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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!  

		

	


		
			One Was Stubborn

		

	
		
			Author’s Note

			This present manuscript is a paraphrase of one which is very strange indeed. I have included in it all its essentials and have removed from it only that which was rambling and incoherent. The original came to me in the hands of a peculiar old fellow who was admitted for treatment to Balm Springs. He had a very stubborn quality about him which made him nearly impossible to treat, and this intractability earned for him the pseudonym of Old Shellback among the interns and psychiatrists.

			Oddly, he came with no past history and refused to give any. No one could learn, for some time, where he had been born or whether he had any people alive. And then, one day, with a rock-jawed glare at my insistence, he said:

			“My mother and father have yet to be born. If I have any ancestors living in this country now I am positive I won’t see them. The place I was born will not be built for another three hundred years and, when I was born in it, it was already two hundred and fifty years old. It is gone because it has yet to exist. It will be gone thereafter because it will cease to exist.

			“I am a negative five hundred and ninety years old. Tomorrow, my birthday, I shall be a negative five hundred and eighty-nine. I have less than thirty years of life expectancy remaining to me and so I shall not live to be more than a negative five hundred and sixty years.

			“What has happened to me has happened because of what happened to the Universe. But mainly because there is but one god and his name will be George Smiley.

			“You haven’t tried to make me do anything. Therefore I shall give you the manuscript which explains this. I wrote it when I was marooned a little while, about eighty years from now, in Paris just after the United States began to rebuild it.”

			And so he brought me the manuscript. It had evidently been written under stress, for the first half-dozen pages are illegible as compared to the graceful script of the remainder.

			Old Shellback grew restless after he had been with us six or seven months, for he seemed to sense danger in all clocks. In fact a man had only to take out a watch and Old Shellback would dive for his cubicle and refuse to come forth the rest of the day. Then he began to mutter, over and over, “Not far enough back. Not far enough back. Not far enough back.” Nothing could be found as the cause of this, but Old Shellback seemed to think the menace quite valid. And then one day he came rushing into my office—it was a New Year’s Day—and demanded his original manuscript which, of course, I gave him. I had no thought of what he might do and what he did was quite startling.

			Old Shellback was seen to lock himself into his room. There was no egress therefrom.

			An hour later, when he would not respond, we forced the door.

			On the bed was a scrawled note:

			“My apologies to Dr. LaFayette. But this is not far enough back, you see. Not far enough back!”

			Old Shellback was gone!

		

	
		
			One Was Stubborn

			I thought it was my vision.

			For some time my wife had been nagging me about glasses, telling me that I ought to get those Brilloscopes that were always being advertised on the three-dimensional color television. But somehow the more I heard “See like a cat and feel like a million with Brilloscopes, the Invisible Optic Aids,” the less inclined I was to get a pair.

			And so when I beheld a pair of legs walking toward me all by themselves, I, of course, concluded that it was my vision. In fact, for some days things had been getting slightly misty and the mist was deepening. But to see a pair of legs with pants neatly pressed and shoes precisely tied walk up to you and by you and around the corners—well, even I could see that I must give in.

			I stepped onto the express conveyer belt and went whizzing off toward the Medical Center, and as I sped along I again received a shock. The great glistening domes of Science Center, usually so plainly seen from all levels of the city save the third trucking tier under the glass subways, were missing one of their number. I supposed, of course, that the Transstellar Express might have swished too close to it on the night before, but I was wrong. For when I diverted my eyes for a moment to avoid being struck by a fat woman’s antigravity cane and then looked through the invisible super-levels at the place where the dome had been, the dome was back in place! I certainly did need glasses!

			I was so groggy when I stepped off the conveyer belt and grabbed the scoop which lifted up to the medical department level that I didn’t even see a crazy college student swing off Level 20 in his antique Airable Swishabout—one of those things with signs over the dents saying, “Eve, Here’s Your Atom,” and “Ten Tubes All Disintegrating,” and “Hey, Babe, didn’t we meet on Mars?” You know the menace. Well, one of those blasted straight at me and I didn’t even have time to duck—and I probably couldn’t have anyway, thanks to my rheumatism.

			And if I had been startled before, I was prostrate now. That Swishabout rattled to the right and left and above and below and was gone. I’d passed all the way through it!

			I was almost scared to let go of the bucket and step out on the Eye Level for fear the invisible walk was not only invisible but also not there!

			Somehow I hauled myself up to the sorting psycher while the beam calculators sized me up and then, when the flasher had blinked “Dr. Flerry” as its decision for me, I managed to sink down on the sofa which whisked me into his office.

			The nurse smiled pleasantly and said, “Nervous disability is quite easy to correct and Dr. Flerry is expert. Please be calm.”

			“I haven’t got any nervous disability,” I said. “I came up here to get tested for some glasses.”

			She looked at one of those confounded charts that the sorting psycher forwards ahead of the patient, and when I saw her finger come down to “Stubborn” I knew she’d nod. She did. A thoroughly unmanageable young woman.

			“You haven’t been brought to an eye doctor,” she said. “Dr. Flerry treats nervous disability only, as you must know.”

			“I came for an eye test,” I said, “and I’m going to get an eye test. I don’t give a flimdoodle what that blathery card says; it’s eyes. Do you think a machine knows more about me than I do?”

			“Sometimes a machine does. Now please don’t get upset.”

			“I’m not upset. I guess I know when I need glasses and when I don’t need glasses. And if I want to be tested for glasses, I pretty well guess I’ll be tested for glasses!”

			“You,” she said, “are obviously a stubborn sort of fellow.”

			“I guess,” I said, “that I am the most stubborn fellow in this city if not in this whole country.”

			“Don’t tell me,” she said.

			Well, I don’t know why, but I felt a little better after that. And shortly, Dr. Flerry buzzered me into his inner office. He was one of these disgusting young fellows who think they know so much about the human body that they themselves can’t be human.

			“Now be calm,” he said, “and tell me just what the trouble is.” He seemed to be in a sort of ecstatic state and he didn’t seem to take me seriously enough.

