Don't You Know Theres A War On?

by Donald Westlake

In 1981, | have no ideawhy, | started a series of oddball sciencefiction short stories; | mean, every once
in awhile those people warped through my brain again, until, by 1988, I'd done 5 of them. Then |
stopped, and again | have no ideawhy; they'd been fun to write. All 5 were published in Playboy. When
| sent inthe first one, Alice Turner, the wonderful fiction editor there - one of the best, recently no longer
there, whichis Playboy's loss - said sheéd buy the story if | would send her, in aplain wrapper, whatever
I'd been smoking or ingesting while writing it.

Herewith, "Don't You Know Therés A War On?' thefirst of the starship Hopeful stories.

From the beginning of Time, Man has been on the move, ever outward. First he spread over his
own planet, then cross the Solar System, then outward to the Galaxies, all of them dotted,
speckled, measled with the colonies of Man.

Then, one day in the year eleven thousand four hundred and six (11,406), an incredible discovery
was made in the Master Imperial Computer back on Earth. Nearly 500 years before, a clerical
error had erased from the computer's memory more than 1000 colonies, all in Sector F.U.B.A.R.3.

For half a millennium, those colonies, young and struggling when last heard from, had had no
contact with the rest of Humanity. The Galactic Patrol Interstellar Ship Hopeful, Captain
Gregory Sandforth commanding, was at once dispatched to reestablish contact with the
Thousand Lost Colonies and return them to the bosom of Mankind.

The two armieswere massed in terrible array, banners flying, the hosts facing each other acrossthe
verdant valey. Thetents of the generds were magnificently bedecked, pennons whipping in the breeze.
Down below, clergymen in white and black blessed the day and the pounded grass and the generals and
the banners and the archers and the horses and those who sweep up behind the horses. Filled with a
good breakfast, the soldiers on the dopes stood comfortably, happy to be apart of this historic moment,
while the supreme commanders of both forces marched with their aides and their scribes down through
their respective armies and out across the green sweep of neutra territory toward the table and the dtar
st up inthe very center of the valey under ayellow flag of truce.

Thiswasthefirg time these two supreme commanders had met, and they studied each other with a
pardonable curiosity while the various al des exchanged documents and provided signatures. Ishe
fiercer-looking than me? the supreme commanders wondered asthey eyed each other. Ishisjaw firmer
and leaner? Do his eyesflash more coldly and crudly? I's his backbone more ramrod-<tiff?

The ministers sprinkled holy water over the papers. The supreme commanders firmly shook hands - very
firmly shook hands - and agreat cheer went up from the multitudes on the dopes. The ceremony was
complete. The name had been changed. The 300 Y ears War was now officialy the 400 Years War.

"Look out!" someone shouted.



Soldiers gaped. Horses neighed and pawed the ground. Clergy and aides fled with cassocks and tunics
flapping, Supreme commanders took to their hedls and the great long silver bullet of the spaceship settled
dowly, ddlicately, dmost lazily into the very center of the valley, the massive base of the thing gently
meashing the main dtar into adinner mat.

"Remember, Councilman,”" Ensgn Kybee Benson said, pacing the councilman's cabin, "these are
intelligent and subtle people, the descendants of philosophers.”

"Hardly aproblem,” Councilman Morton Luthguster responded. "I'm something of a philosopher mysdlf.”

Ensign Benson and Councilman Luthguster meshed imperfectly. Ensgn Benson was dmaost painfully
aware that the reason the councilman had been chosen to represent the Gaactic Council on thisendless,
trivia, boring mission to the universal boondocks was smply that nobody at the Galactic Council could
stand the man's porposities anymore. Luthguster didn't realize that; nor did he redize that it was Ensgn
Benson's sharp-nosed personality that had won him aberth on the Hopeful (neither did Ensign Benson);
but held certainly noticed thet dl his conversations with Ensign Benson |eft him with the sense that hisfur
had been rubbed the wrong way.

Enggn Benson'sface now wore the expresson of aman eating alemon. " Councilman, would you like to
know which particular philosophy these philosophers philosophized about?!

