
English 11 Honors: Summer Reading 
Assignment

All juniors are required to read the dystopian novel Anthem by Ayn Rand.  As you read, please 
take notes and make annotations throughout the novel.  (See notes for how to annotate below.) 
 In addition, all students enrolled in English 11 Honors are also required to choose two short 
stories to read and annotate (all of which have been provided for you in this packet) from the list 
below:

“A Sound of Thunder” by Ray Bradbury
“The Monkey’s Paw” by W. W. Jacobs

“She” by Charles Kaufmann
“To Build a Fire” by Jack London

During the second cycle of the school year, all students will be required to complete a short in-
class thematic writing assignment for their three summer reading texts.  Students will be able to 
use their annotated texts during the exam, as direct quotes will be required.  In addition, students 
will be responsible for submitting their annotated short stories during the first week of school for 
a grade.  Instructions for this assignment can be found below.

Directions for the at-home assignment:
Each student must complete and submit a comprehensive, handwritten annotated copy of each 
of the two short stories he or she has chosen to read at the beginning of the school year. (Each 
short story has been provided.  You only need to print out the two you plan to use.) Your 
annotations must be accurate, detailed, thorough, neat, and based on the “C.A.P.E” method 
outline below. Failure to turn in your annotations on time will result in a “0” for this portion of 
the assignment. Please adhere to the outline and sample provided for guidance. 

This assignment must be submitted to your classroom teacher no later than Friday, 18 
September 2015—this is the first Friday of the school year.  (If your class drops out that day and 
you still have not submitted your assignment, it is your responsibility to get your assignment to 
your teacher before 2:30pm.  Please be advised that absence is not an excuse to not submit your 
assignment on time.  You have all summer to complete it, and all week to hand everything in.)

The “C.A.P.E” Method
“C.A.P.E.” is an acronym designed to help you remember the four essential aspects of literature 
that we will be discussing throughout the upcoming school year. Whenever you annotate a text, 
keep these four letters in mind to generate substantive notes for future exams and writing 
assignments. You do not have to take your notes in the exact sequence detailed below, but you 
must make sure to focus on all of these aspects when reading. The “C” stands for characters in 
the story. The “A” stands for aim or the essential theme/purpose of a text. The “P” stands for 
major problem(s) or conflict(s) that exist in the story. The “E” stands for expression, or the 
author’s use of literary devices.

Annotation (C.A.P.E Method)



.  “C” - Characters:  Repeat the process below for each major character. 
 Identify the name of Character:

o Write an adjective/brief description that accurately illustrates his/her character.
 Highlight or underline quotes to support the adjectives you have chosen.
 Be sure to briefly interpret the quote in the margins.

 One quote for “direct characterization”
 One quote for “indirect characterization”

II. “A” - Aim (Theme/Motifs/Purpose):  Repeat the process below for each of the major themes 
you are able to identify.
 On the side margin, please note each theme you have identified in the story:

o Highlight or underline a specific instance/scene/moment where this theme is 
present.

o Explain how this theme may be relatable to the reader/humanity.

III. “P” - Problem (Conflict/Issue):  Repeat the process below for each of the main conflicts you 
identify.  
 On the side margin, please note the main Conflict:

o Identify the character(s) involved in this particular problem. What are their 
motivations? goals? Who/What is obstructing their goal(s)? Have/Will they 
overcome this obstruction? 

 Highlight or underline a quote to illustrate the problem listed and a second 
quote to illustrate a solution if applicable.        

IV. “E” - Expression of Literature (Literary Techniques/Devices):  Using the list provided, repeat 
the process below for each of the literary techniques repeated throughout the story.
 Identify the Literary Technique(s)/Device(s) you have found in the story:

o Define what the literary technique is.
 Highlight or underline a quote that depicts the literary technique within 

the literature.
o Explain how the author uses this literary technique to develop the main idea of 

the story.  

alliteration            allusion               dialogue          diction              
foreshadowing

hyperbole             imagery              irony             metaphor          mood 
  
personification        repetition        simile                 symbol            tone

As you are completing the above annotations, please note connections to Anthem throughout 
and identify these connections in your annotations.  



We have provided a model of an annotated text below to show you what will be required of you. 
Please note that since the sample is a poem, it is a simplified version of what you are required to 
do.  



She
By Charles Kaufmann

She sits in a rustic A-frame cabin, looking out a set of double glass doors. It's a humid 

summer day. She's not fashionably dressed: a grey, short-sleeve expedition shirt with two front 

pockets — in one a mechanical pencil; a scratchy, drab-colored set of insect-shield convertible 

pants torn in a few places by bramble. Her forearms, scented with the remnant odor of lemon 

eucalyptus oil insect repellant, are well-muscled enough to show she can push her way through 

overgrown trails; her rough bare feet are masculine enough to prove she's walked on tough 

terrain. 

     Her eyes follow a sloping meadow: beyond, the flat plain of salt marsh divided by a 

meandering estuary; further, a white swath of granite outcroppings; beyond this, the marsh rising 

again into upland forest. The only sounds she hears are the hum of an old refrigerator, the 

chirping of crickets, the moan of a foghorn from a hump of an island just off the coast.

     For the past three weeks she has been counting birds, making entries into a laptop 

computer log: 1 Medium-tailed Guternatch; 2 Truncated Pipsqueaks; 1 Roasted Titmouse; 1 

Nappy-headed Hoot Owl; 4 Sharp-shinned Slinkers (females only); 1 Albino Albatross; 1 Picbald 

Porcupine Flicktippery; 1 Jack-booted Thugwhomple; 2 Slack-jawed Yokels.

     She likes being alone; better than working in an urban high rise. It's a lovely day, and she 

can't think of any better place to be — more or less.

     "Drab-colored?" she says abruptly, apparently to no one. "You call 'chocolate heather' 

drab-colored?"



That's what it is – drab-colored. I can decide. Does that justify her interruption of a 

carefully planned scene?

     "Well, I don't like what you've done. Are you seriously going to leave me alone in a 

wilderness bird sanctuary? For how long?"

      Not much longer.

     "Oh, really."

     She's going to meet someone new.

     "But you said I like being alone."

      She does and she doesn't.

  "Just who or what in this desolate place is going to be aroused by my masculine-looking 

toes? A black bear?"

     It's not desolate. It's paradisiacal. I like her feet.

     "Oh, come on. What, exactly, am I supposed to be?"

     She's an ornithologist.

     "Oh, brother. Just what is at stake here?"

     She's very smart; she has a Ph.D. in biology from Cornell University. Her thesis was on 

the female reproductive anatomy of the wild turkey.

     "And you call yourself a writer."

     I think she's attractive.

     "Sure; if you're into cloacae."

     Trust me.

     "Do I get a name, or are you going to call me 'she' for the rest of the story?"



     I haven't quite decided. I was thinking 'Midge,' or something, I don't know; I'll work it out 

later.

     "You've got to be kidding. Did I ask to be insecticide-reeking, muscle-bound, big-footed 

Midge-the-Ornithologist in a mediocre piece of fiction by a second- or third-rate fictionalist?"

     See? She shows signs of being an intelligent woman. 

     "Stop calling me 'she,' and, no, I did not ask for that. Being nothing is better than what 

you've planned for me."

     She's going to fall in love.

     "In the middle of nowhere? Brilliant."

     She's going to meet some guy in the woods.

     "What, like you?"

     I can't just stop the story. I've created her, and I'm going to do something with her.

     "Well, then, change the scene. Manhattan, how about it, and pronto?"

     Manhattan's loud and smelly. Here there'll be this guy and the birds — -

     "As if I haven't had enough. Make me into a sexy New York literary agent."

     I don't want her to be a sexy literary agent. I want her to be an ornithologist.

     "Afraid I'd reject both you and your book?"

