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The bug-eyed monster in the life of Unearthly Tales' editor was a real-life nuisance—at first. That was bad enough. But when it chased him right into the pages of his own magazine—that was very bad!
 
-
 
              "LOUSY monsters," Sanderson said critically. He leafed once more through the latest issue of Glowing Skull Magazine. "The backgrounds are no good, either. I don't say it just because they're our competitors, but this new artist of theirs stinks."
 
              Mopsa Hansen, his assistant, stretched out her plump hand for the magazine. She studied it, twisting absently at her wedding ring. "Oh, I don't know," she said after a minute. "He can't draw, of course, and his composition is no good, but you've got to admit he has a sort of talent for weird atmosphere. Those trees like mushrooms, and the way the grass or whatever it is looks half-alive. I bet most of the fantasy fans go for him. And the teeth on his monsters really frighten me."
 
              Sanderson sneered. His Adam's apple bobbed up and down. "He not only can't draw, has no sense of composition, and adopts a fiendishly repulsive tonality," he said with relish, "he has a general lack of taste that would sicken a billy goat. He's not just inept, he's bad on purpose. Poisonously, viciously bad. I don't know when I've seen work I dislike so much. If he ever has the crust to submit a picture to Unearthly Tales, I'll send it back to him so fast his art gum eraser will hurt."
 
              "Poor old Sandy," Mopsa said indulgently, "you're too aesthetic for your own good." She opened a tin of butterscotch and popped three or four of the candies into her mouth. "You can't seem to realize," she said in muffled tones, "that being art editor of a weird fiction magazine isn't Art. Sit on your ideals, boy. You're only here to please the customers."
 
              Sanderson made no reply. After a moment he picked up the copy of Glowing Skull Magazine and flipped through it once more. And once more he sneered.
 
              Some two weeks later George Blades, Editor-in-Chief of Publex Publications, called Sanderson into his office.
 
              "Sanderson, old chap," he said after the requisite preliminary remarks had been made, "I want you to meet Jabez Ordway. Mr. Ordway, this is Angus Sanderson, our art editor."
 
              Sanderson shook hands with Ordway gingerly. He disliked the man on sight. Ordway had light, piggish eyes, a flabby handclasp, and a form which reminded Sanderson of mashed potatoes which have been made into rosettes by being forced through a pastry tube. As a final touch the man was wearing dark green knee breeches. Where did Blades pick up these people, anyhow?
 
              "Ordway is the new chap who's been doing those splendid drawings for Glowing Skull," Blades went on. "No doubt you've noticed them." Sanderson stared.
 
              "You'll be pleased to know, Sanderson, that as of today Ordway is doing all the art work for Unearthly Tales. It's an experiment which I am sure will be a satisfactory one. You and he will work very closely together."
 
              Sanderson's jaw dropped. He turned red and made noises like strangling. His Adam's apple was throbbing incoherently.
 
              Ordway gave a faint, pursy smile. He got a box from the pocket of his Norfolk jacket, opened it, and put something from it with his thumb in either side of his nose. After a moment he sneezed.
 
              Sanderson found his voice. "Listen, George, could I speak privately to you for a minute?"
 
              "If it's necessary, yes." George Blades did not look pleased.
 
              "What's the big idea?" Sanderson demanded hotly when they were alone. "Who ever heard of one artist doing all the art work for a book?"
 
              "It's an experiment, I told you."
 
              "But he's lousy! I know his work, and it's terrible. He can't draw anything right except monsters' teeth."
 
              Blades shrugged. "Frankly, Angus, I'm acting on orders from above. You know how Publex is and who owns it. I got a note from her today, couched in what you might call vigorous terms, telling me what to do with Ordway. She's a pretty shrewd business woman, so I don't suppose it'll hurt the circulation. The note said he was a cousin of hers, but my private opinion is that he's got something on her."
 
              "But—am I Art Editor of Unearthly Tales, or not?"
 
              "Today you're the art editor. Tomorrow—who can say?"
 
