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This, for the benefit of the uninitiated, is ¥ILD lATIR, the of-
ficlal organ (whe tever thut is) of the Insurgent Flement (whoever
they are). It is meet to point out that this meguzine is the only bi-
septemensual in the world, end is published with the strict monoton-
ous regularity of a metronome once every 14 months. "ILM HAIT is cir-
culated in FAPA plus about 50 other wplaces., ILetters ol comment may
be sent %o Y489 Riverton Ave., Oun Valley, California., This isesue of
@ILD HAIR I8 being prepsred et an vunnamed location by several persons
who wish to remain anonymous. Other comtributors include ¢, nordon
DPewey who done wrote us a8 letter. REfTective this very moment he is
our first honorary member,

Some of the brightest luminuries in the
fnaurgent firmament are sbsent this time. Burbee hes illness in his
family, though he popped in long enough to encourage us &nd suggest
a couple c¢f certoons. This is Tidner's night to o sguare dancing.
Fitzgerald in a most ineXplicsable Tashior found the arms of & woman
more alluring tham the heudy atmosphere of this nameless location.
And Stibbard ceme out second best in 2n encounter with the duggs of
8 cow,

That seewms to be enouch wmusthead paluver,
---ftl, 4/22/850
-=~~00000~-- -~

This is still Laney, sSwitching Trowm his musethead facet intc his
¢loak of editorial sanctity. T should like to point out thnt this is
the reformed issye of 7ILD HaIR. Not once will wny of us menticn or
even think about any members, pvst or present, of the LASFS snd other
dissreddtted groups. e just want to write goe-vo-o00-po0d stories!
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once egéin we have met in solemn conclave
to gonstruct & s34 constructive fanzine
benter fen-type talk, and write things »f
wesmis significancs waking greef vig men-
tal steops., It must b2 sbhvious to all
that this WILD HAIR, es the others, is a
thing «f beauty, foshioned by fine; seun-
sitive rennish minds; forged in Tire cnd
in & eura {whifre, of socurse} of holy work
unapproashable %o mere red-tured fens

Tn 8 pre-sessicn letter I fcund This ruly
like peragraph by Burbee.

vAx apn ~ld i1t sdmirer froo way besk, T
wish %¢ »ompliment you 7R yOUT IMDLC¥eS -




st in the drawing of Wil t4s. You |
are gotting botier, It is my beliaf thet
you heve been guidimg

herd &% tits of

pecring
late. This pew talent «f yours foxr drau-
ing tites should te used before you forget
1%, 1 am going to dream up & cowic strip
widsch will require at least 3 tita per
pml,'itha tg spread of 24 tits for
the finale, Axe you up o this mony tits?’ |
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AND NOW CONDRA —
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M
Witk "1 ‘stley wanderine somevhere in lirbo and
Burbee kent away by the sudden critical iliness of his
tather, only tkree of tre oririnal crcators of ".11ld Iair
are met to carry on. Carry on what? 7T don't know., Cririnally
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we set oul to wnoke Tun at some stucid reorle in a sturid orrmaniza-

tion, but after two vears 1t berins to rall. ~te 1mretus that
gtarted us off is srent,

I like to write and -ublish for tre fun of it. otYin~ more.
viish #t were rrofitable, but 1t 1sn't., Auess trot's all.

Cyrus TZ. Condra,

Mihere!s gy copy of WILD

HAT.: et
A 1"11 I s4c has found a silvers
fish on his UTSIDIR

"1 proud e say thav 2fter
ten years ny wife is still
in mint conditiom,"

