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INTRODUCTION

Dallas McCord “Mack” Reynolds (1917–1983) was an American science fiction writer.  His work focused on socioeconomic speculation, usually expressed in thought-provoking explorations of utopian societies from a radical, sometime satiric perspective. He was a popular author from the 1950s to the 1970s, especially with readers of science fiction and fantasy magazines. Interestingly, he first tried to break into writing through mysteries before being redirected to science fiction by another author. He met immediate success—readers of Galaxy science fiction magazine even voted him their favorite author.

Throughout his career, he kept returning to other genres, publishing a few genre mysteries plus a handful of mainstream books about American expatriots, historical figures, and even a few with romantic and suspense elements. He was the first author to write an original novel based upon the original NBC television series Star Trek. That book, Mission to Horatius (1968), was a hardcover juvenile.

His pen names included Dallas Ross, Mark Mallory, Clark Collins, Dallas Rose, Guy McCord, Maxine Reynolds, Bob Belmont, and Todd Harding.

Wildside Press purchased his copyrights from his son, Emil, quite a few years ago, and we have been working to bring all of his work back into print for modern readers. Enjoy.

—John Betancourt

Cabin John, Maryland

 

 


A ZLOOR FOR YOUR TROUBLE

MACK REYNOLDS

I was sitting on the cot in the little room at the rear of my hangarage, where I keep my equipment and most of my trophies, and cleaning my .257 Roberts when the knock came at the door. It was a sharp, decisive knock. Then the door opened and I saw Westley Marks for the first time. It didn’t excite me.

He said, “Mr. Napoleon Prescott?”

I began to say, “Everybody calls me Nap,” but then I didn’t. There was something about this guy that didn’t click with me. Say what you will against snap judgments, I still take my love at first sight and enmity often the same way.

For one thing, he gave me the impression of looking for trouble; he was about six foot two and he had what he obviously thought was an aristocratic face. His nose was the type that used to be called Roman—and looked like it’d be a honey to punch. He was dressed like a million, which didn’t particularly impress me either. I’m on the rugged side myself, red headed and homely to boot.

He took in the rifle I was cleaning, and his eyebrows went up questioningly. “Collector?” he asked. Somehow or other he managed to put over the impression that he thought I didn’t have the intellect to have a hobby.

“Not exactly,” I told him. “This is a tool, not a collector’s item.”






































































































































































































































































OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg





OEBPS/navtoc.xhtml


    

    Table of Contents





    

    		

        Table of Contents

    



    		

        COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

    



    		

        INTRODUCTION

    



    		

        A ZLOOR FOR YOUR TROUBLE

    



    



    

    

    Guide



    

    		

        Table of Contents

    



    



    



