
~, ,~ m he craditional ideals of the c;hrisonas Season~ Qtace, BrotM'>bood; c;har, ? / W icy ~ have an urgency about them for those of us '}'ho have close' relation.-
ships with the people of the Middle East. 

Once again war has scarred the 1irab lands. "Qoverty Mel bunger bave been thrust 
upon many thousands of families left homeless in the wake of conflict.~ 

Pespite the seeming futility of-individual efforts before the enonnous needs, there 

is much that we can do. 1 l.. I e>\ 
Sending a check to one of die many relief agencies working in the 1\rah lands is ( 

one way co express your conce~ ..> 1 ~ "' \ rf 
Using your perso11al knowledge caf the Middl.e Ease to counte1'l\9c misinformation 

and misunderstanding is another im~ortan c, way io act In behalf of our f\ral> friet)ds. 

r 
Our efforts can lessen the burdens of those caught up in war's aftermath. 

Your former associa'tes join me in sending sincerest wishes for a Happy Holiday 
Season with your families and friends. May the New Year bring fulfillment to your hopes 
and to the aspirations of all mankind. 
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Douglas Erskine 

The DOUGLAS ERSKINES left Dhahran in 
early November for retirement in California where 

they may be reached at 225 Portola Road in 
Portola Valley. They planned stops in Athens, 
Pompeii and Rome enroute to the West Coast. 
Doug was born in Alameda, California, grew up 
in the East Bay Area, received an AB in Astro
nomy from the University of California at Berke
ley and a LLB from Hastings Law School in San 
Francisco. He worked for the law firm of Pills
bury, Madison and Sutro from 1933 until joining 
Aramco in 1948, except for a four-year Army 
stint during the war. He started as Manager of 
the Tax Department, became Tax Counsel upon 
moving to ew York two years later, then began 
a series of over thirty round trips between the 
U.S. and Saudi Arabia before his appointment as 
Associate General Counsel, Dhahran in 1959. 
Doug and Leila have three children - David at
tends Stanford University, Kathy the University 
of California at Davis, Joan is in the eighth 
grade. An always active family, the Erskines 
will no doubt continue their many hobbies when 
they get settled. Doug is particularly interested 
in woodworking, desert exploring, travel and 
astrolabes, was a member of the Dhahran Outing 
and Camera Groups, Horse Association and Half 
Moon Bay Yacht Club. Leila was a loyal worker 
in several groups in Dhahran as well as a mem
ber of the Community Chorus and Canterbury 
Choir. 

~~UtH~RN H~~PI1A1ITY 
Thanksgiving Day Night 

Scottsville, Virginia 

It' s that time again - the pause between 
T hanksgiving and Christmas - so better get off 
a note of good wishes for a wonderful Holiday 
Season to all our Aramco friends, wherever they 
be, and a special note of thanks to you, Virginia, 
for keeping us in touch with them and their doings 
through Al-Ayyam Al-Jamila. 

Bela and I sold our house and eight acres to 
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St. Anne's Parish for a Rectory, but kept twenty 
three acres on the opposite hilltop where we plan 
to build next year. Have looked in Charlottesville 
as a future site, but both of us love the country 
so much that we feel sure we are much happier 
here. Right now we are going over plans and 
having fun talking about them. 

At present, we are living in a leased "South
ern Mansion", so we got around to those tall 
white columns after all! And truly it is a lovely 

Upon leaving Saudi Arabia CURTIS WAL
LACE, his wife Rita, daughter Elaine, and son 
Brian were going to get in some more extensive 
travelling before deciding on a stateside spot to 
settle down. Their plans included a South Pacific 
route with stops at Calcutta, Bangkok, Singapore, 
Australia, New Zealand, Tasmania, Pogo Pogo, 
Bora Bora, Tahiti and Hawaii. Son Curtis, J r., 
married and living in Phoenix, Arizona, began 
collecting messages, but about the first of Octo
ber we received word that they had decided to 
settle in Hawaii and could be reached c / o H. T. 
Gregory, 1416 Ohialoke Street, Honolulu. Curtis 
Wallace was born and went to school in Tiff City, 
Missouri and later attended the University of 
Colorado at Boulder. He joined Standard Oil of 
California in Richmond in 1942, transferred to 
Aramco in 1955 as a lead machinist, and spent 
his entire twelve years in Saudi Arabia at Ras 
Tanura. As a machinist supervisor he had as
signments in practically every region and zone, 
and at time of retirement was senior machinist 
specialist in the power house. Curtis will un
doubtedly be able to continue most of his hobbies 
of fishing, camping, go-karting and bowling when 
they get settled. Rita likes to cook, possesses 
a gardener's green thumb, and also enjoys fishing. 

old place with gorgeous views and lo ts of birds 
on it so Bela and the dogs are thoroughly en
joying it. We still have the same address, as the 
postmaster thought it wise not to change it if we 
planned to return, though we really are three 
miles from our old home. You just can't beat 
Virginians for being accommodating!!! 

We have taken several stateside trips and 
hope to get to the West Coast before we settle 
down to building a new house. Think we both 
have again decided that Virginia is the place 
for us even though it is fun to visit other states 
and warmer climates. Life is still leisurely down 
here and the hospitality was never better. There 
is still something fine about the South and its 
way of life and we love it, though I'll admit a 
hankering every now and then for a visit to San 
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Curtis Wallace 

Francisco and the P enins ula. 

Bela is beside the fire watching a football 
game as I write. We were at friends for a wonder
ful Thanksgiving dinner, complete with turkey 
and corn bread dressing. As we drove home, we 
talked of a similar Thanksgiving dinner in Dhah
ran at Andy and Evelyn Andersons' and what fun 
we had there too, along with the Gene Hughes. 
Such sweet memories. 

To all those dear friends, we send our love 
and best wishes for a wonderful and blessed 
Christmas and a happy peaceful New Year. And 
do come to see us at "Oakwood". 

With love, 

Evelyn and Bela Barnes 
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Scott H. Harrison 

SCOTT H. HARRISO , most recently Super
visor of G. 0. Engineering Survey Unit, began 
his twenty-three year career with Aramco in the 
Soils Testing Laboratory at Ras Tanura preparing 

for the refinery foundations. Since that time his 
list of activities looks as though he had a finger 
in practically everything the Engineering Depart
men"t was engaged in all over the concession 
area. Scott was born in Helena, Montana where he 
got his start as a surveyor in the General Land 
Office while still in high school. He attended 
Montana State College, worked as a photogram
metrist for the U. S. Department of Agriculture 
and for Kaiser Shipyards in Richmond, California 
during the early part of WW II. He joined Casoc 
late in 1943 and soon boarded the S.S. Sharswood 
as one of the now famous group of thirty-five men 
who spent nearly two months aboard as she made 
her precarious way from New York to the Middle 
East. Elizabeth and their three children arrived 
in Dhahran four and a half years later. Sylvia is 
now Mrs. J.P. Egan of Dhahran - they have three 
sons. Shiela, now Mrs. David M. Dougherty, lives 
in Portland, Oregon. Friends wishing to contact 
the Harrisons may do so in care of son John, 
Darby, Montana -he teaches in the public school 
there. The Harrisons plan to do some travelling 
before settling down "somewhere in the north
west" - England, Ireland, Scotland and the 
southern U. S. In Arabia they were both active 
in the Canterbury Group, Scott was a past presi
dent and very active in the Shrine Group. Among 
Elizabeth's activities were memberships in 
Nejma ash-Sharq and the Dhahran Womens Group. 
When he settles down, Scott will of course con
tinue his photography, an avocation of many years. 

Tallmadge From London 
Dear Friends: 

It certainly is a long time between letters 
and I apologize for being so lazy, but I can offer 
no excuses, except laziness. 

It has just occurred to me thatin sixty days I 
will have been retired for ten years and on the 
fourteenth of this month I will see my seventy
first birthday. I don't feel my age, I hope. Guess 
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the twins keep me on my toes, as I am a fairly 
slim 145 pounds. Well! I do have a small pod 
above my belt, but I am feeling fit and in good 
health, so I have much to be thankful for - a 
kind, wonderful wife and two heal thy, growing 
children, who will be age nine in January. 

I sometimes wish that I could see some of 
the old Aramco friends, but living abroad for the 
past_ five years I have only met one of them here 

in England, C. G. Bailey who was in charge of 
the Rec. Hall in Ras Tanura for a couple of 
years. He left Aramco about 1955 and is now in 
Iran. However, he keeps his home here in Lan
cashire where his children go to school. 

Sorry to hear that some of my old friends have 
passed on, but of course it is inevitable to all 
of us sooner or later - but I can't moan and 
groan, as I have had a very full life which I have 
enjoyed with good health and without the miseries 
that many have to endure all of their lives. In
shalla ! When my time does come I hope it will be 
with my boots on. All of this doesn't mean that 
I'll be 100 years old before I kick the bucket. 

Many people have asked me why we don't 
settle down in some cozy little place away from 
all the turmoil. I guess that it is because I have 
been on the move most of my life and Zerrin has 
as well. We both think that travel is a very 
liberal education for the children - seeing how 
the other half lives. But eventually, probably, 
we will go back to the west coast, or near the 
Pacific, where the children can get an AMERICAN 
education, which we think is the best. At least 
the child in America has a better opi:ortunity after 
he leaves school, and our Universities are of 
the best. 

Fortunately we have child labor laws in the 
states, which keeps most of our slow learners in 
school and gives them a chance to help them
selves through the after school years. Unfor
tunately the children in England don't have the 
same opportunity. Unless they are above average 
they leave school at fifteen. There don't seem 
to be any child labor laws here. They more or 
less cling to the old victorian traditions - if the 
kid is hungry, let him work. 

Surprizingly the best schools for the little 
ones we have found in Europe were in Turkey, 
where the kids learned to read, write and speak 
fluent Turkish in eighteen months. And their 
school system is only forty years old. Before 
that there were no schools, except for the pri vi
ledged few. Of course ours did speak some 
Turkish which they learned from their mother. 
They also speak a little Greek and German. 
Considering the handicaps(?) Kimi and Shefik 
have done very wel1, as they are well up in their 
classes here in England, even with their Ameri
can accent. However, Kimi can speak a real 
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London cokney when the occasion arises. 

I am sure that you will think that this letter 
is about my children, instead of about myself. 
Well it must be, as my children are my life. 

