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EDITORIAL (BY THE £DITOR)

Well, unaccustomed as I .am to editorial writing, I would like to take up a few
moments of your valuable time and shoot the old bull. (Stop! Get awny from that
phone, Tucker. Yow don't have to call the S. P. C. A., it's only a figure of
speech.) I yam going to a burlycue show in about 15 minutes with 0. Edwerd Saari
and M. Brackney, two of my associates, so, unfortunately, I won't be dble to dis-
course on nothing for very long. Only for about 15 minutes. In our next issue
we will have a swell story called "The Thing From the Qosej or Shoot the Planet
to Me Janet", by O, kdward Saari. In the issue following that we will have
16 rejected short stories by Simak and Jacobi, never before published in any
magazine or book: S, Davenport Russell, our Janitor, is working on his bio-
graphy, called "My Life and Loves", and hopes to have it 'completed in 1971, It
will be privately printed by the ilcoholic Press, of Minneapolis., SDR will also
have a novel in our third anniversary issue entitled "Why I Am a Fan, or Sixteen
Days in a Lifeboat with Brackney".

DID YOU KNOW Th.LT OUR OWN SAMUEL D- RUSSEL HAS SOLD 2 60,000 word novels to
4STOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTIDN%YYY Well, he hasn't,

shy the trials and tribulations of a FAPA Fan. Here I sit, stenciling Wudgy
Tales in the L.SFS clubroom, all alone, with the exception of Dollens, Forrie,
Milty, Morojo,.and the gang have gone to dinner and a show, But WT has lain

in an embryonic state for so long, and I actually feel like working so much
that I have valiantly thruss all temptation from my mind, I can hear Yerke
remarking "How noble". Morrie would you like to say a few words? Okay, here's
Morrie,

dil we're going out to dinner now, so that thought overvowers all else,
Too much fun eating; much more than tyving. So long. “““Norrie,

Omd ssiendme neinima Raymend Washington monh feini nov ni vsiffenfu nof doni
aat. Harrison Sehmarje amto toni hscup infusammt, sma no disfenfi ter ni fu
nnlet, tinti €i vosi monhbesosi vassostet im bi tanm enivea, beuf., Is inho ni,
sinamvosdetma neinime fubi acpt: "In vcito disfenfi miet Wechawken Ferryy!
“Fassbeinder.
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AN EXPLANATION

Llmost evory fanclub has its own particular brard of locol humorg usually osn-
sisting of screwy tales affectionately weithon shout various fans by thoir
fellow members., Invariably the humor is corry., the stories senseless; and of

little or no interest whutscever to outsiders. However, I feel that this type
of drivel has a definiti€ plure in fandom and. accordingliy, am inflicting this
~ssue of "Wudgy Tales" upon fandcm  The members of the ¢ld Minneapolis Scienceo
Fiction League hit their high in "silly story' writing back in '37- '39, turning
out reams and reams of the stuff, Some of these masterpieces are in my possess=
ion, and I intend to print them all a% one time or another, How I pity you pocr
people. Some of the words and expressions used in the tales may be strange,

such as"fout", "nank", "Twonk's Disease", "Hotfout", ad infinitum. "Fout" can
moan anlmost anything, but is genernlly used as an expression of disgust ("aw,
fout!l") or derision ("Fantasite's a fouty ragl'---"Fout on Yerke"). "Hotfout"
however, is an expression of extreme joy or exuberance, while "Twonk's Disease"
is the ultimate in afflictions of any nature; and "nank"=~Zwell, your guess is as
good as mine, Back in '40-741, and MFS meeting was incomplede unless one of the
silly stories was read aloud to the assembly by M-, Russell, Members writhe on
the floor, mlasping their sides in agony, while others would relax helplessly

in their chairs, tears of laughterstreaming uncontrollably down their cheeks.
But, alas! them days is gone forever, - :
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—IHE REDOVBTLBLE LIEBSCHER ' Last week I paid a visit to Walter Liebscher.
; of Joliet, Illinois, 4s I drove through Joliet
R. /ngeltip w7an Twillbottom in my capacity as Junior Salesman for the Brack™

