingdom,” said Archivist Debbie Ed-
wards. “We believe that this quilt speaks 
strongly of those ties.” 

Hayden said the quilt is back in “a 
place very dear to my heart,” adding, “I 

often say the best things 
that have happened in 
my life are directly or 
indirectly related to 
my time in Dhahran.” 
Indeed, she credits com-
pany connections for her 
happy marriage.

In 1996, she took a 
vacation in Kuwait to visit 
former Aramcons Joe 
and Sharon Kenny at the 
U.S. Embassy in Kuwait 
City. There she met Tom 
Hayden, an Army officer, 
whom she married.

She and her husband 
have both retired from 
teaching and live in 
Tempe, Ariz.

Bill Rich (seated) displays his “Distinguished 
Citizen” medal, with a fellow Eagle Scout, 
left, in Bastrop, Texas.

Nancy Young posed with her 20 sixth-grade 
students for this 1983 Dhahran School yearbook 
photo. They joined Sylvia Roderick’s students to 
make the quilt.
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McGreal Shares Saudi Experiences

Evelyn McGreal, who was among a group 
of Aramcons honored by the Saudi Com-

mission for Tourism and Antiquities late in 
2013 for returning archeological artifacts 
found in the kingdom, and who returned 
herself after 37 years away to attend the 
Expatriates Reunion in March, is becoming 
a regular commentator on the kingdom. 
She’s works hard at dispelling myths.

“When people think of Saudi Arabia, 
they envision sand dunes, salt flats and scat-
tered oases. ’Asir has mountains, coniferous 
trees and terraced hillsides for planting,” 
she told fellow residents at the Oak Crest 
retirement community in Parkville, Md., in 
a talk in May called “Return Visit to Saudi 
Arabia” and during “Diversity Day” in July.

A poster advertising McGreal’s presen-
tation showed her standing in front of 
stone-and-mud-walled buildings in the 
rugged al-Faya area in ’Asir, a cane in each 
hand. She visited the site during the 2015 
Expatriates Reunion.

“Everyone [there] was very con-
cerned about this old lady falling,” 
she said with a chuckle. “Here at 
Oak Crest 83 is the average age, but 
they were convinced I was ancient.”

McGreal, who is 84, worked as a 
staff nurse in the Maternity Dept. at 
the Dhahran Health Center from 1960 
to 1963 and as an infection-control 
nurse at King Faisal Specialist Hospital 
and Research Center in Riyadh from 
1975 to 1978.

She previewed her “homecom-
ing” talk on Oak Crest’s in-house 
television and gave a live presenta-
tion to 25 attendees.

“I took a tour of the camp my 
first day at the reunion and was 
surprised to see that so much green, flow-
ers and fountains had replaced sand and 
blacktop,” she said. But she was most 
impressed by what she saw in the south-
western province of ‘Asir.

At her Diversity table, McGreal used 
books, DVDs and Saudi pastries and dates 
to give visitors a taste of the kingdom. She 
devoted part of her display to the important 
role Saudi women play at Saudi Aramco.

M O S A I C

Wrights Take Part in ‘Inka Road’ Opening

Ken and Ruth Wright, Aramco employ-
ees in the 1950s who went on to 

found Wright Water Engineers in Denver, 
joined speakers from around the world at 
a symposium in June to open a landmark 
exhibition on Inka roadbuilding at the Na-
tional Museum of the American Indian in 
Washington, D.C. The show, “The Great 
Inka Road: Engineering an Empire,” runs 
until June 1, 2018.

The couple contributed a chapter to an 
eponymous book released at the opening. 
The chapter, “The Inka Trails near Machu 
Picchu,” derives from their work at the 
famous site.

Machu Picchu, in 
modern-day Peru, lay 
in the central part of an 
empire that stretched 
almost 2,500 miles 
along the western 
side of South America, 
from today’s Columbia 
to Chili, in the 15th 
and 16th centuries. A 
24,000-mile network of 
sacred roads connected 
the realm.

“The Inca built 
a road system that 
was a wonder of the 
ancient world,” said 
the Wrights. “[Its] 
superlative design 
and construction 
was accomplished 
without the advan-
tages of a written 

language, the use of the wheel, or iron or 
steel; however, they had the design skills, 
labor forces and organizational capacity 
to build these...stunning achievements in 
road development.”

They noted that the Inca Trail not only 

ran north and south, but also had important 
east-west links. 

The Wrights wrote about the excite-
ment of uncovering a long-hidden portion 
of the trail on the east flank of Machu 
Picchu in the late 1990s:

“To locate and uncover the trail we 
tried to think like an Inca trail builder. 
Our field team included eight seasoned 
Quechua [Indian] macheteros and two 
Peruvian archeologists who probed the 
thick groundcover with their sword-like 
steel instruments, listening for the clunk 
of metal on granite. Moving up and down 
the slope, the buried stone pavers were 
located, the segments uncovered and 
connections made. Each section of trail 
and each special curve or stairway told of 
the Inca Trail building genius. Our Que-
chua colleagues were bursting with pride 
at their ancestors’ work.”

The Wrights have also written a book 
about their work to uncover the secrets 
of Ollantaytambo, the site of an ancient 
water temple on the Inca road system 
southwest of Machu Picchu. Incamisana: 
Engineering an Inca Water Temple is be-
ing published by the American Society of 
Civil Engineers in November.

Evelyn McGreal

Authors Ken and 
Ruth Wright join 
in a demonstra-
tion of handcraft-
ing the rope that 
supported bridges 
on the 24,000-
mile Inca Road 
network.
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Retirees’ Children Earn Degrees in Karachi 

Two children of Saudi Aramco retirees who retired in 2007 have earned bachelor’s de-
grees in Karachi. They are Dania Abdulmatin, daughter of Mohammad Abdulmatin and 

Naheed Abulmatin, and Saad Qaiser Khan, son of Qaiser Majeed Khan and Razia Qaiser 
Khan. They all live in Karachi.

Dania Abdulmatin earned her degree from the Institute of Fashion Design at Iqra 
University. She is employed by dhanak, a Karachi-based company that draws on the 
traditions of Pakistan to create contemporary couture.

Her father joined Aramco in 1974 and retired as an employment representative.
Saad Qaiser Khan received a degree in computer and information systems from 

NED University of Engineering & Technology.
His father joined Safaniya Onshore Producing Dept. in 1979 and spent his career there. 

Abqaiq’s ‘AC Man’ Visits ASC

“T he AC man” of Ab-
qaiq, Mohammed R. 

Baig, visited Aramco Services 
Company in Houston on July 
30, saying he was happy to 
“come back home” after a 
33-year career with Com-
munity Services in Abqaiq. 
He retired in 2011 and lives 
in Islamabad, Pakistan.

The visit came near the 
end of a U.S. trip with his wife 
Aasia and daughter Saba that 
began in June. 

Baig was the go-to man 
for air-conditioning in Community Services’ Utilities Div. in Abqaiq, 
where he was lead engineer. “You won’t find a single place in Abqaiq 
or the industrial plants where I didn’t have input in the AC,” he said.

The Baigs visited daughter Uzma and her family in nearby Sugar 
Land, Texas, and son M. J. Baig and his family in Virginia.

Baig was delighted with his “homecoming” in Houston.
“After spending that many years with the company, Aramco 

is in your blood,” he said. “I felt so happy seeing the Aramco 
Services Company sign and visiting here.”

Madeeha Hasan Weds

Madeeha Hasan, daughter of former 
Aramcons Shabbar Hasan Abidi and 

Yasmeen Zahra, married Koumail Hasan in 
Karachi on March 18.

Abidi worked in the Materials Distribu-
tion Dept. in Dhahran from 1977 to 1985 
and for the Saudi Consolidated Electric 
Company from 1989 to 2006. 

The bride graduated from the Inter-
national School in al-Khobar in 2005 and 
earned a software-engineering degree 
in Pakistan. She and her husband live in 
Muscat, Oman, where he works for Doha 
Muscat Bank.

A number of Saudi Aramco Ex-Employ-
ees Assn. members attended the wedding reception.

Trip Rekindles 
Family Ties, 
Friendships

Syed Waqar Fakhri of Karachi, who 
retired in 2008 after 29 years with 

the Power Distribution Dept. (PDD), 
reconnected with family members 
and friends on a three-month trip to 
the United States last year. 

Fakhri, his wife Rubina Nuzhat 
and their sons Abrar and Absar lived 
in Rahima.

He traveled to Dallas to see Abrar and his wife, granddaughter 
and grandson and meet longtime fellow employee Mohammad 
Ahmed. “It was great and wonderful time with all of them,” he said.

He also visited Virginia and Washington, D.C., meeting PDD 
colleagues Abdul Latif Siddiqui, Mohammad Ayub and Shahn-
awaz Ali.

SAEEA Holds Multi-Fête Reunion 

One-hundred-five people turned out for the 13th gathering of 
the Saudi Aramco Ex-Employees Association (SAEEA) in Karachi 

on Aug. 9 to celebrate the group’s fifth anniversary, a special ‘Id, 
Pakistan Independence Day and birthdays for five members. 

Kamal Ahmed Farooqi, SAEEA president, welcomed eight new 
members, boosting total membership to 216.

Engr. Iqbal Khan, SAEEA vice president, unveiled the SAEEA’s 
colorful new website: http://www.saeea.net.

Syed Waqar Fakhri and 
grandson Ammar

Dania Abdulmatin and  
her father Mohammad

Saad Qaiser Khan

Mohammed R. Baig, left, shares an 
Abqaiq AC tale with Johnny Hanson, 
AramcoWorld digital editor.

Madeeha Hasan  
and Koumail Hasan Sixteen senior SAEEA members, with a whopping combined total Aramco 

service record of 420 years, attended the group’s 13th gathering.
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WASHINGTON, D.C.

ARAMCONS
WELCOME

KING SALMAN
TO

At their meeting with King Salman on Sept. 5, Joyce Haug Kries-
mer (left) and Jackie Haug Voskamp showed a photo of them-f
selves meeting King Abdulaziz in Dhahran in 1947, as Minister
of Healthf  and Saudi Aramco Board Chairman Khalid Al-Falih
looked on. “That’s when we were young,” Joyce told the king,
in Arabic. He replied, in English, “You are still young!”

BY ARTHUR CLARK

Eighteen former Aramcons 
continued a longstanding tradition 
when they greeted King Salman ibn 
Abdulaziz Al Sa‘ud in Washington, 
D.C., in early September on his 
first visit to the United States since 
assuming the throne.

Nation-to-Nation, People-to-People: The Human Connection

S
PA
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The meeting, which took place after 
a company-sponsored event on Sept. 
5 for several hundred attendees, was 
“wonderful,” said one participant.

It was a perfect conclusion to an 
evening of activities held under the theme 
“Nation-to-Nation, People-to-People: 
The Human Connection” that included a 
dinner and panel discussions in which high-
ranking current and former government 
and company officials took part.

Most of the Aramcons who shook 
hands with King Salman that night 
had as children met his grandfather, 
King Abdulaziz Al Sa‘ud, when he 
visited Dhahran in 1947. Most also had 
met King Abdullah when he came to 

Dhahran to celebrate the company’s 75th 
anniversary in 2008.

Retired CEO Frank Jungers and his 
wife Julie were part of the group at the 
royal audience. Delano Roosevelt and 
David Eddy Furman, the grandsons of 
President Franklin D. Roosevelt and 
Col. William Eddy, the first resident U.S. 
minister to Saudi Arabia in the mid-
1940s, also met the king.

They were on hand for the unveiling 
of a specially framed photograph of King 
Abdulaziz meeting President Roosevelt 
on the Suez Canal on Feb. 14, 1945, 
that Saudi Aramco gave to King Salman 
in honor of his visit. Eddy served as the 
interpreter at those talks and later wrote 

Clockwise from above right: Kathryn “Katie” Dewey and her brother Terry Kennedy pose with their 
nephew Curt Hern at the Andrew W. Mellon Auditorium on the Mall, site of the Saudi Aramco
celebration Sept. 5, prior to meeting King Salman. Bill Tracy, left, and his brother Jim, both of
whom met King Abdulaziz in 1947, stand outside King Salman’s hotel in Georgetown after meeting 
the monarch. Saudi scholarship students and their children, pictured with Nasser A. Al-Nafisee, vice 
president, Saudi Aramco Corporate Affairs, cheered the king’s visit to Washington, singing and 
shaking hands with those whom he met in Washington.

 KIDS OF ’47 

The “Kids of ’47” (noted with an asterisk) who met 
King Abdulaziz in Dhahran on Jan. 25, 1947, and 
came to Washington to meet King Salman, gathered 
with other guests before their royal audience Sept. 5. 
Pictured front row, from left, are: Ann Barger Hebert*, 
Bill Tracy*, Roy “Buddy” Haug; Jim Tracy*, Tom Ball, 
Linda McCarthy Schick* and Miles Snyder*; second 
row: Greg Fullmer*, Joyce Haug Kriesmer*, Jackie 
Haug Voskamp*, Patricia Hills Finlayson*, David Eddy 
Furman, Dr. Robert Rodstrom*, Charles Rodstrom* 
and Delano Roosevelt; third row: Julie Jungers, Frank 
Jungers, David Lunde*, Jan Osborne*, Myles Jones*, 
Kathryn Kennedy Dewey* and Terry Kennedy*.
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a book about the parley entitled FDR Meets
Ibn Saud (see sidebar).

The photograph of that meeting symbol-
ized the long friendship between Saudi Ara-
bia and the United States. Of course, that 
relationship goes back even farther—to the 
1933 signing of the oil Concession Agreement 
with Standard Oil of California and the 
arrival of the first prospectors that same year.

