Challenge Early College High School
English | Summer Reading 2014

Welcome to English I, a rigorous class with plenftyersonal challenges and rewards. Below youfimidl your summer reading
assignment. Please be aware thatsummer reading assignment is due on theecond day of class. Expect an assessmeaver the
short stories on theecond day of class. The summer reading assignment is not an optienyill be using these short storiies
several assignments at the start of the year. Davaib until the end of the summer to begin.

Required Reading: Read the following five selected short stories. Yl find copies of these short stories below.
1. “First Love” by Judith Ortiz Cofer
2. “Lamb to the Slaughter” by Roald Dabhl
3. “An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge” by Ambrose B
4. “The Sound of Thunder” by Ray Bradbury
5. “Harrison Bergeron” by Kurt Vonnegut

Materials Needed:

i Copies of five short stories (see above)
i loose leaf paper
i Dark blue or black pen or pencil

Assignment: Create a journal entry in responseoh of thefive short stories listed above. For each journal, shope of the
following ten questions. Respond to this questioatileasfive sentences. On the second day of class you shautdftve journal
entries, one from each short story.

. What would this story be like if the main chdesiavere of the opposite sex?

. Why is the story set where it is?

. If you were to film this story, what charactersuld you eliminate if you couldn't use them all?
. Would you film this story in black and white @slor?

How is the main character different from you?

. Would this story make a good TV series? Why by wot?

. What's one thing in the story that's happensat?®

. Reread the first paragraph of the story. Whiatisto make you read on?

. If you could enter one story and become paitt, @fhich story would you enter and at what poimuld you enter? What events
would you change and how would this change theawogcof the story?

10. What does the title tell you about the storge®it tell the truth?

Final Notes:

Plagiarism: You are required to read each assigned work cdyetbbughtfully, and entirely by the assigned diag¢e. Plagiarism,
whether from commercially prepared notes, the iregror another student's work, falls under thelimggpof cheating. Cheating will
result in a zero on the assignment, notificatioparfents, and a referrédind yes, even if you change the wor ding of the material

you obtain, it is gill plagiarism. | will clearly state if an assignment requires aasesearch. Otherwise, the work assigned in this
class should bgour honest and diligent response to the text(s). “Chitas” such as sparknotes.com are never to befaséds

class for any reason.

If you have any questions regarding the assigniplease contact the main office at 713-664-97 1®pkehyou have a safe, fun, and
productive summer, and | look forward to meeting yio August!

Mrs. Dena Puente
English I, Pre-AP



First Love by Judith Ortiz Cofer

At fourteen and for a few years after, my concevagse mainly focused on the alarms going off in mmgywarning me of
pain or pleasure ahead.

| fell in love, or my hormones awakened from tHeirg slumber in my body, and suddenly the goal pfdays was focused
on one thing: to catch a glimpse of my secret |édvel it had to remain secret, because | had, ofsgun the great tradition of tragic
romance, chosen to love a boy who was totally éatyreach. He was not Puerto Rican; he was Itai@hrich. He was also an
older man. He was a senior at the high school Wlzame in as a freshman. | first saw him in the, iedning casually on a wall that
was the border line between girlside and boysideifiderclassmen. He looked extraordinarily likeoang Marlon Brando--down to
the ironic little smile. The total of what | kneve@ut the boy who starred in every one of my awkwardasies was this: that he was
the nephew of the man who owned the supermarketyoblock; that he often had parties at his pardrgautiful home in the suburbs
which | would hear about; that his family had moigehich came to our school in many ways)--and tht$ made me knees weak:
and that he worked at the store near my apartmelulifig on weekends and in the summer.

My mother could not understand why | became soretagee the one sent out on her endless erraqasiriced on every
opportunity from Friday to late Saturday afterndormgo after eggs, cigarettes, milk (I tried to #ras much of it as possible,
although, | hated the stuff)--the staple items #et would order from the "American" store.

Week after week | wandered up and down the aitd&sg furtive glances at the stock room in thekhdceathlessly hoping
to see my prince. Not that | had a plan. | felel& pilgrim waiting for a glimpse of Mecca. | didtrexpect him to notice me. It was
sweet agony.

One day | did see him. Dressed in a white ouf& & surgeon; white pants and shirt, white cap,(grabks sigh, but not to
my love-glazed eyes) blood-smeared butcher's apterwas helping to drag a side of beef into theZeg storage area of the store. |
must have stood there like an idiot, because | neinee that he did see me, he even spoke to melldl t@ve died. | think he said,
"Excuse me," and smiled vaguely in my direction.

After that, | willed occasions to go to the superke& | watched my mother's cigarettes empty ewvesigwly. | wanted her
to smoke them fast. | drank milk and forced it oplnother (although a second glass for him hadetbdught with my share of Fig
Newton cookies which we both liked, but were restd to one row each). | gave my cookies up foeJ@and watched my mother
smoke her L&M's with so little enthusiasm that dtight (God, no!) that she might be cutting dowrhensmoking or maybe even
giving up the habit. At this crucial time!

| thought | had kept my lonely romance a secrete®f cried hot tears on my pillow for the thingsit kept us apart. In my
mind there was no doubt that he would never natiegand that is why | felt free to stare at himvés invisible). He could not see
me because | was a skinny Puerto Rican girl, &afr@s who did not belong to any group he associattd

At the end of the year | found out that | had ne¢tvinvisible. | learned one little lesson aboutkn nature--
adulation(flattery) leaves a scent, one that wealirequipped to recognize, and no matter how miant the source, we seek it.

In June the nuns at our school would always arrémgsome cultural extravaganza. In my freshmam itesas a Roman
banquet. We had been studying Greek drama (adwdpr® church history--it was at a fast clip thet galloped through Sophocles
and Euripides toward the early Christian martyas)d our young, energetic Sister Agnes was in thednfior a spectacle. She ordered
the entire student body (it was a small group afanr800 students) to have our mothers make us tngas sheets. She handed out a
pattern on mimeo pages fresh out of the machiremember the intense smell of the alcohol on tleetshof paper, and how almost
everyone in the auditorium brought theirs to tmeises and inhaled deeply--mimeographed handoutstiverschool-day buzz that
the new Xerox generation of kids is missing outTmen, as the last couple of weeks of school drgge the city of Paterson
becoming a concrete oven, and us wilting in ouroamfortable uniforms, we labored like frantic Ronsaves to build a splendid
banquet hall in our small auditorium. Sister Agnesited a raised dais where the host and hostedd Wweuegally enthroned.

She had already chosen our Senator and Lady froomguour ranks. The Lady was to be a beautiful nteneit named
Sophia, a recent Polish immigrant, whose Englisk stél practically unintelligible, but whose fea#s, classically perfect without a
trace of makeup, enthralled us. Everyone talkedigher gold hair cascading past her waist, and/biee which could carry a note
right up to heaven in choir. The nuns wanted heGiod. They kept saying she had a vocation. Welgadted at her in awe, and the
boys seemed afraid of her. She just smiled anédslshe was told. | don't know what she thought aif.i The main privilege of
beauty is that others will do almost everythingyou, including thinking.

Her partner was to be our best basketball playel],aed-haired senior whose family sent its maffgprings to our school.
Together, Sophia and her senator looked like tise dmmbination of immigrant genes our communityldqaroduce. It did not occur
to me to ask then whether anything but their platdeauty qualified them for the starring rolesim production. | had the highest
average in the church history class, but | wasrgthe part of one of many "Roman Citizens." | wasit in front of the plastic fruit
and recite a greeting in Latin along with the @fghe school when our hosts came into the halltanH their places on the throne.

On the night of our banquet, my father escortedmmmy toga to the door of our school. | felt fodli®n my awkwardly
draped sheet (blouse and skirt required undernddthjnother had no great skill as seamstress. Bsedhe could do was hem a
skirt or a pair of pants. That night | would haxedied her for a peasant woman with a golden neksiégav other Roman ladies
emerging from their parents' cars looking autheintisheets of material that folded over their bedike the garments on a statue by
Michelangelo. How did they do it? How was it thathivays got it just slightly wrong, and worse, libeed that other people were
just too polite to mention it. "The poor little Rt Rican girl," | could hear them thinking. Butrieality, | must have been my worst
critic, self-conscious as | was.

Soon, we were all sitting at our circle of tablesgd together around the dais. Sophia glittedesldi golden statue. Her
smile was beatific: a perfect, silent Roman ladgr Fsenator" looked uncomfortable, glancing aroahtdis buddies, perhaps waiting



for the ridicule that he would surely get in theker room later. The nuns in their black habit®dtm the background watching us.
What were they supposed to be, the Fates? Nuldaas? The dancing girls did their modest littleadato tinny music from their
finger cymbals, then the speeches were made. Tieegrépe vine "wine" was raised in a toast to tbm& Empire we all knew
would fall within the week--before finals anyway.

All during the program | had been in a state oftcaled hysteria. My secret love sat across therémm me looking
supremely bored. | watched his every move, takingih gluttonously. | relished the shadow of higkaghes on his ruddy cheeks,
his pouty lips smirking sarcastically at the ridaws sight of our little play. Once he slumped dawrnhis chair, and our sargeant-at-
arms nun came over and tapped him sharply on ti@dér. He drew himself up slowly, with disdaifoVed his rebellious spirit. |
believed myself still invisible to him in my "nothg" status as | looked upon my beloved. But tow#ndsend of the evening, as we
stood chanting our farewells in Latin, he lookeagigiht across the room and into my eyes! How didrlive the killing power of
those dark pupils? | trembled in a new way. | waisaold--I was burning! Yet | shook from the insidet, feeling light-headed,
dizzy.

