


















































energy and imagination of the pulp-
writers. Any story-mechanic worth
his salt turns out about a million
words and 150 yarns a year to keep
body and soul together. The average
short story in the pulps runs about
5,000 words and, at the current rate
of exchange, brings in fifty dollars.
The catch, though, is that even the
better artisans have one story in
every three, at least, thrown back
into their laps. These rejections are
unsalable in most other markets, so
it naturally follows that a man must
manufacture a million words a year
to sell a half-million and realize
$5,000 a year from his brain-brats.

These statistics leave the layman
cold, but astonish the big-shot writ-
ers who get ten to thirty cents a
word from the slicks for their labors
of love. The angle which fascinates
everybody, though, is where in the
world the pulp-writers get their
rdeas for the inexhaustible stream of
stories which flows from their type-
writers or dictaphones.

RESOURCEFUL, experienced

writer can get an angle for a
story anywhere, anytime, and noth-
ing demonstrates it better than a
well-authenticated anecdote involving
Arthur J. Burks, one of the more
prolific producers in the field. A
couple of years ago Burks was being
interviewed for The New Yorker.
In the course of the conversation he
casually mentioned he produced a
million and a half words a year and
had written twelve hundred stories
for 140 magazines in a dozen years,
He also went on to say that he spread
his talents over stories classifiable as
‘“‘detective, animal, western, mystery,
fantastic, terror, airplane, World
War, adventure, pseudo-science and
weird”’.

Came the inevitable question:
Where did he get his ideas for such
staggering production?

“Name any object in the room,”
Burks said, “and I'll write a story
around it.”

A lampshade was pointed out.

“It’s the shape of a coolie hat,” he
mused out loud, ““and there’s a little
nick that looks like a bullet hole.. . .”

He was handed an ash-tray.

“Reminds me of a machine-gun
part. I’ll put a crew of three men in
No Man’s Land. . . .”

A picture in a gold oval frame was
designated.

“A wound of that shape with a
gold edge around it,” Burks began.
He dashed to his typewriter, in-
serted a piece of paper, wrote “ ‘The
Gold Kiss’ by Arthur J. Burks”, and
went to town, leaving the interview-
er and participles dangling in mid-
air.

The wind-up is the most signifi-
cant part of the episode. We have
been told that Burks failed to sell
“The Gold Kiss”. But a rank amateur
who read the item in The New
Yorker wrote a story with the
identical title, identical lead para-
graph—and sold it to the magazine
that had rejected Burks’ yarn!
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That’s the pulp business. Almost
anybody who can put onelittle word
down- after ‘another may be able to
sell a story, but -one sale; or even
ten, does not a purveyor of passion
make. The trick is to acquire the
facility and technique which enables
an author to turn out a minor
masterpiece on any given subject on
short order. A veteran pulp-man is

Ilustrated by GEORGE PRICE

"I con't stand it any lokng'e'r!" ‘she screamed,
“you kill thousands of people a day! You're
Youre inhuman!”

a menace to society!

a fabulous fellow who can retire to
a hotel room with or without a large
quantity of liquid refreshment on a
Friday afternoon and emerge Mon-
day morning with a 45,000-word,
book-length serial. And sell it before
Monday noon. It’s been done.

Burks likes to tell how Sky Fight-
ers called him at ten in the morning
and ordered three stories of 4,000
words apiece. Burks delivered the
merchandise at six o’clock the same
evening and was paid $250.

Practitioners of the pulp art gain
so much facility after several years
that they can whip up a satisfactory
story suggested to them in a few
words. A famous anecdote, more
actual than apocryphal, concerns the
case of an editor who needed a cer-
tain story in a hurry. He called an
author, outlined the piece he wanted,
and o{fex:ed two cents a word for the
opus if it was delivered to him by
three o’clock the next afternoon.

The author fajthfully promised to
lay the story on the line but decided
he needed a stimulant before he
beat the brains out of his typewriter.

One thing led to another and in
practically no time at all he was in
no condition to write anything but
a bar bill. Before he went under the
ether, however, he remembered his
obligation. He staggered to a tele-
phone, called a colleague and offered
a cent and a half a word for the
story which he gave a once-over-
lightly synopsis, provided it was in

his hands by two o’clock on the dot.

The second author was beginning
to bat out the yarn by remote con-
trol when uninvited guests dropped
in. He called still another man, gave
him the story and a flat proposition
of a cent and a quarter a word if it
was delivered by one o’clock. The
third author got involved with a
creature who promised more adven-
ture and romance than the silly
story. He went to the ’phone. . . .

