
September 1989 
 
Pablo Parkins strode across the road, along the pavement and entered the shop. 
He emerged, twenty minutes later, carrying a sketchbook. He held it up to a 
murky street lamp to inspect it. It had a leather cover and large golden letters 
stating:  
When you draw a scene, 
You won’t see it be drawn. 
 
Arriving home, he drew the Eiffel tower on the first page. At once his sketches 
turned straight, portraying the tower perfectly. Before he could gasp, the 
drawing painted itself. His pencil clattered to the floor. It was just like a 
photograph but better; however, what Pablo didn’t realise was that, at that very 
moment, the Eiffel tower disappeared from existence entirely… 
 
He decided to sell the piece and it was an instant success. It travelled the world 
and was bought by the Louvre at Sotheby’s for a huge amount of money. Pablo 
decided he would paint more. These two (the Sphinx and a beach scene), also 
created themselves and, like before, they vanished. However, Pablo was too busy 
to read the headlines so he knew nothing of it. 
 
After days of half-painting hundreds more, them disappearing, him being 
oblivious, becoming rich and moving to a luxury penthouse in Hong Kong, he 
realised something was missing from his collection of paintings: a self-portrait. 
He put the sketchbook down by a diamond-edged mirror and, after admiring 
himself for a good twenty minutes, set off. He sketched the outline, and sat back 
whilst the magic began. Pablo sighed and little did he know it would be the last 
sigh he would ever have.  
 
Well, at least not on planet earth…  
 
He grimaced as a sharp tug from his chest sent him spinning upwards, through a 
hole in the roof (he guessed it was the chimney), into the sky and then he 
vanished through a shrinking portal that had just appeared above his house. 
     He landed gently in the middle of a desert. He vaguely recognised the scene 
but couldn’t quite place why… 
 
But then suddenly it hit him: it was just like the picture he had recently ‘painted’ 
except now it was life-sized. Where could he be? From the horizon he heard an 
ear-piercing scream, so he ran to see what it was. It turned out to be a 
pterodactyl that was trapped in the jaws of a raging Tyrannosaurus. Pablo 
gulped. Today really couldn’t get any weirder. Or could it…  
 
He soon decided that he couldn’t help the unlucky dinosaur so he wandered off. 
He eventually came upon a third scene: the iconic Eiffel tower. And it was then 
that he understood why these, and probably hundreds more, were here. He had 
realised that they were all exact replicas of his paintings; when he sketched a 
scene it appeared here, and so that was why he was here.  

 

 



February 2005 
 
The bell rung as Sophie walked out of the shop and across the pavement 
clutching a sketchbook. It had a leather cover and large golden letters… 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 