"TJNIB i nﬁ"' n

A FAY viho has o coplotn
mint eollecltion oFf MRZTIG

nOf courat I beloag o the
LAOIS — the YU OA was never
1le thisH
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‘For some reason, the type of livelihood typifisd by dealers dlm
used books, used records, antlques, and second-~hand junk gensrally, a7
seems to possess an . unholy attraction for weird, off-trail, off- cen-
ter pesople., DPerhaps there 1ls some obscurs emanation Irom the stacks
of ancient debris, or perhapes it is werely that they 2rs yesrning for
their kind--for surely nowhere elee in the world can surpass & used
book shop for a parade of utverly zmuzing charactiers.
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In any case,

like all other fregyuentsers of these resor#s, I've had my full shars

of glorious experiences in them, and it occured to me on this festive
occasion that perhaps if I set down one or two of the more fascinat-
ing heappenings it might move others of the fine minde =2nd plangent in-
tellects among us this evening to add %o ths beginnings of what could
be a memoraeble symposium. :
one of my bhest brushee with & psychopath
took place quite recently, in the msin Los Angelees store of the Sal-
vation Army. I was back in & culdesac of bookshslves psrhaps three
and a half feet wide and at least twelve Teet deep, looking &t the
books uacross the fer end of it.

3, My light wmes cutl off by scmeone en-
tering the far end of the culdesac. This Individual lcoked at no
books onhis way to where I was, dbut strode right up teo me and tried
to shoulder me aside, to get to the very books I was examining.

%" het*s
the idea?" I demanded, mare &8stonished than engry.

The fellow step-
ped baeck a couple ol pacss. "I want to lock at those books," he said
in a mild, Mitty~ish voice.

*vell. I was here first. I'm not fin-
ished. As you cean see thers isn't room for two of us in this narrow
space. ‘thy don't you look at these other books?”?

"I want to look

at these books, now."

"I was here first and I'm golng to stay till
I finishf##i. Look at these books on this side; I've not even looked
at them yet nmyself."
"I heve come a long ways todey just to look at
these books." : _ )

"You c&n look at them when I'm dona."

: "You are trying
to keep me from looking at these books,”™ said this citizen of towmor-
rovw in the world of today.

the Leney temper Timally slipped its

moorings. "How would you.like to kiss my ---2" I blaured at the top
of my voice,.

S0 we stood there yelling semantiocslly &t one another.
Naturd ly it wes not long before the saleslady came bounding over. I
shouted the guy down and told her what was RBRppening.

_ "Yourll heve

to leave the building now," she seid t6 my new-found friend.



tput het's trying to keep me
frowm looking et these books!"”
v'Go
on. Lesve the building now or
1t+11 call the police."

With
startling suddenness, the fellow
burst into wracking sobs. Bel-
iowing &nd blubbering end steg-
gering, he made his way out of Xim
the book department. Te could
hear him keening his way on out
of the building foxr 3Q or 40
seconds.

7e looked at each other
in the way people will at such a
time, whatever way that is.
"Y?_
know,” she rsmarked, “"I've had
troudble with him before."

"Yeah®o"

"Oh yes, I've been keeping an eye on him. You know he stood out there
in the aisle and watched you for at least Tive minutes before he cume
in to whers you were. He's always coming in here and watching for
someone to get back in & corner and then he goes over and tries to
orowd them out. And the funny thing is, I can't recall hls ever buy-
ing a book."

{To cglm down my collesgues in the l.os Angeles Science
Fantasy Society I wish to staete emphatically that to the best of my
knowledge this wman wes not a member of the LASFS prior to 1947.)

=000 00~~~

This one heppened in the Jazzmpn Record Shop back in 1946 or 47.
I was looking at records at one end of the Ertegan’'s short counter,
and & couple of teenage boys »f the most object lonable bobbysoxer type
were monopolizing the turntable, playing one Yingy liannone record af-
ter enother, and making the "sent" fuggheaded jitterbug remaerks that
such creetures will.

So the door opened, and in came 0id Joe 'Tingston
Mannone himself. Both the kide looked at him, then went on playing
Mannone records, wellowing around in r'ront of the counter, jostling
Mannone a couple of times, and discussing the records with & fugghesd-
edness exceeded only by prc authors who buy advertising spece to thenk
other pro authors for writing their stories for them.

