OG: The Pedestrian by Ray Bradbury



1The Pedestrian by Ray Bradbury: Audio, Video, Adapted 1, Adapted 2

Link to document: bit.ly/44UqYh3

2To enter out into that silence that was the city at eight o'clock of a misty
evening in November, to put your feet upon that buckling concrete walk, to
step over grassy seams and make your way, hands in pockets, through the
silences, that was what Mr. Leonard Mead most dearly loved to do. He
would stand upon the corner of an intersection and peer down long moonlit
avenues of sidewalk in four directions, deciding which way to go, but it really
made no difference; he was alone in this world of A.D. 2053, or as good as
alone, and with a final decision made, a path selected, he would stride off,
sending patterns of frosty air before him like the smoke of a cigar.

3Sometimes he would walk for hours and miles and return only at midnight
to his house. And on his way he would see the cottages and homes with
their dark windows, and it was not unequal to walking through a graveyard
where only the faintest glimmers of firefly light appeared in flickers behind
the windows. Sudden gray phantoms seemed to manifest upon inner room
walls where a curtain was still undrawn against the night, or there were
whisperings and murmurs where a window in a tomblike building was still
open.

4Mr. Leonard Mead would pause, cock his head, listen, look, and march on,
his feet making no noise on the lumpy walk. For long ago he had wisely
changed to sneakers when strolling at night, because the dogs in
intermittent squads would parallel his journey with barkings if he wore hard
heels, and lights might click on and faces appear and an entire street be
startled by the passing of a lone figure, himself, in the early November
evening.

50n this particular evening he began his journey in a westerly direction,
toward the hidden sea. There was a good crystal frost in the air; it cut the
nose and made the lungs blaze like a Christmas tree inside; you could feel
the cold light going on and off, all the branches filled with invisible snow. He
listened to the faint push of his soft shoes through autumn leaves with
satisfaction, and whistled a cold quiet whistle between his teeth,
occasionally picking up a leaf as he passed, examining its skeletal pattern
in the infrequent lamplights as he went on, smelling its rusty smell.

6"Hello, in there," he whispered to every house on every side as he moved.
"What's up tonight on Channel 4, Channel 7, Channel 9? Where are the

Pedestrian - (Noun)
A person who walks
on the sidewalk or in
the street.
Intersection - (Noun)
The place where two
roads meet or cross
each other.

Phantoms - (Noun)
Ghostly or shadowy
figures that seem
unreal or imaginary.
Tomblike -
(Adjective) Similar to
the atmosphere or
feeling of a burial
place, often dark and
quiet.

Skeletal - (Adjective)
Relating to the
structure of bones in
a body.

Lamplights - (Noun)
Sources of artificial
light provided by
street lamps or
similar fixtures.


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KtpDc3ySSbw
https://youtu.be/1N9PaGG3mLE?si=z0FKw6j7-dgvwE-I
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1WVbhVCxx0FfEg4P9SBQJL0JiPYhR_rhckjwbXIpOGTM/edit?usp=sharing
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1IzvKm4i1scofZ-n3A5kgS_WEQaQNSlB6qENcKIbNo5g/edit?usp=sharing

cowboys rushing, and do | see the United States Cavalry over the next hill
to the rescue?"

7The street was silent and long and empty, with only his shadow moving
like the shadow of a hawk in midcountry. If he closed his eyes and stood
very still, frozen, he could imagine himself upon the center of a plain, a
wintry, windless Arizona desert with no house in a thousand miles, and only
dry river beds, the streets, for company.

8"What is it now?" he asked the houses, noticing his wrist watch.
"Eight-thirty P.M.? Time for a dozen assorted murders? A quiz? A revue? A
comedian falling off the stage?"

9Was that a murmur of laughter from within a moon-white house? He
hesitated, but went on when nothing more happened. He stumbled over a
particularly uneven section of sidewalk. The cement was vanishing under
flowers and grass. In ten years of walking by night or day, for thousands of
miles, he had never met another person walking, not once in all that time.

10He came to a cloverleaf intersection which stood silent where two main
highways crossed the town. During the day it was a thunderous surge of
cars, the gas stations open, a great insect rustling and a ceaseless
jockeying for position as the scarab beetles, a faint incense puttering
from their exhausts, skimmed homeward to the far directions. But now these
highways, too, were like streams in a dry season, all stone and bed and
moon radiance.

11He turned back on a side street, circling around toward his home. He was
within a block of his destination when the lone car turned a corner quite
suddenly and flashed a fierce white cone of light upon him. He stood
entranced, not unlike a night moth, stunned by the illumination, and then
drawn toward it.

12A metallic voice called to him: "Stand still. Stay where you are! Don't
move!"

13He halted.

14"Put up your hands!"

15"But-" he said.

16"Your hands up! Or we'll Shoot!"

17The police, of course, but what a rare, incredible thing; in a city of three
million, there was only one police car left, wasn't that correct? Ever since a
year ago, 2052, the election year, the force had been cut down from three

Cavalry - (Noun)
Soldiers on
horseback, often part
of a military unit.
Midcountry - Rural
Landscape

Revue: a series of
short sketches,
musical numbers,
and performances
that are often
humorous or satirical
in nature

Murmurs - (Noun)
Low, soft, and
indistinct sounds or
voices.

Hesitated - (Verb)
Paused or delayed in
making a decision or
taking action.
Cloverleaf - (Noun)
A type of road
junction that looks
like a four-leaf clover
in shape, allowing
traffic to flow
smoothly between
different roads.
Jockeying for
position - when
people are trying to
move their cars in a
way that helps them
get ahead or find a
better spot on the
road.

Scarab Beetles - a
type of beetle that
has a special shape,
similar to a small,
oval or round shape.
lllumination - (Noun)
The act of providing
or receiving light.
Ebbing - (Verb)
Gradually decreasing
or diminishing.



cars to one. Crime was ebbing; there was no need now for the police, save
for this one lone car wandering and wandering the empty streets.

18"Your name?" said the police car in a metallic whisper. He couldn't see
the men in it for the bright light in his eyes.

19"Leonard Mead," he said.
20"Speak up!"

