"Well be back to get you, Findokin, exactly one Earth year from now," said the warpship captain
just before the ship-to-planet transmitter beamed me down to the North American continent.

That was fifty-two years ago.

The World Council of Kaffar wanted to find out how the American poor were coping with the 1930s
depression, so they sent me here to study them. Then, apparently, they forgot dl about me. Either that, or
they lost my genetic pattern and as aresult have never been ableto find me.

Wéll, | studied the poor. For awhile, anyway. Not just because I'd been told to, but because | didn't
have much of anything elseto do. I'd been taught how to speak everyday English and had been
incul cated with American customs and mores. Since most Kaffarians and most Americans |ook pretty
much alike, there's never been a problem on that score. The same kind of organic particlesthat fell on
Kaffar aeons and aeons ago fell on this planet too.

Inthelittle town wherel first took up residence | used to stand on one of the street cornerswith
some of the guys who were unemployed and listen to them talk. The town wasin Concord grape country
and some of the guysworked part-time in agrape-processing plant. | got a part-time job there mysdlf.
There was dso acanning factory and afurniture factory. The canning factory hummed during summer
and fdl, but the furniture factory had closed its doors some time ago, because most people couldn't
afford to buy furniture any more,

On the street corner the guys would keep talking about when times would be good again and how
then they'd be able to get good jobs. They would even stand there in the wintertime. In the summertime,
though, we would sometimes sit in the village park. But the subject seldom changed.

One of the guyswas named Jake Evans, and he and | got to be pretty good buddies. Hewasin his
early thirties, but he looked older. Sometimes he made me think of agaunt and lesfless tree the wind had
been trying its damnedest to blow down without ever quite succeeding.

Jake's favorite pastime was hooting at politicians and other public dignitaries. He would often bum
into Buffalo when a public figure gave a speech there and hoot and holler and ask embarrassing
guestions. | used to go with him sometimes, and after awhile | began to hoot and holler and ask
questionstoo. By that time I'd pretty much given up hope of ever being picked up and had resigned
mysdlf to the fact that the things that went on in America had as much to do with my welfare asthey did

with everybody e <g's.

After Roosevet got in, things began to look better. The grape-processing plant raised its basic rate
from twenty-five to thirty cents an hour. Some of the guys joined the CCC, reducing the group that
gathered daily on the street corner to a skeleton crew. Eventudly | managed to get a"'full-time" job at the
plant (my expense money was amost gone) and began working there four months ayear instead of only
one. It was now possible to draw unemployment insurance when you were laid off, and thisworked out
finefor me, although the insurance didn't begin to cover dl the weeks | wasn't working. But thiswas no
problem, because | always saved enough out of my wages to see me through.

Every so0 often word would get around that Ford was hiring. The company had built an assembly
plant on the outskirts of Buffalo and the men working there made five dollars aday. Whenever word got
around, we'd hightail it down there and wait at the gate. There would be abig crowd there, and dl of us
would stand and wait, even when it was biting cold. Sometimes aforeman would come out and grab one
of the biggest guys and pull himinsde. After awhileit dawned on methat someday | might get grabbed,
because I'm six feet tall. That was when | began to have second thoughts, and whenever aforeman
would come out, I'd fade back into the crowd. Not long afterward | stopped going down there
atogether. If they paid five dollarsaday, it ood to reason they'd get five dollars worth of work out of
you, and | didn't want a steady job that bad.

Infact, | didn't want a steady job at al.

That's one of the things being unemployed most of the time does to some people. It turnsthem into
bums.



| was drafted early in 1942 and after along spell in the states | was shipped to the South Pecific. But
| wasin the Quartermaster Corps and never saw a Jap till after the war when | wound up in Japan as
part of the occupation force. | made sergeant before | was discharged, but | was still abum.

Now, herein the eighties, we have anew depresson. But it hasn't affected my way of life. Since the
war, the only places I've ever worked have been canning factories, and even in hard times canning
factories are dways busy part of the year. When I'm not working, | hole up and draw unemployment
insurance. But | have to keep moving around because Kaffarians have a much longer life span than Earth
people, and | don't age. So what | do is stay in one place for about ten years; then, after | receive my last
unemployment insurance check, | pack my suitcase and take off for adifferent part of the country,
change my name, obtain anew socid security number and get ajob in another canning factory. Right
now my nameis Clark Cooper. | coined it by combining thefirst and last names of my favorite movie
dars.