The room began to empty and | headed for the ¢gnstory. | wanted to relish the miracle in silentdid not think for a
minute that anything more would follow. | was sfiid with the enormous favor of a look from my bedd. | took my time, knowing
that my father would be waiting outside for me, atipnt, perhaps glowing in the dark in his phosploent white Navy uniform.
The others would ride home. | would walk home witia father, both of us in costume. | wanted as fétmegses as possible. When |
could no longer hear the crowds in the hallwayneeged from the bathroom, still under the spethose mesmerizing eyes.

The lights had been turned off in the hallway alhdl @ould see was the lighted stairwell, at thétbim of which a nun would
be stationed. My father would be waiting just odésil nearly screamed when | felt someone grabytadwaist. But my mouth was
quickly covered by someone else's mouth. | wasgblessed. My first kiss and | could not even teHait was. | pulled away to see
that not only two inches away from mine. It was He.smiled down at me. Did | have a silly expressiao my face? My glasses felt
crooked on my nose. | was unable to move or tolspdare gently, he lifted up my chin and touches lipps to mine. This time | did
not forget to enjoy it. Then, like the phantom Iotleat he was, he walked away into the darkeneddwworand disappeared.

I don't know how long | stood there. My body wasieding right there in the hallway of a Catholiceah My cells were
tuning up like musicians in an orchestra, and ngrheas a chorus. It was an opera | was compoaimg] wanted to stand very still
and just listen. But, of course, | heard my fatheoice talking to the nun. | was in trouble ifleed to ask about me. | hurried down
the stairs making up a story on the way aboutrigedick. That would explain my flushed face andaduld buy me a little privacy
when | got home.

The next day Father announced at the breakfas thlt he was leaving on a six month tour of Eungiple the Navy in a
few weeks and, that at the end of the school ygamather, my brother, and | would be sent to PuRitm to stay for half a year at
Mama's (my mother's mother house). | was devastatas was the usual routine for us. We had alvggyse to Mama's to stay when
Father was away for long periods. But this yearas different for me. | was in love, and . . . neatt knocked against my bony chest
at this thought . . . he loved me too? | broke Bubs and left the table.

In the next week | discovered the inexorable talibut parents. They can actually carry on withrtpksins right through
tears, threats, and the awful spectacle of a teslsdgroken heart. My father left me to my mothéovimpassively packed while |
explained over and over that | was at a cruciaétimmy studies and that if | left my entire lif@ouwd be ruined. All she would say is,
"You are an intelligent girl, you'll catch up." Heead was filled with visions of casa and familymens, long gossip sessions with
her mama and sisters. What did she care that losasy my one chance at true love?

In the meantime | tried desperately to see hirhought he would look for me too. But the few tinhesw him in the
hallway, he was always rushing away. It would beglaveeks of confusion and pain before | realized the kiss was nothing but a
little trophy for his ego. He had no interest in otker than as his adorer. He was flattered byitegtsworship of him, and he had
bestowed a kiss on me to please himself, and tthiaflames. | learned a lesson about the batttbeofexes then that | have never
forgotten: the object is not always to win, but inirees simply to keep your opponent (synonymougras with "the loved one")
guessing.

But this is too cynical a view to sustain in theddhat overwhelming rush of emotion that is fieste. And in thinking back
about my own experience with it, | can be objectiméy to the point where | recall how sweet theudsly was, how caught up in the
moment | felt, and how every nerve in my body waslved in this salute to life. Later, much latafter what seemed like an eternity
of dragging the weight of unrequited love arounthwine, | learned to make myself visible and tostethe little battles required to
win the greatest prize of all. And much later,ddeand understood Camus' statement about the sthgeconcerns both adolescent
and philosopher alike: if love were easy, life wbbk too simple.

Source:
From Cofer, J.O. “First Love”. Silent Dancing: Aral Remembrance of a Puerto Rican Childhood.e Ruiblico Press, 1990.




Lamb to the Slaughter
By Roald Dahl

The room was warm and clean, the curtains draventwio table lamps alight-hers and the one by thgtgchair opposite. On the
sideboard behind her, two tall glasses, soda watdskey. Fresh ice cubes in the Thermos bucket.

Mary Maloney was waiting for her husband to commbadrom work.

Now and again she would glance up at the clockwlitiitout anxiety, merely to please herself with theught that each minute gone
by made it nearer the time when he would come. dthers a slow smiling air about her, and about ¢kérg she did. The drop of a
head as she bent over her sewing was curiouslguiamier skin -for this was her sixth month withild-had acquired a wonderful
translucent quality, the mouth was soft, and thresewith their new placid look, seemed larger datlkan before. When the clock
said ten minutes to five, she began to listen,afelv moments later, punctually as always, shedhtbar tires on the gravel outside,
and the car door slamming, the footsteps passmgvihdow, the key turning in the lock. She laiddasher sewing, stood up, and
went forward to kiss him as he came in.

Hullo darling, she said.

Hullo darling, he answered.

She took his coat and hung it in the closet. Thenvgalked over and made the drinks, a strongistifamgm, a weak one for herself;
and soon she was back again in her chair witheténg, and he in the other, opposite, holding &tlegiass with both hands, rocking
it so the ice cubes tinkled against the side.

For her, this was always a blissful time of daye 8hew he didn't want to speak much until the firitk was finished, and she, on
her side, was content to sit quietly, enjoyingdaspany after the long hours alone in the house.l8red to luxuriate in the
presence of this man, and to feel-almost as a su@bgeels the sun-that warm male glow that camiebhim to her when they were
alone together. She loved him for the way he sadty in a chair, for the way he came in a doomoved slowly across the room
with long strides. She loved intent, far look is lkeiyes when they rested in her, the funny shagieeahouth, and especially the way
he remained silent about his tiredness, sittifbveith himself until the whiskey had taken someitcdiway.

Tired darling?

Yes, he said. I'm tired, And as he spoke, he didrarsual thing. He lifted his glass and drained dne swallow although there was
still half of it, at least half of it left.. She wa't really watching him, but she knew what he tiade because she heard the ice cubes
falling back against the bottom of the empty ghabgn he lowered his arm. He paused a moment, lgdoiward in the chair, then
he got up and went slowly over to fetch himselftaea.

I'll get it! she cried, jumping up.

Sit down, he said.

When he came back, she noticed that the new draskdark amber with the quantity of whiskey in it.

Darling, shall | get your slippers?

No.

She watched him as he began to sip the dark yaltow, and she could see little oily swirls in figuid because it was so strong.

| think it's a shame, she said, 'that when a polare gets to be as senior as you, they keep hinmingadibout on his feet all day long.

He didn't answer, so she bent her head again antlomewith her sewing; bet each time he lifteddhiek to his lips, she heard the
ice cubes clinking against the side of the glass.

Darling, she said. Would you like me to get you satheese? | haven't made any supper becauseutsdgly.
No, he said.

If youre too tired to eat out, she went on, it 80t too late. There's plenty of meat and stofthe freezer, and you can have it right
here and not even move out of the chair.



Her eyes waited on him for an answer, a smildtla lhod, but he made no sign.
Anyway, she went on, I'll get you some cheese aackers first.
| don't want it, he said.

She moved uneasily in her chair, the large eydsagtiching his face. But you must eat! I'll fixanyway, and then you can have it or
not, as you like.

She stood up and placed her sewing on the takileeokamp.
Sit down, he said. Just for a minute, sit down.

It wasn't till then that she began to get frighténe

Go on, he said. sit down.

She lowered herself back slowly into the chair,cliatg him all the time with those large, bewildemgs. He had finished the
second drink and was staring down into the glassyrfing.

Listen, he said. I've got something to tell you.
What is it, darling? What's the matter?

He had now become absolutely motionless, and hehkemead down so that the light from the lampgdmkim fell across the upper
part of his face, leaving the chin and mouth indslva She noticed there was a little muscle moviearithe corner of his left eye.

This is going to be a bit of a shock to you, I'maaf, he said. But Ive thought about it a good deal Ive decided the only thing to do
is tell you right away. | hope you won't blame roe much.

And he told her. It didn't take long, four or fim@nutes at most, and she stayed very still thratigh, watching him with a kind of
dazed horror as he went further and further away fher with each word.

"So there it is,” he added." And | know it's kinideobad time to be telling you, but there simplyswaany other way. Of course I'll
give you money and see you're looked after. Butelmeedn't really be any fuss. | hope not anywayouldn't be very good for my
job.

Her first instinct was not to believe any of it,rigect it all. It occurred to her that perhapshhen't even spoken, that she herself had
imagined the whole thing. Maybe, if she went allmrtbusiness and acted as though she hadn't lseamirig, then later, when she
sort of woke up again, she might find none of i leser happened.

I'll get the supper, she managed to whisper, aisdithe he didn't stop her.

When she walked across the room she couldn't &adfidet touching the floor. She couldn't feel amghat all- except a slight nausea
and a desire to vomit. Everything was automatic-oawn the steps to the cellar, the light switcle, deep freeze, the hand inside the
cabinet taking hold of the first object it met. Sifed it out, and looked at it. It was wrappedpaper, so she took off the paper and
looked at it again.

A leg of lamb.

All right then, they would have lamb for suppereStarried it upstairs, holding the thin bone-endt wfith both her hands, and as she
went through the living-room, she saw him standimgr by the window with his back to her, and slgged.

For God's sake, he said, hearing her, but notrigmound. Don't make supper for me. I'm going out.

At that point, Mary Maloney simply walked up behinitdh and without any pause she swung the big fréegmof lamb high in the air
and brought it down as hard as she could on thle dfalgis head.

She might just as well have hit him with a steabcl

She stepped back a pace, waiting, and the funnyg thias that he remained standing there for at feastor five seconds, gently
swaying. Then he crashed to the carpet.



