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They found sustenance in trying times thanks to aid workers and volunteers including two Aramco retirees.
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Aramcons 
Celebrate
Retirees from Ontario to 
California to Texas gath-
ered late last year to share 
memories and good food 
and enjoy each other’s 
company. The event in 

Austin, Texas, drew nearly 70 guests, while 
Mississauga, near Toronto, and Houston—represented here by Bonnie App, 
left, and Jane Borst—each topped 50. Richmond, Calif., finished last with six 
attendees (including two Brats), but they more than made up for that in spirit. 
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Annuitant 
Marks 

Centenary  
Plus Two

Dorothy Voss played down the 
importance of her 102nd birthday, 

focusing instead on her ability to lead 
a “reasonably regular life.” By that, 

she meant hosting a Christmas party 
for 10 at the facility where she lives 
in Florida and crisply remembering 

her life in Dhahran with her husband 
Ed—such as the time she almost 

shared her laundry with King Sa‘ud!

18 

Life-Changing Work  
at Slavonski Brod 
Retirees Bill and Karen Irwin wanted to help after 
watching and reading about refugees pouring into 
Europe from the Middle East and Afghanistan. So, 
assisted by their diplomat daughter, they carried 567 
pairs of socks plus winter clothing to the refugee transit 
camp at Slavonski Brod, Croatia, at year’s end. What they 
experienced was “life-changing,” they said. 

22

Zlotys, 
Pierogies 

and Polish 
Palaces

Bob and Jane Grutz 
sample—and savor—
what Warsaw has to 

offer after a 30-
year absence. From 
blueberry pierogies 

(dumplings) to 
architecture, 

artworks and 
peacocks, what they find entrances them. The Polish 

capital, with its cafes, parks and palaces, has in many ways 
recaptured its old “Paris of the East” personality. 
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Amazing Aerial Find, PART 2— 
Airborne at Last!
The Fairchild 71 lifted off from Jubail on March 30, 1934, some three weeks 
after its unannounced landing. Pilots Dick Kerr and Charlie Rocheville quickly put 
thousands of miles on the company’s “microscopic eye” in the sky, turning terra 
incognita into fertile ground for oil exploration. Less well known is the story of 
their discoveries about the culture of the kingdom. 

24

Self-Directed Groups Achieve 
Landmark Anniversaries
The Dhahran Women’s Group (DWG) and the Arabian Natural 
History Assn. (ANHA) celebrate their 70th and 50th birthdays, 
respectively, in 2016. Past DWG President Ali Hooker surveys the 

history of both 
organizations. 
Times have 
changed quite 
a bit for each. 
Here, a new 
arrival, Mrs. Lon 
Pender, center, 
is greeted at a 
rather formal 
DWG Welcome 
Coffee in May 
1953. 

28

Our Flight Home
When Libby Murrell set 

off for Dhahran with 
children Mitch, four, and 

Mary, two, in 1964 she 
didn’t know what to 

expect. After making an 
emergency landing in 

New York, rescuing Mitch 
from an eighth-floor 

hotel window and visiting 
505 Park Ave., she was 

even more uncertain. 
But when Customs men 
in Dhahran made room 
for her kids to hug their 
father Norm, she knew 

she was “home.” 
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“Ahlan wa‘ Sahlan to the Hafla,” say 2016 Annuitants Reunion hosts 
Christien and Rob Petrie, who invite one and all to attend the 30th biannual 
gathering for retirees and family members Oct. 24-27 in Monterey, Calif.

“As we heard in Orlando in 2010, hafla
means a friendly gathering, a party, a 
celebration of family and friends. We plan to 
continue the traditions of the past 29 Annui-
tants Reunions in that spirit and also give you 
the opportunity to sample some of the history 
and beauty that is the Monterey Peninsula.”

The Hyatt Regency Monterey Hotel & 
Spa (http://monterey.hyatt.com) reunion venue 
is nestled in 22 acres of soaring Monterey 
pines on the Del Monte Golf Course, “provid-
ing the quintessential Monterey experience,” 
say the hosts, who retired in 1999. The 
room-reservation response has been “excep-
tionally good,” they note.

The reunion-registration brochure, which 
includes a mandatory two-dinner/two-break-
fast package, is available at the AramcoEx-
pats website: http://www.aramcoexpats.com/
events/2016-aramco-annuitants-reunion.
aspx. Information about the customary 
bridge and golf events is included.

 In addition, optional tours to nearby 
attractions are being arranged. There will  
also be a Sidelines/Exhibitions area and 
simulated sports games, and representatives 
from ASC Benefits, Aetna, AON-Hewitt and 
Vanguard plan to attend.

The hotel is close to downtown Monterey 
and Monterey Airport, with easy access to 
some of the area’s most popular attractions. 
It offers two heated outdoor pools and a spa, 
as well as a restaurant and a patio with fire 
pits. Guests may arrive three days early and 
extend for three days after the reunion, 
beginning Oct. 27, at the group rate.

Hafla 2016 highlights include three ban-
quets with musical entertainment. The Gala 
Banquet on Oct. 25 will feature speakers 
from the company.

The following tentative, optional activi-
ties are being developed (when they are final-
ized, information will be available on the 
AramcoExpats website):         
• Whale-watching—a first-ever event for 

reunion attendees. Humpback whales, 
along with other species, typically 
transit from northern U.S. waters to the 
Baja Peninsula in Mexico in the fall.

• A tour of 17 Mile Drive inside Pebble 
Beach, past many homes built above 
the majestic, rocky coastline by 
prominent Californians over the last 
century, with short stops at locations 
such as the Pebble Beach Lodge, Seal 
Rock and Cypress Point lookout.

• A bus tour of past movie locations  
in Monterey, Pacific Grove and Peb- 
ble Beach.

• A shuttlebus trip to vineyards in nearby 
Carmel Valley.
“As Aramcons, we have shared a unique 

and rewarding experience, enjoyed extraor-
dinary adventures and made enduring 
friendships,” say the 2016 Hafla hosts. “Our 
community provides a bridge of friendship 
and understanding between the Kingdom of 
Saudi Arabia and the United States. We hope 
your visit to Monterey and our time together 
will create new happy memories.”

to HAFLA 2016
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M A I L  C E N T E R

‘Most Wonderful  
And Interesting  
Time of My Life’
November 19, 2015

NOTE: Elinor Nichols, whose husband, 
Aramco physician Roger Nichols, head-
ed the Aramco-Harvard Trachoma Re-
search field program beginning in the 
late 1950s, shared this message.

I recently read your note to Al-Ay-
yam Al-Jamilah and saw your picture 
[“Mail Center,” Fall 2015] ... [in con-
nection with the] antiquities donation 
program….

I worked for Roger as a very green 
research assistant at the Harvard 
School of Public Health from 1972 to 
1974. Roger took me under his wing 
and told me that I had real talent and 
if I “really burned the midnight oil” I 
could really do something significant.

Within two months of arriving at 
my job in Boston, Dottie McComb 
asked me to go to Dhahran where I 
spent nearly the next two years in the 
Aramco trachoma project. It was the 
most wonderful and interesting time of 
my life…. 

My experience both at the Harvard 
School of Public Health, where Dr. 
Nichols was the chair of the Depart-
ment of Microbiology and Immunol-
ogy, and in Saudi Arabia on the Tra-
choma Project with Dr. Robert Oertley 
was truly transformative. It confirmed 

for me that I was destined for a career 
in health care.

I had the good fortune of meeting 
my husband Geoff, an engineer from 
England, in Dhahran. We have been 
married for 41 years….

I got my master’s degree in Public 
Health at the University of Texas and 
then moved back to Boston where I 
spent 23 years at Beth Israel in hospi-
tal administration, moving to Boston 
Children’s Hospital in 1999.... 

My sister Joan Labas followed me 
to Aramco in 1976 when she be-
gan a 12-13 year stint as art teacher 
in the Dhahran Schools. She truly 
enjoyed her time there and actually 
met her husband there as well. He 
was working for Citibank and living in 
al-Khobar. After some time back in the 
States they returned to Riyadh for sev-
eral years and now live in Reston, Va.  

I wanted you to know how much of 
a role Roger played in my life, and how 
grateful I am that I had the opportun-
ity to work with him, to have his men-
torship, to have had the experience of 
Saudi Arabia.

Sandi Labas Fenwick

President and CEO 

Boston Children’s Hospital

300 Longwood Ave.

Boston, MA 02115

 

Remembering  
Col. Eddy
November 20, 2015

As a former Aramco geologist (1950-
1954), I was especially interested in 
the article about Col. William Eddy 
and his role in the FDR-Ibn Sa‘ud 
meetings [“FDR Meets Ibn Saud,” 
Fall 2015].

In 1954, I was awaiting word from 
Princeton University regarding my re- 
turn to grad school to study more 
geology. While I was out in the field, 
Col. Eddy appeared at the door of our 
apartment and had a brief but interest-
ing discussion with my wife Winifred. 
Apparently, he was interviewing her on 
behalf of the university to size her up 
as a potential grad student’s wife.

A short time later, when I was back 
in town, I was told by my boss O.A. 
Sager that I was invited to a party 
one afternoon at Fred Davies’s home, 
directly across the road from our 
apartment. Well, I was introduced 
to Col. Eddy and when he drew me 
aside for a chat he asked me, among 
other things, why I really wanted to 
return to grad school….

Shortly after that, I received a cable 
from Prof. Harry Hess, chairman of the 
Geology Dept. at Princeton, advising 
me that I had been accepted. And that 
began another chapter in our lives.

My family then consisted of my 
wife, a three-year-old daughter Sheryl 
and two-month-old son, George. From 
Princeton I went to work for Mobil  
Oil at the exploration-production cen- 
ter in Dallas, and eventually back to 
operations in Libya, Dallas, Norway 
and New York.

I never heard again from Col. Eddy, 
but I followed his career from a distance 
whenever he was in the public eye.

Charles W. “Bill” Brown

1415 Campbell Dr.

Pisgah Forest, NC 28768-9614

cwbrown2@comporium.net
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Sandi Labas, left, assists as Aramcon 
Alice Smith takes conjunctival scrapings 
from the eyes of a resident of al-Malla-
hah in the Eastern Province in 1972.

Bill Brown lugs tripod, mapping table
and alidade.

Sandi Labas Fenwick poses with a 
patient at Boston Children’s Hospital.



4 Al~Ayyam Al~JamilahS P R I N G  2 0 1 6

M A I L  C E N T E R

‘D.C. Weekend’  
Story Appreciated
November 25, 2015

I enjoyed the article about the D.C. 
weekend [“Aramcons Welcome King 
Salman to Washington, D.C.,” Fall 
2015]. Even though we did not get to 
see the king it was a great event. My 
friend Barbara Pittet, who was an inpa-
tient supervisor at al-Hasa Clinic from 
1990 to 1998, met her former boss, 
Eileen Pouliot, and I enjoyed seeing 
people I’d met at the reunion. And of 
course I was pleasantly surprised to see 
a write-up about me [“McGreal Shares 
Saudi Experiences”]. 

Evelyn McGreal

emmcgrl@gmail.com

‘Wow!’ says 
Grandson
December 4, 2015

Thank you for the article about our 
trip to D.C. And thank you for put-
ting in the photo of my brother Terry, 
nephew Curt and me…. My grand-
son was more than impressed that 
my picture was really in a magazine. 
Wow! Believe me, at age 11, I need all 
the help I can get to impress this boy. I 
was impressed that I was quoted!

The “In Memoriam” piece on my 
sister, Mollie Brooks, was very well 
done, too. We appreciate that; it 
covered her many years in Arabia. I 
remember her saying that when she 
met King Abdullah [in 2008], she had 
rehearsed what she wanted to say to 
him in Arabic, but when she took his 
hand she burst into tears. Guess you 
know what the Kennedy girls have in 
their hearts.

Kathryn “Katie” Kennedy Dewey

kathryndewey46@gmail.com

NOTE: As children, Katie, Mollie and 
Terry Kennedy met King Abdulaziz when 
he came to Dhahran in 1947. They met  
King Abdullah in 2008 when the com-
pany celebrated its 75th anniversary, 
and Katie and Terry met King Salman in 
Washington, D.C., in September.

‘Old Guy’ on Cover
December 20, 2015

When we picked up the Fall 2015 
“Pleasant Days” at our mailbox, Susan 
informed me that I was on the cover. I 
glanced and said, “That can’t be me—
that is an old person.” She said, “No, 
Myles, it’s you.” I informed her that she 
was married to an old guy….

We will al-
ways treasure 
the two invi-
tations—to 
the 75th an-
niversary in 
Saudi Arabia 
and the 
welcome 
celebration 
for King 
Salman. It’s 
wonderful 
to see old 
friends. We 

are at an age that some are too ill to 
travel or are passing away. So when we 
are able to meet these friends again, it 
is truly treasured.

Myles Jones

mdjonesgv97@att.net

Looking for  
Audrey King
December 28, 2015

I worked for AOC for 37 years, 
from 1956 through mid-1993. I also 
worked in Saudi Arabia for the Stan-
dardization Div., which was headed 
by James Milne in 1969 and where I 
met Mrs. Audrey King, born May 29, 
1939, the same as me. All the people 
I met were very friendly and helpful. 
I would appreciate it if you can give 
me the addresses of both.

Somewhere around 1975 the com- 
pany decided to purchase Fokker 
Friendships, which I did as you can see 
from the picture.

Ger Neufeglise

gerwilneufeglise@tele2.nl

 

Brat Seeks Help  
On Family History
January 14, 2016

I’m an Aramco Brat (DH73), the daugh-
ter of Joseph Testarmata and Beatrice 
Burton, employees from 1953 to 1984.

