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                                                         Introduction
I’ve chosen this topic for my academic writing, because Ray Bradbury is one of my favorite writers. Ray Bradbury writes a science fiction and philosophy books and stories. During his life, he has written more than five hundred published works - short stories, novels, plays, screenplays, television scripts…Some of them, like “The Martian chronicles”, “Fahrenheit 451”, “Dandelion wine” and “The sound of a thunder” are very popular. In his stories a subject never repeats oneself; ideas are always fresh and interesting. He never suggests the reader of the ideas, and only shows history, picture… and leaves, abandoning one reader alone with a new riddle or problem. All his works are full of ideas and intricate problems which are up to a reader to solve. I admire this great Master of Literature and Science Fiction.
The purpose of my work is to get more information about life, biography and works of Ray Bradbury. Another goal is go to understand, finally, what he wants to tell us in his works. Yet I want to show you, what different stories he writes - not only with a different subject but also with a different moral.
In the first chapter of m academic writing I tell you biography of Ray Bradbury, in the second chapter I tell you about his style of writing, and in the third chapter – what basic themes he mentions in his works.

 Actuality of my work is what problems which Ray Bradbury mentions in the works are also actual in our time, as well as fifty years back.
For my work I read the enormous amount of his stories and a few large works, knew many interesting facts from his biography. I hope I do it well.
                                                      Chapter 1

                                            Biography of Ray Bradbury.

  Ray Bradbury was born on Augusts, 22, 1920 in a hospital in the street Sent-Dzheyms-strit 11, in town Uokigan, the state is Illinois. Complete name — Raymond Douglas (second name in honour a famous actor Douglas Ferbenks). Grandfather and great-grandfather of Ray, descendants of earliest explorers from England, swimming up to America in 1630, at the end of a 19 age published two Illinois newspapers (in a province it is certain position in society and fame). A father is Leonard Spaulding Bradbury. A mother is Mari Esther Moberg, Swede originally. To the moment of birth of Ray, his father was 30, he worked by an electrician and was the father of small son — Leonard-junior (together with Leonard-junior his brother-twin gave birth is Sam, but he died than he was only two years old). In 1926 at Bradbury appears a small sister - Elisabeth, but she also died being a child. 
In 1934 the family of Bradbury got over to Los Angeles, where Ray lives till today. Childhood and youth of writer passed in the days of Great depression, on university education he did not have facilities, nevertheless, making decision nearly in 12 years to become a writer, Ray with an enviable persistence followed him, never reflecting about other profession. When Ray finished middle school, not able him to purchase a new coat. It was necessary to go to the final evening in the suit of late uncle Lester, which perished from a hand robber. Holes from a bullet on a stomach and back of coat darned neatly. Being young he sold newspapers, after a few years lived due to a wife, while in 1950 finally it was not published first his large work is the «Martian chronics».

Ray remembered a father rarely, more frequent is a mother, and only in a book «Medicine from a melancholy» (1960) it is possible to find the following dedication: «To the father with love, waking up so lately and even surprising his son». However, Leonard-senior couldn’t read it already; he had died two years prior to it, in age 66 years. This unexpressed love found a bright reflection in a story «Desire». In a book «Dandelion wine», by the being as a matter of fact book of child's flashbacks, main grown man character carries the name Leonard Spaulding. Collection of poems «When elephants the last time in a court flowered» he provided with the following dedication: «This book — in memory about my grandmother Minnie Davis Bradbury, both my grandfather Samuel Kinston Bradbury and my brother Samuel, and sister Elisabeth. All of them died a long ago, but I till today remember them». Often he inserts their names in the stories.

