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BLUEBLO

There were two varieties of
aliens—blve and blver—but
not as blve as the Earthmenl!

B"" JIM HARMON Illustrated

VEN if I'm only a space
pilot, I'm not dumb. I
mean I'm not that dumb,
I admit that Dr. Ellik and Dr.
Chon outrank me, because that's
the way it's got to be. A pilot is
only an expendable part. But I
had been the first one to see the
natives on this planet, and I was
the first one to point out that
they came in two attractive
shades of blue, light blue and
dark blue.
Four Indigos were carrying an

148

by WOOD

Azure. I called the others owver
to the screen.

“A sedan chair,” identified Lee
Chon. “Think the light-skinned
one is a kind of a priest?”

Mike Ellik shook his head. “I
doubt it. The chair isn’'t ornate
enough, I think that’s probably
the standard method of travel—
at least for a certain social elite.”

“Do you notice anything un-
usual about those bully boys?”

“You tell me what you see,”
Ellik evaded.
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“Three of them are mongoloid
idiots,” said Chon,

“I thought so,” Ellik said, “but
I wasn’t quite sure—aliens and
all”

“They’'re humanoids,” Chon
said, “and humanoids are my
specialty. I know.”

“The fourth one doesn’t look
much better.”

“His features are slack and
his jaw is loose, all right, but
they aren’t made that way. It's
an expression he could change.
His head isn't shaped like that.”

“Um. The man in the chair
15 a striking specimen. No cere-
bral damage in him.”

“I don’t think the answer is
brain damage. If the ‘noble’
trusts those four to carry him,
their actions and reflexes must
be pretty well coordinated. They
can’t have anything like palsy
or epilepsy.”

“They must breed a special
type of slave for the job,” Ellik
suggested.

“They aren’t slaves, Mike,” 1
told him.

“NMo?” Ellik said, like talking
to a kid. “And what are they,
Mike?”

BREATHED out hard, a
little disgusted that big brains
like Ellik and Chon couldn’t see
the translucent truth. “Thev are
just four dumb slobs who can't
get a better job, so they are haul-
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ing His Highness around because
they have to make a living the
hard way.”

“That doesn’'t quite cover it,
Johnny,” Chon said. “The car-
riers are a completely different
race,”

“What's different about them?"”
I asked. “They've got hands to
work with, eyes to see’ with,
noses to smell with. If you kick
one of them, I bet he'll hurt.
It's just their bad luck to be
dumb slobs.”

Ellik grunted. “Unfortunately,
Johnny, there are subtler differ-
ences. The darker aliens, the
indigo-colored ones, seem to be
definitely down further on the
scale of local evolution. They
must be an inferior race to the
lighter, azure species.”

Chon had been looking at us
and listening to everything. Fin-
ally he said, “You can’t be sure
of that, Mike. You haven't seen
all of the Indigos. Some of them
may not be as far down as the
common carriers.”

Ellik sighed. “Explorers have
to make snap decisions on insuf-
ficient data. We don't have time
to see the whole damned planet
before we write up a report.”

“Yes, .explorers have to make
snap decisions,” Chon repeated
to himself. “Are you going to
take a look at those buildings,
see 1if i1t's a village?”

“I thought I'd see if our blue-
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blood friend out there wants to
show it to me,” said Mike Ellik.

“He won't,” I said.

They both locked at me.

“You don’t have any chair and
nobody to carry you,” I went on.
“He’ll think wvou're just a slob.”

“Jonathan,” Ellik said, “you
show occasional flashes of gen-
ius'll'

I smiled and shrugged it off.
“T know I'm not nearly as smart
as you boys. But that doesn’t
mean 1 can’t think at all”

Ellik clapped me on the
shoulder. “Of course it doesn’t.”
But his grip was too strong.
_ “Johnny,” Ellik said gravely,
“do yvou think you could carry

me?”

“Wait a minute. You want me
to act like one of those slobs?
That’s asking a lot.”

“But could you?”

“Not all the way to those
buildings. What was the gravity
reading, Lee?”

HON closed his eyes a second.
“Ppint nine seven three.”

“There!” I said. “I couldn’t
tote you three or four miles pig-
gy-back.”

