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PREFACE

This volume is a sequel to The Enchanted Duplicator, written by Walt Willis and Bob Shaw, which
was first published in February 1954, in an edition of 200 numbered copies. (Chuck Harris got #1.)

A Second Edition of 150 copies was published in 1962 by Ted Johnstone and Bruce Pelz, with
illustrations by Eddie Jones.

Arnie Katz and rich brown published a Third Edition in 1971, with illustrations by C. Ross
Chamberlain.

In 1972/3 it was serialised in Amazing Science Fiction, then being edited by Ted White.

In 1979 a Fifth Edition was published by Eve Harvey for Seacon, the British Worldcon, with
illustrations by Carol Gregory.

In 1980 it was reprinted, with other material, in the 28th issue of Richard Bergeron's Warhoon.

In 1981 Gary Farber published 300 copies of a replica of the Third Edition.

The Eighth Edition was published for the 1983 Worldcon (Constellation) by Dan and Lynn
Steffan, Gary Farber, Avedon Carol, and Peggy Rae Pavlat.

In 1985 Peter Trei of New York serialised an ASCII computer-readable version in his computer
network fanzine, SF Lovers Digest; it can still be downloaded through computers using the UNIX
operating system. This version might be regarded as the Ninth Edition. In which case .....

The Tenth Edition was that published in Melbourne in May 1988, by Greg Hills.

Greg however describes his edition as the Ninth, advised by no less an authority than Vince
Clarke. And it must be admitted that if a computer disc version is to be regarded as an Edition, how
‘much more so must be the stage version written by Jerry Kaufman, Gary Farber, and Shelley Dutton
and performed by an equally distinguished cast at Norwescon 5 in 19822 And what about Dan
Steffan’s incomplete graphic novel of thatera?
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CHAPTER 1 - IN WHICH THE SPIRIT OF
FANDOM APPEARS ONCE AGAIN TO JOPHAN

SHITTAAN 630
From the summit of the soaring white Tower of the Enchanted Duplicator, Jophan gazed down on
Trufandom and far beyond to the ring of misty mountains that protected this fairest of all lands from the
dangers and discords of the Outside.

It was a vista of beauty unsurpassed, of forest glades and parkland dotted with tiny dwellings; each,
like his own, a white tower in a walled garden, a miniature of the great Tower itself. The figures and voices
of his many Trufan friends and the sounds of their keyboards and duplicators and printers, near and far, all
seemed close in the golden haze of this enchanted land. Looking down on the peaceful scene, Jophan
recalled the terrible dangers he had braved to come Io lhxs haven of warmth and friendship: the welcome
he had received and, in the f time, the and h rded to him. And not for the
first time, he wondered why he should now feel something like the same restlessness that had impelled
him to leave Mundane in search of the Enchanted Duplicator.

He had found that magic machine, and had used it to produce the Perfect Fanzine; or at least a fanzine
thought perfect by the people whose opinion he most respected. No one could do more: there were, he had
come to realise, as many varieties of Perfect Fanzine as there were of people. Ultimate perfection was not
attainable. Perhaps fortunately.

Jophan turned away from the parapet and walked across to the golden plinth, still shining so brightly
that it lit up all Trufandom like a tiny yellow sun; on it rested the ancient, battered, ink-and-corrosion-
stained device that was the Enchanted Duplicator. Well did he know that the machine had no real worth,
and that no person in all Trufandom would willingly use such antiquated equipment. But as a symbol it
was still all-powerful. For any Neo who braved the dreadful perils and even more dangerous distractions
of the journey from Mundane, to reach this shining tower and grasp this rusty handle, in the faith that it
could produce the Perfect Fanzine, had beyond doubt become a True Fan.

Fearfully, uncertain of the results of what he was about to do, Jophan reached out and grasped the
handle once again.

His instinct had been correct; there had been a change. The flow of power and purpose that had
strengthened and sustained him was still there, but there had been a change in himself. Now he realised it
would not be enough to continue producing issues of the Perfect Fanzine. He would, he knew, still feel the
thrill of inspiration and the joy of creation; the inimitable mixture of love and pride with which his fanzine
opened his heart to his friends. These he would never lose. But there was no longer a challenge. Strangely,
he found himself. ing with nostalgia the perilous adven  his journey from Mundane, and
the people he had met on his quest.

He released his grip and closed his eyes .... until he became aware of a growing brightness on his
eyelids. As he opened them, there came the sound of a fanfare of trumpets, but one that seemed distant
and, for a fanfare, curiously uncertain.

Then the Spirit of Fandom again appeared before him.

“Jophan,” she said, “what is it that troubles you?”"

Jophan hung his head. “There is no reason,” he said miserably, “why I should be anything but happy
in this place. But [am prey to strange and disturbing thoughts. Shameful too they are, because they reflecta
base ingratitude for all I have been given here. That ingratitude pains me most of all, for I cannot excuse or
condone it, even to myself.”

“Jophan,” said the Spirit of Fandom, in a voice that held sympathy and understanding, “there is
nothing to be ashamed of. In fact, quite the reverse. What you feel is essentially the same urge that leads
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BEYOND THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR....

mankind to leave his congenial
planet for the unknown perils of
space. Your instincts have been
correct. It is necessary for you to
retrace your steps and return to
Mundane.”

There was a strange
fascination about the idea that
Jophan could not fully under-
stand. “For what purpose?” he
asked. “Is this another quest?”

“Yes,” said the Spirit of
Fandom. “But you will not be
able to understand its purpose
fully until you have communed
with others like yourself, ata
convention.”

