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The Summer
of the Beautiful
White Horse

One day back there in the
good old days when I was nine and the world was
full of every imaginable kind of magnificence, and
life was still a delightful and mysterious dream, my
cousin Mourad, who was considered crazy by ev-
erybody who knew him except me, came to my
house at four in the morning and woke me up by
tapping on the window of my room.

Aram, he said.

I jumped out of bed and looked out the window.
I couldn't believe what I saw.

It wasn’'t morning yet, but it was summer and
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with daybreak not many minutes around the cor-
ner of the world it was light enough for me to know
1 wasn’t dreaming.

My cousin Mourad was sitting on a beautiful
white horse.

I stuck my head out of the window and rubbed
my eyes.

Yes, he said in Armenian. It’s a horse. You're not
dreaming. Make it quick if you want to ride.

I knew my cousin Mourad enjoyed being alive
more than anybody else who had ever fallen into
the world by mistake, but this was more than even
I could believe.

In the first place, my earliest memories had been
memories of horses and my first longings had been
longings to ride.

This was the wonderful part.

In the second place, we were poor.

This was the part that wouldn’t permit me to be-
lieve what I saw.

We were poor. We had no money. Our whole
tribe was poverty-stricken. Every branch of the
Garoghlanian family was living in the most amaz-
ing and comical poverty in the world. Nobody
could understand where we ever got money enough
to keep us with food in our bellies, not even the old
men of the family. Most important of all, though,
we were famous for our honesty. We had been fa-
mous for our honesty for something like eleven cen-
turies, even when we had been the wealthiest fam-
ily in what we liked to think was the world. We
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were proud first, honest next, and after that we be-
lieved in right and wrong. None of us would take
advantage of anybody in the world, let alone steal.

Consequently, even though I could see the horse,
so magnificent; even though I could smell it, so
lovely; even though I could Aear it breathing, so ex-
citing; I couldn’t believe the horse had anything to
do with my cousin Mourad or with me or with any
of the other members of our family, asleep or
awake, because I knew my cousin Mourad couldn’t
have bought the horse, and if he couldn’t have
bought it he must have stolen it, and I refused to
believe he had stolen it.

No member of the Garoghlanian family could be
any kind of a thief, let alone a horse thief.

I stared first at my cousin and then at the horse.
There was a pious stillness and humor in each of
them which on the one hand delighted me and on
the other frightened me.

Mourad, I said, where did you steal this horse?

Leap out of the window, he said, if you want to
ride.

It was true, then. He /ad stolen the horse. There
was no question about it. He had come to invite me
to ride or not, as I chose.

Well, it seemed to me stealing a horse for a ride
was not the same thing as stealing something else,
such as money. For all I knew, maybe it wasn’t
stealing at all. If you were crazy about horses the
way my cousin Mourad and I were, it wasn't steal-
ing. It wouldn’t become stealing until we offered to
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sell the horse, which of course I knew we would
never do.

Let me put on some clothes, I said.

All right, he said, but hurry.

I leaped into my clothes.

I jumped down to the yard from the window and
leaped up onto the horse behind my cousin
Mourad.

That year we lived at the edge of town, on Walnut
Avenue. Behind our house was the country: vine-
yards, orchards, irrigation ditches, and country
roads. In less than three minutes we were on Olive
Avenue, and then the horse began to trot. The air
was new and lovely to breathe. The feel of the horse
running was wonderful. My cousin Mourad who
was considered one of the craziest members of our
family began to sing. I mean, he began to roar.

Every family has a crazy streak in it somewhere,
and my cousin Mourad was considered the natural
inheritor of the crazy streak in our tribe. Before him
was_ our uncle Khosrove, an enormous man with a
powerful head of black hair and the largest mus-
tache in the San Joaquin Valley, a man so furious in
temper, so irritable, so impatient that he stopped
anyone from talking by roaring, It is no harm; pay no
attention to it.

That was all, no matter what anybody happened
to be talking about. Once it was his own son Arak
running eight blocks to the barber shop where his
father was having his mustache trimmed to tell him
their house was on fire. This man Khosrove sat up
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in the chair and roared, It is no harm; pay no atten-
tion to it. The barber said, But the boy says your
house is on fire. So Khosrove roared, Enough, it is
no harm, I say.

My cousin Mourad was considered the descen-
dant of this man, although Mourad’s father was
Zorab, who was practical and nothing else. That’s
how it was in our tribe. A man could be the father
of his son’s flesh, but that did not mean that he was
also the father of his spirit. The distribution of the
various kinds of spirit of our tribe had been from
the beginning capricious and vagrant,

We rode and my cousin Mourad sang. For all any-
body knew we were still in the old country where,
at least according to some of our neighbors, we be-
longed. We let the horse run as long as it felt like
running.

At last my cousin Mourad said, Get down. I want
to ride alone.

Will you let me ride alone?

That is up to the horse.

The horse will let me ride.

We shall see. Don't forget that I have a way with a-
horse.

Well, any way you have with a horse, I have also.

For the sake of your safety, he said, let us hope so.
Get down.