"You'rethe socid engineer,” Luthguster pointed out, getting a bit prickly himsdlf. "It'syour job to
background me on these colonies.”

"Dudigs" Enagn Benson sad. "They were dudigs.”
"Y ou mean they fought each other.

Lieutenant Billy Shelby, the Hopeful's young second in command, knocked on the open door and
entered the cabin, saying, "Sir, the ship haslanded.”

"Just asecond, Billy." Taking adeep breath, displaying his patience, Ensign Benson said, "Not duelists,
Councilman, duaists. They believed in the philosophy of duaism. Smply stated, theideathat thereare
two sidesto every story.”

"Atthevery least," Luthguster said. "Back in the Galactic Coun-"

"Gemini," Ensign Benson interrupted. " That'swhat they named their colony, after the twins of the zodiac.
They'd originaly considered Janus, after the two-faced god, but that suggested aduplicity they didn't
intend. Discussion and debate; that's the core of their approach to life."

"A civilized and cultured people, obvioudy." Luthguster preened himsdlf, patting hisbig round belly. "We
shdl get dong famoudy.”

"No doubt," Enggn Benson said. "Shdl we begin?'

They followed Billy Shelby down to the main hatch, where the ladder had aready been extruded, but the
door was not yet open. Waiting beside it was Captain Standforth, tall and thin and vague, his stun gun
ready in his hand. Pointing to the weapon, L uthguster said, "We won't be needing that, Captain. These
are peaceful scholars.”

"I thought I might shoot some birds," said the captain. "For stuffing.” Bird taxidermy wasthe only thingin



life the captain redlly cared about. Seven generations of Standforths had, unfortunately, made such
magnificent careersin the Galactic Patrol that this Standforth had had no choice but to sign up when held
attained the proper age, but the whole thing had been a ghastly mistake, which everybody now knew -
and which waswhy he had been assigned to the Hopeful.

"Shoot birdslater,” Luthguster said, somewhat tiffly. "Let usbegin peacably. Open the door, Billy."

Billy pushed the button, the door opened and L uthguster stepped out onto the platform at the head of the
ladder. 'Fellow thinkers" he cried out and fell back into the ship with seven arrows stuck in him.

"Rotten am,” Chief Engineer Hester Hanshaw said, wiping her hands on agreasy rag, then dropping it
onto the cluster of pulled arrows. "Y oull live."

"At least you could sound happier about it,” Luthguster told her. Lying here on the engine-room table, he
was S0 enswathed in bandages that he looked like a gift-wrapped beach ball.

"It'smostly al that blubber protected you," Hester said unsympatheticaly. "Y oure avery inefficient
desgn.”

"Well, thank you very much."

There was no doctor on the Hopeful, there being room for only five crew members and the councilman.
Hester Henshaw, 40ish, blunt of feature and speech and hand and mind, had taken afew first-aid
courses before departure, with the attitude that the human body was merely amessier-than-usua kind of
machine and that most of itsills could be repaired with afew turns of ascrewdriver or taps of ahammer.
(Pliers had been useful in the current case, plucking the arrows out of the councilman.) Hester never gave
her engines sympathy while banging away at them, so why should she give sympathy to Luthguster?"I'll
give you some coffee," she offered grudgingly.

Luthguster knew Hester's coffee from hearsay. "No, thank you! ™
"Don't worry, you won't leak. | plugged dl the holes."
Luthguster closed hiseyes. A moan leaked out.

Lieutenant Billy Shelby, handsome, romantic, idedlistic, bright asabowling bal, clutched the microphone
in hisleft hand, whiteflagin hisright, and said, "Reedy, Sr."

The captain hestated. "Areyou sure, Billy?!

"He dready volunteered, Captain,” Ensign Benson pointed out. "' Obvioudy we have to make contact with
the Geminoids somehow.”

"I'm sure, Captain,” Billy said.