That’s when Americans and Saudis 
joined hands to begin pushing the oil endeav- 
or toward success. The meeting between 
Roosevelt and King Abdulaziz a dozen years 
later was the first between the leaders of the 
two countries. 

Roosevelt prized his face-to-face talks 
with the king, held aboard the USS Quincy. 
The feeling was reciprocated by the king.

Roosevelt’s grandson said the human 
side of the American-Saudi relationship “has 

been critical from the start” and is “more 
important than ever” today.

Eddy’s grandson said King Salman was 
“remarkably warm and disarming” at their 
meeting in Washington, telling him that he 
“remembered seeing my grandfather as a kid.”

The children who met King Abdulaziz 
in Dhahran in 1947 and shook hands with 
King Salman in Washington realized the 
importance of the “people-to-people” re-
lationship as much as anyone.

“It was wonderful to meet King Salman. 
It was truly incredible,” said Kathryn “Katie” 
Kennedy Dewey who—with her brother Terry 
and their late sister Mollie—met King Abdulaziz 
in Dhahran when she was nine years old and 
then returned to meet King Abdullah.

She was equally impressed at the joy 
expressed by the crowd of Saudi students 
who gathered outside King Salman’s hotel. 

“They were exuberant,” she noted. “They 
were cheering…and really wanting to get a 
glimpse of the king.”

The students shouted approval when Ter-
ry Kennedy told them he had met the king 
and reached out to high-five as many as he 
could. They were a thin slice of the more than 
100,000 Saudis enrolled in U.S. colleges and 
universities under a Saudi scholarship program.

One member of the Aramco contingent, 
Tom Ball, was making amends for missing 
out on the chance to meet King Abdulaziz 
in 1947. He arrived in Dhahran too late to 
make the list to meet the king, so he pedaled 
his bicycle to the King’s Road ballfield to 
watch—and got a close-up look of the king 
getting out of his limousine. 

“I was about five feet away,” Ball recalled. 
“He got out of the car very slowly, but when 
he stood he was very straight.”

from above: Veteran CEOs Abdallah S. Jum‘ah, left,
and Frank Jungers, each of whom spent three decades with the
company, took part in the first panel discussion Sept. 5, which
the moderator, Ambassador Wendy Chamberlin, focused on the
historical roots of the U.S.-Saudi relationship. “I’ll bet you there
is no company anywhere in the world whose employees have
this kind of love for their old company,” Jum’ah said. Khalid
Al-Falih, minister of health and Saudi Aramco Board chairman,
left, and Adel Al-Jubeir, foreign minister, tackled the future of
the relationship in the second panel talk. In part, the relationship
depends on “the people-to-people link that we have,” Al-
Jubeir said. A film and photos projected on auditorium screens
highlighted longtime Saudi-American connections.
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Two other guests, twins Joyce Haug 
Kriesmer and Jackie Haug Voskamp, brought 
their prize photo of them meeting King Abdul- 
aziz—as 18-year-olds wearing identical 
polka-dot dresses.

“I showed him the picture and said 
in Arabic, ‘That’s your father and that’s 
my sister…when we were young,” Joyce 
related. “He quickly replied, in English, 
‘You still look young!’”

The twins, who attended the event with 
their brother Roy “Buddy” Haug, married 
men who joined Aramco. Joyce lived in the 
kingdom for 35 years, until 1981, while 
Jackie lived there for 27 years. Stories about 
their visit to Washington to see the king ap-
peared in their local newspaper in San Diego, 
Calif., as well as The Washington Post and 

newspapers in Saudi Arabia. 
Two more attendees, Bill Tracy and 

Charles Rodstrom, who met King Abdulaziz 
in 1947, weren’t able to come to Dhahran to 
see King Abdullah, but jumped at the chance 
to meet King Salman. Rodstrom attended 
with his brother Robert, who also had met 
King Abdulaziz in 1947.

Tracy attended with his brother Jim, who 
likewise had met King Abdulaziz.

Bill Tracy said he and his wife Marjorie 
“enjoyed the Saturday reception with its 
delicious food, old photographs and a 
movie clip about the historic meeting of 
King Abdulaziz with President Roosevelt 
presented with a live, present-day con-
nection.” He also made note of “the in-
spiring commentary by two distinguished 

panels about the warmth of the American-
Saudi relationship over many years and its 
continuing promise for the future.”

Tracy was impressed by the king’s 
stamina. “Although His Majesty had been 
busy with meetings for almost two days, 
he welcomed each of the now-elderly 
Aramco ‘children’ with a friendly smile, a 
warm handshake and quiet responses to 
our individual greetings that clearly showed 
understanding and consideration,” he said.

The meeting with King Salman capped 
Saudi Aramco’s participation in two days of 
activities in Washington, where the monarch 
met President Barack Obama on Sept. 4.

Events that day included an investment 
forum and speeches highlighting business 
opportunities in the kingdom, after which 

Counterclockwise from left: Bill and Mary Smart, who
are active in the Aramco retiree community in Houston,
enjoyed a few minutes with Mohammed Al-Qahtani, emcee
of the Aramco event Sept. 5. Retired Aramco CEO Frank
Jungers receives a framed photograph of King Abdulaziz
Al Sa‘ud and President Franklin D. Roosevelt at their 1945
meeting from Khalid Al-Falih, minister of health and
Saudi Aramco Board chairman. Retirees Frank and Deirdre
Bergfield, left, and Duane and Dorothy McCarthy chat
beneath one of the many historical photos that decorated
Andrew W. Mellon Auditorium.
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the king joined 800 business and civic
leaders at a gala dinner in his honor. The  
next day the company sponsored a recep-
tion and dinner for several hundred at-
tendees including 200 former Aramcons to 
celebrate the king’s visit and share personal 
connections with the kingdom.

“I’m overjoyed to be here,” said Connie 
Vellozi, whose husband David retired in 2004 
after a 29-year career. She welcomed the meet-
ing between Obama and King Salman, calling 
a strong U.S-Saudi relationship “extremely 
important at this particular moment.”

She said the event stirred strong feelings 
borne from close ties to the kingdom and 
friends made there. “It’s the love and the 
unity that one feels when we are with 
Aramco people,” said Vellozzi, who ac-
companied Helen Streaker to the event. 
“There’s nothing that compares with it.”

Saudi officials who participated in 
events surrounding the king’s visit included 
Minister of Health and Saudi Aramco Board 
Chairman Khalid Al-Falih; Foreign Minister 
Adel Al-Jubeir; Minister of Finance Ibrahim 
Al-Assaf; and Abdullatif Al-Othman, gov- 
ernor of the Saudi Arabian General 
Investment Authority. Former company 
CEOs Abdallah S. Jum‘ah and Frank 
Jungers also took part.

A confident young Saudi Aramco security 
engineer named Mohammed Al-Qahtani em-
ceed the proceedings Sept. 5, using skills he’d 
honed to win this year’s Toastmasters World 
Championship of Public Speaking.

In panel discussions moderated by Am- 
bassador Wendy Chamberlin, a veteran 
U.S. diplomat, Jum‘ah and Jungers spoke 
about the historical foundations of the 
U.S.-Saudi relationship, while Al-Falih 

and Al-Jubeir discussed the future of that 
relationship. Each emphasized the deep 
connections between the two countries and 
their citizens, as highlighted by the strong 
turnout of Aramco retirees at the dinner.

Jum‘ah remarked about the exceptional 
company community that had developed 
over the years. 

“I bet you there is no company anywhere 
in the world whose employees have this 
kind of love for their old company,” said 
Jum‘ah, who retired in 2008 after a 30-year 
career and now co-chairs the U.S.-Saudi 
Arabian Business Council and is chairman 
of the Saudi Investment Bank. He added that 
family ties to the enterprise remain so strong 
that “third, fourth and fifth generations of 
Americans are being born in Saudi Aramco.”

Jungers, who came to Saudi Arabia in 
1947 and retired three decades later, said that 
close bonds between Americans and Saudis 
were born early on—out of necessity. The 
company “grew up with the Saudi people,” 
he said. “Aramco and the Saudi Government 
grew up together,” mutually building infra-
structure and local expertise.

He said the Americans and Saudis quickly 
learned about each other. “We got along and 
made good friends,” he noted.

Jum‘ah said the company had focused 
on understanding the human and physical 
environment in which it was operating “from 
Day 1,” noting that it hired scholars in Arab 
studies right along with drillers. 

He said he was fortunate to have started 
work in the Translation arm of the Arabian 
Research Div., where he had two key men-
tors: Rick Vidal and John Sabini. He also 
said he was “lucky to meet” men there who 
shared his love of history, including Harry 

MacDonald, Bill Mulligan, John Jones and 
Jim Mandaville. 

Asked what advice he would give Saudi 
students coming to the United States to study, 
Jum‘ah urged them to read U.S. literature for 
the insights it offers. He said it is critical for 
individuals and companies to understand and 
respect the cultures of the people with whom 
interact, and that Saudi Aramco has achieved 
global success by following that policy.

He said the company’s strong American 
connection is reflected in the name Saudi 
Aramco, noting that even after Saudi 
ownership of the company was formally 
announced in 1988, government officials 
continued to call it the Arabian American 
Oil Company.

He said the company continued to prize—
not hide—its American connection after it 
was purchased by Saudi Arabia because “we 
have an appreciation for our heritage.”

In his opening remarks about the future 
of U.S.-Saudi ties, Al-Jubeir said King Sal-
man’s meeting with President Obama was 
“outstanding,” reflecting well on relations 
between the two nations over the previous 
70 years. He said the relationship “has 
grown by leaps and bounds and the stage is 
now set for the next 70 years,” adding that 
new undertakings are planned in the fields of 
health, education and investment.

In the field of energy supply, Al-Falih said 
the Kingdom remains “the anchor of global 
energy markets” and noted that U.S.-Saudi 
energy relationship had been one of evolution 
from the very beginning. He said Obama had 
praised Saudi Arabia’s “consistent policy of 
being a reliable supplier of oil.”

Al-Falih told the audience that Saudi 
Aramco’s reputation as a dependable supplier C
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Antiquities donor Betty Kingsley, who lived in Dhahran from 1950 to 1960, departs from the Andrew W. Mellon Auditorium with her husband et o
Larry; Elinor Nichols, another antiquities donor and a longtime Aramcon, attended with her granddaughter Kathleen Creel; photos showing U.S.
presidents from Harry S. Truman to Barack Obama meeting Saudi kings were on display as guests entered the main hall of the Mellon Auditorium.
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FDR MEETS IBN SAUD 

The slim book FDR Meets Ibn Saud, about the World 
War II talks between President Franklin D. Roosevelt 
and King Abdulaziz Al Sa‘ud, appeared in 1954, of-
fering an eye-witness account of the first meeting 
between Saudi and American leaders. The author, Col. 
William Eddy, translated at the conference onboard the 
USS Quincy in the Suez Canal in February 1945, as the 
war in Europe drew to a close.

Born in Sidon, Lebanon, to missionary parents, Eddy 
served as the first U.S. minister to Saudi Arabia from 
1944 to 1946. He later worked for Aramco and Tapline.

“The King of Saudi Arabia, …who has come to 
be known as ‘Ibn Saud,’ was one of the great men 
of the twentieth century,” wrote Eddy. “He won his 
kingdom and united his people by his personal 
leadership…. He was taller, his shoulders were 
broader, he was a better hunter, a braver warrior, 
more skillful in wielding a knife whether in personal 
combat or in skinning a sheep, he excelled in 
following the tracks of camels and finding his way in 
the desert. In him his subjects saw their own lives in 
heroic size, and therefore they made him their king.”

Eddy said that King Abdulaziz had for the “first 
time in history…united the Arabian Peninsula, 
combining its two industries: on the west coast are 
the holy cites of Mecca and Medina with the annual 
pilgrimage of the faithful from all over the Muslim 
world, and on the east coast is the more recent 
industry of Saudi Arabian oil which has brought the 
Americans and prosperity….”

President Roosevelt invited the king to meet him en 
route home from his meeting in Yalta with his British 
and Russian counterparts. A warship was dispatched 
to Jiddah to pick up the king, who had recently 
traveled from Riyadh to Makkah; he and a 48-strong 
entourage secretly boarded the ship Feb. 12.

The “secret” didn’t last very long: “…rumors flew about 
like bolts of lightning” as soon as the ship departed 
Jiddah, reported Eddy. There were even reports that 
the king had been “kidnapped by the Americans.”

Onboard, rather than sleeping in the commodore’s 
cabin, canvas was 
“spread over the 
forecastle deck 
to convert it into a 
tent [and] oriental 
rugs covered the 
deck” to serve as 
the king’s quarters.

It took two days 
to rendezvous 
with the Quincy 

in the canal. At a meal en route, the king tasted his 
first apple pie a la mode, and soon after that the first 
apple trees were planted at the experimental farm 
managed by Aramco at al-Kharj, noted Eddy.

On the last evening of the trip, the king hosted 
the ship’s officers at a dinner, regaling them 
with tales of his battles to unite the kingdom. He 
described “hand-to-hand combats and showing 
them one of his fingers broken years ago and still 
immobilized by a fragment of a Turkish cannon 
ball,” Eddy wrote.

The king’s gifts to the men onboard included 
British pounds for each sailor; the ship’s officers 
reciprocated with presents of two submachine guns 
and a pair of binoculars that he had admired. 

“It would be difficult to describe the reactions of 
the sailors to these weird, courteous, and fascinating 
Arab travelers,” wrote Eddy, who was on call 24 hours 
a day to keep communications straight.

The real conversations took place aboard the  
Quincy on Feb. 14, where a smiling but tired 
Roosevelt welcomed the king.

