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      Enter the SF Gateway …

      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain's oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language's finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:

      ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today's leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’

      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.

      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.

      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.

      Welcome to the SF Gateway.


      
      
      INTRODUCTION

      
      

      
      

      
      I have to confess, right up front here, that you will not find a great deal in the way of poetic vision in these stories, or
         singing prose, or deep insight into character. Nor are these stories that will tell you much that is new to you about the
         human condition. These are stories in what is now pretty much a lost tradition in science fiction, the simple and unselfconsciously
         fast-paced adventure story of the pulp-magazine era. They are stories from the dawn of my career, which began in the closing
         years of that era, and are straightforward tales of action, in the main, that were written partly for fun and partly for money.
      

      
      The money part first: I needed the income that these stories brought in, because I wrote the first of them in 1954, when I
         was nineteen years old and still in college, and the rest followed over the next four years, when I was newly married and
         just starting out in the world. Writing was my job. By choice, I had no other. Nor was I being supported by my indulgent parents
         or by a trust fund that some thoughtful ancestor had established for me. My wife had a decently paying job, yes, so I can’t
         say I was completely on my own, but we could hardly have lived on her earnings alone. Rent had to be paid; furniture for our
         new apartment had to be bought; the pantry had to be stocked with food; whatever medical expenses we might have came out of
         our own checkbooks, not out of any medical insurance plan, since such things were rarities then, especially for self-employed
         writers. Telephone bills, electricity, the cost of typewriter ribbons and typing paper, a haircut now and then, movie tickets,
         restaurants, subway fares (we lived in Manhattan, where even back then it was madness to own a car), the occasional new pair of shoes—well, writers have expenses
         just like everyone else. What they don’t have is regular paychecks. I had not chosen an ivory-tower sort of life for myself.
      

      
      Since what I had chosen for myself was the next-to-impossible task of earning my living as a full-time science-fiction writer
         in an era when only two publishers were regularly issuing science-fiction novels in the United States and their total output
         was something like three or four titles a month, and the handful of science-fiction magazines that existed then paid between
         $50 and $200 for most of the stories they published, I knew I had to write quickly and to tailor most of my stories to the
         needs of the marketplace. Coming straight out of college as I was, without any day job to see me through times of thin inspiration
         or editorial rejection and having no significant savings to draw on, there was no other option. I didn’t want to dilute my
         energies by putting in eight hours at some mundane job and trying to write science fiction in the evenings, as so many of
         my well-known colleagues did. I wanted to be a writer, not a public-relations man or a bookkeeper or a shoe salesman. But
         I wasn’t of the sort of temperament that encouraged me to starve for the sake of my art, either. I have never been much into
         asceticism. I loved science fiction and yearned to write it as well as those of my predecessors whose work had given me such
         delight as a reader, but there was time to be an artist later, I reasoned: right now, if I wanted to make a go of it as a
         writer, I had to write things that editors would be willing to pay me for.
      

      
      Not that I didn’t want to tell you all sorts of profound things about the human condition, or to win your admiration with unique and unforgettable
         visions of the worlds to come. I would, of course, have been happy to be earning my living writing nothing but searching,
         weighty stories of unparalleled artistry and power that would rank me with the greats of the field. Certainly that was my
         ultimate ambition, and in such early stories as “Road to Nightfall” (1954) and “Warm Man” (1957) I took my best shot at it.
      

      
      The trouble was that the greats of the field were already in place, and I wasn’t remotely their equal. In the early 1950s
         when I set out to become a writer the science fiction field already had such people as Theodore Sturgeon, Ray Bradbury, James
         Blish, Cyril Kornbluth, Alfred Bester, and Fritz Leiber in it, all of whom were fifteen or twenty years older than I was,
         and who had had first-hand experience of a great many aspects of real life (military service, parenthood, financial or marital
         crisis, the deaths of parents and friends) that I knew about mainly from having read about such things.
      

      
      Precocious though I was, I couldn’t begin to match those writers in worldly wisdom and I had nowhere near their level of craftsmanship,
         either. Now and then one of my “serious” stories would find its way onto a magazine’s contents page, tucked away between the
         newest work of Sturgeon or Bester or Blish or Leiber, but I had no illusions about which writer would get more attention from
         an editor if manuscripts by Sturgeon and Silverberg were to show up in the same batch of morning mail. So if I wanted to write
         science fiction for a living, I was going to have to earn the bulk of that living writing unpretentious stories to order for
         the unpretentious pulp-style magazines that catered to youthful and/or relatively undemanding readers simply looking for a
         lively read.
      

      
      But there was also the fun aspect of writing that kind of action-adventure fiction. I had been reading science fiction since
         I was about ten years old, and, although I had been an earnest and scholarly little boy who inclined naturally toward the
         more literary side of science fiction (represented then by the books of H. G. Wells, S. Fowler Wright, Aldous Huxley, John
         Taine, and Olaf Stapledon and such high-level magazine writers as Sturgeon, Leiber, and Bradbury), my teenage self also had
         an unabashed fondness for the rip-roaring adventure stories to be found in such gaudily named pulp magazines as Amazing Stories, Planet Stories, Startling Stories, and Thrilling Wonder Stories. In their pages I found stories by writers like Leigh Brackett, Poul Anderson, Henry Kuttner, and Jack Vance that were every
         bit as pleasing to me as the statelier kind of s-f (often by the very same writers) that I could read in the three “adult”
         magazines, Astounding, Galaxy, and Fantasy & Science Fiction. I loved the colorful, lively work of the best of the pulp writers, and emulated it in many of my own early stories. So my
         career got off to a schizoid start, back there in the 1950s: one part of me labored over carefully worked tales intended for
         such demanding editors as John W. Campbell of Astounding, Horace Gold of Galaxy, and Anthony Boucher of Fantasy and Science Fiction, while another reveled in the opportunity to write slam-bang adventure stories in the Brackett-Anderson-Kuttner-Vance mode
         for the editors of the lesser magazines that were intended for less demanding readers of the kind that I myself had been only
         five or six years before.
      

      
      There was nothing very unusual about operating on both these levels of science fiction at once. Such cerebral writers as Blish
         and Isaac Asimov and Damon Knight, and such poetic ones as Sturgeon and Bradbury, were unabashed contributors to Planet Stories, the wildest and pulpiest of all the slam-bang s-f magazines. (I came along just a little too late to join them there: to
         my great regret, Planet went out of business just as I was getting started.) For them, as it would be for me a few years later, the motives were
         mixed ones—the need to earn some quick dollars, sure, but also the jolly pleasure of turning out an uninhibited action story
         at high speed. None of them saw any kind of rigid compartmentalizing in what they were doing: a story was a story, science
         fiction was science fiction, and not everything they wrote had to be something intended for the ages. My own particular hero,
         Henry Kuttner, who under an assortment of pseudonyms had written dozens of the greatest science-fiction short stories ever
         conceived, had also, quite cheerfully, given the world reams and reams of pulpy non-masterpieces with titles like “War-Gods
         of the Void,” “Crypt-City of the Deathless One,” and “Avengers of Space.” If the great Kuttner could do it, I told myself,
         so could I. Maybe not as well as he could, not then, but in the same mode, at least.
      