We have been here in London twenty one 
months. My wife's sister is married to an Eng
lishman and lives about two miles from us, in 
Kensington. It gives both of them some comfort 
to be together occasionally, as well as to have 
an evening out a couple of times a month. London 
is much like New York, 8,000,000 strangers and 
one friend. Of course London is 13,000,000 pop
ulation, but there are always the casuals that 
one meets in the pubs and restaurants, or in 
business contacts, and the people are friendly. 

Economywise, London is very expensive to 
live in, except for bread, eggs and dairy products. 
Eggs are 40¢ per dozen, bread 15¢ for a large 
loaf, butter 35¢-40¢ pound. Cheese is 40¢-60¢ 
pound, fruit, vegetables and other staples are 
expensive - about comparable with U.S. prices 
- which is out of this world when one looks at 
the $60. per week wages of a highly skilled 
mechanic and $35. per week for office help and 
ci vii servants, etc. There is a shortage of hous
ing and the rents are high, but we are doing all 
right. 

We are not going in the hole and we live in 
central London , just two blocks from Hyde Park, 
where we walk our poodle and the children can 
play, when the weather is fair. This past summer 
has been very good, weatherwise, with tempera
tures in the middle 60's just now. Not much sun
shine in England, as you are aware, and one of 
the main subjects of conversation is "our holiday 
in the sun." Holy Mackerel! Some of these pale 
people should spend a few years in Saudi land, 
huh? Personally I also enjoy the sun, winter and 
summer, so when we leave the U.K. we will be 
going back to the sou th west, probably to Cali
fornia again. 

Now a little more about our Kimi and Shefik. 
Kimi goes to "Royal Academy of Ballet• for one 
hour on Saturday mornings, and in the afternoon 
both Kimi and Shefik have two hours of Drama, 
which is good for diction and discipline, how to 
meet the public, good manners etc, which they 
like very much. We feel that it will be good for 

(continued on page 29) 
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John Ladner 

Wonder if J OH LAD1 ER and his wife 
I 

Eleanor, got home in time for Thanksgiving. 
They should have just about made it if their 
three-month tour of Europe worked out as planned. 
They are both ardent golfers and hoped to play 
on some of Europe's famous courses during their 
trip. Eleanor was Ras Tanura Golf Association's 
handicapper year after year, John served as its 
president twice and was on the lnterdistrict Golf 
Team each year after its inception. He also 
served as president of the Travelers and Shrine 
Groups. Travel they still plan to do throughout 
the U.S. before settling down at Flat Head Lake, 
Montana. Until then, their contact address is 
c / o Clifford H. Reiners, Route l, Clear Lake, 
Minnesota 55319. John was born and educated in 
Montana and began his petroleum industry career 
with The Texas Company in 1935, taking time 
out for Coast Guard duty during WW II . He trans
ferred to Aramco in 1947 and spent almost all of 
the next twenty years in Ras Tanura where he 
started with Oil Accounting and Shipping. Other 
assignments included superintendent, Home 
Ownership; district administrator, Arab Contracts; 
assistant to the district manager, becoming ad
ministration reliefman in 1959. 

Tiger By The Tail? 
From Beulah and George Hodgson ..... 

"A note to tell you the Hodgsons are well 
and happy and enjoying the Pacific Northwest. 
A large house and yard keep us both busy with 
the chores but we're enjoying it because it's 
spacious enough to enfold our whole family when 
we get together. We're also happy when Aramco 
friends drop by to see us occasionally. Enjoy 
having the Howard Browns in the same town with 
us. They draw much Aramco company and we 
profit by sharing their guests a bit too. Enjoyed 
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seeing the McConnells and Beckleys just recently 

"Beulah has a new project. In J anuary, 1968 
she's going to begin editing and publishing a 
monthly periodical for Spoon and Si lver Collectors 
entitled Spoonorama News and Views. It'll run 
about twelve pages and include articles, book 
reviews, manufacturers, dealers, letters and ad
vertising. The yearly rates are $3.00 USA, $3.50 
Canada, and 84.00 foreign. If anyone wou ld like 
to subscribe, checks or money orders may be 
made out to either the magazine or to Beulah D. 

It's hard to be specific about a man who was 
into and did everything - like WILLIAM R. \10R
RALL, TY and motion picture specialist, Publi c 
Relations Department for the last two of his 
nineteen years in Saudi Arabia. Starting with 
Aramco in 1948 as a communications craftsman, 
he became communications training adviser in 
1951 and five years later was assigned to the 
P ublic Relations Department, first in TV program 
operations, later in the motion picture unit. Bill 
was born in Chicago, specialized in electrical 
engineering at what is now Illinois Institute of 
Technology, worked for Commonwealth Edison 
until 1948, spending four years with the Army 
Signal Corps during WIV II. He and Elaine llol
wegner, another Aramco employee, were marri ed 
in 1956, their son Steven is ten. The Morralls are 
living at 3127 North Park Drive, Flagstaff, Ari
zona, from where Bill expects to engage in free 
lance activities in addition to numerous pastimes 
and hobbies which begin with photography. Bill 
and Elaine are both fond of golf and fishing, she 
likes ceramics and sewing. Bill also enjoys 
hunting, archery, trapshooting, scuba diving, and 
in Saudi Arabia performed his magic for various 
groups. You name it, he's been involved - the 
Arabian atural History Association, Yacht and 

Hodgson and sent to 5420 N. W. Walnut, Van
couver, Washington 98663." 

As all who know her are well aware, Beulah 
is quite an authority on spoons and, though not a 
spoon collector ourselves, we enjoyed the 8~"xll" 
sample copy of the first issue of Spoonorama 
News and Views which was enclosed with their 
letter." A Welcome" on the cover enthusiastically 
spells out Beulah's goals and her hopes and a 
word about format. Inside began the articles, 
pictures, small blocks of advertising and sug
gestions for putting lovely pieces to special 
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W. R. Morrall 

Go-Kart Associations, Golf and Kennel Clubs, 
Boy Scouts, Little League, the Fencing Group. 

decorative use . Titles of articles or departments 
are distinctively worded and cleverly illustrated 
with tiny line-drawn human figures. They invite 
one to "Read A Book", "\'isit A \foseum", "Learn 
The ~lanufacturers", "Know The Silversmiths", 
"\\'rite A Letter", or "Meet A Collector" in which 
Beulah offers a short biography of herself. There 
is a loose page of information printed in block 
form on card s tock which can be cut for alpha
betical filing and easy reference. Planned for 
future issues are o ther col umns, "Ask A Question", 
"Swap And Sell", "Poetry", "See A Dealer" and 
"Spoonography Circle " to report on the activities 
of a now-embryonic study group ..... Good luck, 
Beulah - looks like you have quite a projec t 
there! 
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C. T. Butler 

C. T. BUTLER had chalked up forty-two 
years of service, the first twenty with The Texas 
Company in Tulsa, Oklahoma, before his depar
ture from Ras Tanura early in September. He had 
transferred to Aramco in 1945, arriving in Saudi 
Arabia as a pipefitter. During his next twenty
two years he had served the Maintenance and 
Shops Division in various capacities relating to 
his specialty. His most recent position was that 
of metals foreman. Charl ie, as he was best 
known, joined his wife, Effie Mae, in Oklahoma. 
Charlie is a native of Oklahoma and their son 
Billie J ames, with his wife and four children, 
make their home there, where he is sports editor 
for the Tulsa World Journal. A new car was 
waiting for the Butlers in Tulsa, ready for a long 
planned tour of the United States before they de
cide on a retirement location. It could be Florida 
or Arizona or Mexico. Their contact address for 
the time being is Route l, South Dixieland Road, 
Rogers, Arkansas. 

Typographical Error - AS ff£ SAW IT 
It took the author himself to catch this one, 

for which we offer a red-faced apology. We've 
been around long enough to know the difference, 
but somehow let slip through a wrong but perfectly 
good word in place of the intended one - the 
result: geographical isolation (on pa per) for the 
denizens of Hufuf.. .. As Ralph Wells pointed out 
(and others must surely have noted) - Hu fuf is 
an "inland" town, not an "island" town. Ralph 
liked the way we did the rest of his story though ... 
See what happens when you lose your favorite 
pre-printing reviewer. We all miss him for other 
reasons too - he's a real nice person and some 
of us called him "boss". 

Then came a long long-promised letter from 
Ralph Wells to the folks here in the New York 
Office - with permission {as you will see} for 
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use here. We were going to edit it down a bit, 
but with each new paragraph containing more of 
Ralph's delightful tongue-in-cheek humor, we 
decided to share the whole business. Hope it is 
enjoyed as much by our readers as it was by its 
initial recipients. 

Dear 505 Gang: 

In thirty- three years the calendars will read 
the year 2000 and if I don't hurry and get this 
letter off to you, I shall have to date it sometime 
after the turn of the century . 

It takes a little while to become classified 
as an expert in the ways and means of retire
ment - both social and physical. Now that I have 
had the rather dubious pleasure of being on re
tirement for over a year, I can perhaps consider 
myself qualified to make meaningful statements 
or even to offer sound advice. There are a few 
things that one gets used to doing. First, the 

matter of com muting is no longer a problem; sec
ond, if one does not worry too much about ex
penses, he may sleep-in once in a while during 
the week; third, there is seldom the vital ne
cessity of completing a task to meet a deadline. 

Some of you may not be entirely in sympathy 
with Aramco's fair and often rewarding wage and 
salary pol icy. When you retire, you wish you 
could get a salary increase once in every five 
years and not complain when one comes along, 
deserving or not, every four years. My wife has 
suggested we work out a budget. As soon as I 
can get a ball point pen with red ink I shall make 
the supreme effort. It is a little difficult to 
stretch the ever decreasing dollar. 

We do not have many friends in Corvallis -
it seems they are always busy when asked to 
drop in. We have been quite fair about this aspect 
of social life - we only insist BYOL&F. That 
is to say, bring your own liquor and food. We 
promise to furnish the mix. Of course, it is a bit 
embarrassing when a guest wants something in 
his drink other than tap water. 

I was quite touched the other day when I was 
downtown. A boy scout asked if he could help 
me across the street. I thought this gesture was 
certainly living up to the scout code and was 
most appreciative, until I noticed there was not 
a car in sight at the time. While slowly strolling 
around town - in Corvallis one finds himself 
outside the city limits if he walks more than a 
few minutes at a rapid stride - I overheard a 
conversation between two educated farmers. One 
was telling about a goat herd. The other man 
asked, "Just what did the goat hear?." A little 
education makes conversation more interesting. 