Ray Bradbury possesses unique memory. That is he tells about it: «For me that I would name a «almost complete mental return» to the o'clock of birth was always present. I remember cutting of umbilical cord, remember how in the first time sucked a mother’s breast. Nightmares, usually catching new-born, are added to my mental crib from the first weeks of life. I know, know that it is impossible, most people doesn't remember anything like it. And psychologist’s talk that children give birth not developed enough, only after a few days or even weeks finding ability to see, hear, know. But I — saw, heard, knew...» (you may remember a story the «Little killer»). He distinctly remembers the first snow-fall in life. More late flashback — about that, how him, yet three-year, parents first time took with itself in the cinema. A sensational mute film «Hunchback of cathedral of the Parisian mother of God» with Lonom Cheyni topside, and appearance of freak staggered little Ray to the innermost of one's the heart.
«My early impressions are usually related to the picture, that and now stands before my eyes: a terrible nightly trip is upwards on a stair. It always seemed to me that stood me to step on the last step, as I immediately will appear up against a loathsome monster, lying in wait me above. Over heels I rolled downward and with weeping hurried to the mother, and then we together climbed on steps. A monster is ordinary to this time escaped somewhere. For me so remained not clear, why a mother was clean unimaginative: in fact she had never seen this monster».
In the family of Bradbury legend existed about a sorceress in their own genealogy — great-grandmother, as though burned on the famous Salem process above witches in 1692. There, true, convict hung, and the name of Mary Bradbury is in the list of passing «in business» could appear a simple coincidence. Nevertheless, a fact remains a fact: from little up a writer considered itself the great-grandchild of sorceress. It is needed to mark that in his stories impure force is just kind, and magic creatures are where more humane,  than their pursuers - puritans and self-righteous persons.

Right through life Bradbury lived with one woman — Marguerite McClure. Together they made 4 daughters (Tina, Ramona, Susan and Alexandra). They married on September, 27, 1947. From this day during a few years she worked whole days that Ray could stay at a home and to work above books. The top copy of «Martian chronic» was by her hands .This book was devoted to her. Margaret for life studied four languages, and also had reputation for the connoisseur of literature (there is Marcel' Proust in the number of its favorite writers, Agatha of Christie and... Ray Bradbury). Yet she well understood wines and loved cats. All, knowing her personally, spoke about her, as about the woman of rare charm and possessor of good sense of humor. She died on November, 24, 2003.

For the life Ray Bradbury was awarded (and yet, hope, will be awarded) great number of bonuses and rewards. Now he is the honored doctor of literature of college of Utter (state of Californium). Laureate of awards O'Genri, Benjamin Franklin, awards of the American academy, awards of Ann Radcliff, awards "Gandalf". In 1988 awarded title "grandee-master". In 1989 is a laureate of bonus Bream Stoker "for achievements of all life".
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                                                              Chapter 2
                                                 Works of Ray Bradbury.
Ray Bradbury is often named master of fantasy, one of the best writers-fantasies and founder of many traditions of genre. Actually Bradbury is not fantasy, because it is necessary to attribute his creation to «large», unusuall literature, and truly since fiction works for him only small stake. Nevertheless, Bradbury is the possessor of a few rewards in area of fantasy (Nebula — 1988, Hugo — 1954), besides the great number of standard literature bonuses.
Works of Bradbury in most are the short stories of not entertaining character, containing the short sketching, taken to the psychological moments, built mainly on dialogs, monologues, reflections of heroes, than on an action. In spite of obvious talent to thinking of different subjects, frequently entertaining and original, a writer is often limited to the plot less sketching, very metaphorical, complete the hidden meaning or not bearings the certain semantic loading in general. And even in the well «cut» out works of Bradbury can easily tear off a narration; go away from details, leaving an action in the moment of sharp incandescence of passions. Also practically in any work of writer it will not be succeeded to prove guilty in imposing of the point of view: in 99 % works an author remains «off screen». A situation can develop how pleasingly partially, but never Bradbury will bring a reader over to the conclusion. As if he sees the task in that, to discompose a reader, intensify a situation and go away, leaving him to reflect after a book.

