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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

  
 



        DOUGHFACE JACK unwedged himself from the rods with a startled grunt.
He hadn’t looked for the fast freight to stop in a Podunk like this and the
thought of bulls had no more than flashed through his mind when he saw some
legs coming and stopping at intervals along the cars. From the stick he knew it
was an irate brakie, already twice dodged en route.


Anxiously Doughface sought to scramble out from under
and so make the other side of the train. But the engineer backed a few feet
with a jolt and, not knowing if it would happen again, Doughface took his
chance.


He rocketed like a rabbit to the cinders and got one
awe-inspiring glimpse of the six-foot brakie. He started to run, but in the
other direction came somebody with a sheriff’s paunch.


There was only one thing for it. The hounds had sighted
the hare and Doughface couldn’t trust his short legs on the level. He grabbed
the handholds and started up the car.


“Come back here!” bellowed the brakie.


“Stop!” roared the sheriff.


Doughface scrambled for altitude as heavy boots ground
cinders just under him. He was panting as he made the top of the car. He
glanced back to see that the brakie was coming up the same way and the sheriff
had taken the other ladder. The sheriff had a gun in his hand.


Doughface took a sweeping look at the town he had
uncovered. An old gent waited at the crossing in a Model T Ford. A sign said “Centerville, Population 2,000.” It was better than nothing. Doughface leaped for the other
side and started down.


He would have been safe enough if his loose shoe sole
had not jammed in the first rung. But jam it did and on that fact was to hang a
national event.


He was still in sight on top and he yanked at the caught
shoe. He heard a grunt and looked wildly about to see that the sheriff had made
it.


“Stop!” bawled the sheriff.


Doughface almost had his shoe free. He gave one last
yank and to the sheriff it appeared that the quarry was about to flee. He fired
an intimidating shot—but the effect was more brutal. The bullet took Doughface
in the shoulder. It slammed him out into space. His shoe held for an instant,
long enough to turn him upside down.


He went through space like a bomb. He saw the switch he
would hit and tried to fend for his head.


And then the lights went out.


Simultaneously sheriff and brakie appeared at the top to
stare down.


The sight below was not pleasant and the sheriff gulped,
“I . . . I didn’t mean to hit him.”


“Hell, he had it coming,” said the brakie. “I got my
orders. He was probably one of that gang of sneak thieves.”


“Yes,” said the sheriff doubtfully, “but . . . but maybe
he wasn’t, too.”


The old man in the car had stopped his shaking machine.
He reached hastily into the back seat and brought out a black bag and then,
white hair streaming out from under his black slouch hat, he ran swiftly to the
tramp. He gave one glance at the two on top of the car and the sheriff became
red of face and nervously started to climb down.


The old man pulled Doughface away from the train and
lifted his head for an inspection of the skull. The mass was as soft as a
swamp.


The sheriff got down in confusion. “Hell, Doctor
Pellman, I didn’t mean to hit him. I was just . . .”


“First time you ever hit anything in your life,” said
Pellman. “Take his feet and put him in my car, Joe.”


The sheriff was like a schoolboy caught with an ink
bottle and a girl’s braid. He gingerly picked up the tramp’s feet and together
he and Doctor Pellman succeeded in placing the man in the Model T.


“Get in and hold him from bumping,” ordered Pellman.


Joe Bankhead cared more about the doctor’s goodwill than
he did about the bloody mess. He obeyed.


Pellman started the Model T and swung it around. He
pulled the hand throttle all the way down and the rickety old car went
galloping through Centerville to pull to a shivering halt before the doctor’s
office. The store loafers got up and peered interestedly.


“Been an accident?” they asked.


Joe turned red when he caught the doctor’s eye and then
got very busy unloading the tramp. Together they packed him in and laid him on
the doctor’s chipped enamel operating table.


Miss Finch, the nurse, looked wonderingly at Pellman.
“But he hasn’t got any skull left, Doctor.”


Pellman was already shedding his coat and rolling up his
sleeves. He jerked his shaggy white head toward the door. “Get out, Joe. I
won’t have any time to hold your hand.”


Joe shuffled out and closed the door behind him. Inside
he heard Pellman saying, “Get that silver ice container Doris gave me for
Christmas. I knew I could find some use for it.”


Puzzled and downtrodden, Joe went back to the crowd on
the walk.


“What happened?” they demanded.


Joe looked more uncomfortable than ever. “Aw, I couldn’t
help it. I got a wire to watch out for a gang that escaped from Cincinnati on a freight and I thought maybe this guy was one of ’em. But he was all alone
and I guess he wasn’t. I didn’t mean to hit him.” He was almost angry now.
“He’s just a damned tramp, anyhow!”


“Aw, you know the doc,” said Durance, the storekeeper,
wiping his hands on his apron. “Tramp or sick dog, he takes them all in. I tell
him it don’t pay. I’ve carried his accounts—”


“You wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for the doc!”
challenged Joe, pulling harshly at his gray mustache.


“Tha’s so,” said Blinks, the town drunk. “Ol’ Doc
Pellman’d own this town if savin’ lives meant somethin’.”


“All I said,” defended the storekeeper, “was that he was
too softhearted about his bills. I don’t say he ain’t a good doctor. . . .”


“An’ you better not say it!” growled Joe, anxious to
turn attention away from himself. “There’s them that claim he’s had fifty-leven
offers to go to New York and be a brain surgeon. But he thinks too much of us,
that’s what. If he owed two hundred dollars to every store in town, it’s still
not enough to pay him back for what he’s done.”


“Think he can do anything for that tramp?” queried
another loafer. “Fellah was pretty nigh dead from what I seen. Head all bashed
in.”


“Doc Pellman can do anything he sets his mind to,”
stated Joe.


They tuned their ears to the inside of the office and
stood around almost in silence. They were awed by the thought that Doc Pellman
might yank this tramp back from death, even though they had witnessed other
things they thought miracles. Two or three times Pellman himself had gotten ill
and that was the closest to panic that Centerville had ever gotten. They could
not conceive a time when Doc Pellman wouldn’t be walking down the street in his
black coat and slouch hat handing out cheery hellos and free medical advice in
every block.


Almost an hour later, Pellman came out. He was rolling
down his sleeves as he looked at Joe.


“Will he live?” said Joe.


Pellman’s big face relaxed into a smile. “If I could
tell things like that, Joe, you could stop calling me ‘Doc’ and start calling
me ‘God.’ How do I know if he’ll live? That’s up to Him.”


“What’d y’do?” said Joe interestedly.


The doc’s blue eyes twinkled. “Took off the top of his
skull. There wasn’t much left of it.”


“Huh?” said Joe. “But . . . but what’s he goin’ to do
for the top of his head?”


“I made a silver cap for him,” said Pellman. “Out of
that ice dish Doris gave me for Christmas. Knew it’d come in handy some time.”


“Aw,” said Joe, “you’re foolin’. How could a man wear an
ice dish for a skull?”


“Same shape and size,” said Pellman. “If he’s alive day
after tomorrow he’ll be as good as ever. Had to sew the two halves of his brain
together but that hadn’t ought to upset him. C’mon, Joe. I think you owe me a
drink.”
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