Over the Thanksgiving weekend the family 
drove to Portland and stayed overnight at the 
Hilton Hotel. The traffic was moderate to heavy 
after we passed the city limit sign. The other 83 
miles was almost a lonesome drive. A lot of cars 
do not have bumpers. It reduces the weight of the 
car and there is no need for "bumper to bumper" 
driving out here - just hold the speed at a com
fortable 70 and admire the beautiful scenery. 

The Hilton accommodations were very nice, 
except we found it a little uncomfortable sleeping 
fot'<' to a double bed. In the morning we had some 
difficulty with the management. One of the small 
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towels was sticking out of the side of one of the 
suitcases. We did not notice this oversight but 
the manager did. Rather than get into an argu
ment, I surrendered my Hilton Hotel credit card 
when the guy with the striped pants asked me to. 
We have stayed at the Hilton before. Not long 
ago a chance couple-acquaintance dropped in at 
our house for a visit. I guess they did not catch 
our name because after going to the bathroom -
we presume they used our towels - they called 
us Mr. and Mrs. Hilton during the balance of 
their visit. 

I am quite intrigued at the technique em
ployed by reporters on TV Meet The Press and 
other persons who wish to probe the minds of 
their responders. The methods used can also be 
geared to social conversation. (I have difficulty 
in conversing with the people out here because 
none of them have ever worked for Aramco or been 
to Saudi Arabia .) The technique referred to is to 
pose the question "What Do You Think About..?" 
It goes skmething like this: What do you think 
about sex? The response can be stupid or brilli
ant! Answer: I think everyone should think a lot 
about sex until about age 80, then forget it. Viet 
Nam - I think Viet Nam is similar to marriage, 
it is easier to get into the situation than to get 
out of it. Mini skirts -I try not to! Last summers' 
drought - [ think the primary cause of the drought 
was lack of rainfall. Hippies - Not much. A 
hippie boy returned home and told his father, 
"Father [ have come home to die". "Die hell", 
replied his father, "You have come home to eat" . 
So you see how easy it is to become an intelli
gent person of the world - just have the right 
answer and people will think you are, as I in
timated, either smart or dumb. 

Enough of this nonsense - just a warming-up 
exercise because I have not written a letter for 
so long. 

Oregon continues to be a nice place in which 
to live. The grass is greener in mid-winter than 
it is in mid-summer. This morning, after a good 
rain, it is pleasant to observe the bountious gifts 
of nature in the form of green lawns and gardens 
that still retain the blush of summer. The sur
rounding hills received their initial baptism of 
snow during the night and offer a pleasing con
trast to the verdant hues covering the valley. 

Moving into a new house and uncultivated 
(continued on page 25) 
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A. L. Baker 

ALLEN L. BAKER, equipment inspector in 
Dhahran's Equipment Services Division, had been 
with Aramco for fifteen years at the time of his 
departure for retirement back in his adopted 
California. He had also served as equipment 
mechanic in Dhahran and Abqaiq, and field serv
ice mechanic and equipment specialist, Dhahran 
shop. Al was born and grew up in Kellyville, 
Oklahoma. From 1936 until 1941 he was em
ployed by Commander Mills at Sand Springs, 
Oklahoma, when he became an instructor in air
plane mechanics for the U. S. Air Corps. A year 
later he joined Navy-Lockheed as flight line 
mechanic at Van Nuys, California, and after the 
war served as an equipment mechanic with the 
city of Burbank. He went to work for Aramco in 
1952. Al's hobbies include hi-fi, stereo and gun 
collecting, and he plans to spent time hunting, 
travelling and studying. Sons Terrance and 
Francis live in California, his daughter lives in 
South America. Friends may reach Al at 428 
Anacapa Terrace, Santa Paula, California. 

A Christmas Story With Branches 
(Phil McConnell) 

How many of you remember that ancient time 
when the men of the family trudged into the tim
ber to cut the Christmas tree? There was such a 
time - before we discovered the ease of garden
ing in the super market and of developing our 
musical talent by turning a knob on a box. Pos
sibly during that period when walking went out 
of style, Christmas tree lots came in, and the 
glory of finding a tree and decorating it with pop 
corn and cranberries became as obsolete as the 
hairy mastodon. 

But occasionally, some awareness in man 
causes him to try, however weakly, to regain 
some measure of his early ability to stand on 
his own feet. In recent years, the housewife 
stops at the laundrimat rather than the laundry; 
the home owner rents pipe cutters and dies from 
the hardware store in protest against plumbing 
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costs; we turn to U-Haul trailers as our last 
line of defense against certain unions. And 
only recently, have I learned that in Ojai (as in 
a growing number of communities), the family 
can go forth to cut its own Christmas tree. 

Our Christmas tree farm is located on a fer
tile 30-odd acre strip of good valley land. There 
are areas where long rows of seedlings make 
faint green lines in the tan soil. The lines be
come wider and taller where the two-year-olds 
are well established. There are the acres of 
three-year-olds rising to five feet. As for the 
seven to eight foot foor-year-olds, they are what 
the families come to harvest. 

"It's a family affair," Chuck Barret explained. 
The emphasis is on a picnic sort of an event. 
It's a family adventure: to search down the long 

VIRGIL C. FAWLEY, his wife, Grace, and 
youngest son, Robert, headed for sunny Florida, 
Peace River Shores at Punta Gorda when they 
left Abqaiq in July. Virgil feels this will be an 
ideal spot to pursue his favorite hobbies, hunting 
and fishing. Since he spent much time with the 
Arabian Shrine Group, he will no doubt be looking 
up the local Shrine organization. Their grown 
children, two daughters and two sons, and twelve 
grandchildren live in Pennsylvania. Until the 
senior Fawleys get settled, they may be reached 
in care of son Dale at R. D. 3, Coraopolis, Penn
sylvania 15108. Virgil Fawley graduated from 
High School in Fairmont, West Virginia and im
mediately began his long career as a mechanic 
by going into construction work as an apprentice. 
Before joining Aramco in 1954 he had been a 
heavy duty mechanic in the Ambridge, Pennsyl
vania plant of the American Bridge Company. His 
Aramco position at the time of retirement was 
supervisor of craftsmen in Abqaiq's Heavy Duty 
Shop. 

green aisles, to explore, to keep hunting until -
there it is, the one tree that will fit that parti
cular living room. 

Chuck is an alert young man, married but 
not many years removed from his degree in agri
culture. His father, an established rancher of 
our Valley, started the experiment that Chuck 
has taken over and is enlarging into a business. 
His married sister and he are partners in the 
Barret-Ruch Christmas Tree Farm, with Chuck 
functioning as the operator. 

This year, the farm gates open officially on 
December 2nd. They will close late on Christmas 
Eve. During that ·slightly more than three week 
period, Chuck expects to sell to the public - one 
tree, two trees, three trees at a time - the im
pressive number of 2500. And he will be but one 
of a dozen farms operating within a hundred miles 
of the Los Angeles area. By the pre-Christmas 
season of 1969, the project will be developed to 
full capacity, permitting the sale of 6000 trees 
annually. 
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The Pawleys - Virgil, Grace, Robert and Friend 

You will not be too greatly startled to learn 
that growing this unusual product requires more 
than a chunk of land and confidence in the future. 
The trees are Monterey Pines obtained as small 
seedlings from state-operated nurseries. For the 
first year and a half, the grower watches, tills 
the soil and replaces the considerable number 
that die. In the second year, pruning starts . By 
the third year, the pruning program is a major 
factor in shaping an attractive tree; for these 
pines, if left to their own inclinations, tend to 
be bushy at the base and scrawny above. As the 
trees advance into their fourth and final year, 
they are pruned about every two ,months - and 
severely. The mat of trimmings that covers the 
area of the four-year-old trees is the price of an 
attractive taper and uniform density. 

Who buys 2500 Christmas trees in the Ojai 
Valley and who will buy 6000 in 1969? We na
tives will absorb a significant share, but the 
majority will decorate homes far removed from 
us. Although the Los Angeles City Hall and its 
smog blanket are more than eighty miles distant, 



some thirty percent of Chuck's trees are taken 
to that area. Perhaps I should explain to the un
infonned that the riots and general violence in 
the Los Angeles Basin have not yet reached the 
magnitude that prohibits the sale of small pine 

trees. Home owners and other residents still are 
able to venture outdoors during daylight hours 
without an escort of the National Guard. Accord
ingly, they are not forced to come to Ojai to buy 
their Yuletide items; they do so because they 
enjoy the experience. 

Chuck explained to me that a recognized 
route for the family Sunday drive out of Los 
Angeles has been a loop starting along the Coast 
Highway to Ventura, then back into the foothills 
of Ojai, then through the hills to Santa Paula 
a nd the Santa Clara Valley and back home via 
the freeway from Bakersfield and central Cali
fornia. The two hundred mile jaunt is normal. A 
brief side trip of half a mile off the ma in route 
fits admirably with the holiday plan for the kids 
to have a part in harvesting their own tree. 

As the family car enters the main gate of the 
farm, its occupants see before them a two-acre 
parking lot. Picnic tables invite them to produce 
the lunch basket and the thermos bottles. A 
stand offers holly and Christmas wreaths. Chuck 
strives for the friendly atmosphere, extends the 
invitation to come and visit. 

At the entrance, the patrons are given direc
tions for reaching the tree harvesting area, the 
conditions of sale are stated and small pruning
type saws are made available for those who want 
them. Sales conditions are simple: each tree will 
cost six dollars . The number is limited by the 
patron' s desires and pocket book. Take large 
ones or small; the price is still the same: six 
dollars . 

As Chuck reasons, this sales method has 
several advantages in comparison to the common 
practice of charging so much per foot of tree. 
Extra help isn't required to make exact measure
ments and to argue as to whether a five and a 
half foot tree is five or six feet high. Customers 
don't cut out the attractive top four feet of a 
seven footer. Best of all, they are encouraged 
to help the owner remove the trees that will be 
a nuisance next year. 

