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Ray Bradbury A Sound of Thunder (3Byk rpoma)

Pacckas agantupoBana Hatanba ®eguenko fedchenko n@mail.ru

Memod ymeHusi Unbu ®paHka

The sign on the wall seemed to quaver under a film of sliding warm water (BbiBecka Ha
CTEHe, Ka3anocb, Apoana nog nieHKon ckonb3silen tennon soabl). Eckels felt his
eyelids blink over his stare (nouyBcTBOBan ero Beku MUrHyTb = MNOYyBCTBOBAs, KaK ero
BEKM MUTHYNKN Haf ero B3rnggom), and the sign burned in this momentary darkness (n
BbIBECKA ropena B 3TOM MUHYTHOW TbMe):

TIME SAFARI (BpemeHHOe cadapu), INC. (Incorporated, 3aperncTpupoBaHHbIN Kak
Kopnopauus, T.e. pupma «Cadapu BO BpeEMEHN»)

SAFARIS TO ANY YEAR IN THE PAST (cadapu /MH. 4./ B nito6oi rof, B NpoLUSIOM).
YOU NAME THE ANIMAL (Bbl HasbiBaeTe XUBOTHOE).

WE TAKE YOU THERE (mbl gocTtaensiem Bac tyaa).

YOU SHOOT IT (Bbl cTpenseTe B Hero).

Warm phlegm gathered in Eckels' throat (tennas cnuab cobpanack /Hakonunack/ B
roprie Skernbca); he swallowed and pushed it down (0H rmOTHYN 1 NPOTOSKHY I ee
BHM3). The muscles around his mouth formed a smile (MbiLLbLI BOKpYT ero pta
obpaszoBanu ynblbky) as he put his hand slowly out upon the air (korga oH BbITAHYN
pyKy MeaneHHo B Bo3ayx), and in that hand waved a check for ten thousand dollars to
the man behind the desk (1 B ero pyke konbixancst 4ek Ha 4eCATb ThICAY JOMNapoB A
YyenoBeka 3a NUCbMEHHbIM CTOMOM).

"Does this safari guarantee | come back alive (rapaHTupyeT nu ato cadapu, 4To A
BepHycb gomon xuebiMm) ?" "We guarantee nothing (Mbl HU4ero He rapaHTupyem)," said
the official (ckasan cnyxawmn), "except the dinosaurs (kpome gnHosaspos)." He turned
(oH nosepHyrica). "This is Mr. Travis, your Safari Guide in the Past (aTo muctep Tpesuc,
Baww nposogHuk B [Npownoe). He'll tell you what and where to shoot (oH ckaxeT Bam,
4yTO U rage cTpendatb). If he says no shooting, no shooting (ecnu oH ckaxeT He CTpenaTsb,
He cTpenaTb). If you disobey instructions, there's a stiff penalty of another ten thousand
dollars (ecnu Bbl ocnywaeTecb MHCTPYKLMI, CYLLLECTBYET XECTKUI WTpad eLle Ha
AecaTb Tbicad gonnapos), plus possible government action, on your return (nntoc

BO3MOXHbl€ OENCTBUS npaBUTESIbCTBaA Nocsie Ballero BOSBpaLLl,eHMFI).”
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The sign on the wall seemed to quaver under a film of sliding warm water. Eckels
felt his eyelids blink over his stare, and the sign burned in this momentary
darkness:

TIME SAFARI, INC.

SAFARIS TO ANY YEAR IN THE PAST.

YOU NAME THE ANIMAL.

WE TAKE YOU THERE.

YOU SHOOT IT.

Warm phlegm gathered in Eckels’ throat; he swallowed and pushed it down. The
muscles around his mouth formed a smile as he put his hand slowly out upon the
air, and in that hand waved a check for ten thousand dollars to the man behind
the desk.

"Does this safari guarantee | come back alive?"

"We guarantee nothing," said the official, "except the dinosaurs."” He turned.
"This is Mr. Travis, your Safari Guide in the Past. He'll tell you what and where to
shoot. If he says no shooting, no shooting. If you disobey instructions, there's a
stiff penalty of another ten thousand dollars, plus possible government action, on

your return.”

Eckels glanced across the vast office at a mass and tangle (B3rnanyn yepes
NPOCTOPHbIA 0UC «HA Kydy M NYTaHULY» = Ha Ky4y 4ero-To cnyTaHHoro), a snaking
and humming of wires and steel boxes (/Ha/ n3BMBaHWE 1 XyxoKaHne NPOBOLOB U
cTanbHble KOpobku: snake — 3mesi), at an aurora (Ha cusiHue: aurora — 3apsi) that
flickered now orange, now silver, now blue (koTopoe BCrbIxvBano To OpaHXeBbiM, TO
cepebpsaHbiM, TO cuHUM). There was a sound like a gigantic bonfire burning all of Time
(TO 6bIN 3BYK, NOXOXWUIN HA MTMraHTCKUIA KOCTEP, CXXUrarLwmi nonHocTeio Bpems), all the
years and all the parchment calendars (Bce rogbl 1 Bce neprameHTHble Kanengapu
/neTtonucw/), all the hours piled high and set aflame (Bce 4achl, cBaneHHble BbICOKO B
Ky4y 1 NOAOXCKEHHbIE).

A touch of the hand and this burning would (npukocHoOBeHME pyKn 1 3TO ropeHne Bbl),
on the instant (mrHoBeHHO), beautifully reverse itself (npekpacHo noBepHyrock BCNATh).
Eckels remembered the wording in the advertisements to the letter (nomHun
dopmynnpoBky B 06baBneHnn /c TouHocTeo/ fo 6ykeel). Out of chars and ashes (13

nenna u 3onbl), out of dust and coals (13 neinn u yrnen), like golden salamanders (kak
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3onoTucTele canamangpsl), the old years, the green years (ctapblie rogbl, 3eneHble =
monogble roabl), might leap (Mornu 6kl BbICKOUNTL = NOAHATLCS); roses sweeten the air
(posbl ycnaxgatoT Bo3ayx), white hair turn Irish-black (6ensie /cegbie/ Bonocel
CTaHOBSATCA YepHbIMK, Kak y upnangues), wrinkles vanish (mopwmHbl ncyesator); all,
everything fly back to seed (Bcé v Bce Bo3BpallatoTcs /«netary/obpaTtHo B cems), flee
death (y6eratoT ot cmepTu), rush down to their beginnings (6pocatotca k ceonm
nctokam), suns rise in western skies and set in glorious easts (conHua BocxoasT Ha
3anagHblx Hebecax U cagsaTca Ha BENUKOSEnHbIX BOCToKax), moons eat themselves
opposite to the custom (nyHbl cbenatoT cebs Bonpekn obbivato = ybbiBalOT ¢ APYroro
koHua), all and everything cupping one in another like Chinese boxes (Bce n Bcé
CKraablBatoLLieecs 04HO B ApYroe Kak Kutamckme kopoboukm /Mo npuHUmnny MatpeLuku/),
rabbits into hats (/kak/ kponukn B wrnanel), all and everything returning to the fresh death
(BCe n BCE, BO3BpaLlaloLeecd K csexen /HoBow/ cmepTu), the seed death (cmepTu
cemeHn), the green death (3eneHon cmepTtn), to the time before the beginning (ko
BpeMeHM [0 Havana = K Hadarny Ha4van). A touch of a hand might do it (npvkocHoBeHne

pyku morno 6bel cgenatb 3T10), the merest touch of a hand (npocTtenwee npukocHoBeHne

PYKW).

Eckels glanced across the vast office at a mass and tangle, a snaking and
humming of wires and steel boxes, at an aurora that flickered now orange, now
silver, now blue. There was a sound like a gigantic bonfire burning all of Time, all
the years and all the parchment calendars, all the hours piled high and set aflame.
A touch of the hand and this burning would, on the instant, beautifully reverse
itself. Eckels remembered the wording in the advertisements to the letter. Out of
chars and ashes, out of dust and coals, like golden salamanders, the old years,
the green years, might leap; roses sweeten the air, white hair turn Irish-black,
wrinkles vanish; all, everything fly back to seed, flee death, rush down to their
beginnings, suns rise in western skies and set in glorious easts, moons eat
themselves opposite to the custom, all and everything cupping one in another
like Chinese boxes, rabbits into hats, all and everything returning to the fresh
death, the seed death, the green death, to the time before the beginning. A touch

of a hand might do it, the merest touch of a hand.

"Unbelievable (HeBeposTHO)." Eckels breathed (B3goxHyn), the light of the Machine on

his thin face (ceeT MawwnHbl Ha ero ToHkom nuue). "A real Time Machine (HacToswas
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MawwwnHa Bpemenn)." He shook his head (oH notpsac ronoson). "Makes you think
(3actaenset 3agymartbcs). If the election had gone badly yesterday (ecnu 6kl BbIGopbI
npowwnu nroxo B4yepa), | might be here now running away from the results (s mor Gbl
34ech cenyac coexatb o1 pesynbTtatos). Thank God Keith won. He'll make a fine
President of the United States (cnasa 6ory, Kent Boivrpan. OH cTaHeT npekpacHbIM
npe3sngeHtom CoegmHeHHbix LTaToB).

" "Yes," said the man behind the desk (ckazan 4enosek 3a NMCbMEHHbLIM CTOSIOM).
"We're lucky (mbl yoaunuebl = Ham nosearno). If Deutscher had gotten in (ecriv Obl
Hownuep Bbivrpan: der Deutscher no-Hemeukn o3Ha4aeT «HemeLly /Hamek Ha Tntnepal/;
to get in — npontn Ha BbIGopax), we'd have the worst kind of dictatorship (Mbl 661 Umenu
cambIn Xygwunn sua aukratypsl). There's an anti everything man for you (a1oT 4enosek
npoTue Bcero), a militarist, anti-Christ, anti-human, anti-intellectual. (munutapucr,
aHTUXPUCT, aHTU-YENOBEYHbIN, aHTU-pa3yMHbIn). People called us up (ntoan Ham
3BOHUNK: to call up — ebi3bieams Mo meseghoHy), you know, joking but not joking
(3HaeTe, WyTA, HO HEe WYTS = B WWYTKY, HO, MOXeT ObITb, U Bcepbed). Said if Deutscher
became President they wanted to go live in 1492 (rosopunu, 4to ecnu [Jonyep ctaHeT
npe3ngeHToM, To OHM Obl XoTenu yexatb xuTb B 1492 roa /rofg OTKPbITUS AMEPUKN
Konymbowm/). Of course it's not our business to conduct Escapes (koHe4YHO, 3T0 He Halle
aerno — pykosBoauTb noberamn), but to form Safaris (a /Tonbko/ opraHn3oBbIBaThL
cadgapun). Anyway, Keith's President now (B nto6om criyyae, Kent cenyac npesngeHT).
All you got to worry about is (Bce, 0 Yem Bbl 40STKHbI 3a60TUTLCS, 3TO...) ="

"Shooting my dinosaur (3actpenutb moero agnHosaspa)," Eckels finished it for him
(3akoH4MnN 3a Hero).

"A Tyrannosaurus Rex (koponesckuii TupaHosasp). The Tyrant Lizard (TupaH-aiiep),
the most incredible monster in history (camoe HeBeposTHOe YyaoBuLLE B UCTOpUM). Sign
this release (nognuwute aty pacnucky). Anything happens to you, we're not responsible
(4To BbI C BamMK He criyumnock, Mbl He B oTBeTe). Those dinosaurs are hungry (311
ANHO3aBpbl ronogHbl)."

Eckels flushed angrily (BcnbixHyn cepauto). "Trying to scare me (nbitaetecb MeHst
3anyratb)!"

"Frankly, yes (/ecnu/ yectHo, ga). We don't want anyone going who'll panic at the first
shot (Mbl He XOTMM, 4TOOLI exan KTO-TO, KTO MaHMKyeT Npu NepBoM BbICTpene). Six
Safari leaders were killed last year (LwecTb pykoBogutenen 6b1r10 youTo B NpoLLiom
rogy), and a dozen hunters (1 gtoxmHa oxotHukoB). We're here to give you (mbl 3gecb

/4TobbI/ paTte Bam) the severest thrill (cambii cunbHLIM TpeneT = BneyaTneHne) a real
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hunter ever asked for (/o kOTOpoM/ HACTOALLMIA OXOTHUK KOraa-nnbo npocun = meytarn).
Travelling you back sixty million years (nepemelryas sac Ha 60 MunnnoHoB neT Hasan)
to bag the biggest game in all of Time (4T0ObLI YOUTL camyto BorbLUy UYL BCEX
BpeMeH: bag — cyMKa, MewokK, mKkx. sedmaul, to bag — knacms 6 cyMKy, ybusamsb
ouyb; game — duys). Your personal check's still there (Baww nuyHbLIN Yek Bce elle Tam =
3geck). Tear it up (pasopeuTte ero). "Mr. Eckels looked at the check (nocmoTtpen Ha

yek). His fingers twitched (ero nanbubl nogepruBannce).