Although I've confined my career to working in canning factories, I've dways had the urge, ever snce
the 30s, to become a fruit tramp. That's what migrant workers used to be called. But I've dways held
back because it might be difficult to draw unemployment insurance. Someday, though, | may say
goodbye to canning factories and take to the road.

* * %

The new depression has given me sort of acomfortable feding. Thetown I'm living in now isn't far
from the one near which | was beamed down and where | began my working career. But you don't see
any of the unemployed standing on street corners and the only people you seein the park are old men
who'veretired. But | don't associate with them, even though | belong to their age group; instead, |
associate with young people.

Compared to the 1930s depression, this one is a breeze, but on some people it's been pretty rough.
It's been particularly rough on young people who want to get ajob, but in lots of casesthey don't redly
need to work because their parents are relatively rich.

Thisisthe casewith the girl I'm at present keeping company with. In college she mgored in
chemigtry, but as yet she hasn't been able to find employment. But she has anew Chevette which her
father gave her for Christmas, dl the spending money she needs, and more clothesin her wardrobe than
she knows what to do with. | keep pointing these things out to her when she starts griping about not
being ableto find ajob, but she dways says, "Y es, but it's not the same. | want to be on my own.” Then
shelightsinto me. Why don't | try to better mysalf? she asks. Why don't | try to work my way through
college? It'sashame for someone asintelligent as| am, she says, to work haf ayear in acanning factory
and then loaf the other haf. Then she upbraids mefor rolling my own cigarettes. If | can't afford to smoke
civilized cigarettes, she says, | should at least have enough dignity to quit.

| have, of course, during my fifty-two years on Earth, kept company with many girls. | much prefer
the pre-World War |1 girls. They had an outward naiveté which | found reassuring. But thiseighties girl,
whose nameis Jennifer, fascinates me nevertheless. Maybe a paradox is a work and she appealsto me
because of her lack of outward naiveté. Or maybe, out of perversity, | like her because she's spoiled and
self-centered. But | think the red answer liesin the fact that shel's strikingly attractivein adark-haired
arrogant way, and so stunningly built she makesthe girls| remember from my youth on Kaffar seem like
beanpoles.

On Sundays Jennifer and | go for long drivesin her Chevette and take in the sights and est out.
Sometimes we go swimming Sunday afternoons. Thelakeisonly about amile from town. Sheis deeply
tanned from lying in the sun every weekday afternoon, and she makes me look like acorpse. But corpse
or not, | till look good inapair of swimming trunks. I'm built like a decathlon champion, | haven't an
ounce of fat on me, and | don't look aday over 28.

Turned around, the figures show my true terrestrid age: 82.



Some Sundays we have dinner a her house. Her parents put up with me, but it's clear they don't like
theideaof her going with acommon canning-factory worker. Her father is an automobile dedler.
Chevrolets. He has managed to stay afloat during the depression by charging people twenty-five dollars
an hour for repair work, and he's smart enough to keep good mechanics on his payroll so the peoplé€ll
come back.

One Sunday latein July when | am having dinner there, he offersme ajob. Heisabig,
sguare-shouldered man who used to play fullback on his college footbd| team. Jennifer inherited his
sharp features, only in her case they don't look sharp. At least not yet. "How would you liketo sl cars?!
he asks over hisdice of lemon pie.

"Nobody'sbuying cars" | tell him.

"Nobody was buying cars. But the economy has picked up, asyou'd know if you ever read the
papers, and people are beginning to buy them like mad. So | need another salesman.”

| give the matter some thought. | know that Jennifer islooking at me and | suspect that her finger isin
thepie.

"You'd haveto get anew suit of course,”" her father says, "and make afew other minor changes.”

"What's the matter with the suit I'm wearing?' It'sagray pinstripe which | got from the Salvation
Army just two weeks ago.

