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			FOREWORD

			Stories from 
Pulp Fiction’s 
Golden Age

			AND it was a golden age.

			The 1930s and 1940s were a vibrant, seminal time for a gigantic audience of eager readers, probably the largest per capita audience of readers in American history. The magazine racks were chock-full of publications with ragged trims, garish cover art, cheap brown pulp paper, low cover prices—and the most excitement you could hold in your hands. 

			“Pulp” magazines, named for their rough-cut, pulpwood paper, were a vehicle for more amazing tales than Scheherazade could have told in a million and one nights. Set apart from higher-class “slick” magazines, printed on fancy glossy paper with quality artwork and superior production values, the pulps were for the “rest of us,” adventure story after adventure story for people who liked to read. Pulp fiction authors were no-holds-barred entertainers—real storytellers. They were more interested in a thrilling plot twist, a horrific villain or a white-knuckle adventure than they were in lavish prose or convoluted metaphors. 

			The sheer volume of tales released during this wondrous golden age remains unmatched in any other period of literary history—hundreds of thousands of published stories in over nine hundred different magazines. Some titles lasted only an issue or two; many magazines succumbed to paper shortages during World War II, while others endured for decades yet. Pulp fiction remains as a treasure trove of stories you can read, stories you can love, stories you can remember. The stories were driven by plot and character, with grand heroes, terrible villains, beautiful damsels (often in distress), diabolical plots, amazing places, breathless romances. The readers wanted to be taken beyond the mundane, to live adventures far removed from their ordinary lives—and the pulps rarely failed to deliver. 

			In that regard, pulp fiction stands in the tradition of all memorable literature. For as history has shown, good stories are much more than fancy prose. William Shakespeare, Charles Dickens, Jules Verne, Alexandre Dumas—many of the greatest literary figures wrote their fiction for the readers, not simply literary colleagues and academic admirers. And writers for pulp magazines were no exception. These publications reached an audience that dwarfed the circulations of today’s short story magazines. Issues of the pulps were scooped up and read by over thirty million avid readers each month. 

			Because pulp fiction writers were often paid no more than a cent a word, they had to become prolific or starve. They also had to write aggressively. As Richard Kyle, publisher and editor of Argosy, the first and most long-lived of the pulps, so pointedly explained: “The pulp magazine writers, the best of them, worked for markets that did not write for critics or attempt to satisfy timid advertisers. Not having to answer to anyone other than their readers, they wrote about human beings on the edges of the unknown, in those new lands the future would explore. They wrote for what we would become, not for what we had already been.” 

			Some of the more lasting names that graced the pulps include H. P. Lovecraft, Edgar Rice Burroughs, Robert E. Howard, Max Brand, Louis L’Amour, Elmore Leonard, Dashiell Hammett, Raymond Chandler, Erle Stanley Gardner, John D. MacDonald, Ray Bradbury, Isaac Asimov, Robert Heinlein—and, of course, L. Ron Hubbard. 

			In a word, he was among the most prolific and popular writers of the era. He was also the most enduring—hence this series—and certainly among the most legendary. It all began only months after he first tried his hand at fiction, with L. Ron Hubbard tales appearing in Thrilling Adventures, Argosy, Five-Novels Monthly, Detective Fiction Weekly, Top-Notch, Texas Ranger, War Birds, Western Stories, even Romantic Range. He could write on any subject, in any genre, from jungle explorers to deep-sea divers, from G-men and gangsters, cowboys and flying aces to mountain climbers, hard-boiled detectives and spies. But he really began to shine when he turned his talent to science fiction and fantasy of which he authored nearly fifty novels or novelettes to forever change the shape of those genres. 

			Following in the tradition of such famed authors as Herman Melville, Mark Twain, Jack London and Ernest Hemingway, Ron Hubbard actually lived adventures that his own characters would have admired—as an ethnologist among primitive tribes, as prospector and engineer in hostile climes, as a captain of vessels on four oceans. He even wrote a series of articles for Argosy, called “Hell Job,” in which he lived and told of the most dangerous professions a man could put his hand to. 

			Finally, and just for good measure, he was also an accomplished photographer, artist, filmmaker, musician and educator. But he was first and foremost a writer, and that’s the L. Ron Hubbard we come to know through the pages of this volume. 