"Unbelievable." Eckels breathed, the light of the Machine on his thin face. "A real
Time Machine.” He shook his head. "Makes you think, If the election had gone
badly yesterday, | might be here now running away from the results. Thank God
Keith won. He'll make a fine President of the United States."

"Yes," said the man behind the desk. "We're lucky. If Deutscher had gotten in,
we'd have the worst kind of dictatorship. There's an anti everything man for you,
a militarist, anti-Christ, anti-human, anti-intellectual. People called us up, you
know, joking but not joking. Said if Deutscher became President they wanted to
go live in 1492. Of course it's not our business to conduct Escapes, but to form
Safaris. Anyway, Keith's President now. All you got to worry about is —"
"Shooting my dinosaur,"” Eckels finished it for him.

"A Tyrannosaurus Rex. The Tyrant Lizard, the most incredible monster in history.
Sign this release. Anything happens to you, we're not responsible. Those
dinosaurs are hungry."

Eckels flushed angrily. "Trying to scare me!"

"Frankly, yes. We don't want anyone going who'll panic at the first shot. Six Safari
leaders were killed last year, and a dozen hunters. We're here to give you the
severest thrill a real hunter ever asked for. Travelling you back sixty million years
to bag the biggest game in all of Time. Your personal check’s still there. Tear it

up."Mr. Eckels looked at the check. His fingers twitched.

"Good luck (ygaum)," said the man behind the desk (ckazan yenosek 3a ctoriom). "Mr.
Travis, he's all yours (OH nofnHocCTLO Ball = 3aMMuTecb um)."

They moved silently across the room (oHn npolunu monya vyepes komHaTy), taking their
guns with them (B3siB cBou pyxba ¢ cobon), toward the Machine (no HanpasneHuto k
MawwwHe), toward the silver metal and the roaring light (k cepebpsaHomy metanny u

peByLLEMY CBETY).
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First a day and then a night (cHa4ana geHb, a notom Houdb) and then a day and then a
night, then it was day-night-day-night. A week, a month, a year, a decade (Hegens,
mecsu, rog, gecatuneTtue)! A.D. (cokpalieHHoe anno Domini — Hawewn apbl /nat./) 2055.
A.D. 2019. 1999! 1957! Gone (npoexanu)! The Machine roared (MawwunHa B3pesena).
They put on their oxygen helmets and tested the intercoms (oHn Hagenu kncnopogHble
LUMeMbl M NPOBEPUSIN CBA3b).

Eckels swayed on the padded seat (ka4ancs Ha markom cugeHuu: to pad — Habusame
gosiocom unu eamou), his face pale, his jaw stiff (ero nuyo 6negHo, ero yentocTb
3acTbIBLIAs, okoveHeBLIasi = 3yObl kpenko cxkaTbl). He felt the trembling in his arms and
he looked down (oH no4yBCTBOBAar APOXb B pykax 1 nocMmoTtpen BHM3) and found his
hands tight on the new rifle (1 06Hapyxun ceoun pyku NAOTHO, KPENKo /npmxaTtbiMu/ K
HOBOW BUHTOBKE /«Ha HoBOW BUHTOBKe»/). There were four other men in the Machine (8
MawnHe 6bi10 ewle 4 yenoseka). Travis, the Safari Leader (pykosoguTens), his
assistant (ero nomoLuHuk), Lesperance, and two other hunters (1 gBa gpyrnx oxoTHuka),
Billings and Kramer. They sat looking at each other (oHu cugenn, cmoTpsa gpyr Ha
apyra), and the years blazed around them (1 rogbl cBepkanu = Menbkanu BOKpYr HUX).
"Can these guns get a dinosaur cold (MmoryT n1 aTu py»xba youTb AnHo3aBpa
Hanosan)?" Eckels felt his mouth saying (novyBcTBOBasn, kak ero poT roBopuT =
NPOWN3HEC HEOCO3HAHHO).

"If you hit them right (ecnu nonacte 13 HUX npasuneHo: to hit — ydapsmse, nonadame &
uesn)," said Travis on the helmet radio (ckazan Tpesuc no paguo B wneme). "Some
dinosaurs have two brains (y HekoTopbIX ANHO3aBPOB ABa Mo3ra), one in the head
(oaunH B ronoee), another far down the spinal column (apyron ropasgo Huxe no
NMO3BOHOYHUKY: Spinal column — no3soHo4HbIU cmosb). We stay away from those (Mbl
nsberaem Takux). That's stretching luck (3To nckywaet cyasby = He3ayem uckyllaTb
cynbby: to stretch — pacmseusame, luck — ydaya, to stretch one's luck — uckywams
cy0bby). Put your first two shots into the eyes («nomectute» Bawwm nepeble gBa
BbICTpera B rnasa), if you can, blind them (ecnu moxeTte, ocnenute nx), and go back

into the brain (n ngute «Hasag» B Mo3r = cTpenante B Moar)."
"Good luck," said the man behind the desk. "Mr. Travis, he's all yours."

They moved silently across the room, taking their guns with them, toward the

Machine, toward the silver metal and the roaring light.
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First a day and then a night and then a day and then a night, then it was day-
night-day-night. A week, a month, a year, a decade! A.D. 2055. A.D. 2019. 1999!
1957! Gone! The Machine roared.

They put on their oxygen helmets and tested the intercoms.

Eckels swayed on the padded seat, his face pale, his jaw stiff. He felt the
trembling in his arms and he looked down and found his hands tight on the new
rifle. There were four other men in the Machine. Travis, the Safari Leader, his
assistant, Lesperance, and two other hunters, Billings and Kramer. They sat
looking at each other, and the years blazed around them.

"Can these guns get a dinosaur cold?" Eckels felt his mouth saying.

"If you hit them right,” said Travis on the helmet radio. "Some dinosaurs have two
brains, one in the head, another far down the spinal column. We stay away from
those. That's stretching luck. Put your first two shots into the eyes, if you can,

blind them, and go back into the brain."”

The Machine howled (MawwuHa 3asbina). Time was a film run backward (Bpems 6bino
KaK nreHka, NpokpyveHHada Hasag). Suns fled (conHua 6exanu, cnacanuce 6ercteom: to
flee — fled — fled) and ten million moons fled after them (1 gecatbs MunnMoHoB nyH
Bexanu Bcnep 3a Humn). "Think (nogymante)," said Eckels. "Every hunter that ever
lived would envy us today (10601 0OXOTHUK, KOTOPbLIA KOrAa-nMbo xwun, no3asngosan Obl
Ham cerogHsl). This makes Africa seem like lllinois (aTo 3actaenseTt AdpuKy BoIrmageTb
Kak innuHonc = nocne atoro n Adpuka dyaet kasaTbcsi 0ObIkKHOBEHHOM)."

The Machine slowed (3ameanuna xop); its scream fell to a murmur (ee Bu3r ynan, ctux
[0 XKY)OKaHUs = cMeHurica xyxokaHunem). The Machine stopped (MawwnHa
OCTaHOBUIIaCh).

The sun stopped in the sky (conHue octaHoBUOCHL Ha HeGe).

The fog that had enveloped the Machine blew away (TymaH, koTopbin okyTan MawuHy,
paccesrncs) and they were in an old time (1 oHx Bbinn B cTapom BpeMeHu = B
ApesHocTU), a very old time indeed (B o4eHb cTapom BpemMeHu, Ha caMmoMm [ere = B
aencreutensHo rnybokon gpesHocTn), three hunters and two Safari Heads (tpu
OXOTHMKa n aBa pykosoamTens) with their blue metal guns across their knees (co
CBOUMMW CUHUMW METANMNYECKUMU PY>KbSIMWN «MOMEPEK KOMEH» = Ha KONEHsX).

"Christ isn't born yet (Xpuctoc ewle He poauncs)," said Travis, "Moses has not gone to
the mountains to talk with God (Mowucen eLle He B30oLIEN B ropbl roBOPUTL C BOrom).

The Pyramids are still in the earth (nupamuabl /T.€. kKaMHKU, N3 KOTOPLIX OHW NMOCTPOEHbI/
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ewle B 3emne), waiting to be cut out and put up («wxkgywme 6bITb Bhipe3aHHbIMN 1
CNOXEHHLIMWUY = OXMAAKT, YTOObLI X oTecanun u cnoxunn). Remember that (nomHuTe
a70). Alexander, Caesar, Napoleon, Hitler (Anekcangp /MakegoHckun/, Liesapb,
HanoneoH, 'ntnep) — none of them exists (H1kTO M3 HUX /ewwe/ He cywecTByeT)." The

men nodded (My>X4YMHbI KUBHYN).

The Machine howled. Time was a film run backward. Suns fled and ten million
moons fled after them. "Think," said Eckels. "Every hunter that ever lived would
envy us today. This makes Africa seem like lllinois."

The Machine slowed; its scream fell to a murmur. The Machine stopped.

The sun stopped in the sky.

The fog that had enveloped the Machine blew away and they were in an old time,
a very old time indeed, three hunters and two Safari Heads with their blue metal
guns across their knees.

"Christ isn't born yet,” said Travis, "Moses has not gone to the mountains to talk
with God. The Pyramids are still in the earth, waiting to be cut out and put up.
Remember that. Alexander, Caesar, Napoleon, Hitler — none of them exists." The

men nodded.

"That (310)" — Mr. Travis pointed (ykasan muctep Tpesuc) —"is the jungle of sixty million
two thousand and fifty-five years before President Keith (axyHrnu 3a wectsgecar
MUWISIMOHOB ABE ThiCAYM NATbAECAT NATb neT Ao lNpesnageHta Kenta)."

He indicated a metal path that struck off into green wilderness (oH ykasan Ha
MeTannmMyeckyto Tpony, kKoTopasa yxoauna B 3eneHble 3apocnu: to strike off —
npodyepmume, wilderness — Oukasi MecmHOCMb, 3anyuweHHas Yyacmse cada), over
steaming swamp (Hag ncnapstowmum 6onotom), among giant ferns and palms (cpeau
FMraHTCKMX NanopOTHUKOB M Nasnbm).

"And that (a a70)," he said, "is the Path, laid by Time Safari for your use (Tpona,
nponoxeHHas /pupmon/ Cachapu BO BpemMeHu Ans Ballero nofib3oBaHmns),

It floats six inches above the earth (oHa napuT /Ha BbicoTe/ LWWECTL AOVMOB HaL 3eMIIEN:
to float — depxxambcsa Ha nogepxHocmu /8odkl u m.n./). Doesn't touch so much as one
grass blade, flower, or tree (He TporaeTt HY OQHOW TPaBUHKK, LIBETKA UMW JepeBa: SO
much — cmornsko, blade — 6bir1uHKka). It's an anti-gravity metal (aTo
aHTuUrpaBuTauUMoOHHbIN MeTans). Its purpose is to keep you (ero Lenb — yaepxaTb Bac)

from touching this world of the past in any way (0T conprnkocHoBEHUS C MUPOM
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npotunoro nobeim obpasom). Stay on the Path (octaBanteck Ha Tpone). Don't go off it
(He cxoguTe c Hee: to go off — cbexame). | repeat (a nosTopsto). Don't go off. For any
reason (4to 6bl Tam HY Bbino: «no nbon npuunHe»)! If you fall off, there's a penalty
(ecnu Bbl cBanuTteck — wrpad). And don't shoot any animal we don't okay (1 He
CTPENsSINTE HU B KaKOE XMBOTHOE, KOTOPOE Mbl He ogobpum)."

"Why (nouyemy)?" asked Eckels.

They sat in the ancient wilderness (oHu cugenun B gpeBHux 3apocnsx). Far birds' cries

blew on a wind (ganekue nTuybK Kpukn goHocunmce Betpom), and the smell of tar and

an old salt sea (1 3anax cmosibl U CTaporo coneHoro Mops), moist grasses, and flowers

the color of blood (/3anax/ Bna)kHbIX TpaB 1 LIBETOB LIBETA KPOBMU).

"That" — Mr. Travis pointed — "is the jungle of sixty million two thousand and fifty-
five years before President Keith."

He indicated a metal path that struck off into green wilderness, over steaming
swamp, among giant ferns and palms.

"And that,” he said, "is the Path, laid by Time Safari for your use,

It floats six inches above the earth. Doesn't touch so much as one grass blade,
flower, or tree. It's an anti-gravity metal. Its purpose is to keep you from touching
this world of the past in any way. Stay on the Path. Don't go off it. | repeat. Don't
go off. For any reason! If you fall off, there's a penalty. And don't shoot any
animal we don't okay."