The two “got along famously together” during five 
hours of talks, Eddy noted. Indeed, the king said in 
a statement that they “really were twins” because 
they were of similar age; bore “responsibilities to 
defend, protect and feed their people”; were farmers 
at heart—Roosevelt through his extensive estate at 
Hyde Park and Ibn Sa‘ud because of his concern for 
the kingdom’s food security; and both had to deal 
with physical infirmities.

Roosevelt and King Abdulaziz spoke about Middle 
Eastern and global issues, in particular the future of 
Palestine. Shortly after that, they exchanged letters 
on the subject. 

The king stated that all countries should help and 
receive the Jewish victims of Nazi Germany. Roosevelt 
recalled in his letter dated April 5, 1945—just a week 
before his death—the assurance he had personally 
given the king that Washington would make no 
change in its policy regarding the Palestine question 
without full consultation with both the Arabs and Jews.

The king felt these assurances “were equal to an 
alliance,” wrote Eddy. “[H]e did not foresee that Death 
was waiting in the wing to bear the speaker away 
before the promises could be redeemed.”

Eddy concluded his narrative by noting Roosevelt’s 
statement to Congress about his meeting with King 
Abdulaziz. “I learned more [about Palestine and the 
Near East] by talking with Ibn Saud than I could have 
learned in the exchange of two or three dozen letters,” 
the president said.

is “underpinned by an 
industry that can deliver,” 
adding that that consumers 
“never worry about the 
[capabilities of the] enter-
prise that has been built 
by you and some of your 
parents and some of your 
children who are there today 
working in the oil industry.”

He said meetings had 
been held with the CEOs of 
several major U.S. industries 
to discuss partnering to 
build new capabilities in 
Saudi Arabia, similar to 
what happened in a joint 
effort with an American oil 
company 80 years ago.

In his closing remarks, 
Al-Jubeir said the U.S.-
Saudi relationship remains 
solid, in part because of the 
“very unique” connections 
built over the years among 
Aramcons.

“Everybody who has 
bet against the Saudi-U.S. 
relationship has lost over 
the last 70 years, and I 
expect it to continue,” he 
said. “You are instrumental 
in establishing this relation-
ship and you are the reason 
it’s going so strong. 

“Ultimately it’s not 
only about oil and trade 
and investment and the 
common interests that 
we have. It’s also about 
the people-to-people link 
that we have that very few 
people appreciate who are 
outside this relationship.”

Scott Tanner, who grew up in Abqaiq and then worked for the company him-
self, photographs Delano Roosevelt, right, and David Eddy Furman, the grand-
sons of  President Franklin D. Roosevelt and Col. William Eddy, alongside the 
iconic photograph of Roosevelt and King Abdulaziz meeting onboard the USS 
Quincy on the Suez Canal on February 14, 1945—the first meeting between y
Saudi and U.S. leaders. Looking on at right is retiree Gene Stenov.
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‘ F L O O D ’  O F

BY  J E N N  H A R B E RT  (A B 7 5 )

Finally, it’s time: Thursday, May 21, the beginning of Memorial 

Day weekend, and I don’t need an early morning alarm. Two years 

have passed and I’m heading to the 2015 Aramco Brats Reunion 

at the Omni Houston Hotel on—aptly named—Riverway. 
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 look forward to our Reunions 
(capitalizing the “R” because 

each one is wonderful) with amaz-
ing intensity. Adding fun to this one: 

Several other Pacific Northwest Brats are 
on the same flights out of Seattle and back, 
which means 15th biennial Reunion starts 
early for us! We’re seated close together on 
the trip from Seattle and our excited talk 
permeates the air.

This brings back happy memories of 
flights where Brats met up decades earlier, 
with overnights in London or Amsterdam 
as we made our way home to Dhahran In- 
ternational Airport. By the time we arrive 
in Houston, we’ve worn out several 
passengers and crew with our chatter. 

Some things never change.
When I walk into the Omni lobby I’m 

thrilled to see so many inviting places to 
gather and watch for friends as they enter. 
All told, close to 900 Brats and family 
members are attending the Reunion, which 
is back in the city where it began in 1991. 
I find my roommate, Pam Branch (AB79), 
get my key, change and can’t get down-
stairs quickly enough.

The first new friend I make is Larry 
Barnes, who’s here with his son Dean 
(DH67). OK, Larry isn’t a Brat, but we 
welcome him warmly. In fact, many parents 
spend time with us throughout the weekend. 
That’s great, because they helped raise us.

I love hearing their stories and sometimes 
they even tell a yarn or two about my folks, 
the late John and Marjorie Harbert. Most 
people fondly remember my mom since she 
taught school in Ras Tanura and Abqaiq 
for 15 years. Other early Abqaiq residents 
remember my dad as the humorous guy 
who played the guitar every chance he got, 
Chet Atkins style.

I truly see these wonderful people as 
extended family. “The Aramco tie is some-
thing fantastic!” says Lucy Templer, who’s 
here with her daughters Jan Templer-Satter-
field (DH74) and Sara Templer-Howard 
(DH79). I can’t agree with her more. 

In the evening I go outside to decom-
press a bit—and make two new friends: 

Gail Eckberg-McGuire and Ralph Turley III 
(both RT56). They are the only attendees 
from their class and are swapping stories.

“Do you remember Patrick Kelley?” I ask. 
He’s a friend from Everett, Wash., and an 
RT56 graduate himself. Well, Gail sure does!

Pat’s never attended a Reunion and Gail 
wants to know why. So I call him—and 
they end up having a great Reunion over 
the phone while Ralph and I enjoy the flow 
of their conversation.

I think Pat may have realized what he’s 
missed all these years. Simply put: Since 
most of us don’t have a place to return to 
our roots, our roots are with the people 
who shared our days at Aramco.

Inge Frye (AB65) understands this. Her 
first Reunion was in Dallas in 2011 and she 
felt the magic. She led an effort to get as 
many people as possible from her class to 
attend the 2015 event, the 50th anniversary 
of their graduation: 22 members came, the 
most ever from her class. 

On Friday morning I visit the suq to 
check out the wares. It’s part of my plan to 
let the Reunion simply “wash over me,” I 
tell a friend. I have no idea how prophetic 
those words will be.

That night, the Reunion officially opens 
with a buffet dinner and, among other at- 
tractions, a mechanical bull-ride. Of 
course, I give it a try. Who else but a Brat 
goes bull-riding in Houston decked out in 
gold bangles, rings and necklaces?

Saturday evening is break-out night 
and an opportunity for class get-togethers. 
Karen Fogle (AB76), a Houstonian with a 
favorite Middle Eastern restaurant, heads 

up the Abqaiq ‘70s crew. We decide to 
hold our event at the hotel, so we sneak 
the food in, evoking stories of past hijinks 
“back home.”

Times like this are my favorite part of 
Reunions. We never want the stories to end.

On Sunday morning I’m awakened 
around 6:30 by flashes of lightning and 
crashing thunder. Having spent 30 years in 
Texas before moving to Washington, I lie 
awake just long enough to wonder what 
else this storm may bring. Only later do I 
learn that a tornado struck about a mile 
and a half away.

Below: Gail Eckberg-McGuire and Ralph Turley III 
(both RT56) met author Jenn Harbert and found 
they had a common friend on Evening 1 of the 
Reunion. Bottom: The suq provided another venue 
for making friends: sandal-maker Farhad Rizvi 
(DH04) of Dallas shows his wares to Robin Adair 
Payne-White (DH59), her husband Tom and their 
daughter Heather. Bottom left: Keith Meehan 
(DH74) embraces his “other mom,” Lucy Templer.

Opposite: Chris Tichy (DH87)—shown receiving 
his Brats Reunion bag in the inset—makes a 
mad dash to join the cheering reunion crowd 
waiting to be photographed on high ground at 
the Omni Houston Hotel on May 24. Just a day 
and a heavy rainstorm later, record overflow from 
nearby Buffalo Bayou put water up to the foot of 
the building in the background, providing a new 
adventure for Brats and family members who did 
not get away in time. R
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That is the talk of Sunday morning, 
but the worst of the storms have moved 
out—for the moment. By afternoon we are 
getting ready for the gala banquet, already 
starting to feel tinges of sadness because the 
weekend is flying by.

For many, the banquet is the highlight 
of the Reunion. We share amazing food 
and actually get some business done, 
such as learning the names of the newly 
elected AramcoBrats, Inc. officers: Hirath 
Ghori (DH75), president; Duane Hopple 
(RT79) vice president; Tom Littlejohn 
(DH84), treasurer; and Gina Hess-Tanner 
(AB76), secretary. 

The after-dinner auction always has beau-
tiful items up for sale. This year is no different 
as another lovely quilt sewn by Marie Little-
john Dunn (DH77) sparks a bidding war, 
with the proceeds going to the next Reunion.

Monday finds the Pacific Northwest 
crew headed back home, glad we still have 
each other for company. About 30 Brats, 
including my roommate, are still at the hotel 
a couple of hours after our flight takes off, 
when it starts raining again in Houston. And 
it rains. And it pours. Then it floods. 

The Omni loses power and water, and the 
beautiful pool and surrounding grounds turn 
into a huge lake, as much as 11 feet deep!

Brats report that the hotel staff was 
wonderful, plying people with food and 
water and boating a few out at a time with 
their luggage. Houston’s two airports stay 
open, but travelers have to wait for hours 
hoping to fly out.

So Mother Nature chipped in to help 
make our Reunion 2015 an epic event. 
Tales told about it will be many and varied, 
and I know they’ll be colorful.

Of course, we will be remembered too.
Indeed, when I asked a bellboy named 

Ahmed what he thought of all the people 
who had grown up in Saudi Arabia com-
mandeering the hotel for the weekend, he 
beamed. He said he was so glad to have 
met people who greeted him warmly, were 
happy to see him—and pronounced his 
name correctly.

And so…I’ve set my countdown clock. 
Have you? See you in two!

Fine weather (top) prevailed through the entire 
reunion—until departure day, May 25. Then a 
deluge, presaged by a nearby tornado, put the 
hotel pool under 11 feet of water—meaning that 
boats, not autos, were the only way out. 

Twenty-two AB65 class members attended the 
Reunion, a half-century after they graduated. They 
were led by Inge Frye, first row, second from right, 
who attended her first reunion in Dallas in 2011.
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LISTEN! CAN YOU HEAR?  It’s the sound of
hundreds of Aramco Brats—laughing, talking, shouting across 
the hotel lobby to their friends. It’s Thursday evening, and we’re 
kicking off our weekend of togetherness. 

I’m sitting on a bench, awash in the happiness, when who 
should walk by but Mr. Larry Barnes. The Radio Guy! 

It’s not often I get to meet someone as comfortable with 
himself as Lawrence Barnes. He virtually takes over a room. 

Not that he is noisy; he simply has a room-sized personality. 

He is happily retired from a 30-year career with Aramco 
and has lived in New Hampshire since 1977. 

At 92, I believe he’s the oldest parent to attend the 2015 
Reunion. His son Dean (DH67) is there, too.    

How many people can say they came to a job by way 
of a party? Larry did. He went to a party in Kew Gardens, 
N.Y., and met a guy who was going to Saudi Arabia the 
following week.

“Where’s that?” Larry asked, following up with, 
“How did you do that?” For reasons he still doesn’t quite 
understand, he wrote the name and New York address of 
the company, Aramco, on the back of an envelope.

Several months later, in June 1947, he was working as 
an engineer in the Communications Dept. in Dhahran. 
While he was trained as an electrical engineer, during his 
tenure with Aramco he also worked as a superintendent 
of Maintenance, was involved with Planning and 
Contracts and was a relief superintendent. 

I had previously known of Larry only from the 
UPI news broadcasts he did for Public Relations, 
but I found out he recorded these during his lunch 
breaks away from his “real job.” He did the radio 
gig as a labor of love and continued in talk radio 
for 10 years following his retirement, working at 
the former WNHQ in Peterborough, N.H.

He graciously answers my questions and then 
says, “That’s in my book.” “Book?” I say. He loves to write, too! 

I bought Looking Back Over My Shoulder and read it. It is a 
compilation of adventures, or “yarns” as Larry likes to say, from 
his time in Saudi Arabia. It carried me down memory lane—just 
like the Reunion—and I learned a few new things too. 

Turns out, we kids are only chips off the proverbial ol’ block 
for general “brattiness.”

That’s a wonderful thing to learn. 
Thank you, Larry Barnes. 

L A R R Y  B A R N E S

BY Jenn Harbert (AB75)
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The logo for this year’s well-attended
reunion linked Arabia and Texas in a fanci-
ful drawing of a Longhorn Camel. Upon 
signing in, each guest received a handsome 
T-shirt with the logo emblazoned on its back. 
Guests also got a striking cloth bag and a 
thermal cup, both bearing the classic pattern 
of a red-and-white-checked ghutrah.

Brat reunions, typically held in odd-
numbered years, alternate with Annuitant 
reunions held in even years. Brats reunite 
in cities from coast to coast—anywhere a 

volunteer committee can be formed to put in 
the hours of planning and work involved.

Staci Husted-Hosford headed this year’s 
team: her mother, Susan Long Husted 
(DH77-87), her brother Del Husted 
(DH82), Diana Cameron-Keller (DH84), 
Carol Goff-Hlavaty (DH82), Sandy Acuna-
Klein (DH86), Liz Germani (AB84) and 
Laura Bissel-Contois (DH83). Annie Oskam 
(DH74) was Reunion Oversight director. 

Brats who haven’t shared a particu-
lar time at Aramco still enjoy the memory 

of the places they’ve shared: their expe-
riences living in a unique country and 
region. Among the early crop of Brats in 
Houston, Steve Furman of Houston (pres-
ent with his wife Jane) was one of the first 
American children to arrive in Dhahran 
in the immediate wake of World War II. 
Attendee Tim Barger, who lives near San 
Diego, Calif. was the seventh American 
child born in Dhahran, in 1947.