21"Leonard Mead!"

22"Business or profession?"
23"l guess you'd call me a writer."

24"No profession," said the police car, as if talking to itself. The light held
him fixed, like a museum specimen, needle thrust through chest.

25"You might say that, " said Mr. Mead. He hadn't written in years.
Magazines and books didn't sell any more. Everything went on in the
tomblike houses at night now, he thought, continuing his fancy. The tombs,
ill-lit by television light, where the people sat like the dead, the gray or
multicolored lights touching their faces, but never really touching them.

26"No profession," said the phonograph voice, hissing. "What are you
doing out?"

27"Walking," said Leonard Mead.

28"Walking!"

28"Just walking," he said simply, but his face felt cold.

30"Walking, just walking, walking?"

31"Yes, sir."

32"Walking where? For what?"

33"Walking for air. Walking to see."

34"Your address!"

35"Eleven South Saint James Street."

36"And there is air in your house, you have an air conditioner, Mr. Mead?"

37"Yes."

Profession- type of
job or career that a
person has

Museum Specimen:
object or item that is
typically displayed in
a museum for people
to see and learn from

Phonograph -
(Noun) A device for
playing recorded
music or sounds.



38"And you have a viewing screen in your house to see with?"
39"No."

40"No?" There was a crackling quiet that in itself was an accusation.
41"Are you married, Mr. Mead?"

42"No."

43"Not married," said the police voice behind the fiery beam, The moon was
high and clear among the stars and the houses were gray and silent.

44"Nobody wanted me," said Leonard Mead with a smile.
45"Don't speak unless you're spoken to!"

46Leonard Mead waited in the cold night.

47"Just walking, Mr. Mead?"

48"Yes."

49"But you haven't explained for what purpose."

50"l explained; for air, and to see, and just to walk."
51"Have you done this often?"

52"Every night for years."

53The police car sat in the center of the street with its radio throat faintly
humming.

54"Well, Mr. Mead," it said.
55"Is that all?" he asked politely.

56"Yes," said the voice. "Here." There was a sigh, a pop. The back door of
the police car sprang wide. "Get in."

57"Wait a minute, | haven't done anything!"
58"Get in."
59"| protest!"

60"Mr. Mead."

Accusation - (Noun)
A statement that
someone has done
something wrong or
illegal.

Purpose - reason or
aim behind
someone's actions or
activities

Pop - (Noun) A
sudden, sharp noise,
like a small
explosion.



61He walked like a man suddenly drunk. As he passed the front window of
the car he looked in. As he had expected, there was no one in the front
seat, no one in the car at all.

62"Get in."

63He put his hand to the door and peered into the back seat, which was a
little cell, a little black jail with bars. It smelled of riveted steel. It smelled of
harsh antiseptic; it smelled too clean and hard and metallic. There was
nothing soft there.

64"Now if you had a wife to give you an alibi," said the iron voice. "But-"
65"Where are you taking me?"

66 The car hesitated, or rather gave a faint whirring click, as if information,
somewhere, was dropping card by punch-slotted card under electric
eyes. "To the Psychiatric Center for Research on Regressive Tendencies."

67He got in. The door shut with a soft thud.

68The police car rolled through the night avenues, flashing its dim lights
ahead. They passed one house on one street a moment later, one house in
an entire city of houses that were dark, but this one particular house had all
of its electric lights brightly lit, every window a loud yellow illumination,
square and warm in the cool darkness.

69"That's my house," said Leonard Mead.
70No one answered him.

71The car moved down the empty river-bed streets and off away, leaving
the empty streets with the empty side-walks, and no sound and no motion
all the rest of the chill November night.

Bradbury, Ray (1920-2012 ), is an American author best known for his fantasy stories and
science fiction. Bradbury's best writing effectively combines a lively imagination with a
poetic style.
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Man (1951), The October Country (1955), | Sing the Body Electric! (1969), Quicker Than
the Eye (1996), and One More for the Road (2002). His novel Fahrenheit 451 (1953)
describes a society that bans the ownership of books. His other novels include Dandelion
Wine (1957), a poetic story of a boy's summer in an lllinois town in 1928; and Something
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plays.

Jail - (Noun) A place
where people are
held as prisoners.
Antiseptic -
(Adjective) Clean and
free of germs, often
used in medical
settings. Think
bleach.

Alibi - (Noun)
Evidence or
information that
proves a person was
not at the scene of a
crime when it
happened.
dropping card by
punch-slotted card
under electric eyes
- Punch cards were
used to enter
information into
computers. Bradbury
is talking about
information entering
into a computer here.



Vocabulary Bank

Word

Part of Speech

Simple Definition

Leonard Mead

Proper Noun

The name of the main character, the man
who loves to walk.

November Noun The eleventh month of the year; a time when
the weather is cold.

Graveyard Noun A place where dead people are buried; a
cemetery.

Sneakers Noun Soft shoes worn for comfort or sport.

Police car Noun A car used by officers who enforce the law.

Stand still Verb Phrase To stop moving completely.

Crime Noun An illegal act that can be punished by law.

Writer Noun A person whose job is to write books or

articles.

No profession

Noun Phrase

Having no official or accepted job.

Walking

Verb/Gerund

Moving on foot at a slow speed.

Jail cell

Noun

A small room with bars where a person is
kept as punishment.




Psychiatric
Center

Noun

A hospital for people who have mental or
emotional problems.




The Pedestrian Simplified



What is the theme of this story? How do you know. Write a RACE paragraph. Support your answer with
evidence.

The Pedestrian by Ray Bradbury Simplified

In the year 2053, a man named Leonard Mead f loved to walk alone at night. The city was quiet at eight

sl

. He walked over the uneven sidewalks with his hands in his

o'clock on a misty evening in November £
pockets.

Mr. Mead would walk for many miles and hours. He would return home late at midnight. The houses looked
dark, like a graveyard 4@, with only small lights flickering from the windows. The people inside watched TV.
They sat still, like the dead.

Mr. Mead wore sneakers &, so his feet made no noise. He did not want to bother anyone. On this night, he
began walking toward the hidden sea. The air was cold and frosty “+. He enjoyed the sound of his soft shoes
stepping on the autumn leaves.