      
      When I was twenty years old, the doors to that pulp-magazine world opened for me (or, more precisely, were opened for me by
         my friend and collaborator of those days, Randall Garrett) and I was given my own chance to produce reams and reams of stories,
         all of them accepted and sometimes paid for in advance, for the action titles. Sure, I went into it for the money. As I’ve
         said, I had the rent to pay, just like everyone else. But also I found real joy in writing at such great velocity, creating
         cardboard worlds with flying fingers and sweaty forehead—a 20-page story in a morning, a 40-page novelette in one six-hour
         working day. I had the youthful energy to do that, day in and day out, throughout the year. I was, somewhat to the consternation
         of my older colleagues, a juggernaut, unstoppable, who was destined to break all records for prolificity in science fiction.
         And I loved the cognate fun of knowing that I had made myself part of a pulp-writer tradition that went back through those
         early favorites of mine, Henry Kuttner and Leigh Brackett and Poul Anderson and the rest, to Edgar Rice Burroughs, Max Brand,
         Robert E. Howard, and the other famous high-volume writers of a pulp generation that had thrived before I was born.
      

      
      Even as I wrote these stories, I knew them for what they were: work meant primarily to entertain, not to blaze new literary
         paths or to help establish a place for myself among the great writers of science fiction. I never abandoned my hope of achieving that, of course, and as time went along I concentrated less on the problem of merely
         paying the rent and more on the challenge of adding something new and memorable of my own to the literature of science fiction.
         And, by and by, the emphasis on quality overtook the emphasis on quantity for me, and these early stories of mine receded
         into oblivion, although those readers with a sense of the history of the field remained aware that I had written such things
         once.
      

      
      As I reread them for the present book, I felt the temptation to touch up these early works here and there, of course, to add
         a bit of extra color, to replace this or that semi-colon with a dash, to remove some bit of sensationalizing plot machinery,
         or otherwise to modify the text in the light of all that I’ve learned about storytelling in the past forty-odd years. But
         I resisted it. Doing that sort of ex post facto rewrite job would have been unfair to the young man who turned these stories
         out. I have no business imposing on them the accumulated wisdom, such as it may be, of the veteran writer I now am, and also
         it would have defeated the main purpose of this book, which is to bring back into view, as an archaeologist might, certain
         artifacts of the dawn of my long writing career as examples of a certain kind of science fiction, typical of its time, that
         virtually every one of us chose to write, back then, at some phase of his career.
      

      
      Here, then, is a group of stories I wrote for long-forgotten magazines, stories written extremely quickly, stories in which,
         for the most part, I stayed rigorously within the boundaries of the pulp-magazine tradition. By way of deviating from the
         tried and true narrative formulas I allowed myself only the luxury of killing off my protagonist now and then, something that
         would have been unthinkable in the pulps of the 1940s but which was sometimes permissible in the decade that followed; but
         in general, good struggles with evil in them and evil usually (not always) loses.
      

      
      I will not try to deceive you into thinking that there are any unjustly neglected masterpieces here. I think I’ve made it
         sufficiently clear that even at the time I wrote them these stories weren’t meant as high art—the magazines that bought them
         had no interest in publishing high art, only good solid basic pulp fiction—and I offer them here in that archaeological spirit
         I mentioned a few lines back, delvings into long-buried strata that provide demonstrations of who I was and what I was doing
         as a writer fifty years ago.
      

      
      I did, it must be said, learn a great deal about writing fiction from writing these stories: how to open a story in an interesting
         way and keep it moving, how to set a scene and sketch in a character (however roughly) without a lot of ponderous exposition,
         how to provide with a few quick touches the sort of color and inventiveness that make people want to read science fiction
         in the first place. So these stories have some technical interest and some historical interest, too, for they are, after all,
         the work of the same man who would write Dying Inside, “Sailing to Byzantium,” “Born with the Dead,” and all the other books and stories for which the Science Fiction Writers of
         America would reward me, in 2004, with the highest honor of the science-fiction world, its Grand Master award. Is it possible
         to detect the touch of a future Grand Master in these early stories? Maybe not, because even when they were written they represented
         the side of him that was producing, at improbably high volume, stories intended mainly to pay the rent, stories meant to be
         fun to read and nothing more. I never pretended that stories like “Guardian of the Crystal Gate” or “Citadel of Darkness”
         were the best science-fiction I had in me. But, for better or for worse, they were part of my evolutionary curve. I have never
         repudiated them, or anything else that I wrote along the way. And here they are again, these artifacts of a vanished age,
         sixteen of my earliest stories reprinted in book form for the first time, brought forth now into the bright eerie light of
         a new century that was far in the future when I wrote them.
      

   
      
      
      YOKEL WITH PORTFOLIO

      
      (1955)

      
      

      
      All through my adolescence I dreamed of becoming a science fiction writer. Feverishly I wrote stories, typed them up, sent
            them off to the magazines of the day (Astounding Science Fiction, Amazing Stories, Startling Stories, and so forth.) They all came back.

      
      But then, in 1953, when I was 18 and a sophomore at Columbia, I began to make my first sales—an article about science-fiction
            fandom, then a novel for teenage readers only a few years younger than myself, and then a short story. On the strength of
            these credentials I was able to get myself a literary agent—Scott Meredith, one of the pre-eminent science-fiction specialists
            of that era, who represented such notable clients as Arthur C. Clarke, Poul Anderson, Philip K. Dick, and Jack Vance.

      
      My hope was that under the aegis of so powerful an agent my stories would get faster and more sympathetic attention from the
            editors than they had been getting when I sent them in myself. It didn’t quite work that way—maybe I got faster readings,
            sure, but my stuff was still competing with the stories of Messrs. Clarke, Anderson, Dick, and Vance for space in those editors’
            magazines. Still, during the course of the next year or so Scott did manage to make a few tiny sales for me to a couple of
            minor s-f magazines. The first, in June, 1954, was a 1500-worder called “The Silent Colony.” Eight tense months later, in
            February of 1955, he produced a second one: “The Martian,” 3000 words, which Scott sold to William L. Hamling’s Imagination, an unpretentious little penny-a-word market that filled its pages with stories that various top-level writers (Gordon R. Dickson,
            Robert Sheckley, Philip K. Dick, Damon Knight) had been unable to sell to better-paying magazines. I was pleased to be joining their company. Even though these two sales had netted me a grand total
            of $40.50, I felt I was on my way toward the start of a career. And I was still only a junior in college, twenty years old,
            after all. There would be time later on to consider whether I could actually earn a living this way.

      
      Three more months went by before my next sale: a second one to Hamling, “Yokel with Portfolio.” Looking at it now, I suppose
            that I wrote it with Horace Gold’s Galaxy Science Fiction in mind, or Anthony Boucher’s Fantasy & Science Fiction, since those two top-of-the-field editors were particularly fond of the sort of light, slick science fiction that I imagined
            “Yokel with Portfolio” to be. But the Meredith agency obviously didn’t think I was quite ready for prime time yet, for I see
            from the agency records that they sent it straight to Imagination in March of 1955 and that on May 8 Hamling bought it for $55. It was published in the November, 1955 issue of Imagination’s new companion magazine, Imaginative Tales, and here it is again for the first time in half a century—my third published short story, no classic but, I think, a decent
            enough job for the lad of twenty that I was at the time I wrote it.

      
      

      
      It was just one of those coincidences that brought Kalainnen to Terra the very week that the bruug escaped from the New York
         Zoo. Since Kalainnen was the first Traskan to come to Terra in over a century, and since the bruug had lived peacefully in
         the zoo for all of the three or four hundred years or more since it had been brought there from outer space, the odds were
         greatly against the two events coinciding. But they did.
      