Thank you for the excellent retire-
ment publication. I so enjoy reading 
through it. As most of the reunions 
are in the south, I don’t attend. (I’m in 
the San Francisco Bay Area.) Thus, this 
magazine is my primary current link to 
my original identity group—Aramcons.

I’m writing a family history and have 
two questions:

1. I am searching for information 
about the Italian Camp. My parents 
first arrived in Ras Tanura and my fa-
ther, being Italian, formed a close link 
with Italian Camp. Yet, I know little 
about it or about the people he asso-
ciated with. What is the best method 
by which to ask the retirement com-
munity for their memories? 

2. Aramco employed Italians in Rome 
in the 1950s. I know that my mother, a 
nurse, stopped in Rome with psychologi-
cal patients before the patients returned 
to the United States. I am searching for 
historical information about this office, 
its purpose and its employees. In par-
ticular, I am helping a colleague whose 
father, Alvise di Robilant, was employed 
by Aramco in the mid-1950s. We are 
searching for information about and 
remembrances of Mr. di Robilant.

Jan Testarmata

jan.testarmata@gmail.com

w
t
t
t

Ger Neufeglise stands left, next to  
Paul A. “Pete” Fleury, Aviation Dept. 
manager, in Amsterdam, where Aramco 
purchased seven Fokker Friendship 
airplanes—the last in 1977. Fourth 
from left is Bill van de Heyden, AOC 
Purchasing & Traffic manager, and fifth 
is Walt Beckley of the Aviation Dept.
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Traveler Reconnects  
With Sri Lanka

Retired Aramco Schools teacher and 
inveterate traveler Lou Spencer led an 
18-member Dhahran Outing Group 
tour to Sri Lanka in September. He is 
pictured (right) with part of his group 
in front of a temple in Colombo. One 
of the biggest surprises of the trip, his 
first to Sri Lanka in a decade, “was all 
the Gulf residents who were there,” 
he said. “Many of the hotels felt like 
Manama.” Spencer retired in 2007 
after a 27-year career.

‘Oldest’ Graduate Earns Ph.D. at 78; Research May Open New Oil Path

Christopher Gantela, a 78-year-old Saudi 
Aramco retiree who last year earned a Ph.D. 

in geophysics from the University of Houston 
(UH)—becoming its oldest graduate—has likely 
opened the way to finding new commercial hy-
drocarbon deposits using already available data.

Gantela received a M.Sc. degree in geology 
in 1961 at Osmania University in Hyderabad, 
India, where he planned to earn a Ph.D. When 
his advisor left, he enrolled in the University of 
Saskatchewan in Canada where he acquired 
another M.Sc.—in geophysics.

After that, “his career took off, and over the 
years he worked as a geophysicist in Canada, 
Algeria, Syria, Saudi Arabia and the United States, developing an 
expertise in processing and programming,” a UH story said.

He joined Saudi Aramco’s Seismic Data Processing Dept. in 
1990 to work on seismic-processing-software research, devel-
opment and maintenance. His wife Sarojini worked as a casual 
employee in the Power Distribution Dept.

Upon retirement in 1997, the couple moved 
to Houston where Gantela joined a software-
development firm. He never gave up his dream 
of earning a doctorate, however, and started 
taking UH classes to retool his academic skills.

 In 2004, Gantela began Ph.D. studies involv-
ing data acquired off the coast of Los Angeles 
that had proven difficult to analyze. A new 
processing technique turned out to be a break-
through tool, enabling the mapping of subsurface 
structure that hadn’t been seen in other publica-
tions using the same data in the past 30 years, 
Gantela said. His research may affect the potential 
for finding commercial hydrocarbons in the area.

Today he is continuing to do research as an adjunct professor 
in the Earth and Atmospheric Sciences Dept. at UH.

He credits his parents and the company for propelling his 
growth. “Having worked in places like Canada, the Middle East and 
the U.S.A., I always felt that my stay and work for Saudi Aramco 
stands out as best time professionally and in quality of life,” he said.

M O S A I C

Christopher Gantela

Grape Leaves Feature in  
2nd McGinley Gathering

When retired General Counsel Stan McGinley 
and his wife Peggy welcomed 89 Aramco/

ASC Retirees Luncheon Group members to the 
second annual picnic at the McGinley Family 
Ranch and Vineyards on Oct. 13, quite a few 
harvested grape leaves from a neatly fenced field 
in the 350-acre spread near Houston.

Two guests, ASC retirees Markey Howell 
and Najwa Hajjar, got together for lunch early 
in November to sample freshly made stuffed 
grape leaves from the harvest, along with 
other dishes Hajjar prepared. 

Remarkably, she had frozen the leaves, then 
got them out of the freezer, put them in hot 
water and—voila!—they were stuffably soft.

She used a special Lebanese stuffing made 
of rice, tomatoes, onion, parsley, lemon juice, 
olive oil, salt and pepper, but generally fol-
lowed the recipe at: http://toriavey.com/toris-
kitchen/2011/10/vegetarian-stuffed-grape-
leaves/?recipe_print=yes. But the secret to 
making good stuffed grape leaves is “practic-
ing,” says the native of Lebanon.

Her parents were both good cooks, so cook-
ing came naturally to her, and so did preserving 
grape leaves.

“Before the war in Lebanon, we owned a 
large piece of land filled with olive trees and a 
lot of grape plants,” she says. “So you learn to 
preserve the leaves in a way for different seasons 
and make the best out of them.”
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TOP: Markey Howell (foreground) and 
Najwa Hajjar harvest grape leaves at the 
McGinley Family Ranch and Vineyards. 
Hajjar turned them into part of a lovely 
repast a month later. 
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Couples Mark ‘50s’ in Holland; on High Seas
EPE ,  THE  NETHERLANDS—Harry and 
Claire Hoeksema celebrated a belated gold-
en wedding anniversary Sept. 26 in their 

hometown, 
with family 
members and 
friends includ-
ing fellow 
Dutch Taplin-
ers Janny, 
Monique 
and Arleen 
Slotboom.

Hoeksema 
was assigned 
to the Qarya-
tain pump 
station in 
Jordan in 

1962, a year after he joined the Trans-
Arabian Pipe Line Company, when he 
met Claire in Amman. It was love at first 
sight. “I kept visiting until we got en-
gaged and married in Amman on June 
20, 1965,” he says. 

Later, his sister visited Amman and 
married Claire’s brother. 

The Hoeksemas have two children, 
Rita, born in 1968, and Robert, born in 
1970. They left Tapline in 1974. 

CARNIVAL 
MAGIC—
Bill and 
Judy Walker 
celebrated 
their 50th 
wedding 
anniversary 
in Decem-
ber, taking 
a Caribbean 
cruise with 
four “kids” 
and spouses 
and 11 out 
of a dozen 
grandchil-
dren. They were married Aug. 21, 1965, 
but December was the best time for the 
most family members to get together, 
Judy said.

Bill joined the company in Houston 
in 1977 and the Walkers transferred to 
Dhahran in 1979. He retired in 1995 as 
corporate advisor, Personnel Policies, 
Employee Relations Policy and Planning. 
Judy worked as a casual employee in 
the Headquarters Library and the Recre-
ation Library.

They live in Austin, Texas.

Bill and Judy Walker 
(bottom center) and clan

Teacher Wins  
Honorary 
Doctorate

Pete Ballard, who 
taught English at the 

Abqaiq Industrial Train-
ing Center from 1959 
to 1967, won a new 
accolade for his work in 
education and the arts 
when he received an 
honorary doctorate in the humanities from his alma mater, Con-
cord University, in Athens, W. Va., on Dec. 12. The 1953 gradu-
ate received the degree for “exemplary personal and professional 
accomplishments.”

Dr. Peter Viscusi, Concord vice president and academic dean, 
said Ballard, who lives in Peterstown, W. Va., brings to his commu-
nity a “unique blend of culture, creativity and friendliness.”

Ballard has also won the Award of Merit from the North 
Carolina Historic Preservation Society and a Golden Globe 
Award from the national Retail Merchants Association for his 
costume design—a flare that he discovered making costumes 
for the Abqaiq Players.

Waine Honored  
At Parliament

Adrian Waine, who worked for the 
Photo Unit in Dhahran from 1988 

to 1995, was honored at a ceremony at 
the House of Commons in London on 
Dec. 10 for an image of a lightweight 
Formula One material that he shot at a 
plant in Nottingham, England.

The EEF (Engineering Employers’ 
Federation) Made in Britain Photogra-
phy Competition shortlisted his photo 
of a core material used in aerospace 
and Formula One assemblies in its 
professional-photographer category, 
which was sponsored by Canon. 

Waine, whose shot the cover story for 
the November-December 1994 issue of 
Aramco World, 
said he was 
“delighted” that 
his photo was 
displayed at  
the House of  
Commons.

Pilot Celebrates Centennial Year

Former Aramco pilot/
mechanic Ken Duell and 

his wife Sally held a double 
celebration Oct. 10 and 11 
to mark the couple’s 67th 
anniversary and Ken’s 100th 
birthday, respectively.

Their children, Gale, 
Mark, Ken, Jr., and Craig, 
and members of their 
families gathered at Mark’s 
home in Santa Barbara, 
Calif., to mark the days.

Duell joined Aramco in 
1947, the year he and Moe 
Morris flew the company’s 

second DC-3 aircraft to Dhahran. That same year he met and 
married Sally, an Aramco nurse. 

The total time for his flight to Dhahran, via Gander, New-
foundland; Santa Maria, Spain; Rome; Cairo; and Jiddah, was 43 
hours and 15 minutes, not much longer than it took Ken to ask 
Sally to marry him. They live in a senior center in Santa Barbara.

Ken Duell holds a photo of the Saudi 
Aramco Terminal at King Fahd Inter-
national Airport in Dammam, a gift 
from the Aviation Dept.

Adrian Waine 
smiles with his 
shortlisted “Made 
in Britain” image, 
top, at the House 
of Commons.

Pete Ballard receives his honorary de-
gree in the humanities from Concord 
University President Kendra Boggess.

Harry and Claire Hoeksema



7

Retirees Keep Credentials Polished

Two Pakistani retirees—Mohammad Riaz Baig from Islamabad 
and Iqbal Ahmed Khan from Karachi—are using the skills they 

practiced at Aramco to represent their regions or their country in 
international engineering conferences.

Baig, who retired from the Community Services Dept. (CSD) 
in Abqaiq in 2011 after a 33-year career, kept his membership 
in American Society of Heating, Refrigerating and Air Condition-
ing Engineers (ASHRAE). He was elected president of ASHRAE’s 
Northern Pakistan Chapter for 2015-2016.

In October, he attended the two-day ASHRAE “Region at 
Large” Conference in Istanbul. Khalid A. Mulhim, from CSD 
in Dhahran and region-at-large vice chairman, also attend-
ed. As well as tackling technical questions, the conference 
“provided an opportunity for friends to meet and share 
good memories,” he said.

Khan attended the three-day 109th Annual Sessions of 
the Institution of Engineers Sri Lanka (IESL) in October in 
Colombo as a representative of the Institution of Engineers 
Pakistan (IEP). He retired in 2006 as a supervisor in the Ras 
Tanura Producing Dept. after a 30-year career. 

“It was an honor” to be part of the five-man IEP team 
invited to the conference, Khan said.

Anas Arif Weds in Karachi

Anas Arif, the son of retiree Arif Qamar and Mrs. Sohaila Arif, 
married Dr. Afshan Rizwan at a ceremony attended by many 

retirees and current Aramcons in Karachi on Aug. 5. A number 
of guests came from the United States and Saudi Arabia.

The groom graduated from Abqaiq Academy in 2002. He 
earned a bachelor’s degree in marketing from Iqra University in 
Karachi in 2011 and is a senior manager for Logicose there.

The bride graduated from Sindh Medical College in Karachi in 
2013 and recently completed her residency at Jinnah Hospital there. 

The groom’s father is a member of Saudi Aramco Ex-Employ-
ees Association in Karachi. He retired as senior planner, South-
ern Area Community Services, in 2010 after a 32-year career.

Geezers’ Party Planned  
For San Antonio

“Remember the Alamo!” That’s one of the 
watchwords for 2016 Geezers Reunion—be-

ing planned for company “kids” 60 years old and 
above in San Antonio, Texas, Nov. 6-10. 

The venue is the classic Menger Hotel, within 
shouting distance of the Alamo. Built in 1859, the 
Menger is the oldest continuously operating hotel west 
of the Mississippi, says reunion host Steve Furman.

For information about hotel reservations or the 
event in general, please contact Furman at  
stephenfurman@sbcglobal.net or 281-679-7289. 

Above: Ahmed Iqbal 
Khan stands second 
from left with fellow 
engineers from Pakistan 
and the IESL operations 
manager, third from  
left, at the IESL meeting 
in Colombo. Left: Mo-
hammed Riaz Baig, left, 
takes part in a ASHRAE 
session in Istanbul.

Anas Arif and his bride are flanked by his father and mother.  
Behind are family members Fehan, Hiba and Ishra Arif.
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early 70 guests
turned out for 
the Texas Hill 
Country 
Annuitants 

Christmas Party on Dec. 
15—the fifth annual gathering 
in the congenial Victorian ambience of the Green Pastures 
supper club.

Most attendees hailed from the Texas capital, but 
guests also came from sites such Houston, San Antonio 
and Brownwood. Along with plenty of conversation and 
laughter, door prizes including chocolates added to the fun.

