
CalmOnanedNenuez
She used to be irritable and depressed_
always had headaches, until she started
takingNYALESTERIN: Reliefcame almost
immediately. EsterincontainsEsterolwhich
acts directly on disturbed nerve centres:
Forpromptrelieffrom headache,sleepless-
ness and all nerve pains take NYAL
ESTERIN: Soldonlybychemists, 24tablets
1/7. 50tablets2/8. 20

NualSsteninFoR ThE RELIE F 0F PA|N
AMEACTUREDForMaLGou ANT UEI' LID; 049 ALBERT AUCKLARO

PLAN YOUR Future
DO not just"driftalong0Like 1 ship's
captain: set ed course to get sa[ely"there" in the shortest time For yourfuture career, the BEST Course is anIC.S: one giving knowledge and train-
ing to ensure success:Here are some:
Accountancy MotorMechanic
Architecture SheetMetalWork
Building QuantityEstimating
Plastics AnalyticalChemist
Journalism Wireman 8License
Radio.Eng. ShortStoryWriting
Send for the Free IC.S: Prospectus,
stating your subject Or trade. Plan 0
successful career with ICS. training.Write NOW to
INTERNATIONAL COrrESPONDENCE

SCHOOLS,
Dept.L"182 Wakefield8t.,Wellington:

HowNICE YES!WEMix
THATYOUCAN JUSTENOUGHFoR
STILL SERVE EACHMEAL
MUSTARD!

Some supplies of Mustard are being
distributed: So when your grocer can
hand you a tin of Colman 8 Mustard,
make sure you mix just sufficient for
eachmeal andavoidwaste: M24

Colmans
Mustard

SHORT STORY

"I'M AN ARMENIAN
Written for "The Listener"
by R. M. WHEELERcould wrap up this story, but

the only way to write it is the
way it happened.
"Dance?" he said. "They call
me Sam."

a dozen ways I

There was a rule at the Club that
when asked one couldn't refuse,so there
was no help for it.
Now, I have danced with many of
those boys, lads from Wisconsin, and
Florida and Dakota, long rangy Texans
and Polaks from Minnesota and Jew
boys from Brooklyn and the Bronx, but
there was never one to equal Sam.

Cacophony from the company band,
squeaking of the sax and hideous squall
of the trumpets, the little corporal with
the dazed look in his eyes, on the drums
there in the corner, beating them up in
a frenzy, louder, harder— crash, boom-
boom, crash, boom-boom, boom-fah-rah.
And Sam? In the midst of all this
chaos Sam was a thing inspired, a beast
uncaged, ‘a jungle animal. Hunch of his
shoulders and set of his jaw, feet going
God knows where, rush, whirl, pounce,
mad leap. Ah, there’s a wee clear space
in. the. middle of the flodr, a tigerish
spring and Sam will have you there.
Close your eyes, don’t look, it’s coming,
it’s coming, it’s come! The top sergeant
who looks like Johnny Weismuller, and
the red-headed sailor have also seen the
space. They also spring. It doesn’t matter
of course that Sam lands against the top
sergeant and bounces off so that both
heels sink into your instep. It doesn’t
hurt half as much as you thought it
would; you're only glad it wasn’t the
gergeant that hit you. And you can still
move, after all. Steady, now, steady,
that’s better, you haven’t cannoned into
anyone for at least a minute. Ah, nicely
done, Sam, and it was only the top ser-
geant after all, as he hurled his woman
away from him and charged back into a
clinch. His elbow smashes. you in the
back as he flings her off again, but it’s
all in fun and you don’t mind a bit.
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HE music is wearing out now. A final
screaming cfeseéndo and it subsides.
The band collapse and mop their faces.
They need to. and I sort ourselves
Out arid sit down. It is good to sit down.
To have a chair beneath one and a table
to prop one’s elbows on. When the music
stopped the lion rampant that was Sam
ramped no more. He was passive now
beyond the point of stolidity.
Cigarette? said Sam.

Thanks, I said.
So you're Sam, I said, surreptiously
feeling my instep under the fable. I
could feel the blood all right, but my
stocking, thank heaven, was intact. And
where do you come from, Sam?
California, he said, I’m an Armenian.
So you're an Armenian, I said.
Sure, he said. Sure I’m an Armenian.
And you come from California? Lived

| there long? Born there maybe? ;

Sure, he said, that’s right. I was born
there. In California.
Nice place? I said.
Sure, he said.
And what did you do in California,
Sam?

Do, he said, iggy California?
Yes, I said, in California.
Oh, he said, this and that.
Which and what? I said.
Oh, he said, most everything I guess.
Message boy, tool maker, fruit picker,
farm hand. I’ve been around. I’m an
Armenian, he said.
Yes, I said, I know. You’re proud of
it, aren’t you, Sam?
Sure, he said.
Tell me, I said, about your jobs;
which did you like best, what do you
want to do?
He smiled, Sam, the Armenian, with
his curly black hair and curious blank
eyes in his wide face, dropped his head
and smiled.
You’d think me crazy if I told you,
he said. You’d laugh at me.
No, I wouldn’t, I said. I promise, Sam.
Tell me.
I want to write, he said. He lifted his
chin and smacked his hand on the table.
Yes, sir. That’s what I want more than
anything, I guess. I want to be a writer.
He was an Armenian. He was born
in California and he wanted to be a
writer. I held my breath as I asked the
next question. Carelessly, though, I
asked it. So he shouldn’t know how im-
portant it was.
Do you like Saroyan?
Saroyan, he said, what’s that?
William Saroyan, I said. He writes.
He’s an Armenian, and he was born in
California and he is a writer. Haven't
you heard of him? I was pleading with
him almost, but he wasn’t to know.
No, he said, no I never heard of him.
He warited to be a writer, he was an
Armenian born in California, yet he had
never heard of Saroyan.
But you must have, I said desperately.
Next to you, he’s probably the greatest
writer in America. The way he says
things they ate teal and full of meaning
and as you have always known them,
and he wraps them up in words to make
ou laugh or weep, but to make you
a He-But I stopped. It wasn’t
. any use. é

No kiddin,’ said Sam, politely, I never
heard of him. He must be some guy.
Yes, I said. But tell me, Sam, what
made you want to be a writer?
I don't know, he said, I guess I've
always wanted to be ore. I guess it’s
reading made me want to be a writer.
Yes, I said, eagerly, that must be it.
What do you like to read, Sam? *

(continued on next page)