Another feature makes Brat reunions 
special: Beyond being gatherings of class- 

‘ WA J I D  Z A I N ’

BY  B I L L  T R AC Y  ( RT 5 0 )

Despite the disparaging 

nickname commonly given 

to the children of Aramco 

employees who grow up in 

the kingdom, in reality the 

majority of so-called “Brats” 

are actually wajid zain.
Staci Husted-Hosford, reunion committee chief, right, celebrates success with her Wajid Zain committee 
members (l-r): Carol Goff-Hlavaty, Del Husted, Sandy Acuna-Klein, Liz Germani, Laura Bissel-Comptois, 
Diana Cameron-Keller and Susan Long. Del Husted is Staci’s brother and Susan is her mom.
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mates, parents, neighbors or later work 
colleagues, they also serve as family reunions. 

Examples this year included Ras Tanura’s 
Ryrholm sisters: Christina, from Boerne, 
Texas; Diana, from San Diego; and Erica, 
from Tucson, Ariz. Mary Norton, who lives 
in Austin, Texas, joined her son Dan from 
Berkeley, Calif., and daughter Carrie, who 
lives near Los Angeles. Larry and Billie 
Tanner, who live in Houston, visited with 
son Scott and grandson Dan from League 
City, Texas, and daughter Laurie Tanner 
Kelsch from Kentucky.

Houston residents Mike and Pat Chichakli 
enjoyed time with daughter Randa, from San 
Diego, and son Ramsey, from Guam. 

In my case, sister Susan lives in Hous-
ton. Brother Jim and his wife Claudia drove 
in from Austin, as did their daughter Erica 
Robinson with husband Raf and their baby 
daughters Maya and Marley, while I flew 
down from Spokane, Wash.  

Although my generation of early ‘50s 
Brats was sparsely represented, I visited 
with the now-adult children of several class-
mates or colleagues from my later days as 
an employee. 

I saw Brat Mimi Wasson of Houston, 
daughter of Don Wasson, and met Karen 
Christensen-Thickman, daughter of David 
Christensen. Both fathers were friends of 
mine as a boy in Ras Tanura.  

I also met Deirdre O’Grady Bergfield 
of Conroe, Texas, daughter of the late Bill 

and Joan O’Grady. Her 
dad was my supervisor at 
Ras Tanura’s Industrial 
Training Center when I 
taught there during my 
college days. 

Teachers came too. 
“I came to see my 

children,” said Brenda 
Ball Tirell, who taught in 
Abqaiq and Ras Tanura in 
the ‘70s and ‘80s. Jackie 
(Niemann) Jacquot of 
Knoxville, Tenn., who was 
Dhahran School librarian 
during much of the same 
period, also attended.

The reunion days 
and evenings were filled 
with activities: Bowling, 
golf and swimming in 
the hotel’s outdoor pool 
were available, as was 
a popular mechanical 
bull, a photo booth (and 
a gigantic group photo 
taken on a hillside lawn), 
nostalgic movies, recep-
tions, bands and dancing, 
class dinners, a raffle and auction, and the 
gala closing banquet.   

Just off the hotel lobby was a Middle 
Eastern suq, where Brats and family 
members offered their original arts and 

crafts. Others downsized their personal 
life-long collections of Middle Eastern 
jewelry, T-shirts and scarves, books, paint-
ings and photographs, early Girl Scout 
calendars, inlaid boxes, pottery, brass pots 

and trays. 
One Brat offered classic 

Arab sandals for sale. And, for 
a modest price, a local artist 
decorated the hands or forearms 
of willing ladies in traditional 
(but non-permanent) patterns of 
orange-brown henna.

In summary, we not only 
remember the Aramco Brats, 
families and friends at the 
gathering as being wajid zain, 
but we can say the same thing 
about the entire Houston Brat 
Reunion weekend.

Roger Power (AB70) shows off the henna “homecoming” logos he col- 
lected at the reunion. “My kids told me to have fun,” he said, “but I 
don’t think they expected me to have this much fun!”

Far left: Heidi Lindsay (DH91), right, 
and her sister Claire and Melinda 
Hagen (both DH93) share yearbook 
memories at the poolside on May 
24, the day before a downpour 
shut down Houston. Left: Robert 
Williams (AB75), who was voted 
“Mr. Abqaiq” his graduation year, 
sports the “longhorn-camel” reunion 
T-shirt as he chats with fellow alumni 
Jenn Harbert (“Most Athletic”) 
and Kim Offield-Andrus (“Most 
Talkative”).A
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nd he thinks that the Fairchild, used during the first two seasons
of work in the kingdom, might still be there, buried in the old 
Reclamation Yard behind the domestic-helpers' quarters in Dhahran.

Court Gunderson turned up materials belonging to Charles F. 
Rocheville, who flew the plane with geologist and photographer 
Richard Kerr. The finds include Rocheville’s memoir of the project 
that jump-started exploration of the huge oil concession—320,000 
square miles of territory, an area larger than France—acquired by 
Standard Oil of California (Socal) in 1933. The California-based 
pilot and aircraft designer flew the Fairchild with Kerr in the 
spring of 1934, mapping uncharted territory and supporting ex-
ploration parties.
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 Earlier, the two men had overseen the 
preparation of the Fairchild for geological-
surveying work in Saudi Arabia. Rocheville 
designed an extra fuel tank for the plane, 
doubling its normal cruising range of 350 
miles. He and Kerr equipped it with special 
sand tires; it also had removable windows 
on each side and a hole in its belly for 
photography using a boxy Fairchild K-4 
aerial camera that looked like a ray gun.

Gunderson discovered Rocheville’s 
archive by tracking down his grandson, 

Charles H. Rocheville, in Portland, 
Ore., in 2014. “He knew he had some 
cool things, including his grandfather’s 
leather helmet,” said Gunderson, “but 
he didn’t know the gravity of them. 
[They are] amazing!”

Rocheville’s typed, 36-page memoir 
highlights the challenges faced in trans-
porting the plane to Saudi Arabia and 
operating it there. It also paints a picture 
of a middle-aged man— the copilot was 
39 when he and Kerr left New York with 
the Fairchild—fascinated by the world 
opening up before him on his journey.

Rocheville, who was born in Colorado, 
joined the Royal Canadian Flying Corps 
in 1916, then transferred to the U.S. Navy 
in 1918 after America declared war on 
Germany. He acquired several patents 
in a long aviation career that took him 
to northern Greenland as a member of 
Richard Byrd’s 1925 Arctic expedition, 
and to Central America and Saudi Arabia.

He became an executive in an airplane-
manufacturing company in California and 
in World War II returned to the Navy, 

from which he was released to complete 
surveying for the Trans-Arabian Pipeline in 
1945. In December that year The Arabian 
Sun reported that Rocheville, “with 30 
years of experience as a pilot, is setting up 
‘shop’ at the Dhahran airport to handle 
Aramco’s air transportation.”

His chronicle focuses on the trip from 
New York to Jubail and the first season 
of aerial exploration. Gunderson also re-
ceived a narrative drawn from the memoir 
by Rocheville, with a detailed list of illus-
trations. In addition, Gunderson received 
Rocheville's passports, stamped with 
visas from the countries through which he 
passed in 1934.

The memoir begins with the plane’s 
departure from a snowy Flushing, N.Y., 
on February 6, 1934, to be loaded onto 
the S.S. Exochorda.

“After a hurried 15 days, all our sup-
plies and our plane were aboard ship, and 
we were on our way across the Atlantic,” 
Rocheville wrote. “Having a smooth passage 
to Gibraltar, we entered the Mediterranean 
and finally steamed into the Bay of Naples, 
to see one of the grandest panoramas of 
Nature’s handiwork.”

There, the ruins of Pompeii had been 
excavated beginning in mid-1700s, and the 
flyers had time to visit the site where one 
could “reconstruct life as it was lived there 
2,000 years ago.” Rocheville was captivated 
by the “lure of its antiquity and the glory of 
its natural and scenic beauty.”

Egypt, across the Mediterranean, offered 
something similar, but reaching much farther 
back in time. Business came before pleasure, 
however, when the Exochorda steamed into 
Alexandria’s harbor March 1.

“We arrived alongside the dock, where 
we viewed all types of humanity…running 

Opposite: It’s wings folded, the Fairchild 71 is read-
ied for shipment by barge at snowy Flushing, 
N.Y., to the New York shipyard for transfer to the 
S.S. Exochorda—the first leg of its trip to Jubail—
on Feb. 6, 1934. Charles Rocheville, shown on the 
deck of the Exochorda, oversaw the plane’s prepa-
rations with pilot and geologist Richard Kerr.

It didn’t take long for Rocheville to trade 
western clothes for Saudi dress—when he 
was not flying the Fairchild.

Above: Rocheville checks the supplies 
required by the Fairchild crew prior to 
loading on the tanker El Segundo, which 
embarked from San Pedro, Calif., in January 
1934. The materiel is marked for delivery 
to Robert ”Bert” Miller, a Casoc geologist 
in Jubail. Left: Saudi Aramco pilot Court 
Gunderson, who uncovered Rocheville’s 
archive at his grandson’s home in Portland, 
Ore., inspects the aviator’s 1934 passport.
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here and there with no apparent objective,”
Rocheville wrote. “The unloading of our 
plane was done by the Ship’s officers with 
care and judgment. When the plane was 
lowered to the dock the natives swarmed 
around it, and a half hour was spent in 
trying to get them away….

“The Customs gave us considerable 
trouble, but after some delay we were able 
to start on our way to the flying field. With 
no other motive power available, we hired 
a small team and four-wheeled wagon with 
which to pull the plane to the field. This 
required passing through the inner wall of 
the city. We had difficulty finding a gate 
large enough to allow the plane to pass 
through, as it was some 16 feet wide with 
wings folded. Eventually, a freight opening 
of sufficient size was found and we started 
though the streets of Lower Alexandria.”

Not a very dignified reception for the 
flying machine that would help unlock 
Saudi Arabia’s oil wealth.

As the cart wound its way through Alex-
andria’s narrow streets, the plane attracted 
a crowd of “four or five hundred; people of 
all colors—brown black and yellow…singing 
some kind of chant,” wrote Rocheville. Upon 
reaching the city’s outskirts, the wagon was 
wheeled around a wall ending at the sea and 
most of the throng fell away. The Americans 
and their plane moved on, passing “many 
ruins, remnants of past ages.”

Arriving at an airfield north of town, 
Rocheville and Kerr secured the Fairchild 
for the night. The next day they repacked 
gear, “swung” the plane’s nose to true north 
to correct its compass and ran through the 
checklist to prepare to fly to Cairo and then 
“over the Holy Land, Baghdad and down 
the Persian Gulf to our base at Jubail,” 
wrote Rocheville.

A trial flight over Alexandria went well, 
but departure papers failed to materialize, 
delaying the flight to Cairo. Authorization 
finally in hand, Rocheville and Kerr took 
off, flying south over the vast green Nile 
Delta that ended suddenly near Cairo. 
Then, looking “down upon a scene forever 
unequaled,” they saw the Pyramids. 

They landed at an airfield maintained 
by British Imperial Airways, precursor to 
British Airways. The field was large and 
modern, wrote Rocheville, as befitted a 
“great airway that runs from London east 
to India and south to the extreme end of 
South Africa.” Planes with two pilots, a 
steward and a radio operator flew weekly 
with 16 passengers and “around a ton of 
mail and express,” with way stations every 
400 to 500 miles.

The Navy aviator noted that the pilots 
received high-caliber training, the likes 
of which “our reserve pilots are sadly in 
need of.”

The next day he and Kerr set off for Gaza 
in Palestine—only to be forced back when 
a sandstorm struck as they approached 
Suez, at the southern end of the Suez Canal. 
“Within minutes, the earth was completely 
obscured,” wrote Rocheville.

Two and a half hours later “we realized 
we were over the delta west of Cairo,” and 
dropped down to 500 feet to find the Nile 
and trace the way back to the city. “Cattle, 
sheep and dogs running in all directions, 
startled…by our plane…reminded us of 
early days flying at home.”

Above: Rocheville escorts the aircraft, wings still folded, aboard a four-wheeled wagon toward
the airfield in Alexandria on March 1, 1934. Right: The aviator poses beside a plane in the United 
States, where he not only flew but became an executive in an aircraft company in California.

Charles Rocheville’s grandson has his fore-
bear’s goggles, scarf and leather helmet—re-
minders of a decades’-long career that took 
the pilot from Greenland and Central America 
to Saudi Arabia. C
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Then the pilots did what visitors to Cairo
have done for millennia: They toured the 
Pyramids. “These venerable memorials of 
the early world…mark not the beginning, 
but in some respects, the perfection of 
Egyptian art,” Rocheville wrote. “Much 
impressed, we returned to Cairo.”

They took off a day later with better 
luck, flying over the Suez Canal under blue 
skies and hugging the coast to Gaza.

Assisted by Imperial Airways, they 
cleared Customs quickly, checked the 
plane and fueled it for the next step on the 
trip: Baghdad. 

The next day they flew along what 
Rocheville called “without question 
the oldest trail in the world, the great 
highway linking Palestine to the countries 
to the north and east with Egypt to the 
south. Along this route have passed 
warring armies and peaceful caravans 
since time immemorial.”

They sighted Jerusalem with a “thrill,” 
he wrote, noting that it “presents a beautiful 
sight…encircled by hills, displaying its 
numerous towers, minarets, domes and 
spires.” Heading inland, they spied the 
Jordan River and the Dead Sea. They flew 
past Rutbah Springs in Iraq, foregoing an 
opportunity to land.