All right, I said, but remember you've got to let
me try to ride alone.

I got down and my cousin Mourad kicked his
heels into the horse and shouted, Vazire, run. The
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horse stood on its hind legs, snorted, and burst into
a fury of speed that was the loveliest thing I had
ever seen. My cousin Mourad raced the horse across
a field of dry grass to an irrigation ditch, crossed the
ditch on the horse, and five minutes later came
back, dripping wet.

The sun.was coming up, and so everything had
bright light upon it, especially the horse.

Now it's my turn to ride, I said.

My cousin Moutad got off the horse.

Ride, he said.

I leaped to the back of the horse and for a mo-
ment knew the awfulest fear imaginable. The horse
did not move.

Kick into his muscles, my cousin Mourad said.
What are you waiting for? We've got to take him
back before everybody in the world is up and
about.

I kicked into the muscles of the horse. Once again
it reared and snorted. Then it began to run. I didn't
know what to do. Instead of running across the field
to the irrigation ditch the horse ran down the road
to the vineyard of Dikran Halabian where it began
to leap over vines. The horse leaped over seven
vines before I fell. Then it ran away.

My cousin Mourad came running down the road.

I'm not worried about you, he shouted. We've got
to get that horse. You go this way and I'll go this
way. If you come upon him, be kindly. I'll be near.

I ran down the road and my cousin Mourad ran
across the field toward the irrigation ditch.
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It took him half an hour to find the horse and
bring him back.

All right, he said, jump on. The whole world is
awake now.

What will we do? I said.

Well, he said, we'll either take him back or hide
him until tomorrow morning.

He didn’t sound worried and I knew he’d hide
him and not take him back. Not for a while, at any
rate.

Where will we hide him?

I know a place.

How long ago did you steal this horse? I said.

It suddenly dawned on me that he had been tak-
ing these early morning rides for some time and
had come for me this morning only because he
knew how much I longed to ride.

Who said anything about stealing a horse?

Anyhow, how long ago did you begin riding ev-
ery morning?

Not until this morning.

Are you telling the truth?

Of course not, he said, but if we are found out,
that’s what you're to say. I don’t want both of us to
be liars. All you know is that we started riding this
morning.

All right, I said.

He walked the horse quietly to the barn of a de-
serted vineyard which at one time had been the
pride of a farmer named Vahan Fetvajian. There
were some oats and dry alfalfa in the barn.
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We began walking home.

It wasn't easy, he said, to get the horse to behave
so nicely. At first it wanted to run wild, but, as I've
told you, I have a way with a horse. I can get it to
want to do anything 7 want it to do. Horses under-
stand me.

How do you do it? I said.

I have an understanding with a horse.

Yes, but what kind of an understanding?

A simple and honest one.

Well, I wish I knew how to reach an understand-
ing like that with a horse.

You're still a small boy, he said. When you get to
be thirteen you’ll know how to do it.

1 went home and ate a hearty breakfast.

That afternoon my uncle Khosrove came to our
house for coffee and cigarettes. He sat in the parlor,
sipping and smoking and remembering the old
country. Then another visitor arrived, a farmer
named John Byro, an Assyrian who, out of loneli-
ness, had learned to speak Armenian. My mother
brought the lonely visitor coffee and tobacco and he
rolled a cigarette and sipped and smoked, and then
at last, sighing sadly, he said, My white horse which
was stolen last month is still gone. I cannot under-
stand it.

My uncle Khosrove became very irritated and
shouted, It's no harm. What is the loss of a horse?
Haven't we all lost the homeland? What is this cry-
ing over a horse?

That may be all right for you, a city dweller, to
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say, but what about my surrey? What good is a sur-
rey without a horse?

Pay no attention to it, my uncle Khosrove roared.

I walked ten miles to get here.

You have legs.

My left leg pains me.

Pay no attention to it.

That horse cost me sixty dollars, John Byro said.

I spit on money, my uncle Khosrove said.

He got up and stalked out of the house, slamming
the screen door.

My mother explained.

He has a gentle heart, she said. It is simply that he
is homesick and such a large man.

The farmer went away and I ran over to my
cousin Mourad’s house.

He was sitting under a peach tree, repairing the
hurt wing of a young robin which could not fly. He
was talking to the bird. :

What is it? he said.

The farmer, John Byro. He visited our house. He
wants his horse. You've had it a month. I want you
to promise not to take it back until I learn to ride.

It will take you a year to learn to ride.

We could keep the horse a year.

My cousin Mourad leaped to his feet.

What? he roared. Are you inviting a member of
the Garoghlanian family to steal? The horse must g0
back to its true owner.

When?

In six months at the latest.



10 MY NAME IS ARAM

He threw the bird into the air. The bird tried
hard, almost fell twice, but at last flew away, high
and straight.

Early every morning for two weeks my cousin
Mourad and I took the horse out of the barn of the
deserted. vineyard where we were hiding it and
rode it, and every morning the horse, when it was
my turn to ride alone, leaped over grape vines and
small trees and threw me and ran away. Neverthe-
less, I hoped in time to learn to ride the way my
cousin Mourad rode.

