Pan bpen6epu U rpsaHyn rpom
Ray Bradbury A Sound of Thunder (3Byk rpoma)

Pacckas agantupoBana Hatanbs ®egyenko fedchenko n@mail.ru

Memo0d ymeHus Unbu ®paHka

The sign on the wall seemed to quaver under a film of sliding warm water (BbiBecka Ha
CTeHe, Kasanoch, Apoxarna noj nieHKon ckonb3sien tennon soabl). Eckels felt his
eyelids blink over his stare (no4yyBcTBOBarn €ro Bek/ MUrHYTbL = MOYYBCTBOBAJ, KaK ero
BEKM MUTHYNKN Haf ero B3rnggom), and the sign burned in this momentary darkness (1
BbIBECKA ropesia B 3TOM MUHYTHOWN TbMe):

TIME SAFARI (BpemeHHOe cadapu), INC. (Incorporated, 3aperncTpupoBaHHbIN Kak
Kopnopauus, T.e. ompma «Cadpapu BO BpeMeHn»)

SAFARIS TO ANY YEAR IN THE PAST (cacapwu /MH. 4./ B ntobon rof B NpoLUriom).
YOU NAME THE ANIMAL (Bbl HasbiBaeTe XUBOTHOE).

WE TAKE YOU THERE (Mbl gocTtasnsiem Bac Tyaa).

YOU SHOOT IT (BbI cTpensaeTe B Hero).

Warm phlegm gathered in Eckels' throat (Tennas cnuab cobpanack /Hakonunacs/ B
ropnie Okenbca); he swallowed and pushed it down (oH rnoOTHYN 1 NPOTOSIKHYI ee
BHM3). The muscles around his mouth formed a smile (MbiLLbI BOKpYr ero pta
obpasosanu yrneibky) as he put his hand slowly out upon the air (koraa oH BbITAHYN
pyKy MmenneHHo 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 AecaTb ThiCAY A0SNapoB Afs
YyenoBeka 3a NUCbMEHHbIM CTOSIOM).

"Does this safari guarantee | come back alive (rapaHTupyeT nn ato cadapu, 4To S
BEPHYCb AOMOM XuBbiMm) ?" "We guarantee nothing (Mbl HU4ero He rapaHTupyem),” said
the official (ckazan cnyxawwmin), "except the dinosaurs (kpome gnHosaepos)." He turned
(oH nosepHyrics). "This is Mr. Travis, your Safari Guide in the Past (3To muctep Tpesuc,
BaLw npooaHuk B [Npowrnoe). He'll tell you what and where to shoot (oH ckaxeT Bam,
yTo U rae ctpenatk). If he says no shooting, no shooting (ecrnn oH ckaxkeT He CTPensThb,
He cTpenaTtb). If you disobey instructions, there's a stiff penalty of another ten thousand
dollars (ecnu Bbl ocnylwaeTeCb UHCTPYKLUUIA, CYyLLECTBYET XECTKUI WTpad eLle Ha
AecATb Thicay gonnapos), plus possible government action, on your return (nntoc

BO3MOXHble OENCTBUS NpaBUTENbCTBa NOCIe Ballero BoO3BpaLleHuns).”
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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 (B3rnsaHyn yepes
NMPOCTOPHbIN OPUC «Ha Kydy Y MyTaHULYY» = Ha Ky4y Yero-To CnyTaHHoro), a snaking
and humming of wires and steel boxes (/Ha/ n3BuBaHue 1 xyxKaHne NPoOBOLOB U
cTanbHble KOpobku: snake — 3mes), at an aurora (Ha cusiHue: aurora — 3aps) that
flickered now orange, now silver, now blue (koTopoe BcnbixmBano To opaHXeBbIM, TO
cepebpsHbIM, To cMHMM). There was a sound like a gigantic bonfire burning all of Time
(TO 6bIN 3BYK, NOXOXUIN HA TMraHTCKUIA KOCTEP, CKUraroLwmn nonHocTelo Bpems), all the
years and all the parchment calendars (Bce rogbl n Bce neprameHTHbIe KaneHgapm
/neTtonucu/), all the hours piled high and set aflame (Bce 4ackl, cBaneHHble BbICOKO B
Ky4y 1 NOAOXCKEHHbIE).

A touch of the hand and this burning would (npukocHoBeHME pyKkn 1 3TO ropeHune Obl),
on the instant (MmrHoBeHHO), beautifully reverse itself (npekpacHo NnoBepHyNoCk BCNAThL).
Eckels remembered the wording in the advertisements to the letter (nomHun
hopmynmpoBky B 06bsaBNeHnn /c TouHocTbo/ Ao Bykebl). Out of chars and ashes (13

nenna u 3onebl), out of dust and coals (13 neinn n yrnen), like golden salamanders (kak
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3onoTucTele canamangpsl), the old years, the green years (ctapble rogbl, 3efieHble =
mornoable rogel), might leap (Mornu 6kl BeICKOUNTL = NOAHATLCSA); roses sweeten the air
(po3bl ycnaxgaroT Bo3ayx), white hair turn Irish-black (6enble /cegbie/ Bonocesl
CTaHOBATCA YepHbIMK, Kak y npnangues), wrinkles vanish (MopumHbl ncyesaroT); all,
everything fly back to seed (Bcé v Bce Bo3BpalLatoTcs /«netar»/obpaTHo B cems), flee
death (y6eratoT ot cmepTu), rush down to their beginnings (6pocatotca k cBoum
ncTokam), suns rise in western skies and set in glorious easts (conHLa BocxoasT Ha
3anagHblx Hebecax u cagsaTca Ha BENUKOMENHbIX BOCTOKax), moons eat themselves
opposite to the custom (nyHbl cbegatoT cebs Bonpekn obbivato = ybbiBaloT ¢ ApYroro
koHua), all and everything cupping one in another like Chinese boxes (Bce n Bcé
CKnagblBatoLeecs O4HO B ApYroe Kak KuTamckne Kopobouku /mo NpuHUMny mMaTpeLuku/),
rabbits into hats (/kak/ kponuku B wnsnel), all and everything returning to the fresh death
(BCe n BCE, BO3BpaLlatoLLeecs K ceexen /HoBow/ cmepTn), the seed death (cmeptn
cemeHu), the green death (3eneHon cmepTn), to the time before the beginning (ko
BpeMeHu 0 Havarna = K Hadarny Hadvarn). A touch of a hand might do it (npykocHoBeHue

pyku morno 6l caenatb 3T10), the merest touch of a hand (npocrteiwee npukocHoBeHne

pyK©).

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

his thin face (ceeT MawuHbl Ha ero ToHkoM nuue). "A real Time Machine (HacTosiLas
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MawwnHa Bpemenn)." He shook his head (oH noTtpsac ronoson). "Makes you think
(3actasnset 3agymatecs). If the election had gone badly yesterday (ecnu 661 BbiIGopbI
npoLunu nroxo sB4epa), | might be here now running away from the results (8 mor 6bl
3gech cenyac cbexatb oT pesynbTtatoB). Thank God Keith won. He'll make a fine
President of the United States (cnasa 6ory, Kent Bbiurpan. OH cTaHeT npekpacHbIM
npesvgeHTom CoeanHeHHbIX LLTaToB).

" "Yes," said the man behind the desk (ckazan 4enosek 3a NMCbMEHHbLIM CTOSIOM).
"We're lucky (mbl yaaunuebel = Ham nosesno). If Deutscher had gotten in (ecrniv 6kl
Honyep Boivrpan: der Deutscher no-HemeLkn o3HavaeT «HemeLly» /Hamek Ha TuTtnepal;
to get in — npontn Ha BeIbopax), we'd have the worst kind of dictatorship (Mbl 66l nmenu
cambIv Xygwmn Bug aukratypsl). There's an anti everything man for you (sToT yenosek
npoTue Bcero), a militarist, anti-Christ, anti-human, anti-intellectual. (munutapucr,
aHTUXPUCT, aHTN-YENOBEYHbIN, aHTU-pa3yMHbIn). People called us up (nogn Ham
3BoHUNK: to call up — ebi3bieams no mesneghoHy), you know, joking but not joking
(3HaeTe, WyTA, HO He WYTSA = B WYTKY, HO, MOXeT ObITb, U Bcepbed). Said if Deutscher
became President they wanted to go live in 1492 (roBopunu, 4yto ecnu [on4ep ctaHeT
npe3nageHToM, TO OHM Obl XoTenu yexatb xuTb B 1492 roa /rog OTKpbITUS AMEPUKN
Konym6owm/). Of course it's not our business to conduct Escapes (koHe4YHO, 3TO He Halle
aerno — pykoeBoautb noberamu), but to form Safaris (a /Tonbko/ opraHn3oBbIBaTh
cacbapn). Anyway, Keith's President now (B nto6om crnyyae, Kent cenyac npesanaeHT).
All you got to worry about is (Bce, 0 4em Bbl A0SDKHbI 3a60TUTLCSA, 3TO...) ="

"Shooting my dinosaur (3actpenutbe Moero guHo3aspa),” Eckels finished it for him
(3aKoH4YMN 3a Hero).

"A Tyrannosaurus Rex (koponesckui TupaHosasp). The Tyrant Lizard (TupaH-awep),
the most incredible monster in history (camoe HeBeposaTHOE YyaoBuULLE B MCTOpUM). Sign
this release (nognuwute aTy pacnucky). Anything happens to you, we're not responsible
(4TO ObI C BamMu He criyuusnock, Mbl He B oTBeTe). Those dinosaurs are hungry (atu
ANHO3aBpbI ronogHbl)."