"It'stoo conservative. What you need, though, isn't necessarily anew suit, but aflashy blazer and
maybe apair of maroon dacks. Y ou've got to be modern. People expect car sdlesmen to be. And your
hair. You'd haveto let it grow longer and get it styled.”

| lay down my fork. "I won't do that."

Jennifer tugs on my arm. She's been after me about my hair for months. | can't seewhy. | part it
neatly on the sde and get it cut every three weeks. "My hair saystheway itis.”

"Damnit, Jen, | can't take on a salesman who looks as though he just stepped out of a 1930s
moviel”

"Well what difference doesit make how helooksif he can sdl cars?'

"Maybe he can't el cars.”

"Wl a least et him try!"

Her father looks at me with resignation in hiseyes. "What do you say, Clark?"

| can see he hopes I'll say no. And no iswhat | want to say. | know that if | quit the canning factory, |
probably won't be able to get my job back. Worse yet, | haven't got enough timein this year to draw
unemployment insurance, and if | should quit, | wouldn't be ableto draw it anyway. But the redlly bad
point isthat if | takethejob I'll have to work twelve months a year!

Themoment isacritica one. If | say no, | may lose Jennifer; if | say yes, I'll be saying goodbyeto a
way of lifethat fits me like an old shoe. The presence of Jennifer beside meisthe deciding factor. | just
can't bring myself to let her down. "All right. I'll giveit awhirl."

The next morning | tell my boss at the canning factory that |'ve found another job and that afternoon
Jennifer helps me pick out ablazer and dacks. They set me back abundle and make melook likea
Christmastree. Then she says, "Now weéll get you some new shoes.”

"Shoes? | don't need shoes. | just got the ones | have on amonth ago."

"They look like you've been hoeing cornin them.”

The new shoes set me back $49.95. If I'd bought the ones she wanted me to, I'd have been set back
over seventy bucks.

"Well," she saysthe next morning when she picks me up a my rooming house to drive me to work,
"you'll never makethe adsin Playboy, but you do look pretty sharp at that."

When | seethelist prices of the carsin her father's showroom and remember that there's a seven
percent salestax, I'm sure he must have been kidding when he said people are buying them like mad.
Then he explainsthat most people don't lay down that much money, that usudly they don't lay down any
money &t al but usetheir old car asadown payment and pay off the balance in monthly instalments over



aperiod of four years. The magic word is GMAC.

He givesmealittle book which showsthelist prices of used cars, tells Jonesy, his other sdlesman, to
bresk mein, and retiresto his office. Jonesy, a pleasant young man who looks even morelike a
Chrigmastreethan | do, tlsmedl hethinks| should know, not only about selling cars but about selling
people the need to buy them, and after he getsthrough talking, | stand there primed, waiting for my first
customer. Except for the hour | takefor lunch, | stand there dl day without a single potential car-buyer
showing hisface.

But the next day is different, and to my amazement | sell a Caprice.

| don't even have to pressure the customer. He just walks in and tells me he wants to buy the brown
four-door that's parked in the showroom.

Afterward, when | figure out my commission, | find that I've earned as much in one day as| would
have earned in awhole week at the canning factory!

That night, when Jennifer and | go out to dinner, sheis effervescent with plansfor our future. First of
al, shesays, | must buy acar of my own, and then we will go looking for anicelot on which to build our
new house. Theweird part of itis, | go dong with the whole dedl, even though | am 82 and sheisonly
23!

But the age difference doesn't redlly count, because | only look alittle older than she does, and she
won't age any faster than | will. Kaffarians are long-lived, but they don't live forever, and | anwell past
the midpoint of my life.

We shdl grow old together, Jennifer and |.

She begins teaching me how to drive, and not long afterward | buy a Caprice. It's a demonstrator
and Jennifer's father gives me agood price on it and waives the down payment. Meanwhile | sdll two
more cars—a Celebrity and aMonte Carlo. | stop going to the barber and switch from Bull Durham to
taillor-made cigarettes.