     Listen; the scene is a remote bird sanctuary. She's an ornithologist whose job is to count 

birds. She's going to fall in love with some guy she meets by chance in the forest. Want me to 

change the feet? Give her small, delicate feet – like a ballet dancer? Dress her in ballet-style shoes 

that lace up around her slender ankles while she looks out the glass doors counting birds?

     "And I could be unbuttoning the top three buttons of my 'expedition shirt' — like this, 

see? — because it's so hot, and right now I'm bending down to unlace my ballet shoes — -"



     If I want to undress her, I will.

     "Creep."

     But that's not what I have in mind. She's an intellectual. This is a subtle story.

     "Well, watch me, Mr. Subtle, while I unsnap the fly-button of my 'drab-colored insect-

shield pants,' unzip half-way down because it's so sticky today, lean my hip on the unfinished pine 

kitchen table. Take a closer look: you've given me a small and very artful tattoo one inch above 

my shaved, lemon-eucalyptus-oil smudged — -"

     I've done no such thing.

     "Then maybe I don't want to be in this story."

     She doesn't have a choice.

     "You think so?"

     She can't just walk out.

     "Watch me. Out this glass door. And quit calling me she."

     It's a point of view thing. Some novelist won the Nobel Prize in Literature using the third-

person singular human/animate female personal pronoun alone.

     "Watch me."

     It's going to rain – really hard. With lightning and thunder. And the bears.

     "Your cheap fragmentary sentences don't frighten me."

     Coyotes, feral cats, rabid foxes, bull moose. I'm not kidding — you have to be careful. I'd 

worry.

     "I don't care what you try to do to me."

     Oh, really? She doesn't care? Well, then, fine; let's see how far she gets, sliding open the 

left door of the double glass doors, slamming it shut behind her, walking barefoot (oh, lovely feet) 



out into the lush, green meadow, the sky clouding up, the heavy air foreshadowing a storm, she, 

walking down the long slope toward the salt estuary, a dragonfly floating past her, vibrating, 

trembling its tiny wings, gliding on the dead-still air, she, becoming smaller and smaller as the 

distance increases, disappearing behind a dip in the meadow above the marsh grass, forever 

gone.

     Oh, the crickets chirping melancholically, the refrigerator's mechanical buzzing making 

the rustic old A-frame suddenly seem unbearably, intolerably silent, the historic lighthouse 

bemoaning 156 years of reclusion. She's on her way to Manhattan. 

To Build a Fire
By Jack London

Day had broken cold and gray, exceedingly cold and gray, when the man turned aside 

from the main Yukon trail and climbed the high earth-bank, where a dim and little-travelled trail 

led eastward through the fat spruce timberland. It was a steep bank, and he paused for breath at 

the top, excusing the act to himself by looking at his watch. It was nine o'clock. There was no sun 

nor hint of sun, though there was not a cloud in the sky. It was a clear day, and yet there seemed 

an intangible pall over the face of things, a subtle gloom that made the day dark, and that was 

due to the absence of sun. This fact did not worry the man. He was used to the lack of sun. It had 

been days since he had seen the sun, and he knew that a few more days must pass before that 

cheerful orb, due south, would just peep above the sky-line and dip immediately from view.

The man flung a look back along the way he had come. The Yukon lay a mile wide and 

hidden under three feet of ice. On top of this ice were as many feet of snow. It was all pure white, 

rolling in gentle undulations where the ice-jams of the freeze-up had formed. North and south, as 

far as his eye could see, it was unbroken white, save for a dark hair-line that curved and twisted 



from around the spruce-covered island to the south, and that curved and twisted away into the 

north, where it disappeared behind another spruce-covered island. This dark hair-line was the 

trail—the main trail—that led south five hundred miles to the Chilcoot Pass, Dyea, and salt 

water; and that led north seventy miles to Dawson, and still on to the north a thousand miles to 

Nulato, and finally to St. Michael on Bering Sea, a thousand miles and half a thousand more.

But all this—the mysterious, far-reaching hair-line trail, the absence of sun from the sky, 

the tremendous cold, and the strangeness and weirdness of it all—made no impression on the 

man. It was not because he was long used to it. He was a newcomer in the land, a chechaquo, 

and this was his first winter. The trouble with him was that he was without imagination. He was 

quick and alert in the things of life, but only in the things, and not in the significances. Fifty 

degrees below zero meant eighty-odd degrees of frost. Such fact impressed him as being cold and 

uncomfortable, and that was all. It did not lead him to meditate upon his frailty as a creature of 

temperature, and upon man's frailty in general, able only to live within certain narrow limits of 

heat and cold; and from there on it did not lead him to the conjectural field of immortality and 

man's place in the universe. Fifty degrees below zero stood for a bite of frost that hurt and that 

must be guarded against by the use of mittens, earflaps, warm moccasins, and thick socks. Fifty 

degrees below zero was to him just precisely fifty degrees below zero. That there should be 

anything more to it than that was a thought that never entered his head.

As he turned to go on, he spat speculatively. There was a sharp, explosive crackle that 

startled him. He spat again. And again, in the air, before it could fall to the snow, the spittle 

crackled. He knew that at fifty below spittle crackled on the snow, but this spittle had crackled in 

the air. Undoubtedly it was colder than fifty below—how much colder he did not know. But the 

temperature did not matter. He was bound for the old claim on the left fork of Henderson Creek, 



where the boys were already. They had come over across the divide from the Indian Creek 

country, while he had come the roundabout way to take a look at the possibilities of getting out 

logs in the spring from the islands in the Yukon. He would be in to camp by six o'clock; a bit after 

dark, it was true, but the boys would be there, a fire would be going, and a hot supper would be 

ready. As for lunch, he pressed his hand against the protruding bundle under his jacket. It was 

also under his shirt, wrapped up in a handkerchief and lying against the naked skin. It was the 

only way to keep the biscuits from freezing. He smiled agreeably to himself as he thought of those 

biscuits, each cut open and sopped in bacon grease, and each enclosing a generous slice of fried 

bacon.

He plunged in among the big spruce trees. The trail was faint. A foot of snow had fallen 

since the last sled had passed over, and he was glad he was without a sled, travelling light. In fact, 

he carried nothing but the lunch wrapped in the handkerchief. He was surprised, however, at the 

cold. It certainly was cold, he concluded, as he rubbed his numb nose and cheekbones with his 

mittened hand. He was a warm-whiskered man, but the hair on his face did not protect the high 

cheekbones and the eager nose that thrust itself aggressively into the frosty air.

At the man's heels trotted a dog, a big native husky, the proper wolf-dog, gray-coated and 

without any visible or temperamental difference from its brother, the wild wolf. The animal was 

depressed by the tremendous cold. It knew that it was no time for travelling. Its instinct told it a 

truer tale than was told to the man by the man's judgment. In reality, it was not merely colder 

than fifty below zero; it was colder than sixty below, than seventy below. It was seventy-five 

below zero. Since the freezing-point is thirty-two above zero, it meant that one hundred and 

seven degrees of frost obtained. The dog did not know anything about thermometers. Possibly in 

its brain there was no sharp consciousness of a condition of very cold such as was in the man's 



brain. But the brute had its instinct. It experienced a vague but menacing apprehension that 

subdued it and made it slink along at the man's heels, and that made it question eagerly every 

unwonted movement of the man as if expecting him to go into camp or to seek shelter 

somewhere and build a fire. The dog had learned fire, and it wanted fire, or else to burrow under 

the snow and cuddle its warmth away from the air.