“[We] were glad our plane was a veri-
table ‘fuel camel,’ as the old walled fort 
did not look very inviting in the heat of the 
day,” Rocheville wrote. “This fort stands 
half way between Gaza and Baghdad, and is 
a stopping place for the stage that runs from 
Damascus to Baghdad.” They spotted few 
signs of life save a sprinkling of camels and a 
Bedouin tent now and then.

“We couldn’t help but to ponder the 
hardships endured by peoples who have 
lived here and traveled these lonely, dry 
wastes for countless centuries,” Rocheville 
noted. Only occasional sightings of car 
tracks in the sand reassured the flyers that 
they were still on course.

That assurance dissolved in another 
sandstorm. The Americans were too far 
along to turn around and flew straight into 
a funnel cloud, “first carrying us up and 
then dropping us down, filling our eyes and 
throats with dust.” Even after that experi-
ence, Rocheville found something positive 
to say: “350 miles of complete envelop-
ment…and once again we proved the worth 
of dependable navigating instruments and a 
thorough knowledge of their use.”

The pilots and their plane, with its blue-
and-orange livery, had passed another test.

The men once more took advantage of 
the hospitality of Imperial Airways, cleared 
Customs and headed into Baghdad. “The 
houses are without windows on the street 
side and look uninviting and gloomy, but 
they are often richly decorated and orna-
mented, with beautiful interior courtyards, 
gardens and fountains,” Rocheville wrote.

After stopping at the U.S. Consulate 
the next day to make sure they were 
cleared to continue, the Americans flew 
south toward Basra. They charted a course 
over Babylon, 70 miles from the capital, 
but were disappointed to see only limited 
excavations. Then they flew over farmlands 
whose “ancient canal system stands as mute 
testimony of the toil of past races to get a 
living from the desert,” wrote Rocheville.

In Basra, Imperial Airways again offered 
Kerr and Rocheville a home away from 
home. They joined British crewmen in their 
quarters. The mantel there was decorated 
with a row of skulls—the harvest of nearby 
World War I battles. A sign underneath 
warned: “These men leveled off too low.”

The British urged them to fly to Bahrain 
to present their bona fides before landing 
in Saudi Arabia. But the Americans ignored 
them, heading out to Jubail the next day. 
They passed over the rich territory of the 
Marsh Arabs, watching them pole their 
boats through dense forests of reeds.

Staying offshore of Kuwait, they flew 
south, with Rocheville at the controls. 
“We knew we could find Jubail…only by 
dead reckoning as it is not shown on any 
maps,” he wrote.

And they did, by keeping their eyes on 
the instruments and carefully checking 
elapsed flying time. But they were in for 
a surprise.

The visa that Rocheville received in the 
kingdom says he arrived “in al-Jubail Port 
Center onboard the airplane from America 
through the air of Egypt, Syria and Iraq on 
2 Dhu al-Qa‘dah 1352 [March 8, 1934].” 
What it doesn’t say is that the local officials 
detained the pilots and impounded the plane.

This telegram from the 
U.S. chargé d’affaires in 
London to the secretary 
of state in Washington, 

D.C., seems to say that the 
Fairchild had an “all clear” 
to fly to the kingdom. But 

the pilots failed to get a 
final green light to land 
in Jubail and the plane 

was impounded for three 
weeks when they set 
down March 8, 1934.
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Jubail was the headquarters of the 
California Arabian Standard Oil Com-
pany (Casoc), to which Socal assigned 
its oil concession late in 1933. Appar-
ently no final arrangements had been 
made for a plane to land in Jubail to 
further exploration—or at least those 
arrangements had not been communi-
cated to the proper officials.

Interestingly enough, in 
December 1933 the U.S. State 
Dept. had informed its chargé 
d’affaires in Britain that Rochev-
ille and Kerr would be taking the 
plane to Saudi Arabia and asked 
him to arrange for visas on a 
route from Egypt to Iraq. “It is 
planned to carry on…explora-
tion work by plane either using 

Bahrein as a base or from a base to be estab-
lished in Saudi Arabia,” read the telegram.

The chargé secured permission from Egypt 
and Iraq to fly over their territory, and from 
Great Britain to land in Gaza and fly over 
Palestine and Trans-Jordan. He also reported 
that the “Saudi Arabian Minister conveys his 
Government’s authorization for the use of the 
aeroplane for geological purposes and states 

that details regulating this flight have been 
completed by the Saudi Arabian Government 
and representatives of [Casoc] there.”

In spite of this, it took three weeks to 
get the Fairchild back up in the air after it 
arrived in Jubail—and it almost did not get 
off the ground at all.

King Abdulaziz was “extremely angry…
about the unauthorized landing on Saudi 
Arab soil and half-inclined to rescind the 
temporary general permission contained in 
the Private Agreement” with Casoc, wrote 
Wallace Stegner in Discovery! The Search 
for Arabian Oil, commissioned by Aramco 
in the mid-1950s.

The kingdom and Yemen were embroiled 
in a dispute that was about to erupt into war 
and authorities were sensitive about planes 
in Saudi airspace. 

Stegner wrote that Saudi officials had 
radioed Basra requesting that the Fairchild 
stay put. But Rocheville and Kerr took off 
before the message arrived.

Fortunately, the King did not cancel the 
agreement. And Rocheville used his extra 
time on the ground to explore Jubail and its 

The cockpit of the Fairchild was 
snug. With Kerr or Rocheville 
at the controls, it covered much 
more ground than earthbound 
geologists, jump-starting explo-
ration in the kingdom in the  
1934 season.

W H E R E  D I D  T H E   Fa ir ch i ld     
 F I N A L LY  L A N D ?
Is the Fairchild 71, the company’s original “eye in the 
sky,” buried in the old Reclamation Yard in Dhahran? 

“Maybe,” says Saudi Aramco pilot Court Gunderson, 
who has been investigating the geological-surveying 

from the company’s inventory.

to the Argentine Navy. But pictures of the Argentine 
aircraft and the specially equipped Fairchild ordered 
for the California Arabian Standard Oil Company (Ca-
soc), Aramco’s predecessor, proved they “are not the 
same plane,” says Gunderson.

The Fairchild’s Federal Aviation Administration 
-

try shows that “Casoc/Aramco” owned the plane, but 
lists no purchaser. 

-
ran, Casoc’s new headquarters, where it was “han-
gared and sealed up,” according to Gunderson.

look into using it as a transport aircraft, records 
show that it had deteriorated beyond repair—or at 

the Saudi Government about unrestricted use of planes.
It may have been parked in the Reclamation Yard behind 

today’s houseboys’ quarters, Gunderson says, citing 

Rolf A. Christophersen, the son of Rolf and Meltiz 
Christophersen, says that he and his friends played 
in a fuselage in the old Reclamation Yard when he 

Tim Barger, the son of Aramco CEO Tom Barger and 
Kathleen Barger, also remembers a fuselage there. “I 

used to play in it, as did Steve Furman and Marty 

were prowling around,” he says.
-

lage of “an old single-engine airplane…made of alumi-
num tubing” behind “houseboy camp hill” on walks in 

“I have always thought this might be the original 
Fairchild,” he says, adding that he used to climb 
into the cockpit. “How tiny!”

 Mandaville has mapped the general the area where 
he found the fuselage. “If—and I emphasize if—it is 
buried there, a bulldozer could probably discover it 
with one or two hours’ work,” he says.

Christophersen sketched out the location of the 
fuselage he remembered, which generally matches what 
Mandaville recalls.

Could the fuselage have been from another plane? 
That’s possible, says Gunderson.

Aramco started buying planes, including slightly 

One of those was taken out of service after an acci-
dent and is unaccounted for. 

look,” Gunderson says.

Does “X” mark the spot? Aramcons spotted an airplane fuselage that 
might be that of the Fairchild 71 in this vicinity, behind the domestic- 
helpers’ housing area in Dhahran.
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surroundings, which were as foreign to him
as the back of the moon. 

In fact, he put the landing in the best 
light possible, writing that when he and Kerr 
arrived from Basra “we were greeted by 
Arabian soldiers” and the handful of Casoc 
employees there. With the aviators’ arrival, 
the Jubail operation amounted to just 10 
Americans and a few Saudis.

“Upon going to headquarters, we were 
given a complete outfit of Arabian wearing 
apparel…so that we might look as much like 
the natives as possible,” Rocheville wrote, 
noting that the Fairchild crew was later per-
mitted to wear western dress “as the robes 
were somewhat of a handicap while flying.”

Only after donning Saudi clothing did the 
pilots visit the top official’s residence to pres-
ent their passports. In the meantime, locals 
had “clustered around the plane attempting 
to peer inside,” he said. “It caused consider-
able interest and wonderment....”

It certainly did: When the plane 
landed, “the joy of the crowd could not be 
contained,” Stegner wrote. “They surged 

forward” to meet Kerr, the first man 
out, and soldiers had to struggle keep 
them away.

Robert “Bert” Miller, who had come 
ashore at Jubail with Schuyler “Krug” 
Henry the previous fall to begin exploring 
the concession, was there when the Fair-
child landed and his description of the 
ensuing problems closely matches Stegner’s.

“The arrival of the plane created some 
small unpleasantness, although every pre-

caution had been taken to get permission to 
bring it in and to designate the areas in which 
it would be used,” he wrote in Exploration of 
the Concession 1933-1935. “Unfortunately, 
either the pilots did not realize the necessity 
of receiving a direct permit to land the plane 
in Arabia, or they were given instructions 
in Egypt which were not authoritative,” he 
added, noting that the Saudis only learned 
of the plane’s departure from Alexandria the 
day Kerr and Rocheville flew to Basra.

“As a few days’ notice would have 
been required by authorities anywhere, 
company men in Arabia were inclined to 
feel that the Government had right on 
its side,” Miller wrote. “However, the 
damage had been done….”

After the Fairchild was cleared to fly, 
Rocheville and Kerr accomplished in the 
survey’s opening leg what would have taken 
years by men on the ground. That first 
season Miller went on all the flights in the 

six-passenger plane, joined frequently by 
geologist Hugh Burchfiel.

Rocheville deadpanned the significance of 
his assignment in the kingdom in the brief 
personal “history” in his papers, noting 
only that on Dec. 20, 1933, he “accepted 
[a] position with the Standard Oil Co. as a 
pilot with service requirements, to survey the 
unknown quarter of Saudi Arabia….” But he 
undoubtedly expected an exciting assignment, 
and it’s evident that he relished what he found.

As he put it in the opening of his memoir, 
“It falls the lot of few people to have flown 
over the trackless wastes of the Arctic, 
Northern Greenland, Labrador or Alaska; or 
over the treacherous country to be found in 
Central America; and then to encounter the 
desolate deserts of Saudi Arabia.” 

Read more about that “encounter” in the 
next issue of Al-Ayyam Al-Jamilah.
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Left: The fishing village of Jubail was the 
headquarters of Casoc, the Standard Oil of 
California subsidiary for which Rocheville and 
Kerry flew in 1934. They used dead reckoning 
in March 1934 to find their way from Basra to 
the town. Above: The “little plane that could” 
landed unannounced at an improvised airfield 
in Jubail, where it was promptly padlocked by 
Saudi authorities.

Charles Rocheville (left) and geologist Bert 
Miller pose in front of the Fairchild in 1934.

Rocheville’s Saudi visa, received (after 
some delay) on March 8, 1934, states 

that he flew in “through the air of 
Egypt, Syria and Iraq” to arrive in Jubail.T
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tueber, who
lives in 
Tomball, 
Texas, near 
Houston, 
arrived in 
Dhahran as a 
24-year-old in 
1952. A fresh 
chemical- 
engineering 
graduate of 
the University 

of Wisconsin, he’d gone into debt earning 
his degree and gladly joined Aramco to 
refloat his bank account.

The weather was also a factor in his 
decision to move to Saudi Arabia.

“I think I went to thaw out,” he says, 
remembering the mile-long walk from his 
dorm to the Chemical Engineering Build-
ing in Madison winters. “The outside 
temperature early in the morning was 
often 35 degrees below zero!” 

By 1953, he’d warmed up enough 
to buy a 1950 Chevrolet convertible 
with a Powerglide transmission, plus 
repair manuals, from someone leaving 
the kingdom. “I believe that was the 
first year an automatic transmission was 
installed by Chevy,” he says.

In early 1954, Stueber learned he was 
being transferred to the design office at 
Aramco Overseas Company (AOC) in 
The Hague at the end of his first two-
year tour of duty and he decided to drive 
the 4,000 or so miles to Holland. 

Al Waterland, whom he’d met at the 
Aramco training facility in Sidon, Lebanon, 

before going to Saudi 
Arabia, asked to come 
along. Later, John 
Bauer and Reed Hartel 
teamed up in a Chevy 
panel truck.

“I was glad Al 
joined me as he was 
mechanically inclined,” 
Stueber recalls, for 
early that year he’d 
had problems with 
the Chevy’s transmis-
sion. Waterland was 
living in Abqaiq and 
Stueber drove the car 
there so they could 
work in an air-condi-
tioned building.

They yanked 
the transmission, 
disassembled it 
and found “almost 
all of the O-ring 
seals had turned to 
mush,” Stueber says. 
“Thank God! That 
was just before I was being sent to AOC 
on a short assignment on some projects I 
was working on.”

Stueber found a GM repair shop in the 
Netherlands where he bought everything 
required to fix the car. Or so he thought.

“After I returned, I took all the parts by 
bus to Abqaiq one weekend and we installed 
them,” he says. “The car ran like new!”

He and Waterland carefully researched 
their route north before setting off.

They would go via Safaniya, the Neu-

tral Zone and Kuwait and on to 
Baghdad. Then they’d take the Iraq 
Petroleum Company (IPC) road west 
to Syria and Lebanon, before heading 
north into Turkey. 