"Why?" asked Eckels.

They sat in the ancient wilderness. Far birds’ cries blew on a wind, and the smell

of tar and an old salt sea, moist grasses, and flowers the color of blood.

"We don't want to change the Future (mbl He xoTum meHaTb Byayuee). We don't belong
here in the Past (Mbl He cBon 3geck B [Npowrnowm: fo belong — npuHadnexams). The
government doesn't like us here (npaBnTensCcTBO He NOUT Hac 34ecb = He 0obpseT,
4710 Mbl 3geck). We have to pay big graft to keep our franchise (Mbl BeIHY>XaeHbI
nnaTuTb BoMbLUYO B3SATKY, YTOObI COXpaHuTb Halwy npusunernto). A Time Machine is
finicky business (MawwvHa BpemeHun — wekotnueoe aeno: finicky — pazbop4ussbid,
»xemaHHbIU). Not knowing it, we might kill (He 3Has atoro, mbl Mmornm 6bl youTs) an
important animal, a small bird, a roach, a flower even (BaxxHoe XMBOTHOE, MarneHbKyH
NTUYKY, NNOTBY, Aaxe LBeTok), thus destroying an important link in a growing species

(Takum 06pa3om paspyLuasi BaxHOe 3BEHO B pa3BuTun Buga)."
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"That's not clear (HenoHATHO: clear — AacHbIU)," said Eckels.
"All right (xopowo)," Travis continued (npogorixun), "say we accidentally kill one mouse
here (ckaxem, Mbl cnyyanHo ybusaem ogHy Mbllwb 3aeck). That means all the future
families of this one particular mouse are destroyed, right (310 03Ha4aeT, /4TO/ BCE
OyayLume ceMenctsa = NOTOMKMN 3TOW KOHKPETHOW MbILUN YHUYTOXEHbI, MPaBUibHO)?"
"Right"
"And all the families of the families of the families of that one mouse! With a stamp of
your foot (HaxkaTnem cTynHu: stamp — nedams, omnedyamok, moriom), you annihilate
first one, then a dozen, then a thousand, a million, a billion possible mice (Bbl
nctpebnsere cnepsa 0gHy, NOTOM LKOXMHY, MOTOM TbICAYY, MUSITMOH, MUNNnapa
BO3MOXHbIX MblweWn: billion — 6unnuoH, munnuapd /amep./)"

"So they're dead (ntak, oHn mepTBhl)," said Eckels. "So what (Tak 4to xe)?"

"We don't want to change the Future. We don't belong here in the Past. The
government doesn't like us here. We have to pay big graft to keep our franchise.
A Time Machine is finicky business. Not knowing it, we might kill an important
animal, a small bird, a roach, a flower even, thus destroying an important link in a
growing species."

"That's not clear," said Eckels.

"All right,” Travis continued, "say we accidentally kill one mouse here. That
means all the future families of this one particular mouse are destroyed, right?"
"Right"

"And all the families of the families of the families of that one mouse! With a
stamp of your foot, you annihilate first one, then a dozen, then a thousand, a
million, a billion possible mice!"

"So they're dead,” said Eckels. "So what?"

"So what?" Travis snorted quietly (pbipkHyn Tnxo). "Well, what about the foxes that'll
need those mice to survive (kak Hac4yeT NUcuL, KOTOPbIM BYAYT HYXXHbI T€ MbILLU, YTODbI
BblnTb)? For want of ten mice, a fox dies (3a oTcyTcTBMEM AECATU MBILEN YyMUPaET
nunca). For want of ten foxes a lion starves (3a otcyTcTBMeEM gecatn nucuuy, Nes ymmpaet
ot ronoga). For want of a lion, all manner of insects, vultures, infinite billions of life
forms (3a oTcyTCcTBMEM NbBa BCE BMAbI HACEKOMbIX, rPUdbl, 6ECKOHEYHbIE MUNMapab!
XM3HEHHbIX doopm) are thrown into chaos and destruction (3abpolueHsl B xaoc v

paspyweHue). Eventually it all boils down to this (B KOHLE KOHLIOB BCe NpnBedeT K
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aTomy: to boil — kurniems, to boil down — ygapugsamscs, ceyuambscsi, C8OOUMbLCS K YeMy-
nubo): fifty-nine million years later, a caveman, one of a dozen on the entire world
(NATbAECAT AEBATb MUMSIMOHOB NET CMyCTA NELLEPHbIN YenoBeK, OAMH U3 OHOXMHbI BO
BCEM Mupe: caveman = cave + man), goes hunting wild boar or saber-toothed tiger for
food (ngeT oxoTnuTbCAa Ha gukoro kabaHa nnun cabnesyboro Turpa ans eabl). But you,
friend, have stepped on all the tigers in that region (Ho BbI, gpyr, HacTynunNu Ha =
pasfgaBunm = YHUYTOXUIIM BCEX TUIPOB B 9TOM pernoHe). By stepping on one single
mouse (Tem, YTo HacTynunn Ha OaHy-eANHCTBEHHYIO Mbilwb). So the caveman starves
(vTak, newepHbli YenoBek ymupaeT ot ronoga). And the caveman, please note, is not
just any expendable man, no (a 3TOT nNewepHbIN YenoBek, NoXxanyncra, 3aMmeTbTe, He
NPOCTO KakoW-TO YenoBek, HET: expendable — 00HOPa308020 MosiIb308aHUS,
Heso3spamumbit)! He is an entire future nation (oH uenas 6yaywas Hauus). From his
loins would have sprung ten sons (13 ero 4Ypecn BbiLwIo 6bl A4eCATb CbIHOBEW: oin —
rnosicHuUya, ¢unetiHas Yacme, loins — upecna /ycmap./, sprung from smb.'s loins —
rnopoxoeHHbIU kem-mo). From their loins one hundred sons, and thus onward to a
civilization (13 nx Yypecen cTo CbIHOBEN, U Tak Bnepe 4o unsunusaumm). Destroy this
one man, and you destroy a race, a people, an entire history of life (yHn4TOXbTE 3TOrO
OLHOrO YenoBeKa, M Bbl YHUUTOXMUTE pacy, Hapoa, Lesyto UCTOPUIO XU3HW). It is
comparable to slaying some of Adam's grandchildren (3T0 MOXHO CpaBHUTL C
ybnncTBOoM Heckonbkmx 13 BHykoB Agama). The stomp of your foot (HaxaTtne cTynHum:
stomp — monaHse), on one mouse, could start an earthquake (morno 6bl HavaTb =
BbI3BaTh 3emneTpsaceHue), the effects of which could shake our earth and destinies
down through Time (nocneacTBnsa KOTOPOro MOrnm Bl NOTPACTM HaLLY 3eMII0 U cyabObl
CKkBO3b Bpems /T.e. Ha npoTskeHMn Bcen uctopmum Yenosedectsa/), to their very
foundations (oo cambix ocHoBanun). With the death of that one caveman (co cmepTbio
3TOro 0HOro newepHoro Yyenoseka), a billion others yet unborn (6unnuoH gpyrux ewle
HepoxaeHHbIx) are throttled in the womb (3agyweHsl B matke = Bo ypeBe). Perhaps
Rome never rises on its seven hills (BoamoxHo, Pum Hukorga He nogHMMETCH Ha CBOMX
cemun xonmax). Perhaps Europe is forever a dark forest (so3amoxHo, EBpona HaBcerga
/ocTaHeTcs/ TemHbIM necom), and only Asia waxes healthy and teeming (v Tonbko Asus
CTaHeT 340p0BON K nnogopoaHoun, boraton). Step on a mouse and you crush the
Pyramids (HacTynuTe Ha Mbilwb, U Bbl pa3gasute /ernnetckue/ MNupamngel). Step on a
mouse and you leave your print, like a Grand Canyon, across Eternity (HacTtynute Ha
MblLLb, U Bbl OCTaBUTE CBOM cnep pasmepom ¢ bonbluon KaHboH Konopaao B

BeyHocTu). Queen Elizabeth might never be born (koponesa Ennzaseta morna 6bl =
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MOXeT Hukorga He poamtecs), Washington might not cross the Delaware (BaiwuvHrroH
HuUKorga He nepecedet [lenasep), there might never be a United States at all (Hukorga
He bygeT CoeaumHeHHbIx LLUTaToB BoObLWE). So be careful (Tak 4To ByabTe OCTOPOXKHbI).
Stay on the Path (octaBanteck Ha Tpone). Never step off (Hukorga He cxoguTe /c

Hee/)!"

"So what?" Travis snorted quietly. "Well, what about the foxes that'll need those
mice to survive? For want of ten mice, a fox dies. For want of ten foxes a lion
starves. For want of a lion, all manner of insects, vultures, infinite billions of life
forms are thrown into chaos and destruction. Eventually it all boils down to this:
fifty-nine million years later, a caveman, one of a dozen on the entire world, goes
hunting wild boar or saber-toothed tiger for food. But you, friend, have stepped
on all the tigers in that region. By stepping on one single mouse. So the caveman
starves. And the caveman, please note, is not just any expendable man, no! He is
an entire future nation. From his loins would have sprung ten sons. From their
loins one hundred sons, and thus onward to a civilization. Destroy this one man,
and you destroy a race, a people, an entire history of life. It is comparable to
slaying some of Adam's grandchildren. The stomp of your foot, on one mouse,
could start an earthquake, the effects of which could shake our earth and
destinies down through Time, to their very foundations. With the death of that
one caveman, a billion others yet unborn are throttled in the womb. Perhaps
Rome never rises on its seven hills. Perhaps Europe is forever a dark forest, and
only Asia waxes healthy and teeming. Step on a mouse and you crush the
Pyramids. Step on a mouse and you leave your print, like a Grand Canyon, across
Eternity. Queen Elizabeth might never be born, Washington might not cross the
Delaware, there might never be a United States at all. So be careful. Stay on the

Path. Never step off!"

"l see," said Eckels. "Then it wouldn't pay for us even to touch the grass (torga He
nponaeT AapoM AN Hac Aaxe KacaHwe TpaBsbl)?"

"Correct (npaBunbHo). Crushing certain plants could add up infinitesimally
(pasgaBnvBaHne HEKMX pacTEHNIN MOXET OYMEeHb Maro M3MEHUTb OKpyxatowee: to add
up — noobimoxusame, infinitesimally — kpatHe maro). A little error here would multiply
in sixty million years (maneHbkas owmnbka 30ecb NPUYMHOXUTCS 3a LIECTbAECAT

munnuoHoB neT), all out of proportion (coBepLueHHO 13/BHE Nponopumn — 34eCb urpa
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CNOB: NPOMNoOpLUMOHanbHO/BLIXOAUT 3a rpaHu noHumanus). Of course maybe our theory
is wrong (KOHe4YHO, MOXeT BbITb, Halla Teopusa HeBepHa). Maybe Time can't be
changed by us (B0O3MOXHO, BpeMsi He MOXeT ObiTb nameHeHo Hamn). Or maybe it can be
changed only in little subtle ways (111, BO3MOXXHO, OHO MOXET BbITb UBMEHEHO TOSBbKO
OYeHb He3Ha4nUTENbLHO: subtle — edsa pasnu4dumeit). A dead mouse here makes an
insect imbalance there, a population disproportion later (vepTBas mMbilwb 30ecb
Npoun3BOAUT AUCNponopumio nonynsaumm nosxe), a bad harvest further on (nnoxown
ypoxaun gansiue), a depression, mass starvation (genpeccuto, maccosbli rosiod), and
finally, a change in social temperament in far-flung countries (1, HakoHeL, n3ameHeHna B
coumanbHOM xapakTepe B 00WmnpHbIX cTpaHax). Something much more subtle (/unw/
4YTO-TO HamHoro 6ornee ToHkoe), like that (/Hanpumep,/ Takum obpasom). Perhaps only a
soft breath, a whisper, a hair, pollen on the air (B03M0>XHO, TONBKO HEXHOE OYHOBEHNUE,
LLIenoT, BOMOCOK, NbifbLa B Bo3ayxe), such a slight, slight change that unless you
looked close you wouldn't see it (Takoe nerkoe, He3HauYNTENBbHOE U3MEHEHME, YTO NokKa
He nocmoTpute 6nm3ko, He yeuante ero). Who knows (kto 3HaeT)? Who really can say
he knows (KkTO AeNcTBUTENBHO MOXET cKasaTtb, YTo OH 3HaeT)? We don't know (Mbl He
3Haem). We're guessing (mbl /Tonebko/ ragaem). But until we do know for certain (Ho
noka Mbl He 3HaeM HaBepHska) whether our messing around in Time can (MoOXeT nu
Halle WwaTtaHne Bo BpemeHu: to mess around — crioHATbCA), make a big roar or a little
rustle in history (npon3ssecTn 60nbLLION peB NN ManeHbKUiA WenecT B UCTOpuKn), we're
being damned careful (Mbl JOrmKHBI BbITE YepTOBCKM OCcTOPOXHbI). This Machine, this
Path, your clothing and bodies (ata MawwuHa, ata Tpona, Bawa ogexaa v tena), were
sterilized, as you know, before the journey (6binu cTepunmsoBaHsl, Kak Bbl 3HAETE,
nepepq nytewectenem). We wear these oxygen helmets (Mbl HOCUM 3TK KMCNOpPOAHbIE
Lwnemsbl) so we can't introduce our bacteria into an ancient atmosphere (Tak 4TO MbI He

MOXeM BHECTW Halum 6akTepumn B LpeBHIO aTtMocdepy).”