And if from other creative principles Bradbury departed, his «language», that methods of exposition of appearances, ideas, never changed practically. Personal touches of his language — it minimum of details, descriptions, actions. Takes place even not so much fabulousness, (absence of realisticness), how many ignoring the value of verisimilitude. This line touches subjects (the fabulousness easily gets along with a fairy-tale, detective with a melodrama, wiping off the scopes of genres), and language: Bradbury ignores descriptions of places of actions, to the exterior of heroes, by the names, dates and numbers. Naturally, in his works you can't meet technical details and complete absence of fiction in a technical sphere.
Accordingly, not erecting with a plot basis in the absolute, Bradbury easily changes styles and genres of his works. In the stories of the same year of writing it is easily possible to meet fantasy, both melodrama and detective, and fantasy, historical sketching, verses and other.
As far as it is possible to judge on an essay and interview, Bradbury preaches literature of senses, but not ideas. Emotions, but not actions. States, but not events.
Bradbury stands up for spiritual values and foremost for fantasy, creation. Declares the internal world of man, his world view, fantasy the nearly higher value of Bradbury. Ability of man to feel writer acknowledges main quality.
In the works sympathizes foremost to the people of art (and even anymore to his judges), than all other. Frequently here on the pages of the books of Bradbury cruelly falls out with «enemies» — stale people, deprived fantasy, petty bourgeois, officials, politicians — those, who hinders normal life of creative people, self-expression, intercourse, who takes a culture to conventions, to mass character, standardization, does life dry, boring, spiritually poor,  not fresh. (in to lead the «Martian chronics» (head of «Esher II») a protagonist with pain and tear describes incineration of books, but then calmly kills living people from ten, here furnishing murders with enviable fantasy, on the books of Edgar Po...)
And I in his books like elegantness and humor, fantasy and elusive sense wonderful in every word. Books of Ray Bradbury are books of poet sharpened in harshness of earthly days; they are full miracle and irony, fairy-tales and tall stories, riddles and secrets. Every reader opens on your own the surprising world in the books of Ray Bradbury, where all is possible. He does not write about ordinary, he writes about that is, is undoubted exactly, but about that, whatever nobody notices... Any word, any most ordinary motion he inverts from feet to the head, turns inside out, sprinkles with powder and pushes on a review delighted and surprised, but not rarely and skeptical reader. And reader, reading though one of him story, falls in love in the books of Ray Bradbury once for all, so great is their charm and interesting.

To many to his admirers (and to me in their number) acquainted and family, that sympathy to the art, people of art and his judges, and also contempt and disgust for foolish, illegible and deprived fantasy inhabitants which at times meet on our vital way. In many his books and stories, this eternal offense shows through. But here, as I talked already, he never imposes the reader of the opinion, what I infinitely respect him for. Many his books open eyes on a horrific injustice and savagery of our world. And induce to change to the best. Anymore to read, value freedom and justice, respect other people, love. And I am sure that he wrote knowingly. And many people are now thankful him for his creation.
Bradbury stands up for high spiritual values, he against racism and elimination of culture, against dullness and gregarious sense. Personally his books and his judgments are very near me . Due to him, I saw our world such, what he is – unfair, complete foolishness and evil. And I know now, that it follows me to change to the best and change this world and other people to the best. And I know that not only his books helped me to realize many an injustice and foolishness of our world. I am sure that many people are thankful Ray Bradbury for his books which helped them to understand this world.
You can read some examples of his creation (The sound of a thunder) in Appendixes on pages 
9 – 23.
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                                                          Chapter 3

                                         Topics which Ray Bradbury 
                                              mentions in his works.
In the books Ray Bradbury affects the great number of problems actual both thirty years back and now. As a veritable writer, he passes these problems through allegories, carrying a scene either on Mars or on a cemetery. And from these comparisons, and also from his trade, problems become yet more terrible and serious. In fact indeed, when Martians are exposed to the mass extermination, an injustice is felt much stronger, than when ants are destroyed, for example, by whole ant-hills. Here I will bring a few basic problems over of affected Bradbury in his books.
3.1

First, and one of most widespread is the problem of decline of culture, persecution of intelligent and «thinking» part of humanity, elimination of the real literature. Most prime example, perhaps, it is work a «Fahrenheit 451». The future is described in this novel, where to read books became the forbidden employment, books burned, and their possessors were cruelly punished. A protagonist is a fireman, which, who burns these books – because of some circumstances passes to the side of defenders of books and devotes to the rescue of the last books.
3.2

