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From Townsend Avenue the heart of Bronx Fandom, we give you this great

BRONX CHEER

. 7% Ed e

< 3 April 1953
——'r.(u— r —_—r Y
ABSTRACTS =

57 &N/ A man sald to the Universe,
D WSir, I eRistil /’~\<:::> A:)
e (:) "However," replied the Universe, v:) ,

s

N\ "The fact has not created in me
229 A sense of obligation." \ <::::?
- Stephen Crane { ot
g e e
\"““"—f-.._ /4 Hp

I say " elephant," and immedlately a picture comes to your mind. Had
I gaid "currycomb," or "cymbal," the image might have been a little
longer in coming. Had I said "hobbledchay," perhaps none would have
formed at all. However, we all have quite firm and definitec idcas of
what an clephant should look likc. The vision lcaps fullblown into
our minds —.therec 1s no painstaking assortment of fanlike cars, pachy-
dermous legs and long proterbances. You feel no amazemen’ that a
merc handful of gencrations cgo few individuals in America, at lcast,
could summon up an ingtantancous picturec of an clephant. Indeced,
scveral ccenturics ago no onc in the Western Ecmisbhorc had scen a liv-
ing clephant. (clephant...clephant...clephant...thc world becomes
morc a liquid sound and less a memory). No doubt you would be surpris—
cd should an clcphant matcriallze before you at this very lnstant.
But you would not grcct it with the same thoughts Plato might have.
Your reaction {(outside of a desirc to rcmeve yoursclf from the immedlate
surroundings) would be to think that an clerhant had cscapcd from the
zoo., bBut if, lct us say, you were confronted with an clephant after
seventeen years in a Tibetan monestary, you would marvel at the long,
tensglle trunk, the great folds of flecsh, and many other detnlls which
you would morec placidly observe on a trip to thc zoo. The very namc
of the benst, so undcscriptive and out of Jjoint, would surprisc you.
Ani havec you looked in the mirror lately?

Blood 18 RED. The opposite of RED 1s GRZAMN. RED and GREEN produce a
CREY. GREY, ve know, 1s a mizture of WHLiTE and BLACK, WHITE is every-
thing. ~ BLACK ig nothing, RED 1ls the ccl- r of Blood.
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The subwaw train
started. The car was crowded. I saw a seat. I looked at the people
around me. They also saw the seat, and they were looking at each
other.e We all looked at the seat and we all watched each other, No
one moved, I took three quick steps and sat down. The people stared
at me, I tried not to notice. 'hen the trailn arrived at my station
I got up and left the train. I locked back for a second. My seat
was still empty; and the people were watching each other.

Whither, civilization? Is the path of mankind destined to lead from
the materialistic brute to modern religlon (God, literally, forbid)
or from present-day doubting to some future Utopla of religlous
attainment. —lr. Wyllie, whether one worships Christ or Jung makes
no difference to me— what I want to know is whether rellgion 1ls a
Cosmic Answer or paranold system.,

- the above bits by Paley et

moi,

—— — —— —— ——

"Schools are mills in whieh human creatures are moulded to type,clipped
and rounded for smooth conveyance of customs and enactments. The
less reasoning an individual does on his own account, the less frictlon,
in the overation of the System. .
The fact that the current edition of
the genus homo carrying on life in an organized community 1ls as
much a manufactured artlcle as the tools he works with or the ctoths
he wears... Actually he brings nothing into the land of his birth
gave the capaclty to enimate, grow, and sustaln for a given term, the
corpus of a Chinaman, a Briton, an American, or a German, as deter-
mined by the location of the delivery."
~from: Man: A Citized of the
Universe, by John
O'Hara Cosgrave.