      
      Kalainnen, never having been on a world more complex than the agrarian backwater of civilization that was his native Trask,
         was considerably astonished at his first sight of gleaming towers of New York, and stood open-mouthed at the landing depot,
         battered suitcase in hand, while the other passengers from his ship (Runfoot, Procyon-Rigel-Alpha-Centauri-Sol third-rate runner) flocked past him to waiting friends and relatives. In a very short time
         the depot was cleared, except for Kalainnen and a tall young Terran who had been waiting for someone, and who seemed evidently
         troubled.
      

      
      He walked up to Kalainnen. “I’m from the Globe,” the young man said, looking down at him. “I was told there was an alien from Trask coming in on this ship, and I’m here to
         interview him. Sort of a feature angle—weird monster from a planet no one knows very much about. Know where I can find him?”
      

      
      The young Terran’s hair was long and green. Kalainnen felt acutely aware of his own close-cropped, undyed hair. No one had
         warned him about Terran fashions, and he was beginning to realize that he was going to be terribly out of style here.
      

      
      “I am from Trask,” Kalainnen said. “Can I help you?”
      

      
      “Are you the one who came in just now? Impossible!”

      
      Kalainnen frowned. “I assure you, sir, I am. I just arrived this very minute, from Trask.”

      
      “But you look perfectly ordinary,” said the reporter, consulting some scribbled notes. “I was told that Traskans were reptiles,
         sort of like dinosaurs but smaller. Are you sure you’re from Trask? Procyon IV, that is.”
      

      
      “So that’s it,” Kalainnen said. “You’re mistaken, young man. The inhabitants of Procyon IV are reptiles, all right, in more
         ways than one. But that’s Quange. Trask is Procyon of Terran descent; the Traskans are not aliens but from Terra. We were
         settled in—”
      

      
      “That doesn’t matter,” said the reporter, closing his notebook. “No news in you. Reptiles would be different. Hope you enjoy
         your stay.”
      

      
      He walked away, leaving Kalainnen alone in the depot. It had not been exactly a promising introduction to Terra, so far. And
         he hadn’t even had a chance to ask for anything yet.
      

      
      He checked out of the depot, passed through customs without much difficulty (the only problem was explaining where and what
         Trask was; the planet wasn’t listed in the Registry any more) and headed out into the busy street.
      

      
      It made him sick.

      
      There were shining autos buzzing by, and slick little copters, and hordes of tall people in plastiline tunics, their hair
         dyed in fanciful colors, heading for unknown destinations at awesome speed. The pavement was a deep golden-red, while the
         buildings radiated soft bluish tones. It was not at all like Trask, quiet, peaceful Trask. For an unhappy moment Kalainnen
         wondered whether the best thing for Trask would not be for him to turn around and take the next liner back; did he really
         want to turn it into another Terra? But no: the technology of Trask had fallen centuries behind that of the rest of the galaxy’s,
         and he had come for aid. Trask had been virtually forgotten by Terra and was stagnating, off in its corner of the sky. Kalainnen’s
         mission was vital to Trask’s continued existence.
      

      
      Before he left they had dressed him in what they thought were the latest Terran styles and cropped his hair in approved fashion.
         But, as he walked through the crowded streets of the metropolis, it became more and more apparent that they were centuries
         behind in dress, as well. He was hopelessly out of date.
      

      
      “Yokel!” called a high, childish voice. “Look at the yokel!” Kalainnen glanced up and saw a small boy pointing at him and
         giggling. A woman with him—his mother, probably—seized him roughly by the wrist and pulled him along, telling him to hush.
         But Kalainnen could see on her face a surreptitious smile, as if she agreed with the boy’s derision.
      

      
      The rest of the walk was a nightmare of snickers and open laughs. Even the occasional alien he saw seemed to be sneering at
         him, Kalainnen trudged along, feeling horridly short and dumpy-looking, regretting his old-fashioned clothes and close-cut
         hair and battered suitcase, and regretting the whole foolish journey. Finally he found the address he was heading for—a hotel
         for transient aliens—and checked in.
      

      
      The hotel had facilities for all sorts of monstrosities, but, since Trask was an Earth-type planet, he accepted one of the
         ordinary rooms, and sank gratefully down on a pneumochair.
      

      
      “Hello,” said the chair. “Welcome to Terra.”

      
      Kalainnen leaped up in fright and looked around the room. There was no one else present. Probably some sort of advertising
         stunt, he concluded. Piped in from above. He sat down again in relief.
      

      
      “Hello,” said the chair. “Welcome to Terra.”

      
      He frowned. How often were they going to welcome him? He looked around the room for the loudspeaker, hoping to find it and
         rip it out. There was no sign of one. He sat down again.
      

      
      “Hello,” the chair said a third time. “Welcome to Terra.”

      
      “So that’s it!” Kalainnen said, looking at the chair. He wondered if every chair in the hotel spoke to its extraterrestrial
         occupant, and, if so, how long the occupants could stand it.
      

      
      Pressing gingerly on the seat of the pneumochair revealed that the voice was activated by weight. He dropped his suitcase
         heavily on the chair, ignoring the fourth welcome, and sat carefully on the edge of the bed, waiting for chimes or some other
         sign of welcome. Nothing was forthcoming. He leaned back, and rested.
      

      
      Tomorrow he would have to try to get an audience with the Colonial Minister, in hopes of arranging some sort of technical-assistance
         program for Trask. But now, he thought, as he swung his legs up and got under the covers, the first thing was to get some
         sleep. Terra was a cold and unfriendly world, and his appearance was not calculated to win him any friends. He would rest.
         The bed was much too soft, and he longed for the simple life on Trask.
      

      
      Just as he began to drop off into sleep, a sudden and powerful buzzing noise jolted him out of bed.

      
      Astonished, he looked around, wondering what the buzzing meant. It was repeated, and this time he realized it was a signal
         that someone was at the door. A visitor, so soon? There were no other Traskans on Terra; of that, he was fairly certain.
      

      
      After a moment’s confusion with the photo-electric device that controlled the door, he got it open. The green, reptilian face
         of a Quangen stared blandly up at him.
      

      
      [image: image]

      
      “Oh,” the Quangen said. “They told me someone was here from the Procyon system, and I was sort of hoping—”

      
      “Yes,” said Kalainnen. “I know. You were hoping I was from your planet, not mine. Sorry to disappoint you. Anything else I
         can do for you?” He stared at the Quangen coldly. Little love was lost between the neighboring planets.
      

      
      “You needn’t be so inhospitable, friend,” said the Quangen. “Our peoples are not the best of friends at home, but we’re almost
         brothers this far from Procyon.”
      

      
      The Quangen was right, Kalainnen conceded to himself. Poor company was better than none at all, anyway.

      
      “You’re right. Come on in,” he said. The Quangen nodded his head—the equivalent of a smile—and stomped in, flicking his tail
         agilely over his shoulder to prevent it from being caught in the door.
      

      
      “What brings you to Terra?” said the Quangen.

      
      “I might ask the same of you,” Kalainnen said.

      
      “You can, if you want too,” said the reptile. “Look, fellow: I told you before, maybe our planets don’t get along too well,
         but that’s no reason why we shouldn’t. I see no harm in telling you that I’m here on a technical-aid mission. It’s about time Quange caught up with the
         rest of the galaxy. I’ll bet that’s why you’re here, too.”
      

      
      Kalainnen debated for a moment and then decided there was no reason why he shouldn’t admit it.

