ROBERT SHECKLEY

EMISSARY FROM A GREEN AND YELLOW WORLD

Of late, Bob Sheckley has been writing mostly mystery novels, including Soma
Bluesand Draconian New Y ork. He's currently finishing up anew fantasy entitled
Godshome. Of course, Bob has aso been entertaining us with skewed short stories
for four decades now, and it's nice to see hel's not letting up. Witnessthis

gory of avist to ablue and white world.

ONE THING ABOUT PRESIDENT Rice. He was able to make up his mind. When Ong came
to Earth with his contention, Rice believed him. Not that it made any difference
intheend.

It began when the Marine guard cameinto the Oval Office, hisface ashen.

"What isit:." said President Rice, looking up from his papers.

"'Someone wants to seeyou," the guard said.

"So? A lot of people want to see the President of the United States. Is his name
onthemorning lig?'

"Y ou don't understand, Sir. Thisguy -- he just -- materialized! One moment he
wasn't there and the next moment, there he was, slanding in front of mein the
corridor. And heisn't aman, sr. He stands on two legs but heisn't aman.
He's--he's-- | don't know what heis!"

And the guard burst into tears.

Rice had seen other men cave in from the pressures of government. But what did a
Marine guard have to do with pressures?

"Ligen, son," Rice sad.

The guard hastily rubbed tears out of hiseyes. "Yes, sr." His voice was shaky,
but it wasn't hystericdl.

"What | want you to do," Rice said, "istake the rest of the day off. Go home.

Get some rest. Come back here tomorrow refreshed. If your supervisor asks about
it, tell him | ordered it. Will you do that for me?”

"Yes gr."

"And on your way, send in that fellow you met in the corridor. The one you say
doesn't look human. Don't talk to him. Just tell him I'm waiting to see him.”

Thefdlow was not long in coming. Hewas about six feet tdl. Heworeasiver



one-piece jump suit that shimmered when you looked at it. His features were
difficult to describe. All you could say for sure was, he didn't look human.

"I know what you're thinking," thefdlow said. "Y ou arethinking that | don't
look humen.”

"That'sright,” Ricesaid.

"Y ou're correct. I'm not human. Intelligent, yes. Human, no. Y ou can cal me
Ong. I'm from Omair, aplanet in the congtdlation you cal Sagittarius. Omair
isayelow and green world. Do you believe me?"

"Yes, | bdieveyou,” Ricesad.

"May | ask why?'

"It'sjust ahunch,” Ricesaid. "I think that if you stayed around here and
submitted to an examination by ateam of our scientists, they'd conclude that
youwerean dien. Solet'sget right toit. You'rean dien. | accept that
you're from agreen and yellow world named Oreair. Now what?"

"You're asking, | suppose, why I've come here, at thistime?”'

"That'sright."

"Wadll, ar, I've come to warn you that your sun isgoing to go novain about one
hundred and fifty of your years."

"You're sure?'

"Quitesure

"Why'd you wait o long to get around to telling us?"

"Wejust found out ourselves. As soon asit was confirmed, my people sent me as
emissary to give your planet the information and offer what assstance we
could."

"Why did they pick you?"

"l was chosen at random for off-planet service. It could have been any of US."
"If you say 0."

"Now | have delivered the message. How can we help?”

Rice wasfeding very peculiar. He didn't understand it, but hereally did
believe the emissary. But he aso knew hisbdlief wasfutilein terms of saving

Earth's people. Ong's contention would have to be submitted to scientific proof.
Before any conclusions could be reached, the Earth would vaporizein the



expanding sun. Rice knew that if he wanted to do anything about it, it would
have to begin now.

Rice said, "Some of our scientists have made similar conjectures asto our
eventua doom.”

"They'reright. Within gpproximately one hundred and fifty yearsthis planet

will no longer be habitable. May | be blunt?Y ou're going to have to get off.

All of you. And you must begin immediately.”

"Grest," Presdent Rice said. "Oh, that'sjust greet.”

"|s something wrong?'

"I'mjust having alittle trouble assmilating this" Rice put ahand to his

forehead. "Thisisanightmare Stuation. But | haveto ded withit asif it's

real. Becauseit probably is." He wiped hisforehead again. "Let'ssay | believe
you. How could we do anything about it?"

"We of Omair areready to help. Wewill give you detailed plans explaining what
you must do to make starshipsfor al Earth's people. There will be further
ingructionsfor getting dl the people together and into the shipsinan

orderly manner. Please understand, we're just trying to help, not impose
oursalvesonyou." "l believeyou," Rice said, and hedid.

