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THE TALE OF THE TERRIBLE TYPER
——— DY Ray Bradbury

“God, what an ideal™ Golossal} St

upendous! Hideous}® Wade Shurp gloated over
the clicking keys of his ¥ypewriter. "Wny this story will be so good that Stmeet
and Smith will pay me five cents a wordl* i ¢

"Take it easy!" I told him, “Yau haven't so0ld anything yet."
"Bahl" He spat thw word out like a maggoted olive, "Who gives a damn!"

"You'll uasip your operation if you den't take it careful,” I went on, secret-
ly edging toward the door. Shurp turned one blood veined eye to me., "“I'm putting,”
he gibbered, “everything I have in this story. Ij's me, and I'm it} I'm putting my-
g0lf into it! It'll be classed in the science-fiction hall of famel"

“I wouldn't trust thas tSypewriter of yours if it were the last one on earth," I
saidc “You're meddling im things that shouldn't be meddled with."

“As if I hadn't warned you about Hedy,” he snarled into the keys.

“You're speaking of the heroine I love," I oried. "Why, she is beautiful. She
bas hair like a god...*

"A god-blasted ostrieh,” he replied, large tears of laughter welling in his
oyes. “Now get out of here while I write! Send in some chemicals! I want them bub-
bling in my ears! Turn om the juice, turn the lights off and on! I need atmosphers!”

Well, I got out quiek! I stodd in the hall, listening. The typewriter keys ol-
ioked on and om, madly, rising and falling. Clickety-clickety-olick! Clunk! Gdmg!
Zing! Clickety. (Well, you get what I mean.)

"What an ideal® I heard Shurp say in @ high bellow. The chandelier overhead
ave off a faist tinkRing sound and fell clattering to the floor. Shurp saids “The
locale's Mars, with hot and cold rumning rays, prisons with upholstered gutters and -
WHAT A YARN! This is swell!" Keys clicking on, ponotonously, endlessly. I grew ti-
red wmiting.

And then - an omi note, thing had happened. There came a dull, g:ind~
ing noise, a weird screeshing, & thick, wet sound, Shurp was mmbdling, mumbling,eur-
sing! "Martisns invade Barthl" OCliekety olickety-olick! Bong. Zing.

“Oghs"” said Shurp.
Sorumble, mumble scrunch - slurp!

*Ugh!® he repeated,

*What's going on in there?” I asked. "Hey, open upl® I knooked on the door.
Orowing frantic at the greedy soungs I fell to hammering on the panels. The door
groaned inward.

"Ugh = ugh = ohhhi Gurgle! The door fell in and I stood gasping at what I saw.
then I must have screamed!

“yade! Wade Shurp! Ohmigawd!™ Ths room was emptyl
(eontd. on next page)
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It couldn't be - it was unnatural, uncanny! But -
But the typewriter was still olicking. Still writing,

"Wadel" rFor it was true! Wade Shurp HAD thrown himgelf into his work. I hearq
one last despairdig moan, a bare murmer -

Bits of flesh protruded from the typewriter keys -

And one Jerking, snapping hand, with nervous, clutching fingers was Just disap.
pearing down, down, down - into the rollers of the horrible mashine!
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