Luttle Harmonic Labyrinth

The Tortoise and Achilles are spending a day at Coney Island.
After buying a couple of cotton candies, they decide to take a ride
on the Ferris wheel.

Tortoise:  This is my favorite ride. One seems to move so far, and yet in
reality one gets nowhere.,

Achilles: 1 can see why it would appeal to you. Are you all strapped in?

Tortoise:  Yes, I think I've got this buckle done. Well, here we go. Whee!

Achilles:  You certainly are exuberant today.

Tortoise: 1 have good reason to be. My aunt, who is a fortune-teller, told
me that a stroke of Good Fortune would befall me today. So I am
tingling with anticipation,

Achilles:  Don'’t tell me you believe in fortune-telling!

Tortoise:  No ... but they say it works even if you don’t believe in it.

Achilles:  Well, that's fortunate indeed.

Tortose:  Ah, what a view of the beach, the crowd, the ocean, the city . .

Achilles:  Yes, it certainly is splendid. Say, look at that helicopter over
there. It seems to be flying our way. In fact it’s almost directly above us
now,

Tortoise:  Strange—there’s a cable dangling down from it, which is coming
very close to us. It's coming so close we could practically grab it.

Achilles:  Look! At the end of the line there’s a giant hook, with a note.

(He reaches out and snatches the note. They pass by and are on their way
douwn.)

Tortoise:  Can you make out what the note says?

Achilles:  Yes—it reads, “Howdy, friends. Grab a hold of the hook next
ttme around, for an Unexpected Surprise.”

Tortoise:  'The note’s a little corny but who knows where it might lead.
Perhapsit’s got something to do with that bit of Good Fortune due me,
By all means, let’s try it!

Achilles:  Let's!

(On the trip up they unbuckle their buckles, and at the crest of the ride, they
grab for the giant hook. All of a sudden they are whooshed ufr by the cable,
which quickly reels them skyward into the hovering helicopter. 4 large
strong hand helps them in.)

Voice:  Welcome aboard—Suckers.
Achilles: Wh—who are you?
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Vaice: Allow me to introduce myself. I am Hexachlorophene J. Goodfor-
tune, Kidnapper-At-Large, and Devourer of Tortoises par Excellence,
at your service.

Tortoise:  Gulp!

Achilles (whispering to his friend): Uh-oh—I think that this “Goodfortune” is
not exactly what we'd anticipated. (To Goodfortune) Ah—if I may be so
bold—where are you spiriting us off to?

Goodfortune: Ho ho! To my all-electric kitchen-in-the-sky, where ~.<<._=
prepare THIS tasty morsel—( leering at the Tortoise as he says this)—in a
delicious pie-in-the-sky! And make no mistake—it's all just for my
gobbling pleasure! Ho ho ho!

Achilles: Al T can say is you've got a pretty fiendish laugh.

Goodfortune (laughing fiendishly): Ho ho ho! For that remark, my friend,
you will pay dearly. Ho ho!

Achilles:  Good grief—I wonder what he means by that!

Goodfortune:  Very simple—I've got a Sinister Fate in store for both of you!
Just you wait! Ho ho ho! Ho ho ho!

Achilles:  Yikes!

Goodfortune:  Well, we have arrived. Disembark, my friends, inte my fabu-
lous all-electric kitchen-in-the-sky.

(They walk inside.)

Let me show you around, before I prepare your fates. Here is my
bedroom, Here is my study. Please wait here for me for a moment. I've
got to go sharpen my knives. While you're waiting, help v\ocﬂww?nm. to
some popcorn. Ho ho ho! Tortoise pie! Tortoise pie! My favorite kind
of pie! (Exit.)

Achilles:  Oh, boy—popcorn! I'm going to munch my head off!

Tortoise: Achilles! You just stuffed yourself with cotton candy! Besides,
how can you think about food at a time like this?

Achilles: Good gravy—oh, pardon me—I shouldn’t use that turn of
phrase, should I? I mean in these dire circumstances . ..

Tortoise: 1'm afraid our goose is cooked.

Achilles: Say—take a gander at all these books old Goodfortune has in his
study. Quite a collection of esoterica: Birdbrains I Have Known; Chess and
Umbrella-Twirling Made Easy; Cencerto for Tapdancer and Orchestra . . .
Hmmm.

Tortoise: ‘What's that small volume lying open over there on the desk, next
to the dodecahedron and the open drawing pad?

Achilles:  This one? Why, its title is Provocative Adventures of Achilles and the
Torteise Taking Place in Sundry Spots of the Globe.

Tortoise: A moderately provocative title.