I s8%ill wish T
hed a recording of J. 'Wingston Anonymoug' remarks on the remerks of
these boys. I won.ier if they ever discovered whet Wingy looked like.

memeQJ0r -

And of cource there 1s the fellow who was ceught in the beck
room of a 6th Street bookstore a few yecars beck tearing the pages out
of certain me dical books and eating them.

He is now living at Cama-
rillo guthering material for & new fanzine.
~=~000C0~--~

Someone shouldftear aside the veil of secrecy and tell how Al

Ashley once went to a book B8tore and.....c.oveeevnennnenns
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In 2 grimy bookstore window I eaw three or four shelves
of sun-faded, dog-eared volumes offered at 1Cg es5., 3 for 25¢4. 7T
stopred and ue ered optimistically in search of a King 1In Yellow or
Outsider.
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"\arquisette,” mumbhbled. "Tsoclad, .. Rom&nce; Tokolooy;
oo MM, o . Shan. Slan? ‘ope-wgbw ;, by . J. icCorkle. Oh, well--"

Further alonm was 2 thtick vclume bound in faded green
liverally worited with rrold filicree, 1 flicked it a glance and skip-
ped on before mv reflexes could act. Then they clanged & four-alarm
STOr t=~and T went back for another look.

I wert back 2nd read that title apgain~-this time with a
brand new salr of golf-ball syes., ihen the numbness wore off and T
could move my arms and legs, T went in, took the book from the shelf
and handed a dime to the g¢roprietor who loomed dimly in the resulting
cloud of dust motes. Fe slinged the dlme in hic nocket. It fell
down the ingide of his trousers and rolled ouvut on the floor. Thils
stirred my attention and 1 took note of his acpearance.

The man was well worth & second looke--over six feet tall,
paunt, unshaven, disheveled; he had obviously alepnt in his clothing
and reeked of fannish sanctity end chear tobacco.

"vou in business here?" I asked :illard Thompson.

"Fantasy 1tems from ickerman," he explalned. "rartners
in stf. T'm front man--he digs'em up." FHe waved tre remaing of a

corncob pipe airily at my purchase. "Now, take that book there--"

"I will," T said, and mot out.



Behind me his volce diminished until, Jjust at the margin
of earshot, it ceased abruptly~-either from lack of bhreath or of
audience. A block further on I vulled un at a T.%, Bus bench and
sat down to examine my find more closely,

The title on the srine read the same as before: Tell
ibout the loon, by rmx Cyrus J. Condra. Speaking as Cyrus B, GCon-
8.

dra, that threw wme. There was nothine to do but look at the cover.

"Afraild to Tell About the ioon, by Cyrus Jorus Condra,"
it said.,

"ray the vwolf bfte me," T said. "This is incredible!™
I ovened the book to the title page.

Tart One
I'h Afraid to Tell What I Know About the
Moon,
by Cyrus Jorus Condra.
iart Two
Love or Ponor? or >iss Crimshaw's
Dilemma

by Irs, T.D.%.HN. Southworth
and Theodore Rosson.
rorter and Coates.
1876

I felt weak., Slumped on the bench, stared at the page
while somethine unholy played leapfrog around the inside of my head.

"T am Cyrus B. Condra, 1950,--but who was this Cyrus
Jorus (Gad--what a name!) Condra, vintage 1876? Wwhat is this moon
business? irs, T.D.,W.N., Southworih I've heard of--but who was Theo-
dore Rosson?"

Confusion and Lewlldered helplessness kept my gaze

mlued to the paze as though 1t were a copy of (trhis nifty
sdvertising space goes to the highest bidder, Cash with offer, please,.
Cyrus B. Condra)

Wno was (Oyrus Jorug Condra? vYas he a relative?
Vot to my knowledge-~-I never heard of him, Tseudonym? If so, why
Cyrus Jorus Condra, of 21l thinms? Vhy was he afraid? I he were
afrald, then why did he tell? Did he love--or honor?
"Or d4id he
tell?" T wondered. I ovened the book and skirmed throurh the rarces.

