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						Origons of Galactic Etiquette
					
				

				
					
						By EDWARD WELLEN 
					
				

				
					
						Illustrated by STONE 
					
				

				
					
						Take this handy guide along on your Galactic jaunts—to avoid death—or even worse! 
					
				

				
					
						PREFATORY NOTE
					
				

				
					
						M
						AN rippled out through the Galaxy, learning. He was learning—often the hard way—to
					
				

				
					
						abandon the set notions of morality that had conditioned him. He was learning that the guiding
					
				

				
					
						hand of the past could not reach from star to star. He was learning to evaluate new situations
					
				

				
					
						arising out of changed conditions. In sum, he was learning that etiquette varies with
					
				

				
					
						environment. 
					
				

				
					
						At first, breaches of etiquette were all too common. The trouble they caused resulted largely from
					
				

				
					
						twin errors. The offender erred in failing to use his intelligence to determine the proper social
					
				

				
					
						expedient; and the one taking offense erred in failing to allow for the blunderer's ignorance. 
					
				

				
					
						To reconcile conflicting ways of life—without allowing one to impose its beliefs, shames, and fears
					
				

				
					
						upon another—is the Galactic Council's mission. In 2937 the Galactic Council consolidated its
					
				

				
					
						counseling services into the Department of Etiquette. It commissioned experts with a background
					
				

				
					
						of comparative studies in ecology, sociology, and psychology. 
					
				

				
					
						These experts took the generic title of MLE, from the initials of Manners, Logic, Expediency—not,
					
				

				
					
						as many think, from Emily Post, a probably mythical authority on Terran etiquette. 
					
				

				
					
						The following examples of Galactic etiquette are a cross-section of MLE-ing in its formative
					
				

				
					
						stage. 
					
				

				
					
						F
						ROM the microfiles of MLE Zel Pret (2916-3040), dean of the Derben XI MLEs. 
					
				

				
					
						Question
						: Three years ago a friend of mine disappeared. He had been working on a self-popping cereal
					
				

				
					
						when it exploded. He left no trace and so we held mourning rites over the spot we believed he had last
					
				

				
					
						occupied. 
					
				

				
					
						Six months ago he reappeared. But, naturally, until he goes through the birth ceremony, we must
					
				

				
					
						religiously follow the custom of "not seeing" him. 
					
				

				
					
						He is taking unfair advantage of his "invisibility." Judging by his mischief-making, I suspect that he staged
					
				

				
					
						the explosion to cover his leaving—and I shudder to think of what he must have done during those
					
				

				
					
						missing years. 
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						Now he walks right into our houses, helps himself to our best liquor, snatches food from our grasp, and
					
				

				
					
						pinches our wives. And he caps these indignities by tying our eye-stalks into neat bows, turning our
					
				

				
					
						"unseeing" eyes upon ourselves. 
					
				

				
					
						What do you advise? Fit-to-be-tied. 
					
				

				
					
						Answer
						: You have a knotty problem, Fit-to-be-tied. To see how to cut the knot, simply follow the lesson
					
				

				
					
						you learn from the following example. 
					
				

				
					
						Alusded Anstef (2613-2709), a Prubnild III feather magnate who sculpted for a hobby, taught his son
					
				

				
					
						Rusica to believe in his philosophy, which held that the mind never can gather facts enough to be sure that
					
				

				
					
						one course of action is wiser than another—that what now seems good may in the long run prove bad. 
					
				

				
					
						One day in 2679 Alusded stood on a high scaffold in his studio. He was absorbedly putting the finishing
					
				

				
					
						touches to a colossal statue. He stepped back to admire his work. He fell. 
					
				

				
					
						The sudden stop didn't kill him . . . as he belonged to a metallic race, it merely dented him. Shakily, he
					
				

				
					
						grasped the scaffolding to pull himself upright. The scaffolding toppled. It struck the top of his head.
					
