
Raymond Lee Stevens 

 

We are here today to honor the memory of our brother, Raymond.  We celebrate 

the life he lived and the legacy he leaves to each of us. 

 

There were four of us.   Ronald is the oldest, then Barb, Raymond, and Roger.  We 

grew up on the family farm in the Dry Creek Community.  The large two-story 

farm house still stands and the farm is active.  Our farm was next to our 

grandparents Riley and Georgia and not far from our grandparents Ada and Vada 

Berry.  We had the gift of being raised close to family.  Our family attended the Mt. 

Pisgah Baptist Church where we were all baptized.  Raymond had fond memories 

of the church and the community, and it was Mt. Pisgah where he wanted to 

return. 

 

Raymond began creating excitement for the family at an early age.  From 

wandering away from the farm late one evening and being found by our 

grandfather on the Dry Creek road, to climbing up on Grandma Berry’s china 

cabinet and turning it over and breaking all of her dishes.  He escaped with only a 

simple scratch.  The night before he was to start first grade he fell over the fence 

by the barn and cut a gash in his head causing him to miss the first two weeks of 

school. 

 

When Raymond was not creating drama for us he was an ordinary boy on the 

farm.  He played in the dirt in the driveway with his toy trucks and tractors.  We 

wore the grass off the hillside by the branch.  Dad’s garage became our playhouse.  

Raymond loved the outdoors and he loved the warm, summer days.  We played 

badminton, volleyball, and croquet but he never could learn to do the hoola hoop.  

Mom took us to town and bought us each a hoola hoop at the Ben Franklin store.  

Mine was lime green and Raymond’s was black and yellow.  The only thing he 

could do with it was he learned to jump through it when Dad would roll it across 

the yard. 

 

He learned to ride a bicycle, swim in the creek, work on the farm, and how to cut 

logs.  As he grew into a teenager he traded his bicycle for a horse.  He shared a 

bedroom with his brothers and often became frustrated when they would not keep 

their stuff picked up.  At an early age he was into organizing and staying busy. 

 

Our family always ate our meals together around the table.  Dad sat at one end 

and the oldest boy sat at the other end.  When Ronald left home Raymond moved 

into that place.  Roger said that even when Raymond came home for a visit that 



Raymond sat at the end!  Raymond liked Mom’s homemade do-nuts.  He liked to 

take his piece of cobbler out of the middle.  For breakfast he loved hot biscuits with 

sorghum and butter.  It was a work of art watching him mix that up until it was 

perfectly smooth and then put it on his biscuits. 

 

Our parents took us on a camping trip every summer.  We slept in a tent all over 

this country.  Raymond and I sat in the back and played pinochle as we traveled 

many miles.  He liked seeing all of those places but his favorite part was to camp 

in a campground that had a swimming pool. 

 

As a young teenager Raymond developed a close relationship with his Grandpa 

Stevens.  They spent many long summer days together doing things on both farms.  

One of my fondest memories of the two of them is when they planted a cyprus tree 

on the island between the ponds.  It took them several days.  They even built a 

fence around it to keep the cattle from bothering it.  The tree is still there today. 

 

Raymond loved the farm but it wasn’t what he wanted out of life.  We rode the 

school bus to Mill Creek to grade school and then to Fredericktown to high school.  

At an early age he became interested in engineering when a school friend had a 

father who was an engineer, and he determined then that was what he wanted to 

become. 

 

When he started to high school Raymond quickly caught the attention of many 

because of his height—he was 6' 4".  The basketball coach also took an interest 

and even though it was not a game we had played much, Raymond took to it and 

away he went.  His basketball playing brought new life into the farm house on Dry 

Creek.  Mom and Dad loved to watch him play.  They never missed a game.  It was 

a good time in the life of the Stevens family. 

 

Raymond moved away from us physically but stayed close with whatever 

communication was available.  He wrote letters faithfully to our parents while they 

were in Saudi Arabia.  Raymond and Sheila arranged to spend time with the family 

when they came home each year for their visit.  Even when they returned to Texas 

to make their permanent home, they set aside time to make trips to Missouri to visit 

the family.  He carefully made out a schedule and let people know of his plans.  He 

never wanted to leave anyone out.   

 

Raymond and Sheila visited our home in Plainview several times.  We loved having 

them come.  I will always remember two years ago when they came for my 

birthday.  The peach trees were loaded and we would walk out to the barn in the 



evening and gather peaches.  Then we would sit on the back patio with a glass of 

wine and talk about the “old days”. 

 

We would not be doing justice to Raymond if we failed to mention how much he 

loved e-mail.  He had a world-wide following and brought smiles to many as they 

turned on the computer each day to read the latest version of the Bud Light Report.  

We are grateful to him for keeping all of us together.  Over the past 13 years I have 

saved copies of some of his e-mails.  I am sure those will continue to bring me 

smiles. 

 

We remember him for having dreams and having the determination to make those 

come true.  I know that he took pleasure in the work that he did and the life he 

created.   

 

He will always be a part of who we are. 

 

Barbara Stevens DeBerry 

 