“We knew there was a ferry service 
from Istanbul to Piraeus, the port for 
Athens, and then we’d go north into Yugo-
slavia,” Stueber says, adding that it took 
many hours “to arrange all those visas and 
some other forms for transporting a car 
through all those countries.”

This “Companion of carefree days” 1950 
Chevrolet ad probably worked well in the 
United States or Europe, but it proved overly 
optimistic in the heat of the Middle East.

In the height of summer 1954, twenty-somethings Verne Stueber and Al Waterland 
bid adieu to Dhahran and headed to The Hague in Stueber’s 1950 Chevy Powerglide 
convertible. The trip turned out to be more challenging that they’d expected as soon 
as they arrived in Iraq.

‘I WONDER HOW MANY FOLLOWED MY THREE FELLOW EMPLOYEES 
AND ME?’ MUSES ARAMCO/ARAMCO SERVICES COMPANY 
VETERAN VERNE STUEBER. HE IS TALKING ABOUT THE ROAD 
TRIP HE AND HIS PALS MADE FROM DHAHRAN TO THE 
NETHERLANDS SIX DECADES AGO.
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He can’t recall their exact route
through the rest of Europe, but he thinks 
they planned to drive through Austria and 
Germany to reach the Netherlands.

“Our two cars left Dhahran in early 
July 1954,” he says. “We stayed at no cost 
with the mostly Americans operating in 
the Neutral Zone and Kuwait, just paying 
for meals in their dining rooms.”

It was smooth driving till they entered 
Iraq. Then the transmission hiccupped.

Heavy rains that spring had flooded 
the land around the Shatt al-Arab and the 
Tigris River between Basra and Baghdad, 
“so we had to follow desert trails all the 
way” to the capital, Stueber says. 

“Sure enough, before we reached Bagh-
dad we could only drive in low gear. That 
was stressful.”  

The closest GM repair shop was in Beirut. 
So he and Waterland flipped a coin to see who 
would fly there to buy the parts they needed. 

“Al won and flew off to Beirut while 
I rented a stall in a repair shop—with no 
AC—and hired an Iraqi boy in his teens to 
assist me in getting the transmission out of 
the car and disassembling it,” says Stueber. 
“The same O-rings had turned to mush.” 

They removed the rings, cleaned the 
transmission and waited for Waterland, 
who had phoned to make sure he bought 
the right parts. When he returned “many 
days later,” they installed the new O-rings 

and, “Wouldn’t you know it, it ran again 
like new!” Stueber remembers.

Meantime, Bauer and Hartel had set 
out for Beirut in their truck, promising 
to wait there.

Stueber and Waterland left Baghdad 
on the IPC road, as planned. “No prob-
lems, and we had a nice stay in Syria,” 
Stueber says.

“But as we ascended on the road to 
Lebanon, the same transmission problem 
started. By the time we got to Beirut we 
again could travel only in low gear.

“I knew we had to give up on that 
transmission because no GM parts store 
had any O-rings that would stand up 
to high temperatures. We had the GM 
plant in Beirut replace the transmission 
with a good old syncro-mesh [stan-
dard] transmission.”

They also had to replace the drive 
shaft because the standard-transmission 
was longer than the Powerglide.

While that was being done, Stueber 
and Waterland buttonholed a repre-
sentative of GM’s executive office 
and let him know about the head-
aches the transmission had caused in 
the summer heat.

All they got was his sympathy, 
but Stueber says he’s certain that 
“GM back in the U.S.A. got word of 
our problems.”

They had no more difficulties the 
rest of the way to The Hague, after 
rendezvousing with Bauer and Hartel 
in Istanbul.

Verne Stueber sits between Becky 
Gable (left) and Carol Keyes Rader 
in this 1953 photo from Dhahran, 
six months before he and Al 
Waterland set out for The Hague 
in a Chevrolet like the one below 
that he’d bought earlier in the 
year. “The body of my 1950 Chevy 
was light blue and the convertible 
top was beige,” Stueber recalls, 
admitting that some details of the 
car have vanished from memory in 
the intervening 60-odd years. The 
holiday party was the first date  
for Stueber and Gable, who mar- 
ried in 1955.
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Hartel died in 2008, Waterland died
“many years ago” and Bauer is not well, 
Stueber says, adding that he and his late 
wife Becky (a registered nurse who came 
to Dhahran to work in 1953 and whom 
he married in the United States in 1955) 
attended reunions of the “old ‘50s singles 
gang” from Dhahran several times after 
retiring in 1986.

“I never returned to The Hague to work 
[after the car trip] as I got tangled up with 
my draft board during the Korean War,” 
Stueber says, adding that he “ended up in 
the Army in northern Alabama working at a 
large government chemical plant.” 

He returned to Aramco in 1957 to help 
start up a new LPG plant in Abqaiq. Then 
he was transferred to the Plants and Pipe-
lines Dept. in Dhahran, which in 1968 

became part of the Oil Sup- 
ply Planning and Schedul-
ing Dept.

In 1970, he was trans-
ferred to the Manufactur-
ing and Oil Supply Dept. 
(M&OS) in the New York 
office. When it moved 
to ASC in Houston, he 
came along. He retired as 
M&OS manager.

What happened to his 
1950 Chevy convertible?

“AOC arranged the 
sale of my car and after 
subtracting garage storage 
fees and Dutch import 
taxes they sent me a check 
for about $250!” he says. 

313131313131
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The intrepid traveler, who lives in Tomball, Texas, attended 
an Aramco/ASC Retirees Luncheon Group gathering last fall 
with his daughter Kathy. The chilly weather was far removed 
from what he and Al Waterland faced when their car suffered 
mechanical hiccups in the Syrian desert in 1954.
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would have seen a scrappy bunch of boys preparing for the European 
Regional Little League Baseball Tournament, with dreams of playing 
in the Little League World Series. The 14 players on the Saudi All-
Star team realized that dream in dramatic fashion—and 11 members 
and all five coaches reunited Aug. 22 at this year’s Little League 
World Series in Williamsport, Penn., to celebrate the feat.

The team, nicknamed “The Saudi Green Machine,” represented 
the kingdom in the European Tournament in Ramstein, Germany. 
The boys practiced day in and day out from June to July in the 
scorching heat before heading off to European Regional play. 

They came from all four company communities: Brian Chu, 
Matt Davis, John Schoenholtz, Justin Hake, Gabriel Al-Rajhi, Nick 
Cassinis, Kiel Johnson and Andy Campbell (DH); Eric Nostrand, 

1995 Saudi All-Star team steamrolled opponents in Ramstein,
Germany, by a combined score of 124-10 to win the European Regional
Little League crown. Front row (l-r): Nick Cassinis, Gabriel Al-Rajhi,
Tyler Gunnell, John Marshall, Matt Davis and Brad Cowan. Row 2: Kiel
Johnson, Brian Chu, Eric Nostrand, Andy Campbell, Justin Hake, Josh
Moore, John Schoenholtz and Alan Blake. Coaches: Mark Tucker, Rick
Davis, Mark Cowan, Cornell Seymour and Todd Gunnell.

‘It took the 2 best 
teams in the world 

to knock us out.’

A U G U S T  2 2 ,  2 0 1 5     W I L L I A M S P O R T,  P E N N S Y LVA N I A

GREEN
MACHINE
GREEN

MACHINE
SAUDI

MEMBERS
GATHER IN
WILLIAMSPORT

EUROPEAN REGION LITTLE LEAGUE CHAMPIONS

ANYONE PASSING BY 
THE OLD KING’S ROAD 
BALLFIELD IN DHAHRAN 
THE SUMMER OF 19951995

MEMBERS
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Tyler Gunnell and Brad Cowan (RT); John Marshall and Josh 
Moore (ABQ); and Alan Blake (UDH). The coaches were Mark 
Tucker and Rick Davis (DH), Mark Cowan and Todd Gunnell (RT) 
and Cornell Seymour (ABQ).

The Green Machine decisively won each of its eight games in 
Ramstein, outscoring opponents 124-10 and qualifying to represent 
the European Region in Williamsport.

The weeklong Little League World Series is one of the largest, if 
not the largest, youth sports event in the world, pitting the top 16 
teams from around the globe. In 1995, the tournament comprised only 
eight teams—making it much more difficult to qualify.

The 1995 All-Stars benefited from the experience of head coaches 
Seymour and Tucker, who had taken Saudi teams to the Little League 
World Series in 1987, 1988 and 1989 and who were former Little 
Leaguers themselves. The All-Star team also qualified in 1991 and ‘94,  
and in 1996-1998 and 2000-2011.

The 1995 team opened the 49th World Series against Canada. 
The All-Stars, at an immediate disadvantage because many had been 
ill all week with the stomach flu, were behind most of the game.

In the bottom of the sixth inning (Little Leaguers play six-inning 
games), with the score 4-3 and with one out and the bases loaded, 
Brian Chu smacked a double to pull a 5-4 victory out of the hat. 
That comeback win remains one of the team’s fondest memories.

The Green Machine went on to lose to the two teams widely 
regarded as the strongest in the tournament: the Dominican 
Republic and the eventual world champions, Taiwan. 

While the losses were disappointing, Coaches Seymour and 
Tucker put them into perspective for the young men. “It took the 
two best teams in the world to knock us out,” they said.

This August, the Green Machine returned to the capital of Little 
League baseball—this time as honorees in a televised pregame 
ceremony. The event was triumphant and nostalgic as the Little 
League announcer called each of the returnees onto the field to the 
applause of the 40,000 people in the stands.

Little League President and CEO Stephen Keener personally 
congratulated the team members as, atop the pitcher’s mound, they 
proudly unfurled the European Regional Championship banner 
they had won in Ramstein 20 years before.

Eleven members of the 1995 European Little League championship team reunited at the World Series in Williamsport, Penn., in August. Front row
(l-r): Nick Cassinis, Brad Cowan, Tyler Gunnell, John Marshall and Matt Davis. Row 2: Coach Cornell Seymour, Josh Moore, Andy Campbell, Brian
Chu, John Schoenholtz, Eric Nostrand, Alan Blake and Coach Mark Tucker.
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ur flight from New
York to Dhahran, 
via Paris, departed 
the night of Nov. 
5. The views on 
the flight from 
Orly Airport were 
spectacular: Rome at 

noon, Mt. Vesuvius and Athens in the late 
afternoon, and Cairo in the shadows. We 
arrived at the Dhahran Airport, getting 
our first taste of its heat and humidity, at 
1 a.m. on Nov. 7.

Dr. Warren Kelly, a dentist, and Dr. 
Roger Nichols of the Trachoma Research 
Team were waiting at the airport. They 

drove us and 17 pieces of luggage to our 
temporary home, cinderblock duplex 249-
B on Second St. 

Two weeks later while in the Commis-
sary we heard shouting: President Ken-
nedy had been killed. What a terrible 
feeling to be in a strange new country  
and hear such news.
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Weeks later, I received a letter from 
my brother saying that family friend 
George Hodgson worked in Government 
Relations. I invited him and his wife 
Beulah to visit us. When they arrived, 
Beulah was wearing a spectacular pin 
with a gold coin that I admired. On one 
side was the American eagle with the 
words “U.S. Mint Philadelphia U.S.A.” 
around it. I was elated, saying that I had 
lived in Philadelphia and toured the mint!

“Aramco had to pay Arabia in gold 
for oil royalties as they would not accept 
paper money,” George explained. That 
was between 1945 and 1947. The coins 
then sifted into the gold markets, where 
Americans bought them. I was very 
pleased when George found one for me in 
Jiddah. What a find!

Our car arrived in Dhahran in three 
months and what a joy! Gas stations were 
located outside the community. We met 
with Aramco President Tom Barger and 
soon after that the company announced that 
a gas pump would be installed in Dhahran.

About a year after arriving, we moved 
to duplex 036-4-B on the hill overlooking 
the desert, the airport and—on a clear 
day—the Arabian Gulf. What a view!

Opening our 126 boxes was time-con-
suming, but we were so glad to see our 
familiar possessions again. In 1964 we 

added a bathroom and a new living room 
to fit our activities for the next 16 years.

I discovered that no visual screening 
was being done for young children in 
Aramco’s three communities—Dhahran, 
Ras Tanura and Abqaiq. Since I had a 
graduate orthoptic degree, I offered to 
set up a screening program for all of 
the students. The company ordered the 
equipment I needed and the program was 
launched full swing as soon as it arrived.

The teachers were enthusiastic and 
very helpful, alerting me if any of their 
students showed obvious reading 
problems. I was rewarded by getting 
to know the students and teachers in 
each community.

There was never a dull moment in 
Dhahran and much of the excitement 
was generated by the children. What 
pranks they pulled—or tried to pull!

Every year there was a patio party 
to mark ninth-grade graduation. Only 

ninth-graders were allowed inside the 
patio fence. Just before the event, I found 

a brown bag filled with a dozen eggs under 
one of the boys’ beds. 

Suspecting foul play, I immediately 
hard-boiled the eggs and returned them 
to their carton. Two boys—I won’t reveal 
their names—left the house with the bag, 
only to find their eggs defused. (I got 

several phone calls that night, from the 
boys saying I had spoiled their fun and 
from two chaperones thanking me for 
doing exactly that.)

Adventurous travel outside the king-
dom also made life interesting during our 
stay. Bill Bartlett formed the Dhahran 
Outing Group and travel took off like a 
fast-moving shamal. I arranged a trip to 
Petra in southern Jordan with the help 
of an eye nurse named Ann Blewett. 
Forty-five Aramcons took part in the 
spectacular four-day trip.

We also loved trips to al-Khobar. On 
one visit I spotted red-white-blue-and-green 
fabric. I bought a few yards and took it to a 
tailor, who made me a thobe in the colors of 
the United States and Saudi Arabia.