A pianist from a local high school provided seasonal 
music, setting a festive tone for the evening.

“The decor, the delicious food, the 
beautiful music, the bonus door prizes 
and the warmth of being in a room with 
a bunch of Aramcons was a delight,” 
summed up Judy Walker, who attended 
with her husband Bill.

More than 50 
members of 
the Aramco/
ASC Retirees 
Luncheon 

Group gathered to socialize 
and relive old times at the 
Brae-Burn Country Club on 
Dec. 8. “Everyone enjoyed 
the delicious food,” said host 
Bill Smart. “Many first-timers 
attended, which added to the 

fun and camaraderie.”
The “longest-ago” retiree in 

attendance was Hank Barracano (1983), followed by Verne 
Stueber (1986).

The group meets monthly at venues in the Houston 
area, hosted by different members. Attendees at the 
Christmas event showed their appreciation to all the 2015 
hosts with a warm round of applause.

Retiree Deepak Bhatt brought copies of Jebel Dhahran 
and the New Saudi Generation by Walter Symonds, resident 
architect at the King Fahd University of Petroleum and 
Minerals. In a matter of minutes, the free copies were gone 
like hot bread out of the oven.

Retiree Freddie Wong explained his plans for a novel 
luncheon in February. Rather than visiting a restaurant, 
attendees would support high-school students training for 
careers in the food-service industry in nearby Spring Branch 
by dining there.

A R AMCON S

AUSTIN HOUSTON

LEFT: Fred and Martha Goff. BELOW: Bill 

and Judy Walker, hosts David and Vicki 

Jessich, and Jack and Ellen Meyer.

“Longest-ago” retiree 

Hank Barracano and 

Jude Wiggins

Back row:

Joe and Adri

Bormans,

Leonard and

Carol Gonzales,

and Mike Saw-

ran. Front row:

Stan and Peggy

McGinley, and

Linda Sawran.

Hutch and Barbara Hutchison
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Four members of the Dhahran Singles Group from
the early 1950s—Carol Keyes-Rader, Fran Grant 
and Ken and Ruth Wright—reunited for their 
annual mini-reunion Jan. 10 at the Salute Marina 
Bay waterfront restaurant. Brats Doug Grant and 

Jennifer Rader, classmates 

in Ras Tanura in the 1960s, also attended. Rader’s grandfather, 
R.L Keyes, was Aramco president from 1952 to 1957, and she 
was born in Dhahran in 1955.

The discussion quickly turned to sailing, for Rader is an en-
thusiastic sailor with a boat in Mexico and the Wrights had a 
Lightning sailboat on Half Moon Bay in 1955 that Fran Grant 
and her husband Bob had earlier owned.

Prior to the reunion, the Wrights attended the annual meet-
ing of the Institute for Andean Studies at the University of 
California-Berkeley. They discussed the paper they presented 
on the Great Inca Road and the “Inca Road” exhibit at the 
National Museum of the American Indian in Washington, 
D.C., in June.

ifty-eight former Aram-
cons gathered near 
Toronto on Nov. 21 for 
the 2nd Ex-Aramcon 
Reunion. The get-

together, organized by Farouk 
and Yasmin Khory and Wilfred 
and Jasmine Carvalho, took place 
at the Tandoori Flame Restau-
rant, where guests reminisced, 
savored old friendships and made 
new ones, while also enjoying  a 
spread of more than 150 items.

Kevin Meyers drove from 
Cleveland, Ohio, to join old 
friends from Toronto, Missis-
sauga and Brampton for the 
evening. Marina Burn, who 
lived in Abqaiq from 1986 to 
1991, spent three hours on 
public transportation to attend.

Thirty-one guests were first-
time attendees. Many were surprised to discover that so many 
fellow employees and family members lived in and around 
Toronto, and happy to make new friendships. 

Two word games with puzzles—both using the names of places in 
and around Dhahran and Saudi Arabia—engrossed attendees whose 
work to find the correct answers led them down memory lane.  

Attendees said they wished to have the 2016 reunion at a 
banquet hall or a picnic venue, and the hosts expressed their 
interest in continuing to organize the event and increase the 
number of participants from the large Aramco family.

The Dhahran Singles Group partyers, from left:  Ken Wright, Jennifer 

Rader, Ruth Wright, Fran Grant, Carol Keyes-Rader and Doug Grant.

TOP: 

Guests young  

and old with hosts 

Farouk and Yasmin 

Khory, and Wilfred 

and Jasmine Car-

valho. LEFT: Marc 

Carvalho and 

Lana Kwan and 

their prizewinning 

word puzzle.

RICHMOND
CAL I FORN IA

MISSISSAUGA
ONTAR IO
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A sprightly voiced lady who almost 
shared her laundry with King Sa‘ud 
in Dhahran celebrated her 102nd 
birthday Feb. 16 with family and 
friends in St. Augustine, Fla. 

Typically, Dorothy Voss downplayed the 
importance of her birthday. “To me, it 
was just another day,” said the wife of 
late company Treasurer Edward Voss, 
adding that she leads a “reasonably 
regular life” at a senior-citizens’ facility 
where she can entertain (she hosted 10 
friends at a party last Christmas) and 
navigate with a walker.

“I’m fortunate. I think I still have 
a few marbles left and I can get 
around,” quipped the former Dhahran 
resident who is likely the oldest Aram- 
co annuitant. 

Voss said she and her husband, who 
was treasurer from 1952 to 1973, spent 
“12 wonderful years” in the kingdom 
beginning in 1961. 

“The company was very good to us,” 
she said. “We did a lot of traveling. We 
made many good friends. Those were 
fun, exciting, interesting years.”

Joyce Kriesmer made note of Voss’s 
birthday, calling her “a delightful, very 
intelligent, wonderful friend.” Kriesmer 
worked in Personnel with Voss when she 
was a casual employee there in the late 
‘50s and they stay in touch.

The Vosses met in the Treasurer’s 
Dept. at Standard Oil of New Jersey 
(now merged into ExxonMobil) where 
they were co-workers and married in 
1940. When Ed transferred to Aramco in 
1948, they moved to company headquar-
ters in San Francisco, and then to New 
York when Aramco’s offices shifted there 
in 1949.

Twelve years later, when Aramco 
moved most of its staff to Dhahran, Voss 
was not sure going there was a good 
idea. But it turned out to be “the best 
thing I ever did,” she said.

The couple’s daughters, Sandra 
and Dorrit, were in school and joined 
them during the summers. Dorrit, 
Voss’s surviving daughter, lives near her 
mother in Ponte Vedra Beach, Fla, and 

organized her birthday party. She 
is the widow of Terry McMullen, 
whose parents lived in Ras Tanura. 
They met as summer students in 
the kingdom in ‘50s and married a 
decade after her first husband had 
passed away. 

Some of the Vosses’ friends in the 
kingdom, such as Bob Brougham, CEO 
from 1969 to 1970, were old acquain-
tances. Voss, her husband-to-be and 
Brougham all joined Standard Oil of 
New Jersey in the 1930s.

Voss recalled one notable event in 
Dhahran that occurred when she accom-
panied her husband there on a business 
trip in 1954. Word came one workday 
that King Sa‘ud would be arriving at 
Hamilton House, where the Vosses 
were staying. 

“They didn’t know what to do with 
me,” Voss said. To top it off,  she added, 
“I’d just done my laundry and hung it 
out on the veranda of the second-story 
suite” that the king usually occupied.

She remained in her ground-floor 
room and the king only stayed an hour, 
so all ended well.

In Dhahran, the Vosses quickly dis- 
covered that residents had to make do 
with less than what was available in the 
United States. Long-distance phone calls 
had to be booked 24 hours in advance 
and could last only a couple of minutes—
“hardly enough time to say ‘hello’ and 
‘goodbye,’” she said. But there were 
advantages to being there, among them 
finding “everything from spools of 
thread to Arab chests” in the little shops 
of al-Khobar.

“We had to make our own pleas- 
ures,” she said, recalling “wonderful 
themed dinner parties—from luaus to 
smorgasbords” in Dhahran. “I’ll never 
forget dining on the patio in the soft 
Arabian night under millions of stars.”

The couple’s retirement story said 

her friends “are familiar with her avid 
interest in music and sewing, needlepoint 
in particular,” and that more members of 
the community knew her for her artwork 
in oils, with portraiture her specialty.

The Vosses retired to a 150-year-old 
house on the coast of Maine and she 
moved to Florida after her husband 
died in 2007. 

Voss especially values the lifelong 
friendships she and her family made 
at Aramco. Greeting old colleagues at 
reunions “was just like we had never 
left off the last sentence,” she said, 
adding that the staff at those events 
“said they never had seen so many 
people hug and kiss.”

She never returned to Dhahran, pre- 
ferring to “keep my memories of it as it 
was.” The area “was just beginning to 
change” when her husband retired, she 
said, noting that work was starting on 
the highway from Dhahran to al-Khobar, 
which had a single supermarket, in 1973.

Still, she added, “I’d like to be a bird 
and fly around and see what that place 
looks like.” 

Their house was on the fenced edge 
of Dhahran, with open desert and the 
airport beyond. “When we first came out 
there, a Bedouin with his sheep would 
go out in the morning and come back in 
the afternoon,” she remembered. “I’d sit 
on my front porch and watch him go by, 
listening to the bells on the sheep.”

W R I T T E N  B Y  
 A R T H U R  C L A R K

Opposite: Dorothy Voss and her husband 
Ed, company treasurer from 1952 to 
1973, sat for this retirement photo in 
Dhahran. Above: Today, at 102, she enjoys 
entertaining at the senior-citizens’ facility 
where she Iives in St. Augustine, Fla.

82254araD07R1.indd   11 4/6/16   3:24 PM
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pon landing March 8,“we were informed
we could not fly for 15 days,” wrote Roche-
ville. That was “discouraging news,” he said, 
for soon-to-arrive hot weather would make 
surveying flights “impossible.” He blamed 
the grounding on the need to notify “all the 
Bedouins of our coming, so that we might go 
about our work unmolested.” While waiting 
to get back into the sky, the two contractors 
whiled away their time in the tiny fishing port 
and got their gear ready to go.

“Our supplies arrived, some in good con- 

dition and others in bad,” Rocheville wrote. Items included 1,000 
five-gallon tins of aviation fuel, along with motor oil and spare 
parts, shipped from San Pedro, Calif., to Bahrain. The last leg 
of the journey to Jubail, “in native boats having no facilities for 
handling…heavy cases,” was the roughest.

When not readying matériel, Rocheville and Kerr were occupied 
learning about their Saudi hosts’ way of life. Indeed, the Fairchild 
copilot seemed as interested in the culture of his new home as in 
the job he’d come to do: More than half of Rocheville’s 36-page 
memoir, and an equal portion of a film script derived from it, is 
devoted to describing the people, places and history of the land in 
which he had landed.

PPPPPPPPPPAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT  IIIIIIIIII   OOOOOOOOOOOOFFFFFFFFFFF TTTTTTTTTTTHHHHHHHHHHHEEEEEEEEEEEE SSSSSSSSSSSSSSTTTTTTTTTTOOOOOOOOOORRRRRRRRRRYYYYYYYYYYY AAAAAAAAABBBBBBBBBBBOOOOOOOOOUUUUUUUUTTTTTTTTTTT  TTTTTTTTTHHHHHHHHHEEEEEEEE  CCCCCCCCCCCOOOOOOOOOOOMMMMMMMMMMMMMPPPPPPPPPAAAAAAAANNNNNNNNNNNNYYYYYYYYY’’’SSSSSSSSSS FFFFFFFFFFIIIIRRRRRRRRRRRSSSSSSSSSTTTTTTTTT SSSSSSSSSSSUUUUUUUUURRRRRRRRR-------
VVVVVVVVVVVVEEEEEEEEEEEEYYYYYYYYYYYY   PPPPPPPPPPPPLLLLLLLLLLAAAAAAAAAAAAANNNNNNNNNNNNEEEEEEEEEEEE,,,,,,,,  TTTTTTTTTTTTHHHHHHHHHHEEEEEEEEEEE FFFFFFFAAAAAAAAAAAIIIIIIIIRRRRRRRRRRRRRCCCCCCCCCCHHHHHHHHHHHIIIIIIIIIILLLLLLLLDDDDDDD  777777777111111,,,,,   EEEEEEEEEENNNNNNNNDDDDDDDDDEEEEEEEEEEDDDDDDDDDD IIIIINNNNNNNNNN EEEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRLLLLLLLLLLLLYYYYYYYYY MMMMMMMMMMAAAAAAAARRRRRRCCCCCCCCHHHHHHHHH

111111111999999999993333333333444444444 WWWWWWWWWWWIIIIIIIIITTTTTTTTHHHHHHHHH PPPPPPPPPIIIIIIIIILLLLLLLLLOOOOOOOOOOOTTTTTTTTTT//////////GGGGGGGGGGEEEEEEEEEOOOOOOOOOOOLLLLLLLLLLLOOOOOOOOOOOOOGGGGGGGGGIIIIIIISSSSSSSSSSTTTTTTTTTTT//////////PPPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHOOOOOOOOOTTTTTTTTTTTOOOOOGGGGGGGGGGGRRRRRRRRRRRRAAAAAAAAAPPPPPPPPPHHHHHHEEEEEEEEERRRRRRR RRRRRRRRIIIIICCCCCCCCHHHHHHHHHAAAAAAARRRRRRRRDDDDDDD CCCCC...
““““““DDDDDDDDDDIIIIIIICCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKKKK”””””””  KKKKKKKKKEEEEEEEEEEERRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR AAAAAAAAAANNNNNNNNNDDDDDDDDDD CCCCCCCCCCCCOOOOOOOOOOOPPPPPPPPIIIIIIILLLLLLOOOOOOOOTTTTTTTTT//////////MMMMMMMMMMEEEEEEEECCCCCCCCCHHHHHHAAAAAAAANNNNNNNNNIIIIIICCCCCCCCC CCCCCCCHHHHHHHHHHAAAAAARRRRRRLLLLLLLEEEEEEESSSSSSS FFFFFFFF...  RRRRRRRROOOOOOOCCCCCCHHHHHHHHEEEEEE----

VVVVVVVVVIIIIIIILLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLEEEEEEEE  WWWWWWWWWAAAAAAAAIIIIIIIITTTTTTTIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGGGGGG TTTTTTTTTOOOOOOO SSSSSSSSSSSSTTTTTTTTTTAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRTTTTTTTTTT WWWWWWWWWWOOOOOOOOORRRRRRRRKKKKKKK  FFFFFFRRRRRRROOOOOOOMMMMMMMMM JJJJJJJJUUUUUUUBBBBBBBBAAAAAAAAIIIIIIIILLLLLLLLLLLLL.... TTTTTTTTHHHHHHEEEEEEIIIIIIRRRR TTTTAAAAAASSSSSSSKKKKK:::::
TTTTTTTTTTOOOOOOOOOO  MMMMMMMMMMAAAAAAAAAAPPPPPPPPPPP TTTTTTTTTTTTHHHHHHHHHHEEEEEEEEEEEEE HHHHHHHHHHHHHUUUUUUUUUUUUUGGGGGGGGGGGEEEEEEEEEEE  CCCCCCCCCCOOOOOOOOONNNNNNNNNNCCCCCCCCCCEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSIIIIIIIOOOOOOOOOOONNNNNNNN GGGGGGGGGGRRRRRRRRAAAAAAAANNNNNNNTTTTTTEEEEEEEEDDDDDDD TTTTTTTTTTOOOOOOOOOO  SSSSSSSSSSSSTTTTTTAAAAAANNNNNNNNDDDDDAAAAAARRRRRRDDDDDDD OOOOOOIIIIILLLLL

OOOOOOOOOOFFFFFFFFF CCCCCCCCCCAAAAAAAAAALLLLLLLLLLIIIIIIIIIIFFFFFFFFFFOOOOOOOOOORRRRRRRRRRNNNNNNNNNNNNIIIIIIIAAAAAAAAAA ((((((((((SSSSSSSSSSSOOOOOOOOOCCCCCCCCCAAAAAAAAAAALLLLLLLLL)))))))))))......  TTTTTTTTHHHHHHHHHHHEEEEEEE SSSSSSSTTTTTTTTTOOOOOOOORRRRRRYYYYYY RRRRRRRRRRREEEEEEEELLLLLLIIIIIEEEEEESSSSS LLLLLAAAAARRRRRRGGGGGGEEEEELLLLLYYYYY  OOOOONNNNN
PPPPPPPPPAAAAAAAAAAPPPPPPPPPEEEEEEEEERRRRRRRRRRSSSSSSSSSS  AAAAAAAAAAANNNNNNNNNNDDDDDDDD  PPPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHOOOOOOOOOOTTTTTTTTTTOOOOOOOOOSSSSSSSS  TTTTTTTTTTHHHHHHHHHHHHAAAAAAAAAAATTTTTTTTT  SSSSSAAAAAAUUUUUUUUDDDDDDIIII  AAAAAARRRRRRAAAAAAAMMMMMMMCCCCCCOOOOOOOO PPPPPPPIIIILLLLLOOOOOOTTTTTTT CCCCCOOOOOOOUUUUUUURRRRRTTTTTTTT

GGGGGGGGGGGGUUUUUUUUUUUNNNNNNNNNNNNNNDDDDDDDDDDEEEEEEEEEERRRRRRRRRRSSSSSSSSSOOOOOOOOOOONNNNNNNNNN  DDDDDDDDDIIIIIIIIIISSSSSSSSSSCCCCCCCCCCOOOOOOOOOOVVVVVVVVVVEEEEEEEEEEERRRRRRRRRREEEEEEEEEEDDDDDDDDDD...... TTTTTTTTTHHHHHHHHHEEEEEE AAAAAAARRRRRRCCCCCCHHHHIIIIIVVVVVVVVVVEEEEEE WWWWWWWWAAAAAASSSSSS  “““““AAAAAAMMMMMMMAAAAAAZZZZZZIIIIIIINNNNNGGGGGG,,,,,”””””
GGGGGGGGGGUUUUUUUUUUNNNNNNNNNNDDDDDDDDDDDDDDEEEEEEEEEEERRRRRRRRRRRSSSSSSSSSSOOOOOOOOOOONNNNNNNNNNN  SSSSSSSSSSAAAAAAAAAAIIIIIIDDDDDDDDDD,,,,,,,  OOOOOOOOOOFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFEEEEEEEEERRRRRRRRRIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGGG IIIIIIIIINNNNNNNSSSSSSIIIIIIIGGGGGGHHHHHHTTTTTTTTSSSSSSS IIIIIIIIINNNNNNNTTTTTTTOOOOOOO RRRRRROOOOOOOOCCCCCHHHHHHEEEEEEEEEVVVVVVIIIIILLLLLLLLLLLEEEEE’’’’SSSSSS

LLLLLLLLLLLLLIIIIIIIIIIFFFFFFFFFFEEEEEEEEEE AAAAAAAAAANNNNNNNNNNDDDDDDDDDD TTTTTTTTTTTRRRRRRRRRRRAAAAAAAAAAACCCCCCCCCCCIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGGG TTTTTTTTTTHHHHHHHHHEEEEEEEEE SSSSSSSSSPPPPPPPPPEEEEEEEEECCCCCCCCCCCIIIIIIIAAAAAAAAALLLLLLLLLLLLLLYYYYYYY EEEEEEQQQQQQQUUUUUUUUIIIIIPPPPPPPPPPPPPPEEEEEEEEEEDDDDDDDDDDD AAAAAAIIIIIIRRRRRRCCCCCCCCRRRRRRRAAAAAAAAAFFFFFFFTTTTTT’’’’’’SSSSSSSSSS
TTTTTTTTTTTRRRRRRRRRRIIIIIIIPPPPPPPPPPP FFFFFFFFFFRRRRRRRRRROOOOOOOMMMMMMMMMM NNNNNNNNNEEEEEEEEEWWWWWWWWW YYYYYYYYYOOOOOOOORRRRRRRRRRKKKKKKKK TTTTTTTTOOOOOOO JJJJJJJJUUUUUUUUBBBBBBBAAAAAAAAAAIIIIIIIILLLLLL AAAAAAANNNNNNNDDDDDDD OOOOOOOOONNNNNNWWWWWWWWWAAAAAARRRRRRRDDDDDDDD....

OOOOOFFFFFFFFFFEEEEERRRRRSSSSS IIIIINNNNNNNSSSSSIIIIIGGGGGGHHHHHTTTTTSSSS IIIINNNNNTTTTTOOOOO

Amazing

bbbbbbbbbyyyyyyyyyyy ARARARARARARARARARAA THTHTHTHTHTHTHTHTHT URURRURURURURR CCCCCCLALALALALALALL RKRKKRKRKRKRK
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“[W]e attended many teas and became
better acquainted with the Arabs and their 
country and customs,” he wrote. “The 
day’s activities began by a trek to and from 
the water well, which is about two miles 
from the village. Water is transported in 
sheepskin bags on donkeys to be sold for 

small sums to townspeople.”
There were flocks of sheep—

collected in Pied Piper fashion—to 
sidestep. A shepherd would start 
out early at one edge of Jubail with 
“dozens of black sheep” and emerge 
on the other side with a flock of 
several hundred animals, Rocheville 
reported. At the same time, camels 
were arriving from the desert carrying 
loads of brush for residents to buy. 
Women, not men, were in charge.

Jubail’s suq offered “wares … var- 
ied and interesting, though primitive,” he 
said. There were “big reed baskets of dates 
or rice, or coffee beans and coffee utensils 
such as grinders, roasters and large pots,” 
in addition to “bundles of wool Bedo tents, 
clothing and sandals, or guns of ancient 
make, some flintlocks about six feet long 
with a large knob for the butt to keep them 
from sinking into the sand while the charge 
is rammed into place.” Along with those 
were “daggers and long swords with fine 
silver work in their handles, some dating 
back hundreds of years….”

At one end of the suq lay the beach, 
“spotted with dozens of boats of many 
sizes,” among them vessels for harvesting 
pearls. Kids played a tag-like game in the 
street, except the lad who was “it” chased 
his playmates, rather than the other way 
around. Children also sold birds they had 
caught in yarn traps baited with scorpions.

Although Kerr and Rocheville had been 
grounded, they still enjoyed the local amir’s 
hospitality. Soon after arriving they found 
themselves seated in the center of a large 
room at his headquarters, dining on “a 

Saudi Aramco pilot Court Gunderson looks 
up from material related to the Fairchild 71 
that he discovered by contacting Rocheville’s 
grandson in 2004.

The Fairchild aviators got a good introduction 
to local Saudi society, including its shepherding 
culture, while awaiting permission to fly.

Facing page: Copilot Charles Rocheville might have had this view as he prepared to 
land the Fairchild 71 near the fishing village of Jubail (bottom center), Casoc’s east-
coast office, on March 8, 1934. Above: Rocheville and Richard Kerr finally took off 
again March 30, flying south toward Qatif, some 70 miles down the Gulf coast.
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whole cooked sheep, legs up” atop a huge
platter of rice, Rocheville noted.

That evening, back at the “stockade” 
that housed them and eight employees 
of the California Arabian Standard Oil 
Company (Casoc), the subsidiary estab-
lished by Socal to operate the concession, 
the pilots encountered a 300-strong camel 
caravan and watched the cameleers bed 
down the animals. 

The heavens were bright, Rocheville 
wrote: “Here the light air has no haze, and 
it appears as though one could reach up 
and pick some of the larger [stars] out of 
the sky. Nowhere else have the stars seemed 
so numerous and brilliant.”

The next morning the camels were gone, 
replaced by “women and little girls gathering 

camel dung in baskets” 
to use as fuel.

As March drew to 
a close, the flyers’ excitement rose “over 
the expectation of being the first to fly over 
this part of Arabia.” They checked their 
emergency rations (concentrated pea and 
bean soup, Newfoundland biscuits, tea, 
canned tomatoes and water—the same 
items Rocheville had taken with him on 
his trip to the Arctic with Admiral Richard 
Byrd in 1925) and, on March 30, took a 
test flight. 

They found that a two-mile-long sabkha, 
or salt flat, nearby made a fine airfield.

Then they got to work, first flying 
southwest. “As there are no correct maps 
in this territory, we had to start from a 

given point and locate our 
landmarks as we went,” Rocheville wrote. 
Seventy miles down the coast they flew 
over Qatif, blessed by freshwater springs 
“affording a wonderful oasis.”

Next came Dammam with its landmark 
Portuguese fort. Heading toward Hofuf,  
they probably passed over Jabal Dhahran, 
the site—four years ahead—of the king- 
dom’s first commercial oil well. 

After flying over al-’Uqair on the coast, 
they “soared over Hofuf and looked down 
on a city no one else had ever seen from 
the air…,” Rocheville reported, noting that 
it was “enclosed in a great double wall.” 

Above: The Fairchild 71 not only enabled Casoc to map the vast Concession 
expeditiously, but also supported exploration parties that were out in 
the field for months at a time—providing spare parts for cars, food and 
mail. Right: The plane surveyed territory in parallel strips about six miles 
wide. Initially, Kerr photographed while geologists Bert Miller and Hugh 
Burchfiel sketched the visible geology for three miles on each side. The 
vistas that spread out before them were breathtaking.
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Hundreds of Bedouin tents “surrounded
the outer walls, for it was the early part 
of the year…and desert tribes had trekked 
hundreds of miles to pay their annual tax to 
the government.”

It was just 9 a.m., but the temperature 
was rising fast, making flying tricky. “The 
heat on the sand causes very strong convec-
tion currents, and the wind, which has an 
unobstructed sweep across the desert, made 
it necessary that we take drift observations 
every 10 minutes for correct navigation,” 
he wrote.

They flew southeast to Salwa on the 
border with Qatar, and then turned around.

“Every point of interest and each vil- 
lage along this route were photographed 
and plotted on our maps,” wrote Roche-
ville. The first flight showed just why a 
survey aircraft was needed:  “There was 
nothing correct on our original charts. 
Some places were depicted as much 
as 100 miles in error. Many were not 
shown at all.”

Back in Jubail, Kerr and Rocheville 
compared notes. “[W]e realized that we 
had completed a flight over the most 
fertile part of Arabia, where water may 
be found every 75 or 100 miles, instead 
of three- or four-hundred miles as is the 
case in other parts of the country…. 
[Ensuing] flights would be over far more 
formidable territory.”

The mapping plan drawn up with 
geologists Robert P. “Bert”  Miller and 
Hugh L. Burchfiel called for surveying 
the territory in parallel strips about six 
miles wide. Miller was onboard on all the 
flights the first season and Burchfiel came 
along on many.

Initially, Kerr and Rocheville were told 
to steer clear of the interior and not to use 
the radio. Once radio transmissions were 
allowed, they reported their position to 
Jubail every half hour.