One morning on our way to Vahan Fetvajian’s
deserted vineyard we ran into the farmer John Byro
who was on his way to town.

Let me do the talking, my cousin Mourad said. I
have a way with farmers.

Good morning, John Byro, my cousin Mourad
said to the farmer.

The farmer studied the horse eagerly.

Good morning, sons of my friends, he said. What
is the name of your horse?

My Heart, my cousin Mourad said in Armenian.

A lovely name for a lovely horse. I could swear it
is the horse that was stolen from me many weeks
ago. May I look into its mouth?

Of course, Mourad said.

The farmer looked into the mouth of the horse.

Tooth for tooth, he said. I would swear it is my
horse if I didn’t know your parents. The fame of
your family for honesty is well known to me. Yet
the horse is the twin of my horse. A suspicious man
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would believe his eyes instead of his heart. Good
day, my young friends.

Good day, John Byro, my cousin Mourad said.

Early the following morning we took the horse to
John Byro’s vineyard and put it in the barn. The
dogs followed us around without making a sound.

The dogs, I whispered to my cousin Mourad. I
thought they would bark.

They would at somebody else, he said. I have a
way with dogs.

My cousin Mourad put his arms around the
horse, pressed his nose into the horse’s nose, patted
it, and then we went away.

That afternoon John Byro came to our house in
his surrey and showed my mother the horse that
had been stolen and returned.

I do not know what to think, he said. The horse is
stronger than ever. Better-tempered, too. I thank
God.

My uncle Khosrove, who was out of sight in the
parlor, suddenly shouted, Quiet, man, quiet. Your
horse has been returned. Pay no attention to it.



The
Pomegranate
Trees

My uncle Melik was just about
the worst farmer that ever lived. He was too imagi-
native for his own good. What he wanted was
beauty. He wanted to plant it and see it grow. I
myself planted more than a hundred pomegranate
trees. I drove a John Deere tractor, too, and so did
my uncle. It was all art, not agriculture. My uncle
just liked the idea of planting trees and watching
them grow.

Only they wouldn't grow. It was on account of
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the soil. The soil was desert soil. It was dry. My
uncle waved at the six hundred and forty acres of
desert he had bought and he said in the most poetic
Armenian anybody ever heard, Here in this awful
desolation a garden shall flower, fountains of cold
water shall bubble out of the earth, and all things of
beauty shall come into being.

Yes sir, I said. ,

1 was the first and only member of the family to
see the land. He knew I would understand the im-
pulse that was driving him to ruin. I did. I knew as
well as he that what he had bought was worthless
desert land. It was away over to hell and gone, at
the foot of the Sierra Nevada Mountains. It was full
of every kind of desert plant that ever sprang out of
dry hot earth. It was overrun with prairie dogs,
squirrels, horned toads, snakes, and a variety of
smaller forms of life. The space over this land knew
only the presence of hawks, eagles, and buzzards. It
was a region of silence, loneliness, emptiness, truth,
and dignity. It was nature at its proudest, dryest,
and loveliest.

My uncle and I got out of the Ford roadster and
began to walk over the dry earth.

This land is my land, he said.

He walked slowly, kicking into the dry soil. A
horned toad scrambled over the earth at my uncle’s
feet. My uncle clutched my shoulder and came to a
halt.

What is that animal?

That little tiny lizard?
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Yes. What is it?

I don’t know for sure, but we call them horny
toads.

The horned toad came to a halt about three feet
away and turned its head.

My uncle looked down at the small animal.

Is it poison? he said.

To eat? Or if it bites you?

Either way.

I don't think it’s good to eat. I think it’s harmless.
I've caught many of them. They grow sad in captiv-
ity, but never bite. Shall I catch this one?

Please do.

I sneaked up on the horned toad, then sprang on
it while my uncle looked on.

Careful, he said. Are you sure it isn’t poison?

I've caught many of them.

I took the horned toad to my uncle. He tried not
to seem afraid.

A lovely little thing, isn’t it? His voice was un-
steady.

Would you like to hold it?

No. You hold it. I have never before been so close
to such a thing as this. I see it has eyes. I suppose it
can see us.

It’s looking up at you right now.

My uncle looked the horned toad straight in the
eye. The horned toad looked my uncle straight in
the eye. For fully half a minute they looked one
another straight in the eye and then the horned
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toad turned its head aside and looked down at the
ground. My uncle sighed with relief.

A thousand of them, he said, could kill a man, I
suppose.

They never travel in great numbers. You hardly
ever see more than one at a time.

A big one could probably bite a man to death.

They don’t grow big. This is as big as they get.

They seem to have an awful eye for such small
creatures. Are you sure they don’t mind being
picked up?

They forget all about it the minute you put them
down.

Do you really think so?

I don’t think they have very good memories.

My uncle straightened up, breathing deeply.

Put the little creature down, he said. Let us be
kind to the innocent inventions of Almighty God. If
it is not poison and grows no larger than a mouse
and does not travel in great numbers and has no
memory to speak of, let the timid little thing return
to the earth. Let us love these small things which
live on the earth with us. '

Yes sir.