			This library of Stories from the Golden Age presents the best of L. Ron Hubbard’s fiction from the heyday of storytelling, the Golden Age of the pulp magazines. In these eighty volumes, readers are treated to a full banquet of 153 stories, a kaleidoscope of tales representing every imaginable genre: science fiction, fantasy, western, mystery, thriller, horror, even romance—action of all kinds and in all places. 

			Because the pulps themselves were printed on such inexpensive paper with high acid content, issues were not meant to endure. As the years go by, the original issues of every pulp from Argosy through Zeppelin Stories continue crumbling into brittle, brown dust. This library preserves the L. Ron Hubbard tales from that era, presented with a distinctive look that brings back the nostalgic flavor of those times. 

			L. Ron Hubbard’s Stories from the Golden Age has something for every taste, every reader. These tales will return you to a time when fiction was good clean entertainment and the most fun a kid could have on a rainy afternoon or the best thing an adult could enjoy after a long day at work. 

			Pick up a volume, and remember what reading is supposed to be all about. Remember curling up with a great story. 

			—Kevin J. Anderson

			KEVIN J. ANDERSON is the author of more than ninety critically acclaimed works of speculative fiction, including The Saga of Seven Suns, the continuation of the Dune Chronicles with Brian Herbert, and his New York Times bestselling novelization of L. Ron Hubbard’s Ai! Pedrito!  
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			CHAPTER ONE

			El Zidan

			THEIR medals were clinking, their
					rowels spun on the
				upward-curving pavement, their scarlet breeches put to shame the tropical brilliance
				of the Moroccan town.
				Encased in shining leather were their revolvers, gold lanyards attached. They had
				stopped now, looking at me.

			It was hard to sit there at a sidewalk table and idly spin a glass
				between thumb and forefinger—as hard as trying to keep an agonized finger on a hot
				stove.

			The taller of the two unfastened his holster flap and stabbed a knowing
				glance at his companion. They were Legion officers on leave, but they knew their duty to Morocco, to
				France.

			How easy it would have been for me to drag the .45 from against my ribs and give it to
				them. But something of the fatality of the situation was with me. Although I did not
				consciously realize it, I was at a crossroads of life and three factors were bearing
				down upon me, converging. To crush me between them, quite probably.

			Evidently, the taller of the two saw the threat in my eyes. He called
				out, “Americain! I, Captain Nicolle, order you to stand
				up and come here.”

			He needn’t have announced himself. I remembered him from a past visit to
				this place, just as he knew me—however vaguely.

			It was useless to disobey. The eight-thousand-mile trek was over. Eddie
				Moran was through. France had caught up with me.

			As I started to rise, a hail came from across the street: “Hey! Hey!
				Hey! Eddie Moran! Wait for me!”

			Two men were coming down a twisty flight of stairs. I recognized the
				first as Godfrey Harrison, United States vice-consul. His companion was unknown to
				me—and that was strange, since he looked important and I should have known him as I
				knew the country. I experienced a wish to meet him.

			The stranger was tall and brawny. White silk djellaba flowing about him like a whirlpool
				of cream, red turban wound aslant above a large, lean face, he came down the steps
				with an easy stride which made you think of kings.

			Once more I was about to obey Nicolle’s command when I heard the grunt
				of camels behind me. A caravan was swinging down the narrow street, filling it to
				overflowing. Townspeople scurried out of the way, hugging the walls to allow the
				caravan passage.

			I heaved a sigh of relief. The caravan would pass between me and the
				officers and that would give me all the time I required. Smiling, I looked up at the
				desert riders who swung toward me in a blaze of color.

			They must belong to some great man, I thought, judging by their military
				bearing and the excellence of their equipment. Once more I was baffled as to
				identity. Things had changed since I had last been here. Things had grown much more
				complicated, too.

			Once more I thought I could save my bacon. The French had put me down as
				a highly dangerous gentleman. They classed me in the same breath with
				revolutionists, gunfighters, smugglers, and anything else they thought was vile.

			In saving myself from them before, I had been forced to shoot my way
				out—I don’t know how often. In trying to nail me down, they had forced me to become
				what they thought I was.

