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Introduction 2

he Enchanted Duplicator was first published in February, 1954, It was

j written as a collaborxation by Walter A Willis and Bob Shaw. According to
fanhistorian:Vin¢ Clarke, this 1988 edition is the ninth, and is the
first Australian edition.

Such lasting popularity in a piece of amateur writing demands explanation. Here is
what Willis himself had to say of it in Ethel Lindsay's SCOTTISCHE 38 in 1965:

The Enchanted Duplicator was received by-fandom with such awe-inspiring enthusi-
asm that it must obviously have filled some deep-felt want for a new basis for

= Qur- hobby; "fiow that our former proselytising zeal for science fiction no longer
seemed to make sense. More surprisingly it wae warmiy- welcomed by people like
Ken Slater and the new generation of serious-conatructive fans...whose attitude
1t bas crjticised by implicaticn. In fact the booklet received such general
aclaim that I thought it worth while emswering in detail an enquiry from Redd
Boggs as to its origin. And since it has been reprinted since and may be
reprinted again...perhaps this may still be of some intersst to scme of you...

If you are really interested, Bob Shaw wrote most of Chapter 5 and 6, part

of 7, & the first pars of 17, but the idea itself is a much closer collaboration.
It arose out of a comversaticn two years ago sbout a radio play by Louies Mac-
Nelce based on the quotation 'Childe Roland to the Dark Tower Came.' We kicked
the 1dea aroumd for a whole ‘evening, ending with a pageful of notes. I wrote the
first four chapters almost immedistely and passed them on to Bob. That was the
end of it for more than a year. Then when Vince was over last September we had
8 discussion sbout the sad state of Fandom at the time -- at that period Seventh
Fandom was howling slone in the wilderness -~ and put TED high on the list of
Projects to promots a fannish revival. Like the new HYPHEN and TOT0O. George
Charters offered to cut the stencils, and every Tuesday afternoon I'd seribble
& chapter or so in the office, type it out at teatime, and give it to George
that evening. At one time I thought I'd never get it finished, beceuse new ideas
kept coming to mind more rapidly than the story progressed to a conclusion, and
finally I'm afraid I cut it short too abruptly. There was to have been an Ulti-
mate Temptation, science fiction itself, but I found it difficult to symbolise
the exact shade of action representing the True Fan attitude to sf; and there
was difficulty or plain impatience -- I was no longer quite so enthusisastic,
having 1ived with the thing for elghteen montha -- I just brought it to a close
with that purple passage. Which I felt quite uneasy about at the time as perhaps
having gone too far. (From a letter to Redd Boggs, March 1954;)

Whether that 'purple passage' went too far or not you will be able to decide for
yourselves on page 28. Flawed or ctherwise, The Enchanted Duplicator has since become
a significant part of the subsoil of fannish history. Although it addresses itself

to the fandom surrounding its creation, its voice has carried down the years to

touch the lives of fans unborn in 1954. (I myself was born in 1958.) Despite the
generations, it remains relevant to something in the fannish heart.




3 Introduction

I said that it addresses the fandom of its creation. Strip away the euphemisms
and this becomes plainer. The Circle of Lassitude is the London SF Circle of the
early 50's. Kerles 1s Max Keasler, a fan known for his typoes. Perfexion was the
above-mentioned A. Vincent Clarke. Profan's inspiration was Eric Frank Russell, for
whom Willis had a profound admiration. The Spirit of Fandom gives Jophan a bottle of
green correction fluid (the only green corflu I know of is electrostencil corflu,
quite unsuiteble for wax stencils. Willis, too, is puzzled by this reference). 0ffset
is used only by foolish, spendthrift fen; and as for photocopiers -— no mention.

TED was designed around mimeography, not as 'reverse snobbishness' as some people
have accused today's mimeo users, but because simple economics made it the standard
medium of fannish printing. (And it 1s still 'appropriate technology' for some of
us: this edition is mimeographed as being the cheapest means available to me.)

The original model for the Tower of Trufandom, incidentally, will be found in
Scrabo Tower, near Willis's present home in Northern Ireland.