I placed the horned toad on the ground.

Gently now. Let no harm come to this strange
dweller on my land.

The horned toad scrambled away.

These little things have been living on soil of this
kind for centuries, I said.

Centuries? my uncle said. Are you sure?
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No, I'm not, but I imagine they have. They're still
here, at any rate.

My uncle looked around at his land, at the cactus
and brush growing out of it, at the sky overhead.

What have they been eating all this time? he said.

Insects, I guess.

What kind of insects?

Little bugs.

We continued to walk over the dry land. When
we came to some holes in the earth my uncle stood
over them and said, Who lives down there?

Prairie dogs.

What are they?

Well, they’re something like rats. They belong to
the rodent family.

What are all these things doing on my land?

They don’t know it's your land. They're living
here the same as ever.

I don't suppose that horny toad ever looked a
man in the eye before.

I don't think so.

Do you think I scared it or anything?

I don’t know for sure.

If I did, I didn't mean to. I'm going to build a
house here some day.

I didn’t know that.

I'm going to build a magnificent house.

It’s pretty far away.

It’s only an hour from town.

If you go fifty miles an hour.
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It’s not fifty miles to town. It's thirty-seven.

Well, you've got to take a little time out for rough
roads.

I'll build me the finest house in the world. What
else lives on this land?

Well, there are three or four kinds of snakes.

Poison or non-poison?

Mostly non. The rattlesnake is poison, though.

Do you mean to tell me there are rattlesnakes on
this land?

This is the kind of land rattlesnakes usually live
on.

How many?

Per acre? Or on the whole six hundred and forty
acres? ‘

Per acre.

Well, I'd say there are about three per acre, con-
servatively.

Three per acre? Conservatively?

Maybe only two.

How many is that to the whole place?

Well, let's see. Two per acre. Six hundred and
forty acres. About fifteen hundred of them.

Fifteen hundred rattlesnakes?

An acre is pretty big. Two rattlesnakes per acre
isn’t many. You don't often see them.

What else have we got around here that’s poison?

1 don’t know of anything else. All the-other things
are harmless. The rattlesnakes are harmless too, un-
less you step on them.

All right, my uncle said. You walk ahead and
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watch where you're going. If you see a rattlesnake,
don’t step on it. I don’t want you to die at the age of
eleven.

Yes sir. I'll watch carefully.

We turned around and walked back to the Ford. I
didn't see any rattlesnakes on the way. We got into
the car and my uncle lighted a cigarette.

I'm going to make a garden in this awful desola-
tion.

Yes sir.

I know what my problems are, and I know how
to solve them.

How?

Do you mean the horny toads or the rattlesnakes?

I mean the problems.

Well, the first thing I'm going to do is hire some
Mexicans and put them to work.

Doing what?

Clearing the land. Then I'm going to have them
dig for water.

Dig where?

Straight down. After we get water, I'm going to
have them plow the land, and then I'm going to
plant.

Wheat?

Wheat? my uncle shouted. What do I want with
wheat? Bread is five cents a loaf. I'm going to plant
pomegranate trees. '

How much are pomegranates?

Who knows? They’re practically unknown in this
country. Ten, fifteen, maybe twenty cents each.
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Is that all you're going to plant?

I have in mind planting several other kinds of
trees.

Peach?

About ten acres.

How about apricots?

By all means. The apricot is a lovely fruit. Lovely
in shape, with a glorious flavor and a most delight-
ful pit. I shall plant about twenty acres of apricot
trees.

I hope the Mexicans don’t have any trouble find-
ing water. Is there water under this land?

Of course, my uncle said. The important thing is
to get started. I shall instruct the men to watch out
for rattlesnakes. Pomegranates. Peaches. Apricots.
What else?

Figs?

Thirty acres of figs.

How about mulberries?

The mulberry is a very nice-looking tree, my un-
cle said. A tree I knew well in the old country. How
many acres would you suggest?

About ten?

All right. What else?

Olive trees are nice.

Yes, they are. About ten acres of olive trees. Any-
thing else?

Well, I don’t suppose apple trees would grow on
this kind of land.

No, but I don't like apples anyway.

He started the car and we drove off the dry land
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on to the dry road. The car bounced about slowly
until we reached the road and then we began to
travel at a higher rate of speed.

One thing, my uncle said. When we get home I
would rather you didn’t mention this Jarm to the
folks. ' ,

Yes sir. (Farm? 1 thought. What farm?)

I want to surprise them. You know how your
grandmother is. I'll go ahead with my plans and
when everything is in order I'll take the whole fam-
ily out to the farm and surprise them.

Yes sir.

Not a word to a living soul.

Yes sir.

Well, the Mexicans went to work and cleared the
land. They cleared about ten acres of it in about two
months. There were seven of them. They worked
with shovels and hoes. They didn’t understand any-
thing about anything. It all seemed very strange,
but they never complained. They were being paid
and that was the thing that counted. They were two
brothers and their sons. One day the older brother,
Diego, very politely asked my uncle what it was
they were supposed to be doing.