“Look,” Chon said, *“we can
strip down a magnetic flyer and
vou can ride the seat, Mike.
Johnny can pretend to carry
you, like on a platter. It'll im-
press the yokels with the
strength of our flunkies.”
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“Mike could
pointed out,

Chon laid a delicate hand on
my back. “But, buddy, Mike out-
ranks you.”

I shook my head. “Not that
way, he doesn’t.”

“We may be going to a lot of
trouble for nothing,” Mike said.
“That gang may jump us as soon
as we decant and try to have us
for dinner.”

“There's always that risk"
Chon agreed solemnly, “but nat-
urally I will remain on duty at
the controls of the stun cannon.”

“Securely inside,” Ellik added.

“Always on duty,” Chon said.

“Always inside,” Ellik said.

“It's in the records, Ellik. I
took the last one.” Lee said it a
little too sharp and it cut the kid- .
ding.

‘“yo soak wyour soft head in
brine,” Ellik said, disgruntled.

“Wait a minute,” Chon called.

Ellik turned back. “Yeah?”

“Don’'t forget to take your
communicator with you” Chon's
voice was choked, “You may get
out of line of sight if you go off
with that troupe.”

“I know this business,” Ellik
said, turning away.

“Mike, I'm sorry if I offended
yvou. Shake, huh?”

Ellik smiled sourly. “Forget
it.ﬂ'

“Come on, shake.”

“Okay, we're buddies. Do I

carry me,” I
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actually have to pump your
clammy paw?”

“Please!”

“Oh, for Pete’s sake!” Ellik
turned around and kissed Chon
on the forehead.

Ellik was just sore, of course.
But the manual warns against
that sort of horseplay when
yvou've been out a long time.

“Satisfied now?” Ellik asked.

“No.” Chon’s  wvoice was
strained tight. “It should have
been me to kiss wyouw” Chon
turned to me. “Luck out there,
Johnny.”

I grabbed his hand and levered
it fast, before he could decide
I needed kissing. “Sure thing,
Lee. Thanks."”

HE buildings weren’t much to
see, but they were a step
above primitive huts. They were
adobe, or maybe plastic. The
aliens understood the stress prin-
ciples of the dome, Ellik said,
because all the buildings had
curved roofs. Unbaked pottery
was what they looked like to me,
and they looked as if they would
be brittle as coffee-colored chalk.
Actually, their ceramic surfaces
were at least as hard as steel.
The Azure had welcomed El-
lik with an outstretched hand.
Mike wasn’t one to jump to con-
clusions, so he just held out his
own hand. The native grabbed
and let it go after pulling it some.
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The alien saw me apparently
carryving Ellik on a seat cushion
with one hand, and he kicked
me in the leg. To test my mus-
cles, I guess. I managed to keep
from vwyelling or jumping. The
Azure looked impressed and the
Indigos did a bad job of hiding
a lot of envy and hate.

As the Indigos toted their man
along on the litter and I guided
Ellik's seat cushion along the
channel of magnetic feedback, the
two riders began talking Ellik’s
translator collar broke the lan-
guage barrier, of course. It was
a two-way communicator on a
direct hook-up to our cybernetic
calculator on the ship. The brain
analyzed the phonetic structure
of the alien language under wvari-
ous systems of logic or anti-logic
and fed the translation into El-
lik’s ear. Then it went through
its memory banks and played
back the right sounds to trans-
late Ellik's talk into the alien
language. I understand things
like that. I'm a pretty good me-
chanic,

I didn’t have my translator
turned on, but it seemed to me
that somehow 1 could under-
stand what the plug-uglies, the
Indigos, were saying.

Ellik told me that it was be-
cause all their speech was based
on the one universal humanoid
sound, “mama.” Everything good
in the way of nouns and verbs
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(there were no other particles of
speech) was some inflection of
“m-m"” and everything bad was
“uh-m-m.”

Ellik was pretty “ubh-m-m.”

I was plenty "“uh-m-m.” I
threatened their jobs, they
thought.

They were a real miserable
bunch of slobs, those Indigos.

We passed through the wide
places between the houses — I
wouldn’t call them streets—and
saw a lot of Indigos crouched in
doorways, watching us, and Az-
ures being toted around.

‘The clothing they wore was
also pretty universal for sentient
bipeds—a tunic or sarong, kind
of. For the Azures, it was smooth
and colorful; and for the Indigos,
a loincloth of some rough, dun-
colored stuff.