In addition, Ray Bradbury spares large attention the problem of racism, to persecution of people of certain nationality. The most known example is a book the «Martian chronics». This book consists of great number of small stories, devoted mastering of Mars by tellurians. All stories are different, but the same idea is everywhere pursued – tellurian destroyed, destroy or will destroy a too peaceful local population. Together stories are folded in one clear and simple picture which shows clear – not to destroy Martians tellurian.
3.3

Yet, is one on the face of it ordinary, but in the end very important problem. It even is a not problem, but fact – the littlest change can be important even, and to ignore it is impossible. Even a little butterfly can destroy the whole world. This situation is in detail described in the story of Ray Bradbury «The sound of a thunder». An action takes place in the distant future; a certain company arranges journeys to the past with the purpose of hunt on animals, led in those times. Unique condition – you nowise must anything to leave there and to bring nothing with itself. And in a next journey one client by chance squashes a butterfly a leg and brings it with itself.

3.4

And there is another problem which how not prevails in works of Ray Bradbury. It is quite not obvious for many of us, but here Ray Bradbury gives it a very large value. This problem is persecution all unusual, different from us, punching of identical people, not different from each other absolutely by nothing. As an example this problem in his creation I will bring a novel over «From ashes insurgent». In this book is described persecution of evil spirits by the Terrible and Unfair man.

In the works Bradbury affects the enormous amount of the most various problems yet, but those which over I brought, most vast, interesting and often meets.
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                                                                      Conclusion
So, here my work and walked up by the end. I indeed knew much new about Ray Bradbury. Surprisingly me, as such on the face of it a quite ordinary man was able to write such amount of quite unique, not alike on each other stories and books. He did not travel to the ends of the earth, was not in space and did not jump with a parachute (at least, all think so), but his works are always full fantasy and fresh ideas. Problems which he writes about are actual, were actual fifty years back and will be topically yet in fifty years. I delight in him and his creation, and consider an excellent example for an imitation. Perfectionist and dreamer, he is sure in imperfection of our world. And I am sure that at heart he dreams to change him.
I consider that it would be useful many to read his books it can helped them to better understand this world and realize that not all as iridescent as they think.
He indeed brought in an enormous contribution to world literature, and I consider that his books are selected in a separate literary genre. It is not simple fantasy and not simply fantasy. It is a separate branch, separate genre direction in world literature.
Each, even the most untalented writer deserves gratitude’s for the creation, and such talent as Ray Bradbury – double. And I with gladness render him this gratitude.
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                                                                  Appendixes 
                                                    The sound of a thunder.
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 Eckel’s 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 on 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.
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Я выбрала эту тему для реферата, потому что Рэй Брэдбери – один из моих самых любимых писателей. Рэй Брэдбери – писатель-фантаст и за свою жизнь он написал более 400 рассказов. И это не говоря о больших произведениях, таких как 451 градус по Фаренгейту, Марсианские хроники, Вино из одуванчиков и т.д. В его рассказах сюжет никогда не повторяется, идеи всегда свежи и интересны. Он никогда не внушает читателю своих мыслей, а лишь показывает историю, картинку… и уходит, оставляя читателя одного наедине с новой загадкой или проблемой. Все его произведения полны идей и сложных задач, которых читателю предстоит решить. Я преклоняюсь перед этим великим Мэтром Литературы и Научной Фантастики. 

Цель моей работы узнать много нового (и поведать вам) о жизни, биографии и творчестве Рэя Брэдбери. И разобраться, наконец, что он хочет сказать нам в своих произведениях. Ещё я хочу показать вам, какие разные истории он пишет -  не только с разным сюжетом, но и с разной моралью.

Структура моей работы такова – в первой главе я расскажу вам биографию Рэя Брэдбери, во второй главе я расскажу вам об его стиле писания, а в третьей главе – какие основные темы он упоминает в своих произведениях. Актуальность моей работы состоит в том, что проблемы, которые Рэй Брэдбери упоминает в своих произведениях, также актуальны в наше время, как и пятьдесят лет назад.

Для своей работы я прочитала огромное количество его рассказов и несколько крупных произведений (что было мне только в радость), узнала много интересных фактов из его биографии. Я надеюсь, что у меня получилось.