¥t was in two partse, as advertised; Tart 2 beman on p236.
Jt was 21l Victorian plush; heavy, purple--dull, The only reference
to the moon apparent was on p. 61

"...Where yon crescent, silvery
v#leaming bow of Diana, flees approaching Thogbus'® dart..."
vhich stank.

The new moon sets shortly after sundown, so either Con-

dra, Southworth or Rossgson loused upn the astronomy ancle,

T closed 1t and stared at the cover. Then T opened 1t and
stercd inside tre Tront cover. 71asted inside was a little rectangle
of white naver with black letters on it., T read it, leaned bhack



and began tt laugh.,

It was vartly hysteria, 1 sucrose, but still it
was the funnlest thing T have ever sgeen or heard of or exrerieunced.
T lavghed until T pmeasned for breath and was blinded by tears, and
the last things T saw in the confused transition from drecaw to real-
1ty were the familiar words "Ex Libris Praacis Towner laney".

That
stinker and his rrintings viress ked plven me the worst ten minutes
of my 1ife,
I lay in bed, chuckling over the trouble he had taken.
Fe nad picked cut thrat old book, torn out +the title ~are, hand set
2 replacement and soxehow nrinted it cn a Tfly leaf. Ee had nrinted
and aged the outer titlea and then-~-crobably with Willard Thomnson's
help-~planted that abominable volume where T would see it. Tt was
a lot of hard work for a laugh.
T got up and went to the kiltchen,
"Laney's coins to get an awful shock," T told my wife,
" hat?!
T to0ld her about the book.
"Your coffee’s hot."
"Thanks. Laney will find a book soreday. Good seventy
years ¢ld, in a second hand store, Just like mine. Fe’ll see his
own name and grab i1t and stand there petrifilied because he will see
The L.A.S.F.3.
/s Discourse on Metronolitan (Rox 6151) lorality
by T, Towner Laney.
Completdly Refuted and Translated 1nto Rock Hebrew by
R. Vernon Gook."
"Aiod all the rest will be in Tebrew."
"who 1s this Treodore Rosson? Js he a fan?”

"hy--T don't
know. Laney Jjust dreamed him upr Tor my benefit."
lell, aren't
dreama drawn from the subconscious?”
"Well~=uh--yes."
"Whose sub-
conscious bdbrousht up that dream?"
"i"ine, of course."
"well, how
about Rosson and Jorus?"
"Look~-that's Just something laney thoucrht
un for a gag:"
She pave me a veculiar look. “lNust be sowething you've

' she said,

reuressed,’
She's cut of her depth in psychology so I
dror—ed the subject richt there. Butl-~-I Zkecepr wonderéng. Where did
Laney get that Rosson-Jorus busliness?
He came in just & few minutes

ago., I'm going to ask him about 1it.

(8%,

"Say, Towner, whatever ha-pened to Theodore Rosson?'
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fDarrzit, watch it, youlre standing on Pogodl

&Y bag yowr pardcn, 1 didn'tgeo”

Okay, olayaesat

"iay I ask vhere Fogo is?!

"ndeyr your fect.!

"Oh -~ a comic book,"

"17hatds significant contemporary literature.”

A coulc book??

"Loolde dish hore liue, boYe.o.Mainy days is fust rate fo! visitin? yo! Ffriends§ ol
dogies! 4h%11 jus! resh ovah %o Albertl?s," And this = 2Coody! Us +7ill play checkers
and eat coolkies anf howe teaot®

Thattls fuay about that? I hardly think satirizing regro dislect is humorous M
"Pogo the possum may be colored bubls hels grey. and Albevbk's green,!

