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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 Sinking Plane



CIRSP and brittle, the staccato torrent ripped out from the headphones. “SOS . . . SOS . . . Down in storm twenty miles south of Errol Island. SOS . . . Hull leaking. Starboard wing smashed . . . Cannot last two hours . . . SOS . . . Transport Plane New Orleans-bound sinking twenty miles—”


Johnny Trescott’s opinion of the matter was amply summed
up in a single word, “Damn!”


“Bad news, Chief?” asked Heinie Swartz, above the
yelling gale.


“We’ve got to forget Georges Coquelin,” Johnny replied.
“This makes the third time in a row. Why can’t these Two-Continents pilots take
care of themselves?”


Heinie Swartz eyed the dripping foredeck of the lunging
seventy-five-footer. Green seas topped with froth were breaking. The one-pound
gun was alternately swallowed and disgorged by water. The two 200-hp Sterling
Diesels throbbed under the deck, pounding out their hearts against the blow.
For five hours the Coast Guard patrol boat 1004 had barely held her own.


Heinie turned back to Trescott, noting the wild look in
the CPO’s sea blue eyes. “Don’t take it so tough, Johnny. Georges will
still be around.”


“Sure,” muttered Johnny. “Sure. But he’s getting into my
curly locks, even so. He’ll run a hundred thousand dollars’ worth of dope into
the coast tonight, and nobody will be there to say boo! Hell, this will make
the third time!”


Heinie eyed the earphones, which still crackled
stridently. “Well, you can’t leave that crate to sink.”


“No, we can’t leave it to sink,” Johnny agreed. He
turned to the helmsman standing two feet behind him. “Change your course to
south-southwest.”


The helmsman stared from under the damp, glistening brim
of his sou’wester. “But, Johnny! That’ll stick us into the trough! It’ll knock
the stuffing—”


“I said change the course,” Johnny rapped. “Who the hell
is captain of this scow, anyway?”


Heinie thrust his head out of the doorway and brought it
back in an instant, drenched. “Blow’s picking up. Be a hurricane before
morning. Never did like this coast off here anyway. Give me N’Yawk every time.
I was telling Max yesterday that this Louisiana duty was the bunk. All sweat
and no time in port. If it keeps up—”


“Shut up,” said Johnny, “they’re calling again.” He
slapped the phones back over the sides of his damp head.


“SOS . . . SOS . . . Transport
Plane 37 in sinking condition twenty miles south of Errol Island . . . Hull
filling with water . . . Two pilots, James Ferguson and hostess aboard . . . SOS—”


Johnny Trescott picked up his key. Bracing himself
against the dripping side of the pilothouse, he rattled, “Coast Guard patrol
boat 1004 on its way. Keep your belt buckled.”


“Okay,” clicked the receiver. “Okay, Coast Guard.”


Johnny hung the phones over a peg. “Good boys, those
Two-Continents pilots. Cool as a ton of ice.”


“Don’t talk about ice,” complained Heinie, “I’m out on
my feet for a drink. Who’s aboard her?”


“The pilots, the hostess and one passenger. Bird by the
name of James Ferguson. I’ll bet he’s having a tough time of it.”


“James Ferguson? Of New Orleans? Why,” said Heinie,
“he’s the guy with all the dough. Made it in real estate. Hostess too, huh?
That’s good news. They’re generally swell girls.”


Johnny growled, “Nix on that dope. This isn’t New York.”


The CG-1004 was now in the trough. The great green mountains
hit her broadside, smothered her, but each time she went down she struggled
back, shaking herself like a gray whippet. Occasionally she ran against a cross
wave. The effect was the same as a train striking a mountainside. She crashed
down, stayed there for a moment, shuddering, and then, as if the effort was far
too great, came sluggishly back, to plow onward again. The deckhouse windows
were alternately green with sea and gray with sky.


Johnny Trescott pulled the bill of his battered
white-topped cap down over his left eye and sighed. “Would have been all set if
this hadn’t come up!”


“Oh, stop worrying about Georges. He’ll still be around.
What’s it to you anyway?”


“Plenty. I’ve been chasing him all over the Gulf of
Mexico for two months. He’s landed enough dope to supply the US for years to
come.”


“I don’t like those dope guys. The rummies, now,” said
Heinie, judicially, “they were different. They knew they weren’t going to get
anything stiff and they never did a thing about it. But dope— I remember one
guy we nailed off Maine. Had a three-inch gun and three machine guns. That was
one sweet fight. Means a lot of time to those birds if they’re caught.”


Johnny nodded. “They’re poison, Heinie. But this Georges
makes the rest of them look sick. He’s got a couple murders tied to his tail
already.”


“What’s he look like?”


“Nobody knows. Runs a fast twin-Diesel ship with about
thirty men aboard.”


“And we were going to tackle her with this scow?” Heinie
whistled.


“Sure. Orders are orders, aren’t they? I hope he didn’t
get that radio. Ferguson would be good bait to bring him around. We’d have a
hard time fighting him and taking that plane out of the water, too.”


The earphones were chattering crisply once more.
“Sinking fast. This is last message. The others are on the top wing. Ferguson
is offering ten thousand to you if you get here in time.”


Johnny threw the switch. His finger quivered on the key.
“Hold everything. We’ll be with you in twenty minutes. Can you hold out?”


“Okay, Coast Guard. Okay. I’m going up to admire the
view.”


“She’s in a bad way,” said Johnny. He leaned over the
engine room tube. “Hi! Joe! Get a little more out of those tin cans, will you?”


Blasphemy sizzled back up the brass cylinder. “What the
hell do you think this is, anyway? I’m ripping hell out of her as it is!”


“That’s your worry, not mine,” barked Johnny. “He’s
sore,” he told Heinie. “Must be a hundred and twenty down there.”


“Think we’ll make it?”


Johnny shrugged. “Might bust down before we even get
near to it. Hope that Georges doesn’t pick this up and come tailing up. That
would be bad.”


“Think he would?”


“If you’d chased that guy as long as I have, Heinie,
you’d know all about him. You’re damned right he would. And plenty more.”
Johnny looked into the spinning compass bowl. “You’re a point off your course,
sailor.”


“She’s bucking,” protested the helmsman.


“Well, did you think she’d pray? Lean into it, you
dummy! We’ve got fifteen minutes left to get there. Otherwise, all we’ll find
will be a couple struts.”


Under the additional two knots, the patrol boat was straining every timber in her sleek hull.
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