Well, sir, at midnight the editor
who had ordered the story in the first
place was routed out of bed and
offered three-quarters of a cent a
word for writing his own creation.
(Most editors, who are paid starva-
tion salaries which you wouldn’t be-
lieve if you knew same, also write
to eke out a decent living.) The
editor sat down and worked all night
to dash off the piece in time for the
magazine’s dead-line. .

The pulp-writer’s entire existence
is concerned with getting a plot for
his story and avoiding a plot in
Potter’s Field. Since the supply of
the former, at least. is limited, the




trick is to give old situations new
twists, fresh angles. This is done by
changing the locale, transposing
names, injecting a few—very few—
new episodes into an old chestnut or
simply rewriting one’s self inter-
minably. Sid Bowen, a former mem-
ber of the Lafayette Escadrille, has
sold more than two hundred air
stories and he insists every one stems
from the same basic plot. If all the
ul
ghe?nselves were brought to justice,
typewriters would be standard equip-
ment for every well-appointed jail in
the broad land. .

A juicy murder in real life will
give inspiration to a flock of pulp
material. Public characters such as
Dizzy Dean, J. Edgar Hoover, Charles
Lindbergh, Thomas E. Dewey, Al
Capone, Walter Winchell, Carole
Lombard and the cop on the corner
are swell subject types for serving
as central figures in stories. The re-
cent trial of German Bund leader
Kuhn in New York will live for
months in the pulps. A best-seller
gives the penny-a-word mechanic all
the background he needs for a
month’s output dealing with the same
locale or subject matter. After Nord-
hoff and Hall clicked in the slicks
and the movies with their South Sea
novels, the pulps were deluged with
deathless pieces laid in Tahiti.

If authentic source material is not
available, the author does the next
best thing: he pulls local color, back-
ground and characters out of his bot-
tomless hat. A man who never has
been closer to Scotland Yard than a
summons for speeding on Main
Street does not let that deter him
from drawing upon the secret
machinations of England’s great
crime detection bureau for his plot.
How many of the readers can trip

authors who have plagiarized

Inmates of homes for the aged
and old soldiers and sailors
barracks draw upon the pulps
for a good deal of their mental
stimulation..

him up, anyway? Few aut}lors ever
have been taken for a ride by a
gangster, much to the disgust of a
certain portion of the populace, but
a little thing like that will not stop
an honest worker from giving a very
graphic description of a victim’s
sensations.

A writer who had just submitted a
nice little job dealing with intrigue
and infamy in Tibet, summed up the
situation neatly and niftily when he
was queried by an editor on the re-
liability of his stuff.

“Nobody knows anything about
the joint,” the author said casually.
“When you write about Tibet you
gotta write about the lamas. Okay?
The lamas don’t know anything
about the secret order themselves. So

A staunch pillar of
society and a gentle-
man of the old school
using the treasured
Times as a blind for
“The Spider!”

how_ can we miss? It’s a sure thing.”

Since the business calls for definite
§tyl.13.ts, t}!e method of working is as
individualistic as the writers them-
selves. The common practice, to elimi-
nate wasted time and potential flops,
is to submit a rough, and usually

~ verbal, outline of a story to the edi-

tor. If it is approved, the author sits
down and knocks it off in a hurry;
an old hand rarely needs more than
two days to complete a short story
and he can %urn out a story in a
day when he’s in the groove.

Some' belabor a typewriter, but a
good trick is shooting the stuff into
a d1ctaph9ne or giving it to a secre-
tary by direct dictation to save time
and the physical work of typing.
There are talented citizens who can
write a complete story “out of a hat”.
That is, they need nothing but their
Imagination and a vague theme to
do a workmanlike job without re-
course to notes or references for
local color, technical material and
background. And there are fortunate
fellows who have elaborate, intricate,
cross-indexed files from which they
can draw at random to put together
a tight, commercial piece of work.

. A regular seller’s monthly produc-

tion is so voluminous that he must
use sevgral Pen-names to avoid dupli-
cation in the magazines of the field.
Burks’ stuff, for example, has ap-
peared under the pseudonyms of
Estil Critchfield, Burke MacArthur,
Lieut. Frank Johnson, Lieut. Scott
Morgan and Spencer Whitney. Then,
of course, there are a host of “house-
names” owned outright by the maga-
zines. Burt L. Standish, who wrote
the Merriwell stories for Street &
Smith, has masked the identity of
hundreds of authors. Popular Publi-
cations has the copyright on Grant
Stockbridge, the name under which
“The Spider” is written, and the
same set-up applies to Curtis Steele,
for “Operator No. 57.