			“I won’t be calm,” I said, “and I don’t have to tell you what the trouble is. You’ve got a psycher chart there that will tell you all about me even down to my last wart.”

			“Yes,” he said, “you do have a wart. I shall have Dr. Dremster remove it before you go.”

			“You won’t touch any wart of mine,” I said. “I came in here to get a pair of glasses, and by the Eternal, I’ll get them if I have to sit here all night.”

			I guess I had him there, for he sat and stared at me for some little time before he replied.

			Finally he said, “Now just what is making you nervous?”

			“I am not nervous!” I shouted. “I want glasses!”

			“Ah,” he said. And then he sat back and pushed his head against a pad so the mechanical chair arm would put a lighted cigarette in his mouth. “My dear fellow, tell me just why you need a pair of glasses.”

			“Because I need them, that’s why!”

			“Reading glasses?”

			“Reading glasses!” I said. “I never read any of the bilge the papers are ordered to publish.”

			“Then you watch the televisor quite a bit?”

			“I wouldn’t turn one of those things on for a million dollars. What do you ever hear but advertising and smoky bands, and what do you see but girls with legs? Bah!” I guess I was telling him now.

			“Ah,” he said and thumped back with an elbow so that his chair’s arm would pour him a glass of water. “But you don’t need glasses to talk to people.”

			“I never talk to people. I never talk to anybody except my wife and I don’t talk to her and she doesn’t listen to me any more than I listen to her. She never says three words a week to me anyway.” Which is the way things should be, of course.

			“What, may I ask, is your business?”

			“You’ve got a nerve to ask, but for your information I haven’t got any business. I retired off my farm about four years ago and I haven’t spent a happy hour since.”

			“Ah,” he said.

			“Don’t sit there saying ‘Ah’ like an idiot,” I said. “Get busy and fit me with a pair of glasses.”

			“You haven’t said why you needed them. You can have them of course, but to give them to you I’ll have to know just what sort of glasses you mean. What convinced you that you should have them?”

			I could see that I had scared Dr. Flerry into being polite to me, so I told him that I had seen a pair of legs without a torso and had first missed and then seen one of the Medical Center domes and how that crazy college student had run right through me.

			Well, if Dr. Flerry hadn’t stopped laughing when he did I guess we would have mixed it up right then.

			“What’s so funny?” I demanded.

			“Why, my dear fellow,” said Dr. Flerry, “you don’t need any glasses. If you ever paid any attention to the newspapers or the televisors or talked to anyone, you’d understand what is happening.”

			“And what,” said I, “is happening?”

			“Why, my dear fellow, is it possible that you haven’t heard of the Messiah?”

			“Him,” I said. “What about him?”

			“Would you care to come around to our meeting tonight? You might be edified.”

			“I don’t like meetings. I don’t believe in meetings.”

			“But my dear fellow, the Messiah will—”

			“I don’t believe in messiahs.”

			“Well, however that may be, I wonder at you. You are probably the only man in the world today who is not a follower. Let me explain to you what this is all about so that—”

			“I don’t want to know anything about it and I wouldn’t believe it if I did.”

			“Nevertheless, let me tell you something of this. The Messiah from Arcturus Arcton is teaching the nonexistence of matter. You see, by that he means that all matter is an idea. And it is high time that the world was relieved from the crushing load of materialism which has almost quenched the soul of man. Those are his words. And it’s true. Man is being pushed all around by machines and the age of machines has been over for a century, but the machines just keep running, and man, because he is so lazy, keeps using them. Now it may surprise you that a man such as myself, dependent upon the ills of the body as I am, should advocate the loss of the body. But I get no real interest out of my trade, for everything about the body is known except, of course, the soul and the Messiah has a good line on that. Further, in common with the rest of humanity, I am bored. I am so bored that I welcome any diversion. And I know that all this material world and this body I drag around are useless sources of annoyance.

			“Now the Messiah is teaching us the folly of belief. So long as we believe in this world, this Universe, in machines and ills and mankind, then mankind shall survive and the world, the Universe and machines shall survive. But as soon as we lose all belief in these things, then we shall be freed. We shall be freed, my friend, from the agony caused by machines and other men. And, being slaves to cogwheels, the only answer is to abolish the very matter from which those same cogwheels and these bodies are made. Well! Matter does not really exist, you know. It is only a figment of our imaginations. We believe in matter and so there is matter. That, my dear fellow, is the glorious message you have missed by not listening or reading.”

			“You mean,” I said, “that everybody belongs to this?”

			“Certainly. Hasn’t the whole world been miserable ever since all further advance was unattainable? And isn’t this the one answer to our misery?”

			“But … but where will everyone go?” I said.

			“Why, we return to our proper position as a compound idea. And there we shall have nothing that is miserable or worrying—”

			“But you won’t even exist!”

			“Certainly not,” he said with a tired smile. And he nudged with his elbow and tilted his head back while his chair’s arm poured another glass of water down his throat. Languidly then he nodded to me.

			“You don’t need glasses, my dear fellow. You are only witnessing the fruits of our combined disbelief. Several people happened to disbelieve that dome and then the college student probably didn’t believe in his Swishabout, and you, about to be killed by it, refused to believe in it either. So come around to our meeting tonight and hear all about it. It is really quite fascinating.” He yawned in boredom and pushed a pedal which shot my sofa car out to the Eye Level again.

			I stepped on a down bucket. Wouldn’t it be awful, I thought, if this bucket didn’t exist? But it evidently still did and nothing happened until I was being speeded home on the conveyers.

			The Trans-System 5:15 Local roared away from its field to the north and when it had attained the zenith it suddenly vanished. There wasn’t so much as a puff of smoke left in the sky. And about ten seconds later it appeared again fifty or sixty miles up, visible because of its exhaust flames in the dusk.