"Tell a family,• Chuck explains, "that trees 
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are so much per foot. In the interests of economy, 
they take the shorter tree or cut out the top of a 
taller one. Most of the large trees remain to grow 
so rapidly that by next year they are unsalable. 
But tell the family that all trees cost the same 
and they immediately go for the seven and eight 
footers, the tallest on the farm. They leave the 
four and five footers to gain another year's 
growth by the following Christmas." At the 
Barret-Ruch Farm, a tree is a tree is a tree. 

Chuck insists that his customers exhibit the 
traits we hope to associate with the Christmas 
spirit. They are friendly, courteous and respect
ful of the rights of others. They are honest, as 
shown by the usual return of the small saws 
loaned for tree cutting. During his years of tree 
farming, Chuck has found just one tree cut and 
left in the grove, presumably because the cus
tomer found another that he preferred. Apparently, 
the bums don't come to harvest Christmas trees. 

But some people do want to be first. On 
opening day last year, a family was waiting at 
the farm gate when it was opened. They had 
travelled about fifty miles and had been waiting 
since five o'clock for the privilege of the first 
selection. And always, someone must be late. 
The final tree was sold last year at nine thirty 
on Christmas Eve. 

Customers come in all manner of vehicles, 
mostly in the family car with the kids peering 
out of the back window. The tree usually finds 
its temporary quarters in the car trunk, but not 
always. The greatest imbalance that Chuck re
calls was a Volkswagon struggling under three 
eight-foot trees lashed to its top; but he knows 
of a patron of another grower who departed on a 
motorcycle with a tree on his back. 

Chuck Barret doesn't mind how the trees go 
out so long as the purchaser is happy - for the 
future of this business lies in the return trade. 
Transportation, even as the harvesting, is the 
purchaser's business, another phase of the do· 
it-yourself operation. 

***** 

Woody and Rose Langford with daughter Margaret 

Friends of the W. W. LANGFORDS have been 
extended a "You-all come" invitation to visit 
them down central Texas way. You may reach 
them in care of Post Office Box #1, Mertens, 
Texas 76666. Woody, who grew up and attended 
school in Mertens, had been with Aramco since 
November, 1951, starting as a Lead Air Condi
tioning Mechanic. At the time of departure in 
August, Woody was a Foreman in Abqaiq's Utili
ties Division. 

Aid Organizations 
. Here are some of the United States organiza

tions which administer donations for relief work 
in the Arab countries . The list was included in 
a June issue of the Sun and Flare but is repeated 
for your convenience in the event you wish to 
make a donation. 

American Colony Charities Association, Inc. 
Mr. Walter G. Dunnington, Treasurer 

161 East 42nd Street 
New York, N. Y., 10017 

American Friends Service Committee 
160 North 15th Street 

Philadelphia, Pa. 
American Middle East Relief 

D. L. Emmett Holt, Jr., President 
777 United Nations Plaza 
New York, N. Y., 10017 

Catholic Near East Welfare Association 
330 Madison A venue 

New York, N. Y., 10017 
Near East Foundation 

54 East 64th Street 
New York, N. Y. 

Unitarian Universalist Service Committee 
78 Beacon Street 

Boston, Mass. 
U. S. Committee for UNICEF 

P. 0. Box 22 
Church Street Station 

New York, N. Y., 10008 
or: United Nations, N. Y., N. Y. 

Designations in bold type may be used as 
payees on checks. 

Living costs no more than it used to, if you live as people used to. 

* * * * * * * 
Would Puerto Rico, the Virgin Islands, or elsewhere in the Caribbean area be an inexpensive locale for 
retirement? The magazine Changing Times reports that costs will be 40% or more above those in the U.S. 
unless one lives in a grass shack, eats bananas, and otherwise lives off the land. 
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There's some advance information on the 
1968 Get-Together buried in this letter from the 
Richards. We'll include more of the details in 
the March issue of AAA/. 

They'll Really Be Busy 
Dear Virginia: 

As you have not heard from us for some time 
we fel t we should let you know of the activities 
that have kept us in retirement. Indeed we are 
retired from the have-to-do and thoroughly enjoy 
the like-to-do. 

Our greatest enjoyment came a couple weeks 
after we returned from New York last March when 
our first GREATGRANDDAUGHTER was born. A 
six pound-three ounce girl with the bluest eyes 
in town. We have, therefore, dropped many years 
off our age by having this new family added to 
our household and surrounding us with all the 
sounds of youth. Some of the experiences too. 
The other two grandchildren pop in as kids do so 
we are pretty well tuned in and not so dropped 
out of this generation. Our daughter and son-in
law live just a few blocks· from here so we now 
have a four-generation family group and a total 
recompense for the years spent away. 

Too, our beautiful home seems to lend itself 
extremely well to the mixture of antique and con
temporary decor. So every time we look into the 
stuff in the third sta ll of our garage we find 
another item to add to an arrangement we thought 
was finished months ago. Well, its an everchanging 
environment yet always full of vistas and articles 
that bring back memories of those wonderful 
years with Aramco and all it means to those of 
us that are fortunate enough to have them. 

One of the pleasures to add to so many is 
the opportunity to drive around and visit friends 
and places when the spirit moves you. Also, we 
have some of the best entertainment within reach. 
We've done Universal Studios, Disneyland and 
Fores t Lawn many times, and recently attended 
Gloria Swanson's Los Angeles stage debut. This 
weekend we see "Funny Girl", Maurice Cheva
lier's only L. A. appearance, Victor Borge, and 

then the L. A. Times Grand Prix. The system is 
to work all four of these in a sort of round trip 
spree - you make Anaheim, then L. A. Music 
Center, then West Covina, then Riverside and 
back to Palm Springs. Who can find time to w crk? 

But, work we have - on the Sixth Biennial 
Annuitants Reunion. September 27-29 1968 will 
be around before you know it. We do not consider 
this as have-to work but one of those like-to 
things for we had such a good time at Clark and 
Mary Cypher's shindig last year we are happy to 
have the opportunity to stage a repeater in -
Palm Springs. 

K. 0. Feltman and Merle stopped in a few 
days ago for a short visit on one of their round 
trip sprees. They reminded us of some of the 
do's and dont's learned by some of our prede
cessors in this reunion thing. It was good advice 
we'll remember. 

The Holiday Inn Rivi era Hotel has been re
served since last year for our Sixth Get-Togethe r. 
Their written commitment to us is for 250 rooms 
at $9.00 single and $14.00 double. The magnifi
cent Mediterranean Room and the beautiful Pool 
Area await only our decision as to banquet or 
luau. 
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Between March and May 1968 we will be 
mailing the advance reservation forms. These 
will be complete with details so people can 
check off their requirements and desires as to 
dates (calendar that is), accommodations and 
activities . From this survey we will have ou r 
guide for action. 

All of us wish you could be here now and 
see the sun settling behind Mt. San Jacinto 
instead of where you are! 

May and Don Ri chards 

FLAME AID FLOOD 
Another nice letter from Iran . ... 

I've just received the September issue of Al
Ayyam Al-Jamila and thank you for printing my 
note about the heat - I like your caption "It Is 
So The Heat." 

Unfortunately, it got even hotter at 1:30 A.M. 
today in one of our camps. It all burned down -
the sleeping quarters, kitchen, toilets, baths, 
rec-halls, dining rooms and stores. Most men 
lost everything - eye glasses, dentures, private 
papers and pictures, as well as all their clothes 
and luggage. Ma ny had to kick their windows out 
to escape and very few even have shoes left. 
About all they have is what they were sleeping 
10. 

The fire had a good start before anyone knew 
it and once people woke up and doors started to 
open - well, the wind got the fire and it really 
roared through everything. As yet we do not know 
the cause, but they think it started in a waste 
paper basket. Some suffered from smoke, many 
hurt their feet, but none seriously as far as I know. 

I was in Ras Tanura the night the old wooden 
Mess Hall burned down and that was quite a fire. 
I don't want to see any more. 

We have had some heavy rain and now have 
more than our share of mud. We have to ford 
streams to get about, but for a couple of days 
the water was even too high to ford. Mud on 
these mountain roads makes for slow, slow 
driving. The roads have no side boards and I 
doubt if you'd bounce twice when you hit bottom. 

The coronation month here was really some
thing. Every town had big archway displays, 
every building and every motor car or truck were 
decorated with the national flag. In fact, every
thing was decorated. It was just too colorful 
for words. 

Keep up the good work, as we all enjoy 
reading about our co-workers. 

Very sincerely, 

C. G. "Bill" Bailey 

A man. we.nt to the ps_rchiatrist and told him he wanted help because he thought he was a dog. When the 
psychiatrist asked him how long he had been thinking he was a dog, he replied, "Ever since I was a 
puppy." 

* * * * * * * 

When thou art in the bathtub, ask not for whom the phone is ringing, for thou knowest it is for thee. 

* * * * * * * 

If you make a right tum from a left lane, you are probably just careless and reckless and not what the 
fellow behind you called you. 

- 15 -



Second Time Around 
Placerville, California 

Hi Everyone -

This year I would like to greet all the an
nuitants with a few personal words and thank 
those of you whom I hear from each year at 
Christmas time. 

Like the rest of you, I too enjoy the Al
Ayyam Al-Jamila issues. 

As of last November 30, 1966, I am retired 
and have enjoyed my first year of retirement 
keeping busy· on my own place - continuing to 
make improvements along with keeping up the 
maintenance work. 

I completed ten years of service with Aerojet 
General, near Sacramento, California, last No
vember, which brought me up close to my 68th 
birthday. Now I feel entitled to join the ranks of 
the Senior Citizens. 

Ruby and I are keeping well and want to wish 
everyone a Merry Christmas and a healthy Happy 
New Year. 

A Contented Senior Citizen, 

"Lenn Sweeney 

The Sweeneys, the evening last year when 
Ruby surprised (really!) Leonard with a SO-guest 
dinner party of relatives and friends at the El 
Dorado Royal Country Club. Len received a fine 
fishing rod and reel which he has been putting 
to good use. 
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Len, left, holds his new 
Stormoscope, gift from mem
bers of his departmentatAero
jet General. On table at right 
is a plaque (another gift) read
ing" l eonard Sweeney 11-2-56 
to 11-30-66 From Your Friends 
in Maintenance, Aerojet Gen
eral". One hundred employees 
surprised Len with a party, 
personally signed card, and 
big cake bedecked with camels 
and the words, "Good Luck 
Sahib". 

