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An unusual kind of man’s story—about a father who
needed money and a kid who’d rather have a million fish

by WILLIAM SAROYAN

“g AN I type?’ he says.
“Sure.”

He goes to the desk, to the typewriter, to the pile
of white paper beside the typewriter, to the jumble
there of coins and keys, ashtrays, cigarettes, pocket
knife. He tries for one sheet off the top of the pile,
comes up with four, disengages one, begins to put it
in the machine, has a little difficulty getting it
straight, lets the matter stand a moment while he
examines the pocket knife: a long knife with a fine
bone handle on which is stamped in gold Salinas
Celery Distributors, a fine letter-opener.

“Can I use this knife?”

“Which knife?”

“The celery knife.”

“No, because I don’t think you're ready yet to use
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“You wouldn’t hear that gravel voice if you didn’t
wake me up at daybreak every time you're out here.”
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«Maybe 1 will.”

«When?”

“Just as soon as 1 finish cleaning up.”

«you know why I get up at the crack of dawn, don’t
you?”
“Gyure. You wake up then.”

“Every time.”

wWell, day breaks too early these days.”

«Not early enough for me.”

“1 know.”

“And you know why 1 wake you up, don’t you s

“Why?”’

“] want to eat breakfast.”

“0.K., type.”

“Why don’t you write a story called My Name 15
Aram?”

“Very funny.”

“] mean, again. Why don’t you, Pop?”

“Canith

“Sure you can.”

“No. Got to write something else. Wrote that ten,
15 years ago.”

“T was there.”

“Yes, you've told me.”

“T was, Pop.”

“No doubt. Well, you're certainly there now, so how
about typing ?”’

“@.K¢

He begins to tap on the typewriter. The cleaning up
proceeds to the hall, then to his bedroom.

He is alone ten minutes.

When 1 get back to the living room where the desk is,
he is standing at the plate glass window looking out at
the sea through field glasses. Three fishermen in a yellow
rubber boat are 300 yards offshore in a bed of sea-weed.
They seem to be there every day.

“Which would you rather have,” he says, “a million
fish or a million doltars?”

“Dollars.”

“Not me. Fish.”

“Why ?”

«T’d rather have the fish.”

“They catching any Ty

“Are they catching any? Sure they are ks
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“Finished.”
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“Fish.” :

“Your rod’s up in the garage, get a couple of mussels
off the black rock, fish.”

“What about you?”

“Got to work.”

“What are you always working for, Pop? Why don’t

you give it up and just be a hobo, just ride the boxcars
and go all over?”

“Can’t do that.”

“Sure you can.”

“Not yet.”

“When?”

“Later, maybe.”

“Tll go with you. I don’t owe anybody a dime.”
~“Money’s nothing. I’ll pay -my debts.”

“Sure you will.”

“Yes, I will.”

“Oh, no, you won’t, Pop.”

“TN try.”

“You try and try, but still you owe everybody.”

“OK., how about going fishing for an hour or so &

«0.K. T'll fish until lunchtime. Blow the bugle when
it's lunchtime.”
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“What are we having?”

“What would you like?”

“Another frozen trout. I can't catch anything in the
surf, so 1 might as well eat fish from the store. ‘What
are you going to- write ?”’

“Don’t know yet.” ;

“Why don’t you write a book called Go Jump In The
Ocean?

“] may get around to it. Go fishing, will you?”

“OXK.”

He goes. When he gets to the front door, he turns
and comes back to the typewriter, removes the sheet of
typing paper, folds it carefully, puts it in his pocket,
then goes.

I take over at the desk and get to work, starting any-
where because 1 haven’t time to pick and choose, got
to write something as quickly as possible, got to make
another stab at it, got to see about getting hold of some
money.

After a moment I hear him going down the back steps
to the beach, and a moment later 1 see him with his
fishing rod over his shoulder. He stands in the light on
the beach looking out where the fishermen in the yellow
rubber boats are. He goes to the big black rock, knocks
off a couple of mussels with a stone, cracks the mussels,
uses the insides of them for bait, moves with the re-
ceding tide, casts, runs back, and begins to fish.

I work two hours, blow the bugle, and he comes up
for lunch.

The next day I find the folded sheet of typing paper
on the floor of his bedroom. I unfold it to see what he
has written.

He has written Aram Saeetyujkfogl.

1 notice his footprint on the black leather sofa, small
particles of sand making a footprint.

Is this what happened?

He began to type his name, to-confirm again who it
is he is supposed to be, the name by which he goes—
“Why didn’t you name me Marco Polo, he was a good
guy ?’—the name which is supposed to signify that
which can never be signified. He got through the first
name all right. He went to work on the second, got the
first two letters all right, had only five more letters to
go, gave it up, and typed Aram Saeetyujkfogl.

1f I could pronounce it, I'd call him Aram Saeetyujk-
fogl. It kind of suits him. ®