Рэй Брэдбери родился 22 августа 1920 года в больнице на улице Сент-Джеймс-стрит 11, в городе Уокиган, штат Иллинойс. Полное имя — Рэймонд Дуглас (второе имя в честь знаменитого актёра Дугласа Фэрбенкса). Дед и прадед Рэя, потомки первопоселенцев — англичан, приплывших в Америку в 1630 году, в конце 19 века издавали две иллинойские газеты (в провинции это определённое положение в обществе и известность). Отец — Леонард Сполдинг Брэдбери. Мать — Мари Эстер Моберг, шведка по происхождению. К моменту рождения Рэя отцу его не исполнилось и 30, работал он электромонтёром и был отцом четырёхлетнего сына — Леонарда-младшего (вместе с Леонардом-младшим родился его брат-близнец — Сэм, но он умер двух лет отроду). В 1926 у Брэдбери появляется сестрёнка — Элизабет, она также умерла будучи ребёнком.

В 1934 году семья Брэдбери перебирается в Лос-Анджелес, где Рэй проживает и по сей день. Детство и юношество писателя прошли во времена Великой депрессии, средств на университетское образование у него не было, тем не менее, приняв едва ли не в 12 лет решение стать писателем, Рэй с завидным упорством ему следовал, никогда не задумываясь об иной профессии. Когда Рэй окончил среднюю школу, ему не смогли купить новый пиджак. Пришлось идти на выпускной вечер в костюме покойного дяди Лестера, который погиб от руки грабителя. Дыры от пули на животе и спине пиджака аккуратно заштопали. Будучи молодым он продавал газеты, затем несколько лет жил за счёт жены, пока в 1950 году наконец не было опубликовано первое его крупное произведение — «Марсианские хроники». 

Рэй редко вспоминал отца, чаще — мать, и только в книге «Лекарство от меланхолии» (1960) можно найти следующее посвящение: «Отцу с любовью, проснувшейся так поздно и даже удивившей его сына». Впрочем, Леонард-старший прочесть этого уже не мог, он умер за два года до этого, в возрасте 66 лет. Яркое отражение эта невыраженная любовь нашла в рассказе «Желание». В книге «Вино из одуванчиков», являющейся по сути дела книгой детских воспоминаний, главный взрослый персонаж носит имя Леонард Сполдинг. Сборник стихов «Когда слоны последний раз во дворике цвели» он снабдил следующим посвящением: «Эта книга — в память о моей бабушке Минни Дэвис Брэдбери, и моём деде Сэмюэле Хинкстоне Брэдбери, и моём брате Сэмюэле, и сестре Элизабет. Все они давно умерли, но я по сей день их помню». Часто он вставляет их имена в свои рассказы.

 Рэй Брэдбери обладает уникальной памятью. Вот как он рассказывает об этом сам: «У меня всегда присутствовало то, что я бы назвал «почти полным мысленным возвратом» к часу рождения. Я помню обрезание пуповины, помню, как в первый раз сосал материнскую грудь. Кошмары, обыкновенно подстерегающие новорождённого, занесены в мою мысленную шпаргалку с первых же недель жизни. Знаю, знаю, что это невозможно, большинство людей ничего такого не помнит. И психологи говорят, что дети рождаются не вполне развитыми, лишь спустя несколько дней или даже недель обретая способность видеть, слышать, знать. Но я-то — видел, слышал, знал…» (вспомните рассказ «Маленький убийца»). Он отчётливо помнит первый снегопад в жизни. Более позднее воспоминание — о том, как его, ещё трёхлетнего, родители первый раз взяли с собой в кино. Шёл нашумевший немой фильм «Горбун собора Парижской богоматери» с Лоном Чейни в главной роли, и образ урода поразил маленького Рэя до глубины души.

