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Ashort short piece by the very long on talent Mr. Vance Aan-
dahl, which will maybe make your head spin, but will also
help explain why people nowadays are so much alike.

THE UNFORTUNATE

MR. MORKY

by Vance Aandahl

WHEN THE UNFORTUNATE MR.
Morky met the carny-man, great
things were bound to happen. He
was the perfect object for a carny-
man'sintentions: unadulterated

tard pic from the vuleanized
Sos” ok i shocs. . e o

pex of his creweut. This is the
way it occurred:

Mr. Morky was shuffling
through the sawdust, bencath the
hot neon lights, surrounded by
the jolly sounds and sour-sweat
cnels of o carnval which was
not really a carnival, but rather
the wavering image of a carnival,
when he found himself standing in
the shade of a secluded fent.

“Hey, boyl You vantta come
see_the Museum of Mi

The

pie people are cautious.

“Comon now, bay. This is one
plenty ood dai for two bits, you

et

Twem.y five conts was the
price, and the unfortunate Mr.
Morky suddenly was standing in

e Museum of Mirrars, standing,
by ance, ¢
while the cammy
to the control room, his quarter
clutched tightly between  two
Tows of yellow teeth.

The unfortunate Mr. Morky
was surrounded by mirrors—they
coated the ceiling, the walls, and
the floor. ‘mirrors, convex
‘mirrors, All
shapes and all colors. They glit-
tered i mad jest at hel vistor,

room
et dincly in ront of the
fortunate Mr. Morky. The master

it was, and into its flat cir-
cularity stared the unfortunate
Mr. Morky, gazing at one thou-



THE UNFORTUNATE MR. MORKY

gand Jumbled mages of his good
friend, the unfortunate Mr.

lected their images upon
T s et and
rereflected and re-re-reflected in-
®© an infinitz multiple reflection,
It was indeed a murgled maze of
M. Morky. Bt ol st In bi

rol room, where he chewed
hn]-vpxly on L quarte, the cary-

m touched a switch, adjusted @
Tow mirrors the lighicst Fracton
of an inch, and focused the mil-
lion images into one ten-foot
image of the unfortunate Mr.

Morky.

“My, my” said Mr. Morky,
staring at this marvelous sight,
“My, my."

e camyman touched an-
other switch; the mirrors mov
another fraction of an inch; and
suddenly the image of the unfor-
tunate Mr. Morky shrank from a
gigantic custard ple to a three-inch

e image ran
‘mireor until it was
large again. It winked at Mr.
Morky, clicked its heels, and
stood on its head.
* said Mr.

began to

“the image
shrink. Tt slmmk once more to

Morky.

point—a mere polnt of custard
then—it disappeared

fnto negative infinity.

3

Like a custard ple, the

1t was novel to travel ng.
time. A few wversions, a
tickling sensation inside his stom-
ach, and Mr. Morky suddenly
had warm bones. Color kept com-
ing and going (or perhaps he
kept coming and going). He
gorked the bip and gt put the
first. moebius cul-de-sa

Unforbanately, there is ot east
one force in the universe which
can overcome the laws of mathe-
matics: the desire for security.
The better half Cpurest custard)
of Mr. Morky thwarted logic and
went scrambling fearfully back
to the time from which he had
come. The weaker half was car-
ried on toward positive infinity.

The unfortunate Mr.
who was struggling backwards
did not make very rapid progress
against the current, so we may
forget him for

t. The
ot unfortanate M. Morky
reached positive infinity in no

ime at aF, hopped over to negn
tive infnity, and popped back
into the enclosure which sur-

appeared, discovered that he was



0

hurtling toward positive _infinity.

On the way, he met the other
Mr. Morky, who was still strug-

ing to get back, and there was a
collision. He fused with himsclf.
Unfortunately, it was an_ abnor.
mal fusion, quite cancerous; all
that custard pie started dividing
and re-dividing and xe-re-dividing
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into an infinite multiple division.
When the unfortunate Mr. Morkys
had filled all the mocbius cul-de-
sacs, they started overflowing—
dropping into this or that time
steaia,

The unfortunate M. Morkys
a

ing.
ns o domn conforamist word,