So the captain pushed the button, the door opened and Billy marched out onto the platform with the
white flag high and the loud-speaker microphone to his mouth: " People of-" his voice boomed out over
the valley, and acannon ball ripped through the white flag to carom off the silver hull.

Billy gaped at the hole in the flag. " Gee whizz," his amplified voice told the sunny day. "Don't you guys
believe in a flag of truce?"



"That ain't no flag of truce!” a voice yeled from updope. "It's whitel"
"Well, what color do you want?"
"Yelow! The color of cowards"

"Wait right there," Billy told the two encirding armies and went back into the ship. Carom! went a
cannon bl in farewell.

"After dark,” Supreme Commander Krraich said, "well deploy a patrol to sneak up on the thing and set
firetoit"

"I suspect, gr," sad an ade caefully (Krraich was known to didike correction), "the thing is made of
metd.”

Krraich glowered. Snesking up on things and stting fire to them was one of his favorite sports. "It's a
fort, isnt it?" he demanded. "Could be just shiny paint."

"Sr, uh, cannon bdls bounce off."
"Doesn't mean it's metd. Could be rubber."
"Rubber won't burn, gr."

Krraich turned his gaze full upon this pestiferous aide, whose name was Mgor Invercairnochinchlie. In
the bloodshot eye of his mind, Krraich watched Mgjor Invercairnochinchlie burn to the ground - Kkilt,
sporran, gnarled pipe, tam and dl. "What do you suggest, Major ?"

Invercairnochinchlie svalowed. "Acid, Sr?'

The other aides, dso in formd officers kilts, dl snickered and shifted ther feet, like a corrdful of
miniskirted horses; aides liked to see other aides in trouble. But then, Krraich's least favorite and most
intdligent aide (the two facts were not unconnected), a colond named Alderpee, said, "Sir, if | may make

asuggesion?

"You dways do," Krraich said, irritated because the suggestions were usudly good.

"That thing out thereisafort,” Aldepee said. "A traveling fort. Think how we could use such athing.”
Krrairh had no imaginaion. ™Y our suggestion?'

"They're about to send out a party under a flag of truce. We kidnap that party, goply torture and learn
how to invade the fort. Then we take it over."

Krraich was appdled and showed it. "Violate a ydlow flag of truce?"

"Those people aren't a part of our war," Alderpee pointed out. "They're innocent bystanders. The rules of
battle don't apply."

llAh,ll
"Andif we don't doit," Alderpee added, "the Antibenswill."



"How do you do? I'm Lieutenant Billy Shelby of the Interste - Mmf!"
"Therd" Colond Alderpee cried. "I told you the Antibens would do it"

The chaplain, in his black dress uniform, sprinkled holy water over Billy, who sneezed. "Gesundheit,”
sad the cheplain.

"Thank you."

"I am the Right Reverend Beowulf' Hengethorg," the chaplain explained. "I am here to ready you for
torture.”

"Torture?' Billy gaped around at dl the big, mean-looking, bulgy-armed men lining the periphery of the
large, torchlit tent. "Gee whizz," he said, "we're here to be friendly. We came dl the way from Earth just
to-"

"Earth?" Wide-eyed, Reverend Hengethorg leaned close. Y ou wouldn't lie to a reverend, would you?'
"Oh, no, gr You see, you were log, and-"

"And on Earth," the cheplain said, voice tensdy trembling, "do they believe in Robert Benchley?'

"I'm the only possible volunteer. The councilman is wounded, Hester keeps the engines going, Pam
Stokes astrogates and you understand the misson. I'm not necessary at al.”

"W, Captain,” Enggn Benson said asthey strode doorward together, "I have to admit you're right. All
captains are unnecessary; you're one of the rare ones who know it."

"So I'll try to make peace with the other army," the captain went on, "and ask them to help us rescue
Billy."

"And find out what's going on here."
"Wdl, I'll certainly ask," the captain said.

They had reached the door, where firmly the captain pushed the button. "There's no point in carrying any
flags" he said. "These people don't seem to respect any color." He stepped outside.