"Therésalot to be done,” the emissary said. "It'sabig task, but you humans
arejust as smart aswe Omairians -- we checked on that, no use wasting our time
on dummies. With your present level of technology, and with our assistance, you
can do this and be away within the next hundred years."

"It'satremendoudy exciting prospect,” Rice said.

"Wethought you'd fed that way. Y ou aren't the only planetary civilization
we've been able to rescue.”

"That isvery much to your credit.”
"Nothing to praise. Thisishow we Omairiansare.”

"I'm going to have to ask something that may sound alittle strange,” Rice said.
"But thisisEarth so | haveto ask it. Whao's going to pay for al this?"

"If it'snecessary,” Ong said, "we of Omair arewilling to defray the costs.”
"Thank you. That's very good of you."
"Weknow."

"So what will be necessary?'



"To begin with, you'll need to clear out the center of one of your continents
for the launchingpads. But that's not too difficult, because you can distribute
the peoplein the other continents. That will disrupt commerce and farming, of
course. But we will supply whatever food is needed.”

Rice could imagineit now -- the dow convening of expertsfrom al over the
globe, the quarreling, the demands for more and more proofs. And eveniif a
consensus of scientists came to agreement after many years, what about the
population at large? Before any sizeable portion of the Earth's people could be
convinced, the Earth would long sSince have vaporized in the expanding sun.

"Simultaneous to the building of the Starships,” the emissary went on, "youll
have to get your populationsindoctrinated, innoculated -well supply the
medicines-- and in genera prepared for along journey by starship. During the
trangition period you'll require temporary housing for millions. We can help
there”

"Isthe indoctrination realy necessary? Earth people hate that sort of thing."

"Absolutely essentid. Y our peoplewill not be prepared for alifetime of
shipboard life. Hypnotherapy may be needed in many cases. We can supply the
machines. | know your people won' like t, being uprooted thisway. But it's
gther that or perish in about a hundred years."

"I'm convinced,” Ricesad. "Thequedtionis, can | sl it?"

"l beg your pardon?’

"W, it'snot just acase of convincing me, you know. There are tens of
millions of people out there who won't believe you.”

"But surely if you order them to take the necessary measuresfor their own
good..."

"I'm just the ruler of one country, not the whole planet. And | can't even order
my own countrymen to do what you're suggesting.”

"Y ou don't have to order it. Just suggest it and show the proofs. Humans are
intelligent. They'll accoept your view."

Rice shook hishead. "Bdieve me, they won't believe me. Most of them will think
thisisadiabolica plot on the part of government, or some church, or the

Idamic Conspiracy, or some other. Somewill think little gray diensaretrying

to trick usinto captivity. Otherswill believeit'sthe work of along-vanished
Elder Race, hereto do usin. Whatever the reason, everyonewill be sureit'sa
plot of somekind.”

"A plot to do what?' Ong asked.

"Toendaveus"



"We of Omair don't do that sort of thing. We have a perfect record in that
regard. | can offer proofs."

"Y ou keep on talking about proofs," Rice said. "But most humansare
proof-proof.”

"Isthat redly true?."
"Sadto say, it'strue.”

"It goes againgt accepted theory. We have dways believed that intelligence
invariably producesrationdity.”

"Not in these parts. Not with us."

"I'm sorry to hear that. We Omairians thought thiswas just a matter of one
colleague calling on another and warning him of adanger, then advising him on
what stepsto take. | had no idea humans might resist believing. It's not
rationd, you know. Are you quite sure of this?"

"That'show humans are. And above dl, they're conditioned from earliest age
againg teking ordersfrom diens.”

"I wouldn't be giving any orders.”

"Y ou'd be advising the government. In people€'s minds, that would be the
equivaent of giving orders.”

"I don't know what to tell you," the emissary said. "Isthereredlly no way you
could convince people otherwise?!

"I can tell you here and now, it'll never work."

Ong gave adight inclination of hishead. "Wdll, it has been nice meeting you.
Have aniceday."

The emissary turned to go.

"Just one moment," Rice said.

The alien paused, turned. "Y es?'

"What about just taking those of us who do believe, who want to go?!
"It'sunprecedented,” the emissary said. "In dl our experience, races either

can changetheir thinking and get away from their doomed worlds by their own

efforts, or they cannot.”

"Weredifferent,”" Rice said.