Dear Virginia: 

Never seem to have the time for writing let
ters since Wayne retired in 1962. We have so 
much enjoyed all the editions of Al-Ayyam Al
Jamil a and of course have attended every reunion 
since the Santa Rosa one with extreme delight. 
Wow! 

Had anyone told us we would ever return to 
the desert, we would have reacted with the 
usually expected protestations. However - this 
is a desert with a difference. Lush, tree-lined 
golf courses surrounded by snow-capped moun
tains (in the winter, that is) under blue, blue 
skies. If the foregoing reeks of travel agency 
copy - or even Chamber of Commerce, don't be 
misled. It's all true. We came here originally 
under adverse and most unpleasant conditions -
my miserable health, on medical advice. Seems 
like breathing has become a necessary habit. 

The natives and year-rounders quelled our 
qualms about this desert "paradise" with the 
assurance that in six months time we'd join the 
top ten in the boosters club. I wouldn't go quite 
that far, but we do admit the lure of the desert 
is not easily ignored if you spend many winter 
months here. Of course, it's difficult to reconcile 
ourselves to the "unusual" sand storms and more 
recently an influx of millions of crickets follow
ing a rainfall of some .6 inches. This was faintly 
reminiscent of the annual locust festival in 
Saudi Arabia. 

On the credit side, we'll have front row seats 
for the Bob Hope Desert Classic. This golfing 
event is the one occasion in the year when the 
peasants are permitted to mingle with the tril
lionaires at th e El Dorado Country Club. The 
beauty of the Indian Wells course is utterly 
breath-taking, but El Dorado is so exclusive that 
even the members must have an appointment to 
get a starting time. And it's always fun to see 
the pros in "for real", not to mention the so
called celebrities who attend and participate in 
this affair. In addition, this is a resort area and 

like Las Vegas, a holiday atmosphere prevails. 

Fortunately, I have practically regained my 
health but am loathe to leave this heavenly cli
mate. So Wayne and I commute between here and 
Los Angeles . Wayne would really like to retire -
again - but he's hooked on Hollywood and the 
blasted business keeps getting better. And any
one who knew Wayne in Arabia will tell you that 
he's queer for that green stuff. 

Enclosed is a newspaper clipping from the 
local paper concerning Jeri Knaur, a former 
Aramcon, first known to us in 1950 as Jerry Shel
burn in Housing. She's made a great success of 
her doggie business and has a lovely house not 
far from us. 

A couple of years ago we were returning to 
Los Angeles from a Palm Springs weekend via 
Palm Desert when our eyeballs popped out on 
viewing a huge sign, "Al Khobar Liquors". It 
couldn't belong to anybody but an ex-Arab. And 
sure enough it did, Chick Rolfe, who also owned 
a Denny's restaurant in Indio. 

It is absolutely joyous to be constantly run
ning into (not literally, of course) ex-Aramcons. 
Our Saudi Arabia experience was undoubtedly the 
high spot of our lives. It is heart-warming to have 
made forever and ever friendships with such 
wonderful people as Art and Joy Andersen, Bar
ney and Bertha Robertson, George and Vi Mays, 
Jane and Earl Robson, Dorene Regan, Ralph 
Reed, Matt Krasowski, Elva Hoeger, who unfor
tunate! y was recently widowed and has returned 
to Santa Monica to live. Also, we correspond 
with John and Helen Manderschied ·who have it 
made in Australia. We are hoping to visit them 
next year. 

Our son Terry has been struggling with his 
acting career in New York and Hollywood and 
his hard wo1·k is finally beginning to pay off. 
He has a small part in Rosalind Russell's new 
picture and a good part in a segment of a popular 
TV series, "Get Smartn. His friend, Mike Ross, 
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whose ex-Aramco parents have a travel agency 
in Florida, is now International Sales Represen
tative for Northwest Orient Airlines in Tokyo, 
Japan. Just yesterday they were nasty little 
boys - Mike and Terry, that is. 

We extend a cordial invitation to one and all 
to visit us if and when they find themselves any
where near. Our address is: 77595 California 
Drive, Palm Desert, California 92260. Telephone: 
Area Code 714-345-1932. 

Sincerely, 

Evelyn and Wayne Sutherlin 

* * * * * * * 

The newspaper article which Evelyn sent 
along is a story about the activities of a gal 
known to a great many of you and is captioned 

Oodles of Poodles Keep Jeri Busy at Doggie 
Dud s Groomery 

These are the dog days of summer. For Jeri 
Knaur of Palm Desert, however, every day, all 
year, is a dog day. As founder and owner of 
Doggie Duds, 73-622 Highway 111, she is sur
rounded by animals virtually every wakeful mo
ment. Dogs and animals are her constant com
panions by choice - and she could not be happier. 

Doggie Duds began eight years ago as "A 
complete department store for pets." Today Jeri 
is one of the foremost dog groomers in the desert. 
Jeri employs two full time groomers (four from 
Thanksgiving to Easter). She has elegant canine 
clients from Newport, San Francisco, Fallbrook 
and Los Angeles and throughout the desert area. 

J eri and her friends do more than clip, clean 
and groom dogs. They love dogs -with rare care, 
insight and rapport. The affection is mutual. 
Dogs have run away from their owners and re
turned to her shop. Owners report their dogs run 
away while they are shopping and cross Highway 
111 to Jeri's shop. Other dogs literally pull their 
human owners into the shop - anxious for a bath 
and c lip. 

Doggie Duds grooms an average of seven to 
10 animals a day. The majority are poodles. Je ri 
believes poodles are the most intelligent. Jeri is 
rarely without her own five poodles. They ac
company her to work and are companions on all 
travels. (She once had 11.) At times, when she 
entertains, Jeri has had 22 dogs together. 

An unforgettable sight was Jeri's 22 dog 
guests eating together from a large silver platter. 
"And they ate without any trouble." she says. 
Her own Bobo, however, was a poor host. Bobo's 
bark is loud and in dog language means " I'm 
boss." The others, at least, thought so and per
mitted Bobo his choice of food before they dined. 

Jeri's love affair with dogs began as a child 
on her father's Indiana farm. As she and her three 
sisters and brother outgrew playing with dolls, 
they dressed pets in doll clothes. Kittens and 
puppies were bathed, dried and "put to bed" in 
doll beds. 

The family moved to California in 1931. Jeri 
studied accounting, went to business school to 

develop secretarial skills and entered the busi
ness world. In 1948 she went to work for a petro
leum organization in Saudi Arabia. 

In Arabia she met her late husband, Clarence. 
They were married in Switzerland and lived in 
Arabia until 1958 when he was killed in an auto 
collision. 

T he Knaurs had purchased a home in Cuer
na vaca, Mexico, planning for retirement. It was 
here that Jeri had her first experience at dog 
grooming. The nearest dog groomer was in Mexico 
City, so she had a pair of clippers sent down 
and tried the do-it-yourself method. Her poodle 
Alto was the first victim. "I cut a path right up 
his hip." J eri said. The c·lpping took the com
plete day and she lost confidence. " I spent two 
hours on the head alone." 

Today, if a dog is in good condition , Jeri can 
bathe, dry, brush and clip a whole poodle in two 
hours. Dogs with matted hair take up to fou r 
hours to groom. Jeri says her skill with the cl ip
per and scissors was acquired after "long ob
servation, and I'm still pretty much self taught. 

Her handling of animals evidences a deep 
love, and she recommends normal care for them -
a clipping every three or four weeks. She gives 
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attention to their nails, cutting them so they do 
not grow back into the foot pads: ears are gently 
cleansed, removing wax and matted hair; coats 
are combed with deft, gentle strokes. 

Jeri is admittedly "fussy" about the care and 
feedingofherpets. She never feeds them prepared 
or canned food. The Knaur dogs, and ones she 
boards, eat chicken, beef, turkey and meat loaf: 
all with bits of carrots, parsley and garlic and 
vitamins. "Garlic," she says, ~'prevents worms. 
J eri also has regular barbecues for her pets. 
"They eat better than I do." 

Of her hundreds of customers, Jeri knows 
each human and dog by name. The interview for 
this story required 90 minutes and was conducted 
with 22 dogs in the shop. She never raised her 
voice and a gentle touch or word silenced each 
dog. 

J eri believes dogs, if acquired as young 
puppies, acquire personality characteristics of 
their owners. She also revealed that dogs do not 
like to have their fore feet touched. "And they 
don ' t forget. If a dog is handled roughly, it re
members, and will be hesitant to let that groom 
touch it again." 

Dogs "just strut" and walk "like kings and 
queens ," after a wash and clip. Each animal is 
topped by a bow - yellow, pink or blue. Some 
are put on the head, others on the ears . "One 
customer," J eri said, "demanded a bow on the 
dog's hip. The animal was a male and she thought 
a bow on its head was feminine. " 

At home or away, Jeri's animals are always 
fashionable. Carefully groomed, they dress as 
well. The shop has hundreds of dog collars, 
pajamas, rain coats, sweaters, ·Santa Claus and 
chef attire, berets and caps. 

Other available items include cap and sun 
glass outfits for dogs which like to lean out car 
windows, straw hats, maternity-cut outfits, gold 
jewelry, cultured pearl collars and travel car 
seats. Sports fans may purchase California Angel 
and Los Angeles Dodger, hunting and golf caps 
for their pets. Pet doors are popular, J eri says, 
permitting dogs to go outdoors without disturbing 
anyone. 

Jeri is proud her dogs participated in two 
fashion shows without leads. The Doggie Duds 
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float, with 11 animals aboard, won the sweep
stakes prize at the Palm Desert Christmas Pa
rade. The dogs also performed for a press party 
when the late President Kennedy was in Palm 
Desert. 

And whatever else it might be, J eri's is a 
home filled with activity and love. 

Sorry we couldn't reproduce the newspaper 
picture of I eri and her two assistants with nine 
of their fluffy poodle charges - eyes like shiny 
buttons and obviously happy over the whole 
situation. 

This letter penned by Bob Loughboro began 
on a sad note .... 

If they haven't heard, many of the old timers 
will be sad to know that Mrs. J. S. Ramirez 
passed away on November 7 after a long illness . 
I' ve worked around Johnnie Ramirez since 1921, 
even before they were married. Ida worked for 
Socal in 1922 as a cook in a Wild Cat Camp, 
Buell #1 in Santa Barbara. That's where she and 
Johnnie met. Ida joined Johnnie in Sumatra in 
1939 and in Dhahran in 1945. They went to South 
America before retiring. Johnnie has been in very 
poor health for the past few years with emphysema. 