As he walked, he whispered to the houses, asking: "What's up tonight on Channel 4, Channel 7, Channel 9?"
B He never met another person walking. For ten years, he had walked thousands of miles alone.

He was near his house when one police car & turned a corner. The car flashed a bright white light on him. A
metallic voice from the car yelled, "Stand still. Stay where you are! Don't move!"

Mr. Mead stopped. The voice told him to put his hands up. The police force was very small now—only one car
for a city of three million people. Crime was decreasing.

The police car asked his name and his job. "Leonard Mead," he said. He told the car, "l guess you'd call me a
writer." The car replied, "No profession." Mr. Mead had not written in years because books and magazines
did not sell anymore.

The car asked, "What are you doing out?" Mr. Mead answered, "Walking." The car kept asking, "Walking, just
walking, walking?" He explained that he was walking for fresh air and to see things.

Finally, the car said, "Get in." A back door opened. It was a small jail cell with bars. Mr. Mead protested, "I
haven't done anything!"

He looked into the car. There was no one in the front seat. The car had no driver. The metallic voice then told
him where he was going: "To the Psychiatric Center for Research on Regressive Tendencies." &

The police car drove away, leaving the empty streets silent. They passed one house that was brightly lit.
"That's my house," said Leonard Mead. No one answered him. The car drove him away in the cold night.

Vocabulary Bank

Word Part of Speech Simple Definition




Leonard Mead

Proper Noun

The name of the main character, the man
who loves to walk.

November Noun The eleventh month of the year; a time when
the weather is cold.

Graveyard Noun A place where dead people are buried; a
cemetery.

Sneakers Noun Soft shoes worn for comfort or sport.

Police car Noun A car used by officers who enforce the law.

Stand still Verb Phrase To stop moving completely.

Crime Noun An illegal act that can be punished by law.

Writer Noun A person whose job is to write books or

articles.

No profession

Noun Phrase

Having no official or accepted job.

Walking Verb/Gerund Moving on foot at a slow speed.

Jail cell Noun A small room with bars where a person is
kept as punishment.

Psychiatric Noun A hospital for people who have mental or

Center emotional problems.







Spanish



Spanish Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BNOulkHzR78

== Spanish

El peaton (Simplificado) por Ray Bradbury

En el afio 2053, un hombre llamado Leonard Mead § amaba caminar solo por la noche. La ciudad estaba
silenciosa a las ocho de la noche en una neblinosa tarde de noviembre fffj. Caminaba por las aceras
irregulares con las manos en los bolsillos.

El sefior Mead caminaba muchos kildmetros y por horas. Volvia a casa tarde, a medianoche. Las casas
parecian oscuras, como un cementerio 4@, con solo pequefias luces parpadeando en las ventanas. La gente
dentro miraba la television. Estaban quietos, como muertos.

El sefior Mead usaba zapatillas &, para no hacer ruido. No queria molestar a nadie. Esa noche, comenzo a
caminar hacia el mar oculto. El aire estaba frio y helado . Disfrutaba el sonido de sus suaves pasos sobre
las hojas de otofio.

Mientras caminaba, susurraba a las casas: “; Qué hay esta noche en el canal 4, canal 7, canal 9?” gi. Nunca
encontraba a otra persona caminando. Durante diez afios, habia caminado miles de kildmetros solo.

Estaba cerca de su casa cuando un coche de policia & giré una esquina. El coche proyecté una luz blanca
brillante sobre él. Una voz metalica del coche grité: “jQuédate quieto! jNo te muevas!”

El sefior Mead se detuvo. La voz le dijo que levantara las manos. La policia era muy pequefia ahora—solo un
coche para una ciudad de tres millones de personas. El crimen estaba disminuyendo.

El coche de policia le pregunté su nombre y su trabajo. “Leonard Mead,” dijo. Le dijo al coche: “Supongo que
me llamarias escritor.” El coche respondié: “Sin profesién.” El seior Mead no habia escrito en afios porque los
libros y revistas ya no se vendian.

El coche pregunto: “; Qué haces afuera?” El sefior Mead respondié: “Caminando.” El coche siguid
preguntando: “;, Caminando, solo caminando, caminando?” El explicé que caminaba para tomar aire fresco y
ver cosas.

Finalmente, el coche dijo: “Entra.” Una puerta trasera se abri6. Era una pequefa celda con barrotes. El sefior
Mead protestd: “jNo he hecho nada!”

Miré dentro del coche. No habia nadie en el asiento delantero. El coche no tenia conductor. La voz metalica le
dijo adonde iba: “Al Centro Psiquiatrico para la Investigacion de Tendencias Regresivas.” “.

El coche de policia se alejd, dejando las calles vacias y silenciosas. Pasaron por una casa que estaba
brillantemente iluminada. “Esa es mi casa,” dijo Leonard Mead. Nadie le respondié. El coche lo llevo lejos en
la fria noche.

Banco de Vocabulario


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BN0ulkHzR78

Leonard Mead (Nombre propio): El nombre del personaje principal, el hombre que ama caminar.
Noviembre (Sustantivo): El undécimo mes del afio; cuando el clima es frio.
Cementerio (Sustantivo): Lugar donde se entierran los muertos.

Zapatillas (Sustantivo): Zapatos suaves usados para comodidad o deporte.

Coche de policia (Sustantivo): Vehiculo usado por oficiales de la ley.

Quédate quieto (Frase verbal): Detenerse completamente, no moverse.

Crimen (Sustantivo): Acto ilegal que puede ser castigado por la ley.

Escritor (Sustantivo): Persona cuyo trabajo es escribir libros o articulos.

Sin profesion (Frase nominal): No tener un trabajo oficial o aceptado.

Caminar (Verbo/Gerundio): Moverse a pie a velocidad lenta.

Celda (Sustantivo): Pequefa habitacién con barrotes donde se encierra a una persona.

Centro Psiquiatrico (Sustantivo): Hospital para personas con problemas mentales o emocionales.