: ney Horseradish Co., I suddenly remembered that
some fan lived there. I could not recall to mind his address, however, so I
started on again, I had loft a copy of Amnzing on the running board of my car
by aceident, and just as I reached the outskirts of the hamlet, a running figure
overhauled my chugging Model T, jumped in, shook hands with me, and explained that
he was Walt Daugherty, er, Liebscher ((No correction fluid)), the Nation's No,
One Fan; that Ho had seen the ‘copy of .mazing on my running beard, and wouldn't
I please visit him for a while so he ocould play some dirty records for me and
talk over scionce-fiction.

"Well", I hedged, trying desperately to think up some plausible excuse,.

"fw, c'mon," he insisted, "Just think, you can stay for dinner,"

"Well," I hedged.

"You can see my copy of Frank Harris". :

TRat did it.. awny we went, in the direction of 103 S, Eastern, &n route
he had me purchase some snlomey for supper, explaining that he wns temporarily

without funds, Arriving at Welt's home, we got out, walked up 12 flights of
stairs, and stopped,

"I live in the attie," he cxplained, "because it's so close to God and all
of his little friends, the birds, " Several of God!'s friends had mnde themselves
at home in the oveon, the cupboard; and various other places around the room,

"Sit down," he invited, I sct on the arm of the only chair in the room (he
wos oceupying it), not noticing as he unobstrusively helped himself to my watech
and pockectbook,

"Wiell, " he said, "shall we boat around the bush, or talk sex?"

He 1it o candle, as it was becoming rather dark in the rooms

"No lights," he apologized., "Thec cpows, bless their little hearts, used to
derive great pleasure from swooping in the window and pecking at the 1light bulbsi
Yes." He poused, "I used to work for a light bulb company: I sucked the air
from the bulbs,"

We spent the remainder of the evening discussing the works of Kummer,

Pinally I had to leave, after looning him my hat so that the water wouldn't

leak on his face in the event it rained during the night,

I never did got that supper he promised me,
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T E%D OF FANDOM A bunch of th¢ fans who whooping it up in uwinncapolis' luad-
By X. X. YONK ing dive, Delaney's, one night, during the Werld S-F Conven-
tion of 1946. uany famous facus were to be seen lined up at
the bar. Tucker faced the middle of the spacious room, leaning on the bar with
out-thrust clbows, Next in linc was Walt Lisebscher, who was picking wmanson Brack-
ney's pocket. Bracknsy had just slipped Aclerman a Mickey, and was gloucfully ex-
amining the contents of his pockets. Fortier and Dickson were shaking hands over
their beers, and Joo protended not to notice Gordy drop a whitish powder in his
glass. Daugherty and Doc Lowndes were discussing old times over thoir drinks,
Korinbluth was skillfully applying a match to walt's shoe undur the table, Sam
Russell was standing on onv leg in the corner of the room rcading "Jurgen" aloud
to himself, Ncil Dedack entered with a wheoop, a blonde on sach arm. Several faas
scrambled for the extra, Licbscher winning out by virtue of two knife thrusts, and
a right hook, Milt Rothman was laughing uproariously at something Al ashley had
whispered to him, and Ollic Saari and Doug Blakely were anxiously suggesting that

tho joke be repeated for their benefit,
Suddenly the cntire place was hushud, You could have huard Robinson drop.

A tonse siluncu porvaded the once-noisy room, The door opuned, and in walked a
dazzling rcli-head,

"It's Hot Tamale Molly," chorused the uinncapals,

* "jho's shoe?" queried Fran Laney, his mouth open,

"Hot Tamale uolly," camc the noncomittal reply. Tucker nudged Brackney, who
was nursing a black eye,

THe fans wers transfixed with aib’ as they gazed upon her, Her radiaince out=’
shone the lights in the room. The visiting fans vyed the uWFS boys with displeasure
and then with open hostility as olly winked hello to wach of them individually.