The Enchanted Duplicator is more than a simple fairy tale about one fan's slow
progress into the heartland of 'Fandom'. It contains practical advice on the pitfalls
awaiting the new fan, puns wherever they could be fitted in, and it ig a slightly
distorting window on a past era in fandom. But as well as all this, it is an allegory
and a fable. A moral is not stated: it is implicit in every page. Stated simply, it
might be: any one can become a True Fan, though only through their own efforts.
Nevertheless a sense of humour and a willingness to get along with other fans is
essential.

The two halves of this moral are a reflection of Willis's own views. 'There's
nothing worth the wear of winning, but laughter and the lave of friends' rums the
quotation on a flyer produced in 1987 to announce the immiment publication of
HYPHEN 87 (a special issue to mark the 40th anniversary of 'Irish Fandom'). And
'mot taking yourself sericusly is the only serious way to deal with life' is a
quotation in HYPHEN 37. So much for the second half of the moral. The thread of the
first half runs through all of Willis's writings. It is not enough to be easy-going
and to possess a sense of humour: you must also be willing to get out and slog away
at whatever projects see as worth doing. Sycofan is a really sick fan as well as a
grovelling sycophant. Willis'e contempt for those who lean too heavily on others is
very plain in Chapters 10 and l4, and his impatience even with easy-going, laughing
loafers manifests in Jophan's acquaintance with Kerles in Chapter 8. Nevertheless
the Glades of Gafia or the Desert will take those who push too single-mindedly toward
their goal, allowing their Shields of Umor to grow dull. And no fan can do without
at least occasional help and company from his or her fellows. Fandom is more than a
pile of moldering paper and rugged individuals. I would compare it to a tree, with
Roots, trunk, and branches as its past, and the leaves as today's generation of fen;
the physical expression of en Idea. Every time a new leaf (= fan) opens, the Idea is
nurtured and grows. When fans fall out it is weakened and damaged, and 1if enough
fans should fall out at once then the Idea dies. (Obviously we are talking of an
evergreen, not a deciducus treel)

What is this 'tree'? Where is 1t? It is the worldwide community of fans. For
although TED was written for fanzine fans, the Idea may be applied to other expres-
sions of Fandom. It is you, it is me, it is them over there. It is what we make of
it. I am pleased to have this opportunity to turn over some of the s0il in which the
Idea is rooted and to expose this small fragment to the light and the air again.

I hope it fertilises your minds. It did mine.

-- Greg Hills, 3l1st May 1988.
GPO Box 972 G, Melbourme 3001, AUSTRALIA
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The Tale of
Jophan's epic Odyssey
from
Mundane
to the

Tower of Trufandom

o

The Enchanted Buplicator”

€hapter One
In Dhich The $pirit Of Fandowm Appears €n Japhan

iz, NCe upon a time in the village of Prosaic in the Country of Mundane there

) lived a youth called Jophan. Now this youth was unhappy, because in all
the length and breadth of Mundane there was no other person with whom he
could talk as he would like, or who shared the strange longings that from
time to time perplexed his mind and which none of the pleasures offered
by Mundane could wholly satisfy. Each day as Jophan grew nearer to manhood he felt
more strongly that life should have more to offer than had been dreamed of in Mundane,
and he took to reading strange books that told of faraway places and other times.
But the people of Prosaic mocked him, saying that the things described in his books
could never come to pass, and that it was as foolish to think of them as to aspire
to climb the great mountains that surrounded the Country of Mundane.

The mighty peaks that hemmed in Mundane were ever present in Jophan's thoughts,
for since childhood he had loved to look at them and wonder what lay on their other
side. At times in the late Summer he had seemed to see a curious luminescence in the
sky beyond them and cnce he even fancied that he heard the sound of happy voices
singing, borne over the vast distance on the still Summer breeze. But when he men-
tioned these things tc the people of Prosaic they laughed at him and said his fanciful
imagination was playing him tricks. Even if anyone could climb those impassable
mountains, they told him, there could be nothing on the other side but howling wastes
where no man could live except perhaps madmen and savages.

Jophan believed them, for they seemed older and wiser than he, and tried to put
the strange thoughts out of his mind. But he still read the strange books that teoid
of faraway place and other times, and in the long evenings of Summer he would go
away by himself into the fields and read until nightfall.

Now one day while he was reading in a cornfield the drowsy fragrance of the corn
lulled him to sleep. In his sleep he dreamed that a fairy came to him, a girl of
wondrous beauty and shining with a light brighter than the nocnday sun, so that
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Jophan shrank away and hid his eyes. The fairy came nearer and spoke to him, "Have
no fear," she said, "I am your friend."