The frozen moisture of its breathing had settled on its fur in a fine powder of frost, and 

especially were its jowls, muzzle, and eyelashes whitened by its crystalled breath. The man's red 

beard and mustache were likewise frosted, but more solidly, the deposit taking the form of ice 

and increasing with every warm, moist breath he exhaled. Also, the man was chewing tobacco, 

and the muzzle of ice held his lips so rigidly that he was unable to clear his chin when he expelled 

the juice. The result was that a crystal beard of the color and solidity of amber was increasing its 

length on his chin. If he fell down it would shatter itself, like glass, into brittle fragments. But he 

did not mind the appendage. It was the penalty all tobacco-chewers paid in that country, and he 

had been out before in two cold snaps. They had not been so cold as this, he knew, but by the 

spirit thermometer at Sixty Mile he knew they had been registered at fifty below and at fifty-five.

He held on through the level stretch of woods for several miles, crossed a wide flat of 

niggerheads, and dropped down a bank to the frozen bed of a small stream. This was Henderson 

Creek, and he knew he was ten miles from the forks. He looked at his watch. It was ten o'clock. 

He was making four miles an hour, and he calculated that he would arrive at the forks at half-

past twelve. He decided to celebrate that event by eating his lunch there.

The dog dropped in again at his heels, with a tail drooping discouragement, as the man 

swung along the creek-bed. The furrow of the old sled-trail was plainly visible, but a dozen inches 

of snow covered the marks of the last runners. In a month no man had come up or down that 



silent creek. The man held steadily on. He was not much given to thinking, and just then 

particularly he had nothing to think about save that he would eat lunch at the forks and that at 

six o'clock he would be in camp with the boys. There was nobody to talk to; and, had there been, 

speech would have been impossible because of the ice-muzzle on his mouth. So he continued 

monotonously to chew tobacco and to increase the length of his amber beard.

Once in a while the thought reiterated itself that it was very cold and that he had never 

experienced such cold. As he walked along he rubbed his cheekbones and nose with the back of 

his mittened hand. He did this automatically, now and again changing hands. But rub as he 

would, the instant he stopped his cheekbones went numb, and the following instant the end of his 

nose went numb. He was sure to frost his cheeks; he knew that, and experienced a pang of regret 

that he had not devised a nose-strap of the sort Bud wore in cold snaps. Such a strap passed 

across the cheeks, as well, and saved them. But it didn't matter much, after all. What were frosted 

cheeks? A bit painful, that was all; they were never serious.

Empty as the man's mind was of thoughts, he was keenly observant, and he noticed the 

changes in the creek, the curves and bends and timber-jams, and always he sharply noted where 

he placed his feet. Once, coming around a bend, he shied abruptly, like a startled horse, curved 

away from the place where he had been walking, and retreated several paces back along the trail. 

The creek he knew was frozen clear to the bottom,—no creek could contain water in that arctic 

winter,—but he knew also that there were springs that bubbled out from the hillsides and ran 

along under the snow and on top the ice of the creek. He knew that the coldest snaps never froze 

these springs, and he knew likewise their danger. They were traps. They hid pools of water under 

the snow that might be three inches deep, or three feet. Sometimes a skin of ice half an inch thick 

covered them, and in turn was covered by the snow. Sometimes there were alternate layers of 



water and ice-skin, so that when one broke through he kept on breaking through for a while, 

sometimes wetting himself to the waist.

That was why he had shied in such panic. He had felt the give under his feet and heard 

the crackle of a snow-hidden ice-skin. And to get his feet wet in such a temperature meant 

trouble and danger. At the very least it meant delay, for he would be forced to stop and build a 

fire, and under its protection to bare his feet while he dried his socks and moccasins. He stood 

and studied the creek-bed and its banks, and decided that the flow of water came from the right. 

He reflected awhile, rubbing his nose and cheeks, then skirted to the left, stepping gingerly and 

testing the footing for each step. Once clear of the danger, he took a fresh chew of tobacco and 

swung along at his four-mile gait. In the course of the next two hours he came upon several 

similar traps. Usually the snow above the hidden pools had a sunken, candied appearance that 

advertised the danger. Once again, however, he had a close call; and once, suspecting danger, he 

compelled the dog to go on in front. The dog did not want to go. It hung back until the man 

shoved it forward, and then it went quickly across the white, unbroken surface. Suddenly it broke 

through, floundered to one side, and got away to firmer footing. It had wet its forefeet and legs, 

and almost immediately the water that clung to it turned to ice. It made quick efforts to lick the 

ice off its legs, then dropped down in the snow and began to bite out the ice that had formed 

between the toes. This was a matter of instinct. To permit the ice to remain would mean sore 

feet. It did not know this. It merely obeyed the mysterious prompting that arose from the deep 

crypts of its being. But the man knew, having achieved a judgment on the subject, and he 

removed the mitten from his right hand and helped tear out the ice-particles. He did not expose 

his fingers more than a minute, and was astonished at the swift numbness that smote them. It 

certainly was cold. He pulled on the mitten hastily, and beat the hand savagely across his chest.



At twelve o'clock the day was at its brightest. Yet the sun was too far south on its winter 

journey to clear the horizon. The bulge of the earth intervened between it and Henderson Creek, 

where the man walked under a clear sky at noon and cast no shadow. At half-past twelve, to the 

minute, he arrived at the forks of the creek. He was pleased at the speed he had made. If he kept 

it up, he would certainly be with the boys by six. He unbuttoned his jacket and shirt and drew 

forth his lunch. The action consumed no more than a quarter of a minute, yet in that brief 

moment the numbness laid hold of the exposed fingers. He did not put the mitten on, but, 

instead, struck the fingers a dozen sharp smashes against his leg. Then he sat down on a snow-

covered log to eat. The sting that followed upon the striking of his fingers against his leg ceased so 

quickly that he was startled. He had had no chance to take a bite of biscuit. He struck the fingers 

repeatedly and returned them to the mitten, baring the other hand for the purpose of eating. He 

tried to take a mouthful, but the ice-muzzle prevented. He had forgotten to build a fire and thaw 

out. He chuckled at his foolishness, and as he chuckled he noted the numbness creeping into the 

exposed fingers. Also, he noted that the stinging, which had first come to his toes when he sat 

down, was already passing away. He wondered whether the toes were warm or numb. He moved 

them inside the moccasins and decided that they were numb.

He pulled the mitten on hurriedly and stood up. He was a bit frightened. He stamped up 

and down until the stinging returned into the feet. It certainly was cold, was his thought. That 

man from Sulphur Creek had spoken the truth when telling how cold it sometimes got in the 

country. And he had laughed at him at the time! That showed one must not be too sure of things. 

There was no mistake about it, it was cold. He strode up and down, stamping his feet and 

threshing his arms, until reassured by the returning warmth. Then he got out matches and 

proceeded to make a fire. From the undergrowth, where high water of the previous spring had 



lodged a supply of seasoned twigs, he got his firewood. Working carefully from a small beginning, 

he soon had a roaring fire, over which he thawed the ice from his face and in the protection of 

which he ate his biscuits. For the moment the cold of space was outwitted. The dog took 

satisfaction in the fire, stretching out close enough for warmth and far enough away to escape 

being singed.

When the man had finished, he filled his pipe and took his comfortable time over a 

smoke. Then he pulled on his mittens, settled the earflaps of his cap firmly about his ears, and 

took the creek trail up the left fork. The dog was disappointed and yearned back toward the fire. 

This man did not know cold. Possibly all the generations of his ancestry had been ignorant of 

cold, of real cold, of cold one hundred and seven degrees below freezing-point. But the dog knew; 

all its ancestry knew, and it had inherited the knowledge. And it knew that it was not good to 

walk abroad in such fearful cold. It was the time to lie snug in a hole in the snow and wait for a 

curtain of cloud to be drawn across the face of outer space whence this cold came. On the other 

hand, there was no keen intimacy between the dog and the man. The one was the toil-slave of 

the other, and the only caresses it had ever received were the caresses of the whip-lash and of 

harsh and menacing throat-sounds that threatened the whip-lash. So the dog made no effort to 

communicate its apprehension to the man. It was not concerned in the welfare of the man; it was 

for its own sake that it yearned back toward the fire. But the man whistled, and spoke to it with 

the sound of whip-lashes, and the dog swung in at the man's heels and followed after.