"She's for me," yelped Widner, staggering to his feet. -

"I saw her first," cried some little fan, pushing Widner aside, He started
forward to take her arm, but DeJack stepped in his path with a low growl of hatrod,
Speer and Perduc were flipping a coin, while unnoticed by them Kornbluth was ap-
plying a match to e¢ach of their shacs,

"Lay off, chums," piped up wilty, "I got dough."” He produced an iacredibly
fat wallet and began to count inaumsrable greenbacks, siolly perked. Several
fans' eyus gleamed wickedly., . =~ . :

"Cowme, come, boys,® said solly, adding a burlycue performer's slow undulation
for effect, "let's not argue," :

“Oh-h-h-h-h-h," breathed Fortier,

"Ah--h-h-h-h-h," added Dickson.

“Wow!" yelled Frank Robinson,

"Splrfsk." suggested Forry, picking himself up from the floor..

"§o'll hdVe a rough-house match," commanded ilolly regally, *The winner takes
me as 2 prize," and she bestowed an incredible smile on uilty, whose necrveless
fingers dropped the bulging wallet, John Gurgen cmerged from under a chair and
rectricved it, -

“"Yahoo," shiicked Bronson, bashing Fortier over the head w.th a chair, "Hah,"
snorted Speer, tripping him, and straightening up just in time to receive a well-
directed kick from Licnscher, Lowndes grabbsd Robinson from behind, and threw
him behind the bar, Daugherty lcaped into the air, clutching his foot and scream-
ing maledictions at Kornbluth,just in time to miss being struck by a flying beer
bottle, Perdue was hiding behind a piller and bashing people over the head as the
surging mass of struggling fans wavered back and forth. A cop bellowed into the
room, hut folded up Like an cmpty potato sack as Ollis Saari hit him in the middle
with his head, Someone ulutehed tho cop's .38 and began blasting away indiscrim-
ina*tely. Fans went dovi. The bartenders and the manager of Delaney's were de-
fending the cstoblishzent with gusto, laying many of the brawlers low with ac~'
curatuly ihrown bottles, For sn hour the battle raged. Thea there was silence,
Somecnn moancd, Thiere was a crash, and thea once ‘again coumplete silenco.

Mlero 1 em," zizhed Wity weakly, waviag his wallet triumphantly from behind
the va: Gergan 1oy in A heap aleangside him, a determined expression still on
his eiiin fsa*ures. put Jilt was “lonv for, and he sank back to the floor,

. (Next page)ess
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With an undefinable expression on her face, hot Tawmale uolly uadulated over

= S | Lys & & s n - g J
t? Rothunan's supine form, and jerked the wallet froi anls grespe Couanting the bills
she swayed out tne coor.

A youthful voice was hesrd cutaide tue bars “Forry, ua Horry, Morojo waats

Youe énd Jjalt--jalt Daugherty--_leancr is gsttiag med. and--"* heariag ao reply
ne timidly peered ia through the open door. uasping he took in the ghastly car-
nege, Suddenly a positively litful expressiou appeared oa uis face.

“Gee," Le drooled ecstatically, "sosh.” Le waved an outdatea copy of Smace
Tales joyfully in the air, "Now .'a No, 1 Faa.!"

STUFF by ? “Ah, yes," said Leo .argulies as he breezed into his editorial
offices at 8 in tie morning. "and how is everyoae feeling thils

JF5 SILL{ STORY bright and beautiful day?"

DEC, 1937 “Fumf," came the reply of his secretary.