Sefior, he said, please forgive me. Why are we
cutting down the cactus?

I'm going to farm this land, my uncle said.

The other Mexicans asked Diego in Mexican
what my uncle had said and Diego told them.

They didn't believe it was worth the trouble to
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tell my uncle he couldn’t do it. They just went on
cutting down the cactus.

The cactus, however, stayed down only for a
short while. The land which had been first cleared
was soon rich again with fresh cactus and brush.
My uncle made this observation with considerable
amazement.

. Maybe it takes deep plowing to get rid of cactus, I
said. Maybe you've got to plow it out.

My uncle talked the matter over with Ryan, who
had a farm-implement business. Ryan told him not
to fool with horses. The modern thing to do was to.
turn a good tractor loose on the land and do a year’s
work in a day.

So my uncle bought a John Deere tractor. It was
beautiful. A mechanic from Ryan’s taught Diego
how to operate the tractor, and the next day when
my uncle and I reached the land we could see the
tractor away out in the desolation and we could
hear it booming in the grand silence of the desert. It
sounded crazy. It was crazy. My uncle thought it
was wonderful.

Progress, he said. There’s the modern age for you.
Ten thousand years ago it would have taken a hun-
dred men a week to do what the tractor has already
done today.

Ten thousand years ago? You mean yesterday.

Anyway, there’s nothing like these modern con-
veniences.

The tractor isn't a convenience.
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What is it, then? my uncle said. Doesn’t the
driver sit?

He couldn’t very well stand.

Any time they let you sit, it’s a convenience. Can
you whistle?

Yes sir. What kind of a song would you like to
hear?

I don't want to hear any song. Whistle at the
Mexican on the tractor.

What for?

Never mind what for. Just whistle. I want him to
know we are here and that we are pleased with his
work. He's probably plowed twenty acres.

Yes sir.

I put the second and third fingers of each hand
into my mouth and blew with all my might. It was
good and loud. Nevertheless, it didn't seem as if
Diego had heard me. He was pretty far away. We
were walking toward him anyway, so I couldn’t fig-
ure out why my uncle wanted me to whistle at
him.

Once again, he said.

I whistled once again, but again Diego didn’t
hear.

Louder, please.

This next time I gave it a]l I had, and my uncle
put his hands over his ears. My face got red, but this
time the Mexican on the tractor heard the whistle.
He slowed the tractor down, turned it around, and
began plowing straight across the field toward us.

Do you want him to do that?
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It doesn’t matter.

In less than a minute and a half the tractor and
the Mexican arrived. The Mexican was delighted.
He wiped dirt and perspiration off his face and got
down from the tractor.

Sefior, he said, this is wonderful.

I'm glad you like it, my uncle said.

Would you like a ride?

My uncle was sure he didn’t. He looked at me.

Go ahead, he said. Hop on. Have a little ride.

Diego got on the tractor and helped me on. He sat
on the metal seat and I stood behind him, holding
him. The tractor began to shake, then jumped, and
then began to go. The Mexican drove around in a
big circle and brought the tractor back to my uncle.
I jumped off.

All right, my uncle said to the Mexican. Go back
to your work.

The Mexican drove the tractor back to where he
was plowing.

My uncle didn’t get water out of the land until
many months later. He had wells dug all over the
place, but no water came out of them. He had mo-
tor pumps installed, but even then no water came
out. A water specialist named Roy came out from
Texas with his two younger brothers and they be-
gan to investigate the land. At last they told my
uncle they’'d get water for him. It took them three
months, but the water was muddy and there wasn't
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much of it. The specialist told my uncle matters
would improve with time and went back to Texas.

Now half the land was cleared and plowed and

‘there was water, so the time had come to plant.

We planted pomegranate trees. They were of the
finest quality and very expensive. Altogether we
planted about seven hundred of them, and I myself
planted a hundred, while my uncle planted eight or
nine. We had a twenty-acre orchard of pomegranate
trees away over in the middle of the dry desert, and
my uncle was crazy about it. The only trouble was,
his money was running out. Instead of going ahead
and trying to make a garden of the whole six hun-
dred and forty acres, he decided to devote his time
and energy and money to the pomegranate trees
alone.

Only for the time being, he said. Until we begin
to sell the pomegranates and get our money back.

Yes sir.

I didn’t know for sure, but it seemed to me we
wouldn’t be getting any pomegranates to speak of
from the little trees for two or three years at least,
but I didn’t say anything. My uncle got rid of the
Mexican workers and he and I took over the farm.
We had the tractor and a lot of land, so every now
and then we drove out to the land and drove the
tractor around, plowing up cactus and turning over
the soil between the pomegranate trees.

The water situation didn’t improve with time,
however. Every once in a while there would be a
sudden generous spurt of water containing only a
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few pebbles and my uncle would be greatly pleased,
but the next day the water would be muddy again
and there would be only a little trickle. The trees
took root and-held fast, but they just weren't getting
enough water.