Ellik chinned off his translator
switch and leaned down toward
my ear. “They are two distinct
races, Johnny. Notice that all the
Indigos are menials. There does
not appear to be anything to cor-
respond to a freedman or even
a higher-ranked house servant
The Azures treat the Indigos only
as animals.”

“Slobs,” I said. “Poor dumb
slobs.”

The nuclear flash washed over
us, peppering us with a few ex-
cess roentgens,

We couldn’t look at the space-
ship going up, but we knew it
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was going. It was making a dawn,

The aliens were all frightened,
They fell on the ground and
started praying to the ship, all
of them, the Azures and the In-
digos.

“What's wrong with that crazy
Chinaman?” Ellik yelped.

“Lee knows what he’s doing,”
I said.

Ellik unsnapped his communi-
cator from his belt. “Johnny says

you know what you're doing,
Chon. Do you?”
“I know."” Chon's wvoice

sounded right beside us, perfect-
ly natural. Belt communicators
work just as well as those con-
soles. People only buy consoles
for prestige.

“Well?” Ellik demanded.
“What are you doing, Lee?”

I thought maybe something
had gone wrong with the com-
municator.

Chon’s wvoice finally reached
us.

“I'm leaving you and Johnny
on this planet, Mike,” he said.

N Indigo brought us 1n our
morning supply of fruit.
Ellik felt me locking at him.
kicked the Indigo. “It's overripe,
blockhead. Amum, amum.”
The Indigo backed out, bow-
ing, eyes very round.
Ellik felt me looking at him.
“Well, I don’t like kicking the
oaf, but that’s all he’s been con-
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ditioned to understand as a sign
of disapproval.”

“Sure,” 1 said.

Ellik passed through the sci-
mitar of gray shadow into the
sunlight that washed lines and
years out of his face. He braced
a hand against the doorframe
and craned his head back. It
stopped and steadied.

“He’s still there,” Ellik said.
“Sometimes I wish his orbit
would decay encugh to burn him
up in this damned sour air.” He
coughed into his fist.

“He could probably correct,”
I suggested.

Ellik sneered. “He hasn’t got
the brains.”

“Pretty hard for one man to
manage a takeoff. He was lucky
to make it into orbit.”

“I just wish he would come
down. Somehow, someway, I'd
get to him, no matter where he
went on this planet.”

“I suppose that's why he stays
up.”

Ellik slammed his fist into his
palm. “I'm going to call him
again. He can’t get away without
us. If he fouled up a takeoff that
badly, he’s not going to try to
solo into hyperspace.”

“]I don’'t think anvone would
solo into hyperspace. I don’t
think he would be able to come
back.”

“Oh, what do you know about
it?” Ellik said shortly. “He's just
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building up his courage to try
the big jump. He's yellow, sure,
but sooner or later he'll get des-
perate enough, or scared enough,
to actually go. Then we'll be
stranded for fair. This planet may
not be colonized for centuries!”

“Probably never,” I said. “Not
after Lee's reports.”

“You think he would falsify
reports?” Ellik asked, blinking
at me.

“I suppose he'll have to.”

Ellik held his head with his
hands. “Of course, of course.
There's no limit to the depths to
which he would plummet” He
ran over to the corner and
snatched a communicator off the
pile of our gear. “I'm going to
call him and tell him what I
think of him and his wild ob-
session.”

I didn’t remind Ellik that he
had been telling Chon just that
at least once a day for a month.
I knew his nerves got tighter and
tighter and cussing out Chon
helped release them and make
him feel better.

“Come down, Lee!” Ellik called.
“The three of us can make the
jump together. You're martyring
yvourself for a crazy reason!”

“We've talked this over be-

fore,” Chon answered. “This 1s
the last time I'm going to re-
spond to your call. I've made it
clear to you that I think knowl-
edge of this world will cause
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great suffering, a lot of death,
among the majority of Earth's
P‘EGP]’E‘-"

“¥ou're talking prejudice, Lee!
Your prejudice. People aren't
like that any more.”