"Good luck, Cegptain.”

The captain looked back over his shoulder. "Did you say some-" He dropped from sght. Thump
crumple bunkle bong kabingbing thud.

Ensgn Benson leaned out. to gaze down at the captain, dl in a hegp at the foot of the stairs. "l said, good
luck."

"Another one" cried Colond Alderpee. "Men, get that one or well be usng your heads for cannon



bald"

"The ultimate proof" the Right Reverend Hengethorg was saying. "This fine young chap here has never
even heard of Robert Benchicy, much less read hiswork."

Proud of his ignorance, Billy smiled in modest sdf-satisfaction at Supreme Commander Mangle. "That's
right, sr. What | modly read is The Adventures of Space Cadet Hooper and His Pds Fatso and
Chang. They just have the mogt -"

Supreme Commander Mangle, aknife of aman - atdl, glinty-eyed, bony, angry knife of aman -
growled deep in histhroat; adistant early warning. Billy blinked and decided after dl not to give the
supreme commander aplot summary of Cadet Hooper and His Pals Go to Betelgeuse.

Mangleturned hislaser eyes on Hengethorg. "Reverend,” he said. His voice needed ailing. "Explain.”

"The people of Earth are Antibenslike us,” the chaplain explained. "Must be! Not only doesthat prove
the truth of our philosophy but we can dly ourselves with Earth and destroy the Bens, forever!™

Mangle brooded. Apparently, he was considering the advantages and disadvantages of alying himsdlf
with people like Billy Shelby, because when next he asked, "Are there any more at home like you?'

"So you're from Earth,” Colonel Alderpee said.

Yes, | am," Captain Standforth told him. "I'm terribly sorry, but would you mind scratching my nose? Just
thevery tip." The captain had been tied with alot of ropeimmediady upon ariving in thisarmy's camp,
30 now hisfingers (and their nails) wereimprisoned behind him.

Colone Alderpee at first looked confused, then seemed on the verge of scratching the captain's nose,
then obvioudy bethought himself and snapped to severd nearby soldiers, "Untiethisman, | believe there
are enough of usqudl himif necessary."

"Oh, I won't need quelling,” the captain promised. "Just scratching.”

So the ropes were removed and the captain indulged in agood scratch while Colond Alderpee went off
to consult with Supreme Commander Krraich and a couple of chaplainsin afar corner of the tent.
Returning aminute later looking as though his own nose were now abit out of joint, he said, "Well,
Captain Standforth, | wouldn't do it thisway - | think it's awaste of time - but before we get to the
subject of our conversation, | am required to ask, you, an absolute aien, your position on the Benchley
Paradox. So listen carefully.”

The captain listened, idly scratching his nose (now more for fun than for need).
"There are two kinds of peoplein theworld,” Colonel Alderpee began.
"Thisworld?" the captain asked. "Or Earth?"

"Any world! Thisisthe Benchley Paradox; now, listen.”

"I do beg your pardon.”



"There are two kinds of peoplein theworld,” the colonel repeated. "They are, Robert Benchley claimed,
those who bdlieve there are two kinds of peoplein the world and those who don't believe there are two
kinds of peoplein the world. Now. Do you agree with that?'

"Absolutely,” the captain said. " Seems perfectly clear to me.”

Ensign Benson did not entirdy believeit. Billy and the captain were both back, and each had made a
tentative aliance with the locals - with different sets of locals. Upon their return, Ensign Benson had
brought them both up to the command, deck and, while the wounded councilman and Hester and even
the usudly distracted Pam had al sat around listening, he had questioned both ex-prisoners. Their stories
had dovetailed so thoroughly that Ensign Benson redlly had no choice but to accept the redlity. "They are
fighting," he said at last, "over Robert Benchley,”

"A philosopher, | guess,” Billy said, scratching his heed.

"Very important, anyway," the captain added, scratching his nose.

"A smart-aleck, to judge from his paradox,” Ensign Benson said. "Perhaps even, addiberate humorit,”
"Dangerous people, humorigts," Luthguster opined. "They should not be taken lightly."