"l see,"” said Eckels. "Then it wouldn't pay for us even to touch the grass?"
"Correct. Crushing certain plants could add up infinitesimally. A little error here
would multiply in sixty million years, all out of proportion. Of course maybe our
theory is wrong. Maybe Time can't be changed by us. Or maybe it can be changed
only in little subtle ways. A dead mouse here makes an insect imbalance there, a
population disproportion later, a bad harvest further on, a depression, mass
starvation, and finally, a change in social temperament in far-flung countries.

Something much more subtle, like that. Perhaps only a soft breath, a whisper, a
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hair, pollen on the air, such a slight, slight change that unless you looked close
you wouldn't see it. Who knows? Who really can say he knows? We don't know.
We're guessing. But until we do know for certain whether our messing around in
Time can make a big roar or a little rustle in history, we're being careful. This
Machine, this Path, your clothing and bodies, were sterilized, as you know, before
the journey. We wear these oxygen helmets so we can't introduce our bacteria

into an ancient atmosphere."

"How do we know which animals to shoot (kak Mbl y3HaeMm, /B/ kaknx XMBOTHbIX
cTpenatb)?”

"They're marked with red paint (oH1 oTme4eHbl kpacHon Kpackon)," said Travis. "Today,
before our journey (cerogHs, nepen Hawmm nytewecTsmem), we sent Lesperance here
back with the Machine (mbl nocnanu Jlecnepanca ctoga /Hasag/ Ha MawwuHe). He came
to this particular era and followed certain animals (oH NpunbLIN B 3Ty camyto apy u
npocneaun 3a onpegeneHHbIMU XXUBOTHbIMN)."

"Studying them (n3y4as nx)?"

"Right," said Lesperance. "l track them through their entire existence (s npocnexwnsato
NX Yyepes BCK UX Xn3Hb), noting which of them lives longest (3ameuas, k1o 13 HUX
xmeet gonblue Bcero). Very few (/Takmx/ ovyeHb mano). How many times they mate
(ckonbko pas oHu crnapuBatotcs). Not often (HevacTo). Life's short ()ku3Hb KOpoTKa).
When | find one that's going to die (koraa s Haxoxy XUBOTHOE, KOTOPOE [OSHKHO
yMepeTb: one 34ech 3aMellaeT cylulecteutensHoe animal) when a tree falls on him
(korga Ha Hero ynaget gepeso), or one that drowns in a tar pit (v koTopoe yToHeT B
cmornsHou sme), | note the exact hour, minute, and second (8 oTMeu4atlo TOYHbLIN Yac,
MUHYTY 1 cekyHay). | shoot a paint bomb (s cTpensto kpacswen 6ombon). It leaves a
red patch on his side (oHa ocTaBnseT kpacHoe NATHO Ha ero 6oky). We can't miss it (Mbl
HEe MOXeM He 3aMeTuTb ero. to miss — ynnycmume). Then | correlate our arrival in the
Past so (3aTem A paccunTbiBato Hawe nNpmbbiTMe B Npolunoe Tak: fo correlate —
ycmaHasnusams coomHoweHue) that we meet the Monster not more than two minutes
before he would have died anyway (410 Mbl BCTpeTUM 4ygoBuLLe He Bonee Yem 3a ABe
MUHYTbI 4O TOro, kak OHO Bce paBHO yMpeT). This way, we kill only animals with no
future (Takum obpasom, Mbl ybuBaem TONbKO XMBOTHbIX 6e3 Byayuero), that are never
going to mate again (koTtopble Hukorga 6onelue He cnapaTcs). You see how careful we

are (Bbl BUANTE, KaK Mbl OCTOPOXHbI)?"
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"How do we know which animals to shoot?"
"They're marked with red paint,” said Travis. "Today, before our journey, we sent
Lesperance here back with the Machine. He came to this particular era and
followed certain animals.”
"Studying them?"
"Right," said Lesperance. "l track them through their entire existence, noting
which of them lives longest. Very few. How many times they mate. Not often.
Life's short, When | find one that's going to die when a tree falls on him, or one
that drowns in a tar pit, | note the exact hour, minute, and second. | shoot a paint
bomb. It leaves a red patch on his side. We can't miss it. Then | correlate our
arrival in the Past so that we meet the Monster not more than two minutes before
he would have died anyway. This way, we Kkill only animals with no future, that are

never going to mate again. You see how careful we are?"

"But if you come back this morning in Time (Ho ecnu Bbl e34uUnNn 3TM YTPOM Ha3az BO
BpemeHun)," said Eckels eagerly (ropsiio, B3BoriHoBaHHO), you must've bumped into us
(Bbl OMKHbI ObINM HATKHYTLCA Ha Hac: to bump — y0apumbscs, epe3ambcs), our Safari!
How did it turn out (kak oHo /cadhapw/ npowno)? Was it successful (6b1r10 ycnelwHbim)?
Did all of us get through — alive (Bce mbl npoLunu Yyepes 310 1 ocTanuck Xxmebl)?"

Travis and Lesperance gave each other a look (nepernaHynuces).

"That'd be a paradox (aTo 66111 661 napagokc),” said the latter. "Time doesn't permit that
sort of mess (Bpema He gonyckaeT Takon nytaHuubel) —a man meeting himself
(yenosek, BcTpevatrowmin camoro cebsa). When such occasions threaten (korga takue
Cny4yau yrpoxaroT = Korga BO3HMKaeT yrpo3sa Takux crny4daeB), Time steps aside (Bpems
oTX0auT B CTOPOHY). Like an airplane hitting an air pocket (kak camornet, nonagatroLun B
BO3AYLUHYIO AMY: air — 8030yX, pocket — kKapmaH, MeWwok, air pocket — 6030ywHasi Ma).
You felt the Machine jump just before we stopped (Bbl novyBCcTBOBanNu, kak MalumMHa
noanpbIrHyna Kak pas nepeg tem, Kak Mbl octaHoBunucek)? That was us passing
ourselves on the way back to the Future (310 Mbl MMHOBanu cammx cebsa no nNyTn Hasas
B byaywee). We saw nothing (mbl H14yero He Buaenu). There's no way of telling if this
expedition was a success (HEBO3MOXHO pacckasaTb, Obina nu ata akeneaunums
ycnewHon), if we got our monster (nony4mnu nu mel = younm nu cBoero MoHcTpa), or
whether all of us — meaning you, Mr. Eckels — got out alive (nnu BepHynuce nv Bce Mol
— Mes B BUAY Bac, MUcTep Jkenbc, Xusbimu: to get out — ebixooumn)."

Eckels smiled palely (6riegHo ynblbHyncs).
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"Cut that (npekpatuTte)," said Travis sharply (pesko). "Everyone on his feet (Bce Ha Horu
= Bcem BcTartb)!"

They were ready to leave the Machine (oH1 Gbiniv roTOBbI NOKMHYTE MalunHy).

"But if you come back this morning in Time," said Eckels eagerly, you must've
bumped into us, our Safari! How did it turn out? Was it successful? Did all of us
get through-alive?"

Travis and Lesperance gave each other a look.

"That'd be a paradox,” said the latter. "Time doesn't permit that sort of mess — a
man meeting himself. When such occasions threaten, Time steps aside. Like an
airplane hitting an air pocket. You felt the Machine jump just before we stopped?
That was us passing ourselves on the way back to the Future. We saw nothing.
There's no way of telling if this expedition was a success, if we got our monster,
or whether all of us — meaning you, Mr. Eckels — got out alive."

Eckels smiled palely.

"Cut that,” said Travis sharply. "Everyone on his feet!"

They were ready to leave the Machine.

The jungle was high (opxyHrnu 6einmn Beicokummn) and the jungle was broad (Lumpoknmm)
and the jungle was the entire world forever and forever (661N LenbIM MUPOM HaBEKN).
Sounds like music and sounds like flying tents filled the sky (3Byku, nogo6Hble my3bike,
N 3BYKW, NOAOGHbIE NEeTaLWMM nanaTkam = XJIonaHbio NapyCcuHbl HAaNnonHANM Hebo),
and those were pterodactyls soaring with cavernous gray wings (1 370 6binn
NTeponaKkTuUn, napsLime Ha NnopuUcTbIX cepbix Kpblnbsx), gigantic bats of delirium and
night fever (ruraHTckue netyyne mbilwm 13 6peada n HoYHoOro kowmapa: fever — xap,
nuxopagka).

Eckels, balanced on the narrow Path (6anaHcupoBaBLwnin Ha y3kon Tpone), aimed his
rifle playfully (npyuenunca ns cBoen BUHTOBKM B LLYTKY).

"Stop that!" said Travis. "Don't even aim for fun (gaxe paguv wyTkn He LensTecs), blast
you (4epT Bac nobepwu. to blast — npoknuHams)! If your guns should go off (ecnn Bawun
PYXbs BbICTPENAT) — "

Eckels flushed (nokpacHen). "Where's our Tyrannosaurus (rge Haw TupaHosasp)?”
Lesperance checked his wristwatch (nocmoTpen Ha cBou Hapy4Hble Yackl: to check —
nposepsims). "Up ahead (Bnepean). We'll bisect his trail in sixty seconds (mbl

nepeceyem ero crief, Yepes LeCTbAeCAT cekyHa: fo bisect — dennums rornosam,
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paspesams). Look for the red paint (nwmte kpacHyro kpacky = kpacHoe naTHo)! Don't
shoot till we give the word (He cTpenanTe, noka Mbl He gagum KomaHay: to give word —
omoOame pacriopsixxeHue). Stay on the Path (octaBanteck Ha Tpone). Stay on the Path!"

They moved forward in the wind of morning (oH1 OBUHYNUCE HaBCTpeYy yTpeHHeMy

BETPY).

The jungle was high and the jungle was broad and the jungle was the entire world
forever and forever. Sounds like music and sounds like flying tents filled the sky,
and those were pterodactyls soaring with cavernous gray wings, gigantic bats of
delirium and night fever.

Eckels, balanced on the narrow Path, aimed his rifle playfully.

"Stop that!" said Travis. "Don't even aim for fun, blast you! If your guns should
go off - "

Eckels flushed. "Where's our Tyrannosaurus?"

Lesperance checked his wristwatch. "Up ahead, We'll bisect his trail in sixty
seconds. Look for the red paint! Don't shoot till we give the word. Stay on the
Path. Stay on the Path!"

They moved forward in the wind of morning.

"Strange (ctpaHHo)," murmured (npo6opmoTan) Eckels. "Up ahead, sixty million years
(Bnepegu wectbaecat munnuoHos nert), Election Day over (geHb BbibopoB npotuen).
Keith made President (Keut ctan NpesnaeHTom: 00HO U3 3HavyeHul criosa to make —
cmaHosumecs). Everyone celebrating (sce npasgHytoT). And here we are (1 BOT Mbl
3gechb), a million years lost (MunnuoHa net HeT: lost — nomepsiHHbIU), and they don't
exist (1 oHn He cyuwlecTBytoT). The things we worried about for months, a lifetime (Bewyu,
0 KOTOPLIX Mbl BeCnokonnuck MecsLamu, BC Xn3Hb), not even born or thought of yet
(Baxe He NOABUNUCH HA CBET UMK O HUX eLle N He aymanu)."

"Safety catches off, everyone (Bcem cHATb pyxbs ¢ npenoxpaHutens: safety catch —
npedoxpaHumeribHas 3adsuxka)!" ordered (npukasan) Travis. "You, first shot (BaLu
nepebiv BoicTpen), Eckels. Second, Billings, Third, Kramer."

"I've hunted tiger, wild boar, buffalo, elephant (s oxoTuncsa Ha Turpa, gukoro kabaHa,
Gyneona, cnoxa), but now, this is it (Ho cenvac gpyroe geno: this is it — 1) eom oHo;
Hayvarock 2) eom u 8ce; U bosibwe K amomy Hedyee2o dobasums)," said Eckels. "I'm
shaking like a kid (s gpoxy kak pebeHok: kid — ko3reHokK, pebeHok /pase./)."