Eckels flushed angrily (BcnbixHyn cepauTo). "Trying to scare me (NbiTaeTecb MeHsi
3anyratb)!"

"Frankly, yes (/fecnu/ yectHo, ga). We don't want anyone going who'll panic at the first
shot (Mbl He XOTUM, YTOBLI exan KTO-TO, KTO MaHUKyeT Npu NepBoM BbICTpene). SixX
Safari leaders were killed last year (LuecTb pykoBoguTenen im0 youTo B nNpoLLriom
rogy), and a dozen hunters (1 groxnHa oxotHukoB). We're here to give you (Mbl 3ecb

/4TobbI/ AaTk Bam) the severest thrill (cambli cunbHbIM TpeneT = BnevatneHune) a real

Mynomusizvikosoul npoexm Hnvu @panka www.franklang.ru




hunter ever asked for (/o kOTOpoM/ HACTOALLMIA OXOTHUK KOrga-nnbo npocun = meytan).
Travelling you back sixty million years (nepemelyas Bac Ha 60 MUNIMOHOB NeT Hasan)
to bag the biggest game in all of Time (4T06bI YOUTE camyto BOnbLUYO OUYb BCEX
BpeMeH: bag — cymMKa, MewokK, mkx. sedmau, to bag — kinacms e cymKy, ybusams
Ouyb; game — Ouys). Your personal check's still there (Baww nuyHbIM Yek Bce elle Tam =
3gechb). Tear it up (pasopsute ero). "Mr. Eckels looked at the check (nocmoTpen Ha

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

"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 (yaaum)," said the man behind the desk (ckazan 4Yenosek 3a ctonom). "Mr.
Travis, he's all yours (oH NofHOCTbIO Ball = 3aNMUTECH UM)."

They moved silently across the room (oHu npoLnn Mon4ya Yyepes komHarty), taking their
guns with them (B3saB cBou pyxbs ¢ cobon), toward the Machine (no HanpaBneHuio k

MawwwuHe), toward the silver metal and the roaring light (k cepebpsHomy metanny u

peByLLEMY CBETY).
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First a day and then a night (cHa4ana geHb, a notom Hoyb) and then a day and then a
night, then it was day-night-day-night. A week, a month, a year, a decade (Hegens,
mMecsu, roa, gecatuneTtune)! A.D. (cokpalieHHoe anno Domini — Hawen 3pbl /naT./) 2055.
A.D. 2019. 1999! 1957! Gone (npoexanu)! The Machine roared (MawwunHa B3peBena).
They put on their oxygen helmets and tested the intercoms (oOHW Hagenn KMCNopoaHbIe
LUSIEMbI M NPOBEPUIM CBA3b).

Eckels swayed on the padded seat (ka4ancs Ha markom cugeHuu: to pad — Habusames
gosiocom unu eamod), his face pale, his jaw stiff (ero nuuo 6negHo, ero YentcTb
3acTbIBLUAsA, OkoYeHeBLas = 3ybbl kpenko cxaThbl). He felt the trembling in his arms and
he looked down (oH no4yBCcTBOBas APOXb B pykax 1 nocmoTpern BHM3) and found his
hands tight on the new rifle (1 oGHapyxnn cBon pykx NNOTHO, KPENKo /npmxaTbiMu/ K
HOBOW BUHTOBKE /«Ha HOBOW BUHTOBKEY/). There were four other men in the Machine (8
MawwwnHe 6bino ewle 4 yenoseka). Travis, the Safari Leader (pykoBoguTens), his
assistant (ero nomoLLHuK), Lesperance, and two other hunters (1 gBa gpyrnx oXoTHUKa),
Billings and Kramer. They sat looking at each other (oHv cugenu, cmoTpsa Apyr Ha
apyra), and the years blazed around them (1 rogbl cBepkanu = MenbKanu BOKPYr HUX).
"Can these guns get a dinosaur cold (moryT nn aTu pyxbs youTb ANHO3aBpa
Hanosarn)?" Eckels felt his mouth saying (no4yscTBOBarn, kak ero poT roBOpuUT =
MPOM3HEC HEOCO3HAHHO).

“If you hit them right (ecnu nonacts 13 HMUX npaBuneHO: to hit — ydapsmes, nonadame &
uesnn)," said Travis on the helmet radio (ckasan Tpesuc no paguo B weme). "Some
dinosaurs have two brains (y HekoTopbIX AMHO3aBPOB ABa Mo3ra), one in the head
(oauH B ronose), another far down the spinal column (gpyroun ropasgo Huxe no
NMO3BOHOYHUKY: spinal column — mo3goHoyYHkIU cmosb). We stay away from those (mbl
n3beraem Takmx). That's stretching luck (aTo nckywaet cygbby = He3ayem nckyLaTb
cyabby: to stretch — pacmseusame, luck — ydaua, to stretch one's luck — uckywams
cydbby). Put your first two shots into the eyes («nomecTuTe» Balun nepeble ABa
BbICTpena B rnasa), if you can, blind them (ecnu moxeTte, ocnenute 1x), and go back

into the brain (1 nante «Hasag» B MO3r = cTpensnTe 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 3aBbina). Time was a film run backward (Bpems 6biro
KaK MneHka, Npokpy4eHHasa Hasag). Suns fled (conHua 6exanun, cnacanuce 6ercteom: to
flee — fled — fled) and ten million moons fled after them (1 gecate MuUnIMoHoOB NyH
Bexanu Bcnep 3a HAMK). "Think (nogymanTe),” said Eckels. "Every hunter that ever
lived would envy us today (nto6oi 0xXoTHUK, KOTOPLIN Korga-nubo »xun, no3asmngosar Obl
Ham cerogHsi). This makes Africa seem like lllinois (aTo 3actaenset AdpuKy BoIrmageTb
Kak MnnuHonc = nocrne atoro n Adpuka byaet kaszaTbca 0ObIKHOBEHHOM)."

The Machine slowed (3amegnuna xop); its scream fell to a murmur (ee Bu3r ynar, ctux
[0 XKYXOoKaHUA = cMeHurnca xyxokaHnem). The Machine stopped (MawuHa
OCTaHoOBUIIaCb).

The sun stopped in the sky (conHue ocTaHOBUIOCH Ha Hebe).

The fog that had enveloped the Machine blew away (TymaH, koTopbin okyTan MaLluuHy,
paccesrncs) and they were in an old time (1 oHM BbINK B cTapom BPpEMEHN = B
apeBHocTK), a very old time indeed (B o4eHbL cTapom BpeMeHW, Ha camoMm Jerne = B
AencteuTensHoO rnybokon gpeBHocTu), three hunters and two Safari Heads (tpu
OXOTHMKa 1 gBa pykosoamTens) with their blue metal guns across their knees (co
CBOVIMW CUHUMW METaNMYECKUMN PYXKbSIMUN «MOMNEPEK KONEH» = Ha KOMEHSX).

"Christ isn't born yet (XpucTtoc ewe He poaguncs),” said Travis, "Moses has not gone to
the mountains to talk with God (Mowucen eLle He B3oLEN B ropbl roBOPUTL C Borom).

The Pyramids are still in the earth (nupamuabl /T.e. KaMHKU, N3 KOTOPbLIX OHU NMOCTPOEHbI/
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ewle B 3emrne), waiting to be cut out and put up («xkaywme ObiTb Bbipe3aHHbIMU 1
CMNOXEHHBIMU» = OXNAAKT, 4TOObI X oTecanu u cnoxunu). Remember that (nomHuTe
a70). Alexander, Caesar, Napoleon, Hitler (Anekcangp /MakegoHckun/, Llesape,
HanoneoH, 'mtnep) — none of them exists (HNKTO 13 HMX /eLle/ He cywlecTtByeT)." The

men nodded (My>X4MHbI KUBHYIN).

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.

"Christisn'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 (oxyHrnun 3a wectbgecat
MUMSIMOHOB ABe TbICAYM NATbAECAT NATb NeT Ao MNpesngenta Kenta)."

He indicated a metal path that struck off into green wilderness (oH ykasan Ha
MeTasnnmMyeckyo Tpony, KoTopas yxoauna B 3ereHble 3apocnu: to strike off —
npoyepmums, wilderness — dukasi MecmHoOCmMb, 3anyweHHas Yyacme cada), over
steaming swamp (Hag ncnapstowmum 6onotom), among giant ferns and palms (cpeau
TMraHTCKMX NanopoOTHUKOB M Narnbm).

"And that (a 3710)," he said, "is the Path, laid by Time Safari for your use (Tpona,
nponoxeHHas /pupmon/ Cacbapn BO BpeMeHU ANS BaLLEro nofnb30BaHns),

It floats six inches above the earth (oHa naput /Ha BbicoTe/ WeCTb AUMOB Haz 3eMIIEN:
to float — depxxambcs Ha nosepxHocmu /800k! u m.rn./). Doesn't touch so much as one
grass blade, flower, or tree (He TporaeT HM OOHOW TPaBUHKK, LiBETKA UNv AepeBa: SO
much — cmoreko, blade — 6b11uHKa). It's an anti-gravity metal (3710
aHTUrpaBuMTauUMoHHbIA MeTann). Its purpose is to keep you (ero uenb — ygepxaTtb Bac)

from touching this world of the past in any way (0T conpvkOCHOBEHUSA C MUPOM
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npoLunoro nobeim obpasom). Stay on the Path (octaBanTteck Ha Tpone). Don't go off it
(He cxoguTe c Hee: to go off — cbexame). | repeat (9 nosTopsto). Don't go off. For any
reason (4to 66l Tam HY ObIno: «ro nbon npudnHe»)! If you fall off, there's a penalty
(ecnu BbI cBanuteck — WTpad). And don't shoot any animal we don't okay (1 He
CTPENSAINTE HU B KAKOE XXMBOTHOE, KOTOPOE Mbl HEe 0406pum)."