			When I got home I went to bed behind a locked door. The bed, at least, showed no sign of vanishing. And if things were going to persist in refusing to exist, I vowed I wouldn’t leave that room until my condensochow and my stock of Old Space Ranger gave out.

			I went out three times in three weeks and twice I came back so badly unnerved that again I barricaded myself. For the things which were happening clearly showed that the world had gone completely mad and maybe not only the world but the Universe as well. I recalled a fragment of talk I had heard concerning the disease machine madness, and I was now convinced that the disease had invaded everyone. And that it was even invading me.

			My wife hadn’t spoken to me for so long that one day when she stuck her head in the door and announced that a gentleman was here to see me, I noticed for the first time that all was not well with her. She had a sort of ecstatic fixity about her face that could not even be broken by animosity toward me.

			The gentleman came in. He had a robe of blue flashtex wrapped around him so that he was mostly hypnotic eyes. He said, “My name is George Smiley. I am called the Messiah!”

			I must admit that I was never so close to being frightened in my life. He brought down his arm a little and exposed his face and if I have ever in my life seen anything sardonic it was the grin he wore. He was not handsome nor tall, but there was some kind of presence to him which would have singled him out from a million made up exactly like him.

			“What do you want with me?” I said.

			“I merely wish to speak with you.”

			“Then go ahead,” I said.

			“A Dr. Flerry, Number 483,936,3297,024AG, has reported to me that you may be the one responsible for the way things are progressing. We have done away with the disbelief of some thousands like you and you are the last one. I understand that you have neither heard nor read of the Great Eclipse.”

			I couldn’t look him in the eyes and so I watched the way his flashtex cape rippled. “All I know is what Dr. Flerry told me.”

			“And still you were not interested enough to attempt to believe with the rest?”

			“Why should I be interested?” I said.

			“Because this vitally concerns your happiness. Have you no wish to defeat the mechanism and organization which has enslaved mankind? Have you no desire to liberate yourself from the toils of a miserable existence?”

			“I can do that with a splashgun,” I said. “I don’t have to believe in you to do it.”

			“Ah! And there you are wrong. If you kill yourself, you will not share. Is there no way to convince you that our precepts are the only precepts?”

			“I can grow cabbage,” I said. “And I can milk cows. And I have stayed healthy so far by not listening to anybody on the subject of anything. You are wasting your time with me.”

			“You mean you refuse?”

			“I guess that’s what I mean.”

			“You are a very stubborn man.”

			“I believe what I want to believe. I believe this is a world. And anybody that tries to tell me that this glass and bottle are not real is going to get an awful argument from me.”

			“Then,” said George Smiley, the Messiah, “my hand is forced. I sent no minions. I came myself. You are the last man. I and the rest of the Universe shall cease to believe in your soul and you shall cease to exist. Good day.”

			“Good day,” I said.

			He looked back once from the door. I was trying to pour myself a drink but the bottle neck chattered against the glass and the Old Space Ranger spilled. I felt his eyes.

			And then there weren’t a bottle and a glass in my hands!

			I held nothing!

			“Good day,” he said again in a cheerful voice. He was gone.

			During the remainder of that day I did nothing more than sit and look at the patterns in the fluffoplex floor. I was half angry, half scared, and I was trying my best to understand just what George Smiley, the Messiah, was doing. I have been told that I have a suspicious nature. However that may be, I suspected George Smiley. Every person I had seen for weeks, now that I came to think about it, had had that same strange fixity of expression which my wife had borne; just as though everyone had become a saint.

			It was much against my principles to surrender to the extent of examining the problem but, at last, when night—as I thought—had come, I went into the next room and fumbled around until I found what papers my wife had accumulated during the past month or two. I sat and read, then, for nearly two hours.

			But at the end of that time I was not even close to a solution. All I discovered was that George Smiley had come from Arcton with a message. Of course, I knew that everyone in the Universe was bored and would welcome any kind of diversion and that such a time, according to my Tribbon’s Rise and Fall of the American Empire, provided unscrupulous men with a host of willing dupes for religious experimentation. That many of these had been maniacs was a fact which Tribbon, the great unbeliever, italicized. But, so far in history, no one man had managed to swing a nation, much less the Universe, around to his method of thinking. But it had been so long since any man had had to develop an original idea that almost any idea would have been acceptable. I suppose that it was the perfection of communication which made it possible for George Smiley to reach everyone everywhere. And the freedom which the Machine Magistration gave all religious exponents accounted for George Smiley’s not being stopped.

			And, worse luck, it seemed that I was the only man left that didn’t want to slip off into the limbo.

			It had already been proved that mass concentration could do away with material objects but that fact was so old that, until now, it had lain dormant except in the pranks of schoolboys who, learning about it for the first time, vanished desks out from in front of their professors.

			George Smiley, according to these reports, was a virile fellow who had lived alone for years and years as a prospector on Arcton. But the fact that his parents were not known made me believe that perhaps both his father and his mother had finished this life as members of the famous Arcton Prison to which so many universal criminals were shipped. Did this George Smiley have a grudge against the whole Universe?

			That sardonic smile of his and those terrifying eyes—

			Well! It wasn’t going to do me any good to sit and moon over the papers. Besides I felt I had better put them back before my wife found that I was reading them. Such surrender was unthinkable. Accordingly I walked out into the living room—

			And fell!
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			There must be ground under me!

			I lit!

			And then I sat there, staring all about me in helpless bewilderment.

			There wasn’t any living room anymore. Maybe … maybe my own room—

			No, there was no sign of that either.

			The papers! The papers I had been holding in my hand—

			For a second one sheet rustled and then it, too, faded away.

			There was something solid under me but that was all the solidity anywhere.

			The city, perhaps the world, perhaps everything, was a flood of gray and curling mist! I felt of myself and was relieved to know that I was still myself anyway. For an instant I had wondered and, wondering, had felt myself thin and pale. But I was again solid and that upon which I was seated was still ground and so I took slight heart.

			What, I wondered, had happened to my wife? And what had happened to the house? And the city? Certainly there must be something left of the city. And I began to feel that if I couldn’t find something of it I should certainly go mad.