"Ah," said Trauvis.
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Everyone stopped (Bce ocTaHOBUIUCD).
Travis raised his hand (nogHsn pyky). "Ahead (Bnepean)," he whispered (npowentan).
"In the mist (B TymaHe). There he is. There's His Royal Majesty now (BoT Ero
Koponesckoe Bennyectso cenyac)."
The jungle was wide (gxyHrnm 6einmn obwmnpHsiMm) and full of twitterings, rustlings,
murmurs, and sighs (1 nonHeiMu WebeTaHns, LWOopPoxoB, BOPMOTaAHMSA 1 B3LOXOB).
Suddenly it all ceased (BHe3anHO BCce npekpaTuniocs), as if someone had shut a door
(kak ByATO KTO-TO 3aKpbin ABEpPb).
Silence (TuwmHa).

A sound of thunder (3Byk rpoma).

"Strange,"” murmured Eckels. "Up ahead, sixty million years, Election Day over.
Keith made President. Everyone celebrating. And here we are, a million years
lost, and they don't exist. The things we worried about for months, a lifetime, not
even born or thought of yet."

"Safety catches off, everyone!" ordered Travis. "You, first shot, Eckels. Second,
Billings, Third, Kramer."

"I've hunted tiger, wild boar, buffalo, elephant, but now, this is it," said Eckels.
"I'm shaking like a kid."

"Ah," said Travis.

Everyone stopped.

Travis raised his hand. "Ahead," he whispered. "In the mist. There he is. There's
His Royal Majesty now."

The jungle was wide and full of twitterings, rustlings, murmurs, and sighs.
Suddenly it all ceased, as if someone had shut a door.

Silence.

A sound of thunder.

Out of the mist, one hundred yards away (13 TymaHa Ha paccTosiHUM B CTO SIpAOB),
came Tyrannosaurus Rex.

"It," whispered Eckels. "It......

"Sh!"

It came on great oiled, resilient, striding legs (oH wen Ha 6OMbLNX NOCHALLMXCSA YPYrnX
ANVHHBIX HOorax: oil — macso, oiled — npomacneHHsbil, to stride — wazame 6onbWUMU

wazamu). It towered thirty feet above half of the trees (oH Bo3BbIlWanca Ha TpuauaTb
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dyTOB Hag NOSIOBMHOM AepeBbeB: tower — 6awHs, ebiliKa, to tower — 8o38bilambCs), a
great evil god (orpomHoe 3noe 6oxecTBo), folding its delicate watchmaker's claws close
to its oily reptilian chest (gep>xa cBon xpynkue nanky YacosLynka 6113KO K
MacnsHucTon rpyam pentunuu: to fold — cknadbieams, claw — koeomok, narka). Each
lower leg was a piston (kaxxgast HWXKHAS /3agHAa/ Hora Obina noplHem), a thousand
pounds of white bone (Tbica4ya doyHTOB 6enon kocTn), sunk in thick ropes of muscle
(yTOHyBLUEW B TOMNCTLIX KaHaTax Myckyrnos), sheathed over in a gleam of pebbled skin
(3aWwmLLEeHHbIX MepLaHneM LwepoxoBaTon Koxu: to sheathe — obwusams, eknadbieamp
8 chymnsp, 3awuwame, pebble — eanska) like the mail of a terrible warrior (kak
KOnb4yron yxacHoro BovHa). Each thigh was a ton of meat, ivory, and steel mesh
(kaxxgoe 6eapo 6bino TOHHOM Msica, KOCTU U CTanbHOW KONbYYTW: ivory — /crioHosas/
kocmb, mesh — cems, s4etka). And from the great breathing cage of the upper body (a
13 OrPOMHON AblLaLLen rpyaHON KneTku: cage — kriemka) those two delicate arms
dangled out front (cBucanun Te aBe HexHble py4ykn), arms with hands which might pick
up and examine men like toys (py4ku ¢ KUCTAMK, KOTOPbIE MOrfn Bbl MOAHATL U
nccnegoBatb ngen, kak urpylikun), while the snake neck coiled (B To Bpems kak
3MenHas wed nasmeanack). And the head itself (a cama ronosa), a ton of sculptured
stone (ToHHa ckynbnTypHO 06paboTaHHOro KamHs: to sculpture — easimb, 8bicekame,
YKpawame cKynenmypHou pabomou), lifted easily upon the sky (nerko nogHaTas B
He60). Its mouth gaped (ero poT 3eBan, WMpoKo oTKpbIBarics), exposing a fence of
teeth like daggers (BbicTaBnsist Hanokas psia 3y0oB, NOAOBHLIX KMHXanam: fence —
3abop). Its eyes rolled (ero rnasa Bpallyanuce), ostrich eggs (ctpaycuHble siua), empty
of all expression save hunger (He Bblpaxkas HU4ero, Kpome ronoga: empty — nycmod,
expression — 8blpaxkeHue, save — 3a uckmodyeHuem). It closed its mouth in a death grin
(OH 3aKpbIf CBOW POT B cMepTerbHou yemeluke). It ran (oH nobexan), its pelvic bones
crushing aside trees and bushes (ero TasoBble KOCTM = 3a4HME HOrW paspyLianu rno
CTOpOHaMm AepeBbs 1 KyCThl), its taloned feet clawing damp earth (ero kortucteie
CTynHuM ckpebnu BnaxHyto 3emnto), leaving prints six inches deep wherever it settled its
weight (ocTtaBnasa otneyatky rnybuHON B LWECTb AIOUMOB, KyAa Obl OH HX nomeLuan

CBOW Bec: to settle — nocenums(csi), ycaxusamb(cs)).
Out of the mist, one hundred yards away, came Tyrannosaurus Rex.

"It," whispered Eckels. "lt......
IISh!ll
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It came on great oiled, resilient, striding legs. It towered thirty feet above half of
the trees, a great evil god, folding its delicate watchmaker's claws close to its oily
reptilian chest. Each lower leg was a piston, a thousand pounds of white bone,
sunk in thick ropes of muscle, sheathed over in a gleam of pebbled skin like the
mail of a terrible warrior. Each thigh was a ton of meat, ivory, and steel mesh. And
from the great breathing cage of the upper body those two delicate arms dangled
out front, arms with hands which might pick up and examine men like toys, while
the snake neck coiled. And the head itself, a ton of sculptured stone, lifted easily
upon the sky. Its mouth gaped, exposing a fence of teeth like daggers. Its eyes
rolled, ostrich eggs, empty of all expression save hunger. It closed its mouth in a
death grin. It ran, its pelvic bones crushing aside trees and bushes, its taloned
feet clawing damp earth, leaving prints six inches deep wherever it settled its

weight.

It ran with a gliding ballet step (oH 6exan ckonb3swmm 6anetHebim warom), far too
poised and balanced for its ten tons (cnuwkom ypaBHoOBeLLEHHBIM U
cbanaHcMpoBaHHbIM AN ero 4eCATU TOHH: far — crnuwkom, too — ciuwkom). It moved
into a sunlit area warily (OH OCTOPOXXHO NEPEMECTUIICA B OCBELLEHHY COMHLEM
obnacTts), its beautifully reptilian hands feeling the air (ero kpacuBbie py4ku penTnnum
npoLLynanu Bo3ayx).

"Why, why," Eckels twitched his mouth (nogeprusan ptom = ry6el gpoxanu). "It could
reach up and grab the moon (oH mMor Obl BLITAHYTLCS BBEPX U CXBATUTL JyHY)."

"Sh!" Travis jerked angrily (6pocun cepauTo: to jerk — 208opums ompsigucmo). "He
hasn't seen us yet (oH Hac elle He Bugen)."

"It can't be killed (ero Henb3s ybueaTthk)," Eckels pronounced this verdict quietly
(npownsHec cBov BepAnKT Tnxo), as if there could be no argument (kak 6yaTo 6kl He
MOrno Bo3HMkHYTb goeoaos). He had weighed the evidence and this was his considered
opinion (OH B3BeCcuN akTbl N 3TO ObINO ero 060CHOBaHHOE MHEHME: evidence —
o4yesudHocmb, OoKkazameribcmeo, pakmel). The rifle in his hands seemed a cap gun
(py>Kbe B €ro pykax kasanocb urpyLlleyvHbsiM: cap gun — nyeady). "We were fools to come
(Mbl BbIIM gypakamun, 4YTo npmexanu). This is impossible (310 HeBO3MOXHO)."

"Shut up (3amonuute)!" hissed (npownnen) Travis.

"Nightmare (kowmap)."
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"Turn around (noBepHuTeck kpyrom)," commanded Travis (ckomangosan Tpesuc).
"Walk quietly to the Machine (ngute cnokonHo k Mawwnne). We'll remit half your fee (mbl
BEpHeM MonoBuHy nnartbl: to remit — oceobox0amb, yMeHbwams)."
"l didn't realize it would be this big (s He oco3HaBan, 4To oH BygeT Takum 6onbLnm),”
said Eckels. "I miscalculated, that's all (s npocuuTancs, ot n Bce). And now | want out
(a cenyac s xo4y yutu: out — Hapyxy)."
"It sees us (oH Hac suguT)!"

"There's the red paint on its chest (BoH kpacHas kpacka Ha ero rpygm)!"

It ran with a gliding ballet step, far too poised and balanced for its ten tons. It
moved into a sunlit area warily, its beautifully reptilian hands feeling the air.
"Why, why," Eckels twitched his mouth. "It could reach up and grab the moon."
"Sh!" Travis jerked angrily. "He hasn't seen us yet."

"It can't be killed," Eckels pronounced this verdict quietly, as if there could be no
argument. He had weighed the evidence and this was his considered opinion. The
rifle in his hands seemed a cap gun. "We were fools to come. This is impossible."
"Shut up!" hissed Travis.

"Nightmare."

"Turn around,” commanded Travis. "Walk quietly to the Machine. We'll remit half
your fee."

"l didn't realize it would be this big," said Eckels. "l miscalculated, that's all. And
now | want out."

"It sees us!"

"There's the red paint on its chest!"

The Tyrant Lizard raised itself (awep-tvpaH Beinpsamuncs). Its armored flesh glittered
like a thousand green coins (ero 6poHnpoBaHHasa NNoTb GriecTena kak Thics4a 3eneHbIX
mMoHeT). The coins, crusted with slime, steamed (MoHeTbI, NOKPLITLIE CNN3bLIO,
ucrnyckanu nap, crust — kopka, to crust — nokpsieamscs kopkod). In the slime, tiny
insects wriggled (B cnn3n n3smBanuck KpolleyHble HacekoMble), so that the entire body
seemed to twitch and undulate (Tak 4yTo Kasanock, 4TO BCe Teno nogepruBaeTcs u
konebnetcs), even while the monster itself did not move (gaxe korga camo 4ygosuLle
He asuranocs). It exhaled (oHo BbigoxHyo). The stink of raw flesh blew down the

wilderness (3noBoHME CbIPOro Msica MOBUCIIO HaA 3apOCnsMM).
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"Get me out of here (BbiTawmTe meHa oTcroga: fo get out of — 8bIHUMaMb,
ebimackuseame)," said Eckels. "It was never like this before (paHbLue Tak HUKorga He
6b1n0). | was always sure I'd come through alive (s Bcerga 6bi1n yBepeH, YTo 0CTaHyCb B
xumBbix). | had good guides, good safaris, and safety (y meHsa 6binmn xopolune
NPOBOAHUKK, XopoLume cadapu n 6esonacHocTsk). This time, | figured wrong (Ha aToT
pas a npocuuTancs: to figure — cqumams, nodcqyumsieams). I've met my match and
admit it (9 BCTpeTun JOCTOMHOro conepHuMKa 1 npusHato 3710: to meet one's match —
gcmpemums 0ocmotHoz20 corepHuka). This is too much for me to get hold of (3To ans
MeHs cnuwkom: to get hold of — cymems cxgamumsb /dyacmo meicris/)."
"Don't run (He 6erute)," said Lesperance. "Turn around (noBepHuteck kpyrom). Hide in
the Machine (cnpsybTecsk B MawimHe)."
"Yes." Eckels seemed to be numb (kasanock, ouenenen: numb — oHemerkIU,
oueneHerneil). He looked at his feet as if trying to make them move (oH cmoTpen Ha
CBOM HOrW, Kak ByaTo nelTascb 3acTaBuTb UX ABuratbcs). He gave a grunt of
helplessness (OH npocToHan oT 6ecnoMOLLHOCTU: grunt — 8opYaHbe, Mbl4YaHUe).
"Eckels!"
He took a few steps (oH caenan Heckonbko waros), blinking, shuffling (Lypsacs n
Luapkasi).