"Why (nouemy)?" asked Eckels.

They sat in the ancient wilderness (oHu cugenu B gpesHux 3apocnsax). Far birds' cries

blew on a wind (ganekue nTnybKn Kpukn goHocunuce Betpom), and the smell of tar and

an old salt sea (1 3anax cMosbl U CTApoOro cosieHoro Mops), moist grasses, and flowers

the color of blood (/3anax/ BnaxHbIx Tpas 1 LIBETOB LIBETA KPOBU).

"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 awind, 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 MeHATbL byayuiee). We don't belong
here in the Past (Mbl He cBom 3gech B [Npownom: to belong — npuHadnexams). The
government doesn't like us here (npaBuTenLCTBO He NOOUT Hac 34eck = He ogobpseT,
4yTO Mbl 34eck). We have to pay big graft to keep our franchise (Mbl BbIHY>KAEHbI
nnaTnTb BonbLUY0 B3SATKY, 4TOBLI COXpaHUTL Hawy npusunernto). A Time Machine is
finicky business (MawwwnHa Bpemenn — wekotnmeoe geno: finicky — paséopyuesiu,
xxemaHHbIU). Not knowing it, we might kill (He 3Hasa aToro, mbl Mornu 6bl youTs) an
important animal, a small bird, a roach, a flower even (BaxkHoe XMBOTHOE, MarneHbKyo
NTUYKY, NNOTBY, Aaxe LBeTok), thus destroying an important link in a growing species

(Takum oBpa3om paspyLuasi BaxxHoe 3BEHO B pa3suTuu Buaa)."
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"That's not clear (HenoHATHO: clear — scHbIU)," said Eckels.
"All right (xopowo),” Travis continued (npogorkus), "say we accidentally kill one mouse
here (ckaxkem, mMbl cnyyanHo ybusaem ofHy Mbllwb 3aeck). That means all the future
families of this one particular mouse are destroyed, right (310 o3HauvaeT, /4T0/ BCE
Oyaywme cemencTBa = MOTOMKU 3TOW KOHKPETHOW MbILLW YHUYTOXEHbI, MPaBubHO)?"
"Right"
"And all the families of the families of the families of that one mouse! With a stamp of
your foot (HaxxaTuem cTynHu: stamp — neyams, omnedyamok, moriom), you annihilate
first one, then a dozen, then a thousand, a million, a billion possible mice (Bbl
ncTpebnseTte cnepsa 0gHYy, NOTOM LHOXMUHY, MOTOM ThICAYY, MUNITMOH, MUNNnapa,
BO3MOXHbIX Mbiwwen: billion — 6usnniuoH, munnuapd lamep.)!™

"So they're dead (ntak, oHn mepTBbl)," 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 (bbipkHyn Trxo). "Well, what about the foxes that'll
need those mice to survive (kak HacyeT NUcuL, KOTOpPbIM ByAYT HY>KHbI T€ MbILLN, YTOObI
BbIXNTL)? For want of ten mice, a fox dies (3a oTcyTcTBMEM OECATU MbILLEN YMUPaET
nuca). For want of ten foxes a lion starves (3a oTcyTcTBMEM AECATU NUCUL, IEB yMUpaeT
ot ronioga). For want of a lion, all manner of insects, vultures, infinite billions of life
forms (3a oTcyTcTBMEM NbBa BCE BUAbI HACEKOMbIX, pUdbl, BECKOHEYHbIE MUNNMapAabl
XM3HEHHbIX doopm) are thrown into chaos and destruction (3abpoLueHbl B Xxaoc U

paspyweHue). Eventually it all boils down to this (B KOHLEe KOHLIOB BCe NpuBeaeT K
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aTomy: to boil — kunems, to boil down — ygapusamscs, ceyuambcsi, c8OOUMbLCS K YeMy-
nubo): fifty-nine million years later, a caveman, one of a dozen on the entire world
(NATbAECAT AEBATb MUMSIMOHOB NET CNYCTSA NeLLEePHbIN YENOBEK, OAMH U3 OHOXWHbI BO
BCEM MMpe: caveman = cave + man), goes hunting wild boar or saber-toothed tiger for
food (ngeT oxoTnTbCA Ha gukoro kabaHa nnun cabneayboro Turpa onga egsl). But you,
friend, have stepped on all the tigers in that region (Ho BblI, Apyr, HACTYNUIK Ha =
pasfaBunm = YHUYTOXUIIN BCEX TUTPOB B 3TOM pernoHe). By stepping on one single
mouse (Tem, YTO HaCTYNWUN Ha OA4HY-eOUHCTBEHHYIO Mbllb). SO the caveman starves
(vTak, newlepHbI YenoBek ymmpaeT oT ronoga). And the caveman, please note, is not
just any expendable man, no (a aTOT neLlepHbIN YenoBek, noxarnyncra, 3ameTbTe, He
NPOCTO KaKon-TO YenoBek, HeT: expendable — o0Hopa308020 ronb308aHus,
Heso3dspamumbIt)! He is an entire future nation (oH uenas 6yaywasa Haums). From his
loins would have sprung ten sons (13 ero 4Ypecn BbIWwio 6bl AecsaTb cbiHOBeW: [oin —
rnosicHuua, ¢unedHas 4yacme, loins — ypecna /ycmap./, sprung from smb.'s loins —
ropoxxoeHHbIlU kem-mo). From their loins one hundred sons, and thus onward to a
civilization (13 nx Ypecen cTo CbIHOBEW, N Tak BRepen Ao umsunusaumn). Destroy this
one man, and you destroy a race, a people, an entire history of life (yHn4TOXbTE 3TOrO
OLHOrO YEeNOBEKa, M Bbl YHUUTOXMUTE pacy, Hapod, Lenyt NCTOPUIO XKU3HN). It is
comparable to slaying some of Adam's grandchildren (8T0 MOXHO CpaBHUTL C
ybunncTBoM Heckonbkux 13 BHykoB Agama). The stomp of your foot (Haxkatue cTynHu:
stomp — monaHke), on one mouse, could start an earthquake (Morno 6bl HavaTb =
BbI3BaTb 3emMneTtpsiceHne), the effects of which could shake our earth and destinies
down through Time (nocnegcteunsa KOTOporo Mornu Obl NOTPACTU HaLLY 3eMITH0 U cyabbbl
CKBO3b Bpems /T.e. Ha npoTskeHUn BCcen nCTopumn Yenosedectsal), to their very
foundations (oo cambix ocHoBaHun). With the death of that one caveman (co cmepTbio
3TOro O4HOro neLlepHoro Yenoseka), 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 (Bo3amoxHo, Pum Hukoraa He nogHMMETCS Ha CBOUX
cemu xonmax). Perhaps Europe is forever a dark forest (BoamoxxHo, EBpona HaBcerga
/octaHeTcs/ TemHbiM necom), and only Asia waxes healthy and teeming (v Tonesko Asus
CTaHeT 300p0oBOM M nnogopoaHon, boraton). Step on a mouse and you crush the
Pyramids (HacTynuTe Ha Mbllb, 1 Bbl pasgasute /ermnetckue/ MNMupamngbl). Step on a
mouse and you leave your print, like a Grand Canyon, across Eternity (Hactynute Ha
MbllLb, U Bbl OCTaBuUTE CBOW cnef pasmepom ¢ bonblon KaHboH Konopaao B

BeyHocTK). Queen Elizabeth might never be born (koponesa Enusaseta morna 6bl =
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MOXeT Hukorga He poamteca), Washington might not cross the Delaware (BawumHrroH
HuKorga He nepecedet [Jenasep), there might never be a United States at all (Hukorga
He byneT CoeaunHeHHbIX LUTaToB BoO6LWe). SO be careful (Tak 4To 6yabTE OCTOPOXHbI).
Stay on the Path (octaBanTeck Ha Tpone). Never step off (H1koraa He cxoguTe /c

Hee/)!I"

"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 alion
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
npongeT AapoM AS1s Hac Jaxe KacaHue TpaBbl)?"