«Мои ранние впечатления обычно связаны с картиной, что и сейчас стоит перед глазами: жуткое ночное путешествие вверх по лестнице… Мне всегда казалось, что стоит мне ступить на последнюю ступеньку, как я тотчас же окажусь лицом к лицу с мерзким чудовищем, поджидающим меня наверху. Кубарем катился я вниз и с плачем бежал к маме, и тогда мы уже вдвоём снова взбирались по ступенькам. Обычно чудовище к этому времени куда-то убегало. Для меня так и осталось неясным, почему мама была начисто лишена воображения: ведь она так и не увидела ни разу это чудовище».

В семье Брэдбери бытовала легенда о колдунье в их собственной родословной —  прабабке, будто бы сожжённой на знаменитом Сейлемском процессе над ведьмами в 1692 году. Там, правда, осуждённых вешали, да и имя Мэри Брэдбери в списке проходивших «по делу» могло оказаться простым совпадением. Тем не менее, факт остаётся фактом: с детства писатель считал себя правнуком колдуньи. Стоит отметить, что в его рассказах нечистая сила как раз добрая, и существа потусторонние оказываются куда более человечнее, нежели их преследователи — пуритане, ханжи и «чистюли» — законники. 

Всю свою жизнь Брэдбери жил с одной женщиной —Marguerite McClure. Вместе они нажили 4 дочерей (Tina, Ramona, Susan и Alexandra). Они поженились 27 сентября 1947 года. С этого дня в течение нескольких лет она работала целыми днями, чтобы Рэй мог оставаться дома и работать над книгами. Её руками был набран первый экземпляр «Марсианских хроник». Ей же и была посвящена эта книга. Маргарэт за жизнь изучила четыре языка, а также слыла знатоком литературы (в числе её любимых писателей Марсель Пруст, Агата Кристи и… Рэй Брэдбери). Ещё она хорошо разбиралась в винах и любила кошек. Все, знавшие её лично, отзывались о ней, как о человеке редкого обаяния и обладательнице незаурядного чувства юмора. Она умерла 24 ноября 2003 года.

 За свою жизнь Рэй Брэдбери был удостоен (и ещё, надеюсь, будет удостоен) множества премий и наград. На данный момент он - почетный доктор литературы колледжа Уиттьер (штат Калифорния). Лауреат премий О'Генри, Бенджамина Франклина, премии Американской академии, премии Энн Радклифф, премии "Гэндальф". В 1988 году удостоен титула "Гранд-мастер". В 1989 - лауреат премии Брэма Стокера "за достижения всей жизни". 

Рэя Брэдбери часто называют мэтром фантастики, одним из лучших писателей-фантастов и основоположником многих традиций жанра. Фактически же Брэдбери не является фантастом, так как его творчество следует отнести к «большой», внежанровой литературе, да и истинно фантастических произведений у него лишь малая доля. Тем не менее, Брэдбери является обладателем нескольких наград в области фантастики (Небьюла — 1988, Хьюго — 1954), помимо множества общелитературных премий.
Произведения Брэдбери в большинстве своём — это короткие рассказы не развлекательного характера, содержащие короткие зарисовки, сводящиеся к остродраматическим, психологическим моментам, построенные в основном на диалогах, монологах, размышлениях героев, нежели на действии. Несмотря на явный талант к придумыванию различных сюжетов, зачастую занимательных и оригинальных, писатель часто ограничивается бессюжетными зарисовками, очень метафоричными, полными скрытого смысла или же не несущими определённой смысловой нагрузки вообще. И даже в хорошо «скроенных» произведениях Брэдбери может легко оборвать повествование, уйти от подробностей, оставив действие в момент острого накала страстей. Также практически ни в одном произведении писателя не удастся уличить в морализаторстве и навязывании своей точки зрения: в 99 % произведений автор остаётся «за кадром». Ситуация может развиваться сколь угодно пристрастно, но никогда Брэдбери не приведёт читателя к выводу. Словно бы он видит свою задачу в том, чтобы взволновать читателя, обострить ситуацию и уйти, оставив его размышлять за книгой.

