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Sometimes simpIe concepts are the most
profoun&. The concept of Heifer International
— give peopIe a means to raise themselves
up out of poverty and then ask them to pass
it on— is simple, but profouncﬂy effective.
Since 1944, Heifer has Lelpccl more than

9.9 million families in more than 195 countries
move toward greater self-reliance tIu'ougL gifts
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sound agricuIture. The impact of each initial
gift is mukiphec{ as recipients agree to lpass on
the gift' Ly giving one or more of their animal’s
oHspring orthe equivalent to another in need.
Visit Heifer.org to learn more about ways your
family can LeIp end Iw.nger and poverty.
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Description of the work: “Once There Was and
Was Not: A Modern Day Folktale from Armenia”
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years old. Tt tells the story of three young friends in

an Armenian viHage who join an after-school club to
learn about agricul’mre. Awa.rJ—winning author Pase
McBrier introduces us to Artun, Lazar and Sarkis
as tI\ey learn many practical lessons about raising the
beautiful young calf given to young Sarkis I:y Heifer
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enJing Iumget and caring for the Earth. In a dramatic
encling Beautifuﬂy illustrated Ly Stefano Vitale, the
boys learn more... much more. Heifer International
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into self-reliance. chipients agtee to pass on the

si{t so that tIxey themselves become donors and
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THERE WAS AND WAS NOT

A Modern Day Folktale

from Armenia
By PAGE MICBRIER
Mustrated By STEFANO VITALE
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nce tLere was ano[ was not in moo[ern Armenia
a Iooy named Artun. He lived on afarm in a

small viHage with a [)ig name. [Now because there

were few jo[vs in N aHaanc[yan, Artun’s {amily

I‘la& no steao[y income, anJ survivecl insteac[ on Whatever tkey

managecl to grow on their meager patck of land.




One c[ay, as Artun Lelpec[ his
mother pick appIes, he saiJ, A only

we had a cow, we could have yogurt

and cheese for supper tonigkt.”

//Artun!” I‘liS mother saiJ. //Wish

for a cow for your neigNoor insteacl,
that gooo[ fortune may give you two.

You should never envy others.”

So Artun, who was mostIy oIoeo[ient,
did exactIy that.

i



ow not Iong after, something new and exciting
kappenec[ at school. The headmaster called

everyone tqgetker and saiJ, ”Beginning next W@@I{, we
will offer six after school clubs to anyone interested.”

He c[escriloecl each cIqu, ano[ tLe If{incls o£ tLings the
students would be cIoing.

On the way Lome, Artun ano[ his two frienc[s,
Sarkis and Lazar, tried to decide. “THow about ecoIogy?ﬂ
suggesteo[ Artun.

“No, journalism,” offered Lazar.

Tthink we should sign up for agriculture,” Sarkis

announcecl. //WQ/H Iearn LOW to care £OI‘ caIves.

Artun and Lazar burst out Iaughing. “We have no caIv_es,”
Lazar pointec[ out.

Sarkis shruggeo[. //May[)e some c[ay.”




L

Artun and Lazar doubted fic; but because Sarkis signeo[ up and tkey were
such gooo[ friencls, they cli&, too.

TLrougkout the faH, the club met every week and...what do you know?
Tliey had a lot of fun.




In the last week of October — £oHowing a skit on how
to bathe a calf that starred Artun as the uncooperative
caH - tke teacher maoIe an announcement. N ext W@@I{,

the class will receive a gi&.”

No one — inc]uc[ing Artun — paic[ much attention,
ﬁguring it was probauy something like a pIaque with
the cIqu motto. Imagine tkeir astoniskment, then, when
they were led outside to a grassy patch where a cluster of
IoaIay calves mewed and tuggecl on their leads.

TI‘[@ cIass stooc[ speecHess as tke teacher announceo[,

g generous donor has provi&ec[ us with 10 é[airy calves.”