While Kerr photographed, Miller or 
Burchfiel used drafting boards to sketch 
the visible geology and terrain for three 
miles on each side of the plane. Along with 
surface structures that might point to oil 
deposits, they located waterholes, camel 
trails and settlements. After each flight 

a traverse map was made to show the 
plane’s route. The most interesting features 
were noted and photographed to become 
part of mosaic maps.

During the first season of work, Kerr  
and Rocheville flew the little plane 
thousands of miles, surveying a vastly 
larger area than ground-based geologists 
could have covered in years. By June the 
Fairchild team had photographed and 
mapped the coast from Safaniya in the 
north to below Safwa, and from Jabrin on 
the edge of the Rub‘ al-Khali to al-Safa. 
“All of the production areas that the 
company would bring in in its first 10 
years in existence were seen and noted by 
the plane party in 1934,” Socal reported.

“We were the ‘microscopic’ eye for 
them,” Rocheville said, “picking out 

points of interest for closer observation…, 
thus eliminating months of traveling over 
absolutely worthless wastes.” 

The work was not as cut and dried as it 
sounded, however.

“Flying low for a close prospective 
of the ground, we passed many Bedo 
camps with their long rows of tents facing 
Mecca” on an early trip west out of Jubail, 
Rocheville wrote. Usually, they tried to 
avoid abruptly intruding on a pre-indus-
trial society. When the plane did swoop 
down unannounced, the women below 
scattered from their tents, “while the men 
stood stone-still looking up at us.”

Rocheville thought about the secrets of 
antiquity waiting to be discovered below.

Around 100 miles out on another flight 
west “we noticed an old city to the right 

Top: Workers load aviation gasoline onto a 
truck to take into the field. Casoc shipped 
1,000 five-gallon tins of fuel from California 
to Bahrain by cargo vessel and then by local 
boats to Jubail. Right: Charles Rocheville 
(third from right) and Dick Kerr (third from 
left) posed for this photo at Jubail in the 
spring of 1934 with Casoc employees. They 
are (at left) Thomas Koch and “Soak” Hoover; 
(center) Bert Miller, Hugh Burchfiel, “Krug” 
Henry and Felix Dreyfus; (right) Allen White 
and Art Brown.T
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and changed course to cover it,” he wrote.
“Still soaring westward we passed over 
large mounds resembling the tombs of 
Bahrain. Smaller mounds were surrounded 
by rings of stones about 200 feet in diame-
ter, some having a long tail…. What a 
wealth of archaeological information 
could be extracted from such a land….”

Two-hundred miles farther out, they 
began to look for a geological ground  
party. “After five hours of flying in a zig- 
zag course, we finally located the camp 
in the lee of a small hill” and came in 
for a landing, Rocheville noted. “Our air 
wheels bounced us safely over the rocks 
and sand…, and before we knew it the 
ground party rolled alongside” in cars. 
The camp held two geologists, a dozen 
soldiers, a guide and a cook—all happy  
to see them.

Using the Fairchild to ferry in supplies 
such as spare parts for cars, along with 
food and mail for the prospectors, firmed 
up Casoc’s exploration foundation.

As the sun sank under the tail of  
the plane on the return to Jubail that  
day, “we could see the small brush fires 
burning in front of Bedouin tents...,” 
Rocheville noted. “[W]e hoped the  
lights of a car would be turned on the 
homemade field before night fell, complet-
ing in one day a thousand miles of travel 

that would have required months of camel 
train intensified by extreme hardships.”

That’s not to say there weren’t dangers 
connected with flying. As summer ap- 
proached, the mercury climbed. Takeoffs 
and landings tested the pilots’ skills.

“The heat was causing downdrafts 
from all sides, and a ticklish bit of flying 
was required to get us out of the hollow 
[of a distant camp]…,” Rocheville wrote. 
“Flying high we avoided most of the rough 
weather and made good time to Jubail,” 
but they found the airstrip covered by 
people and animals and had to circle until 

it cleared. “This experience made us realize 
the danger we had faced in landing at 
Jubail on days when the dust storms had 
narrowed our visibility to 200 feet.”

“Flights were made…in all directions 
across the desert from Jubail and in 
fan-shaped areas from the camps of the 
field parties,” he noted. Thirty-two trips 
accounted for 200 hours of flying, almost 
all using instruments to keep on course.

Kerr and Rocheville undertook a rescue 
mission late that season to find a field par- 
ty that had been out of touch far to the 
south for several weeks. “[W]e decided to 

risk one more airplane trip and 
search for them,” wrote Roche-

Two cultures and two formal-
dress poses: Charles F. Rocheville 
served as a pilot in the U.S. Navy 
during World War I and reenlisted 
during World War II; in between, 
in 1934, came his first stint as an 
aviator in Saudi Arabia. Below: 
Rocheville’s grandson, Charles 
H. Rocheville, still has the pilot’s 
flying gear.

While valuable for supplying field parties 
and Fairchild airbases in the interior, camels 

sometimes got in the way when the pilots 
were trying to land.
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ville. “The temperatures were ranging over 
120° F., and the wind and haze obliterated 
the horizon. Leaving at sunrise, we climbed 
to 1,000 feet, at which the thermometer 
read 132° F….

“After six hours of crisscross flying 
over the district in which the camp was 
supposed to be located, a dust storm 
completely blotted out our vision. It was 
so hot that one’s eyes stung. The glare 
was terrific….” They failed to find the 
field party and finally returned to Jubail. 

Thankfully, word came by camel a 
week later that the team was on the way 
home. And soon it was time for Roche-
ville to go home, too. He’d fallen ill and 
suffered an injury, so his work in Saudi 
Arabia was cut short. 

Rocheville was almost mum about his 
return to the United States. He wrote only 
that he departed by jolly boat for Bahrain 
late one night.

Wallace Stegner shed a little light on 
that in his book Discovery! After noting 
that the Fairchild had been hangared, 
its wings folded, to “sleep the summer 
through,” he wrote that Rocheville, 
“already sick, was hurt on a rough drive 
while looking for a landing field near 

Jabal Dhahran, and had to be shipped to 
Bahrain on the first of June.”

“The missionary hospital there, un- 
able to do as well by him as it wanted 
to, advised him to go to London by an 

Imperial Airways 
Hannibal,” Stegner 
said. Notably, that 
flight back across 
the Middle East (on 
the “Hadrian,” not 
the “Hannibal”), 
via Basra, Baghdad, 
Gaza and Cairo, 
virtually reversed 
the route Roche-
ville and Kerr had 
followed earlier 
in the year. He 
didn’t depart from 
Bahrain until June 
22, arrived the same 
day in Cairo and 
left June 25.

His passport 
contains visas for 
Iraq, Palestine and 
Egypt, each with a 
handwritten note 
from the British 
political agent in  
Bahrain.

Kerr continued 
work detailing the 
Dammam Dome, 
this time on the 
ground using the 
special Fairchild 
camera. Then geolo-
gists Schuyler B. 
“Krug” Henry and 
J.W. “Soak” Hoover built a cairn of rocks 
at the spot to drill the first well. Of course, 
that started a whole new story—one in 
which Rocheville and Kerr also played roles.

Kerr teamed up with copilot/photog-
rapher Joe Mountain and mechanic Russ 
Gerow to fly the Fairchild in the fall of 
1934 and again in spring of 1935, after 
which the plane was mothballed. Its final 
fate is unknown. 

Kerr joined Casoc in 1937 and retired 
from Aramco’s New York office in 1957.

Rocheville reentered the Navy in World 
War II, but was released from active duty in 
August 1945 to work on the aerial survey 
for the strategic Trans-Arabian Pipeline, 
running from the Gulf to the Mediterranean 
Sea. In his request to the Navy for “early 
readjustment” to take the job, Rocheville 
said the assignment “entails considerable 
personal adjustment in connection with...
establishing…a complete aerial transpor-
tation system and photographic survey 
for the Standard Oil Company in Saudi 
Arabia” based on “previous experience 
in the area, tribal contacts made” and an 
understanding of Islam and local customs.

In December 1945 he joined Aramco 
to “handle … air transportation” at the 
Dhahran Airport, The Arabian Sun reported.   

In the penultimate issue of the year, the Sun 
reported the successful test flight of the Fred 
Davies, a Norseman named after Aramco’s 
president, with Rocheville at the controls. 
He had looked after every “bolt and nut” of 
the plane’s assembly at the Dhahran Airport, 
the story said.

Like the Fairchild, the plane would be 
used in operations “out into the desert 
and places that will take few hours, but 
would take days by automobile.” It would 
also be used by members of management 
“who have to make rush trips to Riyadh, 
Jeddah, Abadan, Bahrein, etc.” 

Flying the enterprise into a new era of 
operations was a fitting cap to Rocheville’s 
pioneering career in the kingdom. 

Rocheville posed with the Fred Davies, a 
Norseman aircraft named after Aramco’s 
president, in 1945. He joined Aramco in 
Dhahran that year and test flew the plane 
after overseeing “every nut and bolt” in its 
assembly there—a first for the company.

In June 1934, Rocheville received visas in 
Bahrain to travel back across the Middle 
East to the United Kingdom, en route to the 
United States, to be treated for an injury he 
suffered on the ground while scouting for a 
landing site near present-day Dhahran.
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he tested
travelers—
Karen led 
trips to Iran, 

Afghanistan, 
the Indian subconti-
nent and Iraq dur- 
ing the couple’s 
quarter-century with 
the company, often 
accompanied by Bill—
found themselves in 
a new world at the 
largest camp of its 
kind in Europe. Until 
February, when the 

Balkan states began closing their 
borders, it was a key passage point 
north for people fleeing from conflict 
and hardship in places such as 
Syria and Afghanistan.

The Irwins carried duffel bags 
of socks with them, but one of the 
greatest needs they discovered was 
for more volunteers, especially Arabic 
translators, at the camp.

During their eye-opening, often-heart-
rending stay, the Irwins delivered socks 
from Wisconsin, plus those collected by 
their daughter Chandra and her family 
in Sarajevo, Bosnia-Herzegovina, where 
she is an officer at the U.S. Embassy. 

The Irwins’ three grandchildren 
had opened a drive to collect socks for 
refugees at their school in Sarajevo in 
November and also collected donations 
from other places in the city. That 
struck a chord with Karen and Bill, 
who had been searching for a way to 
respond to the refugee crisis unfolding 
in the region. So they began their own 
drive to gather socks and winter cloth- 
ing, and matched a planned visit to 
their daughter’s family with a new goal: 
to deliver the donations themselves.

Karen thanked “Socks for Kids” 
donors after she and Bill returned 
to Wisconsin in January. “Because 

R e t i r e e s  B i l l  a n d  Ka r e n  I r w i n  s p e n t  t h e  e n d  o f  2 0 1 5  f a r  a wa y 
f r o m  t h e i r  h o m e  i n  s o u t h e a s t e r n  W i s c o n s i n ,  vo l u n t e e r i n g  a t  a 

m a j o r  r e f u g e e  t r a n s i t  c a m p  a t  S l a vo n s k i  B r o d ,  C r o a t i a .
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Exhausted asylum seekers including many Syrians were passing through Slavonski 
Brod at the rate of four trainloads daily—each with up to 1,200 passengers—at the 
end of the year.

Retirees Bill and Karen Irwin carried duffle bags 
of donated clothing to help meet the needs of 
refugees at the transit camp at Slavonski Brod, 
Croatia, in late December. On the border with 
Bosnia-Herzegovina, it had served more than 
half a million refugees by the end of 2015. Traffic 
slowed to a trickle in March as Balkan countries 
blocked the flow of refugees from the south.
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TOP: Volunteers help distribute clothing 
to refugees. ABOVE: Karen and Bill Irwin 
arrived Dec. 27 and stayed two days. They 
left “amazed” at the dedication of the aid 
workers who labor for months at the camp. 

Upon reaching Slavonski Brod, 
refugees like these children received 
a health check, a food packet and 
boots, socks and a hat and scarf, 
as needed. Tents were available 
for overnight stays, and for those 
who were too ill—or pregnant—to 
continue. At least six babies were 
born there from November through 
early March.
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LEFT: The Irwins brought 567 pairs of socks from donors in the United 
States, supplemented by winter boots that they purchased with monetary 
donations. ABOVE: A young refugee shelters under a sleeping bag in 
subfreezing weather as he waits for friends.
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lotys have been Poland’s 
currency since 1496. 
Their value has fluctu-
ated over the years, but 
when my husband Bob 
and I visited Warsaw from 

London last spring they were worth about 
26 cents, which meant that—compared to 
Western Europe—the dollar’s buying power 
was extraordinary. 

This was our second trip to Poland. 
Some 30 years earlier we’d traveled from 
Dhahran to Warsaw to find a city still en- 
veloped in the gray pall of Russian occupa-
tion, where Soviet-style apartment blocks 
and the towering wedding-cake structure 
called the Palace of Science and Culture 
vied for prominence.

The “palace” is still there, as are the 
apartment blocks, but the pall has given 
way to sunnier times. Warsaw has turned 
into a garden city, with flower-filled squares 
and tree-lined streets bordering the brand 
new office buildings and hotels that now 
dominate the skyline.  

Our hotel turned out to be a handsome 
new facility strategically located a short 
walk from the central train station, which 
we reached by rail from Chopin Airport 
for 4.4 zlotys—or about one dollar—each. 
When we arrived, two young people at the 
hotel desk were delighted to recommend 
nearby restaurants serving Polish food.

As it was getting late we decided to head 
straight for the U Szwejka restaurant, known 
for its generous helpings and low prices. Our  

dinner was certainly ample: one very large 
trout each, and even larger mounds of 
French fries, brown bead and sauerkraut, 
plus a half-carafe of Riesling. The bill was 
roughly $25 for two.  

