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The Jounrney to Hanford

R WA 21T

Adapted from the story by William Saroyan

William Saroyan’s family came to the United
States from Armenia. His older brother and sisters
were born there, and William was born in Fresno,
California, in 1908. The Saroyan family was large
and loving, but very poor. After Saroyan’s father
died when Saroyan was only three, his mother had
no money at all. She had to put her children in an
orphanage (a home for children with no parents)
for five years. Saroyan began working at the age
of eight, selling newspapers. He left school at the
age of fourteen. He decided to become a writer,

and taught himself by reading. He wrote stories, poems, and plays. His work is
often about his own life and his own family. The story that follows, “A Journey to
Hanford,” is from the book My Name Is Aram. All the stories in this book are told
by Aram, a boy in a large, poor Armenian family in the California farmtands.
Saroyan writes about the goodness of people and the richness of life. He often
writes about how people are able to find happiness, hope, and joy in very difficult
times. Saroyan himself was not always happy with life in the United States. After
1958, he lived mostly in Paris. But he kept his home in Fresno, and he died there

in 1981.

learned from this paragraph about Saroyan’s early childhood.

l Read the paragraph about William Saroyan. Write down three things you]
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The Jounrney to Hanford

|

1 The time came one year for my sad uncle Jorgi to get on his bicycle and
ride twenty-seven miles to Hanford. There was a job for him there in a farmer’s
field. Of course, before he went, the family had to decide who would go with him.

2 It is true that Jorgi was a kind of fool. That was all right with the family most
of the time. But right now, in the summer, they wanted to forget him for a while.
Now he would go away to Hanford and work in the watermelon fields. All would
be well. He would eamn a little money and at the same time be out of the way.
That was the important thing—to get him out of the way.

3 “Away with him and his zither both,” my grandfather said. “You will read in a
book that a man can sit all day under a tree and play music on a zither and sing.
Believe me, that writer is a fool. Money, that’s the thing. Let him go and work
under the sun for a while. In the watermelons. Him and his zither both.”

(S5 i % > % D

4 “You say that now,” my grandmother said, “but wait a week. Wait, and you
will need music again.”
5 “Foolish words! ” my grandfather said. “You will read in a book that a man

who sings is truly a happy man. But that writer is a dreamer, not a businessman
in a thousand years. Let him go. It is twenty-seven miles to Hanford. That is a
very good distance.”

6 “You speak that way now,” my grandmother said. “But in three days you will
be a sad man. | will see you walking around like a tiger. | will see you roar with
anger. | am the one who will see that. Seeing that, | am the one who will laugh.”

7 “You are a woman,” said my grandfather. “You will read in a book that a
woman is a perfect and beautiful thing. Believe me, that writer is not looking at
his wife. He is dreaming.”

8 “It is just that you are no longer young,” my grandmother said. “That is why
you are roaring.”

N 2 77




9 “Close your mouth,” my grandfather roared. “Close it right now! ”

10 My grandfather looked around the room at his children and grandchildren. “1
say he goes to Hanford on his bicycle,” he said. “What do you say?”

11 Nobody spoke.

12 “Then it is done,” my grandfather said. “Now, who shall we send with him
on this journey? Which of our children shall we punish by sending him with Jorgi
to Hanford? You will read in a book that a journey to a new city is a great thing
for a young man. That writer is probably a fool of eighty or ninety. His only
journey was two miles from home once when he was a little child. Who shall we
punish? Vask? Shall Vask be the one? Step up here, boy.”

13 My cousin Vask got up from the floor and stood in front of the old man. My
grandfather put his hand over Vask’s face. His hand almost covered the whole
head.

14 “Shall you go with your uncle Jorgi to Hanford?” my grandfather said.

15 “If it pleases my grandfather, | will,” Vask said.

16 The old man began to make faces, thinking about it.

17 “Let me think a minute,” he said. “Jorgi is one of the foolish ones in our

family. Vask is another. Is it wise to put two fools together? Let me hear your
spoken thoughts on this.”

18 “I think it is the right thing to do,” my uncle Zorab said. “A fool and a fool.
One to work, the other to clean house and cook.”

19 “Perhaps,” my grandfather said. “Can you cook, boy?”

20 “Of course he can cook,” my grandmother said. “Rice, at least.”

21 “Let the boy speak for himself,” my grandfather said. “Is that true, boy,

about the rice? Four cups of water, one cup of rice, a little spoon of salt. Do you
know how to make it taste like food, and not swill, or am | dreaming?”

22 “I have cooked rice,” Vask said. “It tasted like food. But it was saity. We
had to drink water all day and all night.”
23 “All right. It was salty,” my grandfather said. “Of course you had to drink

water all day and all night. We’ve all eaten rice like that.” He turned to the
others. He began to make faces again. “I think this is the boy to go,” he said.
24 “On second thought,” my uncle Zorab said, “two fools, one after the other,
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perhaps not. We have Aram here. | think he should go. Without question, he
needs to be punished.”

25 Everyone looked at me.

26 “Aram?” my grandfather said. “You mean the boy who laughs? You mean
loud-laughing Aram Garoghlanian? What has the boy done to be punished like
this?”