All around, the captain's stuffed birds glared down from their perches, unwinking glass eyes peering from
among feathers and beaks and claws of every color in the rainbow and afew colors outside the known
rainbow of Earth. "All right,” Ensign Benson said. "I begin to see what happened. One of those origina
philosopher settlers, with that heavy-handed light touch professorslove so well, introduced the Benchley
Paradox, in which you prove Benchley right by disagresing with him. Becauseif everybody agreed with
the paradox, then thered be only one kind of person in the world, and the paradox would be wrong. Are
any of you pinbrains getting this?'

"Certainly," said Luthguster, while the captain and Billy and Hester shook their heads and Pam doggedly
worked her dide rule. The stuffed birds gaped down as though the very thought of the Benchley Paradox
made them furious.

"The Gemini philosophers,” Ensign Benson went on, "had found atopic without the usual comforting
weight of precedent behind it. Rather than cite old texts at one another, they were forced to think for
themselves. Unableto gpped to prior authority, they couldn't end the quarrel at al. Each succeeding
generation became morerigid and less scholarly, until, by now---"

"Tota war," Luthguster finished, demondtrating his grasp of the Stuation.
"They sure don't like each other much,” Billy agreed. "Boy, what they said about the Bens."

"The Bens said somethings, too," the captain said, asthough hefdt it hisjob to defend hissidein the
war. "About the Antibens, | mean.”

Ensign Benson cleared histhroat in a hostile manner. When every person and bird in the room was
looking a him, hesaid, "All right. Thefirst question is, What do they want from us?"

"Andliance" Billy sad. "To help them destroy the Bens,"
"Well, no," the captain said. "Actudly, they want an aliance to hel p them destroy the Antibens.”

L uthguster sighed, hiswounds cresking. " Dedling with one colony at atimeistrouble enough,” he said.
"When they begin to multiply ---"



"Divide" corrected Ensign Benson. "We're dedling here with mitosis, not sexua reproduction.”
"Mitosis" Pam said, looking bright. "1 know whét that is™

"Youwould," Ensgn Benson told her. "All right, let's concentrate on the problem at hand. Obvioudy,
Earth can't send technical assstance or start trade programs while thiswar isgoing on, so our first jobis
to bring peace. Any suggestions?’

"Once my wounds hedl,” Councilman Luthguster said, "1 shdl engagein shuttle diplomacy. I'll speak with
the politica leaders, ddiver their demands, conduct negotiations, and, eventudly, I'll find the happy
middle ground where the language is vague enough so each side can believe it haswon. Yes" The
councilman gazed radiantly at some wonderful image of himsdlf in the middle distance. " "The Luthguster
Peace," he quoted from some future history text.

"Inthefirg place," Ensgn Benson said, "there are no political leaders on Gemini. From what Billy and the
captain say, the society has been taken over entirely by the two groups of military commanders, with the
assistance of the religious establishment. In the second place, thisisn't awar of territory or trade routes or
anything eserationd that can be negotiated. A war of philosophical differenceis something ese again.
And in thethird place, Councilman, I've seen you in action with locd citizens before, and | don't want to
unite the bloodthirsty factions on Gemini by making them form an dliance againgt Earth."

"Well, redly," Luthguster said, indignantly scratching hiswounds.

"If you want athing done right,” Enggn Benson said in disgust, "you have to do it yoursdlf. Unfortunaidly.”

"The Right Reverend Beowulf Hengethorg," Billy said, on hisbest behavior, "I'd like you to meet Ensign
Kybee Benson, socid engineer of the Interstellar Ship Hopeful .

"Ensgn," echoed Reverend Hengethorg, as he grasped Ensign Benson's outstretched hand in agrip of
ded. "Isthat aclerica rank, or military?"

"Somewhere between the two," Ensign Benson said through clenched teeth; it wasthe first time since
elementary school that he'd tried to out-squeeze another person in a handshake.