We wondered if the zloty phenomenon 
would continue when we visited Warsaw’s 
Old Town and Royal Castle the next day.

Established in the 14th century, the Roy- 
al Castle was renovated, rebuilt and enlarged 
by king after king. When Stanislaw August 
Poniatowski (r. 1764-1795) arrived on the 
scene, he brought it into the age of gold-and-
gilt splendor, replete with crystal chandeliers, 
exquisite objets d’art and elaborate inlaid 
furniture—much of which disappeared when 
the Nazis destroyed the castle following the 
Warsaw Uprising in 1944.

A S  M O S T  A R A M C O N S  K N O W,  i t’ s  n i c e  t o  l e a r n  a  fe w  w o rd s  
o f  t h e  l o c a l  l a n g u a g e  w h e n e v e r  y o u  a re  t ra v e l i n g  a b ro a d .  

T h a t’ s  c e r t a i n l y  t h e  c a s e  i n  P o l a n d ,  w h e re  t h o s e  w o rd s  m i g h t  b e : 
d z i e k u j e  ( j e n k o o - y e a h — “ t h a n k  y o u” ) ;  p ro z e  ( P R O - s h e — “ p l e a s e” ) ; 

a n d ,  p e rh a p s  t h e  m o s t  i m p o r t a n t ,  z l ot y  ( s w i t u ) .

Z L O T Y S 
p i e r o g i e s  A N D  p o l i s h  p a l a c e s
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In fact, the Nazis did a remarkable job
of destroying almost all of what had been 
one of the most beautiful cities in Europe. 
In Stanislaw August’s time, Warsaw was 
“the Paris of the East,” a city of fine brick 
houses, tree-lined streets and delightful 
green squares. By the end of World War II  
it was mostly rubble. 

The ensuing Soviet regime did provide 
housing—in the vast grey apartment blocks 
that still dominate large parts of the capital. 
But it was not until 1971 that serious recon- 
struction began on the Royal Castle, financ- 
ed almost entirely by donations from the 
people of Poland.

Today, the castle once again reflects 
the exuberant taste of Stanislaw August,
who is remembered both as the last king of 
Poland (during his rule Poland was parti-
tioned among Russia, Germany and Austria, 
thereby wiping it off the map until 1918) 
and for the baroque refinement he brought 
to this enormous fortress and the much 
smaller Palace on the Water.

As the Royal Castle is so large, we added 

12-zloty audio guides to our 22-zloty ticket 
price. They were worth every extra zloty!

Thanks to our audio-guides we learned 
that the paintings in the famous Canaletto 
room were by Bernardo Bellotto, a nephew 
of the famous 18th-century Venetian painter 
(also called Canaletto), and that Stanislaw 
Augustus had a youthful affair with Cathe-
rine the Great of Russia—who later, rather 
unkindly, promoted the partition of Poland. 

We also discovered that in the century 
before Stanislaw August’s rule, the Polish-

Lithuanian Commonwealth comprised the 
largest country in Europe. Formally known 
as the Kingdom of Poland and the Grand 
Duchy of Lithuania, the commonwealth 
extended from the Baltic Sea to the Black 
Sea and right to the borders of Ottoman 
Turkey, which it defeated at Vienna in 1683.

After visiting the royal art gallery in 
the castle, we headed for the Old Town 
Square. Rebuilt largely on the basis of 
Belloto’s paintings, the square is a great 
favorite with tourists, who often spend 
time in its pleasant outdoor cafes before 
heading to their next stop.

In our case that was St. John’s Archca-
thedral—beautifully reconstructed on the
outside, rather plain on the inside—where 
many kings and queens were crowned 
and where Stanislaw August is buried.

A brief foray along the Royal Way, 
which connects the Royal Castle with 
Wilanow Palace (built by Jan Sobieski, 
who defeated the Ottomans at Vienna) 
concluded our visit. After a quick nap at 
our hotel we set out for our second Polish 

dinner, this time at the Zapiecek piergo house. 
Pierogies are the Polish version of 

dumplings. They can be filled with potatoes 
or cheese or meat. But the best ones are 
filled with fruit. 

Blueberry dumplings for dinner? Why 
not, at just 50 zlotys (about $12.50) for nine 
very filling pierogies.

We were still thinking of pierogies the 
next morning as we wondered how Polish 
people stay so slim. Perhaps it was all the 
walking—as in and around Lazienki Park, 

which we visited that day.
As the ticket office for the park is next 

to the famous Palace on the Water, we be- 
gan there.  

Once again, Stanislaw Augustus did not 
disappoint. This time the crystal chande-
liers reflected an architectural design that 
meant every room overlooks the estate’s 
lake. The king’s apartments on the upper 
floor overlook the larger portion of the 
lake and the back bedrooms overlook the 
smaller section of the lake, complete with 
its resident peacocks.

A short way from the palace stood 

the White House, with its own flock of 
peacocks. Built to house visiting dignitaries, 
the little White House was a study in cozy 
elegance and classic chinoiserie—intricately 
patterned ornamentation hearkening to 
Chinese motifs.

It would have been a delightful place to 
stay for several days, or even longer. But with 
only one more night in Warsaw our time was 
limited, so we continued on past the orange-
ries and through the gardens, finally stopping 
at one of the park’s delightful outdoor cafes 
to review our progress.

Was there time to visit the Museum of 
the Uprising? What about the National 
Gallery of Art or Wilanow Palace? Proba- 
bly not. But the pace of life in Poland put 
us in a positive frame of mind. 

Why rush? The sun was shining, a 
breeze was blowing and—at least for that 
moment—all was right with the world. 
Even Stanislaw August could hardly have 
asked for more.

The author admires the prp ivate apartments of King Stanin slaw August in the Palace on
thee Water. Thhhe king’s portrait hangs above herr head.d  He reeignned fromm 1764-66 1795, helpingg
to turnrrrr Warsaww into “tthe Paris ofooo  the East.”

OppO osite:t  The immpossing edifice offffo the Royal
Castle, right, dominates Castltttttttttt e SqSqSSS uara e in
Warsaw’ssss Old Town. Foundeddee  in the 14444th
century ana d destroyed during World WaWWWWWWW r II, its
focused reconstruction didn’dn t begin until the
early 1970s000 . Below: Boaters in a swan-aa prowed
gondola enjoyjj  Lazienki Parkkk lake,e whhhhhhich is
overloooooked by thee Palace on the Water.
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Both groups can
be justly proud
of their service and contributions to the
community through the decades. Their lon-
gevity reflects the continued relevance of their 
diverse programs to an ever-evolving group of 
employees and family members.

From the early years of exploration in the 
kingdom, beginning in the 1930s, Dhahran 
residents demonstrated a keen interest in arche-
ology and natural history, so it is curious that a 
self-directed group for enthusiasts did not form 
until some three decades later. A clue to the tim-
ing may lie in the opening in 1963 of the first 
Oil Exhibit Center at the rear of the Dhahran 
Dining Hall—where ANHA installed a natural 
history exhibit. 

Indeed, when ANHA’s founders held their 
first meeting on July 11, 1966, at the Oil 

Abdallah Jum‘ah and his older brother 

Jaber—who grew up in a pearling family 

in al-Khobar—were among the speakers 

at ANHA meetings in the 1980s. Here, Ab- 

dallah decks out his son Munther in the 

tools of a pearl diver’s trade, including a 

nose clip, at a talk in August 1985.

by Alison Hooker

Two of Saudi Aramco’s most popular self-directed 

groups are celebrating special anniversaries this 

year: The Dhahran Women’s Group (DWG) turned 70 

in February and the Arabian Natural History Assn. 

(ANHA) reaches the half-century mark in July. 

AAAANNNNHHHHAAAA DDDDWWWWGGGG
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Exhibit Center their stated purpose was “to 
establish and maintain an Arabian natural 
history exhibit for the educational benefit 
and pleasure of Aramco’s employees and 
families, service organizations and the 
general public.”

Many well-known Aramcons brought their 
expertise to creating the exhibit: Ibrahim Isa 
was responsible for mammals; Bill Goellner, 
birds; Fouad Saleh, fish; R.L. Peffly, insects; 
Jim Mandaville, wild plants; Hal McClure, 
rocks and fossils; Lorraine Johansen, shells; 
and Jean Dell’Oro, cultivated trees and plants. 
The founders also exhorted enthusiastic 
weekend desert travelers to donate or loan 
interesting archeological artifacts from their 
personal collections for display. 

The display opened in the oil exhibit’s 
theater in 1967 to “promote the conser-
vation of the living natural resources of 
Arabia by supporting conservation mea-
sures and by increasing public interest in 
Arabia’s natural heritage.”

ANHA quickly built a reputation for 
meetings featuring lectures by visiting 
naturalists and archeologists, programs 
on botanical and geological collecting 
techniques, and discussions about preserv-
ing what members found in the field and 
conserving plants and wildlife there. Regular 
activities included field trips, outdoor as-
tronomy sessions and exchange visits with 
other natural history groups in the region. 

A newsletter begun in 1971 provided a 
forum for members to publish findings of 
local interest. In early 1972, work began 
on an ANHA aquarium with help from the 
Dhahran Divers Club.

ANHA continues to provide an im-
portant platform for specialists to share 

their knowledge. Popular speakers over 
the years have included employees Fouad 
Saleh (insects), Abdallah Jum‘ah (the 
pearling industry), Jaber Jum‘ah (weather 
and astronomy), Rami Kamal (archeology 
and heritage) and Wyn Hughes (geology). 
ANHA’s newsletter, Makzan, features 
monthly reports from birdwatchers and 
an arborist.

ANHA has also sponsored field trips 

to places such as Oman and Morocco, 
and Jordan and Lebanon, enabling mem-
bers to compare their discoveries in the 
kingdom with those they make abroad.

ABOVE: Geologist Gus Wilson identifies 

rock specimens at an ANHA workshop in 

1975. RIGHT: Jim Mandaville identifies a 

plant for a group of ANHA members on an 

outing near Dhahran that same year.

ANHA group tours have ranged widely 

across Saudi Arabia and the Middle 

East, visiting cities with distinctive 

regional architecture—such as Abha in 

southwestern Saudi Arabia.
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As ANHA members contemplate how the 
group will mark its half-century of cultivating 
participants’ interests, the DWG has already 
celebrated seven decades of resourceful, caring 
service to the community.

One-hundred-thirty members turned out for the 
Founders’ Day event Feb. 16, held at the Dhahran 
Gardening Services Nursery under theme “Roses in 
the Desert.” The title and venue were well chosen, 
for they commemorated DWG’s contribution to 
beautifying the community through the annual Flow-
er Festival—the first was held in 1947 as a competi-
tion for the best table arrangements—and its support 
of the Garden Group before it became a self-directed 
body in its own right in 1962.

Kathryn Steenkamp neatly summed up the 
role of the organization in 2008 when, as DWG 
president, she said: “We all move on sooner or 
later. Our legacy is to leave behind a community 
that is just that little bit better or happier or more 

LEFT: DWG members performed The Basic Black 
Dress, a skit based on a script discovered in the 

group’s archive, at the 70th-anniversary Founders 

Day event. Pictured from the 19-person cast are: back 

row, from left: Heidi Williams, Sory Savage, Chanda 

Stone, Toni Warren and Rachael Stockenberger. 

Front row: Lesley Yeung, Omaria Granados and Lastri 

Sihombing. BELOW: Things were more sedate in the 

1950s. Getting to know each other at a Welcoming 

Coffee in May 1953 are: Mrs. S. M. Guth, Mrs. A. R. 

Tacconi (described as “former bachelorettes”), Mrs. 

Harry Laurent and Mrs. Walter Raleigh. 
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learned because of what we did 
within it.”

Past-Presidents Maya Taylor, Naila 
Saeed and Alison Hooker attended 
the anniversary event, with the cur-
rent president, Suzanne Parmenter. 

To mark this year’s anniversary, 
the typed names of the 80 ladies who 
attended the first large Welcome Tea 
in April 1946 by the then-Dhahran 
Women’s Club appeared in place-card 
holders on the luncheon tables.

Rania Moualla, the wife of Saudi 
Aramco President and CEO Amin H. 
Nasser, attended as guest of honor, 
representing the senior-management 
wives who took a leading role in the 
early history of the group. Munira 
Al Ashgar, the wife of retiree Sa‘ud 
Al Ashgar and a DWG member for 
more than 32 years, was honored as 
longest-serving participant.

To capture the flavor of the era 
in which DWG was founded, mem-
bers relived the elegance of early 
formal socials by wearing hats, 
gloves and pearls.

The Dhahran Jazz Combo per-
formed music from the 1940s and 
‘50s as the ladies arrived and enjoyed 
fruit cocktails and canapes on the 
lawn. Many members took advantage 
of the opportunity to record the oc-
casion at a photo booth with a back-
drop of DWG historical photos. 

DWG members under the di-
rection of Toni Warren performed 
the skit The Basic Black Dress, the 
script for which was found in the 
DWG archive and is believed to 
date from the 1970s. (The DWG 
asks past members with informa-
tion about the skit to contact the group at 
dhahranwomensgroup@gmail.com). Pro-
viding another link with the foundation 

of the organization, a performance by the 
DWG choir included two pieces from the 
1946 choir’s first program.

The DWG will continue to celebrate 

its 70th anniversary this year with spe-
cial events marking the diversity of 
Dhahran, a community now numbering 
104 nationalities. 

The cap to the DWG’s platinum-

anniversary cake was almost too 

pretty to cut.