27 “He knows,” my uncle Zorab said.
28 My grandfather looked at me. “What have you done, boy?”
29 I knew he was not angry with me. | began to laugh, remembering the things

| had done. My grandfather listened for a minute, then began laughing with me.
We were the only Garoghlanians in the world who laughed that way.

30 “Aram Garoghlanian,” he said. “I say again: What have you done?”

31 “Which one?” | said.

32 “You know which one,” my uncle Zorab said.

33 “Do you mean,” | said, “telling all our friends that you are out of your
mind?”

34 My uncle Zorab said nothing.

35 “Or do you mean,” | said, “going around talking the way you talk?”

36 “This is the boy to send with Jorgi,” uncle Zorab said.

37 “Can you cook rice?” my grandfather said.

38 | understood perfectly now. If | could cook rice, | could go with Jorgi to

Hanford. | forgot about the writer who said a journey was a great thing. Fool or
old or anything else, | wanted to go.

39 “I can cook rice,” | said.

40 “Salty or swill, or what?” my grandfather said.

41 “Sometimes salty,” | said. “Sometimes swill. Sometimes perfect.”

42 “Let us think about this,” my grandfather said. “Sometimes salty.
Sometimes swill. Sometimes perfect. Is this the boy to send to Hanford?”

43 “Yes,” my uncle Zorab said. “The only one.”

44 “Then it is done,” my grandfather said. “That will be all. | wish to be alone.”

45 | started to go. My grandfather took me by the neck. “Stay a minute,” he

said. When we were alone, he said, “Talk the way your uncle Zorab talks.”

NP
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46 | did, and my grandfather roared with laughter. “Go to Hanford,” he said.
“Go with the fool Jorgi and make it salty or make it swill or make it perfect.”

]

47 We left the following morning before the sun was up. Sometimes Jorgi rode
the bicycle and | walked, and sometimes | rode and Jorgi walked. We got to
Hanford in the late afternoon.

48 The idea was for us to stay until Jorgi’s job ended. So we looked around
town for a house to live in. We found one that Jorgi liked and moved in that
night. The house had eleven rooms, running water, and a kitchen. One room had
two beds in it, and all the other rooms were empty. After we moved in, Jorgi took
out his zither, sat on the floor, and began to play and sing. It was beautiful. It
was sad sometimes and sometimes funny, but it was always beautiful. | don’t
know how long he played, but suddenly he got up off the floor and said, “Aram, |
want rice.”

49 | made rice that night that was both salty and swill, but my uncle Jorgi said,
“Aram, this is wonderful.”

50 The birds got us up with the sun.

51 “The job,” | said. “You begin today, you know.”

52 “Today,” my uncle Jorgi said in a low, sad voice.

53 He walked slowly out of the empty house. | looked around for something to
clean with, but found nothing. So | went out and sat on the steps to the front
door. It seemed to be a nice part of the world in daylight. It was a street with only
four houses. There was a church across the street from one of the houses. | sat
on the steps for about an hour. My uncle Jorgi came up the street on his bicycle.
The bicycle was going all over the place, and my uncle Jorgi was laughing and
singing. ‘

54 “Not this year, thank God,” he said. He fell off the bicycle into a large plant
covered with flowers.

55 “What?” | said.

56 “There is no job,” he said. “No job, thank God.”

57 He smelled a flower.
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58 “No job?” | said.

59 “No job, praise our Father above us.”

60 “Why not?” | said.

61 “The watermelons,” he said.

62 “What about them?” | said.

63 “The season is over,” he said.

64 “That isn’t true,” | said.

65 “The season is over,” my uncle Jorgi said. “Believe me, it is finished. Praise

God, the watermelons are all gone. They have all been taken up.”
66 “Who said so?” | said.

67 “The farmer himself. The farmer himself said so,” my uncle Jorgi said.

68 “He just said that,” | said. “He didn’t want to hurt you. He just said that
because he knew your heart wouldn’t be in your work.”

69 “Praise God,” my uncle Jorgi said, “the whole season is over. All the big,
beautiful watermelons have been taken up and put in the barn.”

70 “Your father will break your head,” | said. “What will we do? The season is
just beginning.”

7 “It’s ended,” my uncle Jorgi said. “We will live in this house a month and

then go home. We have paid six dollars for the house and we have money
enough for rice. We will dream here a month and then go home.”

72 My uncle Jorgi danced into the house to his zither. Before | could decide
what to do about him, he was playing and singing. It was beautiful. | didn’t try to
make him leave the house and go back to the farm. | just sat on the steps and
listened.

73 We stayed in the house a month and then went home. My grandmother was
the first to see us.

74 “You two came home just in time,” she said. “He’s been roaring like a tiger.
Give me the money.”

75 “There is no money,” | said.

76 “Did he work?” my grandmother said.

77 “No,” | said. “He played and sang the whole time.”

78 “How was your rice?” she said.
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79 “Sometimes salty,” | said. “Sometimes swill. Sometimes perfect. But he
didn’t work.”

80 “His father mustn’t know,” she said. “I| have money.”