      
      “You’re right,” he said. “I have an appointment with the Colonial Minister for tomorrow.” It wasn’t quite the truth—he was
         only going to try to get an appointment the next day—but an old Traskan proverb warns against being too honest with Quangens.
      

      
      “Oh, you do, eh?” said the Quangen, twirling the prehensile tip of his tail around his throat in an expression of, Kalainnen
         knew, amusement. “That’s very interesting. I’ve been waiting two years and I haven’t even come close to him. How do you rate
         such quick service?” He looked meaningfully at Kalainnen, flicking his tail from side to side.
      

      
      “Well,” said Kalainnen, nearly sitting down in the chair and avoiding it at the last moment, “well—”

      
      “I know,” said the Quangen. “You can’t help being a Traskan, even on Terra. I’ll forgive you. But you don’t really have an
         appointment tomorrow, do you?”
      

      
      “No,” Kalainnen said. “As a matter of fact, I haven’t even applied yet. I just got here.”

      
      “I thought so,” the reptile said. “In two years I’ve gotten as far as the First Assistant Undersecretary. The Colonial Minister
         is a very busy man, and there are more outworld planets than you can imagine. I’ve been living here. The hotel’s full of outworlders
         like us who are stuck here waiting to see some bureaucrat or other. I’ll introduce you around tomorrow. After two years it’s
         good to see someone from the same system.”
      

      
      Kalainnen frowned. They hadn’t told him the mission might go on and on for a matter of years. As it was, a single afternoon
         on Terra had been a profoundly distressing experience. And two years?
      

      
      “By the way,” the Quangen said. “There’s one little feature of the furniture here that must be bothering you. We more experienced
         hands know how to circumvent it.” He extended his tail under the seat of the pneumochair, explored the insides of the chair
         for a moment, and then pulled his tail out quickly. An abortive “Hello, welcome to—” started out of the chair and died.
      

      
      “Sit down,” the Quangen said. Kalainnen did, The chair was silent.

      
      “Thank you,” Kalainnen said. “The chair was bothering me.”

      
      “It won’t any longer,” said the Quangen. “I’m Hork Frandel, by the way.”

      
      “My name’s Kalainnen,” Kalainnen said. He stared glumly out the window. “What’s that box over there?” he said.

      
      “The video,” Frandel explained. “Put a quarter in the slot and it plays. It’s entertaining, but it’s one aspect of Terran
         technology I’d just as soon not bring back to Quange. You may like it, of course.”
      

      
      “I don’t have any coins,” Kalainnen said. “All I have is Galactic Traveler’s Checks.”
      

      
      “Allow me,” said the Quangen. He reached into his upper hip pocket with his tail and withdrew a small coin, which he inserted
         in the appropriate slot. The video flickered and came to life.
      

      
      “The big news of the day!” said a deep, robust voice, and the screen showed a fleeing multitude, “All New York is in terror
         today. For the first time in over a century, a dangerous alien beast has escaped from New York’s famed Zoological Gardens
         and is roaming the city.” The camera showed a deserted cage.
      

      
      The scene cut to a very scientific-looking office and the camera focused on a dapper man with extravagant mustaches. “I’m
         Carlson,” he said, “head of the zoo. We’re unable to account for the escape. The animal lived here peacefully for centuries.
         It’s something like an ape, something like a tiger. Eats anything. Completely indestructible, perhaps immortal, hitherto quite
         docile though frightening-looking. Skin like stone, but flexible. Origin is somewhere on one of the smaller outworlds; unfortunately
         our records have been misfiled and we’re not sure exactly where the animal comes from. My guess is Rigel II, possibly Alpheraz
         VI.” He smiled, doing impossible things with his mustaches, and radiating an aura of complete confidence.
      

      
      “We’re taking all possible steps for the beast’s recapture; meantime DO NOT PANIC, but avoid unnecessary going out.”

      
      Kalainnen looked at the Quangen, who looked back balefully.

      
      “Things like this happen all the time?” Kalainnen asked.

      
      “Not too often,” Frandel said. He looked boredly at the screen, which was showing shots of some incomprehensible sporting
         event, apparently having lost interest in the escaped animal. He glanced at his watch—Kalainnen noted how incongrous the Terran-type
         watch seemed against the Quangen’s scaly skin—and got up.
      

      
      “I’ve got to be moving on,” he said. “But maybe I’ll see you at the Colonial Ministry tomorrow, if it’s safe to go out. I’ve
         got an appointment to ask for an appointment.” The Quangen grinned, waved his tail in salute, and left.
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      Kalainnen watched the video until the time Frandel had bought for him expired. The camera had gone to another office, the
         mayor’s, and he was discussing the situation. The plans being concocted for capture of the beast were growing more and more elaborate as the
         minutes went on; the animal had taken up headquarters in an office building (hastily evacuated) and Terran police had established
         a cordon around the building, with heavy artillery trained on the entrance waiting for the animal to appear. Kalainnen wondered
         what the point of using artillery on an indestructible beast was, but the mayor did not dwell on the point.
      

      
      Suggestions offered by various authorities over the video included flooding the building with radiation, building a steel
         wall around the edifice, and bombing the whole area. Erecting the wall seemed the only solution of any value, but there was
         always the consideration that the hungry animal might appear before the wall was finished, causing all sorts of difficulties.
         Kalainnen had no coins, and so he climbed into the too-soft bed and, after a while, fell asleep, pondering the state of affairs.
      

      
      The next morning he went down to the Colonial Ministry. Since the animal was, at least in theory, under control, people were
         going about business as usual, but they were moving quickly and cautiously through the streets as if they expected to be devoured
         at any instant.
      

      
      It was not difficult to find the Ministry—it was one of the biggest of a great many immense buildings. But it was crowded.
         There were colonists of all shapes and sizes pleading their various cases. Lines of outworlders extended in all directions—humans,
         humanoids, and grotesque total-aliens wearing protective devices of great complexity. Besides those on line, many more milled
         around aimlessly, apparently too confused and too deafened by the enormous hubbub to do anything else. Kalainnen could see
         now why the Quangen had got no farther than a First Assistant Undersecretary in two years.
      

      
      “Where is this line heading?” he asked a tall purple beanpole, probably hailing from an inner world of Arcturus.

      
      “I don’t know,” the beanpole said. “But it seems to be a short one.”

      
      A cucumber-like alien from a planet Kalainnen didn’t know turned around and said, “Just got here? Try that line over there.”
         Kalainnen followed where the stubby tentacle pointed, and joined the other line, which seemed to stretch off endlessly. The
         new line seemed to be composed almost exclusively of humans and humanoids; occasionally a small dog-like being ran up and
         down the line, laughing wildly. In two hours the line moved seven feet. By late afternoon the line had unaccountably moved
         back until it was almost four feet behind where Kalainnen had joined it. Sensing there was no point in waiting any longer,
         since he still had not been able to find out what line he was on (not that it seemed to matter) and he had not been able to get anywhere
         in particular, he left, completely discouraged.
      

      
      The Quangen, he knew, was a slick, shrewd operator—it was a characteristic of the race—and yet even he had failed to reach
         any appreciable proximity to the Colonial Minister. What chance, then, did he, Kalainnen, a visiting yokel from a backwater
         planet, have?
      