No matter what name or method

(Continued on page 44
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Trenton, N. J., Lodge Presenis a
Candidate for Grand Exalted Ruler

it will respectfuliy submit the name of Joseph G.
Buch, Past Exalted Ruler of Trenton Lodge, as its
gndldate for Grand Exalted Ruler of the Order for
Le year 1940-41, at the 76th Reunion of the Grand

0%8‘8 at Houston, Texas, this coming July.

d renton Lodge, in regular session assembled,
E opted the following Resolution: Whereas Joseph
R;leuCh is a candidate for the office of Grand Exalted
Elker of the Benevolent and Protective Order of
5 8,1 therefore, be it resolved that Trenton Lodge
tho.t 105 whole-iieartedly endorses his candidacy for
T at important office. Joseph Buch was initiated into
: ren}fon Lodge on April 19, 1906. After having served
lfn t eh other Chairs, he was elected Exalted Ruler
'Isyr the year 1909-10. In 1916 he was electéd
tireasure; and has held that office up to the present
fomeé4 His services to Trenton Lodge as Treasurer
Crm _years, as Chairman of the Crippled Children’s
S 1(1) mittee for 18 years, and his advice and counsel

many occasions, have been of inestimable value.

TBENTON, N. J., Lodge, No. 105, announces that

l\fle1921 Mr. Buch was elected Trustee of the New
offi rsey State Elks Association. He has held that
whge e;er since with the exception of the year 1922-23
tim:h e served as State President. At the present
In 192(33 lsh Chairman of the State Board of Trustees.
New J e was elected General Chairman of the
tee Whe,l"-’fy State Elks Crippled Children’s Commit-
tee: vhich office he still holds. In 1918 he was ap-
1919, istrict Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler, and in
denti al member of the Grand Lodge Committee on Cre-
Grand SL In 1924-25 he served as a member of the
1929 h odge State Associations Committee. In
Moo e was appointed by Grand Exalted- Ruler
i nr?,y ulbert as Special District Deputy to visit
brasﬁls' North Dakota, South Dakota, Minnesota, Ne-
and 3{ Utah, Nevada, Wyoming, California, Oregon
Foss e lSi:.ate of Washington to explain the New
Jersey plan for crippled children work. Through

sitations many States adopted the plan and

On October 4, 1926, Mr. Buch was appointed a
member of the New Jersey Crippled Children Com-
mission by Governor. A. Harry Moore, Past Ex-
alted Ruler of Jersey City Lodge, and at the organi-
zation meeting following his appointment was elected
Chairman-Director of the Commission. He has been
reappointed by succeeding Governors and is still
serving as Chairman-Director. In May, 1928, Gov-
ernor A. Harry Moore appointed Mr. Buch a member
of the State Rehabilitation Commission, of which he is
still a member, having been reappointed by succeed-
ing governors. In November, 1937, he was appointed
a member of the Unemployment Compensation Com-
mission by Governor Harold G. Hoffman, This ap-
pointment was immediately and unanimously con-
firmed by the State Senate. Upon assuming office,
Mr. Buch was elected Chairman of the Commission
and is still holding this important position. Mr.
Buch is a Past President of the New Jersey State
Hotel Association. He was elected President in 1925
and was reelected for another term in 1926, He has
been Chairman of the Legislative Committee of the
New Jersey State Hotel Association for twenty-one
years and still holds the office. He is also Chairman
of the Protective Committee of the American Hotel
Association; First Vice-President of the George
Washington Council, Boy Scouts of America; Chair-
man of the Placement Committee Physically Handi-
capped Boys and Girls, Trenton Kiwanis; First Past
Dictator of the Loyal Order of Moose of Trenton; a
member of the Board of Directors of the Chambers-
burg Trust Company, and a member of the Legisla-
tive and Finance Committee, National Society for
Crippled Children; a member of the New ersey
Council Advisory Committee, National Youth Ad-
ministration.

JOSEPH BUCH’S business experience and his devo-
tion to the principles of the Order, plus his untir-
ing efforts and sacrifices in the great humanitarian
work of helping cripples to help themselves for the

past nineteen years, not only in New Jersey but in
many other States throughout the nation, and his
activity in all civic movements, have won for him the
love and respect of the citizens of his community. In
December, 1928, Mr, Buch was awarded the Civie Cup
given the most outstanding citizen of Trenton for the

ear, the presentation being made by former Governor

organ I. Larson. These, and his many other quali-
fications, make him especially fitted to fill the impor-
tant office of Grand Exalted Ruler with honor and
credit both to himself and the Order in general.

The Resolution bears the signatures of E.R. William
M. N. Gilbert and Secy. Albert E. Dearden.