* * %

Back in the hillswefind abeautiful piece of property which affords a superb view of the lake.
Jennifer talks her father into buying it for us, and a contractor, who isagood friend of his, tellsushewill
tear down the old farmhouse and the ramshackle barn which stand there now and build us a beautiful
three-bedroom Cape Cod for $109,500. | am appalled, and when | find out how much it will cost to
pipeingas, indall aseptic tank and dig anew well, | try to back out. Then Jennifer tells methat her
dowry will more than cover the down payment and assures me that with both of usworking, paying off
the twenty-year mortgage will be abreeze. | tell the contractor to go ahead.

On aSunday latein August her grandparents on her mother's side drive out from Rochester to meet
me. Jennifer hastold me al about them. Her grandfather isaretired Kodak worker and he and her
grandmother spend every fdl, winter, and spring in Florida playing golf and eating out at expensive
restaurants, and during the summer they do the samething up here.

Hegivesalittle start when we are introduced and it'sal | can do to keep from giving one too,
because | know him. In the full-fed but sagging face | discern the shining countenance of one of my old
World War |1 buddies. Barney Waite. We used to get drunk together in the Philippines on Paniqui
whiskey. Onetime Barney got so drunk he blanked out for two days and couldn't remember athing that
had happened. He amost went blind. And here he stands before me, looking like his own grandfather!

"Do you know," he says, after we shake hands, "for aminute | thought | knew you. Used to be aguy
looked just like you in a Quartermaster outfit in the Philippines during the war.”

"It could hardly have been me," | tell him, "seeing that I'm only twenty-eight yearsold.”

"Oh, | know it couldn't've been you. Not just because you're young, but because you're acar
salesman. Thisguy | knew—you know what he wanted to be? He wanted to be afruit tramp. Come on,
let's go out in the kitchen and have a beer.”



Since meeting him I've had sort of afunny feding about Jennifer and me. It would have been bad
enough if 1'd been buddies with her father, to say nothing of her grandfather. What would shethink if she
knew that Barney and | used to get drunk together during World War 11?

| goto get my hair styled. "It's not quite long enough,” the beautician says, "but I'll fix it up asniceas|
can. After it growsafew moreinches, I'll have you looking like that handsome newscaster on Channel
3"

The first week in October the village holds a Festival of Grapesto celebrate the grape harvest. Thisis
ayearly event and has become asimportant as a county fair.

On Friday night thereis a grape-stomping contest in the park and Jennifer and | go to watch it. So
doesjust about everybody esein town.

It'sawarm night for October. A platform has been built in the park and upon it are three halved wine
barrels haf-full of grapes. The contestants arelocal celebrities who have been divided into groups of
three. The object of the contest isto see which member of each group can slomp out the most juicein
fiveminutes

The firg three contestants are the mayor, the contractor who's building our Cape Cod, and one of
theloca lawyers. They climb up on the platform and stand behind the halved barrels. They'verolled up
their pantlegs and are wearing old shoes, except for the mayor, who's wearing apair of cowboy boots.
Heis short but big-boned, and weighs at least two hundred pounds. The contractor istall and lanky and
iswearing acowboy hat, and the lawyer has hairy legs and looks like amember of the Mafiawho came
to town to make book.

Wheeeeeeep! goesthe whistle, and into the barrels they jump and begin to somp.

Uproarious laughter from the crowd.

Cameras are recording the event for posterity. One of them belongs to a photographer from the local
newspaper. MAY OR, CONTRACTOR, LAWYER FROLIC IN GRAPES AT FESTIVAL. Grape
juiceflies up from the barrels, spattering the contestants legs, and the mayor's boots go splosh! splosh!
splosh!

Association whisks me back through time, and | find mysalf working in the grape-processing plant
agan. | amfilling press blankets with ajuicy mixture of pulp and skins and stlems, folding the blankets one
on top of the other till they will be piled high enough to be put under one of the presses. The mixture
comes down from one of the kettles on the floor above and when it gushes out of the hoseit spatters me
and my helper, turning our faces and arms purple. My helper has three kids, and brings tomato
sandwichesin his lunch because he can't afford to buy cold cuts. We are making thirty cents an hour.

| return to the present and look at the three clowns up on the platform. The mayor only gets four
thousand ayear, but thisis cigarette money, for he isa plumber and charges eighteen dollars just to look
at your toilet. The contractor is up in the six-figure bracket, and the lawyer chargesfifty dollarsjust for a
consultation.