! dargulies hastened on into his office, "Nothiuy like a love-
ly spring morniag to make things caeery,” he exulted. "Gee, but stuff is nyper."
tie jerked up the window shades and was greeted by a resounding splash of rain.
Qutside thie sky was black and filled with a torrent of stuff. '

Jargulies growled and sat down at his desk, The first thiag tuat aet his eye
wes the titls of & manuscript: “The Secret of the Crypt", by Oliver L. s>aarie

hmusdiately uargulies yelled for his secretary, 'Jilbur--wiiere did you put my
rejection slips?" Before he redeived an answer a wild-eyed young chap rushed iato
nis offices "I anave it!" he shouted, "I have it! .Here, Leo, I'11l place the atom
on your desk, Observe,“ :

slargulies looked up to see arthur J. Burks before him, *Smash iti" sald
Burkse "Smash it...go shead...i've got more,"

Obligingly sarguliss smashed the atom, "There " said Burks, "You 88, I've
invented tihe simashable atom, That is I discovered it. It was. inveated by my
Uncle, Sir Thomas Up.en."

*; gue,” said dargulics, "Ons of the Uppen atoms. But tsll me-~-what good is
a smeshable atom? Jhere is tas power?"

Burks turned for the door, M- hadn't thought of that," he said,

gargulics looked bock at the pils of manuscripts on nis desk, guickly he .
prossed a lot of buttons and went into the board of dircctors' room, Preseatly uils
oditorial staff arrived. "Lesssce,” gulG dargulies, "is cverybody nere? Bockworth,
Worthbeck, sarton, blodgokins, Fuddyduddy, rumpabottom, and Fitzwilly. Corrects
Jull, geats, you've read tiuse maauscripts. Juat's your veraict?”

WT rosa thros novels by A. surritt,” said Humphbottom., "I suge=St W buy
them <1l

W forritt!® scoffed arzulics. #erritt, you say...wien our readers are Clam-
oriang for Iuttncr, Kummer, and Kruse! No,..rcject the durritt novuls., Has eauyone

ad anythise frou uttner?’
foumd“Fﬁgﬁ‘bogk lenzth soerials and taree short storius,” said Fuddyduddye

“How wure thoy?"

“Dadi" ;

"Good! Buy thum! anything from Krusc?*

“Pywo novuls,' said Fitzwilly., "But tacy were coilplotely dominated by a mas-
torful sorial from Jona TainC. [dight I suggest-="

w/.'11 buy the Kruse storivs,” said Jargullcs. "Taigu? Taias? NuVur_pgard
of him...sounds like baby talk, GCome, come--who's'heara from Kumner? aad Fearid,
e Liﬁde?’ Jilligmsog a#q Eagﬁﬁzle fgg? ugécﬁeg%; coiicerns a brazesn plot of the

Mfummer subaitted seven uoves 4 . that jummer uses a new type
gartians to blow up the farths The only differeace 1s ifatb &

in tory." ;
o heﬁ%u;rpgi;?assgié farzulies. wpublisn three of thea in our next issuel"

.....

L o v e e S : n : Ed 1]

ut we zlready have two Lwgmer stories gc“buu11 » > e
“Sive iim e neé name...cail iim Octavus 3lort, Fraak 3klaak-—anytiinge"
wje'll cell hia H. d. J4ells for the present. I always tnougnt taat would

¢ out wame for a faamtesy wrl er.'
meke an excelleu i ey




Pagb' Sixe....-aoap .................. s'....--o--oo».-;...o..nnctulo-nt--'&on--JTUDGY TALL.’J

“Great!" said .ergulies, as he lit a match on a new Cauapbell serial., '"dow
about biader, gentlemen?  Birder,..piander!" :

"Bind who?" asked Beckworth, 'Oh,..yes, yes..--ando binder. Only one Biader
story today. He's failing us--used to have four or five in the mail every moruing."

'Bui L don't mail them anymore,” said a voirce from the door, "I briag theuw to
the cfrice, like I'm doing now, [t saves postage."

mi4h that Lande Sindsr crossed the roow anc laid a stack of soawe 2000 sheets of
paper on tne elitoriacl deslk, ‘“‘uy latest serial,” he said.

