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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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        Inky Odds

        
				
        
          THE
          calm and dignity of the Shanghai Office of World Press had all the aspects of a church—providing the church was being hurled aloft by a typhoon. Men sat at their desks, girls at their typewriters, and business went on as usual—as usual, because, practically unnoticed, George Graves was tearing the place into fragments with a lusty bellow. And the reason—also as usual—was Bat Conroy.
        

        
				
        
          “Where’s Conroy? Where’s Conroy, I say! Damn it, are you all deaf?
          Where’s Bat Conroy?”
        

        
				
        For an instant Graves recalled that he had visitors and turned with a hypocritical smile of apology. One was a lady of perhaps twenty-five years, dark and glamorous, and with an air of sorrow which made her twice as lovely. The other was a baffled little woman, Gwen Fairington’s maiden Aunt Agatha.

        
				
        “I’m sorry. I can’t ever seem to find anybody,” said Graves. And then to the whole office again, yelling from the door of his own, “Where the hell is Bat Conroy? Are you all dead?”

        
				
        A scared secretary who was of a size and appearance which made it probable that George Graves would some day eat him without salt, lifted a tremulous voice. “He’s covering the Japanese attack on the Twelfth Route Army north of Changkow, sir.”

        
				
        “Where?” roared Graves, as though he had received a personal affront.

        
				
        “North of Changkow, sir.”

        
				
        “Oh, lord! Lord in heaven deliver me! Oh, by all the saints and devils and demons and— That’s gratitude! That’s gratitude for all I’ve had to put up with from Bat Conroy! Here’s the biggest story of this confounded, out-of-date war, and Bat Conroy is north of Changkow! Here’s a story with a heart-throb, pathos, drama and big copy, and Bat Conroy is covering some peanut-sized battle north of Changkow!”

        
				
        “You...you sent him yourself, sir,” quavered the secretary.

        
				
        
          “I sent him!”
        

        
				
        “Yes, sir. It’s the b-b-b-biggest b-b-battle we’ve had in months, sir. You said so, sir, when you sent him.”

        
				
        “Stop stuttering! Of course I sent him! That’s right—lay all the blame on me! Now listen! This is Gwen Fairington and her Aunt Agatha. Does that mean anything to you?”

        
				
        “Y-Yes, sir. She’s the heiress to the toothpaste fortune, and her husband deserted her and came to China and got l-l-l-ost—”

        
				
        
          “Right! That’s news. That’s news, do you hear? We’ve found her husband for her and she’s come to us for help. And where is he? Where
          is he?”
        

        
				
        “I don’t know, sir.”

        
				
        “He’s up in Fu-Chiang, that’s where! Up beyond four battle lines. And he’s a doctor, so what’s he doing? He’s trying to keep the Americans at Fu-Chiang from all dying of cholera. He’s in deadly danger and there’s no way to rescue him. But we’re sending a boat upriver. Upriver through shot and troops and bombs and rapids and whatnot, to rescue Bill Fairington and restore him to his wife who has searched for him for two years. Have you got that?”

        
				
        “Y-Y-Yes, sir.”

        
				
        
          “All right.
          All
          right. Then grab an office telegraph and send word to Bat Conroy that I don’t care how many battles he’s covering, to return here immediately and take charge of this. Tell him it’s the greatest story of the war. Tell him it’s terrific. Tell him it’s dangerous. But get him back here as fast as he can travel.” The secretary was about to scuttle away when Graves stopped him. “Has he filed about that battle?”
        

        
				
        “No, sir.”

        
				
        
          “Huh! Hell of a lot of good
          he
          is lately. Battle going on and he hasn’t got the story in! Now beat it!”
        

        
				
        
          Mopping his brow, George Graves sank down at his desk. “I don’t know how I ever live through this,” he told Gwen Fairington. “Nothing ever goes right. Nobody is ever where you want him. And International Service is scooping us on everything that breaks. Some day I am going to blow out my brains. I feel it in my bones.”
        

        
				
        A sigh of sympathy came from Gwen Fairington. “But you are being lovely to us. I shall never forget it.”

        
				
        “It’s...it’s all a little confusing,” said Aunt Agatha. “This Bat Conroy—”

        
				
        “You’ve heard of him, dear,” said Gwen. “He’s the best World Press has.”

        
				
        Aunt Agatha made a fluttery motion with her hands. “But this will be very dangerous for him. He might be killed!”

        
				
        “No more than us, dear,” said Gwen. “We are going on that boat with him. I’ve searched too long for Bill to—”

        
				
        
          “Chief!”
          came an agonized wail from the outer office, and a reporter loped in with a telegraph blank. “Chief, I’ve just found out that International Service filed that Changkow yarn five hours ago and the battle has hardly started! It’s that Perry Lane!”
        

        
				
        “Oh! Oh, oh, oh!” cried Graves. “That Bat Conroy has been scooped again! Hell and snowing cats! If he gets killed going upriver on this trip it will damn well serve him right!”

        
				
        
          Along a shell-ripped road, below a sky as leaden as the spumes of powder gas which soared above concealed but raging batteries, Bat Conroy wended his happy way.
        

        
				
        China was in flames! Millions were dead! Starvation, disease, flood, fire, agony and disaster avalanched across the land!

        
				
        China was in flames and Bat Conroy warmed his capable hands before the conflagration and grinned a happy newshound’s grin. He shot out sizzling copy and heard the snick of bullets by his ear with an ecstasy another man might experience at the opera. Bat Conroy was not bloodthirsty. In itself, disaster did not make him happy. His detached, human self might even writhe in sympathy for these doomed forfeits to a major political error.

        
				
        But blood made news, and there were those who said that the great Conroy of World Press had not been born at all, but had been cast in a linotype and had come smoking and half-molten into the world to talk in headlines, to eat newsprint, and to bleed, not blood, but ink.

        
				
        He was well over six feet, though the way he had of standing—a careless, cheerful way—reduced his height.
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