FRADEEL L THOSF

— Ray Bradbury O#H# O 2 FHHEIZOWT —

mooo" F =

S FAMXFEOEBCHREEL BB T HILES7DRLVS + 75 v FXR)
(1920- ) H-oHhHEShTVAEY, BEMICEEEREO L OERD
ZRICHET L0, 7, SFEwzidd H» < space opera ¥ B LATH
ThHDHH, BOREERR-SLOTWEORI LD, BETHIIHEDS
FOBBIITTHE I EFES>TAHRIEWVERY, 75 v FXY) DHEHRE The
Golden Apple of the Sun  (1953) 1Z1% 1945 EH 5 1953 £ hiF TRE S
FAERZESIND SR TV AH, 1920 FEATNOERICL o TRIXFHED
HERETHAEREL VL) ALIRIOR—TIDLHED, Wb S h/AE
BT RLELDEN N TH D, 0¥ A P VIEERIIHE LN -RE
kB0 THY, FRETANT Y FOFEAL T —Y (W.B. Yeats)
@ “The Song of the Wandering Aengus” D—Hi SR ONAbDTH D, {E
EHELEBLS FEROHEL ) ICNEN EL L WEBLRERTHLH I LIZE
BEBREITIE—HERTHAHY, FOIERSTBE, 20 bLE2
# D “The Pedestrian” (MK < 5H,) &, %llﬁﬂj “Embroidery” ("#jL w 9 J)
D2BIIVTRY 1B EFEICERENIAEMT, WIRL/AHLARSL, KE
ADEERY L VIO BEALZER~OD LicEr NS, LEALERMOE WS F L
LTHRICIER S b, 1950 SEACHIEA & W 2 i o 2 Tthd h, [
Mo, ED SR ARTRMERIIL - T, BEFOBMISARICL - ToOH
AR E LTERELMI A TOH o7, BHOIEER 12 &7~
2E 12 LIEA LT 2B LT OLENH 72D THE I,

“The Pedestrian” (T4:< 8))
Bid 2053 4E, 2% h - OfEH (1951 £%E) FHI0EZOHF 2 EE

— 145 —



LTEANTVAEOB-KTT 572 ETAOZEHOBTO, BRI LT -
TEDLN I 52 ANTDOBRCEDEE, RAZTXTUTAEZHEL, A3ETF
VEOEHEIRA-TWA, (ZZTREOHSADY VRV THDHITKD
RINMCIEB L72W), FALRKOER -7 0EDECE, LF—F - 3—F,
HOBEIEIZLE > TMEDDELALDOTH D, 0 LOWVHEREITE
MOFYHEDTTRELPRAT, FAdb L THOBREEL T L1
ZDDPRGEVEEZTCAZ -G —ICBEPZAHLEVIRELVLORKLET
H5b,

On this particular evening he began his journey in a westerly direc-

tion, toward the hidden sea.
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“No profession.” said the phonograph voice, hissing.
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“What are you doing out ?”

“Walking.” said Leonard Mead.

“Walking!”

“Tust walking.” he said simply, but his face felt cold.”
“Walking, just walking, walking?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Walking where ? For what ?”

“Walking for air. Walking to see.”

“Your address!”

“Eleven South Saint James Street.”

“And there is air in your house, you have an air conditioner, Mr. Mead ?”
“Yes.”

“And you have a viewing screen in your house to see with ?”
“No.”

“No ?” There was a cracking quiet that in itself was an accusation.
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The dark porch air in the late afternoon was full of needle flashes, like a
movement of gathered silver insects in the light. The three woman’s mouths
twitched over their work. Their bodies lay back and then imperceptively

forward so that the rocking chairs tilted and murmured. Each woman
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looked to her own hands, as if quite suddenly she had found her heart beat-

ing there.
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“It seems at times like this that it’s always your hands you turn to,” she
said, and the others nodded enough to make the rockers rock again.

“I believe,” said the first lady, “that our souls are in our hands. For we
do everything to the world with our hands. Sometimes I think we don't use
our hands half enough ; it's certain we don’t use our heads.”
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“No supper to fix tonight or tommrow night or the next night after that,”
said the third lady.

“No windows to open and shut.”
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“No coal to shovel in the basement furnace next winter.”
“No papers to clip cooking articles out of.”
And suddenly they were crying.
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“Now look what I've done!” cried the second lady, exasperated. The
others stopped and peered over. The second lady held out her embroidery.
There was the scene, perfect except that while the embroidered yellow sun
shone down upon the embroidered green field, and the embroidered brown
road curved toward an embroidered pink house, the man standing on the

road had something wrong with the face.
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“What time is it?” asked someone.

“Five minutes to five.”

“Is it supposed to happen at five o’clock?”

“Yes."

“And they’re not sure what it'll do to anything, really, when it happens?”
“No, not sure.”

“Why didn’t we stop them before it got this far and this big?”

“It's twice as big as ever before. No, ten times, maybe a thousand.”

“This isn’t like the first one or the dozen later ones. This is different. No-

body knows what it might do when it comes.”
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The needles flashed silver fire. They swam like a tiny school of metal
fish in the darkening summer air.

Far away a mosquito sound. Then something like a tremor of drums. The
three women cocked their heads, listening.
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“We won't hear anything, will we ?”

“They say not.”

“Perhaps we’re foolish. Perhaps we’ll go right on, after five o’clock, shell-
ing peas, opening doors, stirring soups, washing dishes, making lunches,
peeling oranges...”

“My, how we'll laugh to think we were frightened by an old experiment!”

They smiled a moment at each other.
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The second woman watched an embroidered flower go. She tried to °
embroider it back in, but it went, and then the road vanished, and the
blades of glass. She watched a fire, in slow motion almost, catch upon the
embroidered house and unshingle it, and pull each threaded leaf. from the
small green tree in the hoop, and she saw the sun itself pulled apart in the
design. Then the fire caught upon the moving point of the needle while still
it flashed ; she watched the fire come along her fingers and arms and body,
untwisting the yarn of her being so painstakingly that she could see it in all

its devilish beauty, yanking out the pattern from the material at hand. What
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it was doing to the other women or the furniture or the elm tree in the
yard, she never knew. For now, yes, now! it was plucking at the embroidery
of her flesh, the pink thread of her cheeks, and at last it found her heart, a
soft red rose sewn with fire, and it burned the fresh, embroidered petals

away, one by delicate one...
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Bradbury’s later works are not up to the standards set in what are con-
sidered his vintage years: 1946-1956. His reputation has continued to grow
through the world, however, and he is still a prorific writer, with more

than 500 works to his credit...
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Ray Bradbury : The Golden Apple Of The Sun. (Bantam Books. Inc.. 1970)
Gene Wright : The Science Fiction Image. (Fact On File, Inc.. 1983)
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