They were standing in the sunlight outsde the large command tent while dozens of men armed with
arrows and broadswords and maces and battle-axes and clubs and knives and metal -toed shoes sat
around their severd other tents, watching the two Earthlings with the flat expressons of carnivores
looking at mest.

Ensign Benson had understood it was hisjob to visit both encampments, being introduced first to the
Antibens by Billy and later to the Bens by the captain in hisown effort at shuttle diplomacy - or shuttle
philosophy. Now, feding dl those martid eyes on him, he reminded himsdlf that thiswas, after dll, the
most sensible thing to do under the circumstances; pity he'd been smart enough to know it.

"It was agreat moment for usdl,” Reverend Hengethorg was saying, ashe at last released Ensign
Benson's hand with alittle superior smile, "when Lieutenant Shelby confirmed what we have for so long
believed: that Earth isfirmly Antiben. | may say | took it asa persond vindication."

"Actudly," Enggn Benson said, massaging hisfingers and spesking with caution, "Earth's philosophical
position anent the Benchley Paradox is somewhat more sophisticated than thet.

Essentidly, | would say Earth's position encompasses eements of both the Ben and the Antiben points of



view."

Reverend Hengethorg's frown had something of the Inquistion in it. "Both points of view? How can a
position encompass absol ute contradictions?”

"Wdl, we don't see the Bens and the Antibens as being absolutdy contradictory,” Endgn Benson
explaned.

"They are on Gemini," the reverend said. "But you must come with me to the chaplains tent and explain
Earth's pogtion to the reverend fathers”

"I'd like thet."

With the amiling, unconscious Billy tralling after, they walked together toward the chaplains tent, safely
placed on the far Sde of the dope, and Enggn Benson said, "This is quite a large encampment. How
many of your people are here?'

"Why, dl of us" Reverend Hengethorg said in some surprise. "Except for a few spies in the Bens camp,
of course. Where dse would we be?'

"Dont you have a town? Forts?'

"I don't know what you mean by town," the reverend said. "We have had forts, but they were vulnerable
to fire and sege and difficult to move, unlike that fort of yours, which we dl admire very much.”

"So the women are right here with the army.”
"The women are in the army. We are al inthe army.”
"Children?’

"Military school, just over there" the reverend said, pointing toward a nearby copse from which came the
dhrieks of childish savagery.

"What about farms? Food?'
"We have our herds. We hunt and we pick fruits and so on in season.”

They walked past a smithy, where meta bits for harnesses were being hammered into shape. "How many
of you are there?' Enggn Benson asked.

"That's amilitary secret,”
"More than five hundred, 1'd guess" Enggn Benson said, looking around. " Fewer than a thousand.”

"If you sy s0." The reverend dealy didn't like having his military secret guessed a so eedly and
accurately.

"But as the population grows..."

"Why should it grow?" Gesturing around them, the reverend said, "We and the Bens have had stable
populations for four hundred years."

Enggn Benson nodded. "Birth control ?"
The reverend shook his head. "War," he said.



They had reached the cheplains tent. "My colleagues will be ddighted to meet with you,” the reverend
sad. "There's nothing we dl like more than lively philosophica debate.”

"Thet'sfine"

"Of course” the reverend went on, "the liveies philosophicd debates take place under torture. But
there's no question of that here," he said, holding open the tent flap, amiling wigfully to show how bravely
he was taking the deprivation, "is there - Earth being our dly againg the Bens"

"Indeed," Enggn Benson said and followed Reverend Hengethorg into the tent.

"Captain,” Pam said, tapping her finger tips againg the frame of the cabin's open door,

Captain Standforth looked up. A knife wasin hisright hand, apadmful of desiccated gutsin his left, and a
pitiful lump of orange feathers lay before him on the desk, 0ozing green blood. "Yes, Pam? I'm very busy.
| mugt finish suffing this Nibelungen nuthetch before it dries out.”

"Therés someone here" Pam told him. "'To see you. A man named Colond Alderpee.”