And now Jophan looked and saw that indeed the fairy gazed on him with kindness
and love, and he took courage.

""Who and what are you?" he asked.
“I am the Spirit of Fandom," said the fairy serenely.
“What is Fandom?" asked Jjophan wonderingly.

The fairy looked down on him with compassion. *Have you not been searching for
it all your life?" she asked. "Watch!" So saying, she touched his forehead with her
wand, which was named Contact, and thereupon Jophan saw a vision that filled him
with joy.

“"This is indeed what I have been searching for without knowing it,'" he cried.
“Oh, Fairy, tell me how I may reach your realm, for I wish to become a Fan more than
anything else in the worid."

"The way is hard," said the fairy, "“for it lies over the Mountains of Inertia
which surround Mundane."

“But those mountains are unclimbable,' protested Jophan,

"To a True Fan anything is possible," replied the fairy. "But wait. I have
shown you only the superficial aspect of Fandom. Now I will show you something of its
inner essence.' With these words she touched his forehead with her other wand, which
was named Fanac, and Jophan saw a second vision so glorious that he was quite over-
come with the wonder of it. 3

As soon as he could speak he cried aloud, "Oh Spirit of Fandom, teil me how I
may become a True Fan and publish the Perfect Fanzine, for that is what I desire
more than anything in the world.®

"I see that you have chosen wisely," said the fairy approvingly, “but the way
to your heart's desire is long and hard. To reach it you must obtain the Enchanted
Duplicator, sometimes known as the Magic Mimeograph. It lies in the very heart of
Fandom, on the top of the High Tower of Trufandom, and the path to it is long and
beset with many dangers."

"I care not for danger," said Jophan stoutly, “so long as I can publish the
Perfect Fanzine, for that is what I want more than anything else in the world."

"Very well,' said the fairy. “Then take this shield, which is called Umor. If
you polish it every day and keep it shining it will protect you from many dangers."

"But how will I know the way?" cried Jophan hastily, for the fairy was already
beginning to disappear.

“"If you are a True Fan you will know the way..." said the fairy faintly, for she
had now almost completely faded into invisibility. For a moment & faint glow remained
in the air from which seemed to come the whispered words, '"Good Luck," and then she
was gone,

Jophan awoke from his dream and realised that night was almost upon him, for the
sun was setting behind the Mountains of Inertia and their shadows were advancing
swiftly on him across the level plains of Mundane. Behind the mountains there lingered
a sea of glorious light, and a sadness overtook Jophan to think that his vision had
been but a dream. But as he got to his feet he noticed that on the ground beside him
there lay a shield of curious workmanship. Jophan picked it up incredulously and then
turned his eyes once again to the mountains, his face transfigured with wonder
and resolve.
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thapter Two
In Dhich Japhan Starks On His Jonrney

That evening Jophan told his parents of his intention to scale the Mountains of
Inertia and enter the Realm of Fandom. His mother pleaded with him in vain, and in a
fit of rage his father burned all the books that told of faraway places and other
times, but nothing could shake Jophan from his purpose. As dawn broke he set out for
the mountains, carrying all his possessions on his back and turning 2 deaf ear to the
protests of his friends, who ran beside him begging him to return.

They soon fell far behind, and by noonr Jophan arrived at the borders of Mundane.
He found himself at the great arterial road that ran to the capital city. He was
confused by the traffic that roared along the road, and stood anxiously looking for
an opportunity to cross. As he waited he noticed other travellers boarding luxurious
coaches bound for fabulous destinations such as Wealth, Success, Respectability, and
other places, but none of them seemed to be going in the direction of Fandom. Buring
a momentary lull in the traffic Jophan marched steadfastly across the road. Then he
took the narrow path that led through the Forest of Stupidity, which forest grows all
round the Country of Mundane and shelters it from the searching winds that blow out
of Fandom.

The path was overgrown, and in several places Jophan had to cut his way through
brush and thickets, but by mid-afternoon he had made his way to a beautiful clearing
where he thought he would rest before continuing his journey. To his surprise he
noticed that the clearing was laid out as an aerodrome, and that a beautiful silver
flying-machine was even now landing. As he watched, the pilot and a passenger got out.
The passenger seemed to fall to the ground and lie there motionless but the pilot
came trotting over to Jophan. He was a fat, prosperous-looking man, and he eyed
Jophan with calculating cordiality.