      
      It didn’t look as if Trask were going to get the technological assistance it needed, he thought—not if every day were like
         this one. In a way it wasn’t so bad—Trask seemed to get along all right on tools five centuries out of date—but he would feel
         terribly unhappy about returning empty-handed. The whole planet had contributed to pay his passage, and he had been hailed
         as the savior of Trask. He had been a hero there; here he was just a stubby little man of no particular importance.
      

      
      He walked all the way back to the hotel, feeling dismal. Everyone he passed seemed to be discussing the monster loose in the
         city, and he found himself wishing devoutly that the animal would eat them all, slowly.
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      “Get anywhere?” asked Frandel that evening.

      
      Kalainnen shook his head.

      
      “That’s too bad,” the Quangen said, soothingly. “It took me a month to get my petition received, though, so don’t worry too
         much. It’s just a matter of going there regularly, and getting there before everyone else.”
      

      
      “What time does it open?” Kalainnen asked, too weary to look up.

      
      “About 0800, I think. But you’ll have to get there about midnight the night before to make any headway. In fact, you’d be
         wise to start out right now and wait on line till it opens. You might be one of the first.”
      

      
      “Leave now? Stand on line all night?”

      
      “You don’t like the idea?” The Quangen grinned toothily. “Unfortunate. But you’re likely to disappoint all the folks back
         on Trask unless you do it. I didn’t enjoy it, either. Oh, by the way—I moved up a notch today. My application is now up to
         the Second Assistant Under-Secretary, and I might get to the First Associate in a couple of weeks. I should be bringing quite
         a load of valuable data back to Quange before long. In fact, there’s a very good chance that we’ll be leaving Trask far, far
         behind.” He curled his tail derisively.
      

      
      That’s all we need, Kalainnen thought. He waved his hand feebly. “Congratulations. Fine. Leave me alone, will you?”

      The Quangen bowed, grinned, and left.

      
      Kalainnen stared at the video set for a long time after the reptile’s departure. The Quangen certainly was a slick operator.
         It might be ten years before Kalainnen got close to the Colonial Minister. Even for as slow-moving a planet as Trask, ten
         years was a long tine. They might think he was dead.
      

      
      He played with the handful of coins he had accumulated during the day, and finally dropped one in the video. He stared glumly
         as the set came to life.
      

      
      “New York remains paralyzed by the unknown alien monster in its midst,” a staccato voice said. “The animal is still somewhere
         in the building in the heart of the business district that it took over late yesterday, and a fearsome range of artillery
         is waiting for it to emerge. Do not panic. The situation is under study by our foremost experts on extraterrestrial life.
      

      
      “And now, for the first time, we can show you what this monster looks like. Zoo officials have supplied a photograph of the
         animal.” The photograph appeared on the screen. Kalainnen reached to turn off the set, then stopped as the features of the
         beast behind the bars registered.
      

      
      It was a bruug.

      
      He sat back in his chair, startled. His first thought was one of incredulity. The whole city terrorized by a bruug? They were
       the most peaceful, the most—

       
       Then he thought of calling the video station. They would be interested in learning the identity
         of the monster, the planet it came from, all the data that the zoo officials had misplaced or (more likely) forgotten.
      

      
      Then he realized he was the ace in the hole.

      
      At the rate he was going, he would never come to the Terrans’ notice, and, just as Trask was a forgotten backwater of the
         Galaxy, he would remain in this hotel, forgotten by Terra and, eventually, by Trask.
      

      
      But there was one thing he could do. He was of vital importance to Terra, though they didn’t realize it. The bruug, the familiar
         red beast, was virtually a domestic animal on Trask; every Traskan could handle one like a pet. It was all a matter of understanding
         animals, and this the Traskans did superbly. No bomb would do any good—not on an animal with a hide like that. No; it was
         understanding. A few gentle words from a Traskan and the animal would lie down placidly. Understanding.
      

      
      And who understood the bruug? Kalainnen. His way seemed perfectly clear to him.
      

      
      Of course, the bruug might not be red. It might be blue. The only way he could tell was by close examination. And if the bruug
         were blue—but he preferred not to think about that.
      

      
      Anyway, it would be good to see something from home again.
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      The streets were deserted. No Terran cared to venture out into the night while the bruug was loose in the city, no matter
         how many guns were trained on it. The spectacle of an immense city completely terrorized by an animal of which he himself
         had no more fear than of a butterfly amused Kalainnen as he walked down to the building where they bruug was.
      

      
      It was a long walk, but the city was intelligently planned and he had no trouble finding his way. He enjoyed the walk; the
         air was clean and fresh at night, almost like Trask, and there were no people in the streets to snicker at him.
      

      
      Finally, in the distance, he glimpsed some big guns and a group of soldiers. He began to trot a little. When he reached the
         guns, the soldiers stopped him.
      

      
      “What do you want?” said a very tall man in a very resplendent uniform. In the dim light Kalainnen saw that his hair was dyed
         a flaming bronze-red. “Are you crazy, walking right in here?”
      

      
      “I’m from Trask,” Kalainnen said. “We know how to handle these animals. Let me through, please.” He started to walk on.

      
      “Just a minute!” The big soldier grabbed him; Kalainnen twisted loose. Two other soldiers dove for him and caught him, and
         he found himself looking up at an even taller and more resplendent one.
      

      
      “This guy says he’s from Flask, sir,” the first soldier said. “Says he knows how to handle the animal.”

      
      “That’s right,” Kalainnen said. “They’re domestic animals on Trask.”

      
      The officer looked at him—he was more than a foot taller than Kalainnen—and laughed. “Domestic animal, eh? Pet for the kiddies?
         Take him away—anywhere, just out of my sight.”
      

      
      As the first soldier reached for Kalainnen, a mighty roar erupted from the office building. Kalainnen felt a thrill of familiarity;
         knowing there was a bruug in the vicinity—even a blue one—was a comforting feeling.
      

      
      “All hands to battle stations!” the officer roared. “Prepare to fire!”
      

      
      The bruug roared again from somewhere inside the building. The soldiers dashed to the gun installations, and suddenly Kalainnen
         found himself standing alone and ignored. He looked briefly around and began to run as fast as he could for the entrance to
         the building, ignoring the outraged and amazed yells of the soldiers who watched him.
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      The building was unlighted and very big. Kalainnen wandered around in the dark for a moment or two, hoping the bruug would
         not appear before he had acclimated his vision to the darkness. From somewhere on an upper floor, he heard the deep-throated
         roar he knew so well. The poor beast was hungry.
      

      
      Bruugs were docile animals. But the blue bruugs of Kandarth, the deserted island in South Trask, were hardly so. And they
         refused to be understood.
      

      
      As he wandered through the darkened building, he began to wonder whether or not he was biting off more than he was going to
         get down his throat. If the bruug were blue, well, that was it. But even if it were the domesticated kind, it had, after all,
         been captured (or, more likely, given away by the Traskans) centuries before. Perhaps it had forgotten.
      

      
      The roaring grew louder. Kalainnen mounted the stairs.

      
      It was dark, but he was growing accustomed to the darkness and could see fairly well. Not well enough to discern the color
         of the bruug’s skin at a distance, though; he would have to look under the thick fur, and by the time he got that close it
         no longer mattered much.
      

      
      On the fourth floor he came across the bruug, sprawled out in the corridor and munching angrily on a splintered door. The
         bruug was a big one; he had prospered in captivity. He scented Kalainnen and looked up slowly at him and emitted a great roar.
      

      
      “Hello,” Kalainnen said, looking at the beast’s eyes. As it began to lumber to its feet, Kalainnen walked toward it, smiling,
         trying desperately not to let his fear show through and destroy his chances of mastering the animal. The roars of the bruug
         filled the hall. Kalainnen began to talk to it, calmly, in Traskan.
      