The violence of the crash, the noise, the smalktaberturning, helped bring her out of her sh&tke came out slowly, feeling cold
and surprised, and she stood for a while blinkingpa body, still holding the ridiculous piece oéat tight with both hands.

All right, she told herself. So I've killed him.

It was extraordinary, now, how clear her mind beeahof a sudden. She began thinking very fastth&swife of a detective, she
knew quite well what the penalty would be. That fiis. It made no difference to her. In fact, ituda be a relief. On the other hand,
what about the child? What were the laws about enerd with unborn children? Did they kill them battother and child? Or did
they wait until the tenth month? What did they do?

Mary Maloney didn't know. And she certainly wagmépared to take a chance.

She carried the meat into the kitchen, placedét jpan, turned the oven on high, and shoved ilésihen she washed her hands and
ran upstairs to the bedroom. She sat down beferenitror, tidied her hair, touched up her lips &ck. She tried a smile. It came out
rather peculiar. She tried again.

Hullo Sam, she said brightly, aloud.

The voice sounded peculiar too.

| want some potatoes please, Sam. Yes, and | thoda of peas.

That was better. Both the smile and the voice weming out better now. She rehearsed it severastimore. Then she ran
downstairs, took her coat, went out the back ddawn the garden, into the street.

It wasn't six o'clock yet and the lights were siill in the grocery shop.
Hullo Sam, she said brightly, smiling at the mahibd the counter.
Why, good evening, Mrs. Maloney. How're you?

| want some potatoes please, Sam. Yes, and | thoda of peas.

The man turned and reached up behind him on tHefehéhe peas.

Patrick's decided he's tired and doesn't wanttto@aonight, she told him. We usually go out T8days, you know, and now he's
caught me without any vegetables in the house.

Then how about meat, Mrs. Maloney?

No, Ive got meat, thanks. | got a nice leg of lanaln the freezer.

Oh.

I don't know much like cooking it frozen, Sam, Buot taking a chance on it this time. You think ibe all right?
Personally, the grocer said, | don't believe it esaliny difference. You want these Idaho potatoes?

Oh yes, that'll be fine. Two of those.

Anything else? The grocer cocked his head on ales koking at her pleasantly. How about afterwaidfhat you going to give him
for afterwards?

Well-what would you suggest, Sam?
The man glanced around his shop. How about a icslice of cheesecake? | know he likes that.
Perfect, she said. He loves it.

And when it was all wrapped and she had paid, shem her brightest smile and said, 'thank you, Sacodnight.



Goodnight, Mrs. Maloney. And thank you.

And now, she told herself as she hurried baclstal was doing now, she was returning home to helsdnd and he was waiting for
his supper; and she must cook it good, and maketasty as possible because the poor man wasdirddf, when she entered the
house, she happened to find anything unusualagrictror terrible, then naturally it would be a skand shed become frantic with
grief and horror. Mind you, she wasn't expectin§ind anything. She was just going home with thgetables. Mrs. Patrick Maloney
going home with the vegetables on Thursday evetnrmgpok supper for her husband.

That's the way, she told herself. Do everythingtrignd natural. Keep things absolutely naturalthede'll be no need for any acting
at all.

Therefore, when she entered the kitchen by the Baok she was humming a little tune to herself smding.

Patrick! she called. How are you, darling?

She put the parcel down on the table and went girinto the living room; and when she saw him Iyihgre on the floor with his
legs doubled up and one arm twisted back underresithody, it really was rather a shock. All thd tve and longing for him
welled up inside her, and she ran over to him,tkah@lvn beside him, and began to cry her heartlowas easy. No acting was

necessary.

A few minutes later she got up and went to the ph&me knew the number of the police station, amensthe man at the other end
answered, she cried to him, Quick! Come quick! Bkt dead!

Who's speaking?

Mrs. Maloney. Mrs. Patrick Maloney.

You mean Patrick Maloney's dead?

| think so, she sobbed. He's lying on the floor htidnk he's dead.

Be right over, the man said.

The car came very quickly, and when she openefteheédoor, two policeman walked in. She knew tHasth-she knew nearly all
the man at that precinct-and she fell right intdhair, then went over to join the other one, wha walled O'malley, kneeling by the
body.

Is he dead? she cried.

I'm afraid he is. What happened?

Briefly, she told her story about going out to grecer and coming back to find him on the floor.ikhe was talking, crying and
talking, Noonan discovered a small patch of corggbélood on the dead man's head. He showed intal®y who got up at once
and hurried to the phone.

Soon, other men began to come into the house.d&dsttor, then two detectives, one of whom shevdmpname. Later, a police
photographer arrived and took pictures, and a ntam kmew about fingerprints. There was a great deahispering and muttering
beside the corpse, and the detectives kept asking lot of questions. But they always treateddiradly. She told her story again,
this time right from the beginning, when Patrickdl@me in, and she was sewing, and he was tirditesbhe hadn't wanted to go
out for supper. She told how shed put the medtéroven-it's there now, cooking- and how shed slipgut to the grocer for
vegetables, and come back to find him lying onflther.

Which grocer? one of the detectives asked.

She told him, and he turned and whispered somethitige other detective who immediately went owsido the street.

In fifteen minutes he was back with a page of naes there was more whispering, and through Helsiag she heard a few of the
whispered phrases-...acted quite normal...veryrélleevanted to give him a good supper... pedseesecake...impossible that she...

After a while, the photographer and the doctor dejpland two other men came in and took the caapsey on a stretcher. Then the
fingerprint man went away. The two detectives reradj and so did the two policeman. They were eixxeally nice to her, and Jack
Noonan asked if she wouldn't rather go somewheis & her sister's house perhaps, or to his ofenwhio would take care of her



and put her up for the night.

No, she said. She didn't feel she could move ewardhat the moment. Would they mind awfully of sieyed just where she was
until she felt better. She didn't feel too goothat moment, she really didn't.

Then hadn't she better lie down on the bed? Jack&loasked.

No, she said. She’d like to stay right where shs,wathis chair. A little later, perhaps, when &hle better, she would move.

So they left her there while they went about theisiness, searching the house. Occasionally otteeafetectives asked her another
question. Sometimes Jack Noonan spoke at her gesithg passed by. Her husband, he told her, hadkiikssl by a blow on the
back of the head administered with a heavy blustrimment, almost certainly a large piece of métaky were looking for the
weapon. The murderer may have taken it with hinb,0outhe other hand he may have thrown it awayidadn it somewhere on the
premises.

It's the old story, he said. Get the weapon, andvgogot the man.

Later, one of the detectives came up and sat bbesiddid she know, he asked, of anything in theslkeahat couldve been used as the
weapon? Would she mind having a look around tafsagything was missing-a very big spanner, forregke, or a heavy metal vase.

They didn't have any heavy metal vases, she said.

Or a big spanner?

She didn't think they had a big spanner. But tiaight be some things like that in the garage.

The search went on. She knew that there were ptiiemen in the garden all around the house. 8bkldear their footsteps on
the gravel outside, and sometimes she saw a ffagtooch through a chink in the curtains. It betaget late, nearly nine she
noticed by the clock on the mantle. The four meardang the rooms seemed to be growing wearyfla &xasperated.

Jack, she said, the next time Sergeant Noonanhyeim/ould you mind giving me a drink?

Sure I'll give you a drink. You mean this whiskey?

Yes please. But just a small one. It might makeeeébetter.

He handed her the glass.

Why don't you have one yourself, she said. You rhasawfully tired. Please do. You've been very gtmche.

Well, he answered. It's not strictly allowed, butilght take just a drop to keep me going.

One by one the others came in and were persuadekiga little nip of whiskey. They stood arountheas awkwardly with the drinks
in their hands, uncomfortable in her presencengryo say consoling things to her. Sergeant Noeveardered into the kitchen, come
out quickly and said, Look, Mrs. Maloney. You kntlvat oven of yours is still on, and the meat gislide.

Oh dear me! she cried. 'so it is!

| better turn it off for you, hadn't 1?

Will you do that, Jack. Thank you so much.

When the sergeant returned the second time, skedcaat him with her large, dark tearful eyes. Jdoknan, she said.

Yes?

Would you do me a small favor-you and these others?

We can try, Mrs. Maloney.

Well, she said. Here you all are, and good friesfd$ear Patrick's too, and helping to catch the miaa killed him. You must be
terrible hungry by now because it's long past ywuppertime, and | know Patrick would never forgive, God bless his soul, if |



allowed you to remain in his house without offeryay decent hospitality. Why don't you eat up thatb that's in the oven. It'll be
cooked just right by now.

Wouldn't dream of it, Sergeant Noonan said.

Please, she begged. Please eat it. Personallydrtotouch a thing, certainly not what's beerhie house when he was here. But it's
all right for you. It’'d be a favor to me if you'dagit up. Then you can go on with your work agdteravards.

There was a good deal of hesitating among thegdolicemen, but they were clearly hungry, and inghd they were persuaded to go
into the kitchen and help themselves. The womayestavhere she was, listening to them speaking arttwrgselves, their voices
thick and sloppy because their mouths were futheft.

Have some more, Charlie?

No. Better not finish it.

She wants us to finish it. She said so. Be doingalavor.

Okay then. Give me some more.

That's the hell of a big club the guy must’ve usedit poor Patrick, one of them was saying. 'tbe slays his skull was smashed all
to pieces just like from a sledgehammer.

'that's why it ought to be easy to find.

Exactly what | say.

Whoever done it, they're not going to be carryinfiag like that around with them longer than tinegd.
One of them belched.

Personally, | think it's right here on the premises

Probably right under our very noses. What you thiack?