              Sanderson winced. He knew he could get another job, probably a good one, but it might take time. Last week he had made a down payment on a choice wooded cabin site in Marina, and he had been planning to see an architect soon. If he resigned, he didn't know how long he'd have to wait.
 
              "O.K.?" Blades asked, watching him.
 
              "O.K."
 
-
 
              ORDWAY proved unexpectedly easy to work with. Sanderson, who had decided to handle him with kid gloves, made his suggestions with laborious tact; Ordway listened, smiling faintly and taking snuff from time to time. The drawings, when he submitted them, were perhaps a shade less disgusting than those he had done for Glowing Skull Magazine, and in the matter of monsters, which were Sanderson's particular aversion, Ordway had been remarkably restrained. There were only two in the entire batch.
 
              Sanderson was not as pleased by Ordway's tractability as he might have been. He disliked the man more for each time he set eyes on him. And the thought of the pages of Unearthly Tales—his Unearthly Tales—being defaced by Ordway's abominable drawings made him miserable. His stomach began bothering him. He got a bottle of anti-acid pills from the drug store, but they didn't help much. His depression increased as press time drew near. By the time the first copies of the December issue were coming off, his mood was so noticeable that Mopsa commented on it.
 
              "What's the matter, Sandy? Ulcers getting started again? Or are knee breeches' drawings getting you down?"
 
              "Mainly the drawings. Need: you ask?"
 
              Mopsa's smile vanished slowly. "He is nasty," she said as if to herself. "As nasty as his disgusting drawing are, A nasty, nasty little man." She gave her girdle a downward jerk.
 
              "Has he been bothering you?" Sanderson asked suspiciously. He liked Mopsa, and had always had a brotherly attitude toward her.
 
              "No—unh—" Mopsa hesitated. "I suppose I might as well tell you," she said. "He did make what you might call overtures. I pushed him away, and he said, 'My dear, you had better be careful. Have you ever hear of what Cagliostro did to women who displeased him? And his powers were nothing compared to mine. Now and then a fancy for plumpness takes me. I should advise you to be nice to me.' "
 
              "Why, the nasty little squirt! I'll—"
 
              "Take it easy, Sandy. I fixed him. I made the Horns at him, and told him if he bothered me again I'd sick grandmother on him." Mopsa's maternal grandmother was an Italian whose herbs, charms, and poultices were the wonder of her neighborhood. From what Mopsa had told him about the old lady, Sanderson had gathered that she was a white witch. "So now he gives me a wide berth. But he still bothers the other girls."
 
              "Bothers them, does he?" Sanderson's face wore an expression of dour triumph. "Why, Mopsa, we've got him on toast. Even Mrs. Conner would fire him for that." Mrs. Conner was Publex Publishing Company's owner.
 
              Mopsa shook her blond curls. "The girls are lots too scared to complain," she said. "He's got them all sold on the idea that he has some horrid occult power. They just try to keep out of his way."
 
              "I'll beat up on him."
 
              Again Mopsa shook her head. "Don't," she advised. "Most of us are married, and anyway, what I've been telling you would sound awfully, awfully queer in police court."
 
              There was a defeated silence. Mopsa helped herself to a gum drop. Sanderson spoke at last. "Let's hope the readers don't like his work. If enough of them complain, Conner might transfer him to the staff of Range Dreams."
 
              "Maybe. If enough of them complain."
 
              Time passed. Ordway began work on the drawings for the issue after next, the April one. And the usual letters from the readers began coming in.
 
              Sanderson's heart sank when the fiction editor gave the tabulation to him. Almost every letter this month had mentioned the new art work. About one person out of five had disliked it vehemently. The other four expressed attitudes ranging from tepid liking to actual enthusiasm.
 
              It wasn't good enough. Sanderson went over to the window, raised it, and stood looking out and thinking. It wasn't good enough. Madeleine Conner would never transfer Ordway on the weight of such conflicting evidence. Knee breeches, occult powers, snuff and all, he was here to stay.
 
              Of course Sanderson could resign. But the architect had already started on the plans for his cabin, and anyway resigning wouldn't solve the problem for Mopsa and the other girls. Ordway would still be around to pester and threaten them.
 
