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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

				Travelers Headed 
for Trouble

				DOWN in the hold of the King Solomon, a Polynesian sailor was piling up crates of canned food and humming a little under his breath.

				It was cool in the hold, but not so outside in the pounding glare of the equatorial sun which, even this late in the afternoon, was scorching Kieta, Solomon Islands.

				A footstep sounded behind the naked sailor and he turned, a grin on his face. Slowly the grin faded, to be replaced by a scowl.

				Standing easily in the gloom was a dirty-faced white man of chunky build. In his hand he held a snub nosed .45.

				“If it an’t Hihi,” said the white man. “’Oo would have thought to meet you here?”

				“You more better get out,” snapped Hihi, straightening up. “If boss comes, he killum plenty along you.”

				The white man grinned. “’E won’t be along, Hihi. I left him passing the time o’ day at the club.”

				Hihi looked uneasily up at the bright square of blue sky which filled the hatch opening. He realized that he was alone aboard the schooner and that this man would show very little mercy if he took it into his head to shoot.

				The white man, Punjo Charlie, looked amiable enough except for one eye which jiggled up and down and slid back and forth as though well greased. The other eye, being made of glass, stared steadily ahead. Punjo stood for “tough one” in the dialect.

				“No,” said Punjo Charlie, “’e won’t be down for a bit. And I think mybe you’d be so good as to tell me right quick something I want to know about Tom Christian.”

				Hihi made a stealthy move toward the keen dirk in his belt, but Punjo Charlie raised the gun ever so little and grinned a little harder.

				“You went upcountry with Christian, Hihi. ’E found hisself too much gold for one man, him and Larsen. Mybe you’d like to tell me where it was, Hihi. Or mybe you’re tired of life. Remember what happened to Larsen, Hihi?”

				Hihi looked levelly at the white man, not a little contempt in his brown, handsome face. “Yes, I was with boss, but you no get nothing along me. More better you go before boss knock hell outa you.”

				“Now see here, Hihi,” said Punjo Charlie in a whining drone, “you’re mighty fond of life, an’t you? I wouldn’t want nothink to ’appen to you.”

				Punjo Charlie stepped slowly forward. Hihi backed up until he was against the damp ribs of the schooner’s hold.

				Punjo Charlie came on. Hihi suddenly gripped his knife hilt and sprang forward and sideways, weapon upraised, ready to strike.

				Punjo looked fat and greasy but he could move like a striking snake. He did not fire, for that would bring down the town upon him. He raised his weapon, caught Hihi’s knife and brought the .45 butt crashing down on Hihi’s curly hair.

				The brown man folded up and sank back, his eyes rolling, a seep of blood coming down his face. Punjo Charlie, with a glance at the hatch overhead, picked up several strands of hemp and lashed Hihi’s arms and legs together in such a way that Hihi could not move.

				The loyal Polynesian showed no immediate signs of waking up and Punjo Charlie had to resort to a full fire bucket which stood to one side. He sent the contents cascading down over Hihi and stood back, his good eye jiggling from the inert brown man to the hatch.

				Hihi came awake slowly and then, with an attempt to leap up, felt the force of his ropes and fell violently back, cursing in several languages.

				“You wait,” cried Hihi. “Boss kill along you plenty, you bet. I not tell you nothing.”

				“No?” said Punjo Charlie, grinning evilly. “No?”

				Punjo took the dirk and felt its edge. Slowly he leaned over the helpless brown man and drew a small pattern of red lines upon the shrinking chest. Hihi clenched his teeth and said nothing.

				“Don’t bother you none,” said Punjo Charlie in disappointment. “Mybe if I was to hack off an ear careful-like you might like to say something about it. After all, Hihi, it an’t nothink hard I wants of you. Just tell me where you left that pool full of gold dust and I’ll let you stay right where you are. It an’t anythink hard to arsk, Hihi.”

				“I not tell nothing,” snapped Hihi.

				Punjo Charlie regretfully took hold of Hihi’s ear and fondled it. He tested the edge of his knife, assured himself with a glance that Hihi was not going to talk after all and then, raising the blade, prepared to lop off the ear.

				But before the knife could descend, heavy footsteps sounded overhead. Hihi started to cry out. Punjo Charlie slapped half a gunnysack into the open mouth, without any regard for Hihi’s feelings in the matter. The sack was crawling with copra bugs.

				Overhead, a clear, strong voice said, “Hihi! Where are you, you lazy devil?”

				Punjo Charlie moved slowly back behind the stacks of crates until he could no longer be seen in the gloom. The footsteps came close to the hatch and Punjo Charlie raised his .45.

				“Hihi!”

				Punjo Charlie licked his puffy, greasy lips. That was Tom Christian’s voice. Punjo had a score to settle with Tom Christian.

				A white-clad man in a sailor cap thrust his shoulders and head over the coaming and yelled, “Hihi! You down there?”

				Christian swung himself over the edge and clattered down the ladder. He was a little better than six feet tall and his shoulders were wide and straight. His gray eyes were clear and he had the air about him of a man who knows exactly what he wants to do and exactly how he will do it.

				Christian reached the bottom and, stooping his head a little to pass under the crossbeams, looked down the length of the gloomy hold.

				“Hihi!”

				A slight movement in the darkness caused Christian to turn his head. His sun-dazzled eyes were long in picking up the silhouette of brown on the packs.

				“What the devil. . . .”

				Christian strode over and yanked the gunny sacking out of Hihi’s mouth and started in on the strands of rope.

				“Boss,” whispered Hihi, “Punjo Charlie . . .”

				“If you don’t mind, Christian,” said Punjo in his whiny voice, looking down the sights of his .45, “if you don’t mind, just stand there a bit, old fellow. I wouldn’t move none if I was you, Christian.”

				Christian turned slowly and stared at the dirty, blue-jowled face and the jiggly eye. “You!”

				“Ra’t you are, Christian. Me, Punjo. Owh, I’ve been looking forward to this, I can tell you. And how are you feeling, Christian?”

				“So you’ve been looking forward to it, have you?” said Christian, acidly. “Well, so have I. I’ve been looking for you all over the Solomons. I believe I’ve got something to say to you, Punjo. Something about my partner, Larsen. Of course you wouldn’t know anything about his being murdered, would you?”

				“Of course not, Christian.”

				“Oh, of course not,” said Christian, bitterly.
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