And in the other room, Mary Maloney began to giggle

An Occurenceat Owl Creek Bridge
By Ambrose Bierce

A man stood upon a railroad bridge in northern Alal, looking down into the swift water twenty feetow. The man's hands were
behind his back, the wrists bound with a cord. peralosely encircled his neck. It was attachedgtoat cross-timber above his head
and the slack feel to the level of his knees. Slwmoge boards laid upon the ties supporting the dithe railway supplied a footing
for him and his executioners -- two private solslief the Federal army, directed by a sergeant whuivil life may have been a
deputy sheriff. At a short remove upon the sametaary platform was an officer in the uniform o§mank, armed. He was a
captain. A sentinel at each end of the bridge steittd his rifle in the position known as "supporttiiat is to say, vertical in front of
the left shoulder, the hammer resting on the fonetirown straight across the chest -- a formalamthtural position, enforcing an
erect carriage of the body. It did not appear téhieeduty of these two men to know what was ocngrat the center of the bridge;
they merely blockaded the two ends of the foot kitagnthat traversed it.

Beyond one of the sentinels nobody was in sigletréilroad ran straight away into a forest for adned yards, then, curving, was
lost to view. Doubtless there was an outpost fardheng. The other bank of the stream was openngleua gentle slope topped with
a stockade of vertical tree trunks, loopholed fites, with a single embrasure through which praéd the muzzle of a brass cannon
commanding the bridge. Midway up the slope betwherbridge and fort were the spectators -- a siogiepany of infantry in line,

at "parade rest," the butts of their rifles on ¢gineund, the barrels inclining slightly backward iagathe right shoulder, the hands
crossed upon the stock. A lieutenant stood atitfe of the line, the point of his sword upon threund, his left hand resting upon his



right. Excepting the group of four at the centethaf bridge, not a man moved. The company facetridge, staring stonily,
motionless. The sentinels, facing the banks ostheam, might have been statues to adorn the bridgecaptain stood with folded
arms, silent, observing the work of his subordigabeit making no sign. Death is a dignitary who mhe comes announced is to be
received with formal manifestations of respect,nelvg those most familiar with him. In the code dfitary etiquette silence and
fixity are forms of deference.

The man who was engaged in being hanged was aplyaabout thirty-five years of age. He was a cadilj if one might judge from
his habit, which was that of a planter. His feasurere good -- a straight nose, firm mouth, braadtead, from which his long, dark
hair was combed straight back, falling behind laisseo the collar of his well fitting frock coaterivore a moustache and pointed
beard, but no whiskers; his eyes were large ankgtay, and had a kindly expression which one wdadlly have expected in one
whose neck was in the hemp. Evidently this wasulgar assassin. The liberal military code makesipion for hanging many kinds
of persons, and gentlemen are not excluded.

The preparations being complete, the two privaldies stepped aside and each drew away the plaok which he had been
standing. The sergeant turned to the captain,eshhtd placed himself immediately behind that effievho in turn moved apart one
pace. These movements left the condemned man arstheant standing on the two ends of the samé&,pldnich spanned three of
the cross-ties of the bridge. The end upon whiehcthilian stood almost, but not quite, reachedwth. This plank had been held in
place by the weight of the captain; it was now Hsidhat of the sergeant. At a signal from the ferthme latter would step aside, the
plank would tilt and the condemned man go down betwtwo ties. The arrangement commended itseltjudgement as simple
and effective. His face had not been covered roees bandaged. He looked a moment at his "uriag¢ddoting,” then let his gaze
wander to the swirling water of the stream raciraglm beneath his feet. A piece of dancing driftweadght his attention and his
eyes followed it down the current. How slowly itpa@ared to move! What a sluggish stream!

He closed his eyes in order to fix his last thoaglgon his wife and children. The water, touchegdial by the early sun, the
brooding mists under the banks at some distance diogvstream, the fort, the soldiers, the pieagriff-- all had distracted him. And
now he became conscious of a new disturbanceirgjrikrough the thought of his dear ones was seuidh he could neither
ignore nor understand, a sharp, distinct, metpkicussion like the stroke of a blacksmith's hammpen the anvil; it had the same
ringing quality. He wondered what it was, and wleetimmeasurably distant or near by -- it seemet.dtt recurrence was regular,
but as slow as the tolling of a death knell. Heitedaeach new stroke with impatience and -- he knetwhy -- apprehension. The
intervals of silence grew progressively longer; dietays became maddening. With their greater infeaqgy the sounds increased in
strength and sharpness. They hurt his ear likértise of a knife; he feared he would shriek. Whathleard was the ticking of his
watch.

He unclosed his eyes and saw again the water delaw'If | could free my hands," he thought, "I rhighrow off the noose and
spring into the stream. By diving | could evade bets and, swimming vigorously, reach the baake to the woods and get away
home. My home, thank God, is as yet outside tivedst my wife and little ones are still beyond tiveader's farthest advance."

As these thoughts, which have here to be set dowrords, were flashed into the doomed man's bether than evolved from it the
captain nodded to the sergeant. The sergeant steygjute.

Peyton Fahrquhar was a well to do planter, of dmaold highly respected Alabama family. Being aeslawner and like other slave
owners a politician, he was naturally an origiredessionist and ardently devoted to the Southersec&ircumstances of an
imperious nature, which it is unnecessary to rdiate, had prevented him from taking service witit gallant army which had
fought the disastrous campaigns ending with tHeofaCorinth, and he chafed under the inglorioustnagnt, longing for the release of
his energies, the larger life of the soldier, tppartunity for distinction. That opportunity, hdtfavould come, as it comes to all in
wartime. Meanwhile he did what he could. No serviees too humble for him to perform in the aid of $outh, no adventure to
perilous for him to undertake if consistent witle ttharacter of a civilian who was at heart a soldied who in good faith and
without too much qualification assented to at leggart of the frankly villainous dictum that alfair in love and war.

One evening while Fahrquhar and his wife werergjtin a rustic bench near the entrance to his gsgungray-clad soldier rode up
to the gate and asked for a drink of water. Mréirgahar was only too happy to serve him with henevhite hands. While she was
fetching the water her husband approached the thasgeman and inquired eagerly for news from tbetfr

"The Yanks are repairing the railroads," said tleniand are getting ready for another advancey hhge reached the Owl Creek
bridge, put it in order and built a stockade onribeh bank. The commandant has issued an ordéhvwsposted everywhere,
declaring that any civilian caught interfering witte railroad, its bridges, tunnels, or trains Ww#él summarily hanged. | saw the
order."



"How far is it to the Owl Creek bridge?" Fahrqulasked.

"About thirty miles."

"Is there no force on this side of the creek?"

"Only a picket post half a mile out, on the raidpand a single sentinel at this end of the bridge.

"Suppose a man -- a civilian and student of hangistpould elude the picket post and perhaps gebétter of the sentinel," said
Fahrquhar, smiling, "what could he accomplish?"

The soldier reflected. "l was there a month age,¥dplied. "l observed that the flood of last wirttad lodged a great quantity of
driftwood against the wooden pier at this end efbhidge. It is now dry and would burn like tinder.

The lady had now brought the water, which the soldrank. He thanked her ceremoniously, bowed tdvbigband and rode away.
An hour later, after nightfall, he repassed thenfaliion, going northward in the direction from whilce had come. He was a Federal
scout.

As Peyton Fahrquhar fell straight downward throtlghbridge he lost consciousness and was as aragldead. From this state he
was awakened -- ages later, it seemed to him théyain of a sharp pressure upon his throat,i@tbby a sense of suffocation.
Keen, poighant agonies seemed to shoot from his d@wnward through every fiber of his body and lsnbhese pains appeared to
flash along well defined lines of ramification atedbeat with an inconceivably rapid periodicity.ejtseemed like streams of
pulsating fire heating him to an intolerable tengbere. As to his head, he was conscious of nothing feeling of fullness -- of
congestion. These sensations were unaccompanigubght. The intellectual part of his nature wasady effaced; he had power
only to feel, and feeling was torment. He was cangcof motion. Encompassed in a luminous cloudylith he was now merely
the fiery heart, without material substance, herspinrough unthinkable arcs of oscillation, likeast pendulum. Then all at once,
with terrible suddenness, the light about him shpvard with the noise of a loud splash; a frighthdring was in his ears, and all
was cold and dark. The power of thought was redtdre knew that the rope had broken and he hashfaito the stream. There was
no additional strangulation; the noose about htkweas already suffocating him and kept the watemnfhis lungs. To die of hanging
at the bottom of a river! -- the idea seemed to hidicrous. He opened his eyes in the darknessawcabove him a gleam of light,
but how distant, how inaccessible! He was stilksig, for the light became fainter and fainter Lintias a mere glimmer. Then it
began to grow and brighten, and he knew that herisiag toward the surface -- knew it with reluatanfor he was now very
comfortable. "To be hanged and drowned," he thquigft is not so bad; but | do not wish to be shi; | will not be shot; that is
not fair."

He was not conscious of an effort, but a sharp palns wrist apprised him that he was trying teefihis hands. He gave the struggle
his attention, as an idler might observe the féatjaggler, without interest in the outcome. Waplendid effort! -- what magnificent,
what superhuman strength! Ah, that was a fine eraté®ravo! The cord fell away; his arms parted #lodted upward, the hands
dimly seen on each side in the growing light. Heclvad them with a new interest as first one and the other pounced upon the
noose at his neck. They tore it away and thrugrtely aside, its undulations resembling those wfater snake. "Put it back, put it
back!" He thought he shouted these words to hig$idor the undoing of the noose had been succdsdéte direst pang that he had
yet experienced. His neck ached horribly; his bre@s on fire, his heart, which had been fluttefeigtly, gave a great leap, trying to
force itself out at his mouth. His whole body wasked and wrenched with an insupportable anguishhB disobedient hands gave
no heed to the command. They beat the water vigbrauith quick, downward strokes, forcing him tetsurface. He felt his head
emerge; his eyes were blinded by the sunlightchest expanded convulsively, and with a supremeceswning agony his lungs
engulfed a great draught of air, which instantlyelpelled in a shriek!