PO NN N I N IR R R NN N SN ISR SRV O S S U

# BRONX CHEER, in case you're interested, 1s thrown %ogether by #

: Alan H, Pesetsky, 1475 Townsend Ave, New York 52, New York; :

# which is, if you haven't guessed by now 1s the falr Bronx. #

# And, is intended to be dlstributed in the 17th(?) malling i

: of the Spectator Amature Prese Soclety. Pralse to Foo-Foo. :
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CLASSIFIED ALVERTISEMENTS

THE SKECRETS OF LIFE have been EVERYBODY 'S PLAYING IT!

buried for countless centurliesl-- That new,emcitihg game that's

WE have the answer ! gwreeping the nation: INQUISTION{!|!

Ajax Shovel Co, In our small-size kit you get —

KIDDIES — suprise your parents 1l rack, 2 thumscrews, a glant pot

and teachers with our joly new to boll oil in, a small iron

book: MODERN SEX TECHNIQUES. maiden, and an extra large brands=

Remember—It's more fun when you 1ng iron with YOUR initialsil

try it yourself ! Sl __Lcads of 'fun!l

WANT TO MAKE $9% at home? Become ARE 00 BUFFERLNG from Rupture?

a lelsure-hours sugar planter Heartburn$ ToothachefAsthmajfKidney

and ralse cane in vour spare time! trouble? Athlete's foot? Tobacco

SUFFER FROM GONORNHEA? addiction?Foot Painsf Rheumatiem?
0 cherous bastard! Sleeplessness due to irritation of

Mentlonth enansweringadvettl Bladder of Urinary Tract?—T. 8,
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Alternate oaracravchs! Pegetsky first; then larkman.
THE DAY IT HAFPPTNED

It was raining the day It happened. The rain washed the air
clean and there was the pungent oder of ozine. }ost everyone was
indoors. The kids huddled in the doorways waiting for the rain
to stop so that thev covld continue to vrlaye “here was a gravness
about everytiiing.

"It's going to happen," she whimpered, M"what will 1t be 1like?"
"I don't know, perhaps like butterflys being cut up and pasted
into a picture," Bradbury mused.

The few who 'now about It walted imovatiently. The men in the
weather beaureau' were shocked rhen they suddenly reallzed that
1t was raining all over the world. They !mow something uncanny was
taking place, but they never dreamed that It was going 7o haonpen.

It even rained in the mountainsg of Spain.

iCojones," the o0ld man sald. ®"The rain of coldness will stop,?
somehow hls words were not convincing to the young American flyer.

F¥es, 1t will stop,® he said to please the o0ld man,knowing that
1t would not. "Where is Mariaf", he asked.

The old man smiled lewdly. "In the house, don Ernest."

"Fine," Hemingway sald, "You know how it is when you have the
feeling of tender passionate love."He knew he had said that not only
to please the old man, but because of It, and this might be the last
timeo

It rained and i{ rained,s But the waters did not accumulate,
The sanatation men were vuzzled, but of crurse they did now khew
that It was going to havven,

It was going to hanvens It was golng to hapvene It was going
to havoen. It was going to happen. the words waet round and round
and round and round in the minds of those wlio knew that It was going
to haoven. They knewe No one else just theme And the whole vorld,
oblivious, waited for the rain to stope.

The tall pale man stopved infront of the ice-cream truck. "A
quart today sir, or the regular six gallons,"” the vendor sald
politely.

"I g0ld a story yesterday," the tall man sald absently.
Make it the regular. N,, Walt a minute. I feel strange, as 1f
gsomething was going to happen.® :

e vendor stared at the retreating form of the pale man, He
geemed to absorb the rain he walked throughe "Twelve gallons, even
for Lovecraft that's a lot."

The rain stooped, and the streets vere suddenly dry. ‘he
greyness vanished and on dayside the world -'as a deep orange and

‘6n nightside a thick blueness pervadeds The ones who ‘knew, tensed,

gtlffcned, and were afraide It was golng to happen

fFlakes of butterfly wing."

"Maria, are you there?"