10
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‘ l Ten? Wit a minute. As everyone

ckeerec[; Artun quicMy counted 15
cIqu memkers. What :Joout tke otkers?

The teacher held up a small Ioag. “Please

choose a inp of paper. If your paper has
an X, you may pick outa calf.”

Artun, Lazar ano[ Sarkis openeo[ theirs
together. //X,” shoutecl Sarkis, just as Artun
saw that Iiis anc[ Lazar/s were Hank.



His shoulders sIumpecI. How could this be?
He gIanceo[ at Lazar, who looked equaHy

miseraue, and then he remembered his mother’s
warning. ”Congratulations,” he said with a grin,

punching Sarkis arm.
”YQS,” ac[c[eo[ Lazar, puncking the otLer EhannE,

//OW, tkanks,” said Sarkis. Fora moment, he grew
quiet. “You know what? We can take care of her
4 togetker.”

“Are you sure? Artun asked.

“Of course.”




Alc[ so Sarkis gatLerecI one of the Iaa]oy calves in his
érms_, ano[ tLe tkree of tLem, taking turns carrying

tkeir Iouncﬂe o{ gooc[ fortune, WI\oopeo[ anc[ I\oHerec[ aH the

way to Sarkis house.

TBat afternoon, tIle Iooys Euilt a staH in one corner of tlie skec[.
Artun Le[pecI Lazar penciI in the first notation in the new Iog

book: the name of the calf and how much food and water
she'd had that cIay.
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As her name suggestec[, Mara], Beautiﬂﬂ, was indeed Iovely,
and aItI\ough she didn't Iaelong to Artun or Lazar, she acted

as tLough they were important [DY aIways coming rith up tothem.

As autumn fac[ec[, Artun Erought Maral appIe cores and
brushed her tkickening coat. VV hen she cried for her motLer,

he wLisperec[ songs and stroked her neck.
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Now that they had a real caH the lessons Iearne.cl in t-he club

were put to practice. When the cold winter weather arr1veo[
Artun muckeo[ tLe staH as Lazar ancl Sar}us scrquec[ the trou 11 anc[
S
palI_ w1t11 Lot water. Together, the Iooys Ieo[ Imer on her ﬁrst walk in the

“Snow, Iaughing as she gingerly steppec[ through the snowflakes.

Evzry once in a wLiIe, Artun caught himself wishing Maral were Lis, but

L qufclaly pushecl the thought away.




aral grew like a vine. By spring, she was as tall as

Artun. Sometimes the [)oys would take her to the
field and tie her up while tkey pIayec[ soccer. On Sunclay
afternoons, Artun Iec[ Imer c[own the roao[ anc[ Toack to visit

another cIassmate,s caH.

As May approachecl, the Agriculture Club pIannec[ its [)ig
event: an Animal Fair. Each calf was to be juchecI in five
categories, and the Iooys I{@pt [)usy preparing Maral and

organizing for the fair.

The clay ﬁnaHy arrived. Family and friends had been invitec[,
anJ as the crowcl grew anc[ IroH< music ﬁHecI the Ve, Lazar ano[
Artun waited for Sarkis. At the juclging taue, the visiting

juo[ges put on Iong, white lab coats. The mayor arrived and
took his place behind the table.
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f arkis anc[ MaraI were nowhere to [je founc[. Then ﬁnaHy, Artun
spottec[ Sarkis {ather hurrying towards them with Maral. “Sarkis
is very sick. We've taken him to the Lospital.ll

The Iooys gaspecl. The I‘lospital? Lately, Sarkis had looked a little paIe and
tirecI, but this was unexpectecl. Artun felt speecMess with sadness.




==

Sarkis, {atk@r trieo[ to reassure tkem, to Iet tIlem If{now Sarkis Woqu[ Ioe all
right. “He'll be home from the I\ospitaI the Jay after tomorrow,” he said.