"Not that way (He no Ton gopore)!"

The Tyrant Lizard raised itself. Its armored flesh glittered like a thousand green
coins. The coins, crusted with slime, steamed. In the slime, tiny insects wriggled,
so that the entire body seemed to twitch and undulate, even while the monster
itself did not move. It exhaled. The stink of raw flesh blew down the wilderness.
"Get me out of here," said Eckels. "It was never like this before. | was always sure
I'd come through alive. | had good guides, good safaris, and safety. This time, |
figured wrong. I've met my match and admit it. This is too much for me to get hold
of."

"Don't run,"” said Lesperance. "Turn around. Hide in the Machine."

"Yes." Eckels seemed to be numb. He looked at his feet as if trying to make them
move. He gave a grunt of helplessness.

"Eckels!"

He took a few steps, blinking, shuffling.

"Not that way!"
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The Monster, at the first motion (4ygosuwe, npu nepsom gemxeHun), lunged forward
with a terrible scream (pBaHyrnocek Brnepef ¢ y>xacHbiMm Bonsiem). It covered one hundred
yards in six seconds (OHO NMOKpPLIIO CTO APAOB 3a wecTb cekyHa). The rifles jerked up
and blazed fire (BMHTOBKM pBaHynNuUCb BBEPX U CBEPKHYM orHeM). A windstorm from the
beast's mouth engulfed them (yparan n3o prta yygosuiia nornotun mx /3annel/) in the
stench of slime and old blood (B 3noBoHuu cnnsmn n ctapon kposn). The Monster roared,
teeth glittering with sun (4ygoBuLe B3peBero, 3ybbl 6rectenu Ha conHue).

Eckels, not looking back (3kenbc, He ornsabiBasck), walked blindly to the edge of the
Path (nowen 6e3paccygHo k kpato Tponbl: blind — cnenod, blindly — cneno,
bespaccydHo), his gun limp in his arms (ero pyxbe 06BMCNO B €ro pykax: limp —
msiekull), stepping off the Path (cxogs ¢ Tponei), and walked, not knowing it, in the
jungle (n nowen, He 3Has Toro, B AxkyHrnn). His feet sank into green moss (ero ctynHu
norpyaunnck B 3eneHsin mox). His legs moved him (ero Horu gBuranu ero), and he felt
alone and remote from the events behind (v oH noyyBcTBOBaN cebs OANHOKUM 1
yaaneHHbIM OT cobbITUin /ocTaBneHHbIX/ No3aan).

The rifles cracked again (pyxbs BbICTpenunn onsaTh: fo crack — mpewams, cmpensms).
Their sound was lost in shriek and lizard thunder (aToT 3Byk noTtepsancs B kpuke /nogen/
N B peBe dulepa: shriek — npoH3umernbsHbIl Kpuk, thunder — epom, eyn, epoxom) . The
great level of the reptile's tail swung up (60nbLLION XBOCT PENTUINM KaYHYIICS BBEPX),
lashed sideways (xnecTHyn B CTOpPoOHY: lash — 6uy, rnnems; to lash — xnecmame). Trees
exploded in clouds of leaf and branch (gepeBbs B3opBanuce obnakamm nMcTLeB U
BeTok). The Monster twitched its jeweler's hands down to fondle at the men (4ygosuie
pe3Ko OnyCTUIO BHMU3 CBOM PYYKM tOBENUpPA 4TOOLI npunackaTb niogen), to twist them in
half (ckpyTuTb Ux n pasopsaTtsk rnononam), to crush them like berries (pasgasuTs nx kak
aroabl), to cram them into its teeth and its screaming throat (3acyHyTb nx B cBOM 3y0bl 1
B BOMSALLYIO MOTKY: to cram — emuckusame, obxupamaecs). Its boulderstone eyes
leveled with the men (ero rnasa, noxoxue Ha kKamMHW, OKa3anucb Ha YPOBHE IaeMN:
boulder — 6ynbpkHUK, to level — ypasHusams). They saw themselves mirrored (oHK
yBuaenu ceoe oTpaxeHue). They fired at the metallic eyelids and the blazing black iris
(OHM BBICTPENUNIN B METANNMYECKNe BEKM U B CBEPKAIOLLLYIO YEPHYIO PAAYXKY: iris —
paldy)xHasi 0bosioyka anasa).

Like a stone idol (kak kameHHbIV naon), like a mountain avalanche (kak ropHein obean),

Tyrannosaurus fell (TnpaHo3sasp ynan).
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Thundering, it clutched trees, pulled them with it (pbiva, oH xBaTanca 3a gepesbs,
Banun nx atum: to clutch — xeamamecs, uckame oriopy). It wrenched and tore the metal
Path (oH nomsn n nopsan metannuyeckyto Tpony: to wrench — ebikpy4yueams). The
men flung themselves back and away (ntogm 6pocunuce Hasag v npoys). The body hit
(Teno ynano: to hit — yoapsms(cs)), ten tons of cold flesh and stone (gecsatb TOHH
XOJTIOAHOW NSIOTK 1 KaMHA = kocTen). The guns fired (pyxbs BoicTpenunu). The Monster
lashed its armored tail (4ygoBuLLEe xNeCcTHYNO CBOUM BPOHMPOBAHHBIM XBOCTOM),
twitched its snake jaws (gepHyno amenHeiMy Yernoctamn), and lay still (v nerrno
HenoaBwxHO). A fount of blood spurted from its throat (dooHTaH kposm 6un 13 ero
rnoTkun: a fount — ucmoyYHuKk, to spurt — 6ums cmpyeu). Somewhere inside (rge-T1o
BHYTpK), a sac of fluids burst (nonHyn mewwok c xungkoctsamn). Sickening gushes
drenched the hunters (oTBpaTUTENbHbLIE NOTOKM NPOMOYUIIN OXOTHUKOB). They stood,
red and glistening (oHW cTosnM KpacHble n Bnectsawme).
The thunder faded (rpom 3atux: to fade — nocmeneHHo ucyesams, 3amuxams).
The jungle was silent (oxyHrnv monyanu: to be silent — monyams). After the avalanche,
a green peace (nocre obeana — 3eneHsii Mmup). After the nightmare, morning (nocne

HOYHOrO KoLLMapa — yTpo).

The Monster, at the first motion, lunged forward with a terrible scream. It covered
one hundred yards in six seconds. The rifles jerked up and blazed fire. A
windstorm from the beast's mouth engulfed them in the stench of slime and old
blood. The Monster roared, teeth glittering with sun.

Eckels, not looking back, walked blindly to the edge of the Path, his gun limp in
his arms, stepping off the Path, and walked, not knowing it, in the jungle. His feet
sank into green moss. His legs moved him, and he felt alone and remote from the
events behind.

The rifles cracked again, Their sound was lost in shriek and lizard thunder. The
great level of the reptile's tail swung up, lashed sideways. Trees exploded in
clouds of leaf and branch. The Monster twitched its jeweler's hands down to
fondle at the men, to twist them in half, to crush them like berries, to cram them
into its teeth and its screaming throat. Its boulderstone eyes leveled with the
men. They saw themselves mirrored. They fired at the metallic eyelids and the
blazing black iris.

Like a stone idol, like a mountain avalanche, Tyrannosaurus fell.
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Thundering, it clutched trees, pulled them with it. It wrenched and tore the metal
Path. The men flung themselves back and away. The body hit, ten tons of cold
flesh and stone. The guns fired. The Monster lashed its armored tail, twitched its
snake jaws, and lay still. A fount of blood spurted from its throat. Somewhere
inside, a sac of fluids burst. Sickening gushes drenched the hunters. They stood,
red and glistening.
The thunder faded.
The jungle was silent. After the avalanche, a green peace. After the nightmare,

morning.

Billings and Kramer sat on the pathway and threw up (cenu Ha TponuHKe 1 Ux BblipBaro:
to throw up — ebipsame). Travis and Lesperance stood with smoking rifles (ctosnu c
AbIMALMMNCA BUHTOBKamK), cursing steadily (HenpepbIBHO pyrasick: to curse —
cKkeepHocriosums, steadily — MOHOMOHHO, HEU3MEHHO, MOCMOSIHHO). In the Time
Machine, on his face (8 MawuHe BpemeHu, nuuom BHU3), Eckels lay shivering (nexan,
apoxa). He had found his way back to the Path (oH Hawen nyTb Ha3ag k Tpone),
climbed into the Machine (B3o6pancs B MaLuunHy).

Travis came walking (nogowen /HeToponnueo/: to walk — uému newskom), glanced
(B3rnsHyn) at Eckels, took cotton gauze from a metal box (BbiTalLmn XnonkoByro CETKY,
Maprio 13 metannuyeckon kopobkn), and returned to the others, who were sitting on the
Path (u BepHyncs K octanbHbIM, KOTOpble cnaenu Ha Tpone).

"Clean up (BbITputech)."

They wiped the blood from their helmets (oHu cTepnu kpoBb co wnemos). They began
to curse too (oHM Havanu Takke pyratbcs). The Monster lay, a hill of solid flesh
(4yposuLe nexano, ropa teepgown nnotu). Within, you could hear the sighs and
murmurs (BHyTpu Bbl MO cribiwaTb B3oxu 1 bopmoTtaHue) as the furthest chambers
(kak B oTOaneHHbIx 3akoynkax tena: a chamber — kamepa) of it died, the organs
malfunctioning (HeucrnpasHocTb opraHoB), liquids running a final instant from pocket to
sac to spleen (>kugkocTu, 6erywme B nocnegHum pas n3 nosiocTn B MELLOYEK, B
ceneseHky: instant — momeHm, pocket — kapmaH, rnoriocms), everything shutting off,
closing up forever (Bce oTkno4vanock, 3amornkano HaBscerga). It was like standing by a
wrecked locomotive or a steam shovel at quitting time (310 66110 Noxoxe Ha cToaHKE y
noTepneBLLEro aBapuo IOKOMOTUBA UM NAPOBOro 3KCKaBaTopa B TO BPEMS, KOr4a OH
3akoHunn paborty: to quit — nokudame, ocmaename), all valves being released or

levered tight (Bce knanaHbl OTKPbITbI UK 3aKPbITbI NIIOTHO: to release — oceo0boxdame,
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omryckame, lever — pbi4az). Bones cracked (koctu TpecHynu); the tonnage of its own
flesh (MHOroTOHHBIN BEC ero cobcTBEHHOM NNoTu: tonnage — moHHax), off balance
(noTepsiBLUMK paBHOBecue), dead weight, snapped the delicate forearms (MepTBLIV Bec
crnoman ¢ Tpeckom xpynkue npegnneybs), caught underneath (cxsayeHHble BHU3Y =

npwxaTtble K 3emne). The meat settled, quivering (Msico oceno, Konbixaschb).

Billings and Kramer sat on the pathway and threw up. Travis and Lesperance
stood with smoking rifles, cursing steadily. In the Time Machine, on his face,
Eckels lay shivering. He had found his way back to the Path, climbed into the
Machine.

Travis came walking, glanced at Eckels, took cotton gauze from a metal box, and
returned to the others, who were sitting on the Path.

"Clean up."

They wiped the blood from their helmets. They began to curse too. The Monster
lay, a hill of solid flesh. Within, you could hear the sighs and murmurs as the
furthest chambers of it died, the organs malfunctioning, liquids running a final
instant from pocket to sac to spleen, everything shutting off, closing up forever. It
was like standing by a wrecked locomotive or a steam shovel at quitting time, all
valves being released or levered tight. Bones cracked; the tonnage of its own
flesh, off balance, dead weight, snapped the delicate forearms, caught

underneath. The meat settled, quivering.

Another cracking sound (eLue oauH Tpeck). Overhead (Hag ronoeon), a gigantic tree
branch broke from its heavy mooring, fell (ruraHTckasa BeTka gepesa, cnomaHHas y
OCHOBaHu4, ynana: mooring — Mmecmo, 20e eemka rpukperisiieHa Kk depesy). It crashed
upon the dead beast (oHa obpyLumnnace Ha mepTtBoe Yyaosuile) with finality (kak
durHanbHbIN akkopa: finality — okoHYamenbHoCMb).