The man took a chew of tobacco and proceeded to start a new amber beard. Also, his 

moist breath quickly powdered with white his mustache, eyebrows, and lashes. There did not 

seem to be so many springs on the left fork of the Henderson, and for half an hour the man saw 

no signs of any. And then it happened. At a place where there were no signs, where the soft, 



unbroken snow seemed to advertise solidity beneath, the man broke through. It was not deep. He 

wet himself halfway to the knees before he floundered out to the firm crust.

He was angry, and cursed his luck aloud. He had hoped to get into camp with the boys at 

six o'clock, and this would delay him an hour, for he would have to build a fire and dry out his 

foot-gear. This was imperative at that low temperature—he knew that much; and he turned aside 

to the bank, which he climbed. On top, tangled in the underbrush about the trunks of several 

small spruce trees, was a high-water deposit of dry fire-wood—sticks and twigs, principally, but 

also larger portions of seasoned branches and fine, dry, last-year's grasses. He threw down several 

large pieces on top of the snow. This served for a foundation and prevented the young flame 

from drowning itself in the snow it otherwise would melt. The flame he got by touching a match 

to a small shred of birch-bark that he took from his pocket. This burned even more readily than 

paper. Placing it on the foundation, he fed the young flame with wisps of dry grass and with the 

tiniest dry twigs.

He worked slowly and carefully, keenly aware of his danger. Gradually, as the flame grew 

stronger, he increased the size of the twigs with which he fed it. He squatted in the snow, pulling 

the twigs out from their entanglement in the brush and feeding directly to the flame. He knew 

there must be no failure. When it is seventy-five below zero, a man must not fail in his first 

attempt to build a fire—that is, if his feet are wet. If his feet are dry, and he fails, he can run 

along the trail for half a mile and restore his circulation. But the circulation of wet and freezing 

feet cannot be restored by running when it is seventy-five below. No matter how fast he runs, the 

wet feet will freeze the harder.

All this the man knew. The old-timer on Sulphur Creek had told him about it the 

previous fall, and now he was appreciating the advice. Already all sensation had gone out of his 



feet. To build the fire he had been forced to remove his mittens, and the fingers had quickly gone 

numb. His pace of four miles an hour had kept his heart pumping blood to the surface of his 

body and to all the extremities. But the instant he stopped, the action of the pump eased down. 

The cold of space smote the unprotected tip of the planet, and he, being on that unprotected tip, 

received the full force of the blow. The blood of his body recoiled before it. The blood was alive, 

like the dog, and like the dog it wanted to hide away and cover itself up from the fearful cold. So 

long as he walked four miles an hour, he pumped that blood, willy-nilly, to the surface; but now it 

ebbed away and sank down into the recesses of his body. The extremities were the first to feel its 

absence. His wet feet froze the faster, and his exposed fingers numbed the faster, though they had 

not yet begun to freeze. Nose and cheeks were already freezing, while the skin of all his body 

chilled as it lost its blood.

But he was safe. Toes and nose and cheeks would be only touched by the frost, for the fire 

was beginning to burn with strength. He was feeding it with twigs the size of his finger. In 

another minute he would be able to feed it with branches the size of his wrist, and then he could 

remove his wet foot-gear, and, while it dried, he could keep his naked feet warm by the fire, 

rubbing them at first, of course, with snow. The fire was a success. He was safe. He remembered 

the advice of the old-timer on Sulphur Creek, and smiled. The old-timer had been very serious in 

laying down the law that no man must travel alone in the Klondike after fifty below. Well, here 

he was; he had had the accident; he was alone; and he had saved himself. Those old-timers were 

rather womanish, some of them, he thought. All a man had to do was to keep his head, and he 

was all right. Any man who was a man could travel alone. But it was surprising, the rapidity with 

which his cheeks and nose were freezing. And he had not thought his fingers could go lifeless in 

so short a time. Lifeless they were, for he could scarcely make them move together to grip a twig, 



and they seemed remote from his body and from him. When he touched a twig, he had to look 

and see whether or not he had hold of it. The wires were pretty well down between him and his 

finger-ends.

All of which counted for little. There was the fire, snapping and crackling and promising 

life with every dancing flame. He started to untie his moccasins. They were coated with ice; the 

thick German socks were like sheaths of iron halfway to the knees; and the moccasin strings were 

like rods of steel all twisted and knotted as by some conflagration. For a moment he tugged with 

his numb fingers, then, realizing the folly of it, he drew his sheath-knife.

But before he could cut the strings, it happened. It was his own fault or, rather, his 

mistake. He should not have built the fire under the spruce tree. He should have built it in the 

open. But it had been easier to pull the twigs from the brush and drop them directly on the fire. 

Now the tree under which he had done this carried a weight of snow on its boughs. No wind had 

blown for weeks, and each bough was fully freighted. Each time he had pulled a twig he had 

communicated a slight agitation to the tree—an imperceptible agitation, so far as he was 

concerned, but an agitation sufficient to bring about the disaster. High up in the tree one bough 

capsized its load of snow. This fell on the boughs beneath, capsizing them. This process 

continued, spreading out and involving the whole tree. It grew like an avalanche, and it 

descended without warning upon the man and the fire, and the fire was blotted out! Where it had 

burned was a mantle of fresh and disordered snow.

The man was shocked. It was as though he had just heard his own sentence of death. For 

a moment he sat and stared at the spot where the fire had been. Then he grew very calm. 

Perhaps the old-timer on Sulphur Creek was right. If he had only had a trail-mate he would have 

been in no danger now. The trail-mate could have built the fire. Well, it was up to him to build 



the fire over again, and this second time there must be no failure. Even if he succeeded, he would 

most likely lose some toes. His feet must be badly frozen by now, and there would be some time 

before the second fire was ready.

Such were his thoughts, but he did not sit and think them. He was busy all the time they 

were passing through his mind. He made a new foundation for a fire, this time in the open, 

where no treacherous tree could blot it out. Next, he gathered dry grasses and tiny twigs from the 

high-water flotsam. He could not bring his fingers together to pull them out, but he was able to 

gather them by the handful. In this way he got many rotten twigs and bits of green moss that 

were undesirable, but it was the best he could do. He worked methodically, even collecting an 

armful of the larger branches to be used later when the fire gathered strength. And all the while 

the dog sat and watched him, a certain yearning wistfulness in its eyes, for it looked upon him as 

the fire-provider, and the fire was slow in coming.

When all was ready, the man reached in his pocket for a second piece of birch-bark. He 

knew the bark was there, and, though he could not feel it with his fingers, he could hear its crisp 

rustling as he fumbled for it. Try as he would, he could not clutch hold of it. And all the time, in 

his consciousness, was the knowledge that each instant his feet were freezing. This thought 

tended to put him in a panic, but he fought against it and kept calm. He pulled on his mittens 

with his teeth, and threshed his arms back and forth, beating his hands with all his might against 

his sides. He did this sitting down, and he stood up to do it; and all the while the dog sat in the 

snow, its wolf-brush of a tail curled around warmly over its forefeet, its sharp wolf-ears pricked 

forward intently as it watched the man. And the man, as he beat and threshed with his arms and 

hands, felt a great surge of envy as he regarded the creature that was warm and secure in its 

natural covering.



After a time he was aware of the first faraway signals of sensation in his beaten fingers. 