			No more condensochow. No more Old Space Ranger. Oh, my goodness, yes, I had to find the city.

			I stood up and groped before me, my hands nearly invisible in the murk. Step by step I found ground and, once, I thought I saw the corner of a building but, when I approached it closely, it, too, was gone.

			For what seemed an hour I floundered about without being able to locate a street. I was getting angry, probably because I was getting scared. I consulted my watch and found out that it was half past ten. For what seemed a long while I kept on working along, expecting any moment to find a wall or a conveyer belt or a parked autoairbile but each next moment being disappointed. Finally I again looked at my watch; it was still half past ten. I thought that I must have missed the hands the first time in the absence of light but there was no missing them now, for the dial glowed softly and the mist itself seemed to have some quality of illumination. And then, having groped for what seemed yet a third half-hour, I looked once more at my watch. It was still half past ten!

			Had something happened to Time?

			Was I adrift in something which wasn’t Space?

			There were no quizclickers gaping for their pennies and their questions on each lamppost anymore, and so I had to try and answer it myself.

			Yes, there was Space. I could feel myself and I knew I moved and so there must be Space. If it took me time to move— Perhaps, I thought, I had better locate someone else before I went completely mad.

			For all this murk was seeping into my heart; like drifting smoke it curled and wound and spired, leaving black alleys stretching endlessly out and then rolling in upon the openings and swallowing them, leaving towers which stretched an infinity up and down and then devouring the towers. The very solidity on which I trod was hidden. There was no direction to anything and I felt that I might well be upside down or horizontal for all I knew. And I might not be walking on anything at all—

			And at that thought I began to fall. And falling, I feared earth. And fearing earth, I landed. I was ill. The thought that I must keep earth in mind or fall again was enough to make me do just that. And when again I was upon solidity I understood that I might drop an infinity, step by step, and never arrive at anything.

			With great suddenness it came to me that so long as I believed in myself, I was. So long as I believed, there was Space. I was adrift in a murky ocean of mist, drowned in an immensity of nothingness, marooned in nonexistence.

			I must find somebody.

			I could not tolerate being alone.

			And so I stumbled forward, groping hopefully. I was not used to walking any more than anyone else had been used to it. And I began to tire. I had fallen far, I knew and, I supposed, I would have to rise again to the same altitude of the city’s site before I could discover anything.

			But I was wrong. I had begun to wish violently for a bucket to bear me upward and then, banging my shins, I ran into the bucket. I had been wandering so long and so far without any contacts that I gripped that bucket as one grips a lost friend found again. Joyously I put my feet upon it. Gratefully I sank into its fluffoplex arms. And upward I went.

			I was almost certain now that I had sunk no lower than the fifth level subsurface, for there the buckets began, and so I waited patiently for the conveyance to gently alight me upon a higher level. But I just kept on going up. Ordinarily it used to take a bucket not more than a minute to lift anyone twenty levels. But I realized that I had been sitting there at least five minutes, ascending swiftly through impenetrable mist.

			In sudden panic I wondered where I was going. No bucket I had ever seen could have gone as high as this. Why … why, I must be on a level with the Court Domes. Or—God help me, I must be about to crash through the Weather Roof!

			Suddenly I beheld a glass pane above. The bucket hit it squarely and rebounded. Madly I gripped at the chair arms. What if this bucket should vanish? What if the bucket, too, should cease to be? And it did.

			I fell through the giddy mists. Only an aircab could have saved me. And then I wasn’t falling. I was sitting in an aircab.

			For several seconds I just sat there, clinging thankfully to the seat, not thinking at all about where I might be going. The driver must have seen me falling and zipped under me and was waiting now for me to recover my breath before he asked my destination. I leaned past the meter.

			“Thank you,” I said. “If you’ll take me to the Food Central, I’ll be very grateful.”

			A face … a face and nothing more glowed briefly above the bar control and a voice snarled, “You can’t do this to me. Who the hell do you think you are?” And the face was gone and the aircab went purring along, utterly driverless.

			I was shaken, for it took me some time to understand just what was happening to me. I felt that if I went on like this much longer without the solace of a drink, I should perish. Oh, for a little snort of Old Space Ranger!

			I drank it off and instantly felt better.

			And then I felt worse.

			I hadn’t been carrying a glass of Old Space Ranger around with me all this time! And there wasn’t anyone about who could have placed it in my hand!

			And yet I had just had a drink!

			And instead of being in that aircab I was sitting on nothing!

			What had happened to the aircab? Certainly I still must be in it!

			And there I was, purring along in the aircab again.

			“Driver,” I said, “I don’t understand—”

			“Don’t try it on me!” snarled a face beside the meter. It vanished, all but the eyes, and these were so malevolent that I looked away.

			The aircab vanished, too.

			I sat very still on whatever this solidity was and tried to get myself straightened out. I had spoken to that driver twice and each time he had almost appeared. And I felt that the next time I tried to bring him out he would certainly deal roughly with me after the way of hackies. Each time I had imagined things it seemed that those things had come to pass.

			Was I, then, a figment of my own imagination?

			Shiver the thought!

			Could I bring anything I wanted into being with my own thought? In his Rise and Fall of the American Empire, Tribbon hinted at the future possibility that the world and even the Universe might be destroyed by combined thought, the world and the Universe evidently being nothing but an idea. Had humanity committed mass suicide or mass combination to the exclusion of matter? And was I, then, the only one left whose belief in his own individuality was so great that that individuality still existed? And being the only individual mind still possessed by a man, could I create at will?

			Or was I doomed for ever and ever to drift aimlessly through this clammy mist, timeless and alone?

			I could not bear the thought. Tribbon had stated that man’s one redeeming feature was his own ability to create, and that he, therefore, assigned creativeness to God. And Tribbon had said that when man no longer created, then man would no longer be. I had been the last manual farmer. Was I then the last man with ability to create?