"There." Lesperance checked his watch (nocmoTtpen Ha 4yacehl). "Right on time
(abcontoTHo BoBpems: right — 30. kak pas, rnosrHocmeto). That's the giant tree that was
scheduled to fall and kill this animal originally (aTo ruraHTckoe gepeBo, KOTopoe
N3Ha4anbHO OOMMKHO ObINO ynacTb U YouTb 3TO XMBOTHOE: schedule — criucok, nnaH; to
Schedule — eHocumb 8 criucok, rnaHuposams, scheduled — 3arnnaHupogaHHbIU)." He
glanced at the two hunters (oH B3rnsiHyn Ha gBoMx 0xOTHMKOB). "You want the trophy
picture (xoTute TpodenHyto potorpaduto. trophy — mpogpeti, 0obeiya; picture —

KapmuHa, gpomoepachusi)?"
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"What (4t0)?"
"We can't take a trophy back to the Future (Mbl He Mmoxxem B3sTb 406bIYY Ha3ag B
Byaywee). The body has to stay right here (Teno gomkHo octaTbcs NPsSMo 34ech)
where it would have died originally (roe xxvBoTHoe ymepno 6bl n3HavansHo), so the
insects, birds, and bacteria can get at it (Tak, 4Tobbl Hacekomble, NTULbLI 1 BakTepun
mornn gobpartbca oo Hero), as they were intended to (ans yero oHu 1 Gbinn
npegHasHaveHsbl: fo infend — Hamepesamescs, npedHasHadyams). Everything in balance
(Bce /gormkHo BbITE/ B paBHoBecun). The body stays (Teno octaetcs). But we can take
a picture of you standing near it (Ho Mbl MmOXxem cchoTorpacmpoBaTth Bac, CTOALLMX
pSOOM C HUM)."
The two men tried to think (aBoe myx4nH nonsiTanucek gymats), but gave up, shaking
their heads (Ho coanuce, kayas ronosamu: to give up — ocmasume, ycmyrnums).
They let themselves be led along the metal Path (oHn nossonunn otBecTn cebs no
meTannuyeckon Tpone: to lead-led-led — secmu, along — edosib). They sank wearily into
the Machine cushions (oH¥ norpysunuck ycrtano B cugeHba B MalunHe: cushion —
/OusaHHasi/ nodywka). They gazed back at the ruined Monster (oHV OrnsHYUCH 1
npucTanesHO NOCMOTPENN Ha noBepxxeHHoe vyygosulle), the stagnating mound (Ha
HenoaBWXHbIN XOnM: to stagnate — 3acmausamabcsi, ocmaHasenueamscsi), where already
strange reptilian birds and golden insects (rae yxe cTpaHHble NTULbI-ALLEPLI 1
30510TUCTLIE HacekoMmble) were busy at the steaming armor (konowwmnumce Ha

ncnyckawowen nap 6poHe: busy — 3aHamou).

Another cracking sound. Overhead, a gigantic tree branch broke from its heavy
mooring, fell. It crashed upon the dead beast with finality.

"There." Lesperance checked his watch. "Right on time. That's the giant tree that
was scheduled to fall and kill this animal originally."” He glanced at the two
hunters. "You want the trophy picture?"

"What?"

"We can't take a trophy back to the Future. The body has to stay right here where
it would have died originally, so the insects, birds, and bacteria can get at it, as
they were intended to. Everything in balance. The body stays. But we can take a
picture of you standing near it."

The two men tried to think, but gave up, shaking their heads.

They let themselves be led along the metal Path. They sank wearily into the

Machine cushions. They gazed back at the ruined Monster, the stagnating mound,
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where already strange reptilian birds and golden insects were busy at the

steaming armor.

A sound on the floor of the Time Machine stiffened them (3Byk Ha nony MatuvHbl
Bpemenn onegenun wx: to stiffen — denams xxecmkum). Eckels sat there, shivering
(cugen Tam, gpoxa).

"I'm sorry (npoctute)," he said at last (ckazan oH HakoHeL,).

"Get up (BctaBauTte)!" cried (3akpuyan) Travis.

Eckels got up.

"Go out on that Path alone (Bbixogute Ha Tpony oguH)," said Travis. He had his rifle
pointed (oH npuuenuncs), "You're not coming back in the Machine (Bbl He BepHeTech
Hasag B MawwuHe). We're leaving you here (Mbl ocTaBnsem Bac 3gech)!"

Lesperance seized Travis's arm (cxsaTtun pyky Tpesuca). "Wait (nogoxgmn) —"

"Stay out of this (gepxuck nogansie ot atoro)!" Travis shook his hand away (cTpsixHy”n
ero pyky: to shake-shook-shaken — mpsicmu, away — ripous). "This fool nearly killed us
(aToT gypak egBa He youn Hac). But it isn't that so much, no (Ho aTo elle He Bce, HeT).
It's his shoes (ero 6oTuHkKM)! Look at them (nocmoTpu Ha HUX)! He ran off the Path (oH
cowen ¢ Tponebl). That ruins us (310 pasoput Hac)! We'll forfeit (Mbl nonnatumcs)!
Thousands of dollars of insurance (Teicaun gonnapos ctpaxosku)! We guarantee no
one leaves the Path (mbl rapaHTupyem, 4To HUKTO He noknHeT Tpony). He left it (oH
nokuHyn). Oh, the fool (aypak)! I'll have to report to the government (MHe npugeTca
A0NOXNUTL npasuTenscTBy). They might revoke our license to travel (oHn moryT
aHHyNMpoBaTb Hally nuueHauto Ha nytewecteus). Who knows what he's done to Time,
to History (kTo 3HaeT, 4TO OH caenan co BpemeHeMm, ¢ uctropuen)!"

"Take it easy (He npuHMman 6nusko Kk cepauy), all he did was kick up some dirt (oH
nNpocTo cobpan HeMHOro rpssu: to kick up — webipsime 88epx ydapom Ho2u;
nodHumams)."

"How do we know (kak = oTkyga mbl 3Haem)?" cried Travis. "We don't know anything
(Mbl He 3Haem Hudero)! It's all a mystery (Bce aTo TanHa)! Get out of here (yxogoute
otctoga), Eckels!"

Eckels fumbled his shirt (owynan ceoto pybawuky: to fumble — wyname, Msme,
mepebums). "I'll pay anything (s 3anna4y ckoneko yrogHo). A hundred thousand dollars
(cTo TbICAY gonnapos)!"

Travis glared at Eckels' checkbook and spat (nocmoTpen npuctansHO Ha YekoBYHO

KHVKKY QKenbca u NNoHYN: to glare — ycmaesnsamecs 832715100M /4acmo 37biM/,
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rnpucmarnbHO cMompems, to spit-spat-spat — nnesamscs). "Go out there (Bbixogute).
The Monster's next to the Path (wygosuiie /nexunt/ pagom ¢ Tponon). Stick your arms
up to your elbows in his mouth (cyHbTe pykun 0o nokten B ero por: stick — nanka, to stick
— BTbIkaTb). Then you can come back with us (Torga Bbl BepHeTeck Hasaz ¢ Hamn)."
"That's unreasonable (310 Hepa3ymHo, Hecrnpaseameo)!"

"The Monster's dead, you idiot (4ygosuiLie mepteo, nanoT). The bullets! The bullets
can't be left behind (nynu He moryT octaBateca B npowunom: behind — nosadu). They
don't belong in the Past (oH1 He oTHocATCA K npowriomy); they might change anything
(OHM MOryT n3mMeHuTb 4To-TO). Here's my knife (BoT mon HOX). Dig them out (BeipexbTe

nx: to dig out — ebikarbieamp)\"

A sound on the floor of the Time Machine stiffened them. Eckels sat there,
shivering.

"I'm sorry,” he said at last.

"Get up!" cried Travis.

Eckels got up.

"Go out on that Path alone," said Travis. He had his rifle pointed, "You're not
coming back in the Machine. We're leaving you here!"

Lesperance seized Travis's arm. "Wait —"

"Stay out of this!" Travis shook his hand away. "This fool nearly killed us. But it
isn't that so much, no. It's his shoes! Look at them! He ran off the Path. That ruins
us! We'll forfeit! Thousands of dollars of insurance! We guarantee no one leaves
the Path. He left it. Oh, the fool! I'll have to report to the government. They might
revoke our license to travel. Who knows what he's done to Time, to History!"
"Take it easy, all he did was kick up some dirt."

"How do we know?" cried Travis. "We don't know anything! It's all a mystery! Get
out of here, Eckels!"

Eckels fumbled his shirt. "I'll pay anything. A hundred thousand dollars!"

Travis glared at Eckels' checkbook and spat. "Go out there. The Monster's next to
the Path. Stick your arms up to your elbows in his mouth. Then you can come
back with us."

"That's unreasonable!"

"The Monster's dead, you idiot. The bullets! The bullets can't be left behind. They
don't belong in the Past; they might change anything. Here's my knife. Dig them

out!"

Mynvmusasvikosoti npoexm Unovu @panxka www.franklang.ru




30

The jungle was alive again (g>xyHrnn onate 6binu xuBsl), full of the old tremorings and
bird cries (nonHble opeBHUX 3BYKOB N NTUYbUX KPUKOB: fremor — OpoxaHue). Eckels
turned slowly to regard the primeval garbage dump (megneHHo noBepHyrcs, 4TobbI
pacCcMOTPETb NEPBOOLITHYIO MYCOPHYIO Kyuyy /T.e. AuHo3aBpal/: garbage — mycop, dump
— cearika, mycopHas Kyda), that hill of nightmares and terror (3ToT xonm kowmapoB n
yxaca). After a long time (cnyctsa Hemarno BpemeHn), like a sleepwalker he shuffled out
along the Path (kak nyHaTuk oH, wapkas, ywen no Tpone: to sleep — crame, to walk —
eyname, a sleepwalker — nyHamuk, to shuffle — wapkame, to shuffle out — ebitimu,
gosioya Hoau).

He returned, shuddering, five minutes later (oH BepHyrica, opoxa, Yepes NaTb MUHYT),
his arms soaked and red to the elbows (ero pyku mokpsle n kpacHble Ao riokten). He
held out his hands (oH BbITAHYN pyku: to hold out — npomseusame,; npednazams). Each
held a number of steel bullets (B kaxxgon 6bIN0 HECKONBKO CTanbHbIX NyNb: a number of
— Hekomopoe kornu4decmeo). Then he fell (3atem oH ynan). He lay where he fell, not
moving (OH nexan Tam, rae ynan, He ABUrasicb).

"You didn't have to make him do that (Tbl He gormkeH Bbin 3acTaBnAaTb ero genatb 370),"
said Lesperance.

"Didn't | (Heyxenn)? It's too early to tell (crnivwkom paHo 06 atom rosoputk)." Travis
nudged the still body (TonkHyn HenogewxHoe Teno: to nudge — crieeka nodmarkueams
nokmem). "He'll live (oH Byget xutb = HUYero, ot aToro He ymupatot). Next time he
won't go hunting game like this (B cnegyoLwwmin pas oH He NoMAET OXOTUTLCH Ha TaKyr
andb: a game — duys). Okay." He jerked his thumb wearily (oH ycTano coenan
ABwxeHve bonblwnm nansuem: to jerk — pesko mosikams) at Lesperance. "Switch on
(Bkntoyvan). Let's go home (noexanun gomon)."

1492. 1776. 1812.

They cleaned their hands and faces (oHu BbIMbIM pykn 1 ymbinuck). They changed
their caking shirts and pants (oHM cmeHunn cBoun 3ackopyarnbie OT KpoBK pybaLukn 1
Bptokun: a cake — mopm, to cake — cnekambcs, 3acmbigams). Eckels was up and around
again (nogHancs n 6oin B co3HaHun: to be up — ecmams, to come around — npudmu 8
co3HaHue), not speaking (He pasroBapuBas). Travis glared at him for a full ten minutes
(NpucTanbHO CMOTPEN Ha HEero B TeYEHMe LenblX AeCATU MUHYT).

"Don't look at me (He cmoTpuTe Ha meHs)," cried (3akpuyan) Eckels. "l haven't done
anything (s Hu4ero He caenan)."

"Who can tell (kto moxeT ckasaTtb = KTO 3HaeT)?"
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"Just ran off the Path (Tonbko cowen ¢ Tponesl), that's all (aTo Bce), a little mud on my
shoes (HemHoro rps3m Ha moux 6oTuHkax) — what do you want me to do (4To BbI
xoTuTe, 4Tobbl A caenan) — get down and pray (ynan Ha koneHu u monurncs: to get
down — cnycmumabcsi)?"
"We might need it (moxeT, 310 noHagobuTcs). I'm warning you (npegynpexgato Bac),
Eckels, | might kill you yet (s ewe mory Bac youts). I've got my gun ready (y meHs
pyXbe Harotose)."

“I'm innocent (9 HeBnHOBEH). I've done nothing (s H1yero He caoenan)!”

The jungle was alive again, full of the old tremorings and bird cries. Eckels turned
slowly to regard the primeval garbage dump, that hill of nightmares and terror.
After a long time, like a sleepwalker he shuffled out along the Path.

He returned, shuddering, five minutes later, his arms soaked and red to the
elbows. He held out his hands. Each held a number of steel bullets. Then he fell.
He lay where he fell, not moving.