Jophan knew about
conventions of course. Fanzines,
even his own, often contained
reports and references to
them. They had, he understood,
been created by fanzines in the
first place, and fanzines were
necessary for their continued
existence, in the sense that what
is not reported cannot be said to
have real existence. But it was a
new thought that conventions
might in some way be necessary
to him. They had always seemed
to him dangerously unpredict-
able affairs, as uncontrollable as a fanzine composed on stencil. But now this very unpredictability began to
seem attractive.

‘The Spirit of Fandom noticed this new eagerness. “Don't think the journey will be easy,” she warned
him. “You will face trials and temptati as those you on your journey here,
though different in kind. There is important information, meagre and of questionable accuracy though
some of it may be, which will aid you in—"

Suddenly the prospect of leaving Trufandom, so suddenly imminent, became alarming for Jophan.
“Must 1 go?” he asked in an agonised voice, “I do not want to risk losing everything I have gained or have
been given here. Surely this discontent will fade, and pass? I entreat you, please do not send me away, for I
fear that my resolve is uncertain and that I will be numbered among those hapless Trufen who are lost
never to return.”

“Your discontent will increase,” said the Spirit firmly, “rather than fade. You must make this second
great journey, and risk the dangers that will threaten both your fannish mind and body, for there is no
other cure. Many Trufen have indeed been lost ...”

Strangely, at that moment there was a bri iing of the golden mist that the
Duplicator and its great tower. And there came from the mist the sound of trumpets, no longer muted,
clear in the still air.

“But know this: there are some who have no need to return because they carry the Essence of
Trufandom with them.”
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CHAPTER 2 — IN WHICH JOPHAN RETRACES
HIS STEPS TO MUNDANE

SHIFFMAN ©90

In the early afternoon of the following day, Jophan paused on the first ridge of the Trufandom Mountains
to look back on the enchanted land he might never see again. But the pause was brief, because he feared
that if he tarried too long his resolve would weaken. So he turned his face again toward distant Mundane
and the lands between. Thereafter he travelled more swiftly because his mental burden had been lightened
by the finality of his decision.

His physical burden consisted of no more than a single flask for food and drink, and his old but
carefully polished Shield of Umor. “Carry always your Shield of Umor,” the Spirit of Fandom had told him,
“and keep it brightly burnished. Of all thearts and devices and abilities in your possession, it alone has
undiminished power both here and in Mundane.”

Already he had begun to suspect that it would be easier to leave Trufandom than it had been to get
there. The uphill journey had taken a surprisingly short time and even the Canyon of Criticism, which he
now entered, did not seem as immense as he recalled. There was of course not one of the giant
Promagrevoos to be seen. He called on hisold friend Letteraxe, who still lived in his cave overlooking
Trufandom, and seemed to know everybody and everything. Letteraxe told him that after these giants had
been ruthlessly exterminated by their masters the Headeaters, the latter’s own ranks had been decimated
as if in retribution by an even more powerful and mysterious race. Letteraxe felt there must be some
connection between these two events but had never been able to identify it.

The extinction of the giants seemed to have resulted in a proliferation of their rivals, the
Fanmagrevoos. Bands of these pigmies, squealing and gibbering with rage and hatred, could be seen
raising their standards on high ledges where they thought themselves safe; but their missiles were easily
deflected by his Shield of Umor, sometimes straight back to the thrower. Jophan noticed again, with wry
amusement, that when this happened the aggressor, having no such shield of his own, was often seriously
disabled.

But one thing that did surprise and worry him was the fact that he had met very few pilgrims on their
way to Trufandom. There were bodies and skeletons to be seen on the floor of the canyon, obviously
victims of the demented Fanmagrevoos, and most of the few survivors on their way to Trufandom were
also wounded. He wondered what would become of Trufandom if this went on.

It seemed to him that n was his duty to reduce the menace of these malevolent dwarfs. He chose a
strategic ledge on the opposil he canyon and began to a supply of stones. His sojourn
in Trufandom had his faculties and his muscles that he was confident of his
ability to dislodge the creatures from their perches.

He had accumulated several dozen missiles when a strange sight made him pause. One of the dwarfs,
who seemed to have grown taller than the rest, was moving among the fallen victims on the floor of the
canyon, binding up their wounds and helping them to their feet. Even as Jophan watched, he stopped by
the body of a victim he had not been able to revive, and stood there weeping. Then, with an expression of
resolve, he took up the victim’s shield and strode off in the direction of Trufandom.

Jophan stopped collecting stones. It was obvious that th logy of fandom was plex than
he had assumed. He climbed down from his ledge and continued his journey, lost in thought.

By sunset he had come to the end of the canyon, from where he could look down on the vast Desert
of Indifference. He thought it best to spend the night at the canyon entrance before descending into the
trackless desert. A draft of nourishing Egg o Bu satisfied his hunger and did much to dispel the misgivings
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BEYOND THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR....

left by his encounter with the dwarfs. He must avoid further mistakes. Watching the shadows of the
‘mountains lengthen on the desert, he reviewed the other advice the Spirit of Fandom had given him.