ﬁ: ‘g‘gahged in the work with marked success. In 1937
ities gc was appointed a member of the Lodge Activ-
ary. 19%';mlttee of the Grand Lodge and in Febru-
Dr. Edwa he was appointed, by Grand Exalted Ruler
the BoW!:ird J. McCormick, to serve as a member of
term ofa lﬁ of Grand Trustees to fill the unexpired
Ruler A:nry C. Warner, the present Grand Exalted
ice-Chai the organization meeting he was chosen
Nai:ionall(gurl an of the Board. In July, 1939, at the
elected onvention in St. Louis, he was unanimously
a member of the Board of Grand Trustees

and at the o or ot :
Chairman of tﬁfaﬁ’;ﬁﬂfm meeting was selected as

Charleroi, Pa., Lodge Presents Grand
Secretary J. Edgar Masters for Reelection

HARL
( will p%? OL Pa., Lodge, No. 494,

tant and exacting duties, he has dem-
Sent Grand Secretary J. o &

onstrated his fitness for this high office,
and has served the Order with dignity
and distinction.

In 1903 J. Edgar Maswrs became a

Social and Community Welfare. He
was Chairman for three years of the
Board of Grand Trustees. From 1923,
when his term as Grand Exalted Ruler

Charleroi Lodge Past Exalted Ruler of
) expired, until he became Grand Sec-

election to thu Omas a candidate for re-

f Grand S memb f Charleroi L
at the Grangd 1°.§‘d°e nd Secretary ember of (hariérol Lodge and was retary, he served as a member of the
Houston, Texas, ge Convention in g%ecziitt‘%%% Oi?lici 9%% .Exalbed Ruler Elks National Memorial Headquarters

. Since 1911,
when he was_Chairman of the Grand
Lodge Auditing Committee, he has
served on various other Grand Lodge
Committees. Amoqg thege committees

was the Grand Lodge Committee on

Commission.

Mr. Masters was Treasurer of his
home county of Washington, Pennsyl-
vania, for four years and was Presi-
dent of the Southwestern Pennsylvania
State Normal School Board.

: . B this 3
iS!:nfSZ'l;ls Melectlon as Grggfimggeri‘:%
mously  reel ers has been unani-
Grand L %e ected at each subsequent
tin odge Convention., In the con-

uous administration of his impor-
36



















fury, disgusted with the whole affair;
he announced profanely that here-
after when the other wanted to hunt
blackbirds by night he could do so
without constabulary aid. So they
departed, speaking angry words.
Thus in the telling a golden aura
began to form over the night’s ad-
venture, blurring Tod’s memory of
the cold and the weariness and the
awful continuing dread, and the mo-
ments of white, heart-shaking ter-
ror. He had done well. Doctor Mc-
Ewer said so, and his father and
mother would say so, too, when they
heard. The thing had come off well.
The Negroes had reached relative
safety and now would go on to the
absolute safqty of Canada, riding
comfortably in wagons—secretly at
first, hidden under straw, but later

cot, maybe, or a bat boy. “It’s a
wonder,” Danny Simms had said,
“that we ain’t all wearing clown
suits.” Mrs. Rowdy watched.

Hal Rogers put in an oar. ‘“We
shoulda asked you about it first,” he
said, “but you know how these things
are worked up. This afternoon is
the first I heard of it myself.”

But Rowdy only held the ball up
for Bagley to see, and the big man
shrugged and looked away. Rowdy’s
face was gaunt, but a spark flickered
suddenly in his gray eyes, and sweat
from the warm-up stood out on his
forehead. “Ever hear of a man get-
ting hit by a pitched ball?” he asked.
“Maybe you read in the papers about
a man getting killed.” He said that
in a dead, quiet voice, but Mrs.
Rowdy heard. it, and she wanted to
cry out for him to stop. “You guys
mz:lt}rig’ me to kill some ten-year-old

Little Miller said, ‘“This kid is
fourteen.”

One minute to go. . . .

And Mrs. Rowdy waited. The Seals
went cracking through the last of
their fielding practice and the No. 1
umpire, down by the plate, was
thumbing the straps of his chest-
protector and looking over toward
the Padres and this argument. Mrs.
Rowdy waited. The band and the
mob and the noise in the stands made
a ‘t‘:lurrmg background.

Tllelley !MBack Rto Sioux City!”

en Mrs. Rowdy cau i
fellow’s eye—it was likegghiiiriﬁlge l?llrg
a sggnal,“ and she knew that he
got it. “Back to Sioux City!” the
wige-guy in the stands was yelling.
And the signal told Big Rowdy that
Sioux City would be all right. Sioux
City, and the short fence in the right
and the left-hand hitters breakiné
their backs to lob one over it into the
river . . . Sioux City, or Shreveport
prgbagztoto lP%catur, or back to pitch-,-
in a a i i
grounds, games in the fair

Big Rowdy nodded toward Box R.
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more openly, until in New York they
would take the railroad.