I also became interested in gemstones 
in Saudi Arabia. Once, a geologist who 
was retiring sold me a 31-carat pure-
color amethyst. It was my closest friend’s 
birthstone and was too fabulous to pass up.

On my return to my home in Drexel Hill, 
Penn., in 1980, I received many calls from 

longtime friends and professional colleagues 
asking me to speak about living in Saudi 
Arabia. My junior high school even asked 
me to speak to its Foreign Affairs Club! 

Of course, I agreed, and the artifacts I 
brought with me (no boiled eggs!) sparked 
much interest and many questions. 
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ut being city
girls, Brenda 
Mullen, Ishrat 
Karbach, Sonja 
Hall and yours 
truly—old 

friends from Abqaiq, meeting up again 
after eight years—decided to go in our 
leather and suede shoes. 

We would regret it. We were so excited 
with the prospect of meeting and seeing the 
Woods’ 32-acre organic farm that we paid 
no heed to their advice.

The farm is actually twofold. There 
is the 12-acre Milliesbarn farm in the 
Bonus-Nedra area where they live and 
the J. Roeland Heritage Farm in nearby 
Egypt. Both are family heirlooms in lands 
steeped in history. 

The couple’s home stands “where 
my great Auntie Millie Carter Eurps 

had a school for mixed-race children in 
1912,” recounted Diann. “All her nieces 
and nephews were of mixed race, so 
she bought this land for $180 in 1908, 
built a school and brought them over to 
be educated.” 

The farm is named in her honor. The 
Woodses built a house there in 1999 after 
their first one burned down. “We built it 
with our own hands,” Milton said proudly. 

Their home stands near the hamlet of 
Egypt, originally Mercer’s Crossing, the 
first settlement in Wharton County. The 
name changed in 1827 when it was the sole 
source of corn for nearby settlements during 
a severe drought, lending it a connection to 
Egypt as a biblical land of plenty.

The couple started farming in 1973, 
but in 1976 Milton joined Aramco Services 
Company in Houston. In September 1977, 
he, Diann and their two-year-old son Uhl 

moved to Abqaiq, where Milton was a 
project engineer. 

They got a gritty welcome. “Robert 
Sharpneck and his wife Dottie drove us to 
Abqaiq in a shamal,” remembered Diann. 

The Woodses were the first African 
American family in Abqaiq. In 1980 they 
moved to Dhahran and Diann joined 
Dhahran Schools as a teaching assistant. 
They left the company in 1985, but 
returned six years later when Milton 
joined the Pipeline Projects Dept. in 
Abqaiq. The retired in 1998.

“The highlight of my time with Aramco 
was seeing the young Saudi graduates of the 
Professional Development Program replace 
me,” Milton said, adding that one of the 
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young men he mentored, Mohammed A. Al-
Kordy, “is now the senior project manager 
of the Manifa Core Hydrocarbons Facilities 
Div. and we are still in touch.”

Upon arrival at Milliesbarn’s Veggie 
Farm we were greeted by 28 squawking 
hens and a rooster in a fenced-in area to 
deter bobcats and cougars from grabbing 
a free meal. The hens include breeds like 
Aracanos from Chile, Ameraucanas, Rhode 
Island Reds and Dominiques or Pilgrim 
Fowl—the latter brought to New England 
from south of England during colonial times 
and considered America’s oldest breed. 

Others are French Marans, prized 
for their chocolate-colored eggs, and 
Orpington Buffs, which produce light-
colored eggs with double yolks. 

It was mesmerizing to watch Diann play 
with the chickens. They were mesmerized, 
too, following her around their enclosure 
like she was the Pied Piper! 

“Diann is the farmer and I am the 
production manager,” quipped Milton, 
who hails from Tennessee.

In spring and summer the family grows 
tomatoes, okra, cucumber, eggplant, 
yellow squash, zucchini, corn, purple-
hull peas, peppers, 
onion, watermelon, 
red potatoes and 
green beans. Fall 
and winter are for 
mustard and collard 
greens, turnip greens, 
spinach, broccoli, 
cabbage and kale. 

“We use a natural 
and indigenous method 
of farming,” said Di-
ann—free of chemicals, 
insecticides, herbicides 
and hormones. 

As we waded 
shoe-deep in the 
Texas mud I could 
see why the Woods’ 
farm offers a haven 
for creatures both 
domestic and wild.

Weeds grow next to the collard 
greens. Arugulas and mustards flourish 
and flowers attract bees for pollination. 
The land is nourished with organic fer-
tilizer. Next to their pickup is a load of 
mushroom compost waiting to be spread 
in the fields. 

Water comes from a 200-foot well and 
the Woodses will soon hook their solar 
panels into the grid and get paid for the 
energy they contribute! 

There are no frills on this farm, just 
simple, honest farming methods. “We are 

self-sufficient here and hope to remain so 
for the foreseeable future,” said Milton.

Their products, which they described 
as “fraash” (fresh), go to shops, friends 
and subscribers to their community food-
distribution system.

When not tending their farms, they 
are involved in community projects. They 
support education for the young and 
healthy living for the old. 

Diann is an honorary deputy sheriff for 
Wharton County and nearby Harris County, 
where Houston is located. Son Uhl, who 
attended the Dhahran Hills School, is an 
electrical engineer, as is his wife. They 
have three children who enjoy caring for 
their grandparents’ chickens and crops. 

The Woodses have received many retired 
Aramcons at their farm and look forward 
to welcoming many more. They talk about 
their time at Aramco like it was yesterday. 

 “I still remember the children I taught 

in Dhahran and the patients whose lives I 
touched as a volunteer at Dhahran hospi-
tal,” Diann reminisced.

As we drove away in a car loaded with 
“fraashest” vegetables I’d ever seen, I took 
a last look at the stretch of flatland the 
Woodses call home and marveled at what 
they had achieved. They have not just taken 
from, but also given back to, nature.

One of my Saudi friends once told me: 
“Bloom where you are planted.”  That is 
good advice, and it’s exactly what these 
Aramco retirees are doing.
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MELISSA SUZANNE ARLT

September 4, 2015

Survived by her husband Tommy M. 
Arlt, a former Aramcon. She lived in 
Dhahran for seven years. Tommy may 
be contacted c/o Rosewood Funeral 
Home, 2602 S. Houston Ave., Humble, 
TX 77396.

HOSNI A. AUDIE

May 29, 2015

He joined Aramco after earning an 
industrial-engineering degree in the 
United States in 1969 and spent 30 
years with the company. Survived by 
his wife Elena and sons Joseph and 
David. The family may be contacted 
c/o West Haven Funeral Home at the 
Green, 662 Savin Ave., West Haven, 
CT 06516.

WALTER H. BECKLEY

July 10, 2015

He joined the Aviation Dept. in 1951 
and retired as assistant superintendent 
of maintenance in 1981, working as 
a consultant at Aramco Services Com-
pany’s aviation subsidiary for two years 
after that. Survived by his daughter 
Barbara Heffington. Correspondence 
may be sent to Barbara at 1821 West 
Drake Rd., Fort Collins, CO 80526; 
bheffington@me.com. 

RICHARD A. BERG

June 29, 2015

He joined the Marine Dept. in 1980 
and retired in 1991 as an advisor on 
special projects. He continued to 
serve as director of the International 
Marine Transit Assn. after retiring. 
He is survived wife Ingri and by Kris-
ten Berg Brown and Andrew Berg, 
his children with his first wife Mary 
Lou. The family may be contacted 
c/o Bainbridge Historical Society 215 
Erickson Ave. NE, Bainbridge Island, 
WA 98110.

DR. PAUL N. BESSER

May 28, 2015

He worked as a district dentist for 10 
years. He served as president of the 
Ras Tanura Players and appeared in 
a number plays. Survived by his wife 
Christa A. Hemans, son Richard and 
daughter Tammy L. Belazis.

MARY “MOLLIE”  
KENNEDY BROOKS

July 2, 2012

Survived by her husband, retiree Col-
lins Brooks, son Reed and daughters 
Celeste Barrentine, Alice Brooks and 
Christina Smith. She is also survived 
by her sister Kathryn “Katie” Dewey 
and brothers Greg and Terry Kennedy. 
She went to Saudi Arabia in 1946 age 
12 with her parents Dolores and Gerry 
Kennedy, and was among the expatri-
ate children who met King Abdulaziz 
in Dhahran in 1947. She met her hus-
band-to-be in 1953 and they remained 
in the kingdom until 1977 when he 
retired as general manager, Yanbu‘ 
NGL Operations, and she as school 
librarian. Correspondence may be sent 
to Collins at 10965 Otter Rd., Prairie 
Grove, Ark. 72753-0154.

ELZIE GIVENS

June 24, 2015

He joined Aramco as a photo-science 
engineer in 1982 and retired in 2002. 
Survived by his wife Janette and sons 
Jamal and Jarte’h. The family may be 
contacted c/o Community Eastside 
Church, 8455 E. Golf Links Rd., Tucson, 
AZ 85730.

PATSY “PAT” GRAY

April 3, 2015

Survived by her husband, retiree Elbert 
Gray, and her children. The family may 
be contacted c/o Church of Christ, 203 
South Ave G, Clifton, TX 76634.

ANNA GULOVSEN

December 30, 2014

Predeceased by her husband Bob and 
survived by her children Bob, Rayne and 
Darlene. She was the Ras Tanura School 
secretary. Correspondence may be sent 
to Bob at 5107 Valleyview Dr., Alton, IL 
62002; rjgulovsen@gmail.com.

JEAN JOHNSON

May 17, 2014

Survived by her husband, retiree Ed 
Johnson, sons Mark (at Aramco Ser-
vices Company), Scott and Paul, and 
daughter Leslie Seymour. She worked 
as a casual employee in the Industrial 
Security Dept. and was the first female 
passenger-security screener for aviation 
departures from Dhahran. Correspon-

dence may be sent to Ed at 152 Great 
Frontier Dr., Georgetown, TX 78633.

FRANCIS JEREMIAH  
“JERRY” HOGAN

October 16, 2014

He joined Aramco in 1974 as a rotat-
ing-equipment specialist and retired in 
1986, continuing as a consultant with 
Saudi Aramco. He was involved in proj-
ects including the Master Gas System, 
Safaniya Gas Plant, Safaniya GOSP-4, 
Marjan GOSP-2 and the Ras Tanura 
Refinery upgrade. Survived by his wife 
Jeanine and sons Steve, Peter, Bob and 
Frank. Correspondence may be sent to 
Steve at stevesidiki@yahoo.com. 

ELBA HUDDLESTON

May 7, 2015

Predeceased by her husband, retiree 
A.G. Huddleston. She met her 
husband-to-be when she was an 
operating- and emergency-room nurs-
ing supervisor at the Dhahran Health 
Center and they married in 1962. They 
retired in 1979. The family may be 
contacted c/o Bailey Funeral Home, 
#21378 Highway 371, Cotton Valley, 
LA 71018.

GORDON HULL

May 7, 2015

He joined Aramco in 1967 and worked 
in Ras Tanura, Abqaiq, Dhahran and The 
Hague, retiring in 1992. Survived by his 
son David and daughter Cheryl.

SHIRLEY JEFFERSON 
April 14, 2015

Survived by her husband James “Jeff,” 
son Syd and daughter Laura Jean 
Grimm. She lived in Dhahran and 
Abqaiq from 1962 to 1969. Corre-
spondence may be sent to James at 
4921 Strickland Ave., The Colony, TX 
75056-2014.

NICK LUKACS

March 27, 2015

He joined Gas Projects in 1976 as a 
senior project engineer, served as con-
struction manager at Shedgum Gas 
Plant in 1980 and became plant project 
manager in 1981. He retired from Con-
sulting Services in 1988. Survived by his 
wife Ruth Elizabeth, son Jim and daugh-
ters Karen Lukacs and Carol Gibson.

I N  M E M O R I A M
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ROBERT “BOB” LUTTRELL

September 25, 2015

He joined the New York Engineering 
Office in 1956 and transferred to the 
Engineering Dept. in Dhahran in 1958. 
He retired as vice president of Train-
ing and Career Development in 1986. 
Survived by his wife Ora, daughters 
Robin Luttrell, Marlisa Luttrell Grady 
and Katherine Luttrell Sumner, and son 
Robert. The family may be contacted 
c/o Starling Avenue Baptist Church, 912 
Starling Ave., Martinsville, VA 24112.

JAMES LINDELL MAY

June 8, 2015

He joined Aramco in 1970, retiring as 
a drilling foreman in 1993. Survived 
by his wife Joyce Marie and daughter 
Ginger Lynn Gills. Correspondence 
may be sent to Joyce at P.O. Box 202, 
Murfreesboro, AR 71958.

HELEN LOUISE WEEKS  
DEVENNEY MOORE

July 22, 2015 

She joined Aramco in 1948 as an 
executive secretary in Dhahran, 
where she met and married Ralph H. 
Devenney, who became manager of 
Industrial Relations. He died in 1964 
and she is survived by her son Ralph, 
daughter Pamela and stepdaughter 
Molly Moore McCormick. The family 
may be contacted c/o Edo Miller and 
Sons Funeral Home, 3321 Glynn Ave, 
Brunswick, GA 31520.

MALCOLM “MAL” QUINT

April 3, 2015

He joined Aramco in 1959 and retired 
as director of Participation Affairs in 
1986. Survived by his wife Frances, son 
Andrew and daughters Suzanne and 
Katherine. Correspondence many be 
sent to Frances at 1707 Pelican Cover 
Rd., GL 453, Sarasota, FL 34231.