Swahili



== Swabhili

Mtembea kwa Miguu (Rahisishwa) na Ray Bradbury

Mwaka 2053, mwanaume aitwaye Leonard Mead } alipenda kutembea peke yake usiku. Jiji lilikuwa tulivu
saa mbili usiku katika jioni yenye ukungu ya Novemba f§l. Alitembea kwenye njia zisizo sawa akiwa na mikono
mfukoni.

Bwana Mead alitembea kwa masaa mengi na umbali mrefu. Alirudi nyumbani usiku wa manane. Nyumba
zilionekana giza, kama makaburi 4@, zikiwa na mwanga mdogo uking’aa madirishani. Watu waliokuwa ndani
walitazama televisheni. Walikaa kimya, kama wafu.

Bwana Mead alivaa viatu laini s, ili miguu yake isisikike. Hakutaka kumkera mtu yeyote. Usiku huo, alianza
kutembea kuelekea bahari iliyofichika. Hewa ilikuwa baridi -+. Alifurahia sauti ya miguu yake juu ya majani
yaliyokauka.

Alipokuwa akitembea, alinong’ona kwa nyumba: “Kuna nini usiku huu kwenye Kituo cha 4, 7, 9?” gi. Hakuona
mtu mwingine akitembea. Kwa miaka kumi, alikuwa ametembea peke yake maili nyingi.

Alipokaribia nyumbani kwake, gari moja la polisi & lilipinda kona. Gari likamulika mwanga mkali mweupe
kwake. Sauti ya chuma kutoka ndani ya gari ilisema, “Simama! Usiondoke!”

Bwana Mead alisimama. Sauti ikamwambia ainua mikono. Polisi walikuwa wachache sana sasa—gari moja
pekee kwa watu milioni tatu. Uhalifu ulikuwa unapungua.

Gairi la polisi likauliza jina lake na kazi yake. “Leonard Mead,” alisema. “Nadhani utanita mwandishi.” Gari
likajibu, “Hakuna taaluma.” Hakuwa ameandika miaka mingi kwa sababu vitabu na majarida havikuuzwa tena.

” o«

Gari likauliza, “Unafanya nini nje?” Akasema, “Ninatembea.
Akaeleza kuwa anatoka kupata hewa safi na kuona vitu.

Kutembea, tu kutembea?” gari likauliza.

Hatimaye gari likasema, “Ingia ndani.” Mlango wa nyuma ukafunguka. llikuwa ni kama seli ndogo ya gereza.
“Sijafanya kosa lolote!” akalalamika.

Aliangalia ndani ya gari. Hakukuwa na dereva. Sauti ya chuma ikasema anakwenda wapi: “Kituo cha
Wagonjwa wa Akili kwa Utafiti wa Tabia za Kurudi Nyuma.” 2

Gairri la polisi likaondoka, likiacha barabara tupu. Walipita nyumba moja yenye mwanga mkali. “Hiyo ni nyumba
yangu,” alisema Leonard Mead. Hakuna aliyejibu. Gari likampeleka mbali kwenye usiku wenye baridi.

Benki ya Maneno
e Leonard Mead (Jina): Jina la mhusika mkuu, mwanaume anayependa kutembea.
e Novemba (Nomino): Mwezi wa kumi na moja wa mwaka, wakati wa baridi.

e Makaburi (Nomino): Mahali pa kuzikwa watu waliokufa.



Viatu laini (Nomino): Viatu vinavyovaliwa kwa starehe au michezo.

Gari la polisi (Nomino): Gari linalotumiwa na maafisa wa sheria.

Simama (Kitenzi): Kuacha kusogea kabisa.

Uhalifu (Nomino): Kitendo kisicho halali kinachoadhibiwa na sheria.

Mwandishi (Nomino): Mtu anayefanya kazi ya kuandika vitabu au makala.
Hakuna taaluma (Kifungu cha nomino): Kutokuwa na kazi rasmi.

Kutembea (Kitenzi): Kusogea kwa miguu polepole.

Seli ya gereza (Nomino): Chumba kidogo chenye vyuma cha kumweka mfungwa.

Kituo cha Wagonjwa wa Akili (Nomino): Hospitali kwa watu wenye matatizo ya akili au hisia.




Kinyarwanda



—~= Kinyarwanda

Umugenzi (Byoroshye) na Ray Bradbury

Mu mwaka wa 2053, umugabo witwa Leonard Mead § yakundaga kugenda wenyine nijoro. Umuijyi wari utuje
saa mbili z'ijoro mu gitondo cya Ugushyingo . Yanyuraga ku mbuga zitaringaniye afite amaboko mu mufuka.

Bwana Mead yagendaga amasaha menshi n’intera ndende. Yatahukaga mu gicuku cya sasita. Inzu zari zifite
umwijima, nK’ikirimbi 4@, zifite amatara mato acyeye ku madirisha. Abari mu nzu barebaga televiziyo, batuje
nk’abapfuye.

Bwana Mead yambaraga inkweto zoroshye s, kugira ngo atavuga. Ntiyashakaga kubangamira umuntu. Uwo
mugoroba yatangiye kugenda ajya ku nyanja ihishe. Umuyaga wari ubukonje . Yakundaga kumva ijwi
ry’'inkweto ze ku mashami yaguye.

Yagenda avugisha amazu ati: “Ni iki kiri kuri Channel 4, 7, 9 uyu mugoroba?” gi§. Nta muntu yabonaga
agenda. Mu myaka icumi yari amaze kugenda wenyine ibirometero byinshi.

Yari hafi y'inzu ye ubwo imodoka ya polisi & yacagamo ikona. Imodoka yamurasiyeho urumuri rwera
rukomeye. ljwi rya feri rivuga riti: “Hagarara aho uri! Ntukore ikintu!”

Bwana Mead arahagarara. ljwi rimusaba kuzamura amaboko. Polisi zari nke cyane ubu—imodoka imwe gusa
mu mujyi w’abantu miliyoni eshatu. Ibyaha byari bigabanutse.

Imodoka imubaza izina rye n’akazi. “Leonard Mead,” aravuga. Ati: “Ndi umwanditsi.” Imodoka iti: “Nta kazi.”
Ntacyo yari yanditse imyaka myinshi kuko ibitabo n’imagazini ntibikigurishwa.