“Grecu?”

d5nre, vhat elsc would an alligator bet"

¥41ligator? PosswR®

"iookie dish nerc checker game,ootDat trap got so mamy juups in it Ab goltta use both
hands,® Sley ~ you mus! of checated ~ ¥y Gt of pa mens is leit,! Dom survivors
wouldn®t of excaped tcept dgy hid undar de board, ™

"Thic is a book foy childben?™

"And all people of taspe and discertmert, YIf yo! can't top four aces Ah wins de
cheeker gone,t®

"Any more of those book® dovm there?®
T E S L R R S A R S R R R R R R R R S SRR RS N
£\ 7 SE Well, thatls the way it would be &n a Bradbury
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Dear Burb, Fren, Bill, Cy, et al:

Somehow I got on your wailing list, You sent me a copy of Wild Hair
#h. I read it---and now I hope your mailing list 1s the only cne of
your lists that I am on. Feobably everybody you sent & copy to read
it. Even some of the luckless wights you crucifiesd with such blase
insouclance-~--or 4id you mail Wild Haiy #4 to thenm?

Jome of your stuff wes on the beat, and sent me, I
liked F. Touwner Laney's ariicle on bebop, in vhich he eompsred Joe
Sullivan to Mozar%, and he nade both of them look gosd by comparison.
I'd alwvays regarded Iloney as sirlctly a reel gone guy, with no time
for the long halrs. It mede me reallze this his delvings into music
are on a pretty cowmperhensive basis, espscially whea he counted up his
chamber music records end Tournd that the total was grester than that of
his ragtime records. That nust mean somebhing.

Bill Rotsler had some good drawings in WHY, One of
them, his "Pan-orama’ of all of Ye's girl friends was cube, I didn't
recognize rnore than a few of them--~1 wvag never more than a half-asked
fan---put any of the sincere fans probably know them all.

Stibbard, a guy I know only by name, brought me up
with & Jerl, which I must get off ny thest right now. I refer partic-
uiariy to his plzez about Mr, E. Everett Evans, whose achievements in
fandom ere nothing for Stilkbard to sneer at, Desides, Stibbard says
thet "I dontt kmow The 0ld Foo personzlly." That, it strikes me, iz a
pretoy semantic way of doing things. Stibbard is obvlously writing
Trom heovysay., low, I know Mr. Evans personalliy,and of course I know
that he usu2lliy wears a crew cut end that hls mustache is grey. I
wouldn't go 8o far as to sey, wlth Frere Stibbard, that 1t is beauti-
ful, But I have never noticed that EEE has downward slsnting eyes, nor
have I ever seen him go out of his wey to pat a girl on the pistol
pocket. 2S¢ how could Stibdbard, who has never even seen Iir. Evans, know
all these t“hings?

Damn it, ©this sort of thing gets fandom novhere. 1've
known Evans for several years. I've alweys known him %o be uniformly
pleasant, affable, couplacent, ready to meet people wmore than half way.
Only once was 1t cotherwise, One evening I want over to Tendrll Towers,
Abode of the Slansg, 8 wake qulclk dellivery on a bock Lo Niesen Himmel;
a stralght business deal, nothing social about it, no time for meeting
people. Or--~well, I delivered the book and started out. Someone
hailed me from the top of the stairs.

It wvag EEE, and he was wroth, because he said so; and
he chlded me peevishly becatuze I did not climb the stairs and es2li on
him teo. Waell, T can see it his way. It annoys me likewise when peo-
ple call on my neighbors and don't ¢all on me also.