TOP: The DWG’s longest-serving member, Munira Al Ashgar, wields a sword to cut the cake at 

the group’s seven-decade celebration. BOTTOM: The DWG choir performs in the 1950s. The first 

choir performance was Oct. 14, 1946, with Mrs. Charles Homewood as the accompanist. 
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hat was a bumpy start to
our journey to Dhahran
that had really begun a
year earlier in Bakersfield,
Calif., where my husband
Norm and I lived with
our children. After five
years of teachingf  seventh-
grade social studies,
Norm was ready to move
on. My grandparents
were on a round-the-

world cruise at the time and my grandma
sent Norm a letter most days describing

what they saw—certain that
this would inspire the children.
Little did she know how much
it inspired Norm and me.

One night while playing
bridge I met a woman who
had just returned from a
job teaching in the Marshall
Islands. She made it sound so
exciting. I discussed the possi-
bility of workingf  abroad with
Norm, who was studying to
become a counselor but liked
hearing about other options.

May 10, 1964, h a d  f i n a l l y  a r r i ve d .  M o m  a n d  D a d  d r ove  M i t c h ,  M a r y  a n d  m e  t o 
t h e  S a n  Fra n c i s c o  a i r p o r t  f o r  o u r  t r i p  t o  S a u d i  A r a b i a .  Eve r y t h i n g  we n t  s m o o t h l y  u n t i l 
we  we r e  c l o s e  t o  N ew  Yo r k ,  w h e n  t h e  p i l o t  a n n o u n c e d  t h a t  t h e  w h e e l s  wo u l d  n o t  g o 
d ow n  a n d  we  wo u l d  m a ke  a n  e m e r g e n cy  l a n d i n g .  T h e  a i r s t r i p  wa s  c l e a r e d  o f  o t h e r 
p l a n e s  a n d  t h e  f i r e  e n g i n e s  we r e  c a l l e d  o u t  o n  t h e  r u n way… .

O U R

H O M E
  

B Y  E L I Z A B E T H “Libby” M U R R E L L

Flight 
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While Mary would not be starting school
for several years, Mitch would begin kinder-
garten the next fall. If we were going to take 
such a big step, now was the right time.

We sent out 15 letters exploring various 
teaching opportunities. After being invited 
to work in several countries, Norm and I 
chose Aramco and Saudi Arabia. Norm 
traveled to Los Angeles for an interview.

The recruiters asked many questions, 
including, “Do you know the New Math?” 
Norm did and next thing he heard was, 
“You're hired.” The “math” for his new 
job sounded good, too: Aramco doubled his 
California salary.

 Norm left Bakersfield in early February 
1964 for his job in the Dhahran Schools. 
On the plane with him to New York was 
Phil Thorman, a petroleum engineer from 
nearby Taft. A day later, on the way to 
Dhahran, they met Dean Navratil who was 
joining the Aramco Dental Clinic. Those 
friendships continued while they waited for 
their families to arrive and long after that.

After saying goodbye to Norm, the kids 
and I drove home to what felt like an empty 
house. We continued with our lives, but I 
prepared for our move: The house went up 
for sale, the car went on the market and I 
made decisions on what to take and what 
to leave behind. 

In April, with those tasks completed, 
my mother came to take us to Sacramento 

for our last month with my parents. We 
bid farewell to friends and Norm’s mom 
and dad. His mother was in tears over our 
leaving, but his father understood. In 1942, 
he’d taken a similar big step when he quit 
working for Deep 
Rock Oil Company 
in Cushing, Okla., 
and moved his family 
to Bakersfield to 
work for Mohawk 
Oil Company.

 Fortunately, my 
mom and dad were 
happy about our new 
adventure. My oldest 
brother was living 
in Panama, working 
for Eastman Kodak. 
Seeing one child go 
abroad softened the 
blow of another 
moving so far away.

Still, on the way 
to the airport that 
May I began to won-
der: Was I doing the 
right thing by tak-
ing two children so 
far from family and 
friends? They were 
only four and two 
and I was a very 

young 26. I had never been east of Utah 
and Mitch and Mary had never been out of 
California. A feeling in the pit of my stom-
ach told me to stop the car and head back 
to the comfortable San Joaquin Valley.  

Hours later, as our Boeing 707 prepared 
for an emergency landing at Idlewild Airport, 
I wondered if my premonition was right. I 
was numb.

The stewardesses seated Mary between 
two men and Mitch sat between a stew- 
ardess and me. We flew around the airport 
to lighten the fuel load. Finally, the landing 
gear descended, we made a smooth landing 
and everyone clapped. I waited until all the 
other passengers were off the plane and the 
pilot helped me with the children.  

A friend was supposed to meet us, but 
she never arrived. We were on our own. 

Opposite: Libby and Norm Murrell posed for this photo at a friend’s
birthday party in Bakersfield, Calif., in 2014, fifty years after Libby flew
to Dhahran as a “very young 26-year-old” with her two children. Right:
The trio visited Aramco headquarters at 505 Park Ave. in New York and
then Central Park before catching a flight to Paris, the first leg of their
trip to Dhahran.

Opposite: Libby Murrell and her children Mary,
age three, and Mitch, five, wear their spring
finery in Dhahran in April 1965, about a year
after their “flight home.” Left: Norm Murrell
and his family enjoy a meal at the Recreation
Area patio in 1966.
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We hailed a taxi to the Park Plaza Hotel,
as instructed. My stomach was in turmoil. 
This was all new to me.

The next morning I awoke to see Mitch 
hanging out the window from our eighth-
floor room watching all the traffic. There 
was no window screen and the cars and 
honking horns were a new experience for 
him. I jumped out of bed, rushed to the 
window and pulled him away. I was so 
upset I couldn't scold him. 

To get a fresh start, we decided to take 
a walk. We walked until we found a restau-
rant for breakfast and then caught a cab 
to the Aramco office at 505 Park Ave. We 
shuttled among offices, but I never learned 
what was expected of me in Saudi Arabia. 
Then we returned to the hotel, dressed for 
our flight, left our suitcases and headed 
for Central Park to visit the zoo and the 
playground. I hoped the children would be 
tired enough to sleep on the way to Paris.

What I’d hope for worked, and the 
seven-hour flight in first class was uneventful. 
After a short layover in Paris, we traveled 
on to Rome. Poor Mary was so tired and 
confused that she cried all the way. All I 
could do was hold her and hope she would 
fall asleep.  

By the time we landed, Mary was asleep 
in her seat. The stewardess agreed to watch 
her while Mitch and I walked around the 
Rome Airport. What a new experience!  We 
didn't go far for I was afraid of getting lost. 
No one could understand me and everyone 
looked so different.  

We soon headed back to the airplane and 
were off to Athens for a short stop before 
flying to Cairo. Mary cried so much that no 
one would speak to us, but I was too tired 

to care. With each stop we 
were getting closer to Saudi 
Arabia. I turned to Mitch and 
said, “One more stop and we 
will be home. You will see 
your Daddy again.”

Cairo—was there really 
such a place? I took in the 
amazing view from the door 
of the airplane. At first I 
couldn't believe what I 
was seeing. There were no 
mountains. Never had I seen 
the sky touch the earth so 
closely. There was nothing in 
between to stop it.  

I took the children's hands 
and slowly walked down the 
stairs to the terminal in heat 
that didn’t let one breathe. 
It sapped the last little bit of 
strength I had.

Inside, we found a seat and 
made ourselves comfortable. 
We just sat and watched. 
Why did the women all wear 
black? Why were they hiding 
their babies inside those 
black gowns? The men wore 
white gowns, and they talked with their 
arms flying. 

Then it was back to the plane with new 
excitement in our hearts. I wanted to talk 
to someone about the new country and my 
new home.

“Excuse me sir, is this your first time in 
Saudi Arabia?” I asked a nice-looking man 
across the aisle.

“No, I was there on business last year,” 
he said. “Are you meeting your husband at 

the Dhahran Airport?”
“I hope he will be there. 

I won't know what to do or 
where to go if he isn't there.”

“Aramco personnel will 
see that you're taken care of 
if he is not there,” he told 
me.  “Someone will be there 
to meet you.”  

I needn’t have feared.
After 26 hours of flying, 

we finally arrived. We 
walked into the airport 
where we saw nothing but 
men in white robes who 

spoke a strange language. 
While waiting to clear Customs, the 

children saw their father, who stood out in 
his western clothes. When the Saudis heard 
Mary yell, “Daddy, Daddy,” they cleared 
a path so they could hug each other. The 
smiles on their faces were genuine and they 
allowed Norm into the baggage-claim area 
to join us.

 At that moment I knew our life among 
these people would be good. This was their 
welcome to a new American family. We 
would spend 17 years in Dhahran, learning 
many new things, watching our children 
grow up and growing ourselves—in a place 
we began calling home that day.

NOTE: After eight years with the Dhah- 
ran Schools, Norm Murrell joined Indus-
trial Relations. In 1974 he transferred as 
a recruiting advisor to Aramco Services 
Company in Houston where he helped es- 
tablish an orientation program that served 
more than 2,400 people over the next few 
years. The Murrells returned to Dhahran in 
1978 and Norm retired as a planning and 
programs analyst with Exploration in 1986. 
They live in Mariposa, Calif.

Mitch Murrell poses with his new bike and sister Mary on his sixth birthday, June
11, 1966, in front of the family’s quarters at 810J, Unit 3, in Dhahran.

This was the Dhahran Main Gate during the Murrells’ early years in Dhahran.
Shot in 1966, the photo shows a large gateway erected for an earlier royal visit.
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SHER ALI

December 6, 2015

He joined in the Photo Unit in 1973 
and retired in 1998. He was a founding 
member of the Saudi Aramco Ex-
Employees Association in Karachi and 
its first treasurer. He is survived by his 
wife, Mrs. Sabra Khatoon, sons Shahid, 
Zahid and Imran, and daughters Sha-
hida, Zahida, Rabia, Shazia and Nazia. 
Correspondence may be sent to Shahid 
Ali at 94-A, Block-6, P.E.C.H. Society, 
Karachi-75400, Pakistan.

EUNICE BANKS

December 31, 2015

Predeceased by her husband Lowell 
Banks and survived by sons Bruce, 
Steve and Gary.

POLLY BLANKENBAKER

February 9, 2016

Predeceased by her husband, retiree 
Billy Blankenbaker, and survived by 
daughters Cindy Coone, Mona Farm-
er and Dorothy Craddock, and son 
Sam. The family may be contacted 
through Smyrna Presbyterian Church, 
c/o Ann Dixon, 291 Crowder Rd., 
Madison, NC 27025.

DOROTHY CARTY BOYNTON

January 24, 2016

Predeceased by her husband, retiree 
J. Douglas Boynton, and survived by 
daughters Lisa Boynton and Sharon 
Kenny. The Boyntons lived in Dhahran 
from 1959 to 1961, then in Jiddah and 
again in Dhahran from 1963 to 1984. 
She worked as a casual employee at 
the Aramco radio station. Correspon-
dence may be sent to Sharon at 8017 
Cindy Lane, Bethesda, MD 20817.

MURRY RAY BURLEIGH

March 8, 2016

He joined Aramco in 1980 and spent 
13 years with the company as a 
maintenance foreman and planning 
programmer. He is survived by his wife 
Carlyn, son Randall, daughters Deb-
bie Burleigh Rauser, Andrea Jill Crow, 
Lisa Kae Burns and Julie Burleigh, and 
stepson Karl Stutsman. The family may 
be contacted c/o Our Lady Queen of 
Heaven Church, 3939 Lake St., Lake 
Charles, LA 70605. 

MIKE BROWN

February 2, 2016

He joined Aramco in 1973 as an electri-
cal specialist. Correspondence may be 
sent to his wife Drena at 53 Welbeck 
Ave, Hove, BN34JQ, E. Sussex, England.

LELAND E. “LEE” CARSON

October 19, 2015

He joined Aramco in 1966 and retired 
in 1987 as senior supervisor of the 
Environmental Health Section. He was 
predeceased by his wife Shirley and 
is survived by his wife Lurline, twin 
daughters Merrie Carson and Grace 
Csaszar, and stepdaughters Leslie 
Rich, Lisa Vogel and Julie Pou.

ALBERT “AL” CHRISTMAN

January 28, 2016

He joined Aramco as a lead heavy 
equipment mechanic in 1954 and 
retired as senior vocational analyst 
and supervisor of the On-Job Curri-
culum Unit in 1962. Predeceased by 
his first wife Ruth and survived by his 
wife Virginia, son Gene and daughter 
Julie. The family may be contacted c/o 
Ross, Burke & Knobel Mortuary, 2155 
Kietzke Lane, Reno, NV 89502.

JOYCE LOIS (O’REILLY) DREW

October 7, 2015

She was a secretary at Aramco’s office 
in San Francisco prior to its move to 
New York in 1949. She is survived by 
her husband Selby and children Jerold 
and Tricia.

HERTA VON MÜFFLING ELLERBE

November 24, 2015

Predeceased by her husband, retiree 
James Ellerbee, and survived by chil-
dren Helen Avalon, Elizabeth Agar 
and James Ellerbe. Born a baroness in 
Germany in 1929, she met her hus-
band in Spain in 1955 and traveled 
with him to northern Saudi Arabia 
later that decade when he joined the 
Trans-Arabian Pipe Line Company. 
They moved to Aramco in Dhahran 
in 1968. As a casual employee, she 
taught French at the Aramco School 
and then worked in the hematology 
lab at the health center. Correspon-
dence may be sent to Helen Avalon at 
HelenAvalon@cfl.rr.com.