"Correct (npasunbHo). Crushing certain plants could add up infinitesimally
(pasgaBnvBaHMeE HEKNX paCcTEHUIN MOXET OYeHb Marno U3MEeHUTb OKpyxatoLlee: to add
up — nodsimoxusams, infinitesimally — kpatiHe mano). A little error here would multiply
in sixty million years (maneHbkas owmnbka 34echb NPUYMHOXUTCA 3a LWEeCTbAecAT

mMunnnoHos ner), all out of proportion (coBepLUeHHO 1U3/BHE Nponopumn — 34eck urpa
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CNOB: NPONoOpLMOHansHO/BbIXOAUT 3a rpaHu noHnmaxus). Of course maybe our theory
is wrong (KOHe4YHO, MOXeT ObITb, Halla Teopus HeBepHa). Maybe Time can't be
changed by us (Bo3MOXHO, BpemMs He MOXeT ObITb nsmeHeHo Hamu). Or maybe it can be
changed only in little subtle ways (111, BO3MOXHO, OHO MOXET ObITb NUBMEHEHO TOJSTLKO
OYeHb He3HaunTerbHO: subtle — edsa pasnuyumsit). A dead mouse here makes an
insect imbalance there, a population disproportion later (MepTBasi Mbilb 34ecb
NpoOn3BOAMUT AUCTIPONOpLMIO nonynsaumm nosxe), a bad harvest further on (nnoxon
ypokan gansiue), a depression, mass starvation (genpeccuto, maccoBbli rorioz), and
finally, a change in social temperament in far-flung countries (1, HakoHeL,, U3MEHEHUS B
coumaribHoM xapakrepe B 00LWMpHbIX cTpaHax). Something much more subtle (/unn/
4YTO-TO HamMHoro boree ToHKoe), like that (/Hanpumep,/ Takum obpasom). Perhaps only a
soft breath, a whisper, a hair, pollen on the air (B03M0>HO, TONBKO HEXHOE OYHOBEHME,
LLIEeNoT, BONOCOK, NbifbLa B Bo3ayxe), such a slight, slight change that unless you
looked close you wouldn't see it (Takoe nerkoe, He3aHa4YMTEIIbHOE N3MEHEHNE, YTO MOoKa
He nocmoTpuTe 6nmnsko, He ysuanTte ero). Who knows (kto 3HaeT)? Who really can say
he knows (kTo AENCTBUTENBHO MOXET cKasaTb, YTO OH 3HaeT)? We don't know (Mbl He
3Haem). We're guessing (Mbl /Tonbko/ ragaem). But until we do know for certain (Ho
rnoka Mbl He 3HaeM HaBepHsika) whether our messing around in Time can (MoxeT 11
Halle LwaTaHne Bo BpemeHn: to mess around — crioHATLCA), make a big roar or a little
rustle in history (nponasecTty 60MbLLION PEB NN MarNeHbKNIA LLENECT B UCTOPUK), wWe're
being damned careful (Mbl 4OMmKHBI BbITE YepPTOBCKM OCTOPOXHbI). This Machine, this
Path, your clothing and bodies (ata MawwuHa, ata Tpona, Bawa ogexga v tena), were
sterilized, as you know, before the journey (bbinn cTepunmMsoBaHsbl, Kak Bbl 3HaeTe,
nepepg nytewectsnem). We wear these oxygen helmets (Mbl HOCMM 3TU KUCNOPOAHbLIE
lwnembl) SO we can't introduce our bacteria into an ancient atmosphere (Tak 4To Mbl HE

MOXEM BHECTU Haly GakTepun B ApeBHIO aTMocdepy).”

"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 KMBOTHbIX
cTpensTb)?"

"They're marked with red paint (oH1 oTmMeuYeHbI kKpacHown Kpackon)," said Travis. "Today,
before our journey (cerogHs, nepea Halwmm nytewecTemem), we sent Lesperance here
back with the Machine (mbl nocnanu JlecnepaHca ctoga /Hasag/ Ha MawuHe). He came
to this particular era and followed certain animals (oH NpuBLIN B 3Ty camyto apy U
npocneaun 3a onpegeneHHbIMU XXUBOTHBIMK)."

"Studying them (13y4as nx)?"

"Right," said Lesperance. "l track them through their entire existence (a npocnexusato
NXx Yepes BCK UX XM3Hb), noting which of them lives longest (3ameyas, KTo U3 HUX
xneet gonblle Bcero). Very few (/Takux/ ovyeHb marno). How many times they mate
(ckonbko pas oHu cnapuBatotcs). Not often (HewacTo). Life's short (kM3Hb KopoTKa).
When | find one that's going to die (korga s Haxoxy XMBOTHOE, KOTOPOE LOSMKHO
ymMepeTb: one 34ecb 3aMeLlaeT cyulecteuternibHoe animal) when a tree falls on him
(korga Ha Hero ynageT gepeBo), or one that drowns in a tar pit (1M KOTopoe yTOHET B
cmonsHou sime), | note the exact hour, minute, and second (s oTMe4ato TOYHbIN Yac,
MUHYTY 1 cekyHay). | shoot a paint bomb (s cTpensto kpacsaiwen 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 — ynycmume). Then | correlate our arrival in the
Past so (3aTem 5 paccunTbiBato Halle npubbiTue B npoLurioe Tak: to correlate —
ycmaHassnusams coom+HoweHue) that we meet the Monster not more than two minutes
before he would have died anyway (410 Mbl BCTpeTUM vygoBulle He Bonee Yyem 3a e
MUHYTbI 4O TOro, Kak OHO Bce paBHO ympeT). This way, we kill only animals with no
future (Takum obpasom, Mbl yOBaem TONbKO XMBOTHLIX 6e3 Byayuiero), that are never
going to mate again (koTopble HUkorga bornblie He cnapaTtcs). You see how careful we

are (Bbl BUAMTE, 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. "I 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 kill 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 30Uy 3TUM YTPOM Hasaz, BO
BpemeHun)," said Eckels eagerly (rops4o, B3BonHoBaHHO), you must've bumped into us
(Bbl OMMKHbI ObINM HATKHYTLCSA Ha Hac: to bump — ydapumscs, epesamsbcs), our Safari!
How did it turn out (kak oHo /cacbapwu/ npowwno)? Was it successful (6b1110 ycnelwHsim)?
Did all of us get through — alive (Bce mbl npoLunu Yepes 310 1 oCcTanuch Xxuebl)?"

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

"That'd be a paradox (a1o 6111 661 napagokc),” said the latter. "Time doesn't permit that
sort of mess (Bpemsa He gornyckaeT Takon nytaHuusl) — a man meeting himself
(yenosek, BcTpevaroLwmin camoro cebs). When such occasions threaten (korga takve
Cny4am yrpoXxarT = Koraa BO3HUKaeT yrpo3a Takux criydaeB), Time steps aside (Bpems
oTXoauT B CTOPOHY). Like an airplane hitting an air pocket (kak camoneT, nonagarumi B
BO3YLUHYIO AMY: air — 8030yx, pocket — kapmaH, Mewok, air pocket — eo30ywHas sma).
You felt the Machine jump just before we stopped (Bbl novyBCcTBOBanNu, Kak MallmHa
noanpbIrHyna Kak pas nepeg Tem, Kak Mbl ocTaHoBMnuck)? That was us passing
ourselves on the way back to the Future (310 Mbl MMHOBanu cammx cebsa no nyTn Hasag
B byayuwiee). We saw nothing (mbl H1yero He Bugenu). There's no way of telling if this
expedition was a success (HEBO3MOXHO pacckasaTb, Oblfia nu ata akcneanums
ycnewuHon), if we got our monster (nony4nnu nn Ml = younmn M CBOEro MOHCTpa), or
whether all of us — meaning you, Mr. Eckels — got out alive (nnv BepHynuce nn Bce Mbl
— UMes B BUAY Bac, MUCTEP IKerbC, XnBbIMU: to get out — ebixoOums)."

Eckels smiled palely (6negHo ynei6Hyncs).
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"Cut that (npekpatuTte),” said Travis sharply (pesko). "Everyone on his feet (Bce Ha Horu
= BceM BcTaTtb)!"

They were ready to leave the Machine (oHU ObInv FOTOBBI MOKMHYTE MaluuHy).

"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 (mxyHrnu 6einmn Beicokumun) and the jungle was broad (LUnpoknumm)
and the jungle was the entire world forever and forever (6b1n1 LENbIM MUPOM HaBEKN).
Sounds like music and sounds like flying tents filled the sky (3Bykn, nogobHbie my3bike,
n 3BYKM, NogoOHbIE NeTarLWwmUM nanatkamMm = XJlonaHblo NapycuHbl HANONHANK Hebo),
and those were pterodactyls soaring with cavernous gray wings (1 3710 6binu
NTEPOLAKTUAN, NApPALLME HA NOPUCTLIX CEPbIX KpbINbsXx), gigantic bats of delirium and
night fever (ruraHtckne netyume mbin n3 6pega n HoYHoro Kowmapa: fever — xap,
nnxopagka).

Eckels, balanced on the narrow Path (6anaHcuposasLunin Ha y3kon Tporne), aimed his
rifle playfully (npyuenunca n3 cBoen BUHTOBKM B LLYTKY).

"Stop that!" said Travis. "Don't even aim for fun (gaxe pagwn WwyTkn He LenbTecs), blast
you (4epT Bac nobepwu: to blast — npoknuHame)! If your guns should go off (ecnu Bawm
PY>XbS BbICTPENAT) — "

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

nepeceyeM ero creq Yepes WeCcTbAeCcAaT cekyHy: to bisect — desrume nornonam,
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paspesams). Look for the red paint (MwmTe KpacHyo Kpacky = kpacHoe natHo)! Don't
shoot till we give the word (He cTpenanTe, noka Mbl He AagMm KomaHay: to give word —
omoOamek pacriopsikeHue). Stay on the Path (octaBanTteck Ha Tpone). Stay on the Path!”

They moved forward in the wind of morning (oHM ABMHYNXUCL 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 (ctpaHH0)," murmured (npo6opmoTan) Eckels. "Up ahead, sixty million years
(Bnepeawn wecTbaecaT MunnnoHoB neT), Election Day over (aeHb BbiIOOpoB npoLuen).
Keith made President (Kent ctan lNpeangeHTom: 00HO U3 3HavyeHul crioea to make —
cmaHosumabcs). Everyone celebrating (Bce npasgHytoT). And here we are (1 BOT Mbl
3geck), a million years lost (MunnuoHa net HeT: lost — momepsiHHbIU), and they don't
exist (1 oHu He cywecTBytoT). The things we worried about for months, a lifetime (Bewn,
0 KOTOPbIX Mbl BeCnokonnucek MecsLamu, BCK Xn3Hb), not even born or thought of yet
(Baxke He NOSAABUNNCH HA CBET UMK O HUX eLle 1 He aymanu)."

