*Argyleand the Aliens®
"I'm approaching Henry V," said Argyle. "I should make contact with the aliens any moment now."

"Have you gone crazy?' demanded Gravedigger Gaines's voice on the subspace radio. "Most of their
forcesare on Henrys 1V and V!"

"Well, there wouldn't redlly be much sense going to Henry |, would there?' replied Argyle.

"Three-Gun Max isaready on 'V, and | think Venusis on her way there. Leave thefighting to them and
get your ass out of there."

"I'm nofighter," said Argyle.

"Then why aren't you back at the Outpost?' said Gaines.

"They'rediens. _I'm_andien. They just might ligento me."

"ldiot!" snapped Gaines. "Y ou're as much an dien to them asyou are to us.”
Argylefrowned. "I hadn't thought of it that way," he admitted.

"Then maybeit'stimefor youto gart thinking, and get the hdll out of the system.”
"Thanksfor your concern, but | redlly think someone hasto try reasoning with them.”

"The timefor reasoning was over when they blew a hundred Navy ships out of the sky." Gaines paused.
"I'm going to have to bresk off communications with you. Even with ascrambled sgnd, you're getting
close enough to the planet for them to homein onyou.”

"I'm not trying to hide my presence,”" said Argyle. "There must be someone on the other side who will
listen to reason.”

"Y our giant computer listened to reason,” noted Gaines, "but it didn't do either of you ahdll of alot of
good, did it?"

"We're not savages. Neither are they. Surely history ison our sde.”

"Higtory isusudly on the side with the best wegpons,”" said Gaines. "Over and out.”
Argyle maintained his distance from the planet until the dienssignded his ship.

"I dentify yoursdf."

"My nameisArgyle. I'm anative of -- "

"Y our vesd, fool!"

"It's a spaceship. What do you wish to know about it?"

"Regigration. Point of origin. Duration of current voyage. Degtination. Armaments.”

"I'm having my computer feed you al the datanow.”



"What isyour purposefor being in this sysem?”

"l was having adrink with my friendson Henry 11," said Argyle.

"Areyou ahuman?'

"No."

"Areyou amember of arace dlied with the Commonwed th?!

"Yes | am."

"Remainin orbit. Two of our fighter shipswill approach you and escort you to the planet's surface.”
"l will do asyou request,” said Argyle. "Then | would like to speak to someonein charge.”

"That was an order, not arequest.”

"Then | will do asyou order,” Argyle corrected himsdlf. "But | would still like to speak to someonein
authority."

There was no response, and afew minutes later two fighter ships showed up. They flanked him and
herded him to the hastily-assembled spaceport.

Once on the ground he was escorted, at gunpoint, to an interrogation room, where the dightly bored dien
bureaucrat was waiting for him.

"We have no record of an Argyle owning aship with the registration number of RP1034CB."
"That is because my true nameis not Argyle. That isaname given to me by my human friends.”
"Why should amember of any other race have human friends?'

"They are an interesting race, not without aspects of nobility and compassion,” said Argyle.
Thedien muttered an unsirand atable sound.

"Anyway, to answer your question, my true name, and the name on the ship's regigtration, is Quilbot

Phylnx Quilbit."

"And why are you here, Quilbot Phylnx Quilbit?'

"l have come to reason with you."

"Werevery busy fighting awar. Why should we take thetimeto listen to you?”'
"Because | amnotaMan."

"But you have obvioudy been contaminated by Men."

"They do not wish thiswar."

"That ishardly my concern,” said thedien.

"Whatever your grievances, I'm sure we can address them without resorting to war," persisted Argyle.
"Thereisultimatdly no judtification for two raceskilling each other.”



"Nonsense," said the dien. "Do you know how many men and industrieswed put out of work if we were
to stop the war just because afew bleeding hearts think we can talk out our grievances?"

"But there are peaceful means of settling your differenced”
"Peaceful, perhaps" said the dien. "Glorious, no. And economically advantageous, never."
"Thereisnothing glorious about degth,” said Argyle.

"Why do _|_get dl the pacifists?' muttered the alien. "I've put in my time. | don't make waves. | deserve
better."

The dien sghed and pointed his pistol a Argyle's head.
"You will not shoot me," said Argyle confidently. "That would beirrationd."

"What is S0 very advantageous about being rationa ?* asked the dien, dipping off the safety device. "It
smply makes you more predictable. That wasthe very first thing we learned in officer's candidate
school.”

"But | am your last hope!" ingsted Argyle. "All the others are prepared to fight. Only | amwilling to find
an dterndive.”

"Thank goodnessfor small favors,” sghed the dien. "For amoment | was afraid they weredl likeyou.”

Hefired the weapon, and Man's last best hope for peace -- indeed, its only one -- fell dead upon the
floor.