He was now in full possession of his physical sensbey were, indeed, preternaturally keen and.&emething in the awful
disturbance of his organic system had so exaltddefimed them that they made record of things nbeéore perceived. He felt the
ripples upon his face and heard their separatedsoas they struck. He looked at the forest on #mk lof the stream, saw the
individual trees, the leaves and the veining ohdaaf -- he saw the very insects upon them: thedts, the brilliant bodied flies, the
gray spiders stretching their webs from twig togwie noted the prismatic colors in all the dewdrapon a million blades of grass.
The humming of the gnats that danced above theesddithe stream, the beating of the dragon f@gjs, the strokes of the water
spiders' legs, like oars which had lifted theirtbeall these made audible music. A fish slid gldreneath his eyes and he heard the
rush of its body parting the water.

He had come to the surface facing down the streammoment the visible world seemed to wheel sjawlind, himself the pivotal
point, and he saw the bridge, the fort, the soddigron the bridge, the captain, the sergeantythetivates, his executioners. They



were in silhouette against the blue sky. They stobaind gesticulated, pointing at him. The captaih dirawn his pistol, but did not
fire; the others were unarmed. Their movements \gevesque and horrible, their forms gigantic.

Suddenly he heard a sharp report and somethingkstine water smartly within a few inches of his dhegpattering his face with
spray. He heard a second report, and saw one sktiteels with his rifle at his shoulder, a lighdud of blue smoke rising from the
muzzle. The man in the water saw the eye of the omathe bridge gazing into his own through the tsiglf the rifle. He observed
that it was a gray eye and remembered having teddjtay eyes were keenest, and that all famouksmen had them.
Nevertheless, this one had missed.

A counter-swirl had caught Fahrquhar and turned tathround; he was again looking at the foresti@nbank opposite the fort. The
sound of a clear, high voice in a monotonous singsmw rang out behind him and came across therwatte a distinctness that
pierced and subdued all other sounds, even thenbeztthe ripples in his ears. Although no soldles had frequented camps enough
to know the dread significance of that deliberdtawling, aspirated chant; the lieutenant on shae taking a part in the morning's
work. How coldly and pitilessly -- with what an eyecalm intonation, presaging, and enforcing traitgun the men -- with what
accurately measured interval fell those cruel words

"Company! . .. Attention! . . . Shoulder arms!. Ready! . .. Aim!. .. Fire!"

Fahrquhar dived -- dived as deeply as he could.\vidter roared in his ears like the voice of Niagget he heard the dull thunder of
the volley and, rising again toward the surfacet, shaning bits of metal, singularly flattened, dsding slowly downward. Some of
them touched him on the face and hands, thendal/acontinuing their descent. One lodged betwegrdilar and neck; it was
uncomfortably warm and he snatched it out.

As he rose to the surface, gasping for breathahetisat he had been a long time under water; heperptibly farther downstream
-- nearer to safety. The soldiers had almost fausteloading; the metal ramrods flashed all at am¢ke sunshine as they were
drawn from the barrels, turned in the air, and$himato their sockets. The two sentinels fired agmidependently and ineffectually.

The hunted man saw all this over his shoulder; &8 mow swimming vigorously with the current. Higibrwas as energetic as his
arms and legs; he thought with the rapidity of fighg:

"The officer," he reasoned, "will not make that tiret's error a second time. It is as easy to dedgelley as a single shot. He has
probably already given the command to fire at v@iad help me, | cannot dodge them all'"

An appalling splash within two yards of him waddeled by a loud, rushing sound, DIMINUENDO, whiaesned to travel back
through the air to the fort and died in an explosidich stirred the very river to its deeps! Amgisheet of water curved over him,
fell down upon him, blinded him, strangled him! T¢ennon had taken an hand in the game. As he dtisdlead free from the
commotion of the smitten water he heard the defibshot humming through the air ahead, and in stamt it was cracking and
smashing the branches in the forest beyond.

"They will not do that again,” he thought; "the h&re they will use a charge of grape. | must kespeye upon the gun; the smoke
will apprise me -- the report arrives too latdats behind the missile. That is a good gun."

Suddenly he felt himself whirled round and roundpining like a top. The water, the banks, thedts, the now distant bridge, fort
and men, all were commingled and blurred. Obje&rewepresented by their colors only; circular fmmtal streaks of color -- that
was all he saw. He had been caught in a vortexxasdbeing whirled on with a velocity of advance gythtion that made him giddy
and sick. In few moments he was flung upon thegravthe foot of the left bank of the stream e fouthern bank -- and behind a
projecting point which concealed him from his enesniThe sudden arrest of his motion, the abradion® of his hands on the
gravel, restored him, and he wept with delight.ddg his fingers into the sand, threw it over hirhsehandfuls and audibly blessed
it. It looked like diamonds, rubies, emeralds; bald think of nothing beautiful which it did notsemble. The trees upon the bank
were giant garden plants; he noted a definite drdéreir arrangement, inhaled the fragrance af thleoms. A strange roseate light
shone through the spaces among their trunks anditttemade in their branches the music of AEolianps. He had not wish to
perfect his escape -- he was content to remaimahenchanting spot until retaken.

A whiz and a rattle of grapeshot among the branbigsabove his head roused him from his dream.bEtfiked cannoneer had fired
him a random farewell. He sprang to his feet, rdslygthe sloping bank, and plunged into the forest.

All that day he traveled, laying his course by thending sun. The forest seemed interminable; nosvtiel he discover a break in it,
not even a woodman's road. He had not known thavée in so wild a region. There was somethingamy in the revelation.



By nightfall he was fatigued, footsore, famishetleThought of his wife and children urged him ohlast he found a road which led
him in what he knew to be the right direction. Bswas wide and straight as a city street, yeeingel untraveled. No fields bordered
it, no dwelling anywhere. Not so much as the baglkiha dog suggested human habitation. The bladiebmf the trees formed a
straight wall on both sides, terminating on theizwr in a point, like a diagram in a lesson in pextive. Overhead, as he looked up
through this rift in the wood, shone great goldimsslooking unfamiliar and grouped in strange telfetions. He was sure they were
arranged in some order which had a secret and msiggificance. The wood on either side was fukiogular noises, among which
-- once, twice, and again -- he distinctly heardsphrs in an unknown tongue.

His neck was in pain and lifting his hand to it folit horribly swollen. He knew that it had a cea@f black where the rope had
bruised it. His eyes felt congested; he could mgéw close them. His tongue was swollen with thhstrelieved its fever by thrusting
it forward from between his teeth into the cold &low softly the turf had carpeted the untraveleenaie -- he could no longer feel
the roadway beneath his feet!

Doubtless, despite his suffering, he had falleeegsiwhile walking, for now he sees another sceperhaps he has merely recovered
from a delirium. He stands at the gate of his owmé. All is as he left it, and all bright and befultin the morning sunshine. He
must have traveled the entire night. As he puspes the gate and passes up the wide white walke&e a flutter of female
garments; his wife, looking fresh and cool and sw&teps down from the veranda to meet him. Atathigom of the steps she stands
waiting, with a smile of ineffable joy, an attitudématchless grace and dignity. Ah, how beauth#g is! He springs forwards with
extended arms. As he is about to clasp her he &stisnning blow upon the back of the neck; a lotigdavhite light blazes all about
him with a sound like the shock of a cannon -- takis darkness and silence!

Peyton Fahrquhar was dead; his body, with a brolesk, swung gently from side to side beneath thbeis of the Owl Creek
bridge.

A Sound of Thunder
By Ray Bradbury

The sign on the wall seemed to quaver under adfisliding warm water. Eckels felt his eyelidsrbliover 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 swaltbered pushed it down. The muscles around his nfouatied a smile as he put
his hand slowly out upon the air, and in that hamasted a check for ten thousand dollars to the neduinidl the desk.

"Does this safari guarantee | come back alive?"

"We guarantee nothing," said the official, "excey dinosaurs." He turned. "This is Mr. Travis, y@afari Guide in the Past. He'll
tell you what and where to shoot. If he says n@shg, no shooting. If you disobey instructionsriis a stiff penalty of another ten
thousand dollars, plus possible government actioryour return.”

Eckels glanced across the vast office at a massaagie, a snaking and humming of wires and stexé$, at an aurora that flickered
now orange, now silver, now blue. There was a sdilkech gigantic bonfire burning all of Time, afi¢ years and all the parchment
calendars, all the hours piled high and set aflame.

A touch of the hand and this burning would, onitietant, beautifully reverse itself. Eckels remenelethe wording in the
advertisements to the letter. Out of chars andsashat of dust and coals, like golden salamandeesold years, the green years,
might leap; roses sweeten the air, white hair trsh-black, wrinkles vanish; all, everything flabk to seed, flee death, rush down to
their beginnings, suns rise in western skies ahahggorious easts, moons eat themselves opptusitee custom, all and everything
cupping one in another like Chinese boxes, raliitshats, all and everything returning to the firegath, the seed death, the green
death, to the time before the beginning. A touch band might do it, the merest touch of a hand.



"Unbelievable." Eckels breathed, the light of thadtdine on his thin face. "A real Time Machine." $f®ok his head. "Makes you
think, If the election had gone badly yesterdapight be here now running away from the resultankhGod Keith won. He'll make
a fine President of the United States."

"Yes," said the man behind the desk. "We're lutkipeutscher had gotten in, we'd have the worstl kihdictatorship. There's an anti
everything man for you, a militarist, anti-Chriapti-human, anti-intellectual. People called usyaqu, know, joking but not joking.
Said if Deutscher became President they wanted tivg in 1492. Of course it's not our businessdnduct Escapes, but to form
Safaris. Anyway, Keith's President now. All you ¢gmtworry about is-"

"Shooting my dinosaur," Eckels finished it for him.