All this was cause for rejoicing.
He could not understand why Har-
riet alone seemed not happy but
downecast, and more restless than
ever. Nor could he understand why,
when Doctor McEwer shook him
awake and led him out to the car-
riage, Harriet came with them and
climbed into the curtained seat be-
side him. He stared at her owlishly.

“Listen,” he said. “You don’t want
to go with us, Moses. We're going
back to my house.”

“] know. That’s where my boy is.”

«Your boy?” Luke, with the bullet
in his shoulder. He had almost for-
gotten Luke. “You mean he’s your
son?” )

((Yes.”

Benefit Game
(Continued from page T)

“The club agreed to the stunt, of
course,” Bagley said. “But if that
don’t bind you, I have no author-
ity . ..” He was hard and quiet about
it. Hal Rogers was trying to patch
things up. Then little Miller was
touching Rowdy’s arm.

“Here’s the kid they got.”

And Mrs. Rowdy had already
caught a queer change in the noise
from the stands. There had been a
ripple of handclapping, and a kind
of cheering. Then people went on
clapping, but the cheering died out
of the noise. This fourteen-year-old
kid was at the groundkeeper’s gate,
three feet from Box R. ... In place
of the cheering there was a pitying
sound in the mob, like hundreds of
people saying, “Oh,” under their
breath, and under cover of the hand-
clapping.

Big Rowdy was all right. If he
wanted to walk off the field now—if
he wanted to walk back to the
lockers, jerk off his uniform and
throw it in the laundry bag, he was
all right. Mrs. Rowdy knew that he
felt right. Back to Sioux City, or
wherever . . .

She looked at this kid.

HE doctor opened the gate. Peo-
Tple went on clapping in the stands
and Mrs. Rowdy caught one look at
the wide grin on the boy’s face when
he walked out onto the field. They
had a uniform on him, bat-boy
gize, cap and all. The kid was
not very big for a fourteen-year-old,
but he had g00§1 shoulders and he
did not drag or limp when he walked.
He walked carefully. The mob recog-
nized that careful way of walking,
and then the cheering had sighed
away, but people kept on clapping to
make the kid feel good, And he did
feel good. He took these careful
steps onto the field, with all the ball-
players turning to look at him. The
doctor followed behind him, and Mrs.
Rowdy saw the kid’s long left wrist
and the bat in his left hand.

«Oh. And then you're going north
Wit}?}ilim and the rest of them—up
north to New York? .

“No, Tod. I ain’t ever goin’ north,
I expect. Not while my people need
me.” She put her arm over his shoul-
der. “Lay your head in my lap now,
child, and go_to gleep.” Doctor Mec-
Ewer had finished fastening the cur-
tains. The carriage shook under his
weight as he climbed. to his seat. The
carriage started moving—Dback to the
south, toward the Maryland border,
toward the slave states. The woman's
hand smoothed Tod’s forehead and
her voice was deep and soothing, like

ullaby.

# }‘You )lv'emember about Moses, Tod,”
she said. “He never entered the
Promised Land himself. He just came
up to the edge an’ peeked over.”

So they were putting this one
more spot of pressure on Rowgly
Baker. Sob stuff. Dragging a crip-
pled kid into it from that crowd in
the center section. They wanted to
put this kid up at the plate and have
Rowdy Baker pitch a ball past him.

« " on account,” Danny Simms
was telling the doctor, “he figures it
might be dangerous. So maybe ...”

The doc was a thin, middle-aged
man. He had thick glasses on and
his haircut was not very good. But
he looked up at Rowdy while Danny
was explaining the objections. “That’s
right—I see,” the doc said. “Surely.”
Looking up at Rowdy, the doc had a
smile that might have belonged to
some nearsighted kid who was never
able to play very much baseball him-
gelf. “Whatever you say, then,” he
told Rowdy. He had an arm over the
shoulder of the kid in uniform.

“Only I wanted to explain about
Harry Tucker, here,” the doctor said.
“Harry’s legs are all right—not good
yet, not strong, but they’ll do the
business. The rest of him is sound
as a dollar. Otherwise,” he said, “I
never would have okayed it.” When
the doc smiled, Mrs. Rowdy forgot
about Bagley, and Danny Simms,
and the rest. “They tell me,” he
said, “that Harry was a good little
ball-player before the bugs got him.”
Mrs. Rowdy saw Big Rowdy looking
down at the kid, but she could not
see Harry Tucker’s face.