				

				
					
						Again his iron constitution saved his life—but as he happened to be slanting in the right position relative to
					
				

				
					
						the magnetic lines of force of the planet, the blow permanently magnetized him. 
					
				

				
					
						H
						E lay dazed for a while. Then his head cleared and he started to get up. His heart bonged when he
					
				

				
					
						found himself stuck to the steel flooring. He strained, but couldn't pry himself loose. He needed help, and
					
				

				
					
						called out. 
					
				

				
					
						He grimaced at the undignified sight he presented, but welcomed the ring of his son Rusica's footsteps.
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						Somewhat bad-temperedly, he explained what had happened. 
					
				

				
					
						Rusica stood watching his father thoughtfully. Then he slowly reflected aloud. 
					
				

				
					
						"Analyzing the situation," he said, "I must weigh my desires and good intentions against unforeseeable
					
				

				
					
						effects." 
					
				

				
					
						By now, adding to Alusded's embarrassment, a group of his friends had gathered. They listened—some
					
				

				
					
						impatiently, some amusedly—to Rusica's careful reasoning. 
					
				

				
					
						At last, Rusica made up his mind. Taking the long view, he found himself unable to judge whether he
					
				

				
					
						would harm or help his father and/or society by acting—and so, uncertain that good would come of
					
				

				
					
						freeing his father from the floor, he went out. 
					
				

				
					
						Less philosophical, three of Alusded's friends came closer to take hold of the fallen magnate. Three
					
				

				
					
						clangs echoed through the room—and the three friends were sticking to Alusded. 
					
				

				
					
						The remaining friends wisely used ropes to tug loose and sort out the quartet. Alusded gratefully wanted
					
				

				
					
						to shake hands with his rescuers, but they moved out of reach, wary of his personal magnetism. They
					
				

				
					
						suggested that he undergo heat and so lose his drawing power. 
					
				

				
					
						Among themselves they muttered about Rusica's unfilial conduct. But Alusded, proud that his teachings
					
				

				
					
						had taken, resoundingly praised Rusica for sticking to them. 
					
				

				
					
						Now, Fit-to-be-tied, you and I know that Alusded was rationalizing a defeat. His case shows how a
					
				

				
					
						stern doctrine may boomerang. Your problem will answer itself, I believe, when your "not seeing" makes
					
				

				
					
						you blunder into your friend in ways I leave to your imagination. Of course, I don't counsel that you run
					
				

				
					
						him down or through. But after he experiences two or three close calls he will decide to arrange for his
					
				

				
					
						rebirth. 
					
				

				
					
						F
						ROM the microfiles of MLE Atrata Beritar (2966-3187), Cygnian expert; author of the famous
					
				

				
					
						Melanocoryphic Memoirs
						. 
					
				

				
					
						Question
						: My neighbor hovers about, making disparaging remarks, while I'm bleaching or dyeing my
					
				

				
					
						feathers. It's nearly moulting time and I'm afraid she'll want to come along when I shop for falsies. Would
					
				

				
					
						it be proper for me to tell her to go preen herself? ' 
					
				

				
					
						Ruffled. 
					
				

				
					
						Answer
						: Patience, Ruffled. If your neighbor's kibitzing becomes overly annoying, you may with propriety
					
				

				
					
						ask her to desist. However, you'll do well to think of this: there are occasions when it's perfectly correct
					
				

				
					
						for one to kibitz. 
					
				

				
					
						For example, when a Groombian philosopher seems lost in abstract thought, other Groombians
					
				

				
					
						deliberately make all manner of distracting sounds and gestures. They do this to remind him of the
					
				

				
					
						omnipresence of environment. 
					
				

				
					
						Largely speaking, of course, most Galactic societies frown on derogatory kibitzing, because of the
					
				

				
					
						totalitarian taint clinging to even such a modified form of spying. But in all societies, constructive kibitzing
					
				

				
					
						has become acceptable ever since 2516. 
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						In that year, a scout ship of the University of Capella Expedition crashed in the wilderness of Deneb IX.
					