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

"I've hunted tiger, wild boar, buffalo, elephant (s oxoTunca Ha Turpa, gukoro kabaHa,
BynBona, cnoxa), but now, this is it (Ho cenyac gpyroe geno: this is it — 1) eom oHo;
Hayvariocb 2) eom u 8ce; U bosibwe K amomy Hedyeeo dobasums)," said Eckels. "I'm
shaking like a kid (s gpoxy kak pebeHok: kid — ko3neHok, pebeHok /pa3sea./)."

"Ah," said Travis.
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Everyone stopped (Bce 0CTaHOBUINCD).
Travis raised his hand (nogHan pyky). "Ahead (Bnepegm),” he whispered (npowwenTan).
"In the mist (B Tymane). There he is. There's His Royal Majesty now (BoT Ero
Koponesckoe Bennyectso cenyac).”
The jungle was wide (gxyHrnum 6binmn obwmnpHeiMK) and full of twitterings, rustlings,
murmurs, and sighs (1 nonHeiMu WwebeTtaHnd, WopoxoB, DOPMOTaHUS 1 B3LOXOB).
Suddenly it all ceased (BHe3anHoO Bce npekpaTunocs), as if someone had shut a door
(kak ByaTO KTO-TO 3aKpbiNn ABEPD).
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 pacCToaHUN B CTO SPAOB),
came Tyrannosaurus Rex.

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

"Sh!"

It came on great oiled, resilient, striding legs (oH wen Ha 60MbLNX NOCHALLNXCA YNPYrnx
AJNIMHHBIX Horax: oil — maciio, oiled — npomacrneHHbIl, to stride — wazame 6os1bLUUMU

waeamu). It towered thirty feet above half of the trees (oH Bo3BbILWANcs Ha TpuguaTb
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doyTOB Haj NOSIOBMHOM AepeBbeB: tower — bawHs, ebilKa, to tower — 8o38bilambcs), a
great evil god (orpomHoe 3rnoe 6oxecTtso), folding its delicate watchmaker's claws close
to its oily reptilian chest (qepxa cBou xpynkue narnku YacoBLUMKa Bn3Ko K
MacnsaHucTon rpyam pentunuu: to fold — cknadeieams, claw — koeomok, narika). Each
lower leg was a piston (kaxxgasi HXKHASA /3agHaa/ Hora Obina nopluHem), a thousand
pounds of white bone (Tbics4ya doyHTOB 6enon koctu), sunk in thick ropes of muscle
(yTOHYBLUEN B TONCTLIX KaHaTax myckyros), sheathed over in a gleam of pebbled skin
(3amLEeHHbIX MepLaHneM LepoxoBaTon Koxu: to sheathe — obwusams, ekrnadbigames
8 chymrnsp, 3awuwame; pebble — eansbka) like the mail of a terrible warrior (kak
Konb4yrom yxacHoro BovHa). Each thigh was a ton of meat, ivory, and steel mesh
(kaxxgoe 6eapo ObINIO TOHHOWM Msica, KOCTU M CTarbHOW KONbYyru: ivory — /crioHoeasi/
kocmb, mesh — cems, s4etika). And from the great breathing cage of the upper body (a
N3 OrPOMHON AblLlallen rpyaHoNn KneTku: cage — Kkriemeka) those two delicate arms
dangled out front (cBucanu Te ABe HexHble py4dku), arms with hands which might pick
up and examine men like toys (py4ku C KUCTAMU, KOTOPbIE MOTMN Obl MOAHATE U
nccnegoBatb nogen, kak urpylkmn), while the snake neck coiled (B To Bpems kak
3MenHas wesa nsemeanack). And the head itself (a cama ronosa), a ton of sculptured
stone (ToHHa ckynbnTypHO 06paboTaHHOro KamHsi: to sculpture — easme, ebicekams,
YKpawame cKyrnenmypHou pabomod), lifted easily upon the sky (nerko nogHsitasi B
Hebo). Its mouth gaped (ero poT 3eBan, LUMPOKO OTKpbIBaricd), exposing a fence of
teeth like daggers (BbicTaBnsisi Hanokas psig 3y0oB, NOA0BHbIX KMHXanam: fence —
3abop). Its eyes rolled (ero rnasa Bpawjanuce), ostrich eggs (ctpaycuHbie siua), empty
of all expression save hunger (He Bblpaxkas HU4ero, Kpome ronoga: empty — nycmod,
expression — eblpaxeHue, save — 3a uckrodeHuem). It closed its mouth in a death grin
(OH 3aKpbIn CBOW POT B cMepTernbHOM yemellke). It ran (oH no6exan), its pelvic bones
crushing aside trees and bushes (ero TasoBble KOCTM = 3aHMe HOrY paspyLuanu rno
CTOpOHaM AepeBbs U KycThl), its taloned feet clawing damp earth (ero kortucTele
CTYNHW ckpebnn BriaxkHyto 3emrito), leaving prints six inches deep wherever it settled its
weight (ocTaBnss otneyaTkun rnybuHON B LWWECTb AOWMOB, Kyaa O6bl OH HM NoMeLuarn

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

"It," whispered Eckels. "lIt......
"Shi"
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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 Gexan ckonb3awmm baneTHbIM warom), far too
poised and balanced for its ten tons (CnuLIKOM ypaBHOBELLEHHBLIM U
cbanaHcMpoBaHHbIM ANS ero 4ecaTn ToHH: far — ciuwkom, too — cnuwkom). It moved
into a sunlit area warily (OH OCTOPOXHO NepPemMecTUsiCa B OCBELLEHHY COSMHLEM
obnacTtb), its beautifully reptilian hands feeling the air (ero kpacuBbie py4ku penTunum
npoLtynanu Bo3ayx).

"Why, why," Eckels twitched his mouth (nogepruean ptom = rybel gpoxanu). "It could
reach up and grab the moon (oH Mor Bkl BEITAHYTLECA BBEPX U CXBATUTbL JyHY)."

"Sh!" Travis jerked angrily (6pocun cepanTo: to jerk — 2o8opume ompeigucmo). "He
hasn't seen us yet (oH Hac eLle He Buaen)."

"It can't be killed (ero Henb3a youeaThk)," Eckels pronounced this verdict quietly
(npousHec cBour BepauKT TUx0), as if there could be no argument (kak 6yato 6bl He
MOrI10 BO3HUKHYTL foBoAoB). He had weighed the evidence and this was his considered
opinion (oH B3BeCUn akTbl U 3TO ObINIO ero 06ocHOBaHHOE MHeHue: evidence —
o4yesuOHocmb, dokazameriscmeo, chakmel). The rifle in his hands seemed a cap gun
(pyKb€e B €ro pykax kasarnocbh UrpyLledHsiM: cap gun — rnyaady). "We were fools to come
(MbI BbIIM gypakamu, 4YTo npuexanu). This is impossible (310 HEBO3MOXHO)."

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

"Nightmare (kowmap)."

Mynomusizvikosoul npoexm Hnvu @panka www.franklang.ru




21
"Turn around (nosBepHuTeck kpyrom)," commanded Travis (ckomaHgoBan Tpesuc).
"Walk quietly to the Machine (vaute cnokonHo k Mawwune). We'll remit half your fee (mbl
BEPHEM MOMOBUHY nnatbl: to remit — oceoboxx0amb, yMeHbWams)."
"l didn't realize it would be this big (s He ocoaHaBar, 4To oH BygeT Takum BonbLwnm),”
said Eckels. "I miscalculated, that's all (s npocuuTancs, BoT u Bce). And now | want out
(a cenyac s xo4dy yuTu: out — Hapyxy)."
"It sees us (oH Hac BuauT)!"

"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."

"1 didn't realize it would be this big," said Eckels. "I 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-TupaH Beinpsamuncs). Its armored flesh glittered
like a thousand green coins (ero 6poHMpoBaHHas NoTb BrecTena Kak Tbica4va 3efeHbIxX
mMoHeT). The coins, crusted with slime, steamed (MOHETbI, MOKPbLITLIE CNN3bIO,
ncnyckanu nap, Crust — kopka, to crust — rnokpbieamscsi kKopkod). In the slime, tiny
insects wriggled (B cnuan nssmsanuch KpoLLeyHble HacekoMble), so that the entire body
seemed to twitch and undulate (Tak 4TO Kasanock, 4TO BCe TeSo NnogepruBaeTca u
konebnetcs), even while the monster itself did not move (gaxe korga camo 4ygoBuLLe
He gBuranocs). It exhaled (oHo BelgoxHyno). The stink of raw flesh blew down the

wilderness (3noBoHWE CbIPOro Msica MOBUCIIO HaA 3apOCnsMM).
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"Get me out of here (BbiTawmTe MeHs oTcroga: to get out of — esiIHUMame,
ebimackueame)," said Eckels. "It was never like this before (paHbLue Tak HUkorga He
6b110). | was always sure I'd come through alive (51 Bcerga 6bin yBepeH, 4To OCTaHyCb B
*meblx). | had good guides, good safaris, and safety (y meHs 6b1nv xopolumne
NPOBOAHMKK, XopoLune cadapu n 6esonacHocTs). This time, | figured wrong (Ha aToT
pas s npocymuTancs: to figure — cvumams, nodc4yumsieams). I've met my match and
admit it (9 BCTpeTnn JOCTOMHOIO CONepHMKa 1 NpusHato aTo: to meet one's match —
ecmpemume 0ocmouHo20 corepHuka). This is too much for me to get hold of (aTo ans
MeHs1 cnmwkom: to get hold of — cymems cxeamums [yacmo meicnbl)."
"Don't run (He Berute)," said Lesperance. "Turn around (noeepHutech kpyrom). Hide in
the Machine (cnpsybTecsk B MalumHe)."
"Yes." Eckels seemed to be numb (kasanock, oueneHen: numb — oHemernkIU,
oueneHerbil). He looked at his feet as if trying to make them move (oH cmoTpen Ha
CBOW HOmMM, Kak ByATO NblTasCb 3acTaBUTb UX ABUratbcs). He gave a grunt of
helplessness (oH NnpocToHan oT 6eCnOMOLLHOCTU: grunt — eopyaHbe, Mbi4aHue).
"Eckels!"
He took a few steps (oH caenan Heckonbko waros), blinking, shuffling (Lwypsce n
Lapkas).