"Oh, yes" the cgptlain said, rigng, wiping green phlug from his hands onto his uniform jacket. "I told him
he could drop by. He was very interested in the ship.”

"He certanly is"" said Pam.

He cartainly was. The cgptain and Pam met imin a corridor wel within the ship, one levd above the
entry port. Colone Alderpee, looking very happy, was accompanied by a smdl, skinny scribe who
eanesly scribbled notes to the colond's directives "Granaries dong here, | think. Horse gdls below;
well need straw. Oh, and moat detall to report at fifteen hundred hours.”

Seaing the captain and Pam, Colond Alderpee sad, "Ah, Captain, delighted! It's a different fort from
anything I've seen before, but very adaptable.”

"Colond, what are you' --- the captain began, then stopped with a squawk when he saw, ambling
aound the far corner of (the corridor, a purple cow, dosdy followed by a ydlow-and-white
polka-dotted dog. "What --- What's that ?'

"Eh? Oh, the herd," the colond answered.

And it was. It was the herd and the herders and the herders dogs and the herders wives and children.
And the army, with banners, marching to the squed of bagpipes. And the clergy, with collection baskets,
and the cooks and the smithies and the leatherworkers and the teachers and the glee dub and the
magidans and the dortelers and the horses and the hay and the forges and the whips and the
thumbscrews and the tents (folded) and the extra arrow fegthers and the cooking pots and the bits of
gring that might be useful someday and the unfinished wooden statues of horses and the supreme
commander, Krraich, who shook the captain's hand very hard and said, "I shdl take command now."

"Oh, my goodness," the captain said to Pam. "Weve got the Bend"

Ensgn Benson sat on alow stoal in the chaplains tent, in the midst of the reverend fathers, both hearing
them and asking them questions. And what held dready heard had not been at dl encouraging. He'd



entered this den of iniquity intending by easy stages to lead the Antibens around to a more open point of
view, but hed soon seen it was hopeless. Never in hislife had he met so many firmly closed minds

Every approach hed made to broaden the Benchley Paradox had brought angry frowns and mutterings
of Heresy. Ensign Benson could imagine - far too well - what happened to heretics on Gemini, so by now
he was smply vamping along, trying to figure out some way to get out of there dive. "if we accept the
Runyon Postulate," he was saying, "that dl of lifeis Sx to five againgt, as glossed by Sturgeon's Second
Law, that ninety percent of everything is crud, we can then seethat Benchley's Paradox merely
acknowledgesthat therewill a al times be unenlightened people who--"

Were they mumbling "Heresy" again, for God's sake? Was the word blasphemy being bandied about?
"What I'm trying to say---" Ensign Benson began again, wondering what he was trying to say, and Billy
cameinto thetent, crying,. "Ensign Benson! Come look!™

"Look?'
"Theghip!"

Moretrouble? "Excuse me," Ensgn Benson told the chaplains. "I must be about my captain’'s business.”
And he marched right on out of the chaplains tent.

To see, down in the center of the valley, the Hopeful filling up with Bens. "Oh, now what?* Enggn
Benson cried, at the end of histether.

"You," said aknife-thin, harsh-faced resplendently uniformed man pointing abony finger a Ensign
Benson, "shal pay for thistreachery.”

" Supreme Commander Mangle," Billy said, with his party mannersagain, "may | present Ensgn Kybee
Benson."

"Hello," the supreme commander said. "Y ou die now."

"Wait aminute! | had nothing to do with that," Ensign Benson said, pointing a the spaceship. Some
clowns down there had started digging amoat. "I'll take care of it right now.”

Manglesthin lips curled. ™Y ou expert usto permit you to return to your Fort?"

Ensign Benson looked at Billy, Who sighed but managed abravelittle smile. "I know," hesaid. "Thisis
where | volunteer to stay as a hostage.”

/P>
"I don't carewho you are," Hester said. "Y ou can't sart alot of firesin my engineroom."

"I'm the smithy," the burly man explained, stacking hisfirebricks near the reactor, "and the sergeant says
thisiswhere| st up.”