The faint tingling grew stronger till it evolved into a stinging ache that was excruciating, but 

which the man hailed with satisfaction. He stripped the mitten from his right hand and fetched 

forth the birch-bark. The exposed fingers were quickly going numb again. Next he brought out 

his bunch of sulphur matches. But the tremendous cold had already driven the life out of his 

fingers. In his effort to separate one match from the others, the whole bunch fell in the snow. He 

tried to pick it out of the snow, but failed. The dead fingers could neither touch nor clutch. He 

was very careful. He drove the thought of his freezing feet, and nose, and cheeks, out of his mind, 

devoting his whole soul to the matches. He watched, using the sense of vision in place of that of 

touch, and when he saw his fingers on each side the bunch, he closed them—that is, he willed to 

close them, for the wires were down, and the fingers did not obey. He pulled the mitten on the 

right hand, and beat it fiercely against his knee. Then, with both mittened hands, he scooped the 

bunch of matches, along with much snow, into his lap. Yet he was no better off.

After some manipulation he managed to get the bunch between the heels of his mittened 

hands. In this fashion he carried it to his mouth. The ice crackled and snapped when by a violent 

effort he opened his mouth. He drew the lower jaw in, curled the upper lip out of the way, and 

scraped the bunch with his upper teeth in order to separate a match. He succeeded in getting 

one, which he dropped on his lap. He was no better off. He could not pick it up. Then he devised 

a way. He picked it up in his teeth and scratched it on his leg. Twenty times he scratched before 

he succeeded in lighting it. As it flamed he held it with his teeth to the birch-bark. But the 

burning brimstone went up his nostrils and into his lungs, causing him to cough spasmodically. 

The match fell into the snow and went out.



The old-timer on Sulphur Creek was right, he thought in the moment of controlled 

despair that ensued: after fifty below, a man should travel with a partner. He beat his hands, but 

failed in exciting any sensation. Suddenly he bared both hands, removing the mittens with his 

teeth. He caught the whole bunch between the heels of his hands. His arm-muscles not being 

frozen enabled him to press the hand-heels tightly against the matches. Then he scratched the 

bunch along his leg. It flared into flame, seventy sulphur matches at once! There was no wind to 

blow them out. He kept his head to one side to escape the strangling fumes, and held the blazing 

bunch to the birch-bark. As he so held it, he became aware of sensation in his hand. His flesh was 

burning. He could smell it. Deep down below the surface he could feel it. The sensation 

developed into pain that grew acute. And still he endured it, holding the flame of the matches 

clumsily to the bark that would not light readily because his own burning hands were in the way, 

absorbing most of the flame.

At last, when he could endure no more, he jerked his hands apart. The blazing matches 

fell sizzling into the snow, but the birch-bark was alight. He began laying dry grasses and the 

tiniest twigs on the flame. He could not pick and choose, for he had to lift the fuel between the 

heels of his hands. Small pieces of rotten wood and green moss clung to the twigs, and he bit 

them off as well as he could with his teeth. He cherished the flame carefully and awkwardly. It 

meant life, and it must not perish. The withdrawal of blood from the surface of his body now 

made him begin to shiver, and he grew more awkward. A large piece of green moss fell squarely 

on the little fire. He tried to poke it out with his fingers, but his shivering frame made him poke 

too far, and he disrupted the nucleus of the little fire, the burning grasses and tiny twigs 

separating and scattering. He tried to poke them together again, but in spite of the tenseness of 

the effort, his shivering got away with him, and the twigs were hopelessly scattered. Each twig 



gushed a puff of smoke and went out. The fire-provider had failed. As he looked apathetically 

about him, his eyes chanced on the dog, sitting across the ruins of the fire from him, in the snow, 

making restless, hunching movements, slightly lifting one forefoot and then the other, shifting its 

weight back and forth on them with wistful eagerness.

The sight of the dog put a wild idea into his head. He remembered the tale of the man, 

caught in a blizzard, who killed a steer and crawled inside the carcass, and so was saved. He 

would kill the dog and bury his hands in the warm body until the numbness went out of them. 

Then he could build another fire. He spoke to the dog, calling it to him; but in his voice was a 

strange note of fear that frightened the animal, who had never known the man to speak in such 

way before. Something was the matter, and its suspicious nature sensed danger—it knew not 

what danger, but somewhere, somehow, in its brain arose an apprehension of the man. It 

flattened its ears down at the sound of the man's voice, and its restless, hunching movements and 

the liftings and shiftings of its forefeet became more pronounced; but it would not come to the 

man. He got on his hands and knees and crawled toward the dog. This unusual posture again 

excited suspicion, and the animal sidled mincingly away.

The man sat up in the snow for a moment and struggled for calmness. Then he pulled on 

his mittens, by means of his teeth, and got upon his feet. He glanced down at first in order to 

assure himself that he was really standing up, for the absence of sensation in his feet left him 

unrelated to the earth. His erect position in itself started to drive the webs of suspicion from the 

dog's mind; and when he spoke peremptorily, with the sound of whip-lashes in his voice, the dog 

rendered its customary allegiance and came to him. As it came within reaching distance, the man 

lost his control. His arms flashed out to the dog, and he experienced genuine surprise when he 

discovered that his hands could not clutch, that there was neither bend nor feeling in the fingers. 



He had forgotten for the moment that they were frozen and that they were freezing more and 

more. All this happened quickly, and before the animal could get away, he encircled its body 

with his arms. He sat down in the snow, and in this fashion held the dog, while it snarled and 

whined and struggled.

But it was all he could do, hold its body encircled in his arms and sit there. He realized 

that he could not kill the dog. There was no way to do it. With his helpless hands he could 

neither draw nor hold his sheath-knife nor throttle the animal. He released it, and it plunged 

wildly away, with tail between its legs, and still snarling. It halted forty feet away and surveyed 

him curiously, with ears sharply pricked forward. The man looked down at his hands in order to 

locate them, and found them hanging on the ends of his arms. It struck him as curious that one 

should have to use his eyes in order to find out where his hands were. He began threshing his 

arms back and forth, beating the mittened hands against his sides. He did this for five minutes, 

violently, and his heart pumped enough blood up to the surface to put a stop to his shivering. But 

no sensation was aroused in the hands. He had an impression that they hung like weights on the 

ends of his arms, but when he tried to run the impression down, he could not find it.

A certain fear of death, dull and oppressive, came to him. This fear quickly became 

poignant as he realized that it was no longer a mere matter of freezing his fingers and toes, or of 

losing his hands and feet, but that it was a matter of life and death with the chances against him. 

This threw him into a panic, and he turned and ran up the creek-bed along the old, dim trail. 

The dog joined in behind and kept up with him. He ran blindly, without intention, in fear such 

as he had never known in his life. Slowly, as he ploughed and floundered through the snow, he 

began to see things again,—the banks of the creek, the old timber-jams, the leafless aspens, and 

the sky. The running made him feel better. He did not shiver. Maybe, if he ran on, his feet would 



thaw out; and, anyway, if he ran far enough, he would reach camp and the boys. Without doubt 

he would lose some fingers and toes and some of his face; but the boys would take care of him, 

and save the rest of him when he got there. And at the same time there was another thought in 

his mind that said he would never get to the camp and the boys; that it was too many miles away, 

that the freezing had too great a start on him, and that he would soon be stiff and dead. This 

thought he kept in the background and refused to consider. Sometimes it pushed itself forward 

and demanded to be heard, but he thrust it back and strove to think of other things.

It struck him as curious that he could run at all on feet so frozen that he could not feel 

them when they struck the earth and took the weight of his body. He seemed to himself to skim 

along above the surface, and to have no connection with the earth. Somewhere he had once seen 

a winged Mercury, and he wondered if Mercury felt as he felt when skimming over the earth.