Thelma and I still enjoy our home and the 
little orange ranch . We have a camper and a 14-
foot fishing boat. It was good to spend the Labor 
Day Holidays with our grandchildren and family. 
Barbara, our daughter, started teach ing the next 
day. Marjorie went back to college for her third 
year. Janet, now a Junior in high school, won a 
summer music scholarship at the University of 
Kansas. Jim, in the seventh grade, is playing in 
one of the orchestras, a group of five boys his 
age called the "Off Beats". 

Thelma and I both enjoy the write-ups in Al
Ayyam Al-Jamila. Here's wishing all a Merry 
Christmas and a Happy New Year -

T helma and Bob Lough boro. 



J 
The Roberts Home 

BUT noT unLESS 
YOU GET DRESSED 
Madison Roberts developed qualms 

of conscience not long ago and we got 
this from the result which reached New 
York in mid-October, emanating from 
their home in Largo, Florida . .. . 

We have had so much company, and the fish
ing and swimming have been so wonderful that I 
have neglected my correspondence. I promise it 
will not happen again. 

Have not had much news of the Company ex
cept through the Sun and Flare and what I could 
pick up in the newspapers and television . ... I 
trust everything has now quieted down and things 
are back to normal. 

The weather is beautiful here on the Sun 
Coast. The temperature is in the 80' s during the 
day and the 60's at night. Fishing is terrific, and 
a string of ten-pound king fish or groupers is not 
at all unusual. I run around all day in shorts and 
Benita is hard put to get me to dress for dinner 
or formal occasions. I suppose you could say 
that I have gone native. 

We expect Frances, Fred and Lisa to v1s1t 
with us the last half of November and the first 
half of December, and are looking forward to 
seeing them. Lisa is now six, and an expert ice 
skater and swimmer. I shall put her through her 
paces in the pool, but as for ice - who needs it? 

I am enclosing a snapshot of our home, which 
we enjoy very much. There are a large living 
room, dining room, kitchen, two bedrooms, Florida 
room and double garage (all on one floor, thank 
goodness!) 

I do not think I will be able to freeload on 
your Christmas party this year, but I hope you 
have a nice one. I enjoyed the one last year so 
much, and it was wonderful seeing you all.. ... 
Oh, why don't you come on up .... we'd like to 

see you too. 

- 20 -

Pickles Anyone? 
The McKeegans aren't going to get to have 

Christmas in the mountains after all, what with 
the delays reported in the last letter. They are 
to start building that new house in March, or 
late February. Well, spring will bring better 
weather for painting, plastering and planting 
anyway. 

Helen was having fun putting up jam, jelly, 
apple butter and sauce, pickles, etc., and bowling! 
Yes, she was fitting it in again, between knitting 
sweaters for little boys and all the other chores 
she manages to accomplish. Incidentally, Helen 
says she has a terrific recipe for watermelon 
pickles which she'll share with anyone who'd 
like to have it. Could be she'd share her diet 
too - she's been having real fine luck with it at 
last report. No doubt looks real fetching in that 
new black cocktail dress that was waiting for a 
couple of upcoming parties - except she was 
worrying about showing her knees. 

They are enjoying a new car - four-door 
Dodge Polara, white with navy and silvery blue 
upholstery, and plenty of room for Barney's long 
frame. Ba,rney had begged off from taking a ride 
in visiting Les Biggins' "cute little black beauty" 
(which we heard was a Karmen Ghia). 

Although the letter was written on a beautiful 
fall day, it ended with "May your Christmas be 
Merry and the New Year bring all of you good 
health and much happiness. God bless you all. 

The McKeegans" 

Let There Be Light 
Perhaps it's just because the nights are be

coming longer now and darkness comes earlier; 
perhaps it's simply a peevish and pettyish atti
tude on my part; maybe it's a sudden realization 
of another incongruity in human nature which is 
responsible for much misery and needless trag
edy, but .... ... 

While driving recently on crowded highways 
and city streets about the time it's beginning to 
get dark and when most of us are going home for 
the day, I was struck anew with the number of 
drivers who persist in operating their vehicles 
without lights. Some of these will respond to a 
flick of your lights and turn on theirs; others 
ignore the signaled suggestion and drive blithely 
on - too pigheaded or too unconcerned or too 
oblivious to cmditions to realize their life might 
be at stake. (This in spite of the well-publicized 
fact that this time of day is the most hazardous 
for driving.) 

It's a bit perplexing to following the rea
soning behind a deliberate failure to turn on 
lights at dusk. In trying to analyze such attitude, 
we find it difficult to understand the fellow who 
says (as one did to me recently), "It's not dark 
enough." He was driving a neutral-colored sports 
car (one of the smaller jobs which we somet imes 
have trouble seeing - even in ideal lighting 
conditions). Every other car within blocks al
ready had head lamps lighted. Perhaps he and 
his kind are out to prove they are blood brothers 
to the night owl. They forget that the rest of us 
may not be endowed with "cat eyes." 

Is it a matter of economy? Here, again, is 
inconsistency. The same stiff-necked dark
driver will, when he gets home, insist that 
every light in the house be brightly lit. Too, 
he'll want strong lights in the workshop in order 
to safely use his power tools. Yet, in traveling 
homeward he's risked his life by "saving" as long 
as possible before turning on a set of $3. 50 
headlamps. 

Indeed, man is in the age of light and he 
prides himself that he's made such strides in 
coming out of darkness in so many ways. But he 
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needs even more light; he needs to accustom 
himself to the fac t that it' s plentifu l and rela
tively cheap. Certainly, with modern cars equip
ped with adequate electrical systems, there is 
little excuse in being miserly with this com
modity. 

No, it's hard to imagine too much light when 
it is used properly. The surgeon's operating 
arena, for example, is carefu lly and scientifi
cally lighted to blot out every vestige of s hadow 
and thereby lessen chance of miscalculation. 

Certainly there is no more pressing s ubject 
than proper and expert driving and, to enj oy my 
own weak pun, "No subject needs more light ." 

- Texaco Safety Subject 

Don't Forget It! 
When you 're involved in an accident, people 

will sometimes tell you : "Forget it," or "Don't 
worry about it," or "Those things a re bound to 
Happen." 

They couldn't give you worse advice, be
cause if you do forge t the accident and don't 
worry about it, ·the same situation may very well 
arise again. 

If you 're in an accident, give i t plenty of 
thought, figure out how it happened, and do wha t 
needs to be done to prevent it from happening 
again. 

You know, you may be lucky that first time, 
and get away with no serious complications. But 
the next ti me may be a different story with a dif
ferent ending - a pe rmanent ending for you. 



Nix Turns Reporter 
How nice to receive greetfogs and best re

gards from Dale and Nell Nix as Dale makes his 
first reportorial contribution to our magazine ..... 

Dear Virginia: 

The July issue of Al-Ayyam Al-Jamila ar
rived a few days ago, and congratulations on the 
excellent job. I especially enjoyed the article 
regarding Tom McMahon who is an old friend of 
mine. Nell and I had a letter from Vera and him 
this summer. 

I have never contributed anything to AAAJ 
because I felt that I had nothing of general incer
es t. Now, however, I may have .... 

On September 20th, the following couples got 
together for a family golf tournament: Avice and 
Karel Beekhuis, Betty and J ack Martin, Dorethy 
and Bill Pearson, Julie and Mac McKim, Edna 
Brown and Phil McConnell (substituting for Don 
Brown who was working), and Nell and I. You 
will see from the schedule that it is called "Sec
ond Annual". Last year Betty and Les Snyder 

First foursome: Karel, Julie, Betty and Mac 

and Ernie Schulze also played. This year Les 
was in the hospital. The schedule which was 
given to each couple explains the set-up, and 
the pictures show each foursome on the first tee. 

Karel and Avice won individual and married 
couple low nets. That was as it should be as 
they were the only "real" golfers among us. 
Dorethy and I got lucky and won low net for 
Partners. Never mind the scores. Oh yes, your 
distinguished columnist who writes The Sand 
Pile, carried his love for the sand to the golf 
course and got trapped into carrying off the con
solation prize. 

We hope to repeat this get-together some time 
again next year and would be glad to have any 
other Aramco golfing couples who are interested 
join the fun. Don't be misled by the low handi
caps, as they were especially designed for this 
60-par-but-still-difficult course. 

All the participants join Nell and me in 
sending you our best regards, (and P.S., I'm sure 
everyone had a wonderful time.) 

Third foursome: Phil, Dorethy, Dale and Avice 
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.. . the schedule: 

Welcome To 
Aramco Couples Second Annual Golf Tournament 

Place: Deep Cliff Golf Course 

Date: September 20, 1967 

Time: 9:30 A.M. Organization Meeting 
10:00 A.M. Tee Off 

Fees: $2.00 Green plus $1.00 for Prize Pot 

Ladies will draw for men partners. Of husband 
drawn, must throw him back) 

Competing for low net: 

Partners $4.00 
Married Couple 4.00 

(For this purpose ONLY Edna married to Phil) 
Man 1.50 
Lady 1. 50 

High net consolation 1.00 

Handicaps: (Don Brown, non-contestant, 
handicapper) 

A vice 16 Karel 10 
Betty 24 Jack 14 
Dore thy 26 Bill 15 
Edna 29 Phil 15 
Julie 28 Mac 17 
Nell 23 Dale 17 

All men keep scores for their foursome. 

After playing nine holes, LUNCH: Courtesy the 
Browns and the McKims. 

On second nine, scramble foursomes: i.e., part
ners 1-A become 3-A; 2-A become 1-A; 3- A 
become 2-A. Do not change partners. 

Special Rule: No gimme puts over 18 inches. 

Cocktails and Prizes at Nell's and Dale's at 
6:00 P.M. 

Dutch Treat Dinner at Atherton Club at 8:00 P.M. 

SHOULD BE FUN 

..•.. and wasn't it? 
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Second foursome: Bill, Nell, Edna and Jack 

AJIJIC • JALISCO ·MEXICO 

We wish to send our Greetings and Best 
Wishes for a Merry Christmas and a very Happy 
New Year to our friends and annuitants of Aramco 
and Tapline. 