Achilles:  Indeed—and the adventure it's opened to looks provocative. It's
called “Djinn and Tonic”.

Tortsise: Hmm . . . [ wonder why. Shall we try reading it? I could take the
Tortoise's part, and you could take that of Achilles.

Achalles:

I'm game. Here goes nothing . . .

(They begin reading “Djinn and Tonic”)

Tortolse:

(Achilles has tnvited the Torloise over to see his
collection of prints by his favorite artist, M. C. Escher.)

Tortoise:  These are wonderful prints, Achilles.

Achilles: 1 knew you would enjoy seeing them. Do you have any
particular favorite?

Tortoise:  One of my favorites is Convex and Concave, where two
internally consistent worlds, when juxtaposed, make a com-
pletely inconsistent composite world. Inconsistent worlds are
always fun places to visit, but I wouldn’t want to live there.

Achilles:  'What do you mean, “fun to visit”? Inconsistent worlds
don’t EXIST, so how can you visit one?

Tortoise: 1 beg your pardon, but weren’t we just agreeing that in
this Escher picture, an inconsistent world is portrayed?
Achilles:  Yes, but that's just a two-dimensional world—a fictitious

world—a picture. You can’t visit that world.

Tortoise: 1 have my ways .. .

Achilles:  How could you propel yourself into a flat picture-
universe?

Tortoise: By drinking a little glass of PUSHING-POTION. That does
the trick.

Achilles:  'What on earth is pushing-potion?

Tortoise:  It's a liquid that comes in small ceramic phials, and

which, when drunk by someone looking at a picture, “pushes”
him right into the world of that picture. People who aren’t
aware of the powers of pushing-potion often are pretty sur-
prised by the situations they wind up in.

Achilles: s there no antidote? Once pushed, is one irretrievably
lost?
Tortoise: In certain cases, that's not so bad a fate. But there is, in

fact, another potion—well, not a potion, actually, but an
elixir—no, not an elixir, but a—a—
He probably means “tonic”.

Achilles:  Tonic?

Tortoise: That's the word I was looking for! “POPPING-TONIC” is
what it’s called, and if you remember to carry a bottle of it in
your right hand as you swallow the pushing-potion, it too will
be pushed into the picture; then, whenever you get a hanker-
ing to “pop” back out into real life, you need only take a
swallow of popping-tonic, and presto! You're back in the reat
world, exactly where you were before you pushed yourself in.

Achilles: That sounds very interesting. What would happen if
you took some popping-tonic without having previously
pushed yourself into a picture?
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Tortoise: 1 don't precisely know, Achilles, but 1 would be rather
wary of horsing around with these strange pushing and pop-
ping liquids. Once 1 had a friend, a Weasel, who did precisely
what you suggested—and no one has heard from him since.

Achilles:  That's unfortunate. Can you also carry along the botte
of pushing-potion with you?

Tortoise: Oh, certainly. Just hold it in your left hand, and it too
will get pushed right along with you into the picture you're
looking at.

Achilles: 'What happens if you then find a picture inside the
picture which you have already entered, and take another
swig of pushing-potion?

Tortoise: Just what you would expect: you wind up inside that
picture-in-a-picture.

Achilles: 1 suppose that you have to pop twice, then, in order to
extricate yourself from the nested pictures, and re-emerge
back in real life.

Tortoise: That’s right. You have to pop once for each push, since
a push takes you down inside a picture, and a pop undoes
that.

Achilles: You know, this all sounds pretty fishy to me . .. Are you
sure you're not just testing the limits of my gullibility?
Tortoise: 1 swear! Look—here are two phials, right here in my
pocket. (Reaches into his lapel pocket, and pulls out two rather large
unlabeled phials, in one of which one can hear a red liquid sloshing
around, and in the other of which one can hear a blue liquid sloshing
around.) If you're willing, we can try them. What do you say?

Achilles:  Well, 1 guess, ahm, maybe, ahm .

Tortoise: Good! I knew you'd want to try it out. Shall we push
ourselves into the world of Escher's Convex and Concave?

Achilles:  Well, ah, ...

Tortoise: Then it's decided. Now we've got to remember to take
along this flask of tonic, so that we can pop back out. Do you
want to take that heavy responsibility, Achilles?

Achilles: 1f it's all the same to you, I'm a little nervous, and I'd
prefer letting you, with your experience, manage the opera-
tion.

Tortoise: Very well, then.

(So saying, the Tortoise pours two small portions of pushing-
potion. Then he picks up the flask of tonic and grasps it firmly in
his right hand, and both he and Achilles lift their glasses to their
lips.)

Tortoise: Bottoms up!

(They swallow.)
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