
Raymond Lee Stevens…Was one person who answered to several different names… Raymond, Ray, 

Raymie, Ramon, Dad, Granddad, J.R., Mr. Ray, Camel Man, that affectionate little pet name that Mahala 

liked to use, and as he usually referred to himself in his prolific email traffic – “rls”.  Regardless of how 

we each addressed him, we count ourselves lucky to have known one very fun and unique individual. 

 

As we all know, his family was the most important and most cherished aspect of Raymond’s life.  Those 

of us who are not blood relatives feel privileged to have been part of the family that he chose, for he 

brought us all in so close that we felt like we were family.   

 

Professionally, he was an engineer’s engineer.  Always well organized, always focused, always thinking of 

ways that things could be done better.  We saw that right up to the end in various facets of his life.  At 

Aramco, he was a natural fit for project construction.  He learned the various systems that had to 

interact – or should I say ‘be manipulated’ - in order to make a project come together.  Whether it was 

initial design work, contracting construction manpower, materials procurement, or putting together 

information packages to keep upper management informed and on board, Raymond attacked each job, 

like he did everything else, with gusto.  He always gave the Company 100%, maybe even a little more 

than 100% as late in his Aramco career he accepted job assignments in remote areas that kept him away 

from home and away from his beloved Sheila for days at a time.  I’m not talking about working remotely 

for a few weeks or months, but for more than a year wherein he got home primarily on weekends only. 

 

However, he really knew how to get the most out of each weekend.  He and Sheila were consummate 

hosts for holiday parties and parties for other occasions, such as tennis tournaments, etc..  An invitation 

to a Stevens party was a big deal.  Ray and Sheila made it a point to make every guest feel welcome.  

When Ray would walk into a room, he absolutely took it over.  All eyes were drawn to him.  He would 

circulate among the guests and ensure that everyone was part of the conversation and everyone had 

more than a few laughs.  He was a natural “people person”. 

 

In fact, I’ve heard it said that he would have made a good politician.  One could make that argument, for 

sure.  It is true he had superior people skills, an imposing physical presence, and a quick mind.  My best 

memory of his mental agility was a story he told us one time.  Raymond seemed to always have a story 

or two, but this was a story that really stuck with me and I’m pretty sure it stuck with some others as 

well.  I’m sure all of you know how religious and restrictive Saudi society is.  This is reflected in their 

immigration and customs policies, among other ways.  Now, we all know Raymond was a good guy, even 

a great guy.  But, if you knew him well, you also knew that he was also not always your straightest 

arrow.  Well, as Raymond told several of us, one time he was coming through either the airport or the 

causeway customs area, and the customs agent was going through some of his luggage and suddenly 

pulls out a picture of Raymond that in this country would be – shall we say – quite embarrassing – but in 

Saudi Arabia the photo represented a one way ticket to jail.  Raymond said he saw the guy’s eyes open 

real wide as he looked at the picture then looked at Raymond then back to the picture.  The Saudi 

official was sure he had landed a big one.  But, immediately Raymond went on offense and very quickly 



it became apparent that the Saudi customs guy was overmatched…Raymond said something like this to 

the agent – “Now, I know what you’re thinking, but that is not me in that picture.  That’s my twin 

brother!  I purposely brought this picture with me from America to remind me to pray for him every day.  

As you can see, he is totally lost in sin and I know that the more we pray for him, the more likely God will 

have mercy and save him.”  With that, the customs agent gave the picture back to Raymond and nodded 

like he understood fully…and that was the end of that.  Now, I’m not sure how many adult beverages 

had been consumed in the run-up to Raymond sharing that story with us, but embellished or not, it was 

a great story told only as he could tell it.  We all roared with laughter at the time, and we still laugh 

about it to this day. 

 

Did I mention something about his imposing physical presence?  Raymond loved to play tennis and 

basketball, and he had a lot more opportunity to play tennis.  He definitely preferred to play doubles.  

Watching him play was fun if you were on his team or you were watching from the sideline.  However, if 

you were on the opposing team, it could be downright scary.  He was so active – a little unorthodox , but 

he more than made up for any deficiencies in style with sheer energy.  You’ve heard of someone playing 

with ‘reckless abandon’?  Well, that’s much too mild a term to describe how he played.  It was more like 

playing against a 6 ft. 4 in. banshee. 

 

I’m sure everyone here could recite Raymond stories all day.  He touched all of us with his kindness and 

thoughtfulness.  He made all of us laugh, frequently.  But, my greatest impression of Raymond, aside 

from his all-around goodness and humor, will always be his courage.  I would say that he is the most 

inspirational person I have ever known up close and personal.  I am absolutely overwhelmed how he 

could endure what he endured for the last several years with such a positive, upbeat attitude.  No one 

would have faulted him for becoming a sullen, pitiful person.  But, that wasn’t him, not by a long shot.  

He stared death in the face and laughed at it.  He knew his salvation was secured by his Christian faith.   

Raymond packed so much into so few years that his departure leaves a gaping hole in many lives and 

seems way too premature.  However, he clearly didn’t see it that way.  Raymond was a glass half full 

type of guy, and I think we would do well to imitate him.  From our perspective, he is gone way too 

soon, but aren’t we lucky that he was in our lives while he was and added so much spice to each of our 

lives?  I think so. 

 

From Dry Creek to Rolla to Texas to Saudi Arabia, back to Texas and many other points around the 

world… and now back to Dry Creek.  What a ride!  Thanks for letting each of us be a part of it with you, 

Raymond.  Okay,….. this is getting long-g-g………..….. 