              It began to get dark. The sky looked as if it might rain. Quitting time came. The office force left in the elevator. Sanderson stayed at the window, frowning and considering.
 
              He had just decided that he might as well see about getting some dinner before it was too late, when the door opened and Ordway came in. He was carrying a portfolio under one arm. The knee breeches he was wearing were dull yellow ones.
 
              "Hello, Sanderson," he said. "I happened to be in this part of town, and took a chance you wouldn't have left I want you to O.K. these."
 
              He handed the portfolio to Sanderson. Mechanically, the latter accepted and opened it.
 
              His first reaction was of outrage. These drawings were terrible, worse than the worst Ordway had done for Glowing Skull. The backgrounds insulted the nose, the tonality had that gritty lack of contrast Sanderson found so maddening, and there was a monster in every one.
 
              "But—but—" he stammered, too astonished to remember tact, "you've put monsters in all of them!"
 
              "So I have," Ordway replied. "I like monsters. Mrs. Conner and I had a most interesting talk last week." He took the sheaf of drawings back from Sanderson and walked over to the window.
 
              "But—Ordway, these monsters aren't well done. Their teeth are good, of course." Sanderson swallowed. Even this limited compliment was painful to him. "But their wings are too big, way out of scale. And their bodies don't articulate."
 
              "What do you know about monsters?" Ordway asked in his high, insolent voice. "Have you ever seen one?" He was looking out the open window.
 
              "No."
 
              "Well, then, be quiet," Ordway said without turning. "As I told you, I've been talking to Mrs. Conner. Besides that, Sanderson, you'd better understand that it's not wise to vex me. I know some things to do with drawings and cut-out paper scraps. Unpleasant things. Unpleasant for you."
 
              Sanderson inhaled. He had always hated Ordway. Now he was so angry he was trembling. Even then it might have been all right; he had every intention of leaving the room. But Ordway, still arrogantly keeping his back turned, spoke. "Take these, Sanderson. See that they get to the photoengraver tomorrow the first thing. Here." He flapped the sheaf of drawings at him.
 
              The drawing on top featured a particularly badly drawn monster, an outsized lizard with pipestem legs and bat wings. It was standing in a dark and gritty landscape of exceptional repellency. At the sight of it, Sanderson felt a whir in his brain like that of an automatic calculating machine. Before he was even aware that he had moved, he had taken Ordway below the waist, lifted him up, and pitched him out over the window sill. The office was on the sixteenth floor. If Sanderson had had super acute hearing he might have heard, several seconds later, a squelchy plop.
 
              The art editor sank down in a chair. After two or three minutes it occurred to him that he was a murderer. Shakily he put on his hat and coat and went out in the hall toward the emergency stairway. For obvious reasons he did not care to use the elevator.
 
-
 
              THE inquest went off beautifully. An elevator operator remembered bringing Ordway up. A key to the office door was found in the dead man's pocket. Mopsa, without any prompting, testified that she and Sanderson had gone down in the elevator together, about half past five. Sanderson, doggedly perjuring himself, testified the same. Several witnesses spoke of Ordway's peculiar mannerisms, nervousness, eccentricity. The verdict of the coroner's jury included the words, "while of unsound mind."
 
              For a week or so Sanderson felt an enormous relief. He burned the drawings Ordway had left, got in touch with his favorite artists, and began happily planning the three full-page spreads for the next issue of Unearthly Tales. His nervous indigestion stopped. Then he began to have the dreams.
 
              At first they were not so bad. Ordway's figure was unsubstantial and tenuous, and it appeared only once in every two or three nights. But as time went on he took to appearing more and more frequently, always wearing his abominable yellow knee breeches, until Sanderson's dreams were fail of him, Sanderson began to drink coffee late at night, to avoid his bed.
 
              He thought of going to a psychiatrist. It must be his sense of guilt over the murder which was causing the dreams. (If it could be considered murder to kill a dirty, snuff-taking, breeches-wearing blackmailer like Ordway.) But would a psychiatrist's professional ethics prevent his turning a patient who admitted he was a murderer over to the police? Sanderson felt it was too big a chance to take. He'd have to figure this one out by himself.
 