There were blossoms after the second year. This
was a great triumph for my uncle, but nothing
much ever came of the blossoms. They were beauti-
ful, but that was about all.

That year my uncle harvested three small pome-
granates.

I ate one, he ate one, and we kept the other one
up in his office.

The following year I was fourteen. A number of
good things had happened to me: I had discovered
writing, and I'd grown as tall as my uncle. The
pomegranate trees were still our secret. They had
cost my uncle a lot of money, but he was always
under the impression that very soon he was going
to start marketing a big crop and get his money
back and go on with his plan to make a garden in
the desert.

The trees grew a little, but it was hardly notice-
able. Quite a few of them withered and died.

That's average, my uncle said. Twenty trees to an
acre is only average. We won't plant new trees just
now. We'll do that later.

He was still paying for the land, too.

The following year we harvested about two hun-
dred pomegranates. We packed them in nice-look-
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ing boxes and my uncle shipped them to a whole-
sale produce house in Chicago. Eleven boxes.

We didn’t hear from the wholesale produce house
for a month, so one night my uncle made a long-
distance phone call. The produce man, D’Agostino,
told my uncle nobody wanted pomegranates.

How much are you asking per box? my uncle
shouted over the phone.

One dollar, D’Agostino shouted back.

That’s not enough, my uncle shouted. I won’t
take a nickel less than five dollars a box. »

They don't want them at one dollar a box,
D’Agostino shouted.

Why not? my uncle shouted.

They don't know what they are, D’Agostino
shouted. :

What kind of a business man are you? my uncle
shouted. They're pomegranates. I want five dollars a
box. :

I can't sell them, the produce man shouted. I ate
one myself and I don’t see anything so wonderful
about them.

You're crazy, my uncle shouted. There is no other
fruit in the world like the pomegranate. Five dollars
a box isn’t half enough.

What shall I do with them? D’Agostino shouted. I
can't sell them. I don’t want them.

I see, my uncle whispered. Ship them back. Ship
them back express collect.

So the eleven boxes came back.
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All winter my uncle and I ate pomegranates in
our spare time.

The following year my uncle couldn’t make any
more payments on the land. He gave the papers
back to the man who had sold him the land. I was
in the office at the time.

Mr. Griffith, my uncle said, I've got to give you
back your property, but I would like to ask a little
favor. I've planted twenty acres of pomegranate
trees out there on that land and I'd appreciate it
very much if you'd let me take care of those trees.

Take care of them? Mr. Griffith said. What in the
world for?

My uncle tried to explain, but couldn’t. It was too
much to try to explain to a man who wasn’t sympa-
thetic.

So my uncle lost the land, and the trees, too.

A few years later he and I drove out to the land
and walked out to the pomegranate orchard. The
trees were all dead. The soil was heavy again with
cactus and desert brush. Except for the small dead
pomegranate trees the place was exactly the way it
had been all the years of the world.

We walked around in the dead orchard for a
while and then went back to the car.

We got into the car and drove back to town.

We didn’t say anything because there was such
an awful lot to say, and no language to say it in.



After a certain letter came to
me from New York the year I was twelve, I made up
my mind to become the most powerful man in my
neighborhood. The letter was from my friend Lionel
Strongfort. I had clipped a coupon from Argosy All-
Story Magazine, signed it, placed it in an envelope,
and mailed it to him. He had written back
promptly, with an enthusiasm bordering on pure
delight, saying I was undoubtedly a man of uncom-
mon intelligence, potentially a giant, and—unlike
the average run-of-the-mill people of the world who
were, in a manner of speaking, dreamwalkers and
daydreamers—a person who would some day be
somebody.
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His opinion of me was very much like my own. It
was pleasant, however, to have the opinion so em-
phatically corroborated, particularly by a man in
New York—and a man with the greatest chest ex-
pansion in the world. With the letter came several
photographic reproductions of Mr. Strongfort wear-
ing nothing but a little bit of leopard skin. He was a
tremendous man and claimed that at one time he
had been puny. He was loaded all over with muscle
and appeared to be somebody who could lift a 1920
Ford roadster and tip it over.

It was an honor to have him for a friend.

The only trouble was—I didn’t have the money. I
forget how much the exact figure was at the begin-
ning of our acquaintanceship, but I haven’t forgot-
ten that it was an amount completely out of the
question. While I was eager to be grateful to Mr.
Strongfort for his enthusiasm, I didn’t seem to be
able to find words with which to explain about not
having the money, without immediately appearing
to be a dreamwalker and a daydreamer myself. So,
while waiting from one day to another, looking ev-
erywhere for words that would not blight our
friendship and degrade me to commonness, I talked
the matter over with my uncle Gyko, who was
studying Oriental philosophy at the time. He was
amazed at my curious ambition, but quite pleased.
He said the secret of greatness, according to Yoga,
was the releasing within one’s self of those mysteri-
ous vital forces which are in all men.

These strength, he said in English which he liked
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to affect when speaking to me, ease from God. I tell
you, Aram, eat ease wonderful.

I told him I couldn’t begin to become the power-
ful man I had decided to become until I sent Mr.
Strongfort some money.