“We haven't gone that (far,
Mike. The bigots, the hatemon-
gers, the pettiness and xenopho-
bia lurking in everybody haven't
been asleep that long. Just look
at it from my side, Mike. What
will, the white people of Earth
think about the Orientals, Ne-
groes and Indians of Earth when
they. find out the dark-skinned
humanoids of another planet are
— measurably, unguestionably,
vastly — inferior to the light-
skinned race of the same world?
I ask you, Mike!”

IKE ELLIK said, “It’s an in-
ept analogy, Lee, and you
know it.”

“But most people reason by
analogy,” said Lee Chon. “No,
Mike. I have to leave you and
Johnny to prevent a recurrence
of racial hatred, intolerance and
all the wugly consequences on
both sides. This is the last time
I'll answer you, Mike. I'm get-
ting lonesome. In a few years,
I'll get hungry for human com-
panionship. I don’t want to be
tempted down. Good-by, Johnny.
S0 long, Mike”

Ellik screamed. “Wait! An-
swer one more call, Lee. It's the
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least you can do for me. I don't
know when I'll make it. It may
be in a few weeks or a few years.
It won't be just argument, Lee.
I'll have something wvou’ll want
to tell Earth about this place and
these people.”

“I'm still here. Tell it to me
now,” Chon's voice said.

“No. I want to get proof. Let
me rig up some kind of video
circuit for you. I can use parts
out of our tape camera and the
translators. I want to get it all
across to you™

I could hear Chon breathing.
“Very well. I'll answer your next
call.”

“Liee,” I called out, *"Mike and
me will be expecting you to an-
swer.”

Chon laughed. “I'm not going
anywhere, Johnny. Only around
this world every couple of
hours.”

“¥You couldn’t make the jump
through hyperspace without us,
Lee,” Ellik said. .

“That's right, Mike. I'm—I'm
sorry to quarantine you two
down there,”

“Quarantine!” Ellik stormed.
“We're not sick, Lee. ¥ou are the
sick one!”

There wasn't any sound, not
even of breathing.

“You have an idea to change
Lee’s mind, Mike?” I asked.

He cupped his hand on the
back of my neck. “Affirmative,
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Jonathan. A pretty damned good
one, too.”

Ellik stood staring out the
door, gnawing on one of his
knuckles, letting the sun turn the
front of him into gold, so he
looked like half a statue, and
half a man.

“T suppose it had to come out
in him sooner or later,” he said.

“What, Mike?"

“What could we expect? It's
the basic quality of treachery in
the Oriental mind.”

EN the shadows were at

their longest and the alien
sun was down the closest to the
horizon without actually going
under, Ellik marched up the path
shoving a new Indigo. The Az-
ures supplied Mike with all the
flunkies he wanted to gather
food and the like for him, as
his natural right. But I thought
we had enough of them hanging
around our quarters. I couldn’t
imagine what he would want
with another one.

The alien hovered at the door.

Ellik kicked him in the calf to
make him understand he was to
go inside.
- “Look at him, Johnny,” Ellik
said, pushing the fellow forward.
“Not a mongoloid, would you
E-EI.}"?"

“No.”

The alien looked stupid—-blue
and stupid. His face was hanging
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there, but it wasn’t pushed out
of shape any more than the faces
of the Azures. The Indigo blink-
ed back at me. What he also
looked was not friendly.

Ellik took the Indigo’s cheeks
in his hand and angled the face
toward the light. “He’s a half-
breed, Johnny, or otherwise the
gene was recessive. He wasn't
damaged before birth, only after
—when he started to breathe.”

“What do you mean, Mike?”

“You ever hear of cyanosis,
Johnny?”

“No.”

“Well, these creatures have
something like 1t. The Indigos
don’t get enough oxygen in their
blood cells. It makes them slug-
gish; it turns them blue like the
pictures of ‘blue babies’ in the
old books.”

“lI never saw a picture like
that in an old book,” I said.

“Did you ever see a book?
Sorry, Johnny. Just kidding.”
Ellik rubbed his hands to-
gether. “Well! I theorized that
there is no basic difference in the
Azures and the Indigos except
improper aeration of their blood.
So, you see, an Indigo is only a
sick Azure, and I am going to
make this Indigo well”

“How ecan you do that?”