We also send our Best Wishes for the Holiday 
Season to the staff of Al-Ayyam Al-Jamila and 
again wish to tell you how much we enjoy reading 
each issue. 

J
ncerely] 

llc~~)tie11~ 
: ~_2lk~~ 



HERE and THERE 

Word comes from Arizona that Russell Walker 
has been having his problems this year which 
resulted in the removal of an extremely bother
some gallbladder the early part of October. He 
is now out, about, and we trust feeling much 
better these days. 

* * * 

Bill Polk included the following in a piece 
of otherwise official correspondence: 

I am very happily settled in my new home up 
in the hills of Puerto Rico. Dr. Frank Born bought 
this property (about 10 acres) two years ago, and 
has been busily developing it ever since. It's 
1500 feet up, and the views of the hills and the 
ocean are magnificent. With the perfect weather 
I think it is a perfect retirement spot. Puerto Rico 
is America with a Spanish accent, and a very 
lively island. Industry and the arts are booming. 
Another feature is that the roundtrip airfare to 
New York, 3Yi hours by jet, is only $100. 

* * * 

This too was part of a business letter written 
by Bill Walsh the end of November . .... 

I have been laid up with a sort of odd af
fliction, hemorrhaging through the nose. I have 
been in and out of emergency wards at all hou rs 
of the day and night. So far I have had five 
bleeders cauterized and have not had a nose bleed 
in 32 hours (knock on wood). If nothing more 
developes I will be out of bed Friday. A nose 
bleed sounds so common and simple, but I under
stand there are different types and all should be 
respected as dangerous. 

You might pass the word along that I am 
working as maintenance e ngineer of a 10 story 
building, outside mauls, and underground parking 
area's, etc. 

* * * 

For those who haven't had a look at Bill 
Otto lately, you can see he hasn't changed much 
and he surely looks like Florida agrees with him. 
(Of course, we heard all about his healthy tan 
after his appearance in California last summer.) 
This is the picture of Bill that accompanied the 
following news release carried by papers down 
Miami-Ft. Lauderdale-Palm Beach way in No
vember: "William Hyde Otto has been appointed 
to the position of Assistant to the President, 
according to an announcement made this week 
by Nick P. Christos, President of Consolidated 
Securities Corporation, at its headquarters in 
Pompano Beach. 

"Mr. Otto, a four-year resident of Boca Raton, 
retired to Florida from the position of Assistant 
to the Vice President-Operations, Arabian Amer
ican Oil Company, a wholly-owned subsidiary of 
the Big Four oil canpany complex. He attended 
Cornell University and Virginia Mechanics 
Institute. 

" In addition to general administrative func
tions, Mr. Otto will assist particularly in the In
vestment Banking Services offered by Consoli 
dated Securities Corporation." 

{Lots of luck, Bill. Have <ZfY good tips or 
words of wisdom for us? 

Bill Otto 
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Well s (continued from page 9) 

yard is always accompanied by a lot of work. By 
the application of muscle and imagination the 
goal was finally achieved and we were rewarded 
by a lovely lawn and garden by the beginning of 
summer. Flowers were planted around the house 
and in our plot at the rear of the lawn, which 
supplemented a beautiful eight-plant rose bed. 
Our strawberries, being newly planted, did not 
provide us with an over abundance of fruit, or 
berries as I guess they should be called. How
ever, cherry tomato plants kept us well supplied 
with that type of vegetable. 

Our problem arose! About mid-summer some 
local deer decided to forage for more delectable 
food than is provided by uncultivated nature. 
First were the strawberry blossoms - then the 
roses - and they liked the sweetpeas - and 
finally, for dessert, our carnation plants. Advice 
from friends and neighbors was handed out quite 
freely. A vicious, chained dog might cause the 
deer to change their nocturnal pasture - a trig
gered shot gun well loaded with backshot would 
be effective - I even thought of some little 
black and white kittens (with the stripes running 
lengthwise) could discourage them, and perhaps 
the entire community as well. In desperation I 
went to the office of the Oregon Game Commis
sion. They had some dried blood meal in little 
sacks, doped up with an evil smelling chemical, 
that was recommended as a deer deterent. It 
smelled so bad it was stored in a bin outside of 
their storehouse. I was told "Help yourself, but 
don't come inside with your loot". These little 
sacks were dutifully tacked to stakes. The deer 
went around the stakes and kept on eating. Since 
the deer season opened a month or two ago, the 
cute little things have disappeared until next 
summer, when they will bring their children to 
our garden. 

Last summer Marianne had a girl friend from 
Elmsford come out for a visit. We picked her up 
at th e San Francisco airport on June 29th and 
spent a week at the Lake Merritt Hote l in Oak
land, doing the area hour after hour and seeing 
practically no one we knew, except the Lou 
Webbers who live in an apartment on Lake Mer
ritt. The kids had the best time, being adven
turous and unacquainted with the Bay Area. As 
for myself, I knew San Francisco and Oakland, 
as did Peg, when one did not have to fight for a 
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one-car space on the freeway . It seemed to me 
that all the streets had changed from the loca
tions I remembered. The freeway signs are, 
apparently, gu ides for the tourists. You see what 
you hope is a direction sign far ahead and you 
begin to wonder - should I stay in this lane, 
move to the left, back up or get off at the first 
turn and go home... YIELD RIGHT - YIELD 
LEFT - TRY YOUR LUCK AND DON'T YIELD 
AT THIS ONE - DOWN TOWN - UP TOWN -
SAN JOSE - OAK LAND NEXT TURN VIA T HE 
DUMBARTON BRIDGE - GO BACK THE WAY 
YOU CAME, IF YOU CAN. By mid-week I felt I 
had practiced enough to be almost like a true 
native Californian . 

After "doing the town" we drove to Carmel. 
The 17-mile Drive was fogged-in, so we spent 
the afternoon and part of the evening wandering 
around the al ways delightful Gem-by-the-Sea. We 
saw Bob Reynolds and met Muriel, his wife for 
the first time. The cocktail hour was spent with 
them at their nice house overlooking a good part 
of Carmel Valley. 

The following morning we drove to Yosemite 
through the always fascinating California valley. 
It was hot, and as we cannot afford air condi
tioning in our car, we literally sweated our way 
to the mountains. I had previously capitalized on 
the Aramco Annuitants' October 1966 party and 
secured reservations from Florence Cloe, their 
hostess. Only because the annuitants did not 
tear the place apart was I able to get two cabins, 
sans bath, thanks to everyone. Upon arrival, she 
greeted us warmly and got in touch with one of 
the managers who took care of the annuitants, 
and with wiles and guiles convinced him that an 
ex-Aramco VIP should have the one remaining 
double room at the lodge with bath. We were 
grateful, even to the point of not taking some 
towels. 

Two enjoyable days later found us again on 
the road and we stayed at Ukiah the first night. 
The next day we continued our homeward trek 
through the enchanting redwoods and reached 
Corvallis that evening. We had a good trip. Per
haps the best of the trip was when we got back 
to Oregon country with its fine roads and a bit 
more room with an even chance of surviving. 

In September I volunteered my services to the 
Presbyterian Church for two days a week. The 



J 

Ralph inspects some of the fishing equipment he 
received the day before he departed last year. 
Dolores Schug of Personnel looks on. 

good minister explained to me that it was far too 
late for him to redeem my soul but a couple of 
days work a week might get me as far as the 
Pearly Gates, with a chance to get on the waiting 
list if there was a cancellation. I am the pur
chasing agent, without caps, for Christian Edu
cation Supplies and have undertaken the task of 
getting their stored material in some kind of 
systematic order. Nothing along that line has 
been done for about twenty-five years, so even a 
little improvement shows up. 

We have availed ourselves of concerts and 
plays at the University and the Little Theater 
Group. Last night Marianne and I saw The Sea 
Gull, a play by Anton Chekhov, presented by 
Oregon State University Department of Speech. 
It was well done. Earlier in the week we attended 
a truly magnificient program of music at Gill 
Coliseum. Grant Johannesen, world renowned 
pianist, performed. I did not understand any of 
his music but it was with a sense of self-satis
faction that I could associate myself with people 
who may have had training in music appreciation. 
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Ralph Jr. is attending Oregon University at 
Eugene. He felt their curriculum offered more 
subjects to his liking than he could get at Oregon 
State in Corvallis. Th is I cannot dispute. I don't 
know what he is taki 5 and I sometimes wonder 
if he does. Marianne is enjoying her junior year 
at Corvallis Senior High School and is active in 
several groups such as a Cappella choir, a Triple 
Trio singing gang, Masonic Rainbow Girls and is 
in the Presbyterian choir. Lately her heavy five
major school bit has suffered but she is still 
smarter than her father which does not take much 
doing. Peg and I manage to eat a couple of short
ration meals a day. It takes considerable money 
to keep two teenagers in school and our diet of 
sow-belly and beans, while nourishing, can be
come tiresome. 

In March, quite by chance, I became a disci 
ple to the possessive urge that separates the 
men from the boys and bought a second-hand 
Buick 225 Electra sedan. The previous owner 
turned it in on a new one on a Friday and by good 
fortune or ill, I saw the car the following Monday. 
I contacted the late owner and learned he and his 
wife had no children - at least not young ones -
and la vi shed their love and affection on a fine 
chunk of metal on wheels. In fact, they had en 
larged their house so they could run the car into 
their living room to properly protect it from cor
rosive elements. The price, was for once, rea
sonable. I feel like a deposed king everytime I 
drive it and visit the Standard Station boys at 
frequent intervals. I am invariably asked to tum 
off the motor at the gasoline pump so they can 
get the tank filled. Otherwise there seems to be 
a direction-flow problem - the gas either fills 
the tank or flows direct to the cylinders. Anyway, 
it is a fine automobile and with a little conversion, 
can be made into a hearse for my final ride. 

Ralph Jr. has my Studebaker Hawk - my 
close companion across the continent last year. 
Marianne, the poor kid, has a Karmann Ghia 
(second-hand) as a means of transportation to 
school and for her extra-curriculum activities. 
I find anacin is just as effective as bayers or 
bufferin. 

There seems to be no particular point in 
prolonging a finish to this letter. Could we af
ford a wee bit of liquor, I would treat myself to a 
drink (diluted with tap water, of cairse) and put 
the cover back on this typewriter. Not having 

other than the water, I might just as well quit 
anyway. 