Mohney! my uncle said with contempt. I tell you,
Aram, mohney is nawthing. You cannot bribe God.

Although my uncle Gyko wasn't exactly a puny
man, he was certainly not the man Lionel Strong-
fort was. In a wrestling match I felt certain Mr.
Strongfort would get a headlock or a half-nelson or
a toe-hold on my uncle and either make him give
up or squeeze him to death. And then again, on the
other hand, I wondered. My uncle was nowhere
near as big as Mr. Strongfort, but neither was Mr.
Strongfort as dynamically furious as my uncle. It
seemed to me that, at best, Mr. Strongfort, in a
match with my uncle, would have a great deal of
unfamiliar trouble—I mean with the mysterious vi-
tal forces that were always getting released in my
uncle, so that very often a swift glance from him
would make a big man quail and turn away, or, if
he had been speaking, stop quickly.

Long before I had discovered words with which
to explain to Mr. Strongfort about the money, an-
other letter came from him. It was as cordial as the
first, and as a matter of fact, if anything, a little
more cordial. I was delighted and ran about, releas-
ing mysterious vital forces, turning handsprings,
scrambling up trees, rolling somersaults, trying to
tip-over 1920 Ford roadsters, challenging all comers
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to wrestle, and in many other ways alarming my
relatives and irritating the neighbors.

Not only was Mr. Strongfort not sore at me, he
had reduced the cost of the course. Even so, the
money necessary was still more than I could get
hold of. I was selling papers every day, but that
money was for bread and stuff like that. For a while
I got up very early every morning and went around
town looking for a small satchel full of money. Dur-
ing six days of this adventuring I found a nickel and
two pennies. I found also a woman’s purse contain-
ing several foul-smelling cosmetic items, no money,
and a slip of paper on which was written in an
ignorant hand: Steve Hertwig, 3764 Ventura Ave-
nue.

Three days after the arrival of Mr. Strongfort’s
second letter, his third letter came. From this time
on our correspondence became one-sided. In fact, I
didn’t write at all. Mr. Strongfort’s communications
were overpowering and not at all easy to answer,
without money. There was, in fact, almost nothing
to say.

It was wintertime when the first letter came, and
it was then that I made up my mind to become the
most powerful man in my neighborhood and ulti-
mately, for all I knew, one of the most powerful
men in the world. I had ideas of my own as to how
to go about getting that way, but I had also the
warm friendship and high regard of Mr. Strongfort
in New York, and the mystical and furious guard-
ianship of my uncle Gyko, at home.
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The letters from Mr. Strongfort continued to ar-
rive every two or three days all winter and on into
springtime. I remember, the day apricots were ripe
enough to steal, the arrival of a most charming let-
ter from my friend in New York. It was a hymn to
newness on earth, the arrival of springtime, the
time of youth in the heart, of renewal, fresh
strength, fresh determination, and many other
things. It was truly a beautiful epistle, probably as
fine as any to the Romans or anybody else. It was
full of the legend-quality, the world-feeling, and the
dignity-of-strength-feeling so characteristic of Bibli-
cal days. The last paragraph of the lovely . hymn
brought up, apologetically, the coarse theme of
money. The sum was six or seven times as little as it
had been originally, and a new element had come
into Mr. Strongfort’s program of changing me over
from a nobody to a giant of tremendous strength,
and extreme attractiveness to women. Mr. Strong-
fort had decided, he said, to teach me everything in
one fell swoop, or one sweep fall, or something of
that sort. At any rate, for three dollars, he said, he
would send me all his precious secrets in one enve-
lope and the rest would be up to me.

I took the matter up with my uncle Gyko, who by
this time had reached the stage of fasting, medi-
tating, walking for hours, and vibrating. We had
had discussions two or three times a week all win-
ter and he had told me in his own unique broken-
English way all the secrets ¢ had been learning
from Yoga.
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I tell you, Aram, I can do anything. Eat ease won-
derful.

I believed him, too, even though he had lost a lot
of weight, couldn’t sleep, and had a strange dy-
namic blaze in his eyes. He was very scornful of the
world that year and was full of pity for the dumb
beautiful animals that man was mistreating, killing,
eating, domesticating, and teaching to do tricks.

I tell you, Aram, eat ease creaminal to make the
horses work. To keal the cows.-To teach the dogs to
jump, and the monkeys to smoke pipes.

I told him about the letter from Mr. Strongfort.

Mohney! he said. Always he wants mohney. I do
not like heem. ‘

My uncle was getting all his dope free from the
theosophy-philosophy-astrology-and-miscellaneous
shelf at the Public Library. He believed, however,
that he was getting it straight from God. Before he
took up Yoga he had been one of the boys around
town and a good drinker of rakhi, but after the light
began to come to him he gave up drinking. He said
he was drinking liquor finer than rakhi or anything
else.

What's that? I asked him.

Aram, he said, eat ease weasdom.

Anyhow, he had little use for Mr. Strongfort and
regarded the man as a charlatan.

He’s all right, I told him.