“The race of Subrs is now almost extinct,” she had said, “and the Desert is a lonely and dangerous
place. However on your way to Trufandom and during your stay here you have, albeit unconsciously,
developed a capacity for sustained mental effort that will enable you to make your way back to Mundane
unaided. This capacity will also help you to survive in Mundane, as will the many arts and abilities you
have mastered. You will, however, have to adapt to the strange rules and practices current there.
Remember always that you must engage in some mundane work, however onerous or pointless it seems,
for only thus can you obtain the tokens they call money to enable you to survive. Remember, the mean and
primitive society of Mundane does not have the generous hospitality of Trufandom, so you will have to
pay tokens for shelter and warmth. Their bizarre customs will also require you to buy special garments for
‘most activities, though one type would suffice for all. These and various other demarcation symbols are
required because they lack our ability to recognise merit. Above all, they know not the sweet-tasting and
all-sustaining Egg o Bu, and were you to show one of your fanzines to them in the hope of gamering some,
they would laugh cruelly in their ignorance and call you demented.”

Marvelling at the foolishnesses of Mundane, Jophan fell into a deep sleep.

CHAPTER 3 - IN WHICH JOPHAN MEETS AN
OLD ACQUAINTANCE AND A NEW FRIEND

SHITMAN ©50

Shortly after dawn the next day, Jophan set off down the mountain slope. It was too steep and stony on this
side to use his shield as a toboggan, as he had done going down the other side, but he reached level ground
by noon. The heat of the desert was oppressive, but oases were frequent, and he made good speed. He was
cheered by the fact that he met several neos on their way to Trufandom: he paused each time to encourage
them, warn them about the Canyon of Criticism and impress on them the importance of keeping their
shields polished.

Otherwise his journey was so uneventful that he became impatient to reach the end of the desert. Each
day he tried to go further, and each day the cases became more sparse. Without realising it, he overtaxed
his strength. He began to see oases where none existed, and to stagger helplessly from one mirage to
another. Finally, late one afternoon, he collapsed from exhaustion and heat stroke. The last thing he saw
‘was a lone vulture circling overhead.

He awoke to find he was in a verdant oasis, in bright moonlight. His burning feet were being bathed
in cool water, and a glass of lifegiving Egg o’ Bu was on a little stone table by his side. When he had drained
it, the glass was instantly refilled. Jophan could see only dimly the features of his benefactor, but there
seemed something familiar about them. However, the first priority must be to thank him, whoever he was.
But his host demurred. It was an honour to serve someone like Jophan, he said, and he hoped his guest
would stay indefinitely and allow him to continue to do so. Still wondering how the stranger knew his
name, Jophan fell fast asleep.

In the morning light, the stranger’s invitation began to seem even more attractive. The oasis was
remarkably beautiful, and so extensive as almost to merit being described as a glade. In the dappled shade,
the fierce heat of the desert sun was soothed to a languorous warmth. A long cool glass of Egg o’ Bu stood
on the little table by his side, and was constantly refilled. This is the life, Jophan thought. He could stay here
forever.
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He was awakened from a doze by a glint in the undergrowth, a reflection of the noonday sun on
something metallic. It was the corner of his shield. He had forgotten about it during his delirium, and parts
had become dull and tarnished. However a sedulous rub with his sleeve made it shiny again, and he
checked it with his own reflection. To his horror, it seemed to have somehow become a distorting mirror,
like one in a camnival. His head looked hideously swollen, as round and foolish as a pumpkin lantern.

Shocked, he moved the shield about, looking at the trees and flowers. They seemed perfectly normal.
And there was his host hastening towards him with another jug of Egg o’ Bu. The truth began to dawn on
Jophan. “No more of that for me,” he said. “I've had too much already.” His host bowed in acquiescence,
set the jug carefully on the stone table, and prostrated himself before it. At last Jophan realised the full
horror of his situation. It was not a table; it was an altar. “You are Sycophan,” he accused, “and you're
worshipping me!”

“Of course I am,” said Sycophan, with some indignation. “For years I've been trying to invoke one of
the BNFicent spirits, and here you are at last. You needn't try to pass yourself off as an ordinary mortal. I've
heard of you and I know you're one of the Biggest Names in Trufandom.”

Jophan despaired of explaining the true nature of Trufandom to someone so confused. “Look,” he
said, “many years ago we two met on this very spot, when it was still desert, and I was on my way to
Trufandom. Well, you've worked hard and made a very nice place of it here. But you're still the same
person, aren't you? Well, soam 1.”

It took a while to convince Sycophan, but eventually Jophan and he were talking like old friends. He
promised he would try to help and encourage any further travellers to Trufandom: he might make the
journey himself some day, though he was very comfortable here. He listened intently as Jophan explained
his reasons for leaving Trufandom and going to Mundane. “So you're going to a Convention,” he
marvelled. “Look out for my half-brothers, phan and his lawyer twi Don't worry,”
he added wryly, “they’re different from me in every respect.” He would say no more about them.

They talked long into the night, but nevertheless Jophan was up soon after dawn, eager to proceed
with his journey. Sycophan accompanied him to the edge of the huge oasis and pointed out the direction he
should take. “It's easy to get lost in the desert now the Subrs have died out,” he explained, “but if you keep
the sun on your face you'll soon arrive at the track of the old Letterpress Railroad, and you can follow that
all the way to Sercon City.”

CHAPTER 4 - IN WHICH JOPHAN
REACHES MUNDANE

SHIFTMAN 690
It was as Sycophan had said. There were of course no rails where the railway had run, but the ruts and
ridges where they had lain on the soft sandstone were still clearly visible. Jophan strode forward with
confidence.

This route was evidently now well known, for he began to meet more Neofen on their way to
Trufandom. They were bright-eyed and eager, but seemed reluctant ‘with him,
because he was coming away from Trufandom. Surely, Jophan thought, Disillusion could not still be riding
about on his high horse after all those years, spreading his envy and malice? It was up to him to correct the
impression he must have left.