But that’s getting sway from the fact thet Stibbard,
a guy I don't know, book sons prebty brutal swings at Evans, a guy he
doesn't know. IT've mentioned oniy the mildsy parts of his article,
Some of the other things he said about IDvans arent® quotablew---ywell,
maybe they are guotable, in WH, but I'm nov golng to dirty my typer



with repeating them. K, Everctt BEvans has made & splendid vecoxd as &
fan publisher, with The Timobinder, of wialch he presented me a ccmplete
file, and with A Tale of the Evans. Alazo, his storles appear regularly
on the promags, as any fan knows. If I were Ivans, I think I'd want
Stivbard to prove some of his allegations. Like I said, fellows, that
sort of thing isn'*t doing fandom any good., I know you &ll really he-
lieve, deep down in your hearts, in fellowshilp, so you ought to be
practicing it instead of pointing with secoyn &t thoss who do.

Charles FE. Burbee ths Setcndims wede me laugh might-
1ly, in many of his wriltings, which usvally have a touch of genulne
regionel Ameorican humor In tThem. 3But when he perverts his humor and
wvarps 1t to plllory umen like Al Ashley, well, that's overdcing it.

I'm talking about Burbee's article entitled System for Immortality,

in which he lampoons Aghley's ordinery way of living in such distorted
manner and puts words In Asiley's mouth., I've heard Burbee say that
his one erbition in life 1s tec wrlte big stories, good storles, but
how this facetlous treabtment of a fellow fan qualifies as gither a bhig
story or a good story escepes me. I noan, when he comes right out and
says that Ashley is lmmortal. That he yeally is. That's not typiecal
of Burbee's usually deft humor, becaunze, &g anycne can plainly see, Al
is just as mortal as the rest of us., If ho wvere immortal, then how
does Burbee exvlaln the signs of advancing age on him that we see on
all pecple?~-~the greying hair, a few wrinkles here and there, and so
on. Nope, thils is humor with a2 hesvy hand, and 1t {alls pretty flat.

Then, unaccountably, the humor lecaves, and there 1is
a pretty scurvy and not too obvious, as I get 1t, hinting at some sort
of partnershlp or co-proprietorship between Achley and Evans in a set
of falsles, all of whieh seems to amuse Burbee no end. It doesnit
seermm to make sense, somehow. Why would either of them want a set cf
falsies~--~and why, especlally, would they have any mutual ugse for theu?
Vhy, in one place; doss Burbee mperk nostalgleally of the good old days
with the LASFS, making & plea for o united fandom, and in another place
take these sneak puncheg at the very people vho mlight be on hils side,
if he handled them right? With Burbee¢ spearheading the movement, lots
of dissatisflied fans would get behind him snd push. But he'll never
get thelr support unless #ie learns how ts make the right epproach., T
get the Impression, all through thls incredibie issue of WH, thet
Burbee 1950 (not the same as Burbee 1943) is semantically & sadly dis-
located young man.

F. Tcwner laney, Iin his facet as a patron of the arts,
turned out a good piece on Sullivan and Mozart. DButy wvhen he turned
his attention to A. L. Joquel, Jr., in the plece sntitled "He Was Re-
moved, " he reveals a guerulous side to his nature that I had not sus-
pected the existence of, though his Memolrs, a collectlon of slings and
arrovs 1f I ever sav one, should heve tipped me off.

Laney starts the artlcle off innocuously enough, with
& bow to Joguel's fine mind, which 1s a generous gesture on lLaney's
part. But from here on out the article ls a study in sour grapes.

That is, ostensibly Laney seems to be deriding Joquel Junior for his
scholarly work in the fleld of black magle, for his demonolatry, and
for his unswervable belief 1n the fact that he, Joquel, is a chattel,
a bauble, as 1t were, ovned and opzrated by some remote and super sort
of beling.

Actually, reading bvetween, through and behind the
lines, it’s plain that Leney 1is simply jealous, The wistful nole in
his references to Jogquel's fine mind keynotes the mood of the plecs.



I think he'd 1like to dabdble in vleek magle and 4ovil worship a2nd in
Satanizxz, toec, but he doeen't havs the fortituge, uor dose he have
tho esurage to coma right oul® wad sy thet he, tos, is cuned. Butd
the thing which really sticks out is Ianey's £1i-hiddorn yor for an
opora ¢loak, 80 that he Loc can uske entrances end exits.