But my uncle became furious, releasing mysteri-
ous vital forces, and said, I wheel break hease head,
fooling all you leatle keads.
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He ain’t fooling, I said. He says he’ll give me all
his secrets for three dollars.

-1 tell you, Aram, he does not know any seacrets.
He ease a liar.

I don't know about that. I'd like to try that stuff

Eat ease creaminal, my uncle Gyko said, but I
wheel geave you tree dollar.

He gave me the necessary three dollars and I sent.
them along to Mr. Strongfort. The envelope came
from New York, full of Mr. Strongfort’s secrets. They
were strangely simple. It was all stuff I had known
anyhow but had been too lazy to pay any attention
to. The idea was to get up early in the morning and
for an hour or so to do various kinds of acrobatic
exercises, which were illustrated. Also to drink
plenty of water, get plenty of fresh air, eat good
wholesome food, and keep it up until you were a
giant.

I felt a little let down and sent Mr. Strongfort a
short polite note saying so. He ignored the note and
I never heard from him again. In the meantime, I
had been following the rules and growing more
powerful every day. When I say in the meantime, 1
mean for four days I followed the rules. On the fifth
day I decided to sleep instead of getting up and fill-
ing the house with noise and getting my grand-
mother sore. She used to wake up in the darkness of
early morning and shout that I was an impractical -
fool and would never be rich. She would go back to
sleep for five minutes, wake up, and then shout that
I would never buy and sell for a profit. She would
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sleep a little more, waken, and shout that there
were once three sons of a king; one was wise like
his father; the other was crazy about girls; and the
third had less brains than a bird. Then she would
get out of bed, and, shouting steadily, tell me the
whole story while I did my exercises. -

The story would usually warn me to be sensible
and not go around waking her up before daybreak
all the time. That would always be the moral, more
or less, although the story itself would be about
three sons of some king, or three brothers, each of
them very wealthy and usually very greedy, or
three daughters, or three proverbs, or three roads,
or something else like that.

She was wasting her breath, though, because I
wasn’t enjoying the early-morning acrobatics any
more than she was. In fact, I was beginning to feel
that it was a lot of nonsense, and that my uncle
Gyko had been right about Mr. Strongfort in the
first place.

So I gave up Mr. Strongfort’s program and re-
turned to my own, which was more or less as fol-
lows: to take it easy and grow to be the most power-
ful man in the neighborhood without any trouble
or exercise. Which is what I did.

That spring Longfellow School announced that a
track meet was to be held, one school to compete
against another; everybody to participate.

Here, I believed, was my chance. In my opinion I
would be first in every event.

Somehow or other, however, continuous medita-
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tion on the theme of athletics had the effect of grow-
ing into a fury of anticipation that continued all day
and all night, so that before the day of the track
meet I had run the fifty-yard dash any number of
hundreds of times, had jumped the running broad
jump, the standing broad jump, and the high jump,
and in each event had made my competitors look
like weaklings.

This tremendous inner activity, which was
strictly Yoga, changed on the day of the track meet
into fever.

The time came at last for me and three other ath-
letes, one of them a Greek, to go to our marks, get
set, and go; and I did, in a blind rush of speed
which I knew had never before occurred in the his-
tory of athletics.

It seemed to me that never before had any living
man moved so swiftly. Within myself I ran the fifty
yards fifty times before I so much as opened my
eyes to find out how far back I had left the other
runners. I was very much amazed at what I saw.

Three boys were four yards ahead of me and going
away.

It was incredible. It was unbelievable, but it was
obviously the truth. There ought to be some mis-
take, but there wasn’t. There they were, ahead of
me, going away.

Well, it simply meant that I would have to over-
take them, with my eyes open, and win the race.
This I proceeded to do. They continued, incredibly,
however, to go away, in spite of my intention. I
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became irritated and decided to put them in their
places for the impertinence, and began releasing all
the mysterious vital forces within myself that I had.
Somehow or other, however, not even this seemed
to bring me any closer to them and I felt that in
some strange way I was being betrayed. If so, I de-
cided, I would shame my betrayer by winning the
race in spite of the betrayal, and once again I threw
fresh life and energy into my running. There wasn’t
a great distance still to go, but I knew I would be
able to do it.

Then I knew I wouldn't.

The race was over.

I was last, by ten yards.

Without the slightest hesitation I protested and
challenged the runners to another race, same dis-
tance, back. They refused to consider the proposal,
which proved, I knew, that they were afraid to race
me. I told them they knew very well I could beat
them.

It was very much the same in all the other
events.

When I got home I was in high fever and very
angry. I was delirious all night and sick three days.
My grandmother took very good care of me and
probably was responsible for my not dying. When
my uncle Gyko came to visit me he was no longer
hollow-cheeked. It seems he had finished his fast,
which had been a long one—forty days or so; and
nights too, I believe. He had stopped meditating,
‘too, because he had practically exhausted the sub-
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ject. He was again one of the boys around town,
drinking, staying up all hours, and following the
women.

I tell you, Aram, he said, we are a great family.
We can do anything.