			Certainly if anything could be saved or if anything could exist, then it must be created by myself.

			That was it!

			I must create!

			I glowed with the idea. I walked around on my created solidity and laughed aloud. Always before I had had to callous my hands and besweat my brow, but now I only had to think. And what things wouldn’t I create! I came as close to dancing as I ever did in all my life.

			The mist!

			I would create sunlight!

			With all my wit I concentrated, and then! Then a shaft of light came from somewhere and played its beam upon me and warmed my rheumatic bones.

			Sunlight!

			By my own imagination I could bring to being light and warmth and cheer! I sang out, so great was my joy.

			Now let me create a meadow. A meadow which I would surround with trees and cross with a brook. I closed my eyes and concentrated and, when I opened them again, there was the meadow!

			I started to caper out into the tall grass and then, midpace, stopped dead still. What had happened to the sunlight? The mist so befogged this meadow that it could scarcely be seen. Sunlight!

			Sunlight!

			And there it came again, that pleasant, golden beam.

			But as soon as the sunlight came, the meadow vanished!

			How uncertain all this was! Was it possible that I could create but not enduringly? That I could create and maintain only one object at a time? Did these things depend wholly upon my ability to concentrate upon them?

			And even while I pondered the question, the sunlight faded before the mist and I was again surrounded by the clammy grayness. But for all my disappointment, I had established one thing: that I could bring things into being even if I could not maintain them.

			Certainly there must be some solution to this sort of thing. If I gave it enough thought, perhaps I could manage a way to trap sunlight and meadows into reality.

			I sat down upon my solidity and pursed my lips and stroked my chin. Try as I might I could not remember if Tribbon had had anything to say upon the subject of concentration.

			I thumbed hopefully through the index, but the only reference close to it was “Concentration Camps: New York, San Francisco, Washington.” I stared into the mist a while and when I looked back at the book, it was gone. Oh, well, I thought, I would rather have some Old Space Ranger anyway.

			I drank it off.

			And it made me hungry.

			So I ate the steak.

			Feeling better, I again got restless. I could not sit around on an imagined solidity for all eternity. I could call down the sunlight at will, but I couldn’t keep it there, and so I gave over. And then it occurred to me that the reason I thought I was standing upon something was because I had always stood upon something and was so used to the idea that I could not shake it.

			And the instant it became an “idea” only, I fell. And I became scared. And I landed.

			If I could only talk this over with someone, I sighed. But I was careful not to think I saw anyone, for people did not seem to like being hauled back from wherever they had gone. Certainly somewhere in all this there must be at least one other man. To think that I was the only one was conceit of the most outrageous kind. Somewhere there was somebody. And if he and I could just get together then he might know enough and I might know enough to put some semblance of a world together and keep it together.

			Again I wandered—and floundered—and fell when I thought about my solidity—and landed—and pawed through this endless mist.

			Once or twice I thought I saw people. But I could not be sure, for I was careful not to think they were people. And when I had spent a timeless space in stumbling about I forgot my caution and, seeing a misty thing which looked like a man, thought he was a man.

			Very briefly he assumed a shape. It was nebulous and distorted as though I looked at him through a drinking glass just emptied of milk.

			“Stop it!” he cried in a thin voice. “By what right have you dragged me back? Vanish and be saved!”

			And he vanished.

			From somewhere came caroling voices and an ineffably sweet harmony which I could not associate with any instruments I had ever heard. For an instant there came over me an exquisite longing to forget myself and my misery and join that chorus. But then I remembered Flerry and George Smiley and, doggedly, I went on with my search. Half an eternity, it seemed, of toiling search.

			It took me a long while to discover that other one. A long while. I felt I had swum through a light-year of mist, had fallen through the bottom of the Universe and had scrambled skyward to the sun itself. But I found him.

			He was a definite shape before I had any chance to think of him, and when I thought him not there he still was there.

			I had found him!

			He was above me perhaps fifty feet and he seemed to be sitting on air and dangling his feet over the edge. Great gouts of mist rolled between us, blotting us from one another’s sight. But each time the mist cleared, there we were again. I could not contain myself for joy and he seemed to feel much the same way, for he waved his arms down at me and beckoned me up. I beckoned him to come down. We must have been farther apart than it seemed to our eyes, for he could not hear me nor I him.

			He was evidently frightened to let go of his perch in air and so I had to take the initiative. I looked along the way from me to him and thought hard about a stair. And step by step the stair appeared. I ran up it, shouting at him the while, but, in my enthusiasm, I forgot the stair and it vanished.

			I landed as soon as I was frightened of earth’s impact and again built the stair. This time I looked at the steps as I went up and this time I arrived.

			He was a diminutive fellow with a face which attested to a belligerent turn of mind. And his first greeting to me was, “Did you do all this?”

			“No. George Smiley did it.”

			“Who?”

			“George Smiley.”

			“Must have been an Earthman. I am from Carvon myself.”

			“Never heard of that,” I said.

			“Well, it was a nice place. I was researching on the regime of Vaso on Wwhmanin and all of a sudden my book vanished and here I was. And here I am.”

			“Here we both are,” I said. “I’ve been looking all over for you. I need help. Did you see those stairs I just built?”

			“Yes, but they’re gone now. It wasn’t such a good job.”

			“Well, I’ve discovered that all we have to do is think of something real hard and then it will come about. And if we can remember it—”

			“If we can remember it. I’ve been trying to concentrate on a ham sandwich for a day and a half, but I keep forgetting it before I can eat it. Woops. There it goes again.”

			“Now look,” I said. “I’ll think about it, too.”

			“No, let’s get something to sit on first. I don’t know what’s under me and I don’t—”

			“Don’t say that!” said I, barely saving him from falling. “All right, we’ll think of a table. There! There’s a table. Now you keep thinking about that table while I get a couple of chairs—”

			He shut his eyes and kept a grip on the table. I shut mine and imagined us sitting on chairs. And then there we were, sitting on chairs—

			“It’s gone!” he said. And sure enough, the table was gone again. We had thought too hard about chairs. Finally we managed to feel natural and remember chairs and think of the table, too, and so, with some relief, we alternated thinking about things until we had something to eat and drink. But the trouble was that each time we would take a bite of something we would forget about the table and the food would plummet out of sight.