				

				
					
						A twisted beam pinned the scout in the wreckage. Only the thrust of his arms held the beam from
					
				

				
					
						crushing his chest. But his arms soon tired, and the weight of the beam slowly but inexorably settled. 
					
				

				
					
						The magnetic storm that had caused the crash made it impossible for the command ship to get a fix on the
					
				

				
					
						lost scout. So when the scout failed to return or report, search parties set out on the ground to cover the
					
				

				
					
						area from opposite ends. 
					
				

				
					
						AS they made their way toward each other, both parties became self-consciously aware of an arboreal
					
				

				
					
						creature that flitted back and forth between them. First it would hover over Search Party A, and with
					
				

				
					
						bright beady eyes watch the members blasting their way through the brush. Then it would swing back to
					
				

				
					
						give its attention to Search Party B. 
					
				

				
					
						These bursts of scrutiny were distracting to the Capellans. They were itching to scare off the creature.
					
				

				
					
						But respect for all forms of life channeled their energy into the search for the rapidly weakening scout. 
					
				

				
					
						After several hours of shuttling, the arboreal being diffidently addressed the members of Search Party B.
					
				

				
					
						An alien voice appeared to creep into their thoughts. It said, "Pardon me for intruding upon your minds,
					
				

				
					
						but would it be sporting if I were to tell you whether or not you are warm?" 
					
				

				
					
						So, Ruffled, you see how one being may be in a position to do others a better turn than anyone imagines.
					
				

				
					
						You see how the others may be in a position to deprive themselves of that aid. Fortunately, in this case
					
				

				
					
						everything worked out happily. At length, but happily. But you see how easy it is for beings to fail to read
					
				

				
					
						each other's purposes. 
					
				

				
					
						So try to keep from letting your annoyance with your neighbor's fault-finding open a breach between you.
					
				

				
					
						Remember what birds of a feather must do. 
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						F
						ROM the microfiles of MLE Naea Muc (3054-3197), who won fame in the Cymini sector. 
					
				

				
					
						Question
						: I recently had a pleasant visit at the Vernac branch of the Galactic Museum. I saw—and
					
				

				
					
						rather fell in love with—an outer garment made of animal pelts. I'd like to synthesize a duplicate of it.
					
				

				
					
						Would such a garment be socially acceptable today? 
					
				

				
					
						Madcap. 
					
				

				
					
						Answer: Stick to non-objective covering, Madcap. Otherwise you violate a long-standing taboo. 
					
				

				
					
						This usage traces back to the disappearance of Katherine Roman, Miss Terra of 2403. Among the prizes
					
				

				
					
						she won when she gained the title was a mutated-cat coat worth four kilocredits. 
					
				

				
					
						She wore it while enjoying another prize, a trip around the Galaxy. She never completed the trip,
					
				

				
					
						however, for she disappeared while on a stopover on Tasinack. 
					
				

				
					
						The natives of Tasinack are a fur-bearing race. They turned out in honor of Katherine's much-publicized
					
				

				
					
						visit in a crowd that spread over the spaceport like a rug. Unfortunately, Katherine's appearance rubbed
					
				

				
					
						the nap the wrong way. She stepped out of the spaceship and waved and smiled at the Tasinackians, and
					
				

				
					
						while their standards of beauty found Katherine wanting, they were anxious to make her feel welcome
					
				

				
					
						and so they had rehearsed spontaneous cheering for days. But when they saw that her coat consisted of
					
				

				
					
						pelts very like their own, their cheers changed to catcalls.
					
				

				
					
						Katherine's chaperone sensed the reason for the resentment and urged her to keep the fur coat out of
					
				

				
					
						sight during the stopover. Katherine reluctantly agreed. 
					
				

				
					
						When they reached the hostelry, Katherine started to put the coat away, lingering over the packing
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