
 Fine Terran Craftmanship 

 The pistol looked absurdly small in the Crilikkit warrior’s 
 lower-left hand, but I didn’t bother pointing that out. 
 Colonel Ghorl Third-Second-Brood of the Emerald 
 Regiment already knew. 

 “This is  very  well preserved,” he chittered. “Almost pristine. 
 From one of your wars, you said?” 

 “Yeah,” I replied, carefully not grinning in anticipation. “Not 
 a big one, though. That particular M1911 is from the 
 Korean War. It  is  a genuine Colt. I have authentication 
 papers for it here.” 

 “And a price to match, naturally,” Ghorl sighed. “Well, there 
 is no help for it. Your people are  virtuosos  when it comes 
 to firearms…” 
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