So he spoke to the Neofen at lengthin ing fashion, ining the nature of T , and
giving much helpful advice on the dangers ahead, based on his own hard-won experience. They listened
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BEYOND THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR...

politely but in silence, until he explained that he was on his way from

Trufandom to a Convention in Mundane. They seemed to understand this at
once, and wished him well.

Indeed, to his astonishment, Jophan learned that many of them
had actually attended Conventions themselves. Seeing his surprise,

they offered practical advice on Convention matters, which he
realised would be extremely helpful. As he listened, Jophan realised
that there had been an abrupt and complete reversal of roles. It
was now he who was the Neo. He had been woefully lacking in
humility. He thanked them sincerely for their help, and they
parted with expressions of goodwill.
Jophan resumed his journey much chastened. But
his spirits were raised as the desert gave way in time to
scrubland, and eventually to a region of fertile fields
and fine houses. Here, Jophan left the line of the
old railway, now increasingly hard to follow
among all the new buildings, in search of the
Profan mansion. He found it without much
difficulty, every moment of his meeting with
that generous friend and kindly advisor being
still fresh in his mind. But the heavy gates were
locked, the long, sleek motor car was not in the
driveway and the windows returned only an empty
stare. Obviously Profan was not at home.
Disappointed, Jophan continued downtown to
the centre of Sercon City, as the home of Serious
Constructivism was apparently now called. At first
sight it had not changed very much. It was still an area
of impressive skyscrapers. But now, Jophan realised,
they were real and solid. The rickety facades had
gone. The great Federation Building had been torn
down, to be replaced by a thriving Craft Centre, in
which dozens of artists and writers created work
of unique beauty and interest. The only thing that
Jophan could find to remind him of his first
journey through the city was in a residential
area of old fashioned squares, where he found
a small statue of Dedwood.
On the far side of the city, there were
more improvements. All the hucksters’ stalls
had been cleared away, and on the site was
a huge shopping mall. Further on, there
‘was a magnificent medical centre called
The HDV Kolektin Clinic, surrounded
by areas of sheltered housing for
convalescing patients.
N ‘The Jungle of Inexperience
had become a Theme Park. Parties
of tourists were taken on



conducted tours twice a day, protected from the surviving Typoes, now an endangered species, by a
trained corps of Guides known as A part of the Hecto Swamp had been preserved for the
tourists to marvel at and photograph, the rest of the once dreaded Swamp having been filled in and built
over with a bright new and soul-less suburb called Newtek.

Beyond this began the foothills of the Mountains of Inertia, the frontier of Fandom. Beyond them was
only the Forest, and then he would come face to face with all the problems and perils of Mundane. It was
pleasant here on the borders of fandom. He climbed up a little way so that he could see the sun setting
behind the Trufandom Mountains, and then slept.

Next morning Jophan again found the climb easier than he had expected, just as he had done leaving
Trufandom itself, and by late afternoon he had reached the pass through the Mountains of Inertia. From
here he could see both the fair land of Trufandom, nestled among its protective ring of mountains, and the
plains of Mundane stretching endlessly to the horizon.

The spectacle ﬁlled Jophan with awe and trepidation. What would become of him in that vast strange
land? Gazing back towards he wiped his shield, as was his habit
when perplexed. At once he felt better, and remembered what he had been told by the Spirit of Fandom,
that the power of a Shield of Umor is undiminished in Mundane. Now, regarding it with renewed respect,
he noticed that in its concave inner surface the whole vista of Mundane was mirrored in miniature. It
seemed different; somehow it looked ... manageable.

Jophan set off down the mountainside, meaning to reach the Circle of Lassitude before nightfall. It
took longer than he expected, and the fog, which seemed a permanent feature of this region, made the steep
descent perilous. However the cave was brightly lit, just as he remembered it, and its entrance shone like a
beacon in the twilight. Inside he was welcomed as warmly as before. R G.Leth was there, seemingly not
much older; th le him, and d to recognise his name. It was a very
pleasant evening, but Jophan was tired from his long journey and soon after midnight he curled up ina
corner and went to sleep.

Next morning he was still tired, and thought how pleasant it would be to spend a few days here
resting and regaining hi: y. But he d how addictive were the attractions of the
Circle of Lassitude, and went outside for a reviving breath of fresh air. A strong breeze had sprung up from
the direction of Fandom, dispelling the fog. The path down the mountain was clear and inviting. Pausing
only to thank the members of the Circle for their hospitality, Jophan set off again.

Soon he came to the abandoned station of the Letterpress Railroad, its tunnel through the mountains
overgrown with brambles. Further on, he passed the reason for the demise of the railroad, a thriving airport
advertising cheap round trips to Sercon City, with free tickets to all the rides in the Prehistoric Fandom
Theme Park.

Past the airport began the Forest of Stupidity. It was even denser than Jophan remembered, and
impervious to the wind that blew out of fandom, so that Jophan felt stifled and bemused, as if his brain
was deprived of oxygen. The path had kept branching off, perhaps for various destinations in Mundane,
and he had lost all sense of direction. He stopped and tried to sharpen his wits. On all sides the forest
looked exactly the same. The cloudy sky gave no indication of the direction of the sun. But there was the
sound of an aeroplane. As he watched it came into view, still climbing, made a half circle turn, and set off
in a direction which, Jophan realised, must be that of Sercon City.

He set his face in the opposite direction, identified a particular tree and marched determinedly
towards it. He soon became quite expert at this kind of steeplechase, and with no further trouble came
to the edge of the forest. He found himselfin a parking area of a large bus station. He had arrived in
Mundane.
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BEYOND THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR....