The one piece in the salirs issue which has some
real msat in 1t 1is Cyrus B. Condrets Thought-proveking speculation
entitled "Little Pan, ¥hat Now?" There is something slicere and
constructive sbout this pilecs, and my feoling a&boutl it is thet fandom
could use more men of Condre's stemp and ecalibsr. Thera 13 nothihg
of the destructive ettitude sc apparent, for sxample, in Stibbard's
diatrive levelad at EEEvans. Condra iz genninsly concerned about the
future of the fsn as &n Interescting soecilal oeniity, 2nd he peses some
questions which the fan of Coday dealircun of having continuity as the
fan of tomworroy will nhave to ansvsr. The sngworing of theso ques-
tions in terxs of tedayia fangctivities and fan patternz will not bdbe
easy. Condra's plea for the edult fan, the well Iintegreted fon, the
fan who does not quail at the words Whence, Whither, Whorefore, is
articulate and sloguont, and conatitutes a telling indictment of the
dilatory fan, the pascifdn &3 oppessd to The actifan. v is on &ri-
icle of the scope and treetmsnt vhich would have shewad off, I feel,
to far better advantage in Shangrl La, she officisl organ of ths Ios
Angeles Science Fentesy Scilety, then it doss in the psgos of Wild

Hair #4.

I can't quite bring myeell to dlscunsz the snonysous
article dealing with so-called parversion, or homo-sszuality and like
activitiea. The peracn, man or veman, fan or non-fan, whe wrote this
plece di1d well not to sign 4. Kie {or hor) naming of nomes and dates
end places shows an Intimate lmovlsdze of the ILAIPFS =nd 1ts dolings and
ite members unattainable to an cutsider. This 1s ds sz=d a Job of sel-
ling do¥n the river &3 I have ovsrn geen---1f a LASFS meoxber wrote
this anonymous plecs, and subzittad 1t encnyecusly. If 2 non-member
wrote it, then the corncluszion must be that there is ecnaiderable ex-
aggeration in the zrticle. But liks I 32id, I can’'t vring nyselfl to
discuss this piece. It would have io be &gsn to be believed. That 1is,
you'll have to wread this article vith your own sysg to vellteve that it
vas written, end actuslly publisghed.

S0, Burb, Pran, 8111, Cy, ot ail, I like you guys,
but I want to enter a protest aguinst Che use of such mordant and
trenchant phrases in your sttacks on sincere fellov-Ifang. Thore 1s
nothing constructive in your methods, nothing, thet 1s, leading toward
the establithmen? and perpoluation of & united, dynamie, fraternal
fandon.

I hop=2 you will publish thisg letter ir ths samo spirit
in whieh it is vritten. If you plan %o izsue Wilé Esir #5, let this
appeer in 1t, so that those who read ¥ild Heir 4 cen ses that you have
been ansvwered. '

Cordially
G. CGordon Newey
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WILD HAIR may undergo a drastic transmutation of policy. These words
sarry real welght when ws consider that their writer cowns more first

aditions of Merritt than any masn alive.
THE INSURGENT ELELENT.



& page oX cavtoons the He's torn
result of a fasion of i V4 ‘\§ bebween
several fine ménds, nomely 5’»‘4’ foprd semsntics
Burbee (the sars Charles and.
Burbees that is lmomn a3 dismatics
Al Ashley’'s erealer) and \

Francis ®*1 shall) pevey
sentdon the naize of Y a
certain Yig man® lansy and
the auperlative drawicg
talents of Willian Rotaler
(the same Bi)l Rotsoler thaed
has beon mistakenly velersdd
to as The Amicble Bulldaaer,
wheresas he is really a eox®
of clam ghell...)

AFTER ALL What I go through to =N
publish your fanzine! ¢ ;




It's quiet, AL Yes, Lverctt, too quied