			Somehow we filled up and then, looking thoughtful, he said, “You know, if we could just get practiced enough to think about all sorts of things, you and I, we could build the world back just about the way we want it. But the first thing we’ve got to do is to put the sun in the sky. I’m sick of this murk!”

			“All right,” said I, “I’ll think about the sun.”

			And the sun shone brightly down. I must have been fairly well in practice, for I kept on talking and kept the sun up there at the same time.

			“Now you think of Earth,” I said.

			He thought about Earth and a sort of uneasy motion was set up under us and flashy bits of scenery popped into view and vanished and popped up again. Chinese tombs and a far-off domed city and a ferryboat on a lake all appeared and disappeared.

			“It’s not much use,” he said. “It just can’t be done all at once. Let’s imagine one town and then, when we get used to that and believe in it, we’ll imagine the fields around it—”

			“All right. But we really ought to imagine something to build the town on. A great globe in the sky, twenty-five thousand miles in circumference—”

			“Let’s be different,” he said suddenly. “As long as you and I can do this all by ourselves, we’ll just put this together on some new principles. There’s no use copying what we’ve already had. Now how about living inside the earth—” He stopped in awe. “Why, we—”

			I cried, “Why … why, we’re—”

			“Yes,” he said, “yes, we’re—”

			Oh, no, gentlemen,” said a silkily sardonic voice. And we both whipped around to find George Smiley standing there in his flashtex cape. “If there is anything to be built, then I shall build it. You two are the most stubborn of all, but you’ve agreed with each other. And now you can agree with me.

			“I worked for years to sell the world the idea of nonexistence. And if anyone intends to build a world then it shall be me. Who put that sun in my sky?” And he waved his hand toward it and the sun went out.

			“We’ve got a perfect right,” said my friend.

			“No, you have not,” grinned George Smiley. “I faded all things into nothingness, even Time, for myself. And because I made the whole world believe and all the Universe, then the Universe is mine. And I shall build.”

			“Why, you’re trying to set yourself up as—”

			“Yes,” said George Smiley to my friend. “Yes, indeed.”

			“We have just as much right!” howled my friend.

			“I shall then give you half of it,” said George Smiley. “The lower, hotter half. I shall create a world for you alone to rule.”

			“No!” protested my friend.

			“Yes,” said George Smiley. “It’s a quaint idea I got out of an old book. Now begone, both of you!”

			And suddenly we were falling again. But this time no matter how much ground I thought about, no ground was there to stay me. My friend was soon separated from me and he did not see the water which suddenly spread below me. I know he did not, for he was still falling when last I saw him.

			As for myself, I climbed out on a muddy bank of the Seine and wrung the water out of my clothes.

			The United States Marines didn’t even ask me any questions when they locked me in their jail as a possible enemy airman.

			And I didn’t volunteer any answers.

			I was too glad not to have to think about that bunk before I stretched out upon it.

			George Smiley can have the Universe for all I’ll ever care.

		

	


		
			A Can of Vacuum

		

	
		
			A Can of Vacuum

			BIGBY OWEN PETTIGREW reported, one fine August day, to the Nineteenth Project, Experimental Forces of the Universe, United Galaxies Navy, and was apparently oblivious of the fact that ensigns, newly commissioned out of the civilian UIT and utterly ignorant of military matters, were not likely to overwhelm anyone with the magnificence of their presence.

			The adjutant took the orders carelessly and as carelessly said his routine speech: “Space Admiral Banning is busy but it will count as a call if you leave your card, Mr. Pettigrew.”

			Bigby Owen Pettigrew chewed for a while on a toothpick and then said: “It’s all right. I’ll wait. I got lots of time.”

			The office yeoman stared and then carefully restrained his mirth. The adjutant looked carefully at Pettigrew. There was a lot of Pettigrew to look upon and the innocent-appearing mass of it grinned a friendly grin.

			The adjutant leaned back. The Universal Institute of Technology was doubtlessly a fine school so far as civilian schools went and it indubitably turned out very good recruits for the science corps. But this wasn’t the first time that the adjutant had wished that a course in naval courtesy and law could be included there. The practical-joking Nineteenth would probably take this boy apart, button by stripe and cell by hair. Obviously Pettigrew really thought an ensign could call on a space admiral just like that.

			“Perhaps,” said the adjutant, “you have some important recommendations to make concerning the way he’s running the project.”

			Pettigrew shook his head solemnly, all sarcasm lost upon him. “No. Just like to get the lay of the land, kind of.”

			“Are you sure,” said the adjutant, “that you haven’t some brilliant new theory you’d like to explain to him? Perhaps a new hypothesis for nebula testing?”

			With a calm shake of his head, Pettigrew said, “Shucks, no. I’m away behind on my lab work.”

			The yeoman at the side desk was beginning to turn deep indigo with strangling mirth and managed, only at the last instant, to divert guffaws into a series of violent sneezes.

			“You got a cold?” said Pettigrew.

			The poor yeoman floundered out, made the inside of Number Four hangar and there was found some ten minutes later, in a state of aching exhaustion, by several solicitous mates who thought he had been having a fit. He tried for some time to communicate the cause of all this. But his mates did not laugh. They looked pityingly at him.

			“Asteroid fever,” said one.

			“Probably got a columbar throngustu, poor fellow.”

			“Looks more like haliciticosis,” said a third, vainly trying to feel the yeoman’s pulse.

			“All right,” said the yeoman. “All right. You’re a flock of horse-faced ghouls. You wouldn’t believe your mother if she said she was married! Doubt it! But he’s here, I tell you. And that’s what he did. And you mark my words, give that guy ten days on this station and none of you will ever be the same again.”

			The yeoman spoke louder and truer than he knew.