              The dreams went on. The dark circles under Sanderson's eyes turned into pouchy brownish bags. Mopsa watched him with growing solicitude. Late one Thursday afternoon, despite his resistance, she got him in a corner and questioned him until she found out all about the dreams. "We'll go see grandmother," she said briskly when he had finished. "She's just wonderful at things like that."
 
              "You don't think a psychiatrist—" Sanderson began hopefully.
 
              "No, I don't. These dreams aren't caused by guilt for anything you've, uh, done, Sandy. They're something else. Ordway was a nasty man, and it's my belief he had some rather nasty powers."
 
              Mopsa's grandmother lived at the end of the street car line in a suburb where all the houses were alike. The old lady herself, though she had a heavy moustache and a figure from which too much pasta had eliminated the waistline, had retained such attractions of youth as a velvety olive skin and fine dark eyes. Sanderson took to her and trusted her at once.
 
              "You no shoulda keel him," she said when the art editor had finished his halting tale. "Falla like that more dangerous dead."
 
              Sanderson jumped. He looked reproachfully at Mopsa. She shook her blond head. "Grandmother always knows things," she said.
 
              "Yes, yes," Mrs. Straglini replied emphatically. She spoke to Mopsa in Italian for a moment. "Is not so bad." she said, addressing Sanderson again. "Lotsa things worse than dreams."
 
              The art editor quivered. "You mean you can't do anything to stop my dreams?" he asked.
 
              Mrs. Straglini shrugged. "Coulda do things," she answered. "Notta good idea. Dreams no can hurt you. You getta use to them."
 
              There was a silence. Sanderson studied his fingernails. He was thinking of Ordway as he had seen him last night—pale faced, heavy jowled, obscenely ladling snuff into his nose with the flat of his thumb. And the look of malicious, hateful triumph in his little, piggish eyes—no, it wasn't possible. Sanderson couldn't get used to it.
 
              "I—" he said. He halted to control his voice. "I haven't had any real sleep for three weeks. I've got to sleep some time. But I feel that I—that I'd rather die than go to sleep and see him standing there."
 
              Mrs. Straglini looked at him keenly. After a moment, she nodded. "Ho Kay," she said. "Isa your funeral." She got up and walked out in the kitchen. In a few moments a very odd smell—burned, feathery, dusty and cloyingly sweet—began to float upon the air.
 
              "What's she doing?" Sanderson asked Mopsa. A belated caution was stirring in him.
 
              "Making a counter charm."
 
              "Is that dangerous?"
 
              "Not usually." Mopsa twisted the wedding ring on her plump left hand. "But you see, Sandy, Ordway got in on the ground floor. Grandmother's trying to make a barrier against him, and it'll be all right unless he's able to sort of short circuit it. In that case, he'd have all the power that was in the counter charm to draw upon. Magic is a little like judo—you use your opponent's power to disable him."
 
              "Um. I see."
 
              "But don't use the charm unless you have to, Sandy." 
 
              "I won't."
 
              Mopsa's grandmother came back from the kitchen. She carried a very small bottle in one hand and a red flannel bag in the other. She put the bottle in the bag, tied it up, and handed it to Sanderson. He examined it wonderingly.
 
              "Poot ina pocket of da night shirt," Mrs. Straglini explained. "No more dream."
 
              Sanderson got out his billfold. She repulsed him with a magnificent gesture. "For frandship I do," she said. "Isa no charge."
 
              "Will it really work?" Sanderson asked Mopsa when they were standing on the corner waiting for the street car. Freed of Mrs. Straglini's rather overwhelming presence, the likelihood of the charm's having any effect whatever had begun to seem remote to him.
 
              "Oh, sure. If grandmother says no more dreams, no more dreams. But like I told you, it's dangerous. You never can tell with things like that. Don't use it unless you're really right at the end of your rope, Sandy."
 