"Good afternoor, young man," he said genially. "My name is Swift. May I ask you
where you are bound for?'

"My name is Jophan," said Jophan, "and I am on my way over the Mountains of
Inertia to enter Fandom and produce the Perfect Fanzine, for that is what I want to
do more than anything else in the world."

"And so you shalll" said Swift, eying Jophan's bundle. "“But, my dear young man,
surely you are not thinking of climbing those mountains? Why, my beautiful machine
will £ly you over to Fandom in no time. And as for the Perfect Fanzine, my aeroplanc-
graph will preduce that for you too. No trouble at ali. All you have to do is give
ae that bundle of yours.

"The Fairy said I must get the Enchanted Duplicator," said Jophan doubtfully.

“That old thing?" jeered Swift. "Why, no one bothers with old-fashioned stuff
like that these days. I've some proofs for you."

As he hurried past the aeroplanograph to his office Jophan observed that the
passenger was crawling painfully over the grass, calling feebly to Jophan. Jophan
hurried over to him and could scarcely restrain his tears as he saw the stranger's
pitiful condition. The wretch was pale and emaciated, his clothes in rags, and his
hair prematurely white. Jophan bent down to hear what he was saying. "Don't trust
him, " whispered the passenger through his parched lips, "neither him nor his brothers
Offset and Litho. They will fly you over the Mountains of Inertia, as they claim, but
you won't be able to land anywhere. You will fly around in circles for months looking
down on Fandom until all your money is gone and you die of starvation like me. Be
warned before it is too late. There is no easy way..."

His voice trailed off into inaudibility, and Jophan realised thathe was dead.
Solemnly he consigned his soul to Heaven and prayed that the Great BNF above would
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have pity on him. Then he ran across the aerodrome and resumed his journey throuéh
the forest.

Soon the trees began to thin out and the ground to rise, and Jophan knew he had
arrived at the foothills of the Mountains of Inertia. As he paused to strap his bundle
more tightly about him he was startled to hear what seemed to be a train whistle
nearby. He went forward curiously and soon found himself facing a large and imposing
notice. In clear and elegant letters it said: 70 THE TUNNEL. LETTERPRESS RAILROAD.
MUNDANE TO TRUFANDOM TOWER DIRECT VIA TUNNEL. Beyond it Jophan saw a dark tunnel
leading into the mountain, and before it a resplendent locomotive with a single tiny
carriage behind it.

Had it not been for his encounter with the Passenger, Jophan would have bought
a ticket and boarded the train, but instead he stayed where he was and watched the
locomotive as it started off. With a deafening blow on its whistle and an impressive
clanking of gears it steamed toward the inky blackness of the tunnel, but it had
barely reached the entrance before it shuddered to a stop. To his astonishment Jophan
saw the driver, fireman and passengers get off and run to the back of the train. With
immense labour they lifted the last section of the track and staggered with it into
the tunnel. After some minutes they reappeared and boarded the train again. The train
moved another few yards into the tunnel, and the process was repeated. Jophan watched
them until they finally disappeared into the tunnel, marvelling at their obstinacy
and patience. It may be, he thought, a wonderful railroad, but if they have to set
every one of the lines by hand it will be years before they even reach Fandom, never
mind Trufandom.

He listened for a while to the groanings and clankings still coming from the
tunnel and then set off on the steep path up the mountain.

Chapier Chiee
In Which Juphan Tarries In Che €ircle Of Lassitude

The path was steep, and by nightfall Jophan was near exhaustion. Worse, he had

entered a region of thick fog and could no longer see the path in front of him. Afraid
lest he would take a false step and fall down the precipitcus slope, Jophan stopped
helplessly and resolved to wait until the fog cleared. But as the sound of his own
breathing subsided he heard voices above him. He felt his way inch by inch along the
path and suddenly found himself at the entrance to a brilliantly lit circular cave.

It was full of people of all ages talking and laughing and playing games. As soon as
they noticed his presence they hospitably invited him in, gave him something to

drink, and then went on with their talking and playing.

After a while one of the youths finished his game and came over to him. “Where
are you bound for?" he asked politely.

