there will Come
SOt rdains...

THE SUN CAME OUT FROM BEHIND THE RAIN, THE HOUSE STOOD ALONE IN A CITY OF RUBBLE AND ASHES.
THIS WAS THE ONE HOUSE LEFT STANDING! AT NIGHT, THE RUINED CITY 8AVE OFF A RADIOACTIVE GLOW
WHICH COULD BE SEEN FOR IILE'I THE ENTIRE WEST FACE OF THE HOUSE WAS BLACK, SAVE FOR FIVE
PLACES. HERE, THE WHITE SILMOUETTE OF A MAN MOWED A LAWN . THERE, AS IN A PHOTOGRAPH, A WOMAN BENT

TO PICK FLOWERS. STILL FARTHER OVER, THE!IR IMAGES OUTLINED IN ONE TITANC INSTANT, A SMALL BOY,
HANDS FLUNG INTO THE AIR...HIGHER UP, THE IMAGE OF A THROWN BALL.. un OPPOSITE HIM, A GIRL,
HANDS u:s:nmcmum:m-mau usﬁn BANE DO i T it s :

=3 %I|E ADAPTED FROM A STORY BY
__M RAY BRADBURY

e . .

'ﬁ:-nﬂmﬂwm memmmﬂummmmmm m; :
CHARCOAL LAYER...

THE MORNING HOUSE LAY EMPTY. IN THE LIUIHm IH THE KITCHEN, THE “HIFIET STOVE GAYE A

THE VOIOE-OLOCK SANG, REPEATING AND REPEATING HISSING SIBH AND EJECTED FROM ITS WARM INTER-

ITS SOUNDE INTO THE EMPTINESS.. IOR EIGHT PIECES OF PERFECTLY BROWNED TODAST,
up! TIME TO GET UP! SEVEN O'CLOCK...

OF MILK. . SEVEN-NINE ! BREAKFAST TIME!

BACON, TWO COFFEES,AND TWO COOL GLASSES
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