"You didn't have to make him do that,"” said Lesperance.

"Didn't 1? It's too early to tell.” Travis nudged the still body. "He'll live. Next time
he won't go hunting game like this. Okay." He jerked his thumb wearily at
Lesperance. "Switch on. Let's go home."

1492. 1776. 1812.

They cleaned their hands and faces. They changed their caking shirts and pants.
Eckels was up and around again, not speaking. Travis glared at him for a full ten
minutes.

"Don't look at me," cried Eckels. "l haven't done anything.”

"Who can tell?"

"Just ran off the Path, that's all, a little mud on my shoes — what do you want me
to do — get down and pray?"

"We might need it. I'm warning you, Eckels, | might kill you yet. I've got my gun
ready."

"I'm innocent. I've done nothing!"
1999.2000.2055.

The Machine stopped (mMalwwmnHa octaHoBuach).

"Get out (BbixoguTe)," said Travis.
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The room was there as they had left it (komHaTa Gbina Takon xe, Kakon oHu ee
octasunu). But not the same as they had left it (Ho He TouHO Takon xe). The same man
sat behind the same desk (ToT e yenosek cugen 3a Tem e NMCbMEHHbIM CTOSIOM).
But the same man did not quite sit behind the same desk (Ho He coBcem TOT xe
YerioBeK He COBCEM 3a TEM Xe NMUCbMeHHbIM cToriom). Travis looked around swiftly
(ornagencs nocnewHo). "Everything okay here (Bce HopmanbHo)?" he snapped
(OTpBLIBUCTO cnpocun: to snap — pa3zoeapusame 0mMpbIBUCMO, Pa3dpPaxeHHO).
"Fine (npekpacHo). Welcome home (gobpo noxanosate gomoun)!"
Travis did not relax (He paccnabuncs). He seemed to be looking through the one high
window (ka3anocb, OH CMOTPUT Yepe3 BbICOKOE OKHO).
"Okay, Eckels, get out (BbixoguTe). Don't ever come back (Hukorga He
Bo3BpallanTecs)." Eckels could not move (He aBurarncs).
"You heard me (Bbl MmeHs cnbilwanu)," said Travis. "What're you staring at (Ha 4T0 BbI

ycTaBunmce)?"

1999.2000.2055.

The Machine stopped.

"Get out,"” said Travis.

The room was there as they had left it. But not the same as they had left it. The
same man sat behind the same desk. But the same man did not quite sit behind
the same desk. Travis looked around swiftly. "Everything okay here?" he
snhapped.

"Fine. Welcome home!"

Travis did not relax. He seemed to be looking through the one high window.
"Okay, Eckels, get out. Don't ever come back."” Eckels could not move.

"You heard me," said Travis. "What're you staring at?"

Eckels stood smelling of the air (ctosn, Hioxas Bo3ayx), and there was a thing to the air
(1 B BO3YyXe 4TO-TO OBINO), @ chemical taint so subtle, so slight (xumnyeckas npumecsh
Takasi He3HauuTenbHas, Takas Hebonbluas: taint — namHo, ommeHok), that only a faint
cry of his subliminal senses warned him it was there (4To TonbKko cnabbin Bo3rnac ero
noaco3HaTenNbHbIX YyBCTB NpeaocTeperan ero, 4To oHa Tam 6bina). The colors, white,
gray, blue, orange (uBeTa, 6enblii, cepbl, CUHUI, opaHXeBbIn), in the wall, in the
furniture, in the sky beyond the window, were (Ha cTeHe, Ha mebenun, Ha Hebe 3a OKHOM

6binn) ... were ... And there was a feel (1 6bino /kakoe-To/ yyBcTBO). His flesh twitched
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(ero Teno gpoxano). His hands twitched. He stood drinking the oddness with the pores
of his body (oH cTosn, BNMBas CTpaHHOCTL Nopamu ceoero tena). Somewhere,
someone must have been screaming one of those whistles that only a dog can hear
(rOe-To KTO-TO Kak 6yaATO CBUCTHYM B OAMH U3 TeX CBUCTKOB, KOTOPbIe TOSbKO cobaka
MOXeT ycnbiwark). His body screamed silence in return (ero Teno 3akpuyano monya B
oteeT). Beyond this room, beyond this wall, beyond this man (3a aton komHaTon, 3a
3TOW CTeHOoW, 3a aTuM YenosekoM) who was not quite the same man seated at this desk
that was not quite the same desk (koTopbI BbIfT HE COBCEM TEM XE YerlOBEKOM,
CUAALWNM 332 MUCbMEHHbLIM CTOSIOM, KOTOPbLIN Oblfl HE COBCEM TEM e CTONOoM) ... lay an
entire world of streets and people (nexan uensin mup ynuy n nogen). What sort of
world it was now, there was no telling (4To 3a Myp 370 BbIN Cenvac, HUKTO He Mor
ckasatb). He could feel them moving there, beyond the walls (oH mor YyyBcTBOBaTH, Kak
OHM ABuratoTcs Tam, 3a cteHamu), almost, like so many chess pieces blown in a dry
wind (MoYTK Kak WaxmaTHble PUrypku, yHOCMMbIE CYXUM BETPOM: SO many — CmosibKo,

chess — waxmamel, piece — KyCOK, wmyka, waxmamHas ¢guaypa) ...

Eckels stood smelling of the air, and there was a thing to the air, a chemical taint
so subtle, so slight, that only a faint cry of his subliminal senses warned him it
was there. The colors, white, gray, blue, orange, in the wall, in the furniture, in the
sky beyond the window, were ... were ... And there was a feel. His flesh twitched.
His hands twitched. He stood drinking the oddness with the pores of his body.
Somewhere, someone must have been screaming one of those whistles that only
a dog can hear. His body screamed silence in return. Beyond this room, beyond
this wall, beyond this man who was not quite the same man seated at this desk
that was not quite the same desk ... lay an entire world of streets and people.
What sort of world it was now, there was no telling. He could feel them moving

there, beyond the walls, almost, like so many chess pieces blown in a dry wind ...

But the immediate thing was the sign painted on the office wall (Ho HemegneHHO
Opocanachb B rnasa BbiBeCKa, HApucoBaHHasi Ha cTeHe odmca: immediate —
HemedneHHbIU), the same sign he had read earlier today on first entering (Ta xxe camasa
BbIBECKA, KOTOPYHO OH NMpoYuTan cerofHs paHblue, B /cBOW/ nepBbiv npuxon). Somehow
(Tak unun nHa4ve, novemy-to), the sign had changed (BbiBecka nameHunacs):

TYME SEFARI INC.

SEFARIS TU ANY YEER EN THE PAST.
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YU NAIM THE ANIMALL.
WEE TAEK YU THAIR.
YU SHOOT ITT.
Eckels felt himself fall into a chair (nouyscTBOBan, kak ynan Ha ctyn). He fumbled crazily
at the thick slime on his boots (oH B 6e3ymuu oLLynbiBan TONCTLIA CHOW CAn3n, una Ha
cBoux bawmakax). He held up a clod of dirt, trembling (apoxa, oH nokasan KOMOK rpsa3u:
to hold up — ebicmasnsame, nokassieame), "No, it can't be (atoro He moxeT 6bITh). Not
a little thing like that (He n3-3a Takoun xe maneHskon BeLumn, kak ata). No!"
Embedded in the mud (BTonTtaHHas B rpssb: fo embed — ecmaensime, eMypossigams),
glistening green and gold and black, was a butterfly (custowas 3eneHsim, 3010TbIM U
YyepHbIM, nexarna 6aboyka), very beautiful and very dead (o4eHb kpacusas n
COBEpPLLUEHHO MepTBas).
"Not a little thing like that (He Takas manocTtb)! Not a butterfly!" cried Eckels.
It fell to the floor (oHa ynana Ha non), an exquisite thing, a small thing that could upset
balances (13swwHas, ManeHbkasa BewmLa, KoTopas CMOrna HapyLwmnTb paBHoBecue: to
upset — onpokuHyme) and knock down a line of small dominoes and then big dominoes
and then gigantic dominoes (1 ONpoKMHYTL PAL ManeHbKNX KOCTALWEK JOMUHO, a NOTOM
Bonblwux, a notom ruraHTckmx), all down the years across Time (ckBo3b roga Boonb
BpemeHu: down the years — ckeo3b 200a). Eckels' mind whirled (3akpyxwunace ronoea,
MbIcnv cnyTanuck: to whirl — kpyxxumascs). It couldn't change things (oHa /6a6o4ka/ He
mMorna nameHnTtb nonoxeHue ewen). Killing one butterfly couldn't be that important

(yburncteo ogHon 6abo4km He Morno 6bITb Takum BaxkHbIM)! Could it?

But the immediate thing was the sign painted on the office wall, the same sign he
had read earlier today on first entering. Somehow, the sign had changed:

TYME SEFARI INC.

SEFARIS TU ANY YEER EN THE PAST.

YU NAIM THE ANIMALL.

WEE TAEK YU THAIR.

YU SHOOT ITT.

Eckels felt himself fall into a chair. He fumbled crazily at the thick slime on his
boots. He held up a clod of dirt, trembling, "No, it can't be. Not a little thing like
that. No!"

Embedded in the mud, glistening green and gold and black, was a butterfly, very
beautiful and very dead.
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"Not a little thing like that! Not a butterfly!" cried Eckels.
It fell to the floor, an exquisite thing, a small thing that could upset balances and
knock down a line of small dominoes and then big dominoes and then gigantic
dominoes, all down the years across Time. Eckels' mind whirled. It couldn't

change things. Killing one butterfly couldn't be that important! Could it?

His face was cold (ero nuuo noxonozaeno). His mouth trembled, asking (pot 3agpoxan,
cnpawwuas): "Who — who won the presidential election yesterday (kTo Bbiurpan
npesngeHTckne Bolbopbl BYepa)?”

The man behind the desk laughed (1YenoBek 3a nucbMeHHbIM cTONOM 3acmesrncs). "You
joking (Bb! WwyTtuTe)? You know very well (Bbl /camu/ 3HaeTe o4eHb xopowo). Deutscher,
of course! Who else (kto xe eLie)? Not that fool weakling Keith (He ToT e rnynbiv
cnabak Kent: weak — cnabsit, weakling — crnabeit yenosek). We got an iron man now,
a man with guts (Mbl 3anony4ymnm xxene3Horo YenoBeka, YenoBeka C Xxapaktepom: guts
— KUWKU, cuna 8osu, xapakmep /8 pyCCKOM 5i3bike, Ha0bopom, 2080psimM «KUWIKa
moHka»/)!" The official stopped (cnyxawwmin octaHosuncs). "What's wrong (4710 He
Tak)?"

Eckels moaned (3actoHan). He dropped to his knees (oH ynan Ha koneHnu). He
scrabbled at the golden butterfly with shaking fingers (oH xBaTancs 3a 3o0noTucTyto
6abouky Tpsacywmmmca nanbuamun: to scrabble — kapabkamscs, yennamscs). "Can't
we," he pleaded to the world, to himself, to the officials, to the Machine (ymonsn oH
MUp, cam cebs, cnyxawmx, MaiwmHy), "can't we take it back, can't we make it alive
again (He MOXeM N1 Mbl OTHECTU €€ Ha3ad, CHOBa OXMBUTbL: «caenatb xmnBon»)? Can't
we start over (He Mmoxem 1 Mbl Ha4yaTb cHavana)? Can't we —"

He did not move (oH He asurancs). Eyes shut, he waited, shivering (rnasa 3akpbiTbl, OH
xpan, gpoxa). He heard Travis breathe loud in the room (oH cnbiwan, kak Tpesuc
rpomMko ablwunT B KoMHaTe); he heard Travis shift his rifle (oH crnibiwan, kak Tpesuc
nepeknanbiBaeT pyxbe: to shift — dsuzame), click the safety catch (Haxkumaet Ha
npegoxpaHutens), and raise the weapon (1 nogHUMaeT pyxbe).

There was a sound of thunder (1 rpsHyn rpom).

His face was cold. His mouth trembled, asking: "Who — who won the presidential

election yesterday?"
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The man behind the desk laughed. "You joking? You know very well. Deutscher,
of course! Who else? Not that fool weakling Keith. We got an iron man now, a
man with guts!” The official stopped. "What's wrong?"
Eckels moaned. He dropped to his knees. He scrabbled at the golden butterfly
with shaking fingers. "Can't we," he pleaded to the world, to himself, to the
officials, to the Machine, "can't we take it back, can't we make it alive again? Can't
we start over? Can't we —"
He did not move. Eyes shut, he waited, shivering. He heard Travis breathe loud in
the room; he heard Travis shift his rifle, click the safety catch, and raise the
weapon.

There was a sound of thunder.
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