CARL M. RODARTY

August 19, 2015

He joined Aramco in 1947 after start-
ing his career as a chemical engineer 
with Standard Oil of California in 
Berkeley, Calif. He left the company in 
1961. He and his wife Kaethe export-
ed three salukis to the United States 
and were active in the Saluki Club 
of America. Predeceased by his wife 

and son Bruce, and survived by his 
daughter Laurie Rodarty Ehrich. Laurie 
may be contacted at 2235 Payton Rd., 
Corydon, IA 50060; ehrich@grm.net.

JOY E. READ

February 25, 2015

Predeceased by her husband, retiree 
Edwin Read, and sons Alan, Craig 
and Lance. Survived by her daughters 
Sondra Green and Leslie Stewart. 
She worked for Human Resources as 
a casual employee. Correspondence 
may be sent to Leslie at 2785 Wilshire 
Dr., Salt Lake City, UT 84109.

WILLIAM G. “BILL” STANFORD

July 13, 2015

He joined the Aviation Dept. in 1977, 
becoming chief pilot. In 1988 he 
transferred to Aramco Associated 
Company in Houston as Flight Opera-
tions manager. Survived by his wife 
Deborah. She may be contacted c/o 
The Woodlands United Methodist 
Church, 2200 Lake Woodlands Dr., 
The Woodlands, TX 77380.

ANGELA “ANGEL” STOFFER

April 17, 2015

Survived by her husband Ken, sons 
Tom and Mark and daughter Mary, 
and predeceased by her daughter 
Catherine. Correspondence may be 
sent to Ken at 900 Coles Ferry Pike, 
Apt. 109, Lebanon, TN 37087;  
stoffer1@charter.net.

STANLEY G. STOKES

June 1, 2015 

He retired from in 2008 after three 
tours with the company in Abqaiq 
and Dhahran. Survived by his wife 
Betty and his daughters Stephanie 
Davis and Jessica Sorvala. Correspon-
dence may be sent to Betty at 727 
Tangerine Rd., Big Sandy, TX 75755.

ETTA TEAGUE SUTTON

July 31, 2015  

Predeceased by her husband, retiree 
Joe R. Sutton. Survived by her daugh-
ter Jodie Castellani and son Leslie. 
The family may be contacted c/o 
Baptist Retirement Home Founda- 
tion, 3700 Taylor Glen, Concord,  
NC 28027.

RICHARD T. THEIN

April 22, 2015

He joined Aramco in 1979 as a project 
engineer and retired in 1998. Sur-
vived by his wife, son and daughter. 
The family may be contacted c/o El 
Camino Memorial-Sorrento Valley, 
5600 Carroll Canyon Rd., San Diego, 
CA 92121.

CHARLOTTE “CHARLIE” VIDAL

June 3, 2015

Predeceased by her husband, retiree 
Federico “Rick” Vidal, and survived 
by her daughter Jessica and son 
Chris. She worked with her husband 
on his archeological excavation of 
the Jawan Tomb in the Qatif Oasis in 
1952. Correspondence may be sent 
to Chris at Humana, 1221 S. MO-
PAC, Ste. 300, Austin, TX 78746; 
cvidal@humana.com.

WILLIAM “BILL” H. WALKER

March 9, 2015

He joined Aramco in 1954 and 
worked in the New York office and in 
Saudi Arabia. After leaving Aramco, 
he joined NASA. Survived by stepsons 
Sam J. Taylor, Jr. and Larry P. Taylor. 
The family may be contacted c/o Kirk 
Funeral Home, 19874 Al Highway 69 
N, Greensboro, AL 36744.

RONALD HELMUTH WALTHER

July 19, 2015

He joined Communications Opera-
tions in 1975 and retired in 1988, 
sailing for three years in the Caribbean 
with his wife Amalia, the daughter 
of Aramcons Al and Billie Yiannaka-
kis. Survived by Amalia and their son 
Ronald and predeceased by daughters 
Debbie and Lisa. The family may be 
contacted c/o Adair Funeral Home, 
1050 N. Dodge Blvd. Tucson, AZ 
85716.

HERSCHEL EDMUND ZIRGER

May 10, 2015

He joined the New York office in 1955 
and transferred to Saudi Arabia in 
1956. His assignments involved drilling 
and production engineering. He retired 
in 1971. The family may be contacted 
c/o Mercer Funeral Home, 101 W. 
Fourth St., Holton, KS 66436.
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ANNELIESE TEDESCHI: ‘KEEP ON TRAVELING’

By Bill Ives

In our years in Saudi Arabia we made 
many friends. Occasionally, we met some-

one special. Anneliese Tedeschi, who died 
April 20, 2015, was such a person. 

Our friendships with Anneliese and her 
family developed on the wonderful Alpine 
ski holidays that she arranged. We became 
members of her “Saudi Arabian Ski Team” 
and proudly wore our patches.

Most of the trips took place in her native 
Austria. Anneliese was an expert skier—
she was invited to try out for the Austrian 
Olympic Ski Team, but elected marriage 
instead—and she devoted most of her 
energies on these trips to ensuring that the 
rest of us enjoyed ourselves.  

Reflecting on her decision in 1967 to 
move to Saudi Arabia, she told members 
of the Dhahran Outing Group (DOGs) in 
1993, “I always had the wanderlust in 
me—even back then.” She was a famous 
DOGs leader, notching up some 85 trips 
between 1978 and 1993, when her hus-
band Dave retired. 

When Anneliese was not planning ski 
trips she was likely climbing a mountain 
somewhere (Mt. Everest base camp, Mt. 
Kilimanjaro, Mt. Damavand, Mt. Whitney 
and the Matterhorn) or tracking down 
wild animals in a remote corner of the 
globe. “Every time someone comes on 
a trip with me they have to climb some-
thing,” she told the DOGs.

In Dhahran, she was often on the tennis 
court. Dave frequently remarked, “My 

fitness program is 
simple: Try to keep up 
with Anneliese.” 

A much-antici-
pated event was 
the annual Tedeschi 
Christmas party, 
culminating in the 
“lighting of the 
tree”—Austrian style, 
with real candles! 
It made the occa-
sion both joyous and 
exciting, and we always just managed to 
avoid incinerating the tree.

After retirement, Anneliese’s wander-
lust continued, to our good fortune. She 
shepherded a group of Aramco friends 
(Gunter and Trudi Kaldschmidt, Janak 
and Arati Desai, Jim and Valery Perry, 
Bill and Kathy Klingman, and Bill and 
Jeannie Ives, and sometimes a Brat or 
two) on wonderful travels, all of which 
included a good measure of exercise. 

One of her skills was arranging per-
fect weather. Costa Rica was a typical 
example of what Anneliese (this time 
aided by a coconspirator, her daughter 
Sandra) managed to pack into a week’s 
“relaxation”: jungle zip-lining, ocean 
kayaking, horseback riding and whitewa-
ter rafting with man-eating fish, capped 
by an evening bobbing in a natural hot 
spring beneath a rumbling volcano spew-
ing glowing lava down its sides. 

Other Tedeschi adven-
tures included bike and boat 
excursions in the Netherlands and Croatia, 
and fjord-hopping up the coast of Norway 
into Finland (the fun included dancing under 
the midnight sun and petting reindeer). 
Appended to the Dutch biking trip was 
a delightful interlude visiting Anneliese’s 
childhood home of Holzgau—a picturesque, 
bucolic village in the Tyrollean Alps. 

There we did the usual Tedeschi things: 
hiking, climbing a small mountain and 
partying. But the best part was meeting 
Anneliese’s hometown family and friends. 

This salt-of-the-earth woman be-
queathed us a lifetime of fond memories 
and a passion to “keep on traveling.”

Anneliese is survived by her husband 
Dave and their children Chris, Sandra and 
Tina. Correspondence may be sent to Dave 
at 8655 Laurel Dr., Pinellas Park, FL 33782; 
dhtaht@verizon.net.

Journeying with a smile: When Anneliese Tedeschi 
and her husband Dave (seventh and eighth from left) 
set out with 10 trekkers on a weeklong Croatia trip in 
2004, they made it a biking and boating holiday. 

UKARAMCONS LEADER PASSES AWAY

Tom Henderson, who with his wife
Eileen led the first five reunions for 

Saudi Aramco retirees in the United King-
dom (UKaramcons), died June 26, 2015. 

The Hendersons attended the Expatri-
ates Reunion in Saudi Arabia in March 
as special guests. Reunion organizer Ali 
Baluchi called Henderson, who retired in 
2004, “a special man with…a beautiful 
heart and love.”

Henderson joined the company as an 
electrician at the Qurayyah Seawater 
Plant in 1979 and Eileen joined him in 
Abqaiq in 1983.

Eileen said the idea for the biannual 

UKaramcons reunions was born at a 
birthday party in Cheshire, England, and 
that Tom probably was elected reunion 
president because he’d led two successful 
charity events at their house in Abqaiq.

The first reunion took place in Notting-
hamshire in August 2007, with 52 attend-
ees. The latest reunion drew more than 
100. Henderson said that the gatherings 
celebrated the unique way of life attendees 
had experienced in Saudi Arabia.

Along with Eileen, he is survived by his 
sons Darrin and Craig. Correspondence 
may be sent to Eileen at 60 Kenilworth 
Ave., Loughborough, LEICS. LE11 4SJ, U.K.

Tom Henderson enjoyed the Expatriates
Reunion in Saudi Arabia in March. He 
attended with his wife Eileen, with whom he 
organized the first five UKaramcons reunions.
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by  ROSEMARYE M. LEVINE

“WHAT A GREAT E-MAIL I RECEIVED THIS 
MORNING!” I TOLD MY HUSBAND MARTIN 
EARLY THIS YEAR.  “TRUUS IS COMING 
FROM DELFT TO SPEND SOME TIME WITH 
US IN MARCH!” 

We were at our beach house 
in Indian Harbour, Fla. 
I went out to the deck 
overlooking the Atlantic, 

gazed at the water’s startling blueness and 
remembered when I met Truus Groneman 
in Dhahran in 1982, not long after Marty 
had joined Aramco. I was waiting for the 
Greyhound bus to al-Khobar, chatting 
with Enza Quargnali, when she noticed a 
familiar face and introduced us.

Truus and I clicked immediately and 
shared many experiences, even though 
there is probably a 10-year difference 
in our ages. (She’s the youngster!) We 
especially liked having tea, served in fine 
porcelain cups, and Dutch cookies, too, 
with constant conversation. 

One year, we shared a Christmas dinner 
with Truus and her husband Hans at their 
house on Ibis St. Enza, her husband Ben 
Benson and her mother Amina, from Italy, 
came, too. 

On another occasion, we all gathered for 
a big 50th-birthday celebration for Hans. 
He was working in Tanajib, only coming 
home on weekends, so it was a real surprise 
for him to see all of us gathered to cheer him 
on to the second part of his century.

I had luncheons in my Dolphin Court 
place with Truus, Enza, Fay Huidekoper, 
the “map lady” from al-Khobar, and Joy 
Hilden, the expert in Bedouin weaving 

from the University of 
Petroleum and Minerals. 
And there was always 
someone from Truus’s fam-
ily of five at the Panache 
Gallery, where I showcased 
artists from Saudi Arabia 
and Bahrain.

As I stood on the deck, I 
remembered the time the Gro-
neman’s son Johan, a KLM pilot, came to 
dinner in our beach home when his mother 
was visiting. This would be the first time 
we’d been together since Johan’s untimely 
death in May 2013.

Over the years, we have rejoiced in 
times of happiness and consoled each 
other in times of sorrow—sometimes writ-
ing in the middle of the night as we are 
both insomniacs.

I was delighted to hear that Hans 
would be joining Truus in Florida, taking a 
break from his work in Yanbu‘ for a Saudi 
Aramco contractor. Granddaughter Sarah 
and her college roommate would be there, 
as well, since their spring break coincided 
with the time when many Dutch take a 
holiday. And Sarah’s mother Wendy would 
join us from her home in Houston.

March came quickly and, although 
our guests stayed at a nearby motel, we 
were together all the time. We dined Chez 
Levine and sat around the table till all 

hours, drinking tea and talking of life and 
its many vicissitudes. 

In between, we did some sightseeing, 
taking in a photographic retrospective of 
Mexican artist Frida Kahlo at a museum in 
nearby Melbourne. It was a large exhibit 
and we had a hard time coaxing our guests 
out so we could go home for lunch and 
some more talk. They had been captured by 
this haunting, fascinating woman.

On a subsequent night when Truus and 
I attended a concert of chamber music by a 
Swiss quartet, Marty and Hans stayed home, 
toasting each other and doing whatever hus-
bands do when we are not with them.

Overall, what we enjoyed most was 
simply being together and remembering 
the joys of living in Saudi Arabia in the 
‘80s and ‘90s. The warmth generated 
was palpable. 

As Truus put it, “We just love you, 
that’s all, even though I don’t usually have 
a sentimental bone in my body.”

Three decades of friendship: Truus and Hans Groneman (left) 
and Rosemarye and Marty Levine.
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THE CELEBRATION CONTINUES:  
Joyce Voskamp (left) and her twin sister Jackie 

Kriesmer, daughters of early Aramcons Roy and 

Pauline Haug, continued celebrating the visit of 

King Salman to Washington, D.C., on Sunday, 

Sept. 6, by filling in retired NBC news anchor 

Tom Brokaw on their meeting with the king the 

previous evening (see story page 10). Joyce’s 

daughter Pam Graves (DH69) shot this photo at Ronald Reagan National Airport, where they were waiting to fly back to San Diego. 

“Both my mom and my aunt were ecstatic when I glimpsed Mr. Brokaw,” she said. “They both immediately hopped up to tell 

him that they had just met their third king [after King Abdulaziz in 1947 and King Abdullah in 2008].” Brokaw asked them if they 

wished to be photographed without their sunglasses, but they said it had been a late night and they preferred to keep them on. 

“Mom had a difficult time going to sleep on Saturday night because she was so excited about meeting the king,” Graves said.