His theory of running until he reached camp and the boys had one flaw in it: he lacked 

the endurance. Several times he stumbled, and finally he tottered, crumpled up, and fell. When 

he tried to rise, he failed. He must sit and rest, he decided, and next time he would merely walk 

and keep on going. As he sat and regained his breath, he noted that he was feeling quite warm 

and comfortable. He was not shivering, and it even seemed that a warm glow had come to his 

chest and trunk. And yet, when he touched his nose or cheeks, there was no sensation. Running 

would not thaw them out. Nor would it thaw out his hands and feet. Then the thought came to 

him that the frozen portions of his body must be extending. He tried to keep this thought down, 

to forget it, to think of something else; he was aware of the panicky feeling that it caused, and he 

was afraid of the panic. But the thought asserted itself, and persisted, until it produced a vision of 

his body totally frozen. This was too much, and he made another wild run along the trail. Once 

he slowed down to a walk, but the thought of the freezing extending itself made him run again.



And all the time the dog ran with him, at his heels. When he fell down a second time, it 

curled its tail over its forefeet and sat in front of him, facing him, curiously eager and intent. The 

warmth and security of the animal angered him, and he cursed it till it flattened down its ears 

appeasingly. This time the shivering came more quickly upon the man. He was losing in his 

battle with the frost. It was creeping into his body from all sides. The thought of it drove him on, 

but he ran no more than a hundred feet, when he staggered and pitched headlong. It was his last 

panic. When he had recovered his breath and control, he sat up and entertained in his mind the 

conception of meeting death with dignity. However, the conception did not 

come to him in such terms. His idea of it was that he had been making a fool of 

himself, running around like a chicken with its head cut off—such was the simile that occurred to 

him. Well, he was bound to freeze anyway, and he might as well take it decently. With this new-

found peace of mind came the first glimmerings of drowsiness. A good idea, he thought, to sleep 

off to death. It was like taking an anesthetic. Freezing was not so bad as people thought. There 

were lots worse ways to die.

He pictured the boys finding his body next day. Suddenly he found himself with them, 

coming along the trail and looking for himself. And, still with them, he came around a turn in the 

trail and found himself lying in the snow. He did not belong with himself any more, for even then 

he was out of himself, standing with the boys and looking at himself in the snow. It certainly was 

cold, was his thought. When he got back to the States he could tell the folks what real cold was. 

He drifted on from this to a vision of the old-timer on Sulphur Creek. He could see him quite 

clearly, warm and comfortable, and smoking a pipe.

"You were right, old hoss; you were right," the man mumbled to the old-timer of Sulphur 

Creek.



Then the man drowsed off into what seemed to him the most comfortable and satisfying 

sleep he had ever known. The dog sat facing him and waiting. The brief day drew to a close in a 

long, slow twilight. There were no signs of a fire to be made, and, besides, never in the dog's 

experience had it known a man to sit like that in the snow and make no fire. As the twilight drew 

on, its eager yearning for the fire mastered it, and with a great lifting and shifting of forefeet, it 

whined softly, then flattened its ears down in anticipation of being chidden by the man. But the 

man remained silent. Later, the dog whined loudly. And still later it crept close to the man and 

caught the scent of death. This made the animal bristle and back away. A little longer it delayed, 

howling under the stars that leaped and danced and shone brightly in the cold sky. Then it 

turned and trotted up the trail in the direction of the camp it knew, where were the other food-

providers and fire-providers.

The Monkey’s Paw
By W. W. Jacobs

"Be careful what you wish for, you may receive it." —Anonymous

Part I
Without, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlour of Laburnum villa the 

blinds were drawn and the fire burned brightly. Father and son were at chess; the former, who 

possessed ideas about the game involving radical chances, putting his king into such sharp and 

unnecessary perils that it even provoked comment from the white-haired old lady knitting 

placidly by the fire.



"Hark at the wind," said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake after it was too late, 

was amiably desirous of preventing his son from seeing it.

"I'm listening," said the latter grimly surveying the board as he stretched out his hand. 

"Check."

"I should hardly think that he's come tonight, " said his father, with his hand poised over 

the board.

"Mate," replied the son.

"That's the worst of living so far out," balled Mr. White with sudden and unlooked-for 

violence; "Of all the beastly, slushy, out of the way places to live in, this is the worst. Path's a bog, 

and the road's a torrent. I don't know what people are thinking about. I suppose because only 

two houses in the road are let, they think it doesn't matter."

"Never mind, dear," said his wife soothingly; "perhaps you'll win the next one."

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a knowing glance between mother 

and son. The words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin grey beard.

"There he is," said Herbert White as the gate banged to loudly and heavy footsteps came 

toward the door. 

The old man rose with hospitable haste and opening the door, was heard condoling with 

the new arrival. The new arrival also condoled with himself, so that Mrs. White said, "Tut, tut!" 

and coughed gently as her husband entered the room followed by a tall, burly man, beady of eye 

and rubicund of visage.

"Sergeant-Major Morris, " he said, introducing him.

The Sergeant-Major took hands and taking the proffered seat by the fire, watched 

contentedly as his host got out whiskey and tumblers and stood a small copper kettle on the fire.



At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little family circle 

regarding with eager interest this visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad shoulders in 

the chair and spoke of wild scenes and doughty deeds; of wars and plagues and strange peoples.

"Twenty-one years of it," said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son. "When he went 

away he was a slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look at him."

"He don't look to have taken much harm,” said Mrs. White politely.

"I'd like to go to India myself," said the old man, just to look around a bit, you know."

"Better where you are," said the Sergeant-Major, shaking his head. He put down the 

empty glass and sighing softly, shook it again.

"I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers," said the old man. "What 

was that that you started telling me the other day about a monkey's paw or something, Morris?"

"Nothing." said the soldier hastily. "Leastways, nothing worth hearing."

"Monkey's paw?" said Mrs. White curiously.

"Well, it's just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps." said the Sergeant-Major off-

handedly.

His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absent-mindedly put his empty 

glass to his lips and then set it down again. His host filled it for him again.

"To look at," said the Sergeant-Major, fumbling in his pocket, "it's just an ordinary little 

paw, dried to a mummy." 

He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew back with a 

grimace, but her son, taking it, examined it curiously.

"And what is there special about it?" inquired Mr. White as he took it from his son, and 

having examined it, placed it upon the table.



"It had a spell put on it by an old Fakir," said the Sergeant-Major, "a very holy man. He 

wanted to show that fate ruled people's lives, and that those who interfered with it did so to their 

sorrow. He put a spell on it so that three separate men could each have three wishes from it."

His manners were so impressive that his hearers were conscious that their light laughter 

had jarred somewhat.

"Well, why don't you have three, sir?" said Herbert White cleverly.

The soldier regarded him the way that middle age is wont to regard presumptuous youth. 

“I have," he said quietly, and his blotchy face whitened.

"And did you really have the three wishes granted?" asked Mrs. White.

"I did," said the Sergeant-Major, and his glass tapped against his strong teeth.

"And has anybody else wished?" persisted the old lady.

"The first man had his three wishes. Yes," was the reply, "I don't know what the first two 

were, but the third was for death. That's how I got the paw."

His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group.

"If you've had your three wishes it's no good to you now then Morris," said the old man at 

last. "What do you keep it for?"

The soldier shook his head. "Fancy I suppose," he said slowly. " I did have some idea of 

selling it, but I don't think I will. It has caused me enough mischief already. Besides, people won't 

buy. They think it's a fairy tale, some of them; and those who do think anything of it want to try 

it first and pay me afterward."

"If you could have another three wishes," said the old man, eyeing him keenly, "would 

you have them?"

"I don't know," said the other. "I don't know."



He took the paw, and dangling it between his forefinger and thumb, suddenly threw it 

upon the fire. White, with a slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off.

"Better let it burn," said the soldier solemnly.

"If you don't want it Morris," said the other, "give it to me."

"I won't," said his friend doggedly. "I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, don't blame me 

for what happens. Pitch it on the fire like a sensible man."

The other shook his head and examined his possession closely. "How do you do it?" he 

inquired.

"Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud," said the Sergeant-Major, "But I warn 

you of the consequences."

"Sounds like the 'Arabian Nights'," said Mrs. White, as she rose and began to set the 

supper. "Don't you think you might wish for four pairs of hands for me."

Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket, and all three burst into laughter as the 

Sergeant-Major, with a look of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm.

"If you must wish," he said gruffly, "Wish for something sensible."

Mr. White dropped it back in his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his friend to the 

table. In the business of supper the talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the three sat 

listening in an enthralled fashion to a second installment of the soldier's adventures in India.

"If the tale about the monkey's paw is not more truthful than those he has been telling 

us," said Herbert, as the door closed behind their guest, just in time to catch the last train, "we 

shan't make much out of it."

"Did you give anything for it, father?" inquired Mrs. White, regarding her husband 

closely.



"A trifle," said he, colouring slightly. "He didn't want it, but I made him take it. And he 

pressed me again to throw it away."

"Likely," said Herbert, with pretended horror. "Why, we're going to be rich, and famous, 

and happy. Wish to be an emperor, father, to begin with; then you can't be henpecked."

He darted around the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed with an 

antimacassar.

Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. "I don't know what to 

wish for, and that's a fact," he said slowly. It seems to me I've got all I want."

"If you only cleared the house, you'd be quite happy, wouldn't you!" said Herbert, with 

his hand on his shoulder. "Well, wish for two hundred pounds, then; that'll just do it."

His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up the talisman, as his son, 

with a solemn face, somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, sat down and struck a few 

impressive chords.

"I wish for two hundred pounds," said the old man distinctly.

A fine crash from the piano greeted his words, interrupted by a shuddering cry from the 

old man. His wife and son ran toward him.

"It moved," he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on the floor. "As I 

wished, it twisted in my hand like a snake."

"Well, I don't see the money," said his son, as he picked it up and placed it on the table, 

"and I bet I never shall."

"It must have been your fancy, father," said his wife, regarding him anxiously.

He shook his head. "Never mind, though; there's no harm done, but it gave me a shock 

all the same."



They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. Outside, the wind 

was higher than ever, and the old man started nervously at the sound of a door banging upstairs. 

A silence unusual and depressing settled on all three, which lasted until the old couple rose to 

retire for the rest of the night.

"I expect you'll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the middle of your bed," said Herbert, 

as he bade them good night, " and something horrible squatting on top of your wardrobe 

watching you as you pocket your ill-gotten gains."

He sat alone in the darkness, gazing at the dying fire, and seeing faces in it. The last was 

so horrible and so simian that he gazed at it in amazement. It got so vivid that, with a little 

uneasy laugh, he felt on the table for a glass containing a little water to throw over it. His hand 

grasped the monkey's paw, and with a little shiver he wiped his hand on his coat and went up to 

bed.

Part II
In the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed over the breakfast table he 

laughed at his fears. There was an air of prosaic wholesomeness about the room, which it had 

lacked on the previous night, and the dirty, shriveled little paw was pitched on the side-board 

with a carelessness, which betokened no great belief in its virtues.

"I suppose all old soldiers are the same," said Mrs. White. "The idea of our listening to 

such nonsense! How could wishes be granted in these days? And if they could, how could two 

hundred pounds hurt you, father?"

"Might drop on his head from the sky," said the frivolous Herbert.

"Morris said the things happened so naturally," said his father, "that you might if you so 

wished attribute it to coincidence."



"Well don't break into the money before I come back," said Herbert as he rose from the 

table. "I'm afraid it'll turn you into a mean, avaricious man, and we shall have to disown you."

His mother laughed, and following him to the door, watched him down the road; and 

returning to the breakfast table, was very happy at the expense of her husband's credulity. All of 

which did not prevent her from scurrying to the door at the postman's knock, nor prevent her 

from referring somewhat shortly to retired Sergeant-Majors of bibulous habits when she found 

that the post brought a tailor's bill.

"Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, when he comes home," she 

said as they sat at dinner.

"I dare say," said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer; "but for all that, the thing 

moved in my hand; that I'll swear to."

"You thought it did," said the old lady soothingly.

"I say it did," replied the other. "There was no thought about it; I had just - What's the 

matter?"

His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious movements of a man outside, 

who, peering in an undecided fashion at the house, appeared to be trying to make up his mind to 

enter. In mental connection with the two hundred pounds, she noticed that the stranger was well 

dressed, and wore a silk hat of glossy newness. Three times he paused at the gate, and then 

walked on again. The fourth time he stood with his hand upon it, and then with sudden 

resolution flung it open and walked up the path. Mrs. White at the same moment placed her 

hands behind her, and hurriedly unfastening the strings of her apron, put that useful article of 

apparel beneath the cushion of her chair.



She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into the room. He gazed at her 

furtively, and listened in a preoccupied fashion as the old lady apologized for the appearance of 

the room, and her husband's coat, a garment which he usually reserved for the garden. She then 

waited as patiently as her sex would permit for him to broach his business, but he was at first 

strangely silent.

"I - was asked to call," he said at last, and stooped and picked a piece of cotton from his 

trousers. "I come from 'Maw and Meggins.' "

The old lady started. "Is anything the matter?" she asked breathlessly. "Has anything 

happened to Herbert? What is it? What is it? 

Her husband interposed. "There, there mother," he said hastily. "Sit down, and don't 

jump to conclusions. You've not brought bad news, I'm sure sir," and eyed the other wistfully.

"I'm sorry -" began the visitor.

"Is he hurt?" demanded the mother wildly.

The visitor bowed in assent. "Badly hurt," he said quietly, "but he is not in any pain."

"Oh thank God!" said the old woman, clasping her hands. "Thank God for that! Thank - 

"

She broke off as the sinister meaning of the assurance dawned on her and she saw the 

awful confirmation of her fears in the others averted face. She caught her breath, and turning to 

her slower-witted husband, laid her trembling hand on his. There was a long silence.

"He was caught in the machinery," said the visitor at length in a low voice.

"Caught in the machinery," repeated Mr. White, in a dazed fashion, “yes."

He sat staring out the window, and taking his wife's hand between his own, pressed it as 

he had been wont to do in their old courting days nearly forty years before.



"He was the only one left to us," he said, turning gently to the visitor. "It is hard."

The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the window. " The firm wishes me to 

convey their sincere sympathy with you in your great loss," he said, without looking round. "I beg 

that you will understand I am only their servant and merely obeying orders."

There was no reply; the old woman’s face was white, her eyes staring, and her breath 

inaudible; on the husband's face was a look such as his friend the Sergeant might have carried 

into his first action.

"I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all responsibility," continued the other. 

"They admit no liability at all, but in consideration of your son's services, they wish to present 

you with a certain sum as compensation."

Mr. White dropped his wife's hand, and rising to his feet, gazed with a look of horror at 

his visitor. His dry lips shaped the words, "How much?" 

"Two hundred pounds," was the answer.

Unconscious of his wife's shriek, the old man smiled faintly, put out his hands like a 

sightless man, and dropped, a senseless heap, to the floor.

Part III
In the huge new cemetery, some two miles distant, the old people buried their dead, and 

came back to the house steeped in shadows and silence. It was all over so quickly that at first they 

could hardly realize it, and remained in a state of expectation as though of something else to 

happen - something else which was to lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear.

But the days passed, and expectations gave way to resignation - the hopeless resignation 

of the old, sometimes miscalled apathy. Sometimes they hardly exchanged a word, for now they 

had nothing to talk about, and their days were long to weariness.



It was a about a week after that the old man, waking suddenly in the night, stretched out 

his hand and found himself alone. The room was in darkness, and the sound of subdued weeping 

came from the window. He raised himself in bed and listened.

"Come back," he said tenderly. "You will be cold."

"It is colder for my son," said the old woman, and wept afresh.

The sounds of her sobs died away on his ears. The bed was warm, and his eyes heavy 

with sleep. He dozed fitfully, and then slept until a sudden wild cry from his wife awoke him with 

a start.