      
      It rose to its full height and began to charge.

      
      “No. You don’t want to do that at all,” Kalainnen said, listening to the echoes of his voice rattling down the corridor. “You
         don’t want to do that.”
      

      
      Ten minutes later he emerged from the building, with the bruug following docilely behind.
      

      
      It had been a red one.
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      The Colonial Minister was a jovial-looking rotund man, one of the few unimpressive-looking Terrans Kalainnen had ever seen.
         Kalainnen studied his features for a moment or two, and looked down again at the text of the agreement whereby Terra would
         supply the planet Trask with a team of technologists and whatever aid would be necessary, in return for valuable services
         rendered by an inhabitant of the aforementioned planet Trask, etc., etc.
      

      
      “It sounds reasonable enough,” Kalainnen said. “I think it’ll meet our needs admirably.”

      
      “I’m pleased to hear that, Mr. Kalainnen,” the Colonial Minister said. “But I still don’t understand how a planet whose people
         have such skills as you showed can need any help from us.”
      

      
      “It’s a matter of different kinds of skills, Mr. Minister,” Kalainnen said. “Every planet understands certain things that
         no other one does. Once in a book of Terran folklore—we have a few old Terran books on Trask—I read a story that reminds me
         of this. It seems a backwoodsman came to a big city, and, amid the roaring of traffic, said he heard a cricket chirping. They
         laughed at him, but he walked down a street and pointed out a nearby sewer opening and sure enough, they found a little cricket
         in the opening. Everyone congratulated him for his miraculous powers of hearing. But he proved that he didn’t hear any better
         than anyone else, just that he heard different things.”
      

      
      “How did he do that?” the Minister murmured.

      
      “It was easy. He took a small coin out of his pocket and dropped it on the sidewalk. Two hundred people stopped and looked
         around at the sound.”
      

      
      The Minister smiled. Kalainnen knew from experience that he was a busy man, but at the moment he had the upper hand and he
         wanted to make the most of it.
      

      
      “The moral of the story is, sir, that some planets are good for one thing and some for another. And so if you’ll give us the
         tools we need, we’ll show you why ferocious monsters on Terra are pleasant pets on Trask. Fair enough?”
      

      
      “Fair enough,” said the Minister. He extended his pen to Kalainnen, who signed the agreement with a flourish.
      

      
      On his way out of the Ministry he passed Frandel, who was standing gloomily in the midst of a seemingly endless line.

      
      “Let’s get together again some time,” Kalainnen said, pausing for a moment. The Quangen just glared at him angrily. “Let me
         know when you get back to our system, old man. Perhaps you’d like to come over to Trask and study our technology.” Kalainnen
         smiled. “Best of luck, friend. The Minister is a fine man; you’ll see that as soon as you get to see him. If you get to see him, that is.”
      

      
      And Kalainnen walked on, feeling very pleased, and—unintentionally, of course—treading on the tip of this Quangen’s prehensile
         tail, which he had wanted to do all his life.
      

   
      
      
      LONG LIVE THE KEJWA

      
      (1956)

      
      

      
      A great deal happened to me, professionally, between the publication of “Yokel With Portfolio” in the autumn of 1955 and the
            appearance of this one seven months later. The most important development was the arrival in New York City, where I was living
            then, of one Randall Garrett.

      
      Garrett, a charming, roguish fellow seven or eight years older than I was, came from Texas but had been living in the Midwest,
            working as a chemist and writing science fiction on the side, in the early 1950s. He was a natural storyteller and had a good
            grasp both of science and of the traditions of science fiction, and very quickly he sold a dozen stories or so to most of
            the major markets, including two excellent novelets (“The Waiting Game,” 1951, and “The Hunting Lodge,” 1954) to John W. Campbell’s Astounding, one of the leading magazines of the field. But like too many science-fiction writers Garrett had an unfortunate weakness for
            the bottle, which led early in 1955 to the end of his marriage and the loss of his job; and then the friends in Illinois with
            whom he had taken refuge wearied of his wayward ways and suggested he move along. That spring he packed up his few possessions
            and a box of unfinished manuscripts and headed for New York to establish himself as a full-time science-fiction writer.

      
      One of the few people he knew in New York was Harlan Ellison, who had come from the Midwest a year before Garrett with the
            same goal in mind. Harlan and I were close friends, and at my suggestion he had taken a room next door to me in the seedy
            Manhattan residence hotel where I was living during my college years, on West 114th Street, a couple of blocks from the Columbia
            campus. It was a place inhabited by a sprinkling of undergraduates, an assortment of aging graduate students, a few aspiring writers like Harlan and me, some very aged ladies living on pensions,
            and an odd collection of down-on-their-luck characters of no apparent profession. When he reached New York, Garrett phoned
            Ellison, who was still meeting only frustration in his attempts to break into print. Harlan told him about our hotel, and
            very suddenly we had him living down the hall from us. Almost immediately thereafter Garrett and I went into partnership as
            a sort of fiction factory.

      
      He and I could scarcely have been more different in temperament. Randall was lazy, undisciplined, untidy, untrustworthy, and
            alcoholic. I was a ferociously hard worker, ambitious, orderly, boringly respectable and dignified, and, though I did (and
            do) have a fondness for the occasional alcoholic beverage, I was (and am) constitutionally unable to drink very much without
            getting sick. But we did have one big thing in common: we both were deeply versed in the tropes of science fiction and intended
            to earn our livings entirely by writing science fiction. We had the same agent, too. Furthermore, we had complementary sets
            of skills: Garrett’s education had been scientific, mine literary. He was good at the technological side of s-f, and also
            was a skillful constructor of story plots. I, though still a beginning writer, was already showing superior stylistic abilities
            and the knack of creating interesting characters. I was tremendously productive, too, able to turn out a short story in a
            single sitting, several times a week. Garrett was a swift writer too, but only when he could stay sober long enough to get
            anything done. It occurred to him that if we became collaborators, my discipline and ambition would be strong enough to drive
            both of us to get a great deal of work done, and his more experienced hand as a writer would help me overcome the neophyte’s
            flaws in my storytelling technique that had kept me from selling stories to any but the minor magazines. And so we set up
            in business together. (Harlan, having not yet reached a professional level of writing ability, remained on the outside, somewhat
            to his displeasure.)

      
      Garrett was a man of grandiose ideas, and so he and I aimed for the top right away: we meant to sell a novel to Campbell’s Astounding. As soon as my third year of college was over that June, he and I began plotting a three-part serial built around one of Campbell’s
            favorite formulas, the superior Earthman who helps benighted alien beings improve their lot in life. Since Campbell was of
            Scottish ancestry, Garrett suggested that we make our hero a Scot, one Duncan MacLeod. I cheerfully agreed. We worked it all
            out in great detail, and then, to my surprise, Garrett told me that we were going downtown to Campbell’s office to pitch the
            idea in person.

      
      I had never expected anything like that. I thought we would let our agent handle the marketing of the project. But Garrett,
            a supremely gregarious man, believed in personal contact with his editors; and so one summer morning he swept me off to Campbell’s
            office, where I was introduced as a brilliant new talent with whom he would be collaborating thenceforth. We pitched our story;
            Randall did most of the talking, but I added a thoughtful bit of Ivy League eloquence every now and then. Campbell loved the
            idea. He had a few improvements to suggest, though—in fact, by lunchtime he had transformed our story beyond all recognition.
            Then he told us to go home and write, not a novel, but a series of novelets, first, and then a novel. I went back to West 114th Street in a daze.