"I am going to Fandom to publish the Perfect Fanzine," said Jophan, “for that
is what 1 want to do more than anything else in the world."

"But this is Fandom|" exclaimed the youth indignantly.

"Well, not exactly," said an older man who had overheard, "but it's good
enough for us, Actually this is only the Circle of Lassitude. We've heard of Fandom,
of course, but it's such a lot of trouble getting over those mountains that we
don't know much about it. We have all we want here, you see, so we're quite happy.
If you want to know something about it, though, I could introduce you to those
three old men in the comer. They lived in Fandom for a time long ago, until they
came back for a visit to the capital of Mundane. They were never able to tear them-
selves completely away or to face another journey over the mountains. It's easier:
to come back, you know. By the way, my name is Leth, Robert George Leth. They call
me Leth R.G. for short."

e
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The Circle was so pleasant and hospitable that Jophan decided to spend the night
in the cave, But they had so plied him with drink that he slept most of the following
day until it seemed too late to start. The same thing happened the next day and the
next, and by degrees Jophan sank into a stupor, in which he forgot the object of his
quest. Now and then he felt dimly that he had lost some preciocus thing but whenever
he tried to recall what it was one of the Circle would press a drink into his hand
and distract his attention with the latest verses of the wits of Mundane.

One day while Jophan was talking with the others in the cave a great wind blew
from Fandom and a sheet of paper was whirled into the cave. Jophan picked it up and
examined it curiously. Its appearance stirred half-forgotten memories of the dazzling
vision he had had from the touch of the wand called Fanac. "Why, ' he gasped, "it's
...it's a Fanzinei"

“So it is," said Leth R.G., idly. "They blow in from Fandom occasionally. We
never pay much attention.'

Without another word Jophan shouldered his bundle and marched out of the cave.
The others watched him in silence, and after he was gone it was a long time before
anyone spoke. Then they renewed their talking and playing twice as loudly as before,
as if they were trying to convince themselves that they were happy.

Chagter Four
In Phich Jophan fieeks 4 Traveller From Fandom

Jophan had been weakened both in mind and in body by the drugs he had imbibed in the
cave, and he found the going very difficult. The path became steeper and steeper, and
one by one he had to abandon all the possessions he had brought with him. Even so,

by evening he was so tired that he had to rest on 3 ledge to regain his strength.
Below him he could see the path winding down into the Region of Fog, strewn with his
cherished possessions. Further down the green Forest of Stupidity was spread out
below him, and beyond it the peaceful Country of Mundane basking in the ilight of the
setting sun. Shivering with cold as he was, for the Mountains of Inertia screened the
sunlight from him, Jophan found the prospect enticing and it came to him how easy it
would be to retrace his steps down the path, gather up his possessicns, and return

to the placid life of Mundane.

While he was musing thus he heard a terrible sound above his head, and cowered
into the shelter of the ledge just in time to escape & deadly landslide of rocks and
loose stones. Behind them down the path there slithered and stumbled the highest horse
Jophan had ever seen, and on his back an angry little man, pulling at the reins and
swearing continually. Every now and again the horse dislodged ancther stone which
clattered down the mountainside, awakening a fresh landslide.

"Pardon me,* said Jophan, "but you really should be more careful. You might
injure some of the other pilgrims on the path."

“Serve them right," snarled the little man, without dismounting from his high
horse. 'My name is Disillusion -~ #he Disillusion, y'know. Who are you?"

"My name is Jophan,"” said Jophan, Yand I am on my way to Fandom to produce the
Perfect Fanzine, for that is what I want to do more than anything else in the world."

"More fool you," sneered the other. “Only a fool would want to enter that piiacert
"Why, what's wrong with it?" asked Jophan.

"What's wrong with it?" repeated Disillusion incredulousliy. “Why, everything ‘e
wrong with it! They're either stupid or mad, every one of them. Why, they didn't
even come out to greet me when I arrived -- me, mind youl At first they even
pretended not to see me until I got down off my horse, and when they did speak to
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me I couldn't understand a word they were saying. And their customs! I've never seen
anything like them."

""Well, after all," said Jophan, "it is a different country. Maybe if you had
tried to learn their language..."

"Nonsense!" snapped Disillusion. "They were just trying to keep things from me
and laughing behind my back. Well, they can have their secrets. I don't want to have
anything to do with them. They were all against me, I tell you. Imagine, not even
thanking me for entering Fandom, after all I tried to teach them..."