” o«

Imodoka iti: “Ukora iki hanze?” Ati: “Ndagenda.” “Uragenda, gusa kugenda?” Imodoka irongera. Asobanura ko
ari kugenda kugira ngo ahumeke umwuka mwiza kandi arebe ibintu.

Imodoka iti: “Injira.” Umuryango w’inyuma urafunguka. Hari icyumba gito gifite iminyururu. Ati: “Nta kosa
nakoze!”

Yarebye imbere mu modoka, nta mushoferi wari uhari. ljwi rya feri rimubwira aho agiye: “Mu Kigo cy’Abafite
Ibibazo byo mu Mutwe gikorera ubushakashatsi ku myitwarire isubira inyuma.” &

Imodoka ya polisi iragenda, isiga imihanda isa n’aho itagira umuntu. Banyuze hafi y’'inzu ifite amatara menshi.
“Ni inzu yanjye,” aravuga. Nta muntu umusubiza. Imodoka imujyana mu ijoro rikonje.

Igitabo cy’Amagambo
e Leonard Mead (Izina): Umugabo ukunda kugenda wenyine nijoro.
e Ugushyingo (lzina): Ukwezi kwa cumi na kumwe, igihe cy’ubukonje.
e |kirimbi (Izina): Ahantu hashyingurwa abantu bapfuye.

e Inkweto zoroshye (lzina): Inkweto zorohereza kugenda cyangwa gukina.



Imodoka ya polisi (I1zina): Imodoka ikoreshwa n’abashinzwe umutekano.
Hagarara (Inshinga): Guhagarika kugenda.

Icyaha (lzina): Igikorwa kitemewe n’amategeko.

Uwanditsi (Izina): Umuntu wandika ibitabo cyangwa inyandiko.

Nta kazi (ljambo ry’imvugo): Kutagira akazi kazwi.

Kugenda (Inshinga): Kwimuka ukoresheje amaguru buhoro.

Ilcyumba cy’ifungwa (Izina): Icyumba gito gifungirwamo umuntu.

Ikigo cy’Abafite Ibibazo byo mu Mutwe (lzina): Ibitaro bivura indwara zo mu mutwe cyangwa
amarangamutima.
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Somali



Somali

Socotaha Lugta (Fudud) by Ray Bradbury

Sanadka 2053, nin la yiraahdo Leonard Mead § wuxuu jeclaa inuu kaligiis habeenkii lug socdo. Magaalada
waxay ahayd degan tahay saacadda sideeda habeenimo xilli habeen gaboow 0o dayaxu cirku ku yaal bisha
November Bil. Wuxuu ku socday waddooyin aan sinnayn isaga oo gacmaha jeebkiisa ku haya.

Mr. Mead wuxuu socon jiray saacado iyo maylal badan. Wuxuu gurigiisa ku soo laaban jiray habeen dambe
saqda dhexe. Guryuhu waxay u muugdeen madow, sida qabriga 4®, iyadoo kaliya laydh yar uu ka dhalaalayo
daagadaha. Dadku gudaha waxay daawanayeen TV-ga. Waxay fadhiyi jireen oo deggan, sida meydadka.

Mr. Mead wuxuu xirnaa kabo jilicsan &, si lugahiisu aysan u samayn cod. Ma doonayn inuu gofna dhibo.
Habeenkan, wuxuu bilaabay inuu u socdo badda garsoon. Hawadu waxay ahayd qabow oo baraf leh ~+.
Wuxuu ku raaxaysanayay dhawaaqa kabihiisa jilicsan oo ka dul socda caleemaha dayrta.

Markuu socday, wuxuu ugu dhuuxay guryaha: “Maxaa caawa Channel 4, Channel 7, Channel 9 ka socda?” g
Wuxuu waligiis la kulmin qof kale oo soconaya. Toban sano, wuxuu kaligiis lugaynayay kumanaan mayl.

Markuu gurigiisa u dhowaa, hal gaari boolis & ayaa gees ka leexday. Gaarigu wuxuu iftiin cad oo dhalaalaya
ku shiday. Cod bir ah ayaa ka soo yeedhay gaariga, “Joog! Halkaad joogto ku sii noqo! Ha dhagaaqin!”

Mr. Mead wuu istaagay. Codku wuxuu ku amray inuu gacmaha kor u gaado. Ciidanka boolisku hadda wuu
yaraa — hal gaari oo keliya magaalada saddex milyan gof ka kooban. Dembiyada way yaraanayaan.

Gaariga booliska ayaa weydiiyay magaciisa iyo shaqadiisa. “Leonard Mead,” ayuu yiri. Wuxuu gaariga u
sheegay, “Waxaan u maleynayaa inaad i oran lahayd qoraa.” Gaarigu wuxuu ku jawaabay, “Shaqo ma lihid.”
Mr. Mead sanado badan ma uusan wax qorin sababtoo ah buugaagta iyo majalladaha ma iibin jireen.

Gaarigu wuxuu weydiiyay: “Maxaad dibadda u joogtaa?” Mr. Mead wuxuu ku jawaabay: “Socod ayaan
sameynayaa.” Gaarigu wuxuu sii weydiiyey: “Socod, kaliya socod, socod?” Wuxuu sharaxay inuu socdo si uu
neef cusub u gaato oo uu wax u arko.

Ugu dambeyntii, gaarigu wuxuu yiri: “Gali.” Albaabka dambe wuu furmay. Waxay ahayd xabsi yar oo bir ah. Mr.
Mead wuu diiday: “Waxba ma samayn!”

Wuxuu eegay gudaha gaariga. Ma jirin qof fadhiyo kursiga hore. Gaarigu ma lahayn darawal. Codka birta ah
ayaa markaas u sheegay meesha uu u socdo: “Xarunta Cilmibaarista Caafimaadka Maskaxda ee
Dabeecadaha Dib-u-cusboonaysiinta.” &

Gaariga booliska ayaa sii waday, isagoo wadooyinka bannaan ka tagay aamusnaan. Waxay mareen guri iftiin
leh. “Taasi waa gurigayga,” ayuu yiri Leonard Mead. Qofna ma u jawaabin. Gaarigu wuxuu ka kaxeeyey
habeenkii gabow.