Then the bell rang again. The
erowd’s noise had this uncertain
gound in it, with not much yelling
when the Seals charged off the field
for their dugout. The kids in the
center section were shrilling their
loudest for Harry Tucker. The band
started to play.

Harry Tucker’s bat was a fifty-
cent playground bat, and he had
wound the handle with black tire-
tape, new and sticky.

“Shake hands with Big Rowdy
Baker,” the doc said. “Of the New
York Yankees!”







The umpire told this kid some-
thing, motioned to him—

.The ump was telling Harry Tucker
to move back a bit. This crippled
kid was crowding the plate! Big
Rowdy half smiled, looking down
that raw path to the batter’s box,
and the mob’s thunder took on the
roaring sound of a wind rising. With
Rowdy Baker on the hill and his fast
ball working, this crippled kid was
crowding the plate!

Rowdy wound up again.

The roaring sighed away. This
gaunt, rawboned man on the mound
had learned a trade, and all the
steady tricks of the trade. He had
learned them the hard way and they
were maybe good enough for all but
the tightest clutches and the heat of
the big-time. Even when a night
fear haunted him in hot sunlight,
stalking that sixty-foot path to the
plate, he followed his trade. And
now, with a spectre suddenly gone,

-he used all that hard skill, gently,

easily, guiding a miracle.

The roaring sighed into a hush,
and the mob watched him.

He had the range, he had the ball
under control, and he swung the next
pitch down the groove. He pitched
it underhand again and he swung it
down the groove, and he threw that
ball the way a great artist would lay
In a stroke of the brush. He timed
the windup and the pitch and the
ball, and he timed them by that first
cut that the crippled kid had taken.
He timed them so that if the kid
took one more cut, just a little better
cut, he would hit the ball.

cu1I;-I:«.u'ry Tucker did take one more

He did hit it.
The grandstand’s thunder boomed
%11)1 . ]:hx;ouﬁl.lt the park and Harry
er’s hit w i -
e it ent bobbling out to
Harry Tucker started running.
b He remembered to let go of the
at and he took off. At first he
caught himself, nearly falling off the

is emplo .
quickly gf}?érihf ugh, all pulp-writers

© one rigid rule: th

Bever FSTeAd or Towsite a- story
confess thnlshed. The sensitive souls
is not co % swemach of mortal man
one dosensfructed to stand more than
way 01.0 hf'he awful tripe, and any-

na apmil:. INg a story takes time.
a story is lt!}?um of time expended on
bank, € same as money in the

a pulp-write
sentence co
straight, k
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r. She must catch faulty

nstruction, kee
, P names
Now whether the boss

path. But he saw Rowdy Baker
come down the infield fast with a
stab at the bobbling ball, and he saw
Rowdy miss it. He saw that, and
he went into high.

Rowdy stabbed and missed, and
he had to turn back toward the slab
to retrieve the ball. He got it, juggled
it just once. Then young Harry
Tucker was really bearing down, and
Rowdy timed him just right. The
kid almost reached the sack, and
Rowdy fired the ball at Stan Bartel
He fired it almost at Stan . . .

What he did was blaze the ball a
little to Stan’s right, just enough to
pull him off the sack, and just
enough so that he could not reach
a glove to it. And a hell of a lot too
hot to handle with a bare hand.

The throw caromed like a bullet
off the low wire in front of the right-
field bleachers. The crippled kid
turned for second.

Y now the noise was nothing that
B any man in the mob could hear—
the air was made of it. The kid
turned for second and Marty Kessler
came zigzagging in to short right
field, snatched the ball out of the
grass, got set and gave it a heave.
Kessler was not clowning. He made
it look good. He gave it a heave that
carried over second base, but too far
over toward outfield for the short-
stop—it went over Weiss’ head, and
just out of Lefty Kellar’s reach.

So then the ball was where young
Harry Tucker could see it again. He
touched second, swung wide, and
Lefty Kellar sidestepped out of his
way. It was beginning to be hard
going for the crippled kid. Only now
he was not exactly a cripple. Not a
cripple at all. .

The kid was really running.

Rounding third, Harry Tucker was
dead tired, and that come-to-glory
grin on his face was white in the
sun, but he was not crippled. The
mob’s thunder pounded at him, and
a Coast League ball club made an-

Dead for a Dime
(Continued from page 17)

meant to have the villain brandish
a revolver, as on Page 2, or a shot-
gun, as on Page 11, and check the
batting order of a baseball team
which always wins the game in the
ninth inning with two out.