Speechless with indignation, he spurred the horse on again and vanished down the
path. Jophan thought he was the most conceited and self-centred person he had ever
met, but nevertheless the encounter refreshed him. It seemed to him that the dislike
of such a person was a very good recommendation for Fandom. With this new vigour he
set off again on his journey and by nightfall he had reached a point from which he
thought he should be able to reach the summit tomorrow. Happy in the prospect of
seeing Fandom so soon, he curled up in a little cave and went to sleep.

Chagter Five
In Which Japhan Enters Fanmdom

Next morning Jophan arose with the first rays of the sun and set off towards the now
beckoning summit in good heart. He was overjoyed to see that there were no more
gloomy people like Disillusion coming galloping by. They are probably very rare in
Fandom, he reflected, and the thought put him in such good humour that he redoubled
his efforts to reach the top.

Thus far in his travels Jophan had been journeying alone, but now he began to
overtake others on the same path. It pleased him greatly to hear their fannish talk,
and by the time he had achieved the peak he had befriended several. The closest of
these new-found friends were Mr Plodder and Mr Erratic.

The former was a slow-moving climber who went straight at every obstacle with
grim determination, sometimes losing ground but in the end winning through by the
great quantity of his effort. He had no Shield of Umor as most of the other travel-
lers had, but Jophan noticed that his skin was tremendously thick and it looked as
though even the fiercest blow would but glance off it.

On the other hand Mr Erratic scorned to take great pains as Mr Plodder was
orced to do. His method of progress was to wait for an opportunity to make some
great and brilliant leap which enabled him to do in one second that which had taken
the other a full minute. At times Jophan was greatly impressed by some unusually
clever bit of work by Mr Erratic, but he noticed that the other seemed to have very
little real strength and would rest for so long between leaps that Jophan ieft him
far behind.

In a short time Jophan reached the top and felt compensated many times over
for the arduous climb. A smooth green slope ran gently downwards into the most’
beautiful country Jophan had ever seen -~ Fandom.

It was a land of streams and meadows and valleys, over and between which ran
meandering roads, dotted here and there with cheerful cottages. Beyond all this, in
the mists of distance, he saw yet another peak which was too far away to be clearliy
seen. Jophan saw with wonderment that it seemed to have a golden radiance about
its summit.

With glad cries the band of travellers in which Jophan had found himself ran
down the gentle grassy slope. Each and every Neofan felt in his heart that he would
soon reach the new peak, which was called the Tower of Trufandom, for here they
had no Mountains of Inertia to climb, and just the bright inviting land of Fandom
to Cross.
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After a moment's hesitation Jophan ran after them, and so brightly did the sun
shine on Fandom that he and the other Neofen (as they now were) were blinded by its
light and quite failed to notice the hazards, of which in Fandom there are many.

As Jophan ran he was astonished and horrified to hear the eager cries of those
in front turn to screams of fear and consternation. On shielding his eyes from the
sun he perceived that some distance ahead the verdant ground had become soft and
treacherous underfoot, in the manner of a quicksand. And to his dismay he saw that
many unfortunate wretches had broken through the surface and were being sucked down,
drawing with them others who had sprung to their aid.

When Jophan saw the horrible purple stains that spread from underneath to clog
the victims' mouths and nostrils he realised that they had blundered into the dreaded
Hekto Swamp, and that there was no help for them. With a last pitying look he bore
to the right onto ground which had at first seemed uninviting because of its slightly
stony appearance, but which bore up underfoot, unlike the seductive smoothness of the
Hekto Swamp. :

Chapter $ix
In Which Juphan Yentures Into The Jungle OFf Inexperience

Jophan soon found out that the firmness of the ground was due to the presence of
mighty trees whose roots spread through the soil, making it a secure if difficult
surface to walk on. He learned that these great trees had flourished in Fandom since
time immemorial, and were called Abydix, Roneoaks, and Ellam trees. There was another
lengthy name beginning with 'G' which he was unable to remember.

Jophan had travelled but s short time over this difficult but promising path
when to his alarm he found himself confronted with a dense jungie. This, the Jungle
of Inexperience, had not been visible from the mountain, but apparently it stretched
all round Fandom and there was no alternative but to try to find a way through it,
Jophan plunged bravely into the undergrowth, but the numerous pitfalls and creepers
so impeded his progress that he was eventually brought to a standstill.