"All right," theemissary said. "I'll doit. Gather your people. I'll beback in
ten yearsto take those who want to go. We can't wait any longer than that."

"Well be ready.”

TEN YEARSLATER, the emissary cameto asmall, hand-built housein acorner of
the Oregon Cascade Mountains. A trout stream ran behind the house, and Rice was
standing beside the stream, fishing. Rice said, "How did you find me here?’

"Once we Omairians have met you, we can dways find you again. But t think you
are not president any longer.”

"No," Ricesaid. "My term ended and | didn't get reelected. | tried to convince
people of the destruction that lay ahead. Nearly everyonethought | wasa

crackpot. Those who did believe me were worse than those who didn't. A crazy man
tried to shoot me and killed my wifeinstead. My children hold me responsible.

They changed their names and moved away."

"l am sorry to hear that,” the emissary said. "But | think you'll have to admit

that those other people, the ones who despise and disbelieve you, do not have
your grasp, your intelligence, your intuition. Y ou're probably the most unusud

man of your century, Mr. Rice. Y ou bdieved in usfrom the start. Y ou didn't

think we were sent by God or the devil. Y ou accepted what we said. Evidently you
werethe only one."

"Evidently."

"Perhapsit'sfor the best," the emissary said. "Y our people, in their present
date, could never have madeit out there. But you could.”

"Me
"Your true placeiswith us, Mr. Rice, out in the gdaxy. Thereis il time.

Y ou are not an old man. We have rejuvenation trestments. We can add many years
to your life. We have women of our specieswho would be honored to mate with
you. We have acivilization that would welcome you. | beg of you, leavethis
doomed Earth behind and come away with

"No, | think not,” Ricesaid. "I can till look forward to living another thirty
or so years on Earth before things get too bad, can't 1?7

"Y es, but no longer.”
"It'senough. I'll stay."

"Y ou choose to die here with your people? But they will perish because of their
own ignorance.”

"Y es. But they are Earth's children, as| am. My placeis here with Them."



"I find it difficult to believe you're saying this"

"I did alot of thinking about it. It occurred to methat | wasredly no
different from the other humans. Not fundamentally. And certainly no better."

"| can't accept that. Anyhow, what isyour inference?

"It seemed to methat if my specieswasincapable of believing in its own doom,
it was not for meto believeinit, either. So I've decided thet al that stuff

you talked about is not going to happen. In fact, I'm pretty sure I've dreamed
al thisup.”

"Itisnot inteligence" said the emissary, "to takerefuge in solipssm.”

"My mind's made up. I'll stay here with my trout stream. Y ou've never done any
fly fishing, haveyou, emissary?"

"Wherel comefrom,” the emissary said, "we don't fish. Werespect dl life.”
"Does that mean you don't eat flesh of any kind?'

"That iscorrect."

"What about vegetables? They'reliving things."

"We don't eat vegetables, either. We convert our energy from inert chemicals,
or, if necessary, wetransform it directly from solar radiation. We can
re-engineer you so you can do that, too."

"I'll just bet you can,” Rice said. "I beg your pardon?

"Y ou heard me. Or rather, you heard my implication. The sort of life you offer
wouldn't be human. 1t would be hellish. It wouldn't be worth living for afelow
like me, to say nothing of my friends. | refer to the rest of the human race.”

"You mentioned hdl. Thereisno hdl."

"Yesthereis. Hell ismetaking to you. Now do me afavor and get out of my
face"

The emissary left, and, outside, paused for amoment, looking back at the house.
Would Rice change hismind?No indication of it. Ong shrugged and returned to
hisvehicle. With a gesture he brought it up to full visibility and got aboard.

Soon hewas high in the air, with the green and blue planet receding below him.
Soon hewould put in the faster than light drive.

But just before he did, he turned back and took alast look. A Good-looking
planet, and intelligent people. A pity to seeit dl lost.



He brooded for amoment, but only amoment. Then he consoled himsdf with the
knowledge that this represented no redl lossto the Cosmos. After adl,
intelligent life had evolved again and again on planetsal over the universe.

But what had evolved wasintelligent life much like that of Ong and his people.
That was the standard, the norm. But inteligent life like Earth's? Intdlligent
irrationd life? 1t had to be afluke, aone-of-a-kind thing, this mating of
intelligence and irrationdity. The emissary didn't think the universe had seen
Earth'slike before. It probably would not again.

He looked down once more at the Earth. It looked like anice place. But of
course, there were more where that came from. Sort of. In any event, it wastime
to get back to his own green and yellow world.



