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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

				The Crash

				THREE hundred miles an hour is too fast
						for anybody,” said Georgia Kyle positively, but Cal only poised for the
						briefest instant on the catwalk of his racing plane to answer.

				“Somebody will do it and it might as
						well be yours truly.” With that, he lowered himself into his pit and pulled
						his goggles down over his forehead.

				The girl’s long black lashes dropped
						uncertainly down over her eyes, her face startlingly white under the jet of
						her hair. She looked up again and saw the picture Cal Bradley made sitting
						there in the narrow confines of his “office.” She saw his striped helmet,
						his brown leather jacket, his frank blue eyes and his rugged face—the face
						of a man born to take chances.

				Georgia laid her hand on the cowling. “Cal, I wish you’d listen
						to me just once. I’ve a feeling that—”

				Cal Bradley paused in his perusal of
					the sky and the hundreds of ships lined up on the tarmacs of the great hangars.
						Puzzled, he looked down.

				“Maybe it’s silly,” she went on, “and
						I know you’ll laugh, but I have a premonition that you’re going to crash
						today.”

				“The first day of the meet?” True to
						her prophecy, Cal laughed. “You’ve just got a case of jitters, honey. I’m
						going to live through this meet and a good many more. In fact, I’m going to
						live long enough to buy out your dad and marry you and win a thousand races.
						Maybe this ship is all I’ve got in the world, but it’s enough. Now, if you
						don’t look out, I’ll blast the engine and blow you clean through the
						grandstand!”

				Georgia laughed and backed away,
						almost bumping into her father, Speed Kyle, who was hobbling up in time to
						wish Cal luck.

				“Be careful!” Georgia called, above
						the growing roar of the engine.

				“Good luck, Cal!” shouted Speed, and
						with a beaming smile on his weather-beaten face, he watched the small but
						speedy racing plane taxi away toward the line.

				When the dust had settled from Cal’s
					prop wash, Speed turned to
						his daughter with pretended ferocity. “The idea, telling that youngster to
						be careful, just when he’s out to make the record!”

				“He can be careful and fly fast, too,
						can’t he?”

				“Humph!” Speed grunted, and took her
						arm, leading her away toward the grandstand. “There’s not so much difference
						between auto racing and plane racing, Georgia, and there’s no difference at
						all between the fellows that do the driving. Why, as old as I am, I’d give
						my eye teeth to be up there in one of the Kyle racers giving Cal Bradley the
						run of his young life.”

				“You aren’t so old, Dad,” said
						Georgia.

				“No? Well, I’m the deuce of a lot
						older than I care to be. I was in the auto racing game in 1902, and I’ve
						been building airplanes for fourteen years.”

				Having heard the story since the days
						of her hair ribbons, Georgia diverted her attention to the line where three
						ships were coming in side by side.

				“All ready to go,” she said. “I hope
					Cal doesn’t turn the pylons too
						fast.”

				Speed’s grunt was interrupted by the
						grinding voice through the microphones saying that Cal Bradley, Bill Conklin
						and Smoke Gregory, the three speed kings of the air, were about to race
						against each other and the record, and that this was the first of a series
						of high-speed events which would be held at the National Air
					Meet.

				Speed looked at Conklin’s ship with
						shrewd, appraising eyes. This was Speed’s own entry, and though he
						half-hoped Cal Bradley would win, the flimsy thing of wood and steel which
						bore the Kyle Aircraft Eagle carried all Speed’s hope for immediate
						glory.

				“Wish Bill had some of Cal’s fire,” he
						growled. “That ship of mine is twice as good as Cal’s. One of these days,
						Georgia, I’m going to sign up young Bradley and make a star out of
						him.”

				“You mean you’d like to have him race
						for you?”

				“Why not? He’s the coming bet of the
						country today, and with him at my sticks, we’d lead the field. I build ’em
						best, he flies ’em best. Say!” Speed’s frown went away under the light of
						sudden inspiration—“Why don’t you persuade him?”

				Georgia’s glance was meant
						to be withering, but at that instant the ship flashed across the starting
						line and captured all of Speed’s attention.

				Five hundred feet up, Cal Bradley looked to the right
						and left to assure himself that the other two contestants were regularly
						spaced out behind him and shot the gun up into its last notch. The
						three-hundred-horsepower engine chattered and clanked and sent four hundred
						and forty feet of air behind it in the space of a single second. Three
						hundred miles an hour, and the air speed indicator was creeping even
						higher.

				It was good to have a live motor in
						front of him, a sensitive stick in his fingers and a hurtling plane around
						him. Up ahead there were pylons to turn and wind currents to fight, but they
						were still ahead. Right now, Cal Bradley was perfectly content to sit in his
						cockpit and fly.

				Directly to the rear, Smoke Gregory
						was hurling his Jupiter Aircraft ship into Cal’s wake. Third in line came
						Bill Conklin, in the Kyle Eagle. Ahead of them the checkered pyramid which
						was Pylon One was looming.

				Cal settled himself on the cushion his
						parachute made and prepared for the vertical which would soon be his lot. He
						spared the briefest glance to the rear to make certain of his airway and saw
						that Smoke Gregory, in the Jupiter ship, was gaining.

				It was apparent that Jupiter Aircraft
						was out to win the day. Jupiter was like that. If their ship wasn’t fast
						enough, the contestants had to beware severed control wires and
						graphite-filled crankcases.

				Pylon One loomed to Cal’s left, a
						great checkered tower marking the first lap of the course. Cal’s engine was
						booming and his plane was traveling at a little over three hundred and ten.
						Gritting his teeth against the unconsciousness which would be his in an
						instant, he slapped his ship into a steep vertical and went around. He felt
						himself crushed against his parachute. Everything went black, as the
						centrifugal force dragged the blood away from his head. But it was always
						that way, and almost before he realized what he did, the plane was level
						once more and heading for Pylon Two at five miles a minute.

				The fields below dissolved into a
						monotone of green. Only the clouds above were distinguishable. The motor,
						heating up, dropped a note in pitch.

				Unconsciousness again, right side up
						again, and Cal was heading for Pylon Three and the field. Behind him, coming
						closer, was the Jupiter ship, with Gregory’s black hood showing above the
						motor cowl. Cal’s plane had skidded on a turn and was losing rapidly.

				And then Cal Bradley heard his
						engine’s mighty song drop another notch in tone. He cast worried eyes at the
						panel and saw that his oil was getting hot. He was losing speed, and behind
						him Gregory’s cowl grew large.

				The field was becoming more distinct.
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