Something goes click! inmy mind, and | haller, "'If you guys keep ssomping so hard, your feet'll swell
up and won' fit into your Florsheimd™ Laughter from the crowd. " Shhhh!™ Jennifer says.

"Hey, you with the hairy legd" | shout. "If you sscomped grapeslikethat in Italy, they'd deport you!"

"Clark!" Jennifer says.

| get off agood one. "Lookit the mayor! He's somping out the vintage where the grapes of graft are
Stored!"

A wdll of silence has begun to grow around me and a cop isworking hisway toward me through the
crowd. "Clark, if you don't stop it, I'll never speak to you again!™ Jennifer says.

| am wound up now. "If anybody wants to build a house, stay away from that guy in the cowboy hat.
Hell fleeceyou for dl you've got!™

The cop hasreached my side. He grabs my arm and starts marching me out of the crowd. Jennifer
follows. I'm tempted to leve the cop, but decide | hadn't better.

At the edge of the crowd Jennifer's father materiaizes from somewhere. He talks the cop into letting



me go, then he faces me. Heisfurious. "Those three people are good friends of mine," he says. "If you
don't gpologize to them for what you said, you'refired!" He turns and walks away.
When | drive Jennifer home, she doesn't say asingle solitary word.

On Saturdays the showroom is open only haf aday. | put my timein the next morning, but no one
comesinto look at the new cars. Jennifer'sfather asks meif | returned to the park last night and
gpologized to the "three fine, outstanding citizens' | insulted. | shake my head. "I'll give you till Monday
night," he says. "If you haven't gpologized to them by then, don't bother to come to work Tuesday
moming."

| don't go near Jennifer over the weekend and she doesn't come near my rooming house. | spend
much of the timein deep thought. | know I've got agood dedl. It's the best deal 1've ever had since |
arrived on Earth and | know I'll never get abetter one. What harmwill it do if | apologize to the three
men | insulted? | won't be any the poorer for it, and my future will be secure.

Then | get to thinking about Jake Evans. He wouldn't have apologized. He never gpologized to
anyone. One time when he harassed a state senator, the senator said he wouldn't prefer chargesif Jake
would say he was sorry. Jake laughed in hisface.

But Jake never needed to apol ogize to anyone because he never had anything to lose. For along
timeit was that way with metoo. But not any more. I've got the whole world on a string, and the
Findokin who didn't care whether school kept or not is now a respectable middie-class citizen.

On Monday morning when these two guys come sauntering into the showroom, | know at once that
they're from Kaffar. Sure, they're wearing corduroy dacksand plaid shirtsand their hair is styled, and
they look like Americans. But aKaffarian can spot another Kaffarian amile away.

| walk over to where they'relooking at abrand new Impaa | pat the hood. "Beautiful job, isn'tit,” |
sy.

Both of them look a me then. They'd been pretending they hadn't seen me. Thetaller one hasalong
nose and the shorter one has a squarish face. The former has a genetic detector, disguised asapen, in his
shirt pocket. "Weve come to take you home, Findokin," he says. "I'm Smidden. My partner hereis
Oggsvoten.”

He handles everyday English even better than | could when | first arrived, athough there's no need
for him to speak it, Since Jonesy'sin the used-car lot and Jennifer's father hasn't shown up yet.

"Well it was nice of you to comefor me," | say, "but you'refifty-one yearslate.”

"That's not our fault,” Oggsvoten says. "The ship that was supposed to come back for you got sent
out on another mission and in the meantime somebody misfiled your dosser and the Council forgot all
about you."

"Fortunately,” Smidden says, "one of thefile clerksfound it when he was looking for somebody
eses”

"I must have quite abit of back pay coming.”

"Youll haveto take that up with the Council."

"Wl it's not the back pay that concerns me so much. It'sthe fact that if | go back with you, I'll be
way behind thetimes. It'll take me the rest of my lifeto catch up.”

"Y ou should be thankful you weren't forgotten about atogether,” Oggsvoten says.

"Suppose | don't want to go back?’