Bankiga Erayada



Leonard Mead (Magac Gaar ah): Magaca qofka ugu muhiimsan, nin jecel socodka.
November (Magac): Bishii kow iyo tobnaad ee sannadka; waqti gabow ah.
Qabriga (Magac): Meesha dadka dhintay lagu aaso.

Kabo jilicsan (Magac): Kabo lagu raaxaysto ama ciyaar lagu sameeyo.
Gaari boolis (Magac): Gaari ay isticmaalaan saraakiisha sharciga.

Joog (Weer/Erayga ficilka): Si buuxda u istaag.

Dembi (Magac): Ficil sharci darro ah oo cigaab lagu sameeyo.

Qoraa (Magac): Qof shaqadiisu tahay qorista buugaag ama maqaal.
Shaqo ma lihid (Erayga magac): Shaqo rasmi ah oo la agoonsan ma leh.
Socod (Ficil/gerund): Lug ku socod tartiib ah.

Xabsi yar (Magac): Qol yar oo bir ah oo qof lagu xiro.

Xarunta Caafimaadka Maskaxda (Magac): Isbitaal loogu talagalay dadka leh dhibaatooyin
maskaxeed ama shucuur.
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=~ Kurdish Kurmanji (Kurmanci)

Péseng (Hésan kiri) ji Ray Bradbury

Di sala 2053 de, mérék bi navé Leonard Mead § héviya xwe ya ku bi tené di sevé de bici ve hez dikir. Bajar
di saet 8-an de di seva méha Novemberé de bédeng ba Bffj. Ew li ser sidikén necar @ bi destén xwe di cebé de
ré diga.

Mr. Mead saetan 0 milén diréj mesi bl. Ew di nivé sevé de dereng vegeri malé. Xaniyan res xuya dib(n, weki
gebristan 4, tené ronahiyén biglk ji paceyan tdj dib(n. Mirovén di nav de TV temase dikirin. Ew wek mirinan
béhis diban.

Mr. Mead kikén sporti s, 1€ kiribGn da ku lingén wi bédeng biminin. Ew ne xwest kesé ték ¢céke. Di vé sevé de,
ew dest bi mesiné ber zivé ve kir. Hewa sar 0 sipi ba ++. Ew ji dengé kikan xwe li ser pelén payiz hérs dikir.

Di dema ku ew mesi dikir, bi xaniyan re qise dikir: "Em sevé li Channel 4, Channel 7, Channel 9 ¢i t&?" gi§ Ew
tu kesT din di ré de nehat ditin. Ji bo deh salan, ew bi tené hezarén mil mesi ba.

Gava ku ew nézik malé b(, yek polis car & li girék ve glherri. Car ronahiyek spi G tdj li ser wi biri. Dengé
metali ji caré re got, "Bimesine. Li wir biminin! Te ne here!"

Mr. Mead rawesti. Deng ji wi re got ku destén xwe bilind bike. Polisé niha gelek kém ba — tené yek car ji bo
bajarek ku 3 milyon kes té de. Ji krim kém b0.

~

Car polis nav 0 karé wi pirsi. "Leonard Mead," wi got. Wi caré re got: "Dixwazim tu min niviskar binavini." Car
bersiv da: "Tu karék nini." Mr. Mead salan nivisi nebd, ¢imki pirtdk G kovar firotin nebdn.

Car pirsi: "Tu derveyi ¢i diki?" Mr. Mead bersiv da: "Mesi dikim." Car dawam kirin: "Mesi, tené mesi, mesi?" Wi
sirove kir ku ew ji bo hewa na 0 ditina tistan mesi dike.

Dawi car got: "Di nav de bike." Deriyé pasin vekir. Qeleka pi¢lk bi dari bd. Mr. Mead sikayet kir: "Ez tigti
nekirime!"

Ew di nav caré de temase kir. Li kursiya pési kesek ne bl. Carék sofer nin bl. Dengé metali pisti wi got ka ew
¢i ¢i diké: "Bo Navenda Psikiatri ya Lékolinén Tendénsiya Vegeri." .

Car polis derket, sewatén vala bédeng berdan. Ew ji maleki ku ronahiyek zéde b0 derbas bdn. "Ev malé min
e," Leonard Mead got. Kesek ne bersiv da. Car wi di sevé sar de bira.

Ferheng
e Leonard Mead (Navé taybet): Navé serdana sereke, mérék ku hez dike mesi bike.
e November (Navé): Mehé yanzdehin a salé; demek ku hewa sar e.
e Qebristan (Navé): Cihé ku miriyan téne defn kirin.

o Kikén sporti %, (Navé): Kikén nerm bo rahati an wergéri.



Car polis & (Navé): Caré ku ofiserén gandn bikar tinin.
Bimesine (Civak/kiryar): Tevi hev rawestin.

Krim (Navé): Kiryaré gey qanini ku cezayé téda té ditin.
Niviskar (Navé): Kesé ku karé wi nivisiné ye.

Tu karék nini (Navé): Karék fermi an qebdlkiri nin e.

Mesi (Kiryar/gerund): Bi pisti péyén xwe bi hésani mesi kirin.
Qeleké picak (Navé): Oda picik bi dari bo girtin.

Navenda Psikiatri “2 (Navé): Nexwesgxane bo kesén ku pirsgirékén hisi an zehni hene.
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Vietnamese (Tiéng Viét)

Ngweoi Di B6 (Pon Gian) caa Ray Bradbury

Vao ndm 2053, mot ngudi dan éng tén Leonard Mead § thich di bd mot minh vao ban dém. Thanh phd yén
tinh luc tdm gid t6i vao mot budi ti nhiéu swong mu thang Mudi Mot Bifl. Ong di trén via hé gb ghé véi tay
trong tui.

Ong Mead di bd nhiéu ddm va nhiéu gio. Ong tré vé nha mudn vao nira dém. Nhirng ngdi nha tréng téi tam,
nhw nghia trang 4, chi cé nhitng anh sang nhé nhap nhay tir ctva sb. Nhirtng ngwdi bén trong xem TV. Ho
ngdi yén, nhw ngudi chét.