“But these sheete are all blank," said wargulies,

“Jh, shucks," sighed Binder, "I knew L forgot to replace that old ribbon," He
gathered up the paper and departed.

"Continue," bellowed .argulies, "wet's hear the openiag lines of that anew Fearn
SiBaREy"

Jorthbeck arose and commenced reading: “The kero jerked out his ray gun and
peppered the oncoming .artians, Then he saw out of the corner of his eye the aged
Professor Jhomp struggling a mighty dinosaur bug, Just at that time tae villain's
ray gua spat and two Darthmen bit tne dust, Splati Spluti The hero fired twice,
Dovn went three Jartians."

"Hglt!" yelled uargulies, “that's terrible--oaly five men killed in the first
paragraph, Remember, men: 75 ‘per cent of the characters must die in a Thrilling
Yonder Storyi

"Goncerning the manuscripts the messenger just brought in," mused Fitzwilly,
“There ars three Kummer stories hot from the typewriter, However, one is by Fihe
Kummer,Sr,, and another by F. A. Kummer, Juanior."

"So what!" argued warguliés, "buy them, Buy them,I sayi"

“But the third story," continued Fitzwilly, "is by ¥.a. Xummer, age threec,"

“"Read it'} commanded .argulies ' :

"Tho space ship departed from warth in a sizzling strouk of flame, Da=da glub
goo down in a meddy in a itty bitty poo gurgle gurgle splud.”

"ixcellont!" cricd Jargulics, "puy it...the fellow umay be mnother .Jeinbaum,"

Jith thei he leaned back in his chair, and using page 499 of & new Skylark
story for a torch, ignited his cigar, "Shall wo have lunch gsent up today,  satle-
men?" At their assont he pressed a button and a plate of sandwiches was brougut in
by a robot. Since Jargulivs hiwmself was the inve.tor of the mechapical.man, asEy.
waitud patiently for tips.

"hiate" growled Fuddyduddy, "no lettuce in my sandwichi®

"Honw of the sandwiches have lettuce,” said plodgekins. “"There.must be a
shortage of the stuff,"

"i'1]l fix that," suid Jargulics. "Jire our staff authors imuediately," he
told the robot. “T¢ll them that we'll pay two cents u word for stories written on
heads of lettuce.”

with that the oditorial board went about cating its lunch, using the pages of
a Coblentz novel for napkias,

"Continue!" bellowed .arzulies, 'spitting crumbs all over taw tuvle. "Let's
hear one of Xuttner's varns,"

Bockworth rose, wiping his mouth on a. .erritt's latest opus. He roade
“Cluckbottom was going to destroy the Zarth. Humanity had reuchea tae breaking
point, Something had to bs donc, so Cluckbottom wus poing to destroy the Larth,"

"Good!" suid wargulics. "dNotu the oxtruame svase of plot Kuttner posscssos.
Brilliant writing, iandced;"

"I say," inturrupted Fitzwilly, "I should like to wontion that a previously
undiscovered Jules Vurno novel was found in France rucentlys I suggest we purcuuse
publication rights immudiately,”

“Yes, that Kuttner is marvelous:" oxclaimed sargulivsy  "Go on, Buckworth,
Don'+t stop thors."

Bockworth comtiausd. "Our hero huld Cluckbottom within his mighty grasp, but
soon hiis aching muscles could beur the torture of the Zilch-ray no longers He gank
into &blivion, knowing orly trcot he had fuiled, and that Gluckbottom woula sventu-
ally destroy the Barth,” I