			Carpdyke, the sad and suffering project assignment officer, who felt naked when he went to dinner without a couple of exploding cigars and a dematerializing pork chop, leaned casually up against the hangar door. The enlisted men had not seen him and they jumped. When they saw it was Carpdyke, they jumped again, further.

			“What,” said Carpdyke, “did you say this young gentleman’s name was?”

			“Pettigrew,” said the yeoman, very nervous.

			“Hmmm,” said Carpdyke. “Well, men, I’m sure you have work to do.” He was gloomy now, the way he always got just before he indulged his humor.

			The group disappeared. Carpdyke went sadly back to his office and sat there for a long, long time. He might have been studying the assignment chart. It reached twelve feet up and eighteen feet across and was a three-dimensional painting of two million light-years of Universe. Here and there colored tacks marked the last known whereabouts of scout ships which were possibly going about their duties collecting invaluable fuel data and possibly not.

			Carpdyke grew sadder and sadder until he looked like a bloodhound. His chief raymaster’s mate chanced to look up, saw it and very, very nervously looked down. Just what was coming, the chief knew not. He hoped it wasn’t coming to him. Carpdyke had been known to stoop so low as to rig a bridegroom’s quarters with lingerie the morning of the wedding. He had even installed Limburger cheese in a spaceship’s air supply. And once—well, the chief just sat and shuddered to recall it.

			The door opened casually and Bigby Owen Pettigrew, garbed newly in a project-blister-suit-less-mask, the fashion there on lonely Dauphiom where beards grew in indirect proportion to the number of women, entered under the cloud of innocence.

			The chief looked at Carpdyke, at Pettigrew and then at Carpdyke again. The assignment officer was growing so sad that a tear trembled on one lid. The chief stopped breathing but then when no guardian angel snatched Pettigrew away from there, the chief started again. No reason to suffocate.

			“Hello,” said Pettigrew cheerfully.

			“You’re new here, aren’t you?” mourned Carpdyke.

			“I just graduated from the UIT,” said Pettigrew. “My name’s Bigby. What’s yours?”

			“I’m Scout Commander Carpdyke, Bigby. We always like to see our new boys happy with the place. You like your hangars?”

			“Oh, sure.”

			“You found the transportation from the Intergalaxy comfortable and prompt?”

			“Sure, sure.”

			“And your room? It has a lovely view?”

			“Well, now,” said Pettigrew thoughtfully, “I don’t think I noticed. But don’t you bother yourself, Commander. It suits me. I don’t want much.”

			The chief was beginning to have trouble swallowing. He went to the water cooler.

			“Well, now,” said Carpdyke, looking very, very mournful, “I am happy to hear that. But you’re sure you wouldn’t want me to change quarters with you?”

			“Change? Shucks, Commander, that’s awful nice of you but—well, no. My quarters suit me fine and no doubt you’re used to yours.”

			The chief sprayed water over the assignment map, dived straight out the door and kept going. A ululation of indescribable pitch faded away as he grew small across the rocket field.

			“Did he get sick or something?” asked Pettigrew.

			“A bit touched, poor man,” said Carpdyke. “Ninety missions to Nebula M-1894.”

			“Poor fellow,” said Pettigrew. But he braced up under it. “Now, then, Commander, is there anything you want me to solve or fix up? Anything you’re stuck on or deep-ended with? They put me through the whole ten years and I sure want to do well by the service.” He burnished a bit at the single jag of lightning on his lapel which made him an ensign, science corps, experimental.

			“How were things at base? You left Universal Admiral Collingsby well, I presume.”

			“Sure, sure,” said Pettigrew. “Read me my oath himself.”

			“You and ten thousand other plebes by visograph,” muttered Carpdyke.

			“Beg pardon?”

			“Nothing. Nothing. I was just wondering where we could best use your services, Pettigrew. We have to be careful. Don’t want to waste any talent, you know.”

			“Sure not! I bet you have an awful time keeping up with problems, huh?” Vivid excitement manifested itself on Pettigrew’s homely face for the first time.

			“There,” said Carpdyke, “you have struck it. Keeping up. Keeping up. Ah, the weariness of it. Pettigrew, I’ll wager you have no real concept of what we’re up against here at Nineteen. Mankind fairly hangs on our reports, sir.”

			“I’ll bet they do,” said Pettigrew with enthusiasm.

			“Here we are,” said Carpdyke, “located in the exact hub of the Universe; located for a purpose, Pettigrew. A Purpose! Every exploding star must be investigated at once. Every new shape of a nebula must be skirted and charted. Every dark cloud must be searched for harmful material. Pettigrew, the emanations of all the Universe depend upon us. Upon us, Pettigrew.” And here he heaved a doleful sigh. “Ah, the weariness of it, the weariness.”

			“Sure now, Commander. Don’t take it hard. I mean to help out all I can. Just you tell me what you want done—”

			Carpdyke rose and convulsively gripped the ensign’s hand. “You mean it, Pettigrew? You mean it truly? Magnificent! Absolutely magnificent!”

			“Just you tell me,” said Pettigrew, “and I’ll do my best!”

			Carpdyke’s exultation gradually faded and he sank back. He slumped and then shook his head. “No, you wouldn’t do that. I couldn’t ask you to do that.”

			“Tell me,” begged Pettigrew.

			“Pettigrew,” said Carpdyke at last, “I have to confess. There is a problem. I hate to ask. It’s so difficult—”

			“Tell me!” cried Pettigrew.

			Carpdyke finally let himself be roused. Very, very sadly he said: “Pettigrew, it’s the rudey rays.”

			“Just you … the what?”

			“Rudey rays. Rudey rays! You’ve heard of them certainly.”

			“Well, now, Commander … I … uh … rudey rays?”

			“Pettigrew, how long were you at UIT?” And Carpdyke put deep suspicion into it.

			“Why, ten years, Commander. But— Rudey rays. Gosh, I didn’t never hear of anything like them.”