81 She got some money out of a pocket and put it in my hands.

82 “When he comes home,” she said, “give him this money.”

83 “| will do as you say,” | said.

84 When my grandfather came home he began to roar.

85 “Home already?” he said. “Is the season ended so soon? Where is the
money he got?”

86 I-gave him the money.

87 “| won’t have him singing all day,” my grandfather roared. “Some things

simply have to stop, in the end. You will read in a book that a father loves a
foolish son more than his wise sons. Believe me, that writer is not married, and
also he has no sons.”

88 in the yard, under the flowering tree, my uncle Jorgi began to play and sing.
My grandfather came to a dead stop and began to listen. He sat down in his big
chair, and began to make faces.

89 | went into the kitchen to get three or four glasses of water because of last
night’s rice. When | came back to the living room, the old man was sitting back
in his chair, asleep and smiling. His son Jorgi was singing praises to the whole
world at the top of his sad, beautiful voice.

(5\.9’/4')
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praise, perfect, punish Son, if you do this job perfectly, without any
mistakes, | will praise you with golden words. But if you do this job
badly, | will punish you by keeping you at home every night this week.

rice, swill In this story, a boy cooks rice—small white grains that he cooks
in water. If he adds too much water, the rice will become like swill—
that is, more like a bad soup than well-cooked grains. Real swill is
made of leftover food mixed with water or bad milk, and fed to pigs.

season, watermelon In this story, the time of year, or season, is summer.

Summer is the season for watermelon—a large, round, heavy fruit,
green on the outside, red on the inside, with many little black seeds in
the red fruit.

tiger A large, wild animal in the cat family

® True or False

True or false,then rewrite the sentence to make it true.
1. Jorgi went to Hanford because he wanted to work in the fields there.
______2.The grandfather believed that money was more important than music.
_____ 3. Uncle Zorab thought he could punish Aram by sending him to Hanford with Jorgi.
4. Aram thought that only a fool would go to Hanford.
5. When Jorgi arrived in Hanford, the watermelon season was already over.
— 6. Jorgi spent the whole month in Hanford playing his zither and singing.
__ 7. Aram’s grandmother gave Aram some money for the work he did cleaning and
cooking for Jorgi.
__ 8. Aram’s grandfather didn’t like Jorgi’s music.

9. Aram’s rice was always salty.

10
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o Close Reading

Aram’s grandfather often talks about what we can read in books. He believes that
what we read in books isn’t always true in real life. In this exercise, reread the
grandfather’s words about books, and then answer questions about them.

1. “You will read in a book that a man can sit all day under a tree and play music on a
zither and sing. Believe me, that writer is a fool.” (paragraph 3)
Why does the grandfather think the writer is a fool? What does the grandfather think

about men who play music, not in books, but in real life?

2. “You will read in a book that a woman is a perfect and beautiful thing. Believe me,
that writer is not looking at his wife.” (paragraph 7)
What is the writer looking at? What did the grandmother say, in real life, to anger the
grandfather? ’

3. “You will read in a book that a journey to a new city is a great thing for a young man.
That writer is probably a fool of eighty or ninety.” (paragraph 12)
According to the grandfather, how many journeys did that writer probably make? What
does the grandfather think about journeys to new places, not in books, but in real life?

4. “You will read in a book that a father loves a foolish son more than his wise sons.
Believe me, that writer is not married, and also he has no sons.” (paragraph 87)
Does the grandfather love his foolish son, Jorgi? What does the grandfather do, in real
life, when Jorgi begins to play his music?

® Discussion

1. The paragraph about Saroyan tells us that his family was a large and loving one. Do you
think the family in “The Journey to Hanford” is a loving one? Why or why not?

2. The grandfather in the story is like the king of the family. His word is law. And he is the
king mostly because he is the oldest man. Perhaps that was the way with families in his
old country (Armenia). Do you know a family where the oldest man is like the king of

I
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the family? Do you think every family needs a king (or queen)? Why or why not?

3. Did this story make you laugh or smile in places? Which places?

4. What kind of work do you like best? What do you like to do when you are not working?
What do you think about Jorgi’s music: Is it play or work?

® YVocabulary Practice

For each space in the following sentences, choose the best word from this list.

fool season praise salty
punish roar journey watermelon
zither . swill perfect

In this story, nothing is what it seems. For example, uncle Zorab thinks he

will Aram by sending him to Hanford with Jorgi. But Aram really
likes the idea of a to a new place. The grandfather says he doesn’t «
want to hear Jorgi play any more music on his . But he begins
to like a tiger when the music stops. Jorgi goes to Hanford for a job

in the fields. But when he arrives, the farmer tells him that
the is over. Most important, although the grandfather tells everyone
that Jorgi is a , his smile at the end of the story is the highest kind
of for his son. The only sure thingin this story is that Aram’s rice
will be sometimes ,sometimes , and
sometimes !

® Language Activity: Interview About Immigrants

The paragraph about Saroyan tells us that his family came to the United States
from Armenia. They were immigrants, that is, people who moved from one country
to another to live. The United States is sometimes called a country of immigrants
because it is made up of people from all over the world. But all countries have
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