"A Tyrannosaurus Rex. The Tyrant Lizard, the mostedible monster in history. Sign this releaseytAimg 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'tlipaat the first shot. Six Safari leaders wereekillast year, and a dozen hunters.
We're here to give you the severest thrill a reatér ever asked for. Traveling you back sixty imillyears to bag the biggest game
in all of Time. Your personal check's still thefezar it up."Mr. Eckels looked at the check. Higyins twitched.

"Good luck," said the man behind the desk. "Mr.vigahe's all yours."
They moved silently across the room, taking thamgwith them, toward the Machine, toward the silmetal and the roaring light.

First a day and then a night and then a day anddheght, then it was day-night-day-night. A weaknonth, a year, a decade! A.D.
2055. A.D. 2019. 1999! 1957! Gone! The Machine edar

They put on their oxygen helmets and tested therdoims.

Eckels swayed on the padded seat, his face pal@wistiff. He felt the trembling in his arms amellooked down and found his
hands tight on the new rifle. There were four ottnen in the Machine. Travis, the Safari Leader asiistant, Lesperance, and two
other hunters, Billings and Kramer. They sat logkatt each other, and the years blazed around them.

"Can these guns get a dinosaur cold?" Eckels ieltiouth saying.

"If you hit them right," said Travis on the helnratlio. "Some dinosaurs have two brains, one irh#el, another far down the spinal
column. We stay away from those. That's stretchiok. Put your first two shots into the eyes, ifiywan, blind them, and go back
into the brain."

The Machine howled. Time was a film run backwanghsfled and ten million moons fled after them. itild)" said Eckels. "Every
hunter that ever lived would envy us today. ThikesaAfrica seem like lllinois."

The Machine slowed; its scream fell to a murmure Machine stopped.
The sun stopped in the sky.

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

"Christ isn't born yet," said Travis, "Moses has gane to the mountains to talk with God. The Pydsnare still in the earth, waiting
to be cut out and put up. Remember that. Alexar@eesar, Napoleon, Hitler-none of them exists." iffae nodded.

"That" - Mr. Travis pointed - "is the jungle of sgxmillion two thousand and fifty-five years befdPeesident Keith."
He indicated a metal path that struck off into greélderness, over streaming swamp, among giansfand palms.

"And that," he said, "is the Path, laid by Time&#afor your use,



It floats six inches above the earth. Doesn't ta@imuch as one grass blade, flower, or treeartanti-gravity metal. Its purpose is
to keep you from touching this world of the pasaity way. Stay on the Path. Don't go off it. | rp®on't go off. For any reason! If
you fall off, there's a penalty. And don't shooy animal we don't okay."

"Why?" asked Eckels.

They sat in the ancient wilderness. Far birdssdoiew on a wind, and the smell of tar and an altlsea, moist grasses, and flowers
the color of blood.

"We don't want to change the Future. We don't lgeloere in the Past. The government doesn't likeeus. We have to pay big graft
to keep our franchise. A Time Machine is finickysmess. Not knowing it, we might kill an importartimal, a small bird, a roach, a
flower even, thus destroying an important link igrawing species."

"That's not clear," said Eckels.

"All right," Travis continued, "say we accidentakill one mouse here. That means all the futureilfagof this one particular mouse
are destroyed, right?"

"Right"

"And all the families of the families of the fang$ of that one mouse! With a stamp of your foot} gonihilate first one, then a
dozen, then a thousand, a million, a billion pdssihice!"

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

"So what?" Travis snorted quietly. "Well, what abthe foxes that'll need those mice to survive?want of ten mice, a fox dies. For
want of ten foxes a lion starves. For want of a,liall manner of insects, vultures, infinite biti®of life forms are thrown into chaos
and destruction. Eventually it all boils down tdstHifty-nine million years later, a caveman, afea dozen on the entire world, goes
hunting wild boar or saber-toothed tiger for foBdt you, friend, have stepped on all the tigershat region. By stepping on one
single mouse. So the caveman starves. And the @@ygrtease note, is not just any expendable marH&ds an entire future nation.
From his loins would have sprung ten sons. Frorin thies one hundred sons, and thus onward to iization. Destroy this one
man, and you destroy a race, a people, an enfiterhiof life. It is comparable to slaying somefAafam's grandchildren. The stomp
of your foot, on one mouse, could start an eartkeguthe effects of which could shake our earthdestinies down through Time, to
their very foundations. With the death of that cageman, a billion others yet unborn are throtitethe womb. Perhaps Rome never
rises on its seven hills. Perhaps Europe is forawdark forest, and only Asia waxes healthy anthieg. Step on a mouse and you
crush the Pyramids. Step on a mouse and you leawepyint, like a Grand Canyon, across Eternitye@uElizabeth might never be
born, Washington might not cross the Delaware gtingight never be a United States at all. So bedaftay on the Path. Never
step off!"

"l see," said Eckels. "Then it wouldn't pay foraxen to touch the grass?"

"Correct. Crushing certain plants could add umiidisimally. A little error here would multiply isixty million years, all out of
proportion. Of course maybe our theory is wrongybaTime can't be changed by us. Or maybe it cazhbeged only in little

subtle ways. A dead mouse here makes an insectandgathere, a population disproportion later, @ tarvest further on, a
depression, mass starvation, and finally, a chamgecial temperament in far-flung countries. Sdritgt much more subtle, like that.
Perhaps only a soft breath, a whisper, a hairepah the air, such a slight, slight change thissnyou looked close you wouldn't
see it. Who knows? Who really can say he knowsd@v& know. We're guessing. But until we do knowdertain whether our
messing around in Time can make a big roar otla figstle in history, we're being careful. Thisdae, this Path, your clothing and
bodies, were sterilized, as you know, before tluerjey. We wear these oxygen helmets so we carddimte our bacteria into an
ancient atmosphere."

"How do we know which animals to shoot?"

"They're marked with red paint," said Travis. "Tgdbefore our journey, we sent Lesperance here wibkthe Machine. He came to
this particular era and followed certain animals."

"Studying them?"



"Right,"” said Lesperance. "I track them throughrtleatire existence, noting which of them livesdest. Very few. How many times
they mate. Not often. Life's short, When | find dhat's going to die when a tree falls on him, e that drowns in a tar pit, | note
the exact hour, minute, and second. | shoot a paimb. It leaves a red patch on his side. We cais§ it. Then | correlate our arrival
in the Past so that we meet the Monster not mane tilvo minutes before he would have died anywais May, we kill only animals
with no future, that are never going to mate agéou see how careful we are?"

"But if you come back this morning in Time," saidkgls eagerly, you must've bumped into us, ourrBdaw 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 ddgsermit that sort of mess-a man meeting him$gtien such occasions threaten,
Time steps aside. Like an airplane hitting an atket. You felt the Machine jump just before wepgted? That was us passing
ourselves on the way back to the Future. We sahimpt There's no way of telling if this expeditiaas a success, if we got our
monster, or whether all of us - meaning you, Mikdis - got out alive."

Eckels smiled palely.
"Cut that," said Travis sharply. "Everyone on tastt"
They were ready to leave the Machine.

The jungle was high and the jungle was broad aeduihgle was the entire world forever and fore@sunds like music and sounds
like flying tents filled the sky, and those werenatdactyls soaring with cavernous gray wings, gigdrats of delirium and night
fever.

Eckels, balanced on the narrow Path, aimed his pityfully.
"Stop that!" said Travis. "Don't even aim for fuotast you! If your guns should go off - - *
Eckels flushed. "Where's our Tyrannosaurus?"

Lesperance checked his wristwatch. "Up ahead, \Mes#ct his trail in sixty seconds. Look for the maint! 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," murmured Eckels. "Up ahead, sixty milli@ars, Election Day over. Keith made Presidevgryone celebrating. And
here we are, a million years lost, and they doa&teThe things we worried about for months, atlihie, not even born or thought of
yet."

"Safety catches off, everyone!" ordered Travis. UYfirst shot, Eckels. Second, Billings, Third, Krer."
"I've hunted tiger, wild boar, buffalo, elephantit mow, this is it," said Eckels. "I'm shaking likekid."
"Ah," said Travis.

Everyone stopped.

Travis raised his hand. "Ahead," he whisperedifitnmist. There he is. There's His Royal Majesty.fio
The jungle was wide and full of twitterings, rusgs, murmurs, and sighs.

Suddenly it all ceased, as if someone had shuba do

Silence.



A sound of thunder.

Out of the mist, one hundred yards away, came Twsaurus Rex.
"It," whispered Eckels. "It......

"Sh!"

It came on great oiled, resilient, striding leggolvered thirty feet above half of the trees, @agievil god, folding its delicate
watchmaker's claws close to its oily reptilian ¢h&sch lower leg was a piston, a thousand poufdéibe bone, sunk in thick ropes
of muscle, sheathed over in a gleam of pebbledl#ddrthe mail of a terrible warrior. Each thigh sva ton of meat, ivory, and steel
mesh. And from the great breathing cage of the uppdy those two delicate arms dangled out frambsawith hands which might
pick up and examine men like toys, while the snadek coiled. And the head itself, a ton of sculptustone, lifted easily upon the
sky. Its mouth gaped, exposing a fence of teethdikggers. Its eyes rolled, ostrich eggs, empall @éxpression save hunger. It
closed its mouth in a death grin. It ran, its pelvnes crushing aside trees and bushes, its thfeeeclawing damp earth, leaving
prints six inches deep wherever it settled its Weig

It ran with a gliding ballet step, far too poisedlabalanced for its ten tons. It moved into a $warka warily, its beautifully reptilian
hands feeling the air.