      
      Of course, I never thought anything was going to come out of this. Me, not even old enough to vote yet, selling a series of
            novelets to John W. Campbell? But we sat down and wrote the first in our series almost instantly, sticking the joint pseudonym “Robert Randall” on it, and
            Campbell bought it on the spot, reading it in his office before our eyes, in August, 1955. I was so stunned at the idea that
            I had sold something to Astounding that I couldn’t sleep that night.

      
      Garrett didn’t want us to stop there. It was the personal touch that did it, he was convinced. Editors wanted to put faces
            behind the manuscripts. So we needed to visit all the other editors, too—Howard Browne of Amazing, Bob Lowndes of Future, Larry Shaw of the new magazine Infinity, etc. Later in August, Garrett and I attended the World Science Fiction Convention in Cleveland, where I met William L. Hamling,
            who had bought two stories from me that year and let me know now that he’d like me to send him some others. Garrett was right:
            in the small world that was science fiction in 1955, the personal touch did do it. On the strength of my collaborative sale to Campbell’s Astounding, coming on top of my scattering of sales to a few lesser magazines, I had acquired enough professional plausibility to find
            the doors of the editorial offices opening for me, and Garrett’s prodding had brought me inside.

      
      Bob Lowndes, who had already bought a story from me the year before, seemed glad to meet me, and by way of our shared love
            of classical music struck up a friendship right away. He had high tastes in science fiction, and would buy many more stories
            from me, usually the ones I had tried and failed to sell to the better-paying magazines. Browne, about whom I will have more
            to say a little further on, also gave me a ready welcome. He ran a different sort of magazine, featuring simple action tales
            staff-written by a little stable of insiders—Milton Lesser, Paul W. Fairman, and a couple of others. It happened that in the summer of 1955 Browne had two vacancies in his stable, and he offered the jobs to Garrett and me the day we showed
            up in his office. So long as we brought him stories every month and maintained a reasonable level of competence he would buy
            everything we wrote, sight unseen.

      
      That struck me as almost as improbable as my selling novelets to John Campbell. Here I was, a kid still in college who had
            sold less than a dozen stories, and a cagy old pro like Howard Browne was offering me what amounted to a job, with a guaranteed
            rate of pay, to keep his science-fiction magazine supplied with copy!

      
      I didn’t hesitate. I had a story called “Hole in the Air” that Scott Meredith had returned to me because he didn’t think he
            could sell it to anyone. I handed the manuscript to Howard Browne on an August day and he bought it. The following week Garrett
            and I batted out a novelet, “Gambler’s Planet,” and he bought that too. We did another for him in September, “Catch a Thief,”
            and I sold two stories to Bob Lowndes, too, and another novelet to Campbell, and then more to Browne, and so on. In the first
            five months of the Garrett partnership I made a phenomenal 26 story sales—some of them collaborations, but many of them solo
            stories, for with Randall’s help I had acquired the momentum for a career of my own.

      
      One thing I did, as I grew more confident of my relationship with Howard Browne, was to feed him some of the unsold stories
            that I had written in the pre-Garrett days, when I was simply sending them off to Scott Meredith and hoping that he would
            find a market for them somewhere. In June of 1955 I had written “Long Live the Kejwa,” built around a classic theme that I
            had encountered in my anthropology class. Toward the end of the year, since it was still unsold, I asked Scott to send it
            over to Browne as part of my quota of stories for the month. It was published in the July, 1956 issue of Amazing Stories under Howard’s title, “Run of Luck,” which was, perhaps, a better title than mine. But as I restore it to print here after
            five decades in limbo I prefer to use the original title for it.

      
      That July 1956 Amazing provided another milestone for me in that dizzying year, because “Run of Luck” was one of three stories that I had in the issue. Its companions were “Stay Out of My Grave,” another early unsold story that I had salvaged
            by selling to Browne, and “Catch a Thief,” a Garrett collaboration published under the byline of “Gordon Aghill.” Fifteen
            months earlier it was an awesome thing for me to get any story published, and now here they were showing up in threes in a single issue!

      
       
      


      Steve Crayden growled in anger as the dials on the control panel spun crazily around, telling him that the little cruiser was
         out of control. He frowned and glanced at the screen. There was only one thing to do—crash-land the ship on the tiny planet looming up just
         ahead. It was the lousiest twist possible—after he had lied and cheated and killed to get off the prison planet of Kandoris,
         here he was being thrown right back into cold storage again. Maybe not behind bars, this time, but being marooned on a little
         bit of rock was just as much an imprisonment as anything.
      

      
      He brought the stolen ship down as delicately as he could. It maintained a semblance of a landing orbit until a hundred meters
         above planetfall, and then swung into a dizzying tailspin and burrowed into the soft ground.
      

      
      Crayden, jarred but unhurt, crawled out of the confused tangle of the control cabin and checked the dials. Air 68, Nitro, 21, Oxy. Water normal.

      
      At that, he smiled for the first time since the ship had conked out; things looked different all of a sudden. This new place
         had possibilities, he saw now. And any place with possibilities beckoned to a born opportunist like Crayden.
      

      
      He climbed out of the ship and smelled the warm air, and shook his head happily. I’ll make the most of it, he told himself. If Fate wanted to kick him in the teeth again, that was O.K. He’d bull his way through it. If he was stuck
         here—and the way the ship looked, he was—then he’d have a good time of it.
      

      
      He looked around. It was almost a perfect Earth-type planet, probably uninhabited, not listed on any of the charts in his
         stolen ship, and it was a nice cozy place for him to stay. Things could have been worse, Crayden thought. There’d be hunting
         and fishing, he hoped, and he’d build a small cabin near a waterfall. I’ll make out, he said, as if in defiance of whatever Power had let him escape from one prison and then had thrown him immediately into
         another.
      

      
      He had left so quickly that he hadn’t taken anything from his prison-barracks on Kandoris. He returned to the ship, and a
         quick check revealed a thought-converter, somewhat jarred by the crash, and a rescue-beam radiator. No weapons were to be
         found.
      

      
      That didn’t stop him. I’ll make a bow and arrow, he decided. I’ll go real primitive. He tucked the damaged thought-converter under one arm, the rescue-beam radiator under another, and climbed out.
      

      
      The patrol won’t ever use that one again, he thought as he looked at the wrecked cruiser. Its nose was buried in ten feet of mud at the side of a lake, and the ship
         was bent almost in half. The tail jets were all but ruined.
      

      
      I’m here for good, he decided. But it’s going to be a picnic. It better be.

      
      He turned to survey the little world.

      
      The gravity was about the same as that of Kandoris, which meant Earth-normal. He found that out as soon as he took his first
         step. He had expected to go sailing twenty feet, but he moved only the Earthtype two or three feet at a stride. That meant
         unusual density, heavy mass, since the little planet’s diameter couldn’t have been much over 700 miles. He had landed on a
         freak world. He scanned it some more.
      

      
      But it didn’t look like a freak. It might have been a lost corner of Earth. The sky was just a shade off-blue, and the sun
         was a trifle reddish, but the soil was brown, the grass was green, and the air was fresh, clean, and good to breathe. He was
         standing in a valley, by the side of a long, deep-looking blue lake. Small mountains, almost hills, hemmed in the valley,
         and heavy clusters of trees sprouted on the hills. A little stream wound down out of the nearest hill and trickled into the
         lake.
      

