
Mickey’s Magical Morpher

Chapter 1

"Just another couple of warts, here, and here." Mickey chuckled as he clicked his  mouse. 

"This is brilliant!"

The twelve year old was seated before his laptop, busily modifying a photograph of his big 

brother, Gary. He had earlier input the picture into the computer with the new scanner package that 

his father had given him. Okay, so this and the software that came with it was second-hand and the 

packaging was more than a little weird. What seemed to be a brief manual was written in an 

unrecognisable font, but there were enough easy to follow graphic guidelines. Anyway, Mickey was 

not one to look a gift horse in the mouth ... especially one with as much potential for fun as this.

He sat back to admire his handiwork. Side by side in separate windows were the before and 

after images of his brother, or "Gary" and "GaryUgh" as he had named the image files. The original 

showed a fresh faced, muscular youth of about 16  smiling for the camera as he posed in swimming 

trunks by a poolside. Mickey's efforts had transformed this into a monster. 

GaryUgh was now heavy-jawed and goggle-eyed. Blackened and broken teeth disfigured his 

once beaming smile, and his face was adorned with outcrops of evil-looking warts and pus-oozing 

boils. Tufts of  hair sprouted from even more warts which covered his absurdly muscular arms and 

legs. In short, the new Gary looked gross!

"Yeah!" breathed Mickey in delight. "Just like Quasimodo's uglier brother."

Hugging himself in satisfaction and resisting the impulse to go too far over the top!, Mickey 

next input the two separate images into the morphing program. Having checked the graphic "Help” 

instructions, he clicked on the appropriate button to begin the actual morphing process. Grinning, he 

watched as the original Gary slowly transformed into his monstrous new self.



Down the hallway from Mickey's room the real life Gary was just emerging from the 

bathroom shower. Whistling cheerfully he began to towel himself dry. As he did so the whistling 

died jerkily away."Huh?” he muttered turning towards the mirror over the washbasin. The mirror 

was heavily steamed up and Gary reached forward to wipe it with his towel...

His terrified screams were coincident with the sounds of him crashing backwards into the 

shower stall. "Arghh! Arghh!” was gradually replaced with whimpers of "No! No, it can't be"... just 

before he passed out.

Those screams had registered even behind the closed door of Mickey's room. He came racing 

out to investigate, heart pounding in panic.  As he paused, trembling, in the hallway his ears picked 

up the whimpering sounds from the bathroom. 

As there were just the two of them in the house Gary hadn't bothered to lock the bathroom 

door. Mickey thrust it open and through the steam made out a pair of legs sticking out from the 

shower cubicle. The sight of these limbs caused him to jump swiftly back out into the hallway and 

flutter around in even greater panic. These were no legs he recognized ... or did he?

Since no threat seemed to follow from the bathroom, Mickey timidly poked his head around 

the door frame and looked again. Peering past the hairy legs with their bulging muscles he looked at 

the rest of the body slumped against the shower wall.

Realization slowly dawned. "Gary?” he whispered.

"Arghh! Arghh!” his own screams now echoed through the house. 

Desperately trying to control his fear Mickey stooped again to look at the monstrous body 

lying in the shower. It couldn't be... but it was! What he saw, allowing for its slumped position, was 

beyond doubt a replica of the doctored image he'd just made of his brother. An exact replica.

"No way! It's impossible," Mickey's brain went into overload as he realized the implications. 

Gary, his brother Gary, the usually-pain-in-the-neck-but-still-his-brother Gary, had been morphed! 

In real life!



He peeked again around the bathroom door, and then raced in near panic back to his own 

room. The computer screen still showed his experiment’s end result -- the grotesque, deformed 

Gary. At first all that he could do was look at the screen, immobile with shock and with his brain in 

overload. Then a positive thought fought its way through. 

Fingers trembling he managed to guide his mouse pointer to the "Edit" box above the image, 

clicked on it and then clicked again on the "Undo Morphing" menu item.

Immediately the monster on the screen began to transform itself, muscle bulges contracting, 

hair tufts disappearing, warts and boils shrinking. Within seconds what faced him was a picture of 

the original fresh faced and youthful Gary.

Mickey threw himself out of his room and galloped down the hallway to the bathroom. At the 

door he stopped. He hardly dared to look. Steeling himself, and with his fingers crossed he risked a 

glance at the shower cubicle. The legs sticking out were normal legs. Gary's legs. And they were 

beginning to stir. Mickey braced himself to look right inside the shower stall. To his huge relief he 

saw nothing but the real Gary, his good old, welcome-back brother.

The relief after the terror of what had gone before was too much. Mickey himself passed out.

As his body slumped into the shower stall it fell on top of Gary who was about to lift himself 

up from his own earlier collapse. He had just got as far as mumbling a  still dazed, "Whass 

happeni....," when, "Whoof!” the air was knocked out his lungs as Mickey fell on him. He struggled 

to free himself and his reaction when he realized that it was his young brother laying on him was 

predictable.