“But what about the Fair?” Lazar asked. VWhat's going to Ilappen to Maral?”

Sarkis, fatker presseo[ tke Iog Ioook into Lazar,s kanc[s anc[ saic[, //Lazar, Ic[ I
like for you to show Maral toJay.”

AL
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ow it was Lazar's turn to be surpriseo[. “Me?

No. I For weeks, Sarkis Lacl practicec[ for
the Fair, ano[ cIeanecI ancl [)rusheo[ Maralls coat untiI it
skineo[. ygs, of course Artun ano[ Lazar hao{ helpec[, Eut
no one knew Maral like Sarkis.

‘-1: or one smaH moment, Artun wisheo[ it were Lim, [)ut
quicHy saic[, “You can do this, Lazar. I'll help you put on

Imer cIecorations.”

Right away tkey got to work. Maral wouldn't stand stiH,
and kept Iooking around for Sarkis. SML qu,” whisperecl
Artun. Just as they attached the final garIancI, the mayor

announcec[ the start OIr the contest.

As Lazar led Maral to her place in the ring, Artun
found a spot on the ec]ge of the crowded circle. " Good
kTl e
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acL person intro&uceo[ Ilis anima]. In a WoUon voice,
Lazar saio[, ”This is MaraL and [ am Lazar. Maral is
as beautiful as her name, except when she was small and didn’t

like to be bathed.” VWhen the crowd Iaug’LecI, Lazar relaxed.



After tke introc[uctions, the animals were measureo[, weighec[, & 3-'-3'"" =
examinec[, pokecl and prooHecI. The random questions came next. as
When Lazar reacl I\is anucI, ”How &o you feec[ 953 montI\ oH caH? g
Artun sighecl with relief. Easy. The final criteria, juclging the Iog
Ioooks, didn't worry Artun much eitLer, since he knew theylcl I{ept

8oocl recorcIs, even pasting in a few pLotos of Maral as she grew.
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While the juclges taHiecI tke scores, the
calves and their owners waited anxiously

in the circle, chatting with onstanc[ers and soothing

their animals.

FinaHy, the juolges approachec[ the microphone and
announcecﬁ[ the winners. ”Fourth pIace, J uIietta.
Thirc[ pIace, Anna. Seconcl...” A,s the winners came

up to receive their prizes, Artun Lept glancing at

Lazar anc{ Mara[. TI\@Y,& WOI‘I(@CI SO Laro[.

//First pIace, Lazar,” the juclge announcec{.

The audience burst into cheers as Lazar steppe&

forward to receive his prize: a camera and a new

note]oook.
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Artun rushed T o5 ”Sarkis will be so proucI.” ll

Behind them, the juc[ges had huddled tOS@tI‘l@I‘ again, and the next
tI\ing Artun knew, they pusLecI forward and quieteo[ the crowd.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” one of the juclges boomed. “We've Jush
learned that the young man who showed the winning calf was not

”

its owner. Our goocl thoughts are with Sarkis for a speeo[y recovery.

The juc[ge beamed at Lazar. “This ]ooy,” she saic[, “wasn't Iucky
enough to get a caH, but instead of c[ropping out, he remained
committed to the club.” Now she pauseo[. “The juc[ges are so
impresseo[ that this Iooy managecl to win first pIace that we ve
pIechecl to somehow find the hnc[ing to give him acalf”
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he crowd erupteo[ in bravos and appIause, and

Artun, cheering tI‘le Iouo[est, aImost misseo[ tI\e
next sentence. And there's another Iaoy who did the
same. Artun, we d like to give you a calf as WCH, for

all your hard work and commitment.”

AncI so it was that when Artun wished £or a cow for
his neig“aor, he was given two, and no Ionger had to

dream about yogurt and cheese.

Ano[ tkus Ile ackievecl Lis Leart,s o[esire, anc[ so,

one o[ay, may you.

30 . .. vy






The End
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