As he paused to regain his strength he was startled to hear a heart-rending
scream close by. He forced his way through a dense thicket and found himself on the
brink of a mighty torrent which rcared through the jungle in the direction of the
Hekto Swamp. The waters that ieapt and churned along its course were as black as ink,
and Jophan realised that this was the notorious Torrent of Overinking. He was horri-
fied to see that some yards downstresam a Neofan, doubtless the one that hsd screamed,
was being borne away by the fiood.

The unfortunate Neofan's cries for help wrenched Jophan's heart, and he ran
as quickly as he could along the bank in an effort to reach him. It was plain, how-
ever, that the waters were too swift-moving, and he soon fell far behind. The
calamities that Jophan had seen overtake his fellow-travellers began to weigh
heavily on his spirit.

He was therefore pleasantly surprised to see on rounding a bend that a number
of people were gathered on the bank end had just succeeded in rescuing the Neofan
from the clutches of the torrent. On coming closer he saw that there was a huge pile
of sheets close to the edge and that the rescuers had knotted these together and
iowered them to the drowning Neofarn.

He discovered later that the sheets which had been used to rescue the Neofan
from the Torrent of Overinking were known as Slip Sheets.

Jophan joined the group and they all set off down the bank, having agreed that
it would be better to avoid the Torrent of Overinking altogether rather than depend
on Slip Sheets to rescue them. Further along, however, they were overjoyed to discover
a bridge across the torrent. Laughing happily they crossed the bridge, which bore an
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inscription proclaiming it to be the Bridge of Moderation, and set foot on the other
side in the confident hope that their troubles were now at an end.

However, it secemed that they were not yet at the end of the jungle. Indeed, as
they progressed the path became more and more difficult to follow, as it wound its
way among overhanging vines and creepers, all of a sickly light green aspect which
reflected itself in the wan faces of the travellers. This unnatural pallor was caused
by the fact that it was very rarely indeed that a cheering ray of sunlight ever
penetrated the converging vegetation.

It was in these unpleasant surroundings that darkness finally forced the band
of Neofen to pitch camp for the night.

Chagteyr Seven
In Dhich Juphan Encounters The Denizens OFf The Jungle

On the next day Jophan observed & phenomenon which had hitherto escaped his notice.
Here and there through the jungle were large swathes of flattened vegetation which
bore the appearance of having been made by some huge monster which had smashed through
the jungle and left a wake of uprooted vines and splintered trees. Alarmed by this
ominous sight he warned his companions to keep together and to proceed with caution.
But it was without avail, for as the day wore on first one of them and then another
would grow impatient and stride on by himself. Others again would be unable to keep
up the pace of the rest of the band and would fall discouraged and exhausted by the
side of the path. From time teo time Jophan tried to encourage these fainthearts, but
he was amazed to notice that once they started to retrace their footsteps they seemed
to disappear almost instantly from sight. He reflected that if the way into Fandom
were as swift and comfortable as the way out, he would feel a great deal happier.

So it was that by the middle of the afternoon Jophan found himself alone on the
path. He occasionally caught up with one of those who had rushed on ahead, but each
of them had either fallen victim to one of the countless perils of the jungle or had
collapsed in a state of complete exhaustion from their reckless expenditure of energy.
Several of them he found crushed and bleeding in one of the swathes he had noticed
before, and Jophan wondered with trepidation what sort of monster was this which could
create such havoc by its mere passing. He kept an anxious watch on the path ahead but
it was difficult to see far because of the swirling vapours that constantly rose from
the dank vegetation. Jophan marvelled that in his first rapturous view of Fandom he
had failed to perceive any sign of this dreadful jungle whose extent seemed to be
almost boundless.

This thoughtful state of mind was rudely shattered by a dreadful crashing sound
like that of the stampede of a hundred elephants, and the trees further down the path
split asunder. Raising his Shield of Umor as bravely as he might, Jophan stared
intently into the misty jungle.