Vanilla, butte#scotch, maplewalnut, tuttli fruti, choclate,
chilll concarnce® '

THEN IT HAPPENEDI
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THE G OF
10T PUBLISHIG
A CIECHC

by Horton D, Paley

To the uninitiate it might seem that this article would be
entirely superflous, due to the manifold obvious ways of not pub-
lishing a one-shot. One might, thls obviously unintelligent layman
would postulate, take an axe to his mimeograph, cut off both his
fhizacds, or enllst 1n the Marines. Any of these processes will, indeed,
accomplish the desired result, BUT-~ it 1s obvious to any veteran
nonpublisher {(henceforth to be termed 'nonpub') that this line of

action is notably without that certaln finesse that typifies fanzine
noapublishing,

A certaln radical group of the nonpub set has recently expounded
a technlque which, to the beginner, at least, may appear the most
pleasureable of all those in existence today. This interesting method
entails the collection of large quantities of intoxicating beverages
and/or beauteous damsels and their aggregation in the immediate
vicinity of the nonpub at the assigned time. It ig sald that this
1s virtually a foolproof method, but I have my doubts. First of all,
to my experience, the first distraction named encourages fan pub-
lishing in the long run, and if the nonpub has access to the second,
what's he doing in fandom?

A more practical way is that generally employed (with varlous
regional variations of course). I find myself in a position to
recount a prime example of thiseeee.

The time was last #all. The first (and, so far, only) meeting
of the New York Sclence Fiction Ass'n, was being held at the home
of Joel Markman. Lee Quinn, who had just started THE FANZINE EDITOR
at the timg told us about hig plans for having a large slze one-
shot put out. (Ah! Little did Quinn know that he had sparked the
greatest one-shot of nonpublishing history). It was Leels idea to
have all the interested parties mall thelr completed stencils to him,
but I suggested that we all get together the following Sunday for
a oneshat sesslon. BSoon I had enlisted the aid of most of the fans
present-- Alan Pesetsky, Henry Chabot, Joe Dean, Mike DeAngells,
and Markman, whose home was to be desecrated again., The plan must
have begun under a lucky star, for right at the start things pointed
to a swell nonpublishing session. Quinn had already left when we
made our plans, and no one remembered to inform him!{ As you can see,
with this auspicious beginning we had to succeedd

The great day arrived. Agailn fate played into our hands, for I,
who had started the ball rolling, forgot all about the meeting, and
went to the football game. (The Yanks trimmed the Bears--life's
1little pleasure's are so few!) I have often been congratulated by
admiring nonpubs for this feat of omission, but must confess in ell
modesty that it was entirely a subconsclous one.
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Late in the evening I thrugiai 17
fur» no reason in pa“u*QA-mx =
Good Ole Markman,
nmy cceditor, there.

ut Jood Ole

i3
o sttt @
Shal “1‘” ‘.I‘-O(
Wae '3..'..;0
letft already-.
work on a stencll.

_ Good Oli2 Dei“
Taller and Nasty Robert Weiss had
of mutual recriminations I set to

Ak to Gocd Cle Morlman:g
yoLlae §0.TINd Bt oLy
Lle Hlike DsAnge.iis ; and

siegent. Good Cie Steve

After an exchangs

Now, I must admit that at this time I Delieved that there was
actually a chance of the one-~shot's being publiisned, desplte our

effortse The completed stencils were sent to..

Quinn, who was to

runlish the magazine. But unknown to us Lwe nc longer had access to

tie mimeograph, temporarily at least.

And it was here that a true

ma3ter of nonpublishing developed in our midst. for Kem Beale, who
I seem to have forgotten to mention previocusly, came up with a tour
de force that astonished the nonpublishing world.

As the matter stood, the one-shot etlill might have been publish-
ed. Beale, however, executed the final stroke by sending a post card
to Quinn querylng as to whether that worthy had come out of hlber-

naticn yet.
wag Q uinn,

1 was astonished by this brilliant move, as, no doubt
At any rate, the magazine has not yet appeared and to

Beale must come the full credit for this.

The sub)ect of not publishing a fanzlne has hardly been touched

on in this article.

If you would gain fame as a nonpublisher, I
advise you to be original and develop your own techniques.