Mickey by now was coming out of his faint and realizing for his part that he was being 

manhandled by Gary. Their shouts of outrage and insult grew in volume as their combined body 

mass proved impossible to manoeuvre in the confines of the shower stall. Eventually Gary's 

superior strength won through and he was able to pin Mickey down long enough to wriggle himself 

out into the relative space of the bathroom. As he got to his feet there was no brotherly concern 

apparent as he yelled at Mickey, "What the hell d'you think you're doing, knocking me down like 

that? You stupid little twit, you could have killed me.”

 



As he said this he felt at a lump on the back of his head, but  paused as puzzling memories 

came flooding back. Mickey, equally outraged, had  begun to yell  explanations in his defence until 

he thought better of it! After he too had picked himself up, both brothers stood in the bathroom; the 

one naked, the other fully dressed, both damp. Gary's eyebrows creased in concentration and then 

shot up in  alarm as he remembered what it was that had caused him to end up on the floor of the 

shower stall. It was not Mickey's clumsiness but...

"Aarghh!” he yelled as he spun back to face the bathroom mirror. But the reflection that faced 

him was just.... His! Nothing abnormal or scary, if you discounted a few adolescent zits on his chin. 

"But... but", he burbled to himself in bewilderment. A bewilderment tempered with huge relief.

Mickey, by now with an almost angelic expression on his face, asked his brother's reflection, 

"What's up? Are you alright, Gary?" 

Through long practice he knew how to act the innocent, and he certainly knew better than to 

even hint at knowing anything, anything at all, about what  troubled his brother. Experience had 

also taught him not to say too much, a common error of the guilty. He'd wait and see what Gary 

remembered. Hopefully not too much. "It must have been a dream. A nightmare!" Gary muttered, 

and shaking his head to clear it of weird memories he faced his brother. It was, however, a measure 

of his confusion that he didn't even think of shoving Mickey out of his way. All he said was, "Hop 

it. I've got to finish in here."

Mickey was so relieved that he forgot to get in any sarcastic cracks at his brother's expense. 

Instead he grunted an okay and exited the bathroom.

Once outside the door Mickey wandered downstairs in a daze and automatically switched on 

the television in the sitting room. Ignoring the TV programme his mind began racing at the 

enormity of what had happened  -- completely forgetting that in his room the computer was still 

switched on, with Gary's image on-screen, and that his bedroom door was wide open. 

He thought it through. What had been an experiment with his new equipment had turned from 

a joke into an actual, real-time, fact. No matter how many times he told himself that it was not 

possible, he knew that he had seen it  happen. The monster in the bathroom when he had rushed to 

check Gary's screams had, without a doubt, been his creation, "GaryUgh". If further proof were 

needed, this freak had returned to the normal Gary as soon as he had told the computer to undo the 



morphing. The more Mickey thought about it the more he realized that the only way to check on the 

computer's strange powers was to try another morphing experiment.

Just as he reached this logical conclusion, his ears were assaulted with a roar from upstairs,

“MICKEY!!!"

"What?” yelped Mickey in alarm, all kinds of horrible thoughts rushing into his head. Had 

Gary regressed into his monstrous alter ego? Was his brother suffering some other weird after-

effect? But no, Gary's shout had not been so much one of fear this time but more one of... anger!

Then he remembered. His open bedroom door! The images on his computer screen plain to 

see by anyone passing that open door. "Oh my God", he gasped. He was in complete  panic when he 

heard his name bellowed again from upstairs, this time with a stern order to get his "butt" up there 

at the rush. Although his first thoughts were of escape Mickey realized that he'd have to face his 

brother at some time. So with heart thumping in his chest, and his brain whirling as it sought for 

excuses, he climbed the stairs to face Gary's wrath.

Gary was indeed standing in the doorway of Mickey's room and looking in. His face turned at 

his sibling's timid approach. It carried a scowl, which did Mickey's nerves no good at all.

"What's this then?” he snarled, pointing into the room.

"What, Gary? What have I done this time?” pleaded Mickey; still desperately seeking a 

halfway acceptable excuse ... or even downright lie ...  to what he was sure would be Gary's 

questions about the pictures on the computer screen. As soon as he was near enough his ear was 

grabbed firmly and he was dragged bodily into his bedroom.

"THAT!” roared Gary. "That's what".

Despite the pain of his ear Mickey gasped in astonishment and relief. His brother was not 

pointing at the laptop  on his desk but at Mickey's wardrobe, doors carelessly open. Although 

Gary’s attention was firmly on the wardrobe, Mickey instinctively flashed at glance at the laptop. 

His relief was intense. He should have known. 



The computer, left unattended, had switched itself to screen-saver mode. All that the screen 

now showed was a mass of elephant footprints and heaps of simulated dung.

Mickey laughed aloud in relief. 

Major mistake!