A cold shadow of terror fell across him as he failed to see any cause for either
the sound or the crushing of the trees. The Thing appeared to be invisible. As the
mysterious trampling sound came nearer it took all of Jophan's courage to stand his
ground. But then, as he peered ever more intently ahead, he suddenly perceived that
it was not one great monster which was advancing on him, but a herd of smaller ones.
His difficulty in seeing them at first was, he now realised, due to the fact that
their markings and colouring resembled so closely those of their surroundings. They
were, he could see now, hideous creatures resembling warthogs, but much heavier, and
with dreadful spikes protruding all over their squat bodies.

As they drew near, Jophan's eye was caught by one of the Neofen who had earlier
rushed on ahead and now lay by the side of the path recovering his strength. As Jophan
watched, the Neofan got to his feet to resume his journey and, unable te see the
monsters, staggered abruptly onto the path without looking where he was going. Jophan
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shouted a warning, but the creatures had already seen their victim. Their little red
eyes gleaming cruelly, they changed direction and bore down mercilessiy on the
unfortunate Neofan, brushing aside his Shield of Umor and crushing his bleeding body
into the ground.

When Jophan saw that the Shield of Umor was of no avail against the monsters he
was cvercome with fear and would have turned to flee had not a wondrous thing occurred.
In the distance he heard the sound of golden trumpets, and beside him the voice of
the beautiful Spirit of Fandom.

"“Stay, Jophan!" she whispered. "Do not run! These beasts you see are called
typos and their attention is attracted by sudden movement. If you proceed slowly and
with care you will not be troubled by them."

Despite this assurance Jophan was wary of passing the monsters, which were now
moving slowly along the side of the trail as if watching for more unsuspecting Neo-
fen. "But," he protested, 'what if one of their spikes should accidentally strike
me? The trail lies very close to them and they are difficult to detect in the
undergrowth,"

"If you go carefully enocugh this will not happen," said the fairy confidently,
“However, to set your mind at rest, here is a bottle of a magic liguid called
Correcting Fluid. A touch of this will instantly heal any wound made by a typo." At
these words a tiny green bottle appeared in the air before Jophan. Clutching it in
his hand, he walked carefully past the herd and resumed his journey.

Chaprer Eight
In Dhich Joghan feets Two $Strange Neofen

In the days that followed, Jophan saw and heard many hordes of typos blundering
through the jungle, but, thanks to the fairy's advice, he came to no harm. One day,
however, he came upon a small herd of them on the path in fromt of him, moving slowly
in the same direction as he. He overtook them carefully, meaning to pass them unob-
served, when to his horror he noticed that there was a Neofan in their midst. He was
about to call out a warning when he perceived that the Neofan was sitting, apparently
unharmed, on a crude hurdle which was actually being borne along by the typos. At
this sight Jophan cried out in astonishment, upon which the Neofan turned round and
greeted him cheerily.

“Good morning, friend," he said, "What is your name and whither are you bound?'

"My name is Jophan," said Jophan, "and I am on my way to Trufandom to obtain the
Enchanted Duplicator and produce the Perfect Fanzine."

"I also,' said the Neofan. 'My name is Kerles. Would you care to ride with me?"

"No, thank you," replied Jophan without hesitation. "To tell the truth I should
be afraid of those horrible creatures.™

"Horrible?" laughed Kerles. "Everyone fights shy of me on account of these typos,
but actually they are quite agreeable fellows. Look, they will even do tricks for me.™

So saying, he stretched out his Shield of Umor, which was large and brilliantly
polished, and gave a word of command. Instantly several of the typos jumped neatly
over the shield, performing somersaults and such other odd antics that Jophan burst
out laughing.

"See?" said Kerles. "Quite cheerful fellows, really. I don't understand why
people dislike them so much."

Jophan was impressed, but he noticed that while Kerles was admittedly saving
energy by this mode of travel, he was not proceeding very quickly. Moreover, every
now and then the typos would wander off into the jungle, from which they were brought
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back with such difficulty that Kerles seemed in constant danger of losing his way
altogether. Jophan felt it was impossible to press the beasts into any really useful
service, and, reluctant te remain in the presence of the ugly creatures bade Kerles
a2 friendly farewell.

He had not gone very far when he perceived another traveller on the path, and
hurried to overtake him. By the speed with which he was able to do so he surmised that
the other was standing still, but when he caught up with him he found that such was
not the case. The Neofan was in fact moving forwards, but so slowly that quite a con-
siderable time elapsed between steps. This time the Neofan seemed to spend in consult-
ing various books from a pile which he carried under one arm, and in clearing away
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