A good gal Friday cannot afford
to be a humanitarian, either. Nor-
vell W. Page had an experience with
a secretary which was rather typical.
Literateur Page is the gent who has
been writing “The Spider”, a 40,000-
word novel, practically every month
for more than three years. (In pass-
ing, it might be mentioned that Mr.
Page gets $600 a month for his opus,
has a black goatee and is so wrapped
up in his work that he is beginning
to look like the Spider himself.) He
had ene of these perfect secretaries

other wild play for him. He pounded
down the path home and those legs
of his were doing the business for
him. He was not afraid of them any
re. He was running . ..

moHe crossed the plate, taking one
big stride at the last, and he touched.
his cap when he did it. )

Fifty ball-players, coaches, train-
ers and groundkeepers crowded in
on him then, and two umpires, and
a doctor with nearsighted glasses
and a seedy haircut. He had the
stands roaring wild for another
twenty minutes. He had Big Shot
Bagley blubbering at him and pump-
ing his hand, and he had the mob in
the grandstand pitching silver and
bills at everybody that passed the hat
for the crippled kids. And the kid
had the feel of this run in his legs—
the feel of running, and not being

fraid any more.

* Mrs. Rozvdy Baker stood at the rail
of Box R, looking toward the mound
__as near to Big Rowdy as she could
get. But she could not see him. The
ball park had a golden glitter to it,
and she could not see much of any-
thing.

And even after the real game be-
gan, Mrs. Rowdy shed some tears at
intervals. They did the powder-blue
outfit no good, and a box on the
third-base line was an odd place for
a cry, but she could not help it. She
was not afraid any more, either. Big
Rowdy was pitching. He was look-
ing them over with that grinning
scowl of his, and he was blazing the
underhand fast one in when he
needed it. o

Rowdy Baker was pitching again,
throwing the fast one over and mow-
ing them down. Giving the mob and
the girl in Box R and that kid with
his fifty-cent ball bat a look at Big
Rowdy Baker of the Yanks. One
look. Because the wires would be
busy that night gmd he’d be going
back to the big-time, after a game
like this. After this one game, it
might be . . . this game.

who had absorbed his style and vo-
cabulary so well that she probably
could have written “The Spider” her-
self, without losing her sanity or the
magazine’s deadline.

One day, as it must to all girls,
love entered the young lady’s heart
and she upped and got married. Page
was at loose ends and tried to replace
his right hand without much suc-
cess. Finally, he found a girl who
seemed to be eminently qualified for
the job. The first day she took Page’s
high-powered, blood-bespattered dic-
tation she blanched. The second day
she turned slightly green around the
gills. The third day she reported for
work locking like the wreck of some-
thing left in the back alley over-
night. She also had her resignation







" soared giddily,

delicately at the long-haired boys, on
the ground that they are nothing but
dilettantes, but don’t let him fool
you. Any pulp writer would give his
eye-teeth or his filing cabinet to hit
the slicks regularly.

Since it is impossible to grind out
the stuff and remain unaffected by
the stirring tales of derring-do,
most pulp writers become as unin-
hibited as their heroes. The man who
does whodunits (mysteries and de-
tectives) imagines danger lurks in
every door-way as he walks down the
street. Authors tend to identify
themselves with their characters, as
in the classic case of Joel Rogers, a
writer of tough detective fiction, who
walked into Fiction House, to which
firm he sold regularly, and invited
any so-and-so to take a pop-shot at
hl§ exposed chin. Everybody declined
with thanks except Jack Byrne—
who was recently the fiction editor
of the Munsey publications. Byrne
considered Rogers’ invitation and
then wound up from the floor and
let hu_n have it. A lovely brawl was
in brisk progress until the bellig-
erents decided they needed a drink
to carry on. They walked out of the
wregkgd'oﬁice arm in arm and, in
the inimitable style of the pulps, they
h_ave been true and tried friends ever
sm’l(‘:g.
. e need for material is so press-
ing .that several firms have pbeen
1ssuing what is known to the trade
as “reprints”. The trick is this: An
enterprising publisher waits ghoul-
ishly for an established pulp author
to pass on. Then he approaches the
w1dowgv, daughter or country cousin
who is the recipient of the author’s
estate, and offers, say, fifty dollars
for the second rights to all the de-
ceased man’s stories. The gullible
yokel.falrly snaps at the chance to
get his hands on a few extra dollars
Eand the publisher becomes the less

an proud Possessor of some hun-
dreds of stories which he can print

ggbzg..lberta, Saskatchewan and Mani-

: €se were the provinces
glhug; _became the bread-t?asket of
4 (:,1 ritish Empire during the War,
nd eighteen million acres of
gﬁar%hes, the breeding grounds of
raie ducks, were drained for wheat-
3 sing. Florida never witnessed the
Cranth fever for land which gripped
anadian farmer]sg as wheat prices
ut the bo -
lapsegl when it was found tﬁﬂ icl)lle
reclaimed marshes were unsuited for
crops and the vast territory lay
fallow,.unproductive for man or bird.
The birds dutifully returned each
Spring to nest, but the drained
ground failed to absorb the water
from the melting snow and duck
eggs by the millions were destroyed.
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again. Quick as the proverbial flash,
he proceeds to put out a magazine
which costs him a lot less than it
does his more idealistic competitors.
As you can see, this makes practi-
cally everybody furious.