CHAPTER 5 — IN WHICH JOPHAN BEGINS
HIS NEW LIFE IN MUNDANE

SHIFTAAN 90
/Among the coaches waiting in the bus station there was one for Quotidian, the town where the Convention
was to be held. But of course Jophan had no Mundane tokens for the fare. Worse, he was now very hungry.
His flask of Egg o’ Bu had been lost during his delirium in the desert and he had not replaced it. It was one
of the peculiarities of Egg o’ Bu, fandom’s only currency, that it was sometimes difficult to acquire. One
could not buy it, of course, but one could not even ask for it. It had to be freely given. Sycophan had been
only too free with it, sickening Jophan so much that he had taken none with him for the rest of his journey.
If it had not been for the hospitality of the Circle of Lassitude it was doubtful if he would have had the
strength to climb the Mountains and traverse the Forest.

Obviously he must do some mundane work to get some mundane money. But what? All he had was
his shield; and of course his polishing cloth, made of a light leather that also gave protection against rain.
Jophan looked round the car park. There were scores of cars, many of which looked as if they had come a
considerable distance. Jophan took an empty can from the dump behind the snack bar, filled it with water
from a standpipe, and began ically to clean the dirtiest windshields. While he worked he would
prop his shield up carefully on the car roof, with a sheet of cardboard under it to protect the car’s paint, and
when he had finished he would put a note, cut from the same thin card, under the wiper. It simply said
COMPLIMENTS SHIELD CLEANERS.

Soon drivers began to come out of the snack bar and marvel at their crystal-clear windshields. They
would read the note and look around curiously and see the shining shield on another car. Most of them
would come over; and liking Jophan's energy, cheerfulness and ready wit, would leave more money than
they had intended. Much more, in fact, than Jophan would have dared to charge. So much so that soon he
‘went back to the snack bar dump and got another can for the money.

After a few hours it seemed to Jophan that he must have enough to buy a substantial meal, and he
started to count the money in the can. At that point a middle-aged man in a smart suit appeared from
nowhere and watched him until he had finished.

“Id like to buy you out,” he said unexpectedly.

“What do you mean?” asked Jophan.

“It's simple;” said the man, “You give me a piece of paper assigning to me all rights to the name and
operation known as Shield Cleaners and I give you money.”

“How much?” asked Jophan faintly.

In reply the man produced a wad of notes. Jophan nodded, and signed a piece of paper the man
wrote out.

“Will you sell your shield?” asked the man.

“Never,” said Jophan, and made for the snack bar, where he returned the tins and what was left of the
cardboard. Then he had two of the most substantial meals the snack bar could provide. He had change
from one of the notes the business man had given him.

It was obvious he had enough money for the bus fare to Quotidian, so he went to the Booking Office
and bought a roundtrip ticket. Whatever befell him in Mundane, it would always be a comfort to know
he had the means to go back to Trufandom. The next bus was due in about an hour. To pass the time,
he strolled to the edge of the freeway and watched the traffic. It was fast and unceasing, offering no
opportunity to cross the road. However he saw a notice to his left, some hundred yards away, and walked
along to see what it said. It was for the guidance of drivers coming on the righthand carriageway, and it

S0



read “NEXT EXIT PROSAIC. RIGHT LANE MUST TURN RIGHT.” Looking back, Jophan now saw there
was a flyover rising from the bus station area. So, he thought, this is what has happened to my little
country lane, where I began my search for the Enchanted Duplicator. He went back to the bus station and
walked along the flyover to where it descended on the other side of the freeway, hoping to find something
familiar. But the road itself had been straightened and widened and was unrecognisable.

With mixed feelings Jophan walked back to the bus station and found the coach for Quotidian. It was
already loading. The driver would not allow him to take his shield inside, but was helpful in stowing it in
the baggage compartment. Having made sure the compartment door was securely fastened, Jophan took a
Iast look round, trying to memorise everything. The Forest of Stupidity, the parking lot, the snack bar and
‘booking office, the flyover for Prosaic. There was another bus loading at the entrance to the flyover: a
couple were climbing aboard. Jophan thought he recognised his parents.

Conflicting impulses pulled at him. Instinct told him to rush over and embrace them. Reason told him
he would miss the bus and lose his shield; and it might not be them; and if it was, they wouldn’t thank him
for making them miss the last bus home. Underlying everything was the memory of the coolness there had
been between him and his parents ever since his father had burned all his books, the ones that told about
faraway places and other times.

While he was still struggling with his indecision, the engine of the other bus revved up and it surged
up the exit ramp. Unhappily, Jophan took a seat and tried to put the matter from his mind so that he could
get some sleep. The drone of the engine and the hypnotic flashing of the lights of opposing traffic conspired
to send him into a fitful doze.

CHAPTER 6 — IN WHICH JOPHAN FINDS
MUNDANE WORK

SHITATAN 690
He awoke in the Quotidian Bus Terminus. It was after midnight. He stumbled out, waited for his shield,
and set off at random. The immediate area was run down, but further on it began to improve, and he was
drawn by the bright lights of an allnight supermarket. There was an envelope stuck by the flap to the door:
on it someone had written HELP WANTED URGENTLY.

Inside he found a harassed Night Manager clutching a sheaf of invoices. Jophan explained he had just
arrived in Quotidian and was looking for work, any work atall. “Can you work all night?” asked the Night
Manager. Jophan said he could. He had nowhere else to go anyway, and his experience in meeting fan
publishing deadlines had accustomed him to allnight sessions.