"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 (4ygosuiie, npu nepsom asmxeHun), lunged forward
with a terrible scream (pBaHyrnocek Briepes ¢ y»xacHblM Bonrem). It covered one hundred
yards in six seconds (OHO MOKpPbISO CTO APAOB 3a WecTb cekyHa). The rifles jerked up
and blazed fire (BMHTOBKM pBaHyMCb BBEPX U CBEPKHYNM orHem). A windstorm from the
beast's mouth engulfed them (yparaH n3o pta Yygosuia nornoTtun nx /3annel/) in the
stench of slime and old blood (B 3noBoHuM crnnsn 1 ctapon kposu). The Monster roared,
teeth glittering with sun (4ygoBuwe B3peBerno, 3yobl bnectenn Ha conHue).

Eckels, not looking back (3kenbc, He ornsagbiBasick), walked blindly to the edge of the
Path (nowen 6e3paccygHo k kpato Tponbl: blind — crenod, blindly — crieno,
bespaccydHo), his gun limp in his arms (ero pyxbe 06BUCcNoO B ero pykax: limp —
msekul), stepping off the Path (cxoga ¢ Tponei), and walked, not knowing it, in the
jungle (n nowen, He 3Has Toro, B MxyHrnn). His feet sank into green moss (ero cTynHm
norpyaunnce B 3efieHbin Mox). His legs moved him (ero Horu asuranu ero), and he felt
alone and remote from the events behind (v oH no4yyscTBOBan cebs oAMHOKUM U
yAaneHHbIM OT cobbITuin /ocTaBneHHbIX/ No3aaw).

The rifles cracked again (pyxbs BbiCTpenunv onsaTh: to crack — mpewams, cmpensme).
Their sound was lost in shriek and lizard thunder (aToT 3BYK noTepsancs B kpuke /nogen/
n B peBe duepa: shriek — npoH3umensHbIl KpukK, thunder — epom, ey, epoxom) . The
great level of the reptile's tail swung up (60nbLLOK XBOCT PENTUNNM KAYHYIICA BBEPX),
lashed sideways (xrecTHyrn B cTopoHy: lash — 6uy, nnems; to lash — xecmame). Trees
exploded in clouds of leaf and branch (gepeBbs B3opBanucek obnakamm nnMcTLeB U
BeTOK). The Monster twitched its jeweler's hands down to fondle at the men (4ygosuLie
pe3Ko ONyCTUIO BHM3 CBOM PY4YKM tOBENMpa YTOObI npunackaTb nogen), to twist them in
half (ckpyTnTb nx 1 pasopsatb nononam), to crush them like berries (pasgaBntb nx Kak
arofpl), to cram them into its teeth and its screaming throat (3acyHyTb ux B cBOU 3yObl 1
B BOMSALLYHO IMOTKY: to cram — emuckusame, obxupamaecs). Its boulderstone eyes
leveled with the men (ero rmasa, noxoxue Ha KamMHU, OKa3anucb Ha YPOBHE NOAEMN:
boulder — 6yrnbikHUK, to level — ypasHusams). They saw themselves mirrored (oHu
yBuaenu ceoe otpaxeHue). They fired at the metallic eyelids and the blazing black iris
(OHW BbICTPENUNIM B METASNNIMYECKME BEKN N B CBEPKAIOLLYIO YEPHYIO padyXKY: iris —
padyxxHasi 06osiouKa enasa).

Like a stone idol (kak kameHHbIM ngon), like a mountain avalanche (kak ropHeii obean),

Tyrannosaurus fell (TupaHosasp ynan).
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Thundering, it clutched trees, pulled them with it (pbiva, oH xBaTancs 3a gepeBbs,
Banun nx atum: to clutch — xeamamecs, uckame oropy). It wrenched and tore the metal
Path (oH nomsan n nopsan metannuyeckyto Tpony: to wrench — gbikpydugams). 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 (gecatb TOHH
XOJIOAHOW NSI0TU U KaMHA = kocTen). The guns fired (pyxbs BbicTpenunu). The Monster
lashed its armored tail (4ygoBuLLE XITECTHYNO CBOMM BPOHUPOBAHHBIM XBOCTOM),
twitched its snake jaws (gepHyrno ameunHsiMu Yentoctsamn), and lay still (v nerno
HenoaBwxHO). A fount of blood spurted from its throat (dpoHTaH kpoBu 6un 13 ero
rnoTku: a fount — ucmoyHuk, to spurt — bums cmpyed). Somewhere inside (rae-to
BHyTpwM), a sac of fluids burst (nonHyn mewwok c xungkoctsamn). Sickening gushes
drenched the hunters (oTBpaTUTENbHBLIE NOTOKN NPOMOYMIN OXOTHMKOB). They stood,
red and glistening (oHW cTOsNN KpacHble n bnecrtauwme).
The thunder faded (rpom 3aTux: to fade — nocmeneHHo ucyesame, 3amuxams).
The jungle was silent (oxyHrnu monyanu: to be silent — monyams). After the avalanche,
a green peace (nocrne obsana — 3eneHbli mup). After the nightmare, morning (nocne

HOYHOrO KoLIMapa — 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 (cenv Ha TponuHKe 1 1x BbipBano:
to throw up — esipgams). Travis and Lesperance stood with smoking rifles (ctoanu c
AbIMALMMNCA BUHTOBKamK), cursing steadily (HenpepbIBHO pyrasick: to curse —
CcKkeepHocioeums, steadily — MOHOMOHHO, HEU3MEHHO, MOCMOSIHHO). In the Time
Machine, on his face (8 MawunHe BpemeHnu, nuuom BHU3), Eckels lay shivering (nexan,
apoxa). He had found his way back to the Path (oH Hawwen nyTb Ha3aa k Tpone),
climbed into the Machine (B3obpancs B MawwuHy).

Travis came walking (nogowen /HeToponnueo/: to walk — uému newskom), glanced
(B3rnsiHyn) at Eckels, took cotton gauze from a metal box (BbiTalmn xXsI0NKoBYyKO CETKY,
Mapno 13 metannuyeckon kopobku), and returned to the others, who were sitting on the
Path (1 BepHyncs K ocTtanbHbIM, KOTOpbIE cuaenu Ha Tpone).

"Clean up (BbiTpuTECh)."

They wiped the blood from their helmets (oHu cTepnu kpoBb co wremos). They began
to curse too (oHM Hayanu Takke pyratbcs). The Monster lay, a hill of solid flesh
(4wypoBuLe nexano, ropa Teepgon nnotu). Within, you could hear the sighs and
murmurs (BHYTpPUY Bbl MOIIX crbllwaTh B34oxu 1 6opmoTaHne) as the furthest chambers
(kak B oTOaneHHbIx 3akoynkax Tena: a chamber — kamepa) of it died, the organs
malfunctioning (HencnpaBHOCTb opraHoB), liquids running a final instant from pocket to
sac to spleen (kugkocTtu, Gerywime B NocnegHnii pas n3 nosiocTy B MELLOYEK, B
cerneseHky: instant — momeHm, pocket — kapmaH, rnosiocms), everything shutting off,
closing up forever (Bce oTknto4anock, 3amosikano Haecerga). It was like standing by a
wrecked locomotive or a steam shovel at quitting time (370 6b1510 NOX0Xe Ha CTOSAHUE Y
NOTepneBLLEro aBapuio JIOKOMOTMBA UM NApOBOro 3KCKaBaTopa B TO BPEMS, KOr4a OH
3akoHuun paboTy: to quit — nokudams, ocmaenames), all valves being released or

levered tight (Bce knanaHbl OTKPbITbI UK 3aKPbITbl NSIOTHO: to release — ocgoboxoame,
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omryckame, lever — pbi4az). Bones cracked (koctu TpecHynu); the tonnage of its own
flesh (MHOroTOHHbIN BEC ero cobCcTBEHHOM NNOTU: tonnage — moHHax), off balance
(notepsBwmnn pasHoBecue), dead weight, snapped the delicate forearms (MepTBbIN Bec
crnomarn ¢ Tpeckom xpyrikue npeannedss), caught underneath (cxsayeHHble BHU3Y =

npwxaTtble Kk 3emne). The meat settled, quivering (Msico oceno, Kornbixasich).

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 (eLle oavH Tpeck). Overhead (Hazg ronoson), a gigantic tree
branch broke from its heavy mooring, fell (ruraHTckas BeTka gepea, crnomaHHas y
OCHOBaHu4, ynana: mooring — mecmo, 20e geemka rpukperinieHa Kk depesy). It crashed
upon the dead beast (oHa obpyLumnnace Ha mepTeoe vyaosuLle) with finality (kak
drHanbHbIM akkopA: finality — okoHYamesnbHocme).