              Sanderson went to bed that night at about eight. He was too tired to eat, too tired even to mix himself a drink. He took a big dose of bicarbonate of soda and then put the red flannel bag carefully on the night stand beside his bed. He fell asleep almost at once.
 
              He woke about twenty minutes later, covered with sweat. Ordway had been standing by the head of his bed grinning at him. Unhesitatingly Sanderson picked up the charm and put it in the breast pocket of his pajamas. He turned out the light.
 
              This time, he slept wonderfully well. He awoke feeling fully rested and refreshed, with the consciousness that many hours had passed.
 
-
 
              IT WAS still dark, with only a faint light in the sky. Sanderson yawned and stretched and began to get out of bed. It was then that he realized that something was wrong.
 
              He was not in his bed, he was not even in his bedroom. Though it was still too dark to make out details, he seemed to be standing on a sort of springy turf. Over his head was a lusterless and somehow gritty sky.
 
              Divided between panic and disbelief, Sanderson looked about him. He was indubitably awake, and equally indubitably not where he usually woke up. Where was he, then?
 
              With a haunting sense of familiarity he studied the sky, the turf, the bloated, spongy trees. That gritty, sooty texture, that deliberately tasteless arrangement of objects and planes—where had he seen them before?
 
              In—in—
 
              No. Wait. It wasn't possible. 'He had seen them before in ... in that last picture of Ordway's. The picture Ordway had been waving at him just before he ... died. Somehow, Sanderson had got inside the picture.
 
              Mopsa's grandmother's charm had backfired.
 
              It must be a dream. Sanderson was still trying to convince himself of this when there came a sinister rustling in the brush behind him. Without a moment's hesitation, dream or no dream, Sanderson took to his heels. He stopped running only when he came up against a sort of glassy, invisible barrier which, he realized almost immediately, must be the picture's edge. He knew only too well what was chasing him.
 
              It was the miserable sharp-toothed monster Ordway had drawn.
 
              He had just begun to get his breath back when the rustle came again. Once more Sanderson ran. His heart was knocking against his ribs. Running, in the disgusting world that Ordway had limned, was an oddly exhausting feat. The clumps of spongy vegetation sucked at Sanderson's heels, and his body felt heavy and drawn-out. Ordway must have endowed his odious picture with greater than normal gravity.
 
              How long would Sanderson be able to keep running? How much longer could he keep it up?
 
              If day would only come! If he could see better he might be able to think what to do, how to get out of here. But as the rustle in the brush came time after time and the invisible monster continued its tireless pursuit of him, minutes lengthened into what must have been hours without any lightening of the sky. Sanderson realized with a dreadful sinking feeling that dawn would never come. The picture would stay as Ordway had created it, sunk in its leaden gritty gloom, forever and ever. World without end.
 
              He was tiring now. The slithering noise in the bushes no longer roused him to instant activity. Pretty soon the monster—Sanderson tried to swallow with his dry throat—pretty soon the monster, the most hateful object in the hateful world Ordway had created, would overtake him at its leisure. Badly drawn as it was, it had a set of cruelly competent long white teeth.
 
              There might be some way of getting out of the picture. But he was too thirsty, frightened and tired to even think of it.
 
              He came at last to a brook, a sluggish sheet of ambiguous liquid Ordway had created with many scratches of the pen. No longer greatly caring whether the monster was gaining on him or not, Sanderson stooped to drink. He halted, terrified— more terrified than he had yet been. From the dim surface of the water a huge horned head was staring up at him.
 
              Sanderson wheeled about with a hoarse cry. At first he did not understand. Trailing behind him in the sooty light were a long, scaly lizardlike tail, two wobbling pipestem legs. And on the back were folded ribbed, repulsive, rusty bat wings. His wings.
 
              Sanderson began to run. He ran with the last of his strength, desperately, his tail trailing behind him, through the pulpy, bulbous hell Ordway had created for him. He stopped at last, shuddering with exhaustion. It was no use. He could not run away from himself. He was the monster in the picture. And he was in the picture to stay.
 
 
 
The End
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