The Night Manager pointed to an aisle devoted to Easter eggs and Mother's Day gifts. “All those
shelves have to be emptied,” he explained, “and replaced by the stock in the store room. Before eight this
morning, when the boss comes in. I'l have to leave you to it. So much paperwork to do.” He disappeared
into his office with the sheaf of invoices and a worried look.

Jophan made a mental estimate of the capacity of the shelves and the volume of the stock in the store
room, casting them off against each other, item by item. The problem seemed simple: merely one of fitting a
variety of material into a space slightly too small for it, m such a way that it appeared to the best advantage
and gave the best overall i ion. To an experi ine editor, it was child's play. He set to work
cheerfully, wheeling a loaded trolley of old stock to the storeroom and bringing it back full of new stock. By
7:30 he had finished and went to report to the Night Manager. There was no answer to his knock, so he
went in and found the unfortunate man asleep in his chair, invoices strewn on the desk and floor. Jophan
woke him gently.
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BEYOND THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR....

The Night Manager viewed the aisle blearily and with suspicion. “Where’s the rest of the stuff?” he
asked. “It’s all there,” said Jophan. “Look and see.”

The Night Manager inspected the shelves and began to wake up. The stuff did seem to be all there,
but the different tins and packages had been so cleverly arranged as not to appear confusedly crowded
together, but rather to complement one another. Moreover he had the feeling that a customer would know
atonce if what he wanted was in this aisle, and exactly where to find it. What the Night Manager was
experiencing, had he but known it, was in fact a feeling of artistic unity. And what he was looking at was
in fact very like the last anniversary issue of Jophan's fanzine.

“That's very good,” he said weaKly. “I wish you could d ing like that about these d: d
invoices.”

1f there was one thing Jophan had learned in Trufandom, it was to read quickly. A glance at the
papers, and his clear recollection of the goods he had just sorted, enabled him to arrange the invoices there
and then into three piles. “This lot are OK and can be paid,” he said, setting them out neatly on the desk.
“This second lot are for goods that have not arrived yet. Sit on them. And the third is for the little pile of
defective goods I left in the far corner of the store room.”

There was a long pause. Then the Night Manager said, “Can you come in every night?”

Jophan gratefully agreed and set off to find a place to sleep. He found an airy room with plenty of
space for books in the home of a cheerful woman in the next street, and slept most of the day.

Atmidnight he was back in the supermarket, pushing his silent soft-wheeled trolley happily up
and down the aisles, removing date-expired stock and replacing it from fresh stores, and making subtle
re-arrangements he thought would help and please the customers, encouraging them to spend more
money. He was, unconsciously, using the same hypersensitivity that enables a fanzine editor to judge what
his readers will like enough to write appreciative letters of comment.

On the Friday there was a message for him from the Supreme Being, namely the Regional Manager.
He would like to see Jophan if he would kindly wait until after eight on Saturday morning. Jophan
wondered if he was going to get paid off, and awaited the interview with trepidation. But it wasn’t like that
atall. “I have noticed,” said the Supreme Being, “from the daily checkout summaries, that business is up
every day this week from Tuesday onwards, one half per cent more each day than the previous one. The
only change has been your appoi T have been examining the shelves and I noticed what you have
done.” There was a long pause. Jophan did not fill it. The Supreme Being went on.

“Iam wondering,” He said, “what a person like you is doing as a shelf filler in a supermarket.
Whether you perhaps regard it as a dull and menial occupation that you will leave as soon as you can for
something more interesting. Do you mind if 1 ask a personal question? What do you think about, wheeling
your trolley up and down the aisles all night?”

Jophan decided to tell this man the truth. “I don’t think of it as a dull or menial job at all,” he said.

“I like to imagine that my overall s the uniform of an astronaut, engaged in the provisioning of a great
generation spaceship on its way to the stars. You may think that is fanciful, but what else is the world?”

There was an even longer silence, and when the Supreme Being spoke again there was a new sincerity
in his voice. “I envy you, Jophan,” he said. “Few people are able to retain the sense of wonder that sees the
world as it really is, untarnished by the dross of familiarity. It is a rare and precious talent.”

Not so rare, thought Jophan, Trufandom. But preme Being was speaking again.
“Will you accept the job of Stock Superintendent,” he said incredibly, “at three times your present salary?”
Jophan could only nod and accept the proffered handshake, before being ushered from the Presence.

His first thought was that he would now be able to afford a room at the Convention hotel. For the
present, the promotion made little financial difference to him. His lodgings were comfortable, and he saw
1o point in moving. He bought some books, and looked forward to buying more at the Convention; maybe
even some artwork.

One change was that he now met more girls. The checkout girls were all bright and pretty, and the
brightest and prettiest of all was the one at Express Checkout. This was no accident: that checkout had the
highest proportion of male customers. The present incumbent had large dark eyes and long hair as dark as
a starless night: thoughts of her body that he had seen only in imagination delighted and disturbed his
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sleep. And she seemed to like him. With a well paid job and a lovely girl like Miss Express Checkout at his
side, the responsibilities and pressures of Mundane would be bearable, even enjoyable.

But still he held back. For one thing, the major coming event in his life was the Convention, and try as
he would he somehow could not imagine Miss Express Checkout being there. Also he had noticed what
she read during the slack periods at her checkout. It was always about events on this planet that had
already happened, which Jophan could not help regarding as pointless. He knew it was unreasonable to be
influenced abouta girl by her choice of reading matter, but he could not help feeling it was important.