“Ifs simple,” Mike said irri-
tably. “The Indigos must have a
malformation of the heart caus-
ing an abnormal communication
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between the venous and arterial
side of the circulation system. A
little surgery and I adjust a
valve in the heart. No more com-
munication. Proper aeration.
Enough oxygen. The deep blue
color goes, leaving only the
lighter blue of the natural pig-
mentation. The patient feels bet-
ter, acts better, thinks better,
looks better, In short, he is no
longer an Indigo but an Azure”

“Is—is this what you're going
to show Lee?” I ventured.

“Of course! It proves the In-
digos aren’t an inferior race.
They are the same as the Azures
except that they are sick. Their
being sick can’t reflect unfavor-
ably on any terrestrial colored
race. There is no analogy. But I
have to prove it to Chon. We're
going to tape the whole process
and feed it to him.”

“I think,” I said, “that that
might get to him.”

“Sure it will.” Ellik’s jaw mus-
cles flexed. “I should ruin Lee
with this thing, but I won't. I'm
not a vindictive man, Lee and I
will probably be working to-
gether for years. But whenever
he gets out of line — has some
stubborn idea about doing some-
thing his way—don’t think I
won’t remind him of this!”

Suddenly, he was smiling
again. He turned to the gawking
Indigo. He pointed two fingers
at him.
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“Mmr?"” Ellik asked.

The alien tapped himself on
his chest cavity twice. “Mhaw,”
he gave his name.

“Mhaw M’i uh M'i m M'm'-
uh?” Ellik asked him, without
even using the translators.

“M-m-M-m-M,” the alien went,
slapping himself on the chest
with his opened palms.

Ellik turned to me, grinning.
“I asked him if he wanted to
stop being an Indigo and become
an Azure. He thinks I can do
anything and he’s all for it.”

FTER we fed Mhaw a dose

of null-shock from our packs,
Doc Ellik started to slice him
open with a ceramic knife he had
borrowed from the Azures,

But Ellik had forgotten that
the alien- might get frightened
seeing himself cut open, even  if
he couldn’t feel any pain. It had
never happened to him befare.

The alien lumbered to his feet,
his chest hanging open, showing
his heart beating like some animal
caught inside a blueberry pud-
ding.

I drove a right cross into his
jaw, and felt the jar all the way
up to my shoulder.

He melted back down onto the
pallet.

“Good work, Johnny,” Ellik
said, stooping and starting his
work.

Right away, Mhaw started to
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lose that Indigo color and get
real light — lighter than the
Azures, in fact. None of the blue
of the race was actually in the
pigmentation, Mike found out.
Even the Azures suffered some
degree of 1mproper aeration of
the blood.

“¥You going to call Lee Chon
now?” I asked Mike. “You going
to show him the tape we had
running during the operation and
all?”

“Not quite wyet, Johnny,” he
gsaid. “First I want to educate
Mhaw a bit, up to the Azure
level or better. That should con-
vince Lee.”

Mhaw learned fast, probably
faster than the Azures, even. Al-
most. the first thing he wanted
was for us to stop calling him
Mhaw and start using an Azure
name, Aedo.

Once a day, Ellik left our hut
to take some exercise—a walk

‘along the alien esplanade, he

called it, I used to stay with the
doctored alien, now Aedo, but
we fnally learned we could trust
him to follow our orders—which
were to stay inside, away from
the others, since we didn’t know
how they would take him. So I
got to walking along with Ellik.

As dusk lengthened, we could
see the spark that was our ship
in its orbit along the retreating
horizon.

Ellik twisted back his head
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and the side of his mouth. “Look
at him up there—Ilook!”

The spark burned brighter
and danced in another direction.

“He's gone! He left us!” Ellik
said.

“It's okay. He's still there. Just
corrected the orbit a little, I
guess.”

“No, no, no,” Ellik said. “He
started to make another try. But
he got afraid to try to go into
hyperspace alone.”

“He was just correcting for or-
bital decay.”

“¥ou don't understand, John-
ny. He's a coward. That makes
him dangerous. He’s getting des-
perate., That desperation will
burst the dam of his own weak-
ness and wash away our hope,
our Ives”

His wvoice hushed. He stood
staring starkly ahead, his palms
outstretched at his sides.

“Maybe he  i1sn't that cow-
ardly,” I said hopefully.

ce LMINISHED,” Ellik an-
nounced. He meant he had
finished editing the tape showing
the operation on the alien and
his recovery from his blue dis-
ease, from being an Indigo tﬂ
better than an Azure.
“The transmitter is finished
too,” I said.
Ellik had suggested a way of
switching the tape camera to a
video converter for one of the
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audio communicators, and I had
been able to do it easy. It took
parts from both our communica-
tors and translators too.