"Why, why," Eckels twitched his mouth. "It couldaeh up and grab the moon."
"Sh!" Travis jerked angrily. "He hasn't seen us'yet

"It can't be killed," Eckels pronounced this vetdjaietly, as if there could be no argument. He Wwathhed the evidence and this was
his considered opinion. The rifle in his hands segm cap gun. "We were fools to come. This is irajbds."

"Shut up!" hissed Travis.

"Nightmare."

"Turn around," commanded Travis. "Walk quietly be tMachine. We'll remit half your fee."

"l didn't realize it would be this big," said Eckell miscalculated, that's all. And now | want.but
"It sees us!"

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

The Tyrant Lizard raised itself. Its armored flegittered like a thousand green coins. The coinssted with slime, steamed. In the
slime, tiny insects wriggled, so that the entireypeeemed to twitch and undulate, even while thastes itself did not move. It
exhaled. The stink of raw flesh blew down the witdss.

"Get me out of here," said Eckels. "It was nevie this before. | was always sure I'd come thraaigre. | had good guides, good
safaris, and safety. This time, | figured wronge Ilnet my match and admit it. This is too muchrfar to get hold of."

"Don't run," said Lesperance. "Turn around. Hidéhie Machine."

"Yes." Eckels seemed to be numb. He looked atd@tds if trying to make them move. He gave a gofihelplessness.
"Eckels!"

He took a few steps, blinking, shuffling.

"Not that way!"



The Monster, at the first motion, lunged forwardhaa terrible scream. It covered one hundred yerdsx seconds. The rifles jerked
up and blazed fire. A windstorm from the beast'sith@ngulfed them in the stench of slime and ottb8l The Monster roared, teeth
glittering with sun.

The rifles cracked again, Their sound was loshiiek and lizard thunder. The great level of thetite's tail swung up, lashed
sideways. Trees exploded in clouds of leaf anddirafhe Monster twitched its jeweler's hands dowfohdle at the men, to twist
them in half, to crush them like berries, to crdmanh into its teeth and its screaming throat. ltslderstone eyes leveled with the
men. They saw themselves mirrored. They fired entietallic eyelids and the blazing black iris,

Like a stone idol, like a mountain avalanche, Tyw@saurus fell.

Thundering, it clutched trees, pulled them withtitvrenched and tore the metal Path. The men fthegiselves back and away. The
body hit, ten tons of cold flesh and stone. Thesdined. The Monster lashed its armored tail, théd its snake jaws, and lay still. A
fount of blood spurted from its throat. Somewhegde, a sac of fluids burst. Sickening gushesdired the hunters. They stood, red
and glistening.

The thunder faded.
The jungle was silent. After the avalanche, a grasace. After the nightmare, morning.

Billings and Kramer sat on the pathway and threwTupvis and Lesperance stood with smoking rifbessing steadily. In the Time
Machine, on his face, Eckels lay shivering. He foaohd his way back to the Path, climbed into theeMiae.

Travis came walking, glanced at Eckels, took coganze from a metal box, and returned to the otlére were sitting on the Path.
"Clean up.”

They wiped the blood from their helmets. They begacurse too. The Monster lay, a hill of solidsthe Within, you could hear the
sighs and murmurs as the furthest chambers oéd, dhe organs malfunctioning, liquids runningreafiinstant from pocket to sac to
spleen, everything shutting off, closing up forevewas like standing by a wrecked locomotive @tegam shovel at quitting time, all
valves being released or levered tight. Bones edice tonnage of its own flesh, off balance, deeijht, snapped the delicate
forearms, caught underneath. The meat settledeqngy

Another cracking sound. Overhead, a gigantic treath broke from its heavy mooring, fell. It craghmon the dead beast with
finality.

"There." Lesperance checked his watch. "Right metiThat's the giant tree that was scheduled ttaral kill this animal originally."
He glanced at the two hunters. "You want the tropicyure?"

"What?"

"We can't take a trophy back to the Future. Theyliws to stay right here where it would have diedially, so the insects, birds,
and bacteria can get at it, as they were intenaleBvterything in balance. The body stays. But wete&e a picture of you standing
near it."

The two men tried to think, but gave up, shakirgrtheads.

They let themselves be led along the metal Patby $hnk wearily into the Machine cushions. Theyeddzack at the ruined
Monster, the stagnating mound, where already s¢ragytilian birds and golden insects were bushi@steaming armor. A sound on
the floor of the Time Machine stiffened them. Eckeht 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 hadiflie pointed, "You're not coming back in the Mawe. We're leaving you here!”



Lesperance seized Travis's arm. "Wait-"

"Stay out of this!" Travis shook his hand away. isTfool nearly killed us. But it isn't that so mucto. It's his shoes! Look at them!
He ran off the Path. That ruins us! We'll forféitiousands of dollars of insurance! We guaranteenedeaves the Path. He left it.
Oh, the fool! I'll have to report to the governmeFtiey might revoke our license to travel. Who ksamvhat 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 dniyig! It's all a mystery! Get out of here, Eckels!"
Eckels fumbled his shirt. "I'll pay anything. A tdned thousand dollars!"

Travis glared at Eckels' checkbook and spat. "Gdlmre. The Monster's next to the Path. Stick yoars 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! Thédia can't be left behind. They don't belong ie Bast; they might change
anything. Here's my knife. Dig them out!"

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

He returned, shuddering, five minutes later, hissasoaked and red to the elbows. He held out mdshd&ach held a number of steel
bullets. Then he fell. He lay where he fell, notving.

"You didn't have to make him do that," said Lespeea

"Didn't I? It's too early to tell." Travis nudgeldet still body. "He'll live. Next time he won't gaititing game like this. Okay." He
jerked his thumb wearily at Lesperance. "Switchlat's go home."

1492.1776. 1812.

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

"Don't look at me," cried Eckels. "l haven't domg/thing."

"Who can tell?"

"Just ran off the Path, that's all, a little mudnoyp shoes-what do you want me to do-get down aag?3r
"We might need it. I'm warning you, Eckels, | midfit you yet. I've got my gun ready."”

“I'm innocent. I've done nothing!"

1999.2000.2055.

The Machine stopped.

"Get out," said Travis.

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

"Fine. Welcome home!"



Travis did not relax. He seemed to be looking thfothe one high window.
"Okay, Eckels, get out. Don't ever come back." Eckeuld not move.
"You heard me," said Travis. "What're you starit®@'a

Eckels stood smelling of the air, and there wdsiragtto the air, a chemical taint so subtle, sghdjithat only a faint cry of his
subliminal senses warned him it was there. Therspighite, gray, blue, orange, in the wall, in thmiture, in the sky beyond the
window, were . . . were . . .. And there was & fdis flesh twitched. His hands twitched. He staliithking the oddness with the
pores of his body. Somewhere, someone must havedoeeaming one of those whistles that only a doghear. His body screamed
silence in return. Beyond this room, beyond thid veeyond this man who was not quite the same seated at this desk that was
not quite the same desk . . . lay an entire wafktreets and people. What sort of world it was niwere was no telling. He could
feel them moving there, beyond the walls, almadlst, $0 many chess pieces blown in a dry wind ....

But the immediate thing was the sign painted oroffiee wall, the same sign he had read earlieayazh 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 fumbledazily at the thick slime on his boots. He heldauglod of dirt, trembling, "No, it
can't be. Not a little thing like that. No!"

Embedded in the mud, glistening green and goldudack, was a butterfly, very beautiful and verydiea
"Not a little thing like that! Not a butterfly!" éed Eckels.

It fell to the floor, an exquisite thing, a smdilrig that could upset balances and knock downeadfrsmall dominoes and then big
dominoes and then gigantic dominoes, all down #agacross Time. Eckels' mind whirled. It couldh&nge things. Killing one
butterfly couldn't be that important! Could it?

His face was cold. His mouth trembled, asking: "Whho won the presidential election yesterday?"

The man behind the desk laughed. "You joking? Yimovkvery well. Deutscher, of course! Who else? that fool weakling Keith.
We got an iron man now, a man with guts!" The @dfistopped. "What's wrong?"

Eckels moaned. He dropped to his knees. He scrélabline golden butterfly with shaking fingers. hGave," he pleaded to the
world, to himself, to the officials, to the Machirfean't we take it back, can't we make it alivaia@ Can't we start over? Can't we-"

He did not move. Eyes shut, he waited, shiveringhidard Travis breathe loud in the room; he heeawlig shift his rifle, click the
safety catch, and raise the weapon.

There was a sound of thunder.

Harrison Bergeron
By Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.

THE YEAR WAS 2081, and everybody was finally equdiey weren't only equal before God and the laveyllwere equal every
which way. Nobody was smarter than anybody elsé&ddg was better looking than anybody else. Nobody stronger or quicker
than anybody else. All this equality was due to2héth, 212th, and 213th Amendments to the Conistituand to the unceasing
vigilance of agents of the United States Handicaeneral.

Some things about living still weren't quite rigthtough. April for instance, still drove people zydy not being springtime. And it
was in that clammy month that the H-G men took @e@nd Hazel Bergeron's fourteen-year-old son,istary away.



It was tragic, all right, but George and Hazel datilthink about it very hard. Hazel had a perfeatterage intelligence, which meant
she couldn't think about anything except in sharsts. And George, while his intelligence was wagwe normal, had a little mental
handicap radio in his ear. He was required by aweéar it at all times. It was tuned to a governtiieansmitter. Every twenty
seconds or so, the transmitter would send out sbrag noise to keep people like George from takinfgir advantage of their
brains.

George and Hazel were watching television. Thenewasars on Hazel's cheeks, but she'd forgottethbfomoment what they were
about.

On the television screen were ballerinas.