So he invited out the girls who were interested only in an evening’s pleasure; his own innermost
thoughts were increasingly concentrated on the great event of the first weekend in September.

His first Convention.

CHAPTER 7 — IN WHICH JOPHAN IS
PLEASANTLY SURPRISED

SHITMAN ©90

Confused, uncertain and very excited, Jophan joined the end of the queue before the registration desk. The
hotel's marbled entrance hall was crowded with fans. They all seemed to know one another, standing
talking together in small groups, breaking off frequently to wave and loudly renew acquaintanceship with
newer arrivals, or members of other groups scattered about the foyer. None of them waved at Jophan, for
he seemed a stranger to them: but he did ot feel alone because the words they were speaking, or shouting,
were in a language long familiar to him.

As he neared the desk, Jophan felt a nudge from behind him. He looked round to see that a small, slim
girl wearing an enormous rucksack that made her look even smaller had joined the line behind him. It was
her rucksack that had touched him, as she twisted to get at one of the pockets.

“Sorry,” she said, and smiled up at him. But before he could reply, the harried fan behind the
registration desk said impatiently, “Welcome to Quoticon. Name and membership number?”

“I haven't joined yet,” said Jophan, feeling for his wallet in the back pocket of his jeans. “How much
isit?”

“It costs more to pay at the door or for daily membership,” said the other. “Sorry about that.” He
quoted the figures.

Jophan hardly heard him, for he had realised his wallet was missing. He had paid for his room in
advance at hotel reception, and the room key and his change were in his side pockets, but the wallet was
gone. His face felt hot with embarrassment as he hastily counted his change. There was just enough for one
day, if he didn't eat.

“I'll join for one day,” he said.

“Excuse me,” said the girl behind him, “is this your first convention? Do you want to come for more
than one day?”

“Yes,” said Jophan, and then with much greater feeling, “Oh yes.”

“Dave,” she said to the man behind the desk, “you have the mind of a cash register, and Ghod alone
Kknows what base metal your heart is made of, but can't you recognise a willing potential gofer when you
see one?”

‘The man called Dave did not take offence at the girl’s insulting words: it seemed he already knew her
name because he smiled and handed her a program envelope while she was still speaking. Then he turned
back toJophan.
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BEYOND THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR....

“It will mean a lot of hard work,” he said warningly, “and you will probably never see a complete
program item without being called away. But you get free membershlp and refreshments m the
Committee Room when you collapse from You
is temporary until it gets the Con Committee's approval? In the meantime print your name on this gofer's
badge, dump your stuff in your room and come back here. Have you any idea what you are letting yourself
in for? But of course not, this is your first con.”

“No," Jophan agreed, and with difficulty restrained himself from shouting out with sheer joy, “And
thank you.” His first convention, and he was going to be part of it.

‘The girl and he moved away from the registration desk, pinning on their name badges. Jophan said
awkwardly, “And thank you, too. If it hadn’t been for your suggestion —"

“So you're Jophan,” she said suddenly. “I like your zine. You made a nice job of editing my letter of
comment —"

Les!” Jophan burst out, having noticed the name on her badge. “But you're a girl”

“I've been a girl,” she said gravely, “for as long as I can remember. Les is short for Lesley, the female
spelling of Leslie. Most con fans have met me and know about it, but we like to watch others being
surprised. Have you been stricken speechless?”

Jophan nodded and smiled foolishly down at her. Before he could find the words to express either his
thanks or surprise, Les reached up impulsively and patted his cheek.

“I'll see you around, Jophan,” she said. “This is your first con and Ido hope you enjoy it. But don't try
to thank me for suggesting you as a gofer, because | may not have done you a favour.”

Les turned away and jophan watched her walk quickly through the crowded foyer towards the
elevators. So small and slender was she under that enormous rucksack, he thought suddenly, that she
Jooked like nothing so much as a giant ambulating toadstool with a too-slender stem. There was no
physical resemblance at all to the picture that came suddenly into his mind, which made him wonder why
she should remind him so strongly of his mother.

“You have,” Jophan called out after her, “Oh, you have”

CHAPTER 8 - IN WHICH JOPHAN ENTERS
INTO THE SPIRIT OF THE CONVENTION

SHIFFMAN ©%0

“This is yours,” said a voice behind him.

He turned, and tried to take in the doubly incredible sight of Letteraxe holding out his wallet.

“What —? How —" he gasped.

“I found it on the floor of the baggage room beside Reception,” explained Letteraxe. “You must have
dropped it there when you left your stuff. Who was that smashing girl?”

“How did you come to be here?” asked Jophan.

“Ihad a long letter from Sycophan after your visit. You seem to have made quite an impression on
him. He wanted to visit Trufandom, so I put him up. We decided we would both come to this convention
and see how you got on. We got the plane from Sercon City. Sycophan is somewhere around. We're
looking for Les Brown. Have you met him yet? I promised to write a conreport for that marvellous fanzine
of his. Who was that you were talking to?”

Jophan was beginning to enjoy this. “You didn't know that Les Brown is a girl?” he enquired
innocently.
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“What? What?” spluttered the normally imperturbable Letteraxe. “He can't be. Are you sure? How
do you know?”

“In the first place,” said Jophan, “she looks like a girl. She looks like a girl in the second place, too.
That was her I was talking to just now.”

Considering everything, Letteraxe made a remarkable recovery.

“Do you know where she went?” he asked. When Jophan shook his head he disappeared with almost
supernatural alacrity.