Who knows,

perhaps some day you, too, will feel the thrill of not publishing a

fan magazinel

== 0008000~

tthen the fleas have laid their
eggs in the dust, in the slits of
the floor, on cushlons where anl-
mals sleep, or 1in the clothes of

young children, then the white
lerva, without feet, and very
skaky, come out, twisting them-

selves like little eels. The mat=-
her {lea pours into .thelr mouths
thie blood withwhich she hag filled
herself, and one tees under their
trancrarent skin the colouring of
the digestive tube, Laus the
dzop of Dlood she tales from us
forns the nourishment of herchild-
el

Do not accuse this poor and ten-
der mother any more of w’ckedness.
She, perhaps, bites you; it is be-
cevse she 1s forced to do so, Nat-

nearts & flowers #

for m@m thﬂ

p&’

ure has impnosed this lawon her, she
cannot avold it; she acts with all
the consideration, all the mansze-
ment of a gastronomic insect, 1if
you will, bu* ghe is certsinly
nelther wicked nor a glutcn,.
Once repulsed, the #lea hastc..s to
get away; indzsed, one might almost
imagine she had scruples of con-
science. ©She leaves the scene of
her misdeeds, but £%ill goes a
lively, Jumping 1ins=2c%; tloklidng
all the neighbourhcecd with a scft

and 1light foot, as if %o Denumb
and alleviate the sma’ll psain of
the bitc,

FROM: Inteliigence of Animals

Py Ernmst MENAULT
Mo 3o Charles SﬂfLungf s Sonsl894
HELL ° 1
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I STUMBLED OVER A LARGE o0ll can as I felt my way down the long dark
corridor leading to the flat of les Schaumburgers. I knocked on the
doory, I knocked again., No answer, Suddenly a °~ '~ volce says,
Ycome ' in." I go in.

"Hello" says Joe,

"Hello " aays I.

"Hi," says Helena.

g b SR, T R

"Qurgle," gurgles the kid.

"Guregle," gurgles I.

Silence. I takes a &eep breath and blurt out my mission. "Poof,
I want you to write an article for me, " I says looking at Joe.
Helena lookéd as though she had swalowed a fish and then giggled.

"You waat me to write a fan article?" asks  Joe

"Uh Huh," I replies.

"Do you know what you're suggesting?" gadps Helena.

"I do," I gasps hack.

The kid laughs.

"I'm not Jjoking," I shouts.

"But in Alpaughs name why?" cries Joe,"Why?"

"Fandom needs you," I says.

"But who needs fandom", says Joe eyeing Helena.

"Enough of this," I said, sitting down on the floor, "I'm not
going to budge untlll I get an articlea.

ANYWAY, to make a short story even shorter, about 15 phono-
graph records, 2or3 fangines, 1 Marvel ¥ales, three ice cream cones,
a Tew crumpled sheets of paper later, I got my article.

This master olece can be found on the page immedialely followi
this une Or if you like doing things the hard way; the page bhefore
the page after this page, No that'll get you back here. How about
The page before the page after theipnre after this one. Hmmmmmmm,

FAPAISNOTQUITELLIKESAPSISNOT "ULITH APAISNOTQUITELIKESAPSISNOTQUITELL
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LoV ECRADT, (i

by J. and H. Shaumburger
assleted by me

The trouble with Lovecraft is that so few veople bother to
read him. People have pald close to a hundred dollars for a copy
of the "Outsider and Othere" and have resold it wlthout its ever
belng unwraoped.

A good prorortion of these individuals suffer the pangs of
consclence afterwards and write fanzlne articles on the go-called
merit of Lovecraft'!s works. Having committed themselves publicly,
they feel obliged to attack anyone who "dares" to undervalue the"
works of the "Master!. if only to finally convince themselves.

Frankly, Lovecraft was a orimitive. He piloneered a new style
in literature— tbo thls day his concept of the Cthulhu mythos remains
unsurpassed. He was great in the dame way that Fdgar Allan Poe
was great.

But like all ploneers, he blazed only a rough trail through the
wllderness., Hls work laoks the finish, the polish of truly great
literature. Too often he was melodramatic — poured on suspense
desperately trylng to create "atmosphere". Somehow, 1t never
gulte got there.