"There." Lesperance checked his watch (nocmoTtpen Ha 4achl). "Right on time
(abcontoTHo BoBpeMs: right — 30. kak pas, nonHocmeto). That's the giant tree that was
scheduled to fall and kill this animal originally (aTo ruraHTckoe gepeBo, KOTopoe
M3HavarnbHO OOIMKHO ObINo ynacTb M yOuTb 3TO XMBOTHOE: schedule — criucok, nnaH; to
schedule — sHocumeb 8 criucok, nnaHuposame, scheduled — 3annaHuposgaHHbIl)." He
glanced at the two hunters (oH B3rnsiHyn Ha ABOMX OXOTHUMKOB). "You want the trophy
picture (xoTuTte TpodenHyto dotorpacuto: trophy — mpogped, 0obbiya; picture —

KapmuHa, oomozpachus)?"
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"What (4t0)?"
"We can't take a trophy back to the Future (Mbl He MOXeMm B3ATb A06ObIYY Ha3as B
Byayuwee). The body has to stay right here (Teno gosmkHO ocTaTbes NPsSMo 34ecb)
where it would have died originally (rae »xuBoTHoe ymepno 6kl M3HavarnsHo), so the
insects, birds, and bacteria can get at it (Tak, 4ToObl Hacekomble, NTULLI 1 BakTepun
mMornn gobpartbca 4o Hero), as they were intended to (4519 4ero oHu 1 BbInu
npegHasHadeHsbl: to intend — Hamepesamscs, npedHasHadams). Everything in balance
(Bce /pormkHo BbITL/ B paBHoBecum). The body stays (Teno ocrtaetcs). But we can take
a picture of you standing near it (Ho Mbl MOXxem cdoTorpacmpoBaTh Bac, CTOALMX
pPAOOM C HUM)."
The two men tried to think (aBoe myxu4unH nonsiTanuce gymarts), but gave up, shaking
their heads (Ho coanucek, kayas ronosamu: to give up — ocmasume, ycmyrnums).
They let themselves be led along the metal Path (oHn no3sonunun otBectn cebds no
meTannuyeckon Tpone: to lead-led-led — secmu, along — edosik). They sank wearily into
the Machine cushions (oHu norpyaunucek yctano B cugeHbs B MawumHe: cushion —
/OueaHHasi/ nodywka). They gazed back at the ruined Monster (oHV OrnaHyUCL K
npucTansHO NOCMOTPENN Ha NoBepXeHHoe vyaosuLle), the stagnating mound (Ha
HenoaBWXHBIN XonM: to stagnate — 3acmausamscs, ocmaHasnueamscs), where already
strange reptilian birds and golden insects (rae yxe cTpaHHble NTULbI-ALLLEPbLI U
30/10TUCTLIE Hacekomble) were busy at the steaming armor (konowmnuce Ha

ncnyckawowen nap 6poHe: busy — 3aHsmou).

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 MaLunHbI
Bpemenn onegenun mx: to stiffen — dennams xecmkum). Eckels sat there, shivering
(cupen Tam, gpoxa).

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

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

Eckels got up.

"Go out on that Path alone (BbixoguTte 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 ocTaBnsiem Bac 3gech)!”

Lesperance seized Travis's arm (cxsatun pyky Tpesuca). "Wait (nogoxgun) —"

"Stay out of this (gepxucek noganewe ot atoro)!" Travis shook his hand away (cTpsixHy”n
ero pyky: to shake-shook-shaken — mpscmu, away — npous). "This fool nearly killed us
(aToT gypak egBa He ybun Hac). But it isn't that so much, no (Ho 3To elle He Bce, HeT).
It's his shoes (ero 6oTuHkM)! Look at them (nocmoTpu Ha HKX)! He ran off the Path (oH
cowern c¢ Tponesl). That ruins us (ato pasoput Hac)! We'll forfeit (bl nonnatumcs)!
Thousands of dollars of insurance (Teica4n gonnapos ctpaxoskn)! We guarantee no
one leaves the Path (Mbl rapaHTupyem, 4To HUKTO He NoknHeT Tpony). He left it (oH
noknHyn). Oh, the fool (aypak)! I'll have to report to the government (MHe npuaeTcs
A0NoXuTb npasutenscTy). They might revoke our license to travel (oHn moryT
aHHynvMpoBaTb Hally nuueHsuto Ha nytewectsnsa). Who knows what he's done to Time,
to History (kTo 3HaeT, 4To OH caenan co BpeMeHeM, ¢ uctopmen)!"

"Take it easy (He npuHuman 6nunako kK cepauy), all he did was kick up some dirt (oH
npocTto cobpan HemHoro rpsiaun: to kick up — webipsime 8gepx ydapom Hoau;
nodHumams)."

"How do we know (kak = oTkyaga mbl 3Haem)?" cried Travis. "We don't know anything
(Mbl He 3Haem Hu4ero)! It's all a mystery (Bce aT1o TanHa)! Get out of here (yxoaute
otctoga), Eckels!”

Eckels fumbled his shirt (owynan ceoto pybaluky: to fumble — wynams, mame,
mepebums). "I'll pay anything (s 3annavy ckoneko yrogHo). A hundred thousand dollars
(cTo TeICAY gonnapos)!"

Travis glared at Eckels' checkbook and spat (mrocmoTpen npuctanbHO Ha YEKOBYHO

KHWKKY DKerbca 1 nitoHyn: to glare — ycmaensimscs 83271900M /4acmo 3171bIM/,
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rnpucmarnbHO cMompems, to spit-spat-spat — rnrieeamscs). "Go out there (Bbixogute).
The Monster's next to the Path (4yzgosuiie /nexut/ pagom ¢ Tponon). Stick your arms
up to your elbows in his mouth (cyHbTe pykun 0o NokTen B ero poT: stick — narka, to stick
— BTbIkaTb). Then you can come back with us (Torga Bbl BepHeTech Hasapg ¢ Hamm)."
"That's unreasonable (310 HepasymHo, Hecnpaseameo)!"

"The Monster's dead, you idiot (4ygoeuile meptso, nanot). The bullets! The bullets
can't be left behind (nynn He moryT octaBaTtbes B npowusiom: behind — no3adu). They
don't belong in the Past (oHK He oTHocATCA K npowriomy); they might change anything
(OHM MOryT n3ameHuTb 4To-TO). Here's my knife (BoT Mo Hox). Dig them out (BbipexbTe

nx: to dig out — ebikarnsieamp)!"

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!"
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The jungle was alive again (mxyHrnmn onsaTtb 61K xuBebl), full of the old tremorings and
bird cries (nonHble ApeBHMX 3BYKOB N NTUYbMX KPUKOB: tremor — dpoxaHue). Eckels
turned slowly to regard the primeval garbage dump (mMeaneHHo noBepHycs, Y4TobbI
paccMOTpeTb NepBoObITHYO MYCOPHYIO Kyyy /T.e. AMHo3aBpa/: garbage — mycop, dump
— cearsika, MycopHas Kyda), that hill of nightmares and terror (3ToT Xo0nM KoLLMapoB K
yxaca). After a long time (cnycta Hemano BpemeHn), like a sleepwalker he shuffled out
along the Path (kak nyHaTuk oH, Wwapkas, ywen no Tpone: to sleep — cname, to walk —
a2ynsams, a sleepwalker — nnyHamuk, to shuffle — wapkame, to shuffle out — ebiimu,
goJ104a Hoau).

He returned, shuddering, five minutes later (oH BepHyricq, Apoxa, Yepes NaTb MUHYT),
his arms soaked and red to the elbows (ero pykn Mmokpbie 1 KpacHble 40 fokTen). He
held out his hands (oH BbITAHYN pyku: to hold out — npomseusame; npednazams). Each
held a number of steel bullets (B kaxgon 66110 HECKONBKO CTanbHbIX Nynb: a number of
— Hekomopoe konu4yecmso). Then he fell (3atem oH ynan). He lay where he fell, not
moving (OH nexan Tam, rae ynan, He ABUrasichb).

"You didn't have to make him do that (Tbl He gormkeH 6bin 3acTaBnNATb €ro genartb 370),"
said Lesperance.

"Didn't | (Heyxenun)? It's too early to tell (cnuwkom paHo 06 3Tom rosopuTs)." Travis
nudged the still body (TonkHyn HenoaBwkHOe Teno: to nudge — crieeka nodmarkueames
nokmem). "He'll live (oH BygeT )utb = HUYero, oT 3Toro He ymupatot). Next time he
won't go hunting game like this (B cneaytoLwmmn pas oH He NOUAET OXOTUTLCSA Ha TaKyo
andb: a game — ouys). Okay." He jerked his thumb wearily (oH yctano caoenan
ABvKeHne bonbluvm nansLem: to jerk — pesko mosnkames) at Lesperance. "Switch on
(Bkritoyan). Let's go home (noexann gomon)."

1492. 1776. 1812.

They cleaned their hands and faces (oHu1 BbIMbIIM pykn 1 ymbinuck). They changed
their caking shirts and pants (oHM cmMeHWUnM CBOM 3acKopyarble OT KPOBM pybaLukm n
Bprokn: a cake — mopm, to cake — criekamecs, 3acmbsieame). Eckels was up and around
again (nogHancs n 6bin B co3HaHuu: to be up — ecmames, to come around — npudmu 8
co3HaHue), not speaking (He pasroBapusas). Travis glared at him for a full ten minutes
(NnpucTanbHO CMOTPEN Ha Hero B TeYeHne LernbiX 4eCATU MUHYT).

