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Dear Ross,
Poor old D. Charles—he didn’t really write the above, you know. He dictated to me and whilst

signing it he happened to notice that there were in fact only 18,327  35¢ coins in the old tin box and
the poor old sod expired with the shock. ‘Do not put your faith in material things Dear Boy’ I have
often said to him. Unless it’s copies of FANGLE. Hee Hee.

Please excuse this handwritten note but, y’see, Cath is the secretary of a ‘Ladies’ club or
somesuch and she’s doing her club-work tonight and there’s only one typer in the house (MINE!
Dammit!!) and she’s using it. So I’m relegated to me Parker. I hope you can read it. The writing not
the Parker.

I got Fangle 2 this morning—and thanks very much. Especially for the airmail delivery. I haven’t
read it all yet but as you announce that it’ll be bi-monthly I thought I’d better, at least, acknowledge
this issue quickly so as to ensure receipt of No. 3.

So please just accept this loadaballs as just an acknowledgment and a big thankyou and an even
bigger Welcome Back and I shall (a threat, not a promise) inflict yet another letter on you ere nonce.
Or something.

Very best,