His characterization, aside from his orotagonist, was usually
of the most elemantary sort. The best of welrd fiction would
be handicapved by stock characterization and artificial emotionality,
and Lovraraftig mateprial 1s far from the best,

Much of Lovecrafts fame is due to
eklll of hls imitators, Writers like
Frank B. Long(of:"Hounds of Tindalos"
Arkham House 1946) and August Derleth
(cf:"The Lurker on the Threshold"
1945) working with the 8thulhu mythos
and other Lovecraftiean themes, whllae
survassing the original model, served
to gpread the myth of Lovecraft's
"eenius" further.

In conclusion, while the myth of his
greatness may ocersist, due to the
efforts of his former corresvon-—
dents (many of whom wwn g letter ,. .
from the Great Man) and grubby
little schoolboy fans who have invested heavily with thelr lunch
money in 49¢ Towere orintings of HPL, the major oortion of his

life's work 1ls mak*iho the rounds as mint editions.

Z36:







~HE BRONX

Formerly the Bronx was a district comprising. several towns in
Westchester County, New York. It recelved its name from an early
gettler named Jonas (or Jacob) Bronck. Whether he was Dutch, Swedish
of Danish by birth is not known for certain. He arrived in America
in 1639 and 1s described as having been a "pious Lutheran." At any
rate, in 1642 Jonas Bronck baught about five hundred acres of land in
the vicinity of the district that still bears his name. The old
Duteh pronunciation of the name survives to this day in some and one
often hears 1t pronounced as it it were spellcd Bronke. <the land
originally owned by Jonas Broneck was acquirecd by the Morris family
and 1t was the birth placc of Gouverneur Morris of Revolutionary
fame. In 1898 thc district known as "The Bronx" becamec one of the
five boroughs of New York City. Since 1914, when a county named
Bronx was formed, the borough of Bronx and the county of Bronx have
been coterminous. The New York Zoological Park is in the Bronx and
for that rcasoh 1s popularly referred to as the Bronx Zoo, Some
authoritics supposc the Bronx River, a small strcam emptying into
the East River and nearly bisccting the Bronx borough, bore the name
before the édistrict did.

—from: A Book about a Tacusnnd Things
by Georgc Stimpson
rpcr & Brothcrs P
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This "mag" has one and only one bit of pblicy, all material
apvearing hearin was created by fans living in the Bronx..All
exceot that little drawing in the Lovecraft article. Which by the way
was was cut out af a stencil that was used in ASMDOEUS #2 and was -
grafted onto the stencil. The drawing, as I was saying, is by Chabot
and as far as I know he doesn't expect to see 1t here, SURPRISE!

Speaking of ASMODEUS: ASMDOEUS can be,obsained from me by sending
the smmll sum of 15¢. Comtents in_clude: Lovecraft, Silverberg,
C. A. Smith, DeAngelis, and lots of otne s I havenl't the energy to
mention(It'ﬂ about 1:15 A, M. ) 30 ppe ' Yover stecncll made by Sten-
afazx. and loth morc fentures,

I'm ghing to run off the remaining stcncils in school tomorrow.
Some I've lcft ofer from pgher mags that never quite came off,
linrkman left a while ago, he did the covere This will most likely
be run off on blue paper since I can get the stuff through the school
store fairly cheaps By the way I should thank my alma mattcr (that
docsn't look quite ritc)- THF BRONX HIGH SCHOOL OF SCIENCE for the
usc of their A, B. Dick Elcetric. Nice machine, I'm on thec memio
squad so I can run off my own stfiff cveryonec in a while. It sccms
st Ti1) bo doing stuff for most of thec othcr local fans too., ©Oh,
wcll, that's 1life. (like hell it is-non-fans notc)

I've got a few morc lincs left I might as well fill them up.
New York fanzines arc organized now in casc you've noticed the MNYFP
cmblcms spddt.rcd around on NY fanzincs. Y“hat do you know._No more 6p*