Left to himself for the first time in that hectic half hour, Jophan felt in dire need of something. After
some thought he identified it as either a shower or a lie-down in a darkened room. Possibly both. He got his
stuff from the baggage store and found his room. He drew the curtains, took off his shoes and lay down on
the bed.

After a few minutes he got up again and showered. His mind was possessed by a vision of the
wonderful thing that was happening all round him. Fascinating people to meet, wonderful things to see,
important things to do. Things to do. He dried and dressed and went back down to Registration.

There, Dave gave him his first assignment. It was to deliver a message about a program change to one
of the three Convention Guests, a personage Jophan knew only through his writings rather than by sight.

Jophan discovered that gofering was much like working in a supermarket, except that hereall the
shoppers knew more about everything than he did. Not only was he unable to find the august being in his
room, but during the ensuing search Jophan lost his way in the labyrinthine corridors of the hotel. In
growing desperation, for he was sure that his failure to discharge such a simple task would cause the
Committee to expel him with ignominy from the convention, Jophan decided to accost politely the next fan
he metand endeavour to explain his difficulty.

But he was now in a part of the hotel that was deserted and silent. There was a faint sound like distant
singing, but he could ot tell what direction it was coming from. However, to his relief, round the next
corner he found a lone fan. He was swaying from side to side of the corridor, like a passenger in a storm-
tossed ship. His face was red and shining, and his words in response to Jophan's request were spoken
slowly and with great care.

“Try the bar,” he said. “I saw him there ten minutes ago. Go back that way to the elevator. You'llseea
signin the foyer. I shouldn't drink so much before the con starts. Is this my floor? Damnit, is it my hotel?”

Jophan read the number tag on the key that was hanging precariously from the other’s jacket pocket.
“Yes,” he said, and pointed. “Your room is the fifth door on the right. And thank you.”

He watched until the Unsteady Fan reached his room and entered; then he made his way to the bar to
deliver his message.

His next assignment was in the main hall, arranging the seating for the official opening ceremony,
which was to be followed by the introduction of Guests and other notables. It was a heavy, arduous task,
but one that was greatly lightened by the muscles, conversation and willing help of two fans whose badges
showed them to be neither Committee nor Gofers. The last few chairs were being moved into place and the
hall was beginning to fill up and he was looking forward eagerly to seeing his first official opening of a
convention, when Dave suddenly appeared beside him.

“Nice work, Jophan,” he said, in the voice of one who has his mind on many other things. “Sorry for
taking you away from this, but I did warn you. Take a break, get something to eat, then go to the Hall of the
Hucksters. Set out a table, three chairs and name-boards according to this sketch. Then stand outside the
door and do not allow anyone in until the authors arrive for the signing session. Got that?

“When it starts,” Dave went on, without waiting for a reply, “stay near the signing table and make
sure the authors get anything they want.”

“Anything ...2" asked Jophan hesitantly.

“To drink,” said Dave, and was goneas quickly as he had appeared.

Jophan had not had an opportunity to read the program book that Dave had given him, so it was a
pleasant surprise to see that one of the boards for the signing table bore the name of his first friend and
‘mentor on his journey to Trufandom: and it was Profan himself who was the first of the authors to arrive.
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BEYOND THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR....

“Ah, Jophan,” he said kindly, “I wondered when I would see you at a con. You found your enchanted
duplicator, I hear, and you must tell me of your adventures after you left my place. But not now. There’sa
party in my room, Five Fifty Two, after the program ends tonight. We can talk then. Meanwhile, mine’s a
bheer.”

Jophan tried to speak, but awe and embarrassment had tied a double knot in his tongue. The other
two authors had taken their places and fans were beginning to crowd around the table clutching their
books for signing. Finally, he stammered, “Thank you Sir, but I would not wish to impose on your
kindness. I mean, there will be Authors and Agents and Headeaters there who will be discussing matters
of the utmost gravity and importance —"

“Ghod, I hope not,” said Profan, smiling, “John, here, wants a bheer too, and Frank ...

“Wants something less fattening,” said the third Author as he sat down. “Perhaps something dry,
sugar-free, even non-alcoholic —”

“Don’t complicate things,” said Profan, smiling again. “You know you want a bheer.”

“I know,” said Frank, “that I have absolutely no will-power. All right then, bheer.”

It was not until Jophan reached the bar that he realised that in the pleasure and excitement of meeting
Profan again, he had forgotten to obtain a very important piece of information. His angry self-criticism
‘must have been ddenly Dave was standing beside him. “Large, Jophan, large. With Pros
itisalways a large one....."

CHAPTER 9 - IN WHICH JOPHAN GOES
TO A PARTY

SHIFFMAN €50
The party in Profan’s room was well under way by the time he got there. A late-arriving huckster who
spoke in a deep voice, and who greatly surprised Jophan by apologising for his tardiness in the words of a
Trufan, had asked help to set up his stall and display his wares. Dave, who had long since closed the
Registration Desk, joined him in helping Hucksterfan and his wife carry in and unpack what seemed like
hundreds of boxes of books. The work was long and arduous but the conversation enjoyable, for Jophan
learned much about the happenings at conventions in the past, and even more about the wild, scandalous
or hilarious things that had taken place and the totally unexpected names of those involved. As they were
putting the last books on display, Hucksterfan had thanked him for his help and remarked that they came
to these cons to make money, meet old and new friends and enjoy themselves, and his wife had smiled and
added, “but not necessarily in that order of importance.”

A few minutes later, when they were alone outside the elevator, Dave said, “If you want to try your
Iuck at crashing a room party, Jophan, I can give you a couple of numbers.”

“Thank you,” said Jophan, “but 1 am going to 