			“Pettigrew,” said Carpdyke sternly, “rudey rays might well be the foundation of a new civilization. They emanate. They expand. They drive. But they can’t be captured, Pettigrew. They can’t be captured.”

			“Well, what—?”

			“A rudey ray,” said Carpdyke, “is an indefinite particular source of inherent and predynamic energy, inescapably linked to the formation of new stars. Why, Pettigrew, it is supposed that the whole Universe might have been created from the explosion of just one atom made of rudey rays!”

			“Gosh. I thought—”

			“You thought!” cried Carpdyke. “Ah, these professors! They pour ancient, moldy and outmoded data into the hapless heads of our poor, defenseless young and then send them out—”

			“Oh, I believe you,” said Pettigrew. “It’s just kind of sudden. A new theory, like.”

			“Of course,” said Carpdyke, sadly but gently. “I knew you would understand. This matter is top secret. Nay, it is bond top secret. Pettigrew, if we had just one quart of rudey rays—”

			“One what?”

			“One quart!”

			Pettigrew nodded numbly. “That’s what I thought you said.”

			“Pettigrew, with just one quart of rudey rays we could run the United Galactic Navy for a million years at full speed. All five million ships of them. We could run the dynamos of all our systems for ten thousand years without stopping. And—”

			Pettigrew was wide-eyed. “Yes?”

			Carpdyke leaned closer, “Pettigrew, with just one quart of rudey rays, we could make a whole new universe.”

			
				
						[image: Illustration of Carpdyke talking to Pettigrew.]
				

			

			Pettigrew fanned himself uncertainly.

			“Good!” said Carpdyke. “I’ll give you your orders.” And before another word could be spoken he scrawled across a full page of the order blank:

			TO ALL ACTIVITIES:

			Ensign Bigby O. Pettigrew, pursuant to verbal orders this date to the effect that he is to locate, isolate and can one quart of rudey rays, is hereby authorized to draw necessary equipment on the recommendation of supply and laboratory commands.

			Carpdyke

			With a flourish he gave it over. And with a hearty handshake and a huge smite upon the back, Carpdyke propelled the ensign to the door. Pettigrew was thrust out and the wind fluttered in the sheet he held. He looked at it, frowned a little and then, squaring his shoulders manfully, strode purposefully upon his way.

			Behind him Carpdyke stood for a little while, devils flickering in his eyes and something like a smile on his mournful mouth. Then he sat down.

			“The first thing supply will send him for is a can of vacuum,” said Carpdyke. “I figure that should take him a couple of days. Then lab will want—” But he shook off these pleasures and looked moodily at his assignment blanks.

			He’d have to have something new in three or four days. Pettigrew ought to be good for a solid month before he began to wise.

			“Sir,” said the chief raymaster’s mate, “dispatches from base.” He looked at them. “All routine.”
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     The Great Secret
     L. Ron Hubbard
     Galaxy Press, LLC
     2008-07-22T07:00:00+00:00
     Fanner Marsten is a man whose greed and lust for power drives him through a blistering desert to the legendary city of Parva, where a secret awaits which will give him absolute control over all the universe. Also includes: “Space Can,” “The Beast” and “The Slaver.”
     Copyright 2008 L. Ron Hubbard Library. All Rights Reserved.
     URN:ISBN:978-1-59212-565-4
     Science Fiction
     en-US
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     One Was Stubborn
     L. Ron Hubbard
     Things are disappearing. Parts of buildings, parts of people, parts of the
			whole world. Old Shellback—a character as crazy-smart as Christopher Lloyd in Back to
			the Future—thinks he needs glasses. But all he really has to do is open his eyes, and
			see that George Smiley the Messiah is busy dismantling the world. But two can play at
			this game. While George is making this world disappear, Old Shellback will make another
			one appear—and take an amazing journey back to a future of his own making. Also includes
			the short stories "A Can of Vacuum" and "240,000 Miles Straight
			Up."
     Galaxy Press, LLC
     2013-11-15T03:48:41+00:00
     
     
     
     Copyright 2013 L. Ron Hubbard Library. All rights reserved.
     urn:uuid:28210FC1-49C7-4247-872B-4505B8F13A85
     ISBN: 978-1-59212-601-9
     Science Fiction
     en-US
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     Sci-Fi & Fantasy 10th Anniversary Book Collection
     L. Ron Hubbard
     calibre:125
     uuid:c754b4f5-699f-42fe-af70-521fe869ef9e
     urn:uuid:859C1859-3764-429E-AFF6-43DAC5A66CD5
     9781619866218
     en-US
     2018-10-06T18:06:44+00:00
     Galaxy Press, Inc.
     
     
     true
     main
     Sci-Fi & Fantasy 10th Anniversary Book Collection
     2018-10-06T18:06:44Z
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     Hubbard, L. Ron
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     If I Were You
     L. Ron Hubbard
     Galaxy Press, LLC
     2008-07-22T07:00:00+00:00
     Circus midget Little Tom Little learns from a set of ancient books on black magic how to switch bodies. When he jumps into the body of a lion tamer, he finds himself caught in the center ring surrounded by dozens of savage cats and quickly realizes that his craving for height just may have led him to a gruesome death.
     Copyright 2008 L. Ron Hubbard Library. All Rights Reserved.
     URN:ISBN:978-1-59212-576-0
     Fantasy
     en-US
     a3b0f5e6-5c7c-4288-a494-8fc8fd1709d1
     9781592125760
     
     
     
  
   
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
  
   
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
  




OEBPS/1/OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
™ -.-GUUP’!’ i e\ Were You
L. RON HUBBARD &4 Mvv A TEGrear Secrer
L.RON HUBBARD g | _ The Trame

-
S ONE WAS STUBBORN






OEBPS/2/OEBPS/image/36121.jpg
Accordingly I walked out into
the living room—

And fell!





OEBPS/cover.jpg
7 O‘hafnmaem:aw |

‘Book Collection





OEBPS/2/OEBPS/image/34893.jpg
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