| find the accused a veritable worm!
Sweet Thames, run softly, till you end your term.’
‘Lord preserve us,” moaned Keats.
‘Or.  Bid daffadilliesfill their cups with tears,
For thou art in the jug for fifteen years.’
‘Milton, thou shouldst be living at this hour!” sobbed Keats.
‘Or.  Thelowing herd winds slowly o’ er the lea,
But winding slowly o’ er therack’s for thee!’
‘Enough! Enough! * cried Keats.
‘Really?* said Chapman. ‘Do you accept my hypothesis?
‘Oh, certainly,” said Keats, in arare outburst of sarcasm. ‘I don’t know how to thank you for this
brilliant conjecture!’
‘All retributions gracefully conceived,” murmured Chapman modestly.

| wish | could find my copy of Fangle#1. It must have arrived about the time | was packing to
move from Melbourneto Canberra—whichismy excusefor not writing aletter of comment at the
time. Walt Willls'sanalysis of punning (its history, significance and abiding worth) would be most
useful to me just now. On the other hand, four fingers and a thumb. Sorry. On the other hand, his
thoughts on the subject would undoubtedly make me feel dull and insecure, and | would scrap the
idea of writing that editorial, so I’m sort of happy that Fangle #1 is out in the garage, in one of the
forty-odd boxes | haven’t unpacked yet.

Concluding thisletter of thanks/appreciation (as distinct from letter of comment), may | quote
as something approaching my own desire a sentiment attributed by Charles Lamb to Dr Parr: * ...
that he wished to draw his last breath through a pipe and exhaleit in apun.’

Cheers,

Oh, my! This was a letter I remembered through most of the 33 or so years since I received
it—not memorized, y’unnerstand, just recalled both as a delight and an unconscious but
nagging prod to get this third issue put together and out into the world. But it, along with the
other letters received, were (like the copy of Fangle #1 that I hope was in that box in your
garage) in storage or on some obscurely placed container, remaining so after several moves
from one place or another. I still have such boxes yet unopened over decades.

In any case, I can only hope that that issue of Fangle #2 was indeed of help in preparing
that talk on ‘Why Bother?’ But somehow, I suspect the intervening years have returned that
titular phrase to its original meaning, insofar as it may be inferred that it might refer to me
and my fanzine. *sigh*

In my life, however, the quote regarding the “divinity that shapes our ends” has often
referred to an unholy albeit heavenly tasting candy that consists of 2% to 4 parts sugar plus
another part or so of corn syrup, with egg whites, walnuts and other ingredients in lesser
degree. Many a personal end has been reshaped thereby.
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DAVE ROWE 20 February 1975 — Wickford, Essex, U.K.

Dear Ross,
f thiswas aformal letter I’ d apologise for writing out of the blue, but writing out of the blueis
I very fannish so it’d be unfannish to apologise, so | won't.
What am | writing for? It’sto ask if you would be so kind as to send me a copy of Fangle?
(I'll'loc it, honest!)

WEell, having said that, | can now |leave the rest of the page blank, and get on with something
else. However, thisis costing me a whole 7p, so you' re stuck with reading this encyclical for the
next few minutes... If | canthink of anything to say that is. Troubleisnothing’ shappeningin British
fandom, nothing ever does. Maya and Ruff-Cut-Blunt should be out Real Soon Now. Both said ‘in
aweek’stime' about afortnight ago. If anything does happen in fandom it happens slowly... for
instance, last May, Gray Boak moved up to Lytham so we arranged with Meg (his then-girlfriend,
now wife) to givehimasurprisevisit. Wegaveit...last weekend. At the sametime my ex-co-editors
received our copy of “Outworlds 20" (thisisback in May/June). | finally got to seeit lat Friday ...
Unfortunately, I left it with my sleeping bag at my ex-co-ed’ s, and wedidn’t collect on theway back
from Gray’s! Also, (back in Sept) we decided (DNQ) XXXXXXXXXXXXXxXxXxX (end of DNQ).
Brian Hampton said he' d pick up the instruction book for me. Hefinally handed it acrossat Gray’s
(21 weeks later).

The trip to Gray’ s place was fun, it’s about 240 miles from here, so we (Kitten fandom) went
up in avan wearing silly hats (this is a left-over from Silly Hat Fandom). At Lytham we waited
outside the main door to Cecil Court (where Gray’ sflat is), rang his bell and pounched! Only Gray
didn’t answer the door, it was arather surprised young gentleman with asuit like aupper-mid-class
undertaker. Gray came up behind with alook somewhere between dumbfoundment & horror.

It was avery nice weekend and we didn’t get back till 3am Monday... Yawn, Yawn!

Apart fromthat there’ sareally corny SF exhibition onin London, but I’ ve done ashort write-up
on that for Donn Brasier’s “Title,” which should be out in April.

All the best,

~T
et

Hm, thank you for this insight into the frenetic fanlife of Great Britain. Just reading it
makes my head whirl. No, no, I don’t mean a la Linda Blair, more like stepping off the

carousel... Say, did you ever finish that XXXXXXXXXXXXX?

JOHN CARL 21 November '74 — Butte. MT 59701

Dear Ross,
NGLE Val. | No. 2 isindeed a fine fabulous fannish fanzine. It exhibits all the traits of that
F:pecies of zine. Primarily, its natural habitat appears to be Brooklyn, and that's always an
optimistic sign, for, to my knowledge, no inferior breed of zinehasever emanated fromthewilds
of Brooklyn. Brooklyn zines, incredible in the variability of their prolificity, are very hearty and
engrossing brutes, in my opinion. | wish | had the opportunity to welcome many many more into my
home.
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