T a recent meeting of the pub-
lishers, editors and authors in
New York, the question of reprints
was argued to a deadlock. It was
found that one of the largest and best
established firms was the dubious
father of seven reprint magazines
which were so lucrative that the un-
scrupulous rascals wouldn’t listen to
their snow-white colleagues—and re-
fused to give them up. The meeting
broke up hurriedly before anyone
pulled a gun.

The upshot was this. Another large
firm, working on the theory that the
colorful and bloodthirsty covers were
the only things that sold the blank-
ety-blank magazines anyway, decided
to buy only stories from the “slush
pile” for sums ranging anywhere
from $3.50 up to the staggering
price of $25.00.

Now, “slush pile” is an editor’s
quaint designation for the endless
stream of unsolicited manuscripts
every magazine, be it pulp or slick,
always receives. We have said that,
however slap-dash it is, pulp writing
requires a definite style and tech-
nique. We leave it to your imagina-
tion what the rank amateur would
do when given a free rein—our im-
agination is overtaxed now.

Up to now, as you can readily see
if you're one of those people who
draw their own conclusions, the pulp
editors and not the pulp readers have
dictated the policies of the various
magazines—the reason being that
the bulk of pulp readers either can’t
write, or are understandably back-
ward about admitting they are pulp
readers. So, say the publishers, may-
be our standards are too high. May-
be old John Public (whoever he is)

Lucky Ducks

(Continued from page 9)

In 1934, at the depth of the duck
depression, money was raised for an
international duck census to be taken
the following year. A brief glimpse
at a map will give you a small idea
of the immensity of the job, but four
thousand volunteers were enlisted
and three planes covered 15,000
square miles, penetrating as far
north as the Great Slave Lake.

Five major causes for the high
mortality among the wild duck popu-
lation were reported. In order of
importance, they were: (1) Weather
conditions, chiefly drought—almost
as serious as the terrible situation
in our own Dust Bowl-—the result of
draining marshes and neglecting the
land which was cultivated during the
wheat boom twenty-five years ago.

will bite on anything. The only way
to find out is to try him. The par-
ticular firm we’re talking about is
waiting with bated breath and with
their collective fingers  tightly
crossed to hear whether their new
magazines will make as much money
as the old ones. If they do, the lid
is off. There is no telling what will
happen. We find the prospect almost
too dreary to contemplate. As usual,
the only persons who will be really
mad are the struggling authors.

.The current wars in Europe have
dealt the business a staggering blow.
All newsstand returns were sold to
England and Australia at a flat rate.
It was quite a lucrative little piece
of business. And then England took
a backhanded slap at the whole
thing. She passed a law ruling out
import of all non-necessity products.
The pulps screamed for the Marquis
of Queensbury. )

At the start of the last war the
same thing happened—and then
there was an immediate boom. With
the help of the Almighty and the
slush pile the publishers figure the
same thing will happen again. So
they have decided to ignore the wars
completely. Most magazines dealing
with war were immediately killed,
The publishers figure that maybe if
they don’t speak to it, it will go
away. Well, maybe it will. Their
guess is at least as good as yours.

Psychologists, basing their opin-
jon on the magazines themselves,
feel that pulp readers are motivated
by frustrations and an escapist com-
plex. The pulp offers a flight from
reality and it seems that most of the
readers do strike out ultimately
under their own power, for the pulp
audience, according to the news
dealers, constantly changes. People
just seem to grow out of them like
Topsy. That is the grimmest twist
of the entire story. Everybody
escapes from the pulps but the men
who write for them.

(2) Natural enemies such as crows,
hawks and coyotes. (8) Agricultural
activities. (4) Prairie fires. (5)
Disease.

Having been apprized of the de-
structive forces, the next and natural
step, of course, was to curtail same.
This, in turn, meant money, more
than a handful of wealthy patrons
could contribute. The very tidy sum
accruing from the Federal duck
stamps could not be tapped because
it is il}egal to use Federal funds in
a foreign country.

The answer was a larger, more
comprehensive organization and so
Ducks Unlimited was founded in
1937 for the purpose of raising
money in the United States to be
spent with Canadian cooperation.








