"THE PAW!" she cried wildly. "THE MONKEY'S PAW!"

He started up in alarm. "Where? Where is it? What’s the matter?"

She came stumbling across the room toward him. "I want it," she said quietly. "You've 

not destroyed it?"

"It's in the parlour, on the bracket," he replied, marveling. "Why?"

She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his cheek.

"I only just thought of it," she said hysterically. "Why didn't I think of it before? Why 

didn't you think of it?"

"Think of what?" he questioned.

"The other two wishes," she replied rapidly. "We've only had one."

"Was not that enough?" he demanded fiercely.

"No," she cried triumphantly. "We'll have one more. Go down and get it quickly, and 

wish our boy alive again."

The man sat in bed and flung the bedclothes from his quaking limbs. “Good God, you 

are mad!" he cried aghast. "Get it," she panted, "get it quickly, and wish - Oh my boy, my boy!"



Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. "Get back to bed he said unsteadily. "You 

don't know what you are saying."

"We had the first wish granted," said the old woman, feverishly, "why not the second?"

"A coincidence," stammered the old man.

"Go get it and wish," cried his wife, quivering with excitement.

The old man turned and regarded her, and his voice shook. "He has been dead ten days, 

and besides he - I would not tell you else, but - I could only recognize him by his clothing. If he 

was too terrible for you to see then, how now?"

"Bring him back," cried the old woman, and dragged him towards the door. "Do you 

think I fear the child I have nursed?"

He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the parlour, and then to the 

mantelpiece. The talisman was in its place, and a horrible fear that the unspoken wish might 

bring his mutilated son before him ere he could escape from the room seized up on him, and he 

caught his breath as he found that he had lost the direction of the door. His brow cold with 

sweat, he felt his way round the table, and groped along the wall until he found himself in the 

small passage with the unwholesome thing in his hand.

Even his wife's face seemed changed as he entered the room. It was white and expectant, 

and to his fears seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. He was afraid of her.

"WISH!" she cried in a strong voice.

"It is foolish and wicked," he faltered.

"WISH!" repeated his wife.

He raised his hand. "I wish my son alive again."



The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it fearfully. Then he sank trembling into a 

chair as the old woman, with burning eyes, walked to the window and raised the blind.

He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing occasionally at the figure of the old 

woman peering through the window. The candle-end, which had burned below the rim of the 

china candlestick, was throwing pulsating shadows on the ceiling and walls, until with a flicker 

larger than the rest, it expired. The old man, with an unspeakable sense of relief at the failure of 

the talisman, crept back to his bed, and a minute afterward the old woman came silently and 

apathetically beside him.

Neither spoke, but sat silently listening to the ticking of the clock. A stair creaked, and a 

squeaky mouse scurried noisily through the wall. The darkness was oppressive, and after lying for 

some time screwing up his courage, he took the box of matches, and striking one, went 

downstairs for a candle.

At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused to strike another; and at the 

same moment a knock came so quiet and stealthy as to be scarcely audible, sounded on the front 

door.

The matches fell from his hand and spilled in the passage. He stood motionless, his breath 

suspended until the knock was repeated. Then he turned and fled swiftly back to his room, and 

closed the door behind him. A third knock sounded through the house.

"WHAT’S THAT?" cried the old woman, starting up.

"A rat," said the old man in shaking tones - "a rat. It passed me on the stairs."

His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded through the house.

"It's Herbert!"



She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, and catching her by the arm, held 

her tightly.

"What are you going to do?" he whispered hoarsely.

"It's my boy; it's Herbert!" she cried, struggling mechanically. "I forgot it was two miles 

away. What are you holding me for? Let go. I must open the door."

"For God's sake don't let it in," cried the old man, trembling.

"You're afraid of your own son," she cried struggling. "Let me go. I'm coming, Herbert; 

I'm coming."

There was another knock, and another. The old woman with a sudden wrench broke free 

and ran from the room. Her husband followed to the landing, and called after her appealingly as 

she hurried downstairs. He heard the chain rattle back and the bolt drawn slowly and stiffly from 

the socket. Then the old woman’s voice, strained and panting.

"The bolt," she cried loudly. "Come down. I can't reach it."

But her husband was on his hands and knees groping wildly on the floor in search of the 

paw. If only he could find it before the thing outside got in. A perfect fusillade of knocks 

reverberated through the house, and he heard the scraping of a chair as his wife as his wife put it 

down in the passage against the door. He heard the creaking of the bolt as it came slowly back, 

and at the same moment he found the monkey's paw, and frantically breathed his third and last 

wish.

The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it were still in the house. He heard 

the chair drawn back, and the door opened. A cold wind rushed up the staircase, and a long loud 

wail of disappointment and misery from his wife gave him the courage to run down to her side, 



and then to the gate beyond. The street lamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet and deserted 

road.

A Sound of Thunder
By Ray Bradbury

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 I 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, 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." 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, I 

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. Traveling 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," 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. 

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. 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 Illinois." 

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

The sun stopped in the sky. 

The fog that had enveloped the Machine blew away and they were in an old time, a very 

old time indeed, three hunters and two Safari Heads with their blue metal guns across their 

knees. 

"Christ isn't born yet," said Travis, "Moses has not gone to the mountains to talk with 

God. The Pyramids are still in the earth, waiting to be cut out and put up. Remember that. 

Alexander, Caesar, Napoleon, Hitler-none of them exists." The man nodded. 

"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 streaming 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. I repeat. Don't go off. For any reason! If you fall off, 

there's a penalty. And don't shoot any animal we don't okay." 

"Why?" asked Eckels. 

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

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



"We don't want to change the Future. 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. "Well, what about the foxes that'll need those mice to 

survive? For want of ten mice, a fox dies. For want of ten foxes a lion starves. For want of a lion, 

all manner of insects, vultures, infinite billions of life forms are thrown into chaos and 

destruction. Eventually it all boils down to this: fifty-nine million years later, a caveman, one of a 

dozen in 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!" 

"I 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 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?" 

"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 I find 

one that's going to die when a tree falls on him, or one that drowns in a tar pit, I note the exact 

hour, minute, and second. I shoot a paint bomb. It leaves a red patch on his side. We can't miss 

it. Then I 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," 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 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," 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, came Tyrannosaurus Rex. 

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

"Sh!" 



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, 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." 



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

want out." 

"It sees us!" 

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

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. I was always sure I'd 

come through alive. I had good guides, good safaris, and safety. This time, I 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!" 

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. 

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. 

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. 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. 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, 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. 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!" 

The jungle was alive again, full of the old tremorings and bird cries. Eckels turned slowly 

to regard the primeval garbage dump, that hill of nightmares and terror. After a long time, like a 

sleepwalker he shuffled out along the Path. 

He returned, shuddering, five minutes later, his arms soaked and red to the elbows. He 

held out his hands. Each held a number of steel bullets. Then he fell. He lay where he fell, not 

moving. 

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



"Didn't 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, I might kill 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 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, and there was a thing to the air, a chemical taint so 

subtle, so slight, that only a faint cry of his subliminal senses warned him it was there. The colors, 

white, gray, blue, orange, in the wall, in the furniture, in the sky beyond the window, were . . . 

were . . . . And there was a feel. His flesh twitched. His hands twitched. He stood drinking the 

oddness with the pores of his body. Somewhere, someone must have been screaming one of those 

whistles that only a dog can hear. His body screamed silence in return. Beyond this room, 

beyond this wall, beyond this man who was not quite the same man seated at this desk that was 

not quite the same desk . . . lay an entire world of streets and people. What sort of world it was 

now, there was no telling. He could feel them moving there, beyond the walls, almost, like so 

many chess pieces blown in a dry wind .... 

But the immediate thing was the sign painted on the office wall, 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. 

"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. His mouth trembled, asking: "Who - who won the presidential election 

yesterday?" 

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. 