A buzzer sounded in George's head. His thoughtstil@anic, like bandits from a burglar alarm.
"That was a real pretty dance, that dance theydidst said Hazel.

"Huh" said George.

"That dance-it was nice," said Hazel.

"Yup," said George. He tried to think a little albdlue ballerinas. They weren't really very goodeetter than anybody else would
have been, anyway. They were burdened with sagfiwgeaind bags of birdshot, and their faces wer&ketaso that no one, seeing a
free and graceful gesture or a pretty face, woedd like something the cat drug in. George wasmpyith the vague notion that
maybe dancers shouldn't be handicapped. But hé& dielnvery far with it before another noise in é& radio scattered his thoughts.

George winced. So did two out of the eight ballasin

Hazel saw him wince. Having no mental handicapéigrshe had to ask George what the latest souddéean.

"Sounded like somebody hitting a milk bottle withal peen hammer," said George.

"I'd think it would be real interesting, hearindjthle different sounds," said Hazel a little enaotAll the things they think up."
"Um," said George.

"Only, if | was Handicapper General, you know whatould do?" said Hazel. Hazel, as a matter of,facte a strong resemblance to
the Handicapper General, a woman named Diana Méamg&rs. "If | was Diana Moon Glampers," said HaZ&l have chimes on
Sunday-just chimes. Kind of in honor of religion."

"I could think, if it was just chimes," said George

"Well-maybe make 'em real loud," said Hazel. "hthl'd make a good Handicapper General."
"Good as anybody else," said George.

"Who knows better than | do what normal is?" saizél.

"Right," said George. He began to think glimmenngbout his abnormal son who was now in jail, abdartrison, but a twenty-one-
gun salute in his head stopped that.

"Boy!" said Hazel, "that was a doozy, wasn't it?"

It was such a doozy that George was white and fiegtand tears stood on the rims of his red eJas of of the eight ballerinas
had collapsed to the studio floor, were holdingrttemples.

"All of a sudden you look so tired,” said Hazel. iwdon't you stretch out on the sofa, so's youreahyour handicap bag on the
pillows, honeybunch." She was referring to theyi@#ven pounds of birdshot in a canvas bag, whiah padlocked around George's
neck. "Go on and rest the bag for a little whikhe said. "l don't care if you're not equal to wreaf while."



George weighed the bag with his hands. "I don'thitifi he said. "I don't notice it any more. Itsjf a part of me."

"You been so tired lately-kind of wore out,” said4¢l. "If there was just some way we could makitla hole in the bottom of the
bag, and just take out a few of them lead ballst ddew."

"Two years in prison and two thousand dollars foreevery ball | took out," said George. "l doretidhat a bargain.”

"If you could just take a few out when you came kednom work," said Hazel. "I mean-you don't compsitlh anybody around here.
You just sit around."

"If | tried to get away with it," said George, "thether people'd get away with it-and pretty so@dvbe right back to the dark ages
again, with everybody competing against everybdsg.erou wouldn't like that, would you?"

"I'd hate it," said Hazel.
"There you are," said George. The minute peopkt ceating on laws, what do you think happenstoety?"

If Hazel hadn't been able to come up with an ansevétis question, George couldn't have suppliegl dnsiren was going off in his
head.

"Reckon it'd fall all apart,” said Hazel.

"What would?" said George blankly.

"Society," said Hazel uncertainly. "Wasn't that Wau just said?
"Who knows?" said George.

The television program was suddenly interruptecafaews bulletin. It wasn't clear at first as toatvtihe bulletin was about, since the
announcer, like all announcers, had a serious Bpegmediment. For about half a minute, and in tesbh high excitement, the
announcer tried to say, "Ladies and Gentlemen."

He finally gave up, handed the bulletin to a bail@to read.

"That's all right-" Hazel said of the announcere thed. That's the big thing. He tried to do tlestthe could with what God gave him.
He should get a nice raise for trying so hard."

"Ladies and Gentlemen," said the ballerina, reattiegbulletin. She must have been extraordinagutiful, because the mask she
wore was hideous. And it was easy to see that sisethve strongest and most graceful of all the dané& her handicap bags were as
big as those worn by two-hundred pound men.

And she had to apologize at once for her voicechvinas a very unfair voice for a woman to use. \Wece was a warm, luminous,
timeless melody. "Excuse me-" she said, and sharbagain, making her voice absolutely uncompetitive

"Harrison Bergeron, age fourteen," she said inaglde squawk, "has just escaped from jail, wheresédg held on suspicion of
plotting to overthrow the government. He is a gerdnd an athlete, is under-handicapped, and sheuldgarded as extremely
dangerous."

A police photograph of Harrison Bergeron was flasbe the screen-upside down, then sideways, upsid® again, then right side
up. The picture showed the full length of Harrismainst a background calibrated in feet and indHesvas exactly seven feet tall.

The rest of Harrison's appearance was Halloweerhartivare. Nobody had ever born heavier handiddép$iad outgrown
hindrances faster than the H-G men could think themmnstead of a little ear radio for a mentaldiaap, he wore a tremendous pair
of earphones, and spectacles with thick wavy lenges spectacles were intended to make him notwadfyblind, but to give him
whanging headaches besides.

Scrap metal was hung all over him. Ordinarily, thess a certain symmetry, a military neatnessadtindicaps issued to strong
people, but Harrison looked like a walking junkyalrdthe race of life, Harrison carried three hwettlpounds.



And to offset his good looks, the H-G men requiteat he wear at all times a red rubber ball foosen keep his eyebrows shaved
off, and cover his even white teeth with black capsnaggle-tooth random.

"If you see this boy," said the ballerina, "do nbtrepeat, do not - try to reason with him."
There was the shriek of a door being torn fronhitgyes.

Screams and barking cries of consternation canme fin@ television set. The photograph of HarrisorgBeon on the screen jumped
again and again, as though dancing to the tuna efiethquake.

George Bergeron correctly identified the earthquakel well he might have - for many was the tineedwn home had danced to the
same crashing tune. "My God-" said George, "thattrbe Harrison!"

The realization was blasted from his mind instabththe sound of an automobile collision in hisdhea
When George could open his eyes again, the phgibgriHarrison was gone. A living, breathing Haoridilled the screen.

Clanking, clownish, and huge, Harrison stood hia tenter of the studio. The knob of the uprootedig door was still in his hand.
Ballerinas, technicians, musicians, and annourzmsgred on their knees before him, expecting to die

"I am the Emperor!" cried Harrison. "Do you headh the Emperor! Everybody must do what | say aebirHe stamped his foot
and the studio shook.

"Even as | stand here" he bellowed, "crippled, hethbsickened - | am a greater ruler than any miao @ver lived! Now watch me
become what | can become!"

Harrison tore the straps of his handicap harnkesaet tissue paper, tore straps guaranteed toosuipge thousand pounds.
Harrison's scrap-iron handicaps crashed to the.floo

Harrison thrust his thumbs under the bar of thdqukathat secured his head harness. The bar snédigpeztlery. Harrison smashed
his headphones and spectacles against the wall.

He flung away his rubber-ball nose, revealed a thahwould have awed Thor, the god of thunder.

"I shall now select my Empress!" he said, lookiogvd on the cowering people. "Let the first womarovdares rise to her feet claim
her mate and her throne!"

A moment passed, and then a ballerina arose, sgéiikma willow.

Harrison plucked the mental handicap from her g@apped off her physical handicaps with marvelalieacy. Last of all he
removed her mask.

She was blindingly beautiful.
"Now-" said Harrison, taking her hand, "shall wewstthe people the meaning of the word dance? MukiEcommanded.

The musicians scrambled back into their chairs,latison stripped them of their handicaps, todayRour best," he told them,
"and I'll make you barons and dukes and earls."

The music began. It was normal at first-cheapy,sitllse. But Harrison snatched two musicians ftbeir chairs, waved them like
batons as he sang the music as he wanted it pleigeslammed them back into their chairs.

The music began again and was much improved.

Harrison and his Empress merely listened to theieriaos a while-listened gravely, as though synclizomg their heartbeats with it.



They shifted their weights to their toes.

Harrison placed his big hands on the girls tinystydetting her sense the weightlessness that wsndd be hers.
And then, in an explosion of joy and grace, inte #ir they sprang!

Not only were the laws of the land abandoned, lheitaw of gravity and the laws of motion as well.

They reeled, whirled, swiveled, flounced, capegztmboled, and spun.

They leaped like deer on the moon.

The studio ceiling was thirty feet high, but eagad brought the dancers nearer to it.

It became their obvious intention to kiss the ogiliThey kissed it.

And then, neutraling gravity with love and purelwtihey remained suspended in air inches belovedillng, and they kissed each
other for a long, long time.

It was then that Diana Moon Glampers, the Handieafgeneral, came into the studio with a doubledbadrten-gauge shotgun. She
fired twice, and the Emperor and the Empress weael thefore they hit the floor.

Diana Moon Glampers loaded the gun again. She ainadhe musicians and told them they had teorsgs to get their handicaps
back on.

It was then that the Bergerons' television tubenedrout.
Hazel turned to comment about the blackout to GadBgt George had gone out into the kitchen fouraaf beer.

George came back in with the beer, paused whikndibap signal shook him up. And then he sat dayaina"You been crying" he
said to Hazel.

"Yup," she said.

"What about?" he said.

"| forget,” she said. "Something real sad on tedievi."

"What was it?" he said.

"It's all kind of mixed up in my mind," said Hazel.

"Forget sad things," said George.

"l always do," said Hazel.

"That's my girl," said George. He winced. There Wassound of a rivetting gun in his head.
"Gee - | could tell that one was a doozy," said éfaz

"You can say that again," said George.

"Gee-" said Hazel, "l could tell that one was aziob