If Virginia wants to use any of this letter as 
a space filler for her always splendid recount of 
annuitants' affairs, she is welcome to whatever 
she feels is fit to print. And to all of you thanks 
for being such wonderful people, giving me price
less memories and moments of aching nostalgia 
whenever I see the combination of figures "505". 

Best wishes for a good Christmas - health 
and wealth for '68. 

I miss you, 
Ralph 

MORE FROM THE NORTHWEST 

We had a visit from Monroe Pastermack late 
in the summer as they were beginning their trip 
westward - this is our first report . .. 

Our trip across the United States was a most 
pleasant and enjoyable one. We left New York 
September 5th, traveled down the East Coast to 
Atlanta, Georgia, then on to New Orleans, Hous
ton, Grand Canyon, Las Vegas, San Diego, Los 
Angeles, San Francisco, Portland and terminating 
here in Port Orchard, Washington on October 8th. 
We stopped off in various places visiting friends 
enroute. The weather on the whole was good and 
that con tributed to the enjoyment. 

The very last stage of the trip, however, was 
a bit "different", for leaving San Francisco going 
north on highway 101 (The Scenic Route) we 
were unable to enjoy much of the view due to the 

inclement weather. We ran into heavy rainstonns 
which caused washouts and lands lides of the 
road, which in turn delayed our progress. In addi
tion, about 200 miles north of San Francisco, a 
piece of fallen rock pierced our gas tank, leaving 
us stranded along the road. We were towed into 
Garberville, California where we waited for four 
days, as a new tank had to be shipped from San 
Francisco. It was an interesting, though a bit 
humiliating, experience and one I would not care 
to participate in again. 

We have decided to rent, for the time being, 
a newly-completed three-bedroom house here in 
Port Orchard. Our new address will therefore be 
Route 4, Box 201 M 2, Port Orchard, Washington 
98366. (Sorry the Pastermacks didn't get settled 
before the Annual Address List went to press . } 

The weather so far out here has not been 
very bad but I hear that you folks are having a 
bit of cold weather back in N. Y. Later this week 
or the first part of next week we hope to get over 
to Sequim, Washington and visit with the Lind
grens. We have to take a little time off once in 
awhile. 

Last Saturday Ruth and I went to see the 
University of Washington and Washington State 
football game in Seattle. It was quite an adven
ture, as we first had to drive about 15 miles to 
Bremerton then take the ferry to Seattle, an hours 
ride, then a taxi from the ferry slip to the center 
of town where we took a bus to the stadium. 
Nothing spectacular happened during the game, 
but it was interesting, though a bit cold. After 
the game we had to reverse the proceedure - did 
not even get a chance to look around, though we 
did eat lunch in Seattle. We had left the house at 
9A.M. and did not return until 7:30 in the evening. 
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I hope to become busy after the first of the 
year in a couple of projects that I have in mind. 
However, in the meantime I will be busy in 
finishing off the basement (and it is a big one). 
I am getting a big kick out of doing this a nd only 
hope that I can do a good job. That is about all 
the news there is from here for the present. How
ever, we shall always be glad to hear from you . 
Best wishes to everyone and Good Luck, 

Sincerely, 

Monroe Pastermack 
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Tallmadge (continued from page 5) 

them in the future, socially and businesswise, 
and it might even be careerwise. They both have 
made several TV commercials. 

Just now Kimi is working in a series of 
movies, six of them. They will be something like 
the "Our Gang" comedies that ran in the states 
for so many years. This one will be known as 
"The Market Street Mob." Kimi will finish the 
sixth film next week end. After that they will 
have a premier showing, I assume, and if suc
cessful they will continue with more of the films, 
at which time we will sign another contract; that 
is, if they still want Kimi to continue. So far, the 
director has had only praise for her. I have read 
all of the scripts and, as an amateur critic, I 
thini< they will be good. At least they will be 
better for the children to watch than the present 
rubbish that is shown on the children's TV 
programs. Of course they will be shown in the 
theatres first and then on TV. The theme is 
life's everyday happenings, and the kids make 
something out of it in the way of fun and adven
ture. I'm all for that type of films for the kids. 
We have too much of film violence for youngsters. 
They will learn about that soon enough, without 
the films that are nothing but dirt anyway. 

Our main concern is that it is good experience 

Jn )1,e111ori11111 
To the families of these friends we offer our 

heartfelt sympathy: 

Joseph F . Kodytek - October 8, 1967 - Addis 
Ababa, Ethiopa 

Ida Ram irez (Mrs. J . S.) - November 7, 1967 -
Granada Hills, California 
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for Kimi, whether it will be her career or not. It 
certainly isn't for her salary, as the pay is rather 
short for actors here, $25 to $30 per day, which 
goes into her bank account anyway. She is learn~ 
i ng to take direction and is better disciplined 
and is easier to live with. She now goes to bed 
without having to be scolded a nd gets up in the 
morning without being called, dresses herself 
and then comes to her mother to have her hair 
done, eats her breakfast and goes to the street 
to wait for the studio bus to pick her up. By the 
time she gets home in the evening she has put 
in a twelve hour day. She gets tired, of cou rse, 
but she is very enthused and full of energy and 
s lamina - - Well! She just likes it. So does 
Mom and Dad. It's part of her education. 

Well, well, I 've just abou t run out of steam 
and I can't think of anything important to say 
about myself, or my wife, so I had better knock 
it off for now and try to write again before Chr ist
mas. 

Many thanks for all the Aramco publications, 
we do enjoy them and for the publicity we just 
pass them on to our friends, who seem to like 
them, as they always ask for more. With our best 
wishes to all our friends of ARAMCO. 

J ames . R. Tallmadge 



Henry Alisch 
William C. Andrews 

Theodore R. Sajor 
Allen L. Baker 
Joseph D. Baldwin 
J . Ralph Berwanger 
Carl H. Burmester 

Robert B. Carr 
Eugene J. Colgan 
Victor J . Coppa 

Lester I. Duff 
Walter C. Dunten 

Joseph A. Engen 
Douglas Erskine 
Frank N. Ewen 

Allen W. Garlington 

Charles M. Hodge 
Edward Hudson 

Raymond Irick 

Eugene Karlin 
Lorenz P. Kreuger 
Stella Kruk 

John W. Ladner 
Harry Lebsock 
Fred C. Lucas 

Joseph H. McAlbrook 

Mail ea111 
P lease use the following list in conjunction with the Fall 1967 

Annuitants Address Li s t and the September Mail Call Supplemen t. All of 

these changes and additions have been received since the September issue 

of Al-Ayyam Al-J amila was printed. 

ARAMCO - AOC 

c/ o W. Sweetland, P. 0. Box 993, Grants Pass, Oregon 97526 
R-2, Box 114-A, Enoree, South Carolina 29335 

100 Lehane Terrace, orth Palm Beach, Florida 33403 
428 Anacapa Terrace, Santa Paula, California 93060 
2862 Doidge Avenue, Pinole, California 94564 
Rt. 4, Box 413- H, Medford, Oregon 97501 
923 Essex Street, Livermore, California 94550 

Rue des Flumeaux, 1, 1008 Pully, Switzerland 
2012 Diplomat Ori ve, Imperial Park, Clearwater, Florida 33516 
c/ o 1 Hawthorne Court, Fairfax, California 94930 

Abbott Hall, 710 N. Lake Shore Drive, Chicago, Illinois 60611 
Rancho Contento, Isabel Prieto #80, Guadalajara, Mexico 

366 Fir Knoll Lane, . E., Salem, Oregon 97301 
225 Portola Road, Portola, California 96122 
c/o Lloyd G. Ewen, 11 Lawton Road, Somervi lle, New Jersey 08876 

3403 S. Peck Avenue, Apt. 3, San Pedro, California 90731 

164 Hamilton Avenue, Palo Alto, California 94301 
1111 Byrd Street, Eau Gallie, Florida 32935 

c/ o Mrs. Judith Chittick, 1600 South Union, Kokomo, Indiana 46902 

165 Blossom Hill Road, Space 297, San Jose, California 95123 
c/ o 0. C. Mumford, 210 S. Baltimore A venue, Ocean City, Maryland 21842 
33-25 76th Street, Jackson Heights, New York 11372 

c/ o Clifford H. Reiners, Route l, Clear Lake, Minnesota 55319 
P. 0. Box 182, Harrison, Idaho 83833 
506 N. Main Street, Estill Springs, Tennessee 37330 

979 Parkwood Drive, Ormond Beach, Florida 32074 
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Jack W. Martin 
William R. Morrall 

R. J . Pangborn 
Monroe H. Pastermack 

James J . Ra ls ton 
Frank J . Rigo 
Julius H. Ruhwedel 

Rudolf A. Schott 
William G. Sickman 
Allen C. Smi th 

James R. Tallmadge 
D. R. Teague 

Denzi l Underwood 

Curtis L. Wallace, Sr. 
Donald A. Wasson 

Richard K. Curran 

Mrs. Arthur T. Colvin 
(fonnerly Cundall) 

Mrs . J . F. Kodytek 
Mrs. George A. Myers 

2501 Oakhurst Drive, Oakdale, California 95361 
3127 North Park Drive, Flagstaff, Arizona 86001 

275 Camino del Norte, Palm Springs, California 92262 
Route 4, Box 201 M 2, Port Orchard, Washington 98366 

2083 Envoy Court, Clearwater, Florida 33516 
14013 Lookout Way, Largo, Florida 33540 
3517 Century Drive, Bakersfield, California 93306 

14 Madrone Way, Kentfield, California 94904 
c / o H. L. Boman, 196 Orchard Drive, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 15228 
Rt. Box 172, Monticello, Florida 32344 

65A Palace Court, London, W. 2, England 
260 North Lyon, Space 47, Hemet, California 92343 

Cooper River Plaza S-906, Pennsauken, New Jersey 08109 

c/o H. T. DeGregory, 1416 Ohialoke Street, Honolulu, Hawaii 96821 
P. 0 . Box 185, Panama City, Florida 32401 

TA PLINE 

Newport Galaxie 30-8, 13224 Newport Avenue, Tustin , California 92680 

WIDOWS 

3716 Ahl Park Court, Santa Rosa, California 95405 

c/o Charles L. Sackett, 2711 Oaks Drive, Pasadena, Texas 77502 
923-K Monterey Street, Monrovia, California 91016 
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