И если от иных своих творческих принципов Брэдбери и отходил, то его «язык», то есть способы изложения образов, мыслей, практически никогда не менялся. Характерные черты его языка — это «акварельность», минимум деталей, описаний, подробностей, действий. Имеет место даже не столько фантастичность, (отсутствие реалистичности), сколько пренебрежение значением правдоподобия. Эта черта касается и сюжетов (фантастичность легко уживается со сказочностью, детектив с мелодрамой, сметая рамки жанров), и языка: Брэдбери пренебрегает описаниями мест действий, внешности героев, именами, датами, цифрами. Естественно, в его произведениях не встретить технических подробностей и полное отсутствие вымысла в технической сфере.

Соответственно, не возводя сюжетную основу в абсолют, Брэдбери легко меняет стили и жанры своих произведений. В рассказах одного и того же года написания легко можно встретить и фантастику, и мелодраму, и детектив, и фэнтези, исторические зарисовки, стихи и прочее.

Насколько можно судить по эссе и интервью, Брэдбери проповедует литературу чувств, а не мыслей. Эмоций, а не действий. Состояний, а не событий.

Брэдбери ратует за духовные ценности и прежде всего за фантазию, творчество. Едва ли не высшей ценностью Брэдбери объявляет внутренний мир человека, его мировоззрение, фантазию. Способность человека чувствовать, сопереживать писатель признаёт главным качеством.

В своих произведениях сочувствует прежде всего людям искусства (и даже больше его ценителям), нежели всем прочим. Зачастую при этом на страницах своих книг Брэдбери жестоко расправляется с «врагами» — чёрствыми людьми, лишёнными фантазии, мещанами, чиновниками, политиками — теми, кто препятствует нормальной жизни творческих людей, самовыражению, общению, кто сводит культуру к условностям, массовости, стандартизации, делает жизнь сухой, скучной, духовно бедной, пресной. (в повести «Марсианские хроники» (глава «Эшер II») главный герой с болью и надрывом описывает сжигание книг, но потом хладнокровно убивает с десяток живых людей, при этом обставляя убийства с завидной фантазией, по книгам Эдгара По…) 

А мне в его книгах нравится изящность и юмор, фантазия и неуловимое чувство прекрасного в каждом слове. Книги Рэя Брэдбери – это книги поэта заточенного в суровости земных дней, они полны чуда и иронии, сказок и небылиц, загадок и тайн. Каждый читатель открывает для себя в книгах Рэя Брэдбери удивительный мир, где все возможно. Он пишет не об обыденном, он пишет о том, что есть, есть несомненно и точно, но о том, чего никто не замечает… Любое слово, любое самое обычное движение он переворачивает с ног на голову, выворачивает наизнанку, посыпает пудрой и выталкивает на обозрение восхищенного и удивленного, а не редко и скептического читателя. Читатель, прочитавший хоть один его рассказ, влюбляется в книги Рэя Брэдбери раз и навсегда, столь велико их обаяние и интересность.

Многим его поклонникам (и мне в их числе) знакомо и родственно, то сочувствие к искусству, людям искусства и его ценителям, а также презрение и отвращение к глупым, неразборчивым и лишенным фантазии обывателям, которые порой встречаются на нашем жизненном пути. Во многих его книгах и рассказах, сквозит эта вечная обида… Но при этом, как я уже говорила, он никогда не навязывает читателю своего мнения, за что я его безмерно уважаю. Многие его книги открывают глаза на ужасающую несправедливость и дикость нашего мира. И побуждают меняться к лучшему. Больше читать, ценить свободу и справедливость, уважать других людей, любить… И я уверена, что он писал не зря. И многие люди сейчас благодарны ему за его творчество.
Брэдбери ратует за высокие духовные ценности, он против расизма и уничтожения культуры, против тупости и стадного чувства. Лично мне  его книги и его суждения очень близки. Благодаря ему, я увидела наш мир таким, какой он есть – несправедливый, полный глупости и зла. И теперь я знаю, что мне следует меняться к лучшему и менять к лучшему этот мир и других людей. И я знаю, что не только мне его книги помогли осознать многие несправедливости и глупости нашего мира. Я уверена, что многие люди благодарны Рэю Брэдбери за его книги, которые помогли им понять этот мир.
Некоторые примеры его творчества (рассказ The sound of a thunder) вы можете читать в Приложениях на страницах 9 – 24.

В своих книгах Рэй