			In that second, the Moroccan sunlight became bright again. I forgot
				about the French and about Godfrey Harrison. I felt as though someone had exploded
				an AVB rifle grenade in my chest.

			Just a pair of eyes, infinitely cool, infinitely deep, looking at me
				quite impersonally from behind a veil. Just a few strands of gold escaping from the
				jeweled headpiece. Just a girl mounted on a swaying camel. But I’ll never forget how
				she looked when I saw her then, that first time.

			“Americain!” bawled Capitaine Nicolle. “Put up—”

			As swift as striking snakes, hands darted for gun boots. A scimitar flashed like
				silver lightning and the barbs
				lunged forward—straight toward Godfrey Harrison!

			I thought for an instant that I would see a dead vice-consul. It was
				inevitable. It had happened too fast. And I was as surprised as the others when the
					.45 Colt came away from
				my ribs and started to jar my palm.

			A scimitar was coming down. As well as I could, I spotted the base of
				the djellaba hood and fired. The man reared up straight. The sword clanged against
				the pavement and the Berber came
				tumbling out of his saddle limply.

			The other Berber whirled about, trying to level his Snider. He caught a bullet in his teeth and I
					saw the sick roll of his eyes as he began to slide down.
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			The other Berber whirled about, trying to level his Snider. He
				caught a bullet in his teeth and I saw the sick roll of his eyes as he began to
				slide down.

			I was aware, standing wreathed in my own powder smoke, that the girl was
				staring at me, not at the dead men. Camel boys tugged at their halters and the
				caravan plunged down the curving street.

			A hawk-faced rider paused, saw me raise the gun, and thought better of
				valor. He was lost in the welter of dust which rose from escaping hoofs.

			The two French officers were still there, pressed back against a wall
				like life-size toy soldiers. I suppose they thought they were next.

			Godfrey Harrison swabbed at the sweatband of his pith helmet and tottered across to me.

			“My God, Eddie,” he quavered, “that was close! But why, oh why did you
				do it? You’re in hot water now—bad enough without all that.”

			Behind Harrison came the silk-robed gentleman, face impassive. His
				fingers rested lightly on the tip of his blond beard and I thought I saw a twinkle
				in his blue eyes.

			Deciding they were not to be targets, the two Frenchmen bristled and
				strode up. Capitaine Nicolle was snorting like a winded
				horse.

			“Ah, so that is it!” cried Nicolle. “You destroy the peace of Morocco.
				You carry dangerous weapons. You attack our citizens without provocation. Now, Americain, we will send you back.”

			“Back where?” I demanded.

			He pried my fingers off my gun and took it from me. “Back to French Indochina! We
				know you, so do not pretend. You are that so infamous Edward Moran, enemy of France.
				Ah, but we have orders concerning you!”

			The big tribesman stepped easily forward. “Allow me,” he said in French,
				“to introduce myself.”

			With an insolence only a Frenchman can achieve, they turned their backs
				upon him and fastened upon my arms.

			I planted my boot heels and balked. Godfrey Harrison swabbed anew at his
				sweatband and sputtered.

			“I say,” mourned Godfrey. “You can’t do that, you know. He’s an American
				citizen and—”

			I wonder why it is most of our consuls in faraway spots must affect a
				British accent.

			They paid no attention whatever to Harrison, and his eyes were sad and
				watery behind the spectacles perched on his thin nose. The officers were putting
				their backs to the task. My heels were skidding, raising small whirlpools of dust.
				Berbers stopped and watched, crowding to obtain grandstand seats.

			The Legion officers were rumpled. They loosed their holds and stepped
				back straightening their tunics, realizing, doubtless, that a street fight lay far
				beneath their dignity. After a moment’s deliberation Nicolle drew his stumpy
				revolver and centered the muzzle on my chest.

			“Now march!” he commanded. “We do not have to fuss with you, Moran.”

			“Nor I with you,” I replied, dusting my hands and looking at the gun. I
				hate to be pawed and my temper was rising. “You haven’t any order for my
				arrest.”

			“Ho!” cried the little one, gazing all about him in mock surprise. “He
				thinks we need an order for his arrest. He thinks such a victim of Madame Guillotine
				needs warrants and process of law. He thinks—”

			“Hah,” echoed the other, “he is crazy. All Americains are crazy.
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