Ong Mead di giay thé thao & dé& chan khong tao ra tiéng dong. Ong khéng mudn lam phién ai. Téi nay, 6ng
bat dau di vé phia bién an. Khong khi lanh va cé swong . Ong thich am thanh giay mém cia minh trén 14
mua thu.

AV

Khi di bd, 6ng thi tham véi cac ngdi nha: "Tdi nay trén Kénh 4, Kénh 7, Kénh 9 c6 gi?" g Ong chwa bao gior
gap nguoi khac di bo. Subt mwdi nam, éng da di bd hang nghin ddm mét minh.

Ong gan nha khi mot xe canh sat & ré goc. Xe chiéu mot anh sang trdng sang vao 6ng. Mét giong kim loai tiy
xe hét |1én: "Ding yén! Bing di chuyén!”

Ong Mead dirng lai. Giong néi yéu cau 6ng gio tay. Lwc lwgng canh sat bay gid rdt nhéd — chi mot xe cho mot
thanh phé ba triéu ngudi. To6i pham gidm.

Xe canh sat hoi tén va nghé nghiép cla 6ng. "Leonard Mead," 6ng néi. Ong néi v&i xe: "Téi doan ban sé goi
t6i 1a nha van." Xe dap: "Khong nghé nghiép." Ong Mead da nhiéu ndm khéng viét vi sach va tap chi khéng

cOn ban.

Xe héi: "Anh dang lam gi ngoai kia?" Ong Mead tra 1i: "Di bd." Xe tiép tuc hai: "Di bo, chi di bo, di bd?" Ong
giai thich rng 6ng di bd dé hit khong khi trong lanh va dé nhin moi thi.

Cubi cung, xe ndi: "Lén xe." Clra sau mé ra. D6 |a mdt phong giam nhd véi song sat. Ong Mead phan dbi: "Toi
khéng lam gi ca!"

Ong nhin vao xe. Khéng ai ngdi & ghé trwdc. Xe khdng co tai xé. Giong kim loai sau dé néi 6ng sé di dau:
"Dén Trung tdm Tam than hoc dé nghién clru xu hwéng thoai héa." @

Xe canh sat roi di, dé cac con dwdng trong im lang. Ho di qua mot ngdi nha sang ruc. "D6 1a nha t6i," Leonard
Mead néi. Khong ai tra 10i. Xe ch& 6ng di vao dém lanh.

Ngén hang tir vieng
e Leonard Mead (Danh tir riéng): Té€n nhan vat chinh, nguwoi thich di bé.
e November (Danh ttr): Thang mudi mot; thdi diém trdi lanh.

e Nghia trang (Danh ttr): Noi chdn cat nguoi chét.



Giay thé thao s (Danh ttr): Giay mém dé thoai mai hoic thé thao.

Xe canh sat & (Danh tir): Xe dwoc si quan thwe thi phap luat st dung.

DPorng yén (Cum ddng tir): Dirng hoan toan.

Toi pham (Danh tir): Hanh vi phi phap cé thé bij trirng phat.

Nha vin (Danh tr): Ngudi cong viéc |a viét sach hoac bai bao.

Khéng nghé nghiép (Cum danh ttr): Khdng cé cong viéc chinh thirc hodc dugc cong nhan.
Di bd (Pong tir/danh ddng tip): Di chuyén béng chan véi tdc d6 cham.

Phong giam (Danh tir): Phong nhd cé song sat dé giam gitr nguoi.