"Don't look at me (He cmoTpuTe Ha MmeHs)," cried (3akpudarn) Eckels. "l haven't done
anything (s Hu4ero He cgenan).”

"Who can tell (kTo MoxeT ckasaTb = KTO 3HaeT)?"
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"Just ran off the Path (Tonbko cowen ¢ Tponol), that's all (aTo Bce), a little mud on my
shoes (HemHoro rpasm Ha monx BoTuHkax) — what do you want me to do (470 Bbl
XoTnTe, YTobbl A caenan) — get down and pray (ynan Ha KoneHu n monuncs: to get
down — cnycmumascs)?"
"We might need it (moxeT, aTo noHagobuTcs). I'm warning you (npegynpexaato Bac),
Eckels, | might kill you yet (s elie mory Bac youts). I've got my gun ready (y meHs
pyXbe Harotose)."

“I'm innocent (3 HeBuHOBEH). I've done nothing (s Hu4ero He caenan)!”

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 along 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 I? 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. "I 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 (MalunHa ocTaHOBUIIACh).

"Get out (BbixoguTe)," said Travis.
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The room was there as they had left it (komHaTa Obina Takon xe, Kakon OHU ee
octaeunu). But not the same as they had left it (Ho He To4HO Takown xe). The same man
sat behind the same desk (ToT1 e yenosek cugern 3a TeM Xe NMCbMEHHbLIM CTOSIOM).
But the same man did not quite sit behind the same desk (Ho He coBcem TOT xe
YerioBeKk He COBCEM 3a TEM Xe NcbMeHHbIM cTonom). Travis looked around swiftly
(ormapenca nocnelwHo). "Everything okay here (Bce HopmarnsHo)?" he snapped
(oTpbIBUCTO cnpocwun: to snap — pa3z2osapusame 0MpPbIBUCMO, Pa3dpPaxeHHo).
"Fine (npekpacHo). Welcome home (gobpo noxanosate JoMon)!"
Travis did not relax (He paccnabuncs). He seemed to be looking through the one high
window (ka3anocb, OH CMOTPUT YEepPE3 BbICOKOE OKHO).
"Okay, Eckels, get out (BbixoguTe). Don't ever come back (Hukorga He
BO3BpallanTeck)." Eckels could not move (He asurancs).
"You heard me (Bbl MeHs crnibilwanu),” said Travis. "What're you staring at (Ha 4TO BblI

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
snapped.

"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
(v B BO3ayxe 4TO-TO ObIN0), a chemical taint so subtle, so slight (xumnyeckasn npumecs
Takas He3HauuTenbHas, Takas Hebonbluas: taint — rsmHo, ommeHok), that only a faint
cry of his subliminal senses warned him it was there (4To Tonsko crnabeli Bo3rnac ero
noaco3HaTeNbHbIX YyBCTB NpeaocTeperan ero, 4To oHa Tam 6bina). The colors, white,
gray, blue, orange (uBeTta, 6enblin, cepbi, CUHUI, opaHXeBbI), in the wall, in the
furniture, in the sky beyond the window, were (Ha cTeHe, Ha mebenu, Ha Hebe 3a OKHOM

Bbinn) ... were ... And there was a feel (1 6b1n10 /kakoe-To/ 4yyscTBO). His flesh twitched
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(ero Teno gpoxarno). His hands twitched. He stood drinking the oddness with the pores
of his body (oH cTosan, BnuBas cTpaHHOCTL nopamu ceoero Terna). Somewhere,
someone must have been screaming one of those whistles that only a dog can hear
(roe-To KTO-TO Kak ©ByaATO CBUCTHYM B OAMH U3 TeX CBMCTKOB, KOTOPbIE TOSbKO cobaka
MOXeT ycnblwartk). His body screamed silence in return (ero Teno 3akpuyano mondya B
oteeT). Beyond this room, beyond this wall, beyond this man (3a aTon komHaTon, 3a
39TOWN CTEHOW, 3a aTUM YenosekoM) who was not quite the same man seated at this desk
that was not quite the same desk (koTopbii BbI1 HE COBCEM TEM XE YErTOBEKOM,
CUAOALWNM 32 MUCbMEHHBLIM CTOMOM, KOTOPbIN ObIfT HE COBCEM TEM e CTONOM) ... lay an
entire world of streets and people (nexan uensin mup ynuu 1 nogen). What sort of
world it was now, there was no telling (4To 3a Myp 3710 BbIN cenyac, HUKTO He Mor
ckasatb). He could feel them moving there, beyond the walls (oH mor yyBcTBOBaTH, Kak
OHM ABuratoTcs Tam, 3a cteHamm), almost, like so many chess pieces blown in a dry
wind (MOYTK Kak WaxmaTHble PUrypku, yHOCMMbIE CyXMM 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 adry wind ...

But the immediate thing was the sign painted on the office wall (Ho HemeaneHHo
Gpocanach B rnasa BbiBecka, HapucoBaHHas Ha cTeHe odmca: immediate —
HemedneHHkIU), the same sign he had read earlier today on first entering (ta xxe camas
BbIBECKA, KOTOPYIO OH NpoYnTan cerogHsi paHblue, B /CBOW/ nepBbl Npuxon). Somehow
(Tak unn nHave, novyemy-Tto), 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 (no4yyscTBOBan, kak ynan Ha ctyn). He fumbled crazily
at the thick slime on his boots (oH B 6e3ymuu ouynbiBan TONCTbIA CrIOW Crv3un, una Ha
cBoux bawmakax). He held up a clod of dirt, trembling (apo>xa, oH nokasan KOMOK rpssu:
to hold up — ebicmasnsime, nokassigame), "No, it can't be (aToro He MoXxeT 6bITb). Not
a little thing like that (He n3-3a Takow ke ManeHbkon BeLum, kak ata). No!"
Embedded in the mud (BTonTaHHas B rpsase: to embed — ecmaernisimb, eMypossigame),
glistening green and gold and black, was a butterfly (cusitowias 3eneHsimM, 30M10TbIM U
YepHbIM, nexana 6abo4yka), very beautiful and very dead (o4eHb kpacuBas u
COBEpPLUEHHO MepTBas).
"Not a little thing like that (He Takas manocTts)! Not a butterfly!" cried Eckels.
It fell to the floor (oHa ynana Ha non), an exquisite thing, a small thing that could upset
balances (13swwHasn, maneHbkas BewmLa, KOTopas CMorna HapyLnTb paBHoOBecCKE: to
upset — onpokuHyms) and knock down a line of small dominoes and then big dominoes
and then gigantic dominoes (1 OrnpokMHYTb PS4 ManeHbKUX KOCTALEK JOMUHO, @ NOTOM
BornbLlmx, a notom ruradtckmx), all down the years across Time (ckBo3b roga BAOIb
BpemeHu: down the years — ckeosb 200a). Eckels' mind whirled (3akpyxwunace ronoea,
Mblcnu cnyTanuce: to whirl — kpyxumecs). It couldn't change things (oHa /6abouykal/ He
mMorna nameHntb nonoxenue Bewen). Killing one butterfly couldn't be that important

(ybumncteo ogHoun 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 noxonogeno). His mouth trembled, asking (pot 3agpoxan,
cnpawwmeas): "Who — who won the presidential election yesterday (kTo Belurparn
npesngeHTckne Bolbopbl BYepa)?”

The man behind the desk laughed (4enoBek 3a NMCbMeEHHBLIM CTONOM 3acmesrncs). "You
joking (Bbl wyTnte)? You know very well (Bbl /camn/ 3HaeTe o4eHb xopollo). Deutscher,
of course! Who else (k1o e ewie)? Not that fool weakling Keith (He TOT e rnynbin
cnabak Kent: weak — criabbit, weakling — crnabeit yerniosek). We got an iron man now,
a man with guts (Mbl 3anony4Ynnu XenesHoro YerioBeka, YerioBeka C XxapakTepom: guts
— KUWKU, cura 80U, Xxapakmep /8 pyCCKOM si3bike, Haobopom, 2080psiM «KUWKa
moHka»/)!" The official stopped (cnyxawmin octaHosuncs). "What's wrong (410 He
Tak)?"

Eckels moaned (3actoHan). He dropped to his knees (oH ynan Ha koneHu). He
scrabbled at the golden butterfly with shaking fingers (oH xBaTtasncs 3a 30/10TUCTYHO
6abouky Tpsacywmmuncs nansuamu: to scrabble — kapabkamscs, yernnsamscs). "Can't
we," he pleaded to the world, to himself, to the officials, to the Machine (ymonsn oH
Mup, cam cebs, cnyxkawmx, MawuHy), "can't we take it back, can't we make it alive
again (He MoXxxeM N Mbl OTHECTW ee Ha3a/, CHOBa OXMBUTL: «caernaTb Xusom»)? Can't
we start over (He MOXXem nn Mbl Ha4YaTb cHavana)? Can't we —"

He did not move (oH He gBurancs). Eyes shut, he waited, shivering (rnasa 3akpbiTbl, OH
Xpan, gpoxa). He heard Travis breathe loud in the room (oH cnblwarn, kak Tpesuc
rpomMko AbllwunT B kKoMHaTe); he heard Travis shift his rifle (oH cnblwan, kak Tpesuc
nepeknagbiBaeT pyxbe: to shift — dsuzams), click the safety catch (HaxumaeT Ha
npegoxpanutens), and raise the weapon (1 nogHMMaeT pyxbe).

There was a sound of thunder (1 rpsiHyn 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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