      
      Crayden felt a warm glow. In a way, this was the best thing that could have happened. Instead of going back to the old con
         games, the shabby routines he’d lived on, he’d have a new, fresh life beginning. He grinned. It was a talent he had, making
         the most of what seemed like a rough break. It was the way to stay alive.
      

      
      He started off to follow the stream. After walking a few steps, he stopped.

      
      “I name this planet Crayden,” he shouted. “I take possession of it in the name of Steve Crayden.”

      
      “Crayden,” came back the faint echo from the hill.

      
      The effect pleased him. “I hereby proclaim myself King Stephen of Crayden!”

      
      The echo replied, “Of Crayden.”

      
      Thoroughly satisfied, the new king began to trudge along the side of the stream, carrying the damaged thought-converter under
         one arm, the rescue-beam radiator under the other.
      

      
      He followed the stream several hundred meters up into the hills. Looking ahead, he noted what seemed to be a thin trail of
         smoke curling into the sky. Natives?
      

      
      He stopped and watched the smoke. The first thought that came to him was to hang back cautiously, but then he shook his head
         and kept moving. This was his world, and he was going to keep the upper hand.
      

      
      They saw him first, though, and before he was aware of anything, ten blue-skinned men had stepped out of the woods and were
         kneeling at his feet.
      

      
      “Kejwa!” they shouted. “Kejwa, Kejwa!”

      
      Crayden was too startled to react. He stood there frozen, staring down. They were all burly humanoids, perfectly manlike as
         far as he could tell, except for the bright blue skin. They were clad in loincloths and beads, and were obviously friendly.
         Crayden relaxed; King Stephen had found his subjects.
      

      
      Gingerly he touched the nearest native with the tip of his toe. The alien sprang up instantly and faced him. The man was well
         over six feet tall, and powerfully built.
      

      
      “Kejwa endrak jennisij Kejwa,” the native jabbered, pointing to the smoke that indicated the village.

      
      “Kejwa! Kejwa!” came the chorus from the ground.

      
      “I wish I could understand you chaps,” Crayden said. “Kejwa, eh? That’s the best compliment I had since the warden said I
         looked like an honest man.”
      

      
      They were dancing around him, stamping on the ground and slapping their hands, and emitting cries of “Kejwa! Kejwa!” until
         the trees began to tremble from the noise. Other blue-skins began to appear from further upstream, naked children and women
         in loincloths. They gathered around Crayden, chanting that one word over and over, now softly, now at the top of their lungs.
      

      
      Crayden grinned at them. This was working out better than he’d dare dream. Slowly, with all the dignity his new rank afforded,
         Crayden began to move upstream toward the village, clutching the useless thought-converter like a scepter in his outstretched
         right hand.
      

      
      When they reached the village, a tall, wrinkled native wearing a great many beads and a flowing white beard stood in front
         of the community fire, watching Crayden’s approach. The beard looked strange against the blueness of the old man’s chest.
      

      
      As Crayden drew near, the old one sank down on both knees. “Kejwa,” he said slowly, in a very deep, solemn voice.

      
      Crayden took the cue. He stepped forward and touched the old man on the left shoulder with the tip of his thought-converter.
         The oldster rose as if transfigured.
      

      
      The villagers clustered around, keeping a respectful distance, and chattered away. He pointed to the thought-converter. “I’ll
         have this fixed soon,” he promised. “Then I’ll be able to talk to you.”
      

      
      They continued to chatter. Every third word seemed to be “Kejwa.” Crayden happily wondered whether it meant “king” or “god.”

      
      [image: image]

      
      They installed him in a large hut, the best in the village. The old man took him there personally—Crayden decided he was either
         the chief or the high priest, or, most likely, both—and indicated a bed of thick grass in one corner. It was the only furniture.
      

      
      “Thanks, pop,” he said lightly. “Usually I expect better accommodations in my hotels, but I won’t kick. See that the bellhop
         comes when I ring, will you? I hate having to wait.”
      

      
      The old man looked at him without a trace of comprehension or anything else but worship in his eyes.

      
      “Kejwa emeredis calowa Kejwa,” he said.

      
      Crayden watched him depart, and sat for a while on the big stone at the entrance to his hut. From time to time little groups
         of children would approach timidly and stare at him and back away, and occasionally one of the blue-skinned women would come
         by. There hadn’t been any women on Kandoris. Crayden rubbed his chin. Even a blue-skinned one would do right now, he thought.
         Yes, even she would be welcome.
      

      
      He stared at the bare hut, with its low bed. The only other things in it were the thought-converter and the rescue-beam radiator.
         He hefted the compact rescue-beam radiator in his hand.
      

      
      I’d better get rid of this, he thought. One of the natives might accidentally turn it on and call down the patrol.
      

      
      He walked to the stream, held the radiator reflectively for a moment, and then pitched it into the water.

      
      “Good riddance,” he said. His last link with Kandoris and the worlds of the galaxy was gone. They couldn’t find him unless
         he tipped them off by using the rescue-beam radiator, which would attract any patrol ship within a dozen light-years. And
         the radiator was under the flowing waters of the stream.
      

      
      When he returned to his hut he looked at the remaining piece of equipment, the thought-converter. “I’ll really be able to
         make this town jump once I can talk to them,” he said. “Women, food, fancy furniture—I’ll just have to ask for them, and they’ll jump. They wouldn’t want their Kejwa to be displeased.”
      

      
      The thought-converter didn’t seem to be too badly damaged. A few delicate wires had come out of their sockets, that was all.
         He tried to put them back, but his fingers were too thick and clumsy, and he had to give up.
      

      
      He realized he hadn’t slept in almost three days. He put the converter in his prison shirt, wrapping it carefully to protect
         it from the moisture of the ground, and curled up on the bed of grass. It wasn’t much better than lying on the ground, but
         he was too tired to notice.
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      For the next three days he did nothing but sit on the stone outside the hut and toy with the thought-converter while the natives
         brought him food three times a day. He didn’t recognize any of the delicacies they brought—something which looked like a black
         apple and tasted like a red one, another something which looked like nothing he’d ever seen on Earth and tasted like a shot
         of bourbon filtered through a banana, and plenty of fresh, red meat, almost raw despite the perfunctory roasting they gave
         it.
      

      
      Crayden felt his frame expanding, and, though he had no mirror, he knew the prison-planet pallor had left his face. This planet
         was agreeing with him, all right. Being Kejwa was a grand life. He’d never had it so good.
      

      
      When he got tired of sitting around being worshipped, he decided to survey the area. He was curious about this world—his world—and
         he wanted to know all about it.
      

      
      All the huts were something like his, only smaller, and the ones near the stream seemed to belong to the more important people
         of the tribe. The huts were arranged in a roughly semi-circular fashion, with the community fire at the entrance to the semicircle.
         All around was the thick forest—Nature’s fortress.
      

      
      Crayden wandered off toward the forest, hoping to see some of the native wild-life in action, but was surprised to find himself
         confronted by a little ring of blue-skins.
      

      
      “Kejwa,” they murmured, pointing to the forest. “Nek nek konna je Kejwa.”

      
      “‘My country, ’tis of thee,’” he replied gravely, and continued to move toward the forest.

      
      They became more insistent. Two of the biggest stood in front of him and barred his way. “Nek nek konna je Kejwa,” they repeated
         more loudly.
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