“Groct” gloateld dargulles. 'Suspensc, intrigue, zction--that's what our
readors want. Don't stull Beckworth,.,go on.”
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" .
g hggtsﬁgigpgigckbE:ZSmts mlghﬁy s?ac§ ship trembled from stem to stera, Our
eded.. .that is, he aadn‘t won the girl yet, but he nad prevented
Cluckbobtom from destroyiug tue dartn
, "That's iti" yelled uargulies, “'Never give the reader away until the last word,
A %reﬁ;uztgzi-éégieﬁESEQEESWizTC;tdi?Qed%ateJy=f,in our cgrregt issue,"
: . BEUe reachs tae stands vesterday," objected Jortnbeck,
. Call them all back," “hunderad wiargulies. banzing his fist on the table, 4e'll
reissue them...with Kuttneris s*ory az a featlure nuval.®
. "Excuse me," said Fuddyduddy. He got up and walked iato a room marked "Gents
Only", A moment later he stuck his nead out, "No paper here," he grumbled, "Gim=
me tanat new Lovecraft novel,"

Just then a messeager boy entered and laid a head of lettuce on tne desk.
wihat's thisi" gasped uargulies,

"It's Jillimmson's new story," replied Fitzwilly. 'He cer.ainly wrote it 1a a
hurry."

Jargulies picked up the lettuce and scanned the printed words thereon. ",ooks
great," he said, "4e'll buy it. 3Send it to the printers right away, and tell tuem
to send it right back, 'cause that's goin, to be tomorrow's luach,"

Fuddyduddy returned with a relieved expression on his face. "How did you like
Lovecraft's paper?" asked Beckworth,

“Excellent, He uses a very fine grade, only I wish he wouldn't punch his
periods so0 hard--they scratch,"

"Here's a new story frouw Hamilton," gaid Jorthbeck, "ne's in Honolulu, and says
he couldn't find anything to write it on except this hula skirt,"

"Good," said Jargulies, "just in time. L was wondering what . would wear to
that masquerade tonight. Jhich reminds me...Cuumings went to China to collect ae=
tails for a new story, wJish he'd get back...he took my last week's lauadry with
him,"

"Here's a story by Leo Jargulies,' saia Fuddyduddy. "A new author, I guess.
Doesn't look bad."

“Buy it," said .iurgulies, "Send the fellow a check right away."

"By the way," said Fitzwilly, "we had a letter from some new writer a week ago.
He seid he was going to submit a story sbout a sciwntist who weat up in a gtratos=
pherc balloon and didn't come down. So far we haven't received tis story. .hat
happened?"

"I remember the fellow," said Jargulies,"Some new author who always enacted
his stories before he wrotc them,"

Then Leo Jargulies came to the last story in the pile of manuscripts. The title
line csught his oye: "Secret of the Crypt" by Oliver L. Saari, He looked upe "Has
agnyone rceac this?

"I read it," said Fuddyduddy. "It was marvekous, Positively magnificent,”

"I read it, too," put in Jorthbeck. "t was a masterpicce of fantasy."

"3uperbi" said Fitzwiily.

"ybgolutely colossal!l' added Beckworthe

"Is the fellow better than suttner?” sdargulies asked,

Uot bette: than Kuttuer," replied Fuddyduddy, "but he puts Jerritt, Taine, &
jolls to shamc. He's greater than Verne or 5Smith or Campbell. Hu's @ new wein-
baum. A second Clark ashton Smith-=" )

"Rejoct it," suorted wargulies, 'Smitn, Talne, derritt--poocys Tommyrot.

If the man can't approach Kuttnsr, his stories aren't fit for Thrilling Jonders
woeting adjourncd; "

Prescently the men departed. dar ulies waited a few minutes in order to clear
up the mess they had mnde. Suddenly he jerked off his mask and as you no doubt
anticipated, it was none other than the great villain VV. "Strange," he mutierod.
wihat aa I doing here? uust have got the Zeep condensers mixeds"

Immediatuly the mighty Vv was gnveloped by a mist-cone and whisked away to
the worlds beyond. Jurprise ending.

THi END
(Septembor 26, 1937)
S LISt . 1 e o e .. =L OGS
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