Ellik fitted the coiled snake of
tape into place. “This will be a
great day for your people, Aedo.
After our friend from heaven
lands, we will be able to teach
you a way to cure all of your
sick, to make all the Indigos like
you.”

“Like me? Make like me?”
Aedo said in the pidgin terres-
trial that Mike Ellik had taught
him.

“Fes. We'll show them how
we cured you and how all can be
cured.”

“You make show fellow like
me? Make tell make that fellow
like fellow like me?”

“Everything’s ready, Mike,” I
called.

“That's right, Aedo,” Mike
said. “¥You'll show wyour people
the way to equality.”

“Make all fellow like this fel-
low?” Aedo asked.

“Shall I ecall in Lee?” I asked
Mike.

“Yes, that’s right, Aedo. Just
right.”

“No,” Aedo said.

The alien stomped the tape
camera and the communicator
to bits before I could get a ham-
merlock on him.

Ellik just stared at the com-
plete wreck of our only means
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of communication with the space-
ship. :

“I be much man now. I much
smart. Much smart than Azure
hicks and Indigo slobs. I much
smart all. I much man! Not to
be all same now. No.” The snarl
hung on in Aedo'’s throat.

Ellik lifted his head and sort
of smiled. But not quite.

“Well,” he said slowly and sad-
ly, “what could you expect in the
way of gratitude from a dirty
alien?”

THE Azures did accept Aedo

all right. They seem to
think he must have come from
some other tribe. They don't as-
sociate him with the Indigo that
disappeared. No Indigo ever be-
came an Azure before.

Of course, Azures sometimes
become Indigos, we found out.

It seems there’s a wirus of
what Ellik called pseudo-cyan-
osis in the air. The Azures have
become a pretty resistant breed
to it, while the Indigos are all
easy victims. But once in a while
an Azure will come down with it
and turn Indigo.

Mike Ellik caught it too.

It happened pretty fast. By
the time we realized what it was,
he was already too stupid to fin-
ish the operation he started on
himself. I had to sew him up,
not very neatly.

Ellik is treated pretty much
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like the rest of the Indigos. So
am I. He takes it all pretty calm.
He can still talk a little Earth.
Whenever anybody kicks him,
Ellik just mutters something
about, “What can fellow expect
bunch lousy creeps like those
fellow?”

I guess I'll get it too. I think
I am getting it.

It won't be so bad for me. Just
like maybe going around drunk
all the time, not being able to
think or coordinate very well

It will be kind of bad being a

member of an inferior race, but
the thing I’ll hate about it- the
most 1sn’t that, or even leaving
old Lee up there, circling around
and waiting for our call forever.

No, the thing I hate is having
it happen now, just when I'm
beginning to learn something.

I'm not dead sure I know just
exactly what I learned, but I
think maybe I do:

You get just what yvou damned
well expected all along from a
bunch of blue-blooded mongrels!

— JIM HARMON
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FORECAST

Deep in the affections of all true lovers of science fiction is a lady
author named Evelyn E. Smith, astonishingly and rewardingly intelligent,
witty, inventive and resourceful, yet, pretty as Rima of Green Mansions, she
is every bit as elusive as that most exasperating of fictional creations.

In other words, strapping her to the typewriter is a real job, but one
from which we have not flinched between each and every one of her

stories.

This anncuncement, then, is to call attention to our unexpectedly great

success in extracting an entire novella from her — no little bitty item but a
real story, cleverly plotted, touchingly characterized, gracefully and tellingly
told, with a logic that should confound those who believe women and logic
are incompatible — a silly dogma we don't hold to, but especially in Evelyn
E. Smith's case.

Called SENTRY OF THE SKY, her novella concerns Sub-Archivist Clarey,
who is convinced that there must be o way to get up in the world, and
indeed there is — but who'd ever think this was it?

-End of announcement, except that everything else in the issue will be
a bonus, an Evelyn E. Smith story being worth the price of admission. Oh,
and we're at her for more, and will continue until she brings one forth, at
which point we will repeat the process. Ad, if necessary, infinitum.
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