Trung tam Tam than hoc “ (Danh tir): Bénh vién cho ngudi cé van dé tinh than hodc cadm xuc.
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	OG: The Pedestrian by Ray Bradbury 
	2To enter out into that silence that was the city at eight o'clock of a misty evening in November, to put your feet upon that buckling concrete walk, to step over grassy seams and make your way, hands in pockets, through the silences, that was what Mr. Leonard Mead most dearly loved to do. He would stand upon the corner of an intersection and peer down long moonlit avenues of sidewalk in four directions, deciding which way to go, but it really made no difference; he was alone in this world of A.D. 2053, or as good as alone, and with a final decision made, a path selected, he would stride off, sending patterns of frosty air before him like the smoke of a cigar. 
	3Sometimes he would walk for hours and miles and return only at midnight to his house. And on his way he would see the cottages and homes with their dark windows, and it was not unequal to walking through a graveyard where only the faintest glimmers of firefly light appeared in flickers behind the windows. Sudden gray phantoms seemed to manifest upon inner room walls where a curtain was still undrawn against the night, or there were whisperings and murmurs where a window in a tomblike building was still open. 
	4Mr. Leonard Mead would pause, cock his head, listen, look, and march on, his feet making no noise on the lumpy walk. For long ago he had wisely changed to sneakers when strolling at night, because the dogs in intermittent squads would parallel his journey with barkings if he wore hard heels, and lights might click on and faces appear and an entire street be startled by the passing of a lone figure, himself, in the early November evening.  
	5On this particular evening he began his journey in a westerly direction, toward the hidden sea. There was a good crystal frost in the air; it cut the nose and made the lungs blaze like a Christmas tree inside; you could feel the cold light going on and off, all the branches filled with invisible snow. He listened to the faint push of his soft shoes through autumn leaves with satisfaction, and whistled a cold quiet whistle between his teeth, occasionally picking up a leaf as he passed, examining its skeletal pattern in the infrequent lamplights as he went on, smelling its rusty smell. 
	6"Hello, in there," he whispered to every house on every side as he moved. "What's up tonight on Channel 4, Channel 7, Channel 9? Where are the cowboys rushing, and do I see the United States Cavalry over the next hill to the rescue?" 
	7The street was silent and long and empty, with only his shadow moving like the shadow of a hawk in midcountry. If he closed his eyes and stood very still, frozen, he could imagine himself upon the center of a plain, a wintry, windless Arizona desert with no house in a thousand miles, and only dry river beds, the streets, for company. 
	8"What is it now?" he asked the houses, noticing his wrist watch. "Eight-thirty P.M.? Time for a dozen assorted murders? A quiz? A revue? A comedian falling off the stage?" 
	9Was that a murmur of laughter from within a moon-white house? He hesitated, but went on when nothing more happened. He stumbled over a particularly uneven section of sidewalk. The cement was vanishing under flowers and grass. In ten years of walking by night or day, for thousands of miles, he had never met another person walking, not once in all that time. 
	10He came to a cloverleaf intersection which stood silent where two main highways crossed the town. During the day it was a thunderous surge of cars, the gas stations open, a great insect rustling and a ceaseless jockeying for position as the scarab beetles, a faint incense puttering from their exhausts, skimmed homeward to the far directions. But now these highways, too, were like streams in a dry season, all stone and bed and moon radiance. 
	11He turned back on a side street, circling around toward his home. He was within a block of his destination when the lone car turned a corner quite suddenly and flashed a fierce white cone of light upon him. He stood entranced, not unlike a night moth, stunned by the illumination, and then drawn toward it. 
	12A metallic voice called to him: "Stand still. Stay where you are! Don't move!" 
	13He halted. 
	14"Put up your hands!" 
	15"But-" he said. 
	16"Your hands up! Or we'll Shoot!" 
	17The police, of course, but what a rare, incredible thing; in a city of three million, there was only one police car left, wasn't that correct? Ever since a year ago, 2052, the election year, the force had been cut down from three cars to one. Crime was ebbing; there was no need now for the police, save for this one lone car wandering and wandering the empty streets. 
	18"Your name?" said the police car in a metallic whisper. He couldn't see the men in it for the bright light in his eyes. 
	19"Leonard Mead," he said. 
	20"Speak up!" 
	21"Leonard Mead!" 
	22"Business or profession?" 
	23"I guess you'd call me a writer." 
	24"No profession," said the police car, as if talking to itself. The light held him fixed, like a museum specimen, needle thrust through chest. 
	25"You might say that, " said Mr. Mead. He hadn't written in years. Magazines and books didn't sell any more. Everything went on in the tomblike houses at night now, he thought, continuing his fancy. The tombs, ill-lit by television light, where the people sat like the dead, the gray or multicolored lights touching their faces, but never really touching them. 
	26"No profession," said the phonograph voice, hissing. "What are you doing out?" 
	27"Walking," said Leonard Mead. 
	28"Walking!" 
	28"Just walking," he said simply, but his face felt cold. 
	30"Walking, just walking, walking?" 
	31"Yes, sir." 
	32"Walking where? For what?" 
	33"Walking for air. Walking to see." 
	34"Your address!" 
	35"Eleven South Saint James Street." 
	36"And there is air in your house, you have an air conditioner, Mr. Mead?" 
	37"Yes." 
	38"And you have a viewing screen in your house to see with?" 
	39"No." 
	40"No?" There was a crackling quiet that in itself was an accusation. 
	41"Are you married, Mr. Mead?" 
	42"No." 
	43"Not married," said the police voice behind the fiery beam, The moon was high and clear among the stars and the houses were gray and silent. 
	44"Nobody wanted me," said Leonard Mead with a smile. 
	45"Don't speak unless you're spoken to!" 
	46Leonard Mead waited in the cold night. 
	47"Just walking, Mr. Mead?" 
	48"Yes." 
	49"But you haven't explained for what purpose." 
	50"I explained; for air, and to see, and just to walk." 
	51"Have you done this often?" 
	52"Every night for years." 
	53The police car sat in the center of the street with its radio throat faintly humming. 
	54"Well, Mr. Mead," it said. 
	55"Is that all?" he asked politely. 
	56"Yes," said the voice. "Here." There was a sigh, a pop. The back door of the police car sprang wide. "Get in." 
	57"Wait a minute, I haven't done anything!" 
	58"Get in." 
	59"I protest!" 
	60"Mr. Mead." 
	61He walked like a man suddenly drunk. As he passed the front window of the car he looked in. As he had expected, there was no one in the front seat, no one in the car at all. 
	62"Get in." 
	63He put his hand to the door and peered into the back seat, which was a little cell, a little black jail with bars. It smelled of riveted steel. It smelled of harsh antiseptic; it smelled too clean and hard and metallic. There was nothing soft there. 
	64"Now if you had a wife to give you an alibi," said the iron voice. "But-" 
	65"Where are you taking me?" 
	66The car hesitated, or rather gave a faint whirring click, as if information, somewhere, was dropping card by punch-slotted card under electric eyes. "To the Psychiatric Center for Research on Regressive Tendencies." 
	67He got in. The door shut with a soft thud. 
	68The police car rolled through the night avenues, flashing its dim lights ahead. They passed one house on one street a moment later, one house in an entire city of houses that were dark, but this one particular house had all of its electric lights brightly lit, every window a loud yellow illumination, square and warm in the cool darkness. 
	69"That's my house," said Leonard Mead. 
	70No one answered him. 
	71The car moved down the empty river-bed streets and off away, leaving the empty streets with the empty side-walks, and no sound and no motion all the rest of the chill November night. 
	Bradbury, Ray (1920-2012 ), is an American author best known for his fantasy stories and science fiction. Bradbury's best writing effectively combines a lively imagination with a poetic style. 
	Collections of Bradbury's stories include The Martian Chronicles (1950), The Illustrated Man (1951), The October Country (1955), I Sing the Body Electric! (1969), Quicker Than the Eye (1996), and One More for the Road (2002). His novel Fahrenheit 451 (1953) describes a society that bans the ownership of books. His other novels include Dandelion Wine (1957), a poetic story of a boy's summer in an Illinois town in 1928; and Something Wicked This Way Comes (1962), a suspenseful fantasy about a black magic carnival that comes to a small Midwestern town. He has also written poetry, screenplays, and stage plays. 
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	Kinyarwanda 
	🇷🇼 Kinyarwanda 
	Umugenzi (Byoroshye) na Ray Bradbury 
	Igitabo cy’Amagambo 


	Farsi 
	🇮🇷 Farsi (فارسی) 
	پیاده‌رو (ساده‌شده) نوشته ری برادبری 
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	🇸🇦 Arabic (العربية) 
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