I N  M E M O R I A M

SYED ASLAM MOHAMMAD FAZIL

January 6, 2016

He joined the Drilling and Workover 
Dept. in 1978 and retired in 1984. 
He is survived by his wife, Mrs. Talat 
Aslam, and sons Syed Muhammad 
Talha and Syed Muhammad Sarim. 
Correspondence may be sent to Syed 
Muhammad Talha at talha.syed@
artisticfabricmills.com.

EVELYN “EVE” FOREMAN

December 20, 2015

Predeceased by her husband Reuel 
Foreman and survived by children 
Patricia, Ann and Charles. Corre-
spondence may be sent to Patricia at 
3 West Milan, Bath, Maine  04530.

PHYLLIS FREEMAN

October 25, 2015 

Predeceased by her husband, retiree 
Bill Freeman, and survived by their 
children Steve and Sandy, and step-
children Mitchell and Peggy. 

MARY “PHYLLIS” FURLONG

January 18, 2013

Survived by her husband, retiree Joe 
Furlong, and children Julia, Thomas, 
Stacy and Joey. Correspondence may 
be sent to Joe at 1506 Blue Heron  
Dr., Englewood, FL 34224, or  
donjose102@aol.com.

ESTHER ANN GILLAN

January 16, 2016

Predeceased by her husband Michael 
and survived by daughters Charlene 
Ann DeMarino and Maureen Gillan-
Myer. The family may be contacted 
c/o Saint Paul’s Abbey, 289 US 206, 
Newton, NJ 07860.

MARY ANN HJELLE

February 26, 2016

Predeceased by her husband, retiree 
Rodney Hjelle, who joined Aramco 
in 1952, and survived by her sons 
Mark and Neil, who both worked 
for Aramco from the late 1970s to 
the early 1990s. Correspondence 
may be sent to Mark at 1737 Aspen 
Ln., Fergus Falls, MN 56537, or 
mhjelle2202@charter.net; or Neil at 
105 Ranch View, Boerne, TX 78006.
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HERMAN W. HOPPER, JR.
January 5, 2016

He joined Aramco in 1981 and spent six 
years in Dhahran. He is survived by his 
wife Patricia Hopper, daughters Deirdre 
“De” Hopper and Stephanie Slaughter 
and sons Trevor and Jonathan. The 
family may be contacted c/o Boone & 
Cooke, Inc. Funeral Home & Crematory, 
7671 NC Hwy 770, Eden, NC 27288.

DOROTHY KEARNEY

November 19, 2015 

Predeceased by her husband, retiree 
Benjamin Kearney, and survived by 
son Ben Kearney, Jr. and daughter 
Deborah Kearney. Correspondence 
may be sent to Ben at 16602 Lasting 
Shadow Circle, Houston, TX 77095.

EILEEN T. KURTZ

June 17, 2015

Predeceased by her husband Jack 
Kurtz, whom she met after joining 
the company as head nurse in Ras 
Tanura in 1957. She is survived by 
her children Sara, John and Dan. Cor-
respondence may be sent to Sara at 
2831 West Elm Ave., Enid, OK 73703. 

LOTTE MANDAVILLE

November 9, 2015

Survived by her husband, retiree Jim 
Mandaville, and sons Kevin, Erik and 
Peter. She was an assistant teacher 
at the Dhahran school as a casual 
employee. Correspondence may be 
sent to Jim at 11638 N. Ribbonwood 
Dr., Oro Valley, AZ  85737.
 
GEORGE MARANJIAN

February 1, 2016 

He joined Aramco as an anthropolo-
gist in the early 1950s and retired in 
1976. He is survived by his wife Rosy 
and daughters Selena and Emily. Cor-
respondence may be sent to Selena 
Maranjian at 53 Shore Dr., Barrington, 
RI 02806.

MAYA MARINOVIC

February 8, 2016

Predeceased by her husband, retiree 
B.C. Marinovic, and survived by 
children Michael, Baldo and Anne. 
Correspondence may be sent to Anne 
at 107 Dogwood Ln., Manhasset, NY 
11030.

JACKSON R. “BOB” MCBRIDE

September 16, 2015 

He was an analyst and industrial engi-
neer in Dhahran from 1955 to 1969. 
He is survived by his wife Hope, daugh-
ter Nina Myer and son Jackson McBride 
III. Correspondence may be sent to 
Nina at nlmyer999@icloud.com.

GEORGE THOMAS MCCULLEY, JR.
December 10, 2015

He worked for Aramco for 23 years as 
a chemical engineer. He and his wife 
Ruthie enjoyed gardening in ‘Udhailiyah. 
He is survived by his daughters Courtney 
and Holly McCulley. The family may be 
contacted c/o Altmeyer Funeral Home, 
Lutes & Kirby Vance Chapels, 118 Grant 
Ave., Moundsville, WV 26041.

VIRGINIA L. OLDHAM

December 9, 2015

Predeceased by her husband, pilot 
Gip Oldham.

MINA P. PLAISANCE

December 21, 2015 

Survived by her husband Edward B. 
“Ed” Plaisance, Jr., and son Edward 
B. “Ted” Plaisance III. She lived with 
her family in Ras Tanura for 23 years. 
Correspondence may be sent to Ed at 
plaisaeb@yahoo.com.

CHARLES L. RUSH

October 9, 2015

He joined Aramco 1969 and retired as 
audit manager in 1988. He was pre-
deceased by his wife Susan.

BONNIE SEIP

November 5, 2015

Predeceased by her husband, retiree 
John Seip, and survived by son John 
Seip III and daughters Elizabeth Muriel 
and Amy Marcotte. Correspondence 
may be sent to Amy at 5309 Chinn 
Chapel Rd., Flower Mound, TX 75028.

HOMER FRANCIS SMITH II
November 1, 2015 

He joined Aramco as a project manager in 
1990 and retired in 1999. He is survived 
by his wife Jean and daughter Courtney.

WILLIAM G. “BILL” STANFORD

July 13, 2015

He joined Aramco in 1977, becoming 

chief pilot. He transferred to Aramco 
Associated Company in Houston as man-
ager of Flight Operations in 1988. He is 
survived by his wife Deborah who may 
be contacted c/o The Woodlands United 
Methodist Church, 2200 Lake Wood-
lands Dr., The Woodlands, TX 77380.

DAVID L. “DAVE” STEINHEIMER

January 24, 2016

Survived by his wife Dorothy and 
children Carol, Jane and Richard. He 
retired as vice president of Industrial 
Services in 1986 after a nearly 30-year 
career. The family may be contacted 
c/o Catholic Charities Diocese of St. 
Petersburg, 1213 16th St. N., St. 
Petersburg, FL 33705.

JAMES C. STONE

September 7, 2015 

He retired as a staff engineer with Ab-
qaiq Plants Operations Engineering in 
1987 after a decade of service. He is 
survived by his wife Kathryn, sons Paul, 
Robert and James, and stepson Kurt A. 
Ruzicka. The family may be contacted 
c/o Harding Funerals & Cremations, 514 
50th St. SE, Kanawha City, WV 25304.

JOAN TESKE

January 25, 2016

Predeceased by her husband Orville 
and survived by sons Nicholas and 
Michael and daughter Karen Blue. The 
family may be contacted c/o Thomas 
Poteet & Son Funeral Directors, 214 
Davis Rd., Augusta, GA 30907.

LORETTA THOMPSON

April 2, 2015

Survived by her husband, retiree 
G.R. “Bobby” Thompson, sons Barry 
and Jick and daughter Teresa. Cor-
respondence may be sent to Barry at 
bkt2011p@yahoo.com.

JAMES TITCOMB

February 19, 2016

He joined Aramco in 1947 as an avia-
tion machinist and retired in 1978 as 
superintendent of Aviation Mainte-
nance, after serving as flight engineer 
on DC-6 aircraft from 1952 to 1960. 
He is survived by his wife Gloria and 
son James. Correspondence may be 
sent to Gloria at 7450 Stonebrook 
Parkway, Apt. 2205, Frisco, TX 75034.
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A SPECIAL AFFINITY FOR COMPANY AND KINGDOM

M ildred Logan, who died Jan. 18,
had a special link with Saudi Arabia 

and Saudi Aramco, as evidenced by the 
company event she attended in Washing-
ton, D.C., last September to honor the 
first visit of King Salman ibn Abdulaziz 
to the capital. There, Saudi Aramco gave 
King Salman a framed photograph of his 
father, King Abdulaziz, meeting Presi-
dent Franklin Roosevelt onboard a U.S. 
cruiser in the Suez Canal in February 
1945. One result of that meeting—the 
first between the countries’ leaders—
was Logan’s arrival in Dhahran in 1950 
with her husband Sam and their seven-
month-old daughter Linda.

Sam Logan, a Texas A&M graduate 
with experience in irrigation farming, was 
sent to the kingdom in 1947 by the U.S. 
State Dept. to develop al-Kharj Oasis into 

a 5,000-acre farm. Aramco 
had been involved in the 
project for several years, 
drilling wells and oversee-
ing construction of irrigation 
canals. The Texan was part of 
a four-man team charged to 
make it work.

He left in 1948, but two 
years later Aramco’s Washington office 
called to ask if he wanted to serve as the 
director of al-Kharj Farms. He did, and so 
began Mildred Logan’s affection for the 
company and the kingdom. She spent 
several months in Dhahran awaiting per-
mission to live at the farms from Crown 
Prince Sa‘ud, making friends right and 
left—among them Amy Davies (whose 
husband Fred would become CEO), 
Kathleen and Tom Barger (later president 
and CEO), John and Lola Jones, George 
and Sophia Rentz, David Dodge (later 
president of the American University of 
Beirut) and Pete Speers.

In November 1950, Logan 
got the green light to move to al-Kharj 
Farms. Among the visitors she hosted there 
were Crown Prince Sa‘ud, Indian Prime 
Minister Jawaharlal Nehru and St. John B. 
(Abdullah) Philby and his son Kim. But her 
favorite memory was visiting Riyadh with her 
husband and daughter to meet the crown 
prince in 1952, the year Sam completed his 
contract. “I found out later from our inter-
preter that the crown prince did not want to 
ask me to wear a veil so he just arranged for 
us to arrive after dark,” she said in 2004.

The Logans returned to al-Kharj Farms in 
1955, after Sam got another call from the 
Washington office, and stayed until 1959.

Mildred Logan is survived by her 
daughters Linda, Jane and Sammie. 
Correspondence may be sent to Sammie 
Wakil at swakil@aol.com.

PIONEER LOVED HER YEARS IN SAUDI ARABIA

L ois Wolfrum, who died Jan. 4, didn’t
just like Saudi Arabia, she loved it. 

She enjoyed the history and the travel 
opportunities the country offered and she 
collected antiquities. After she’d left the 
company, as she got older and moved into 
smaller quarters in Spokane, Wash., she 
gave her best finds back to the kingdom. 

She donated an ornately decorated 
wooden camel-milk bowl, a wooden 
incense burner, a tall wooden panel with 
a family tree and coffee-roasting imple-
ments to the King Abdulaziz Center for 
World Culture in Dhahran. To the Saudi 

Commission for Tourism and National 
Heritage (SCTNH), she gave potsherds 
plus a green-glazed clay jug she’d found 
near Jubail in 1966 that she believed was 
3,000 years old.

She led the first bus tour to Madain Salih 
in 1971 for a 15 fellow employees and 
family members. Their itinerary turned out 
to be not quite what she’d planned, but 
she relished the trip all the same.

When the SCTNH decided to honor 
antiquities donors in Washington, D.C., 
in November 2012, she hesitated to 
travel so far, but was finally persuaded 

to attend. Like the trip she’d 
pioneered to Madain Salih, 

she found herself in her 
element—with former 
Aramcons who shared 
her respect and love for 
Saudi Arabia.

Wolfrum worked in 
Government Relations 

in Dhahran from 1956 to 1960 when 
she briefly transferred to the New York 
office. She rejoined Aramco in 1963 and 
remained until 1973. She is survived by her 
brother Bert Wolfrum and niece Julie Wol-
frum, to whom correspondence may be 
sent at P.O. Box 54, Spangle, WA 99031, 
or j.wolfrum@yahoo.com.

Two-and-a-half-year-old Linda 
Logan poses with her mother 
Mildred in the black velvet thobe 
she received from Crown Prince 
Sa‘ud’s wife after the Logans’ 
audience with him in Riyadh 
in 1952. “I wanted him to see 
Linda, so I sent her up to say 
‘Salaam alekum’…. He gave her 
a kiss on the head,” Mildred 
Logan remembered.

Mildred Logan and her daughter Sammie Wakil 
attended the Saudi Aramco event honoring 
King Salman ibn Abdulaziz in Washington, 
D.C., last September. 

Lois Wolfrum (third from left) shows off 
her slides from the kingdom to fellow 
antiquities donors, from left: Barbara Dienes 
Martin, Julia Costello and Serena Furman, in 
Washington, D.C., in November 2012. 
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STAR GUIDE
Allan Antar, who worked for Aramco’s New 

York office, is shown standing right in this 

photo of Prince Nawwaf ibn Abdulaziz Al 

Sa‘ud and several U.S. movie stars, believed 

taken in 1946 or ’47. Signed, “For His Royal 

Highness Prince Nawaf from his honored friend 

Danny Thomas,” the photo shows Thomas and 

Peter Falk to the prince’s left; Clark Gable is to 

the prince’s right, standing next to Antar’s wife 

Lorraine. Antar’s son David, who lives in Bay 

Shore, N.Y., sent the photo, noting: “My father 

was in charge of all the arrangements [for visits 

of the royal family] in the United States and 

served as the interpreter and guide….”