"Well, you can tell your ser ---"
Ensign Benson entered the engine room. "Hester."

"Would you tdl this-"



"Sshl Come herdl”

So Hester went there, and Ensign Benson said, "Forget him. Start the engines. Don't worry about a
thing."

"Billy will beworried,” Pam said.

"Billy will bedl right,” Ensgn Bensontold her. "Weéll all bedl right. Y ou just plot the course. Asfor you,
Captain, surely you know how to drive thisthing.”

Pam and Ensign Benson and the captain were together on the command deck with alot of squalling
babies, Colond Alderpee had decreed this space was the nursery. Councilman Luthguster was off
making a courtesy cal on Supreme Commander Krraich.

"Well," said the cgptain doubtfully, "1 have driven it, but that was along time ago.”
"Just take her up," Endggn Benson said, "and head southeadt. Right, Pam?”

"Mm," Pam sad, log, in her diderule.

"Build boats," Supreme Commander, Mangle said. "Tonight, we cross that moat.”
"Sir," said an ade, coming into the tent, "thefort isleaving.”

They al went outside. The fort was gone. The moat remained, aring of muddy water around a crushed
dtar.

"Sir? Do you il want the boats?'

"Kill that idiot," Mangle said. "And bring me the hostage Earthling.”

Ensign Benson went to the commander'stent (a.k.a. dining room) to explain the Situation to a suspicious
Colond Alderpee and aglowering Supreme Commander Krraich. "Thefort," the colond Pointed out, "is
moving."

"Plague,”" Endgn Benson said. They stared at him. They recoiled from each other. "Plague! Where?"

"Back where we came from. The ship's instruments showed there was a breakout just due.
Congratulations, gentlemen," Ensign Benson continued, "you have at last won your war. Within aweek,
therewon't healiving Antiben on Gemini."

Southeast across the surface of the planet ran the Hopeful, guided by Pam's dide rule and steered
erdicaly by Captain Standforth, who had to keep picking babies out of the controls. Diagondly ran the
ship, down frorn the Northern Hemisphere to the Southern, around from the Eastern Hemisphere to the
Western. Exactly opposite the origind encampment, in smilar climate and terrain, where they would be
essy for Earth's supply shipsto find but where they would never again meet their enemies, the Hopeful
set down and unloaded the Bens. ™Y ou've done afine thing for Robert Benchley," Colond Alderpee said



asthe Bens and their beasts, their tents and their babies al deshipped.

"It was the least we could do," Ensign Benson assured him. "After dl, you had reached astalematein
what was clearly awar of tota extermination. Something had to be done."

"Peace, it'swondeful," the colond said, then frowned. "At least, I've heard it is"

Councilman Luthguster made a speech promising wondersin aid and technical assistance to come from
Earth. Some archers playfully lofted arrowsin his direction, but they were only fooling, and the one flesh
wound that resulted was easily patched by Hester with asnippet of stickon plaster, meant for semming
leaksin bailers.

"I was beginning to rather like dl those babies," Captain Standforth said, afaraway look in hiseye. "l
wonder how you ... Hmmmm." He went away, to study his taxidermy books.

"Plague," Ensgn Benson said, as Billy was untied from therack. ™Y oull never see aliving Ben on Gemini
agan."

And you took them away," Reverend Hengethorg said "o they couldn't infect us.”

"Thet'sright."

"Y ou've done wonders,"

"I know," Ensggn Benson said.

Billy came over, massaging his chafed wrists. He looked taller. "Gosh, Kybee" he said.

"Well, tata," Ensgn Benson told the Antibens. ™Y ou'll be hearing from Earth. Our job hereisfinished

"Sir," an ade sadto Colonel Alderpee, "there's adispute among the men.”

The colond gazed over the new encampment, the tents till being raised, the thud-thud of postsbeing
driven into the virgin ground. "Dispute? Over what?' "Well, some of the men say those peoplein the fort
were from Earth, and some say they weren't.”

"Redly? Cdl ameeting. Werre mature adults, welll discussit.”