Smidden says, ™Y ou know you got to whether you want to or not.”

"Why should you want to Stay here anyway?' Oggsvoten asks. "Thisisashit planet.”

"Maybel likeit here."

"Well maybe you do and maybe you don't, it don't make no difference,” Smidden says. "So let's go.
We were beamed down two miles outside of town. The ship'sin geosynchronous orbit and the focus of
the transmitter can't be changed, so grab one of those cars out there.”

| lead the way to my Caprice. The two Kaffarians climb into the back seat and | get behind the
whedl. They tell me which way to go. Once were outside of town, they direct meto the hill that the



transmitter isfocused on. | park the Caprice at the side of the highway and accompany them up the
dope. Smidden pullsatiny transceiver out of his pants pocket, contacts the ship and sayswe're ready to
come on board.

While were waiting for the beam | light acigarette. Casudly | point to the genetic detector in
Smidden's shirt pocket. "Y ou must have a bigger, more powerful one on the ship. Y ou could never have
located me from space with one that small.”

Smidden pats the detector. ™Y ou sure are behind the times, Findokin. The way they make these
things now, you don't need abig one, and thislittle baby's the only one we've got. We picked up your
pattern with it the minute we emerged from the warp.”

The tranamitter beams us up to the ship. Warships used to be big, but thisoneisn't. Thetransmission
room and the control room are one. "Let'sgo," Smidden saysto the pilot in Kaffarian, and the pilot, who
was manning the transmitter, seats himself in the cockpit.

Smidden turnsto me. "Come on, Findokin, well take you to your cabin.”

He leads the way aft. Oggsvoten follows close behind me. My cigarette has gone out. | drop it to the
deck. Apparently the pilot isthe only other member of the crew.

The warp gyro begins to hum beneath the deck. In afew minutesthe gyrationswill reach
mass-transfer velocity.

My cabin turns out to be the brig. Smidden swings the lock-door open. Quickly | turn and level
Oggsvoten with ashort right which Jake Evans taught me how to throw; then | spin around, grab the
detector out of Smidden's pocket and shove him into the brig. | dam the door shut and secureit.

| drop the detector to the deck and stamp onit.

A ship-to-planet transmitter has to be operated by someone outside the field-zone, so | can't beam
myself back to Earth. But dl warpships carry at least oneliferaft in the event of an emergency. Or a
least they used to. | step over Oggsvoten's prostrate body and start searching for the boat bay.

The hum of the gyro turnsinto a high-pitched whine. | have about one minute | ft.

The bay should be on the starboard side. There are only three lock-doors. | begin opening them. |
am lucky: | find the bay on the second try. Thereisonly oneraft. | dam the lock-door shut, secureit,
climb on board the raft and close the nacelle. The hull lock-door opens as | nose the craft toward it, and
amoment later | am in space.

A second later the warpship winks out of sight.

| land theraftin agully. | don't believe anyone saw it come down. | am nowhere near the town
wherel live, but | know which way to go to reachit. | find ahighway and begin hitchhiking in the
opposite direction.

Evening finds me deep in apple country. | have enough money on meto buy my supper and anight's
lodging inamotd. | am wide awake by dawn. | dip into my dacks and shirt and shoes, leave my blazer
hanging in the closet, and step outside. | can smell the wine-sweet smell of apples. | strike off acrossthe
fieldsand presently | come to an orchard where men are aready at work. | find the foreman. " Sure you
can work—why not?' He gives me aladder and abasket and | climb up among the branches of one of
the trees. Theleaves are till wet with morning dew. Drops of dew fal upon my face as| climb higher
into the branches. It is asthough a dryad iskissing me on the cheek. Thelast of dawn's pinkness fades
from the sky and the sky becomes abenign blue. | eat thefirst apple | pick for breakfast. Itisa
Mclntosh. Its wine-sweetness fills my mouth and courses through my body, and | fed one with the Earth.
| breathe deeply of the fresh morning air. | know they will never go to the expense of sending another
ship for me. When cold wegather comes I'll go south and pick oranges. Thefirst thing I'll do when | get
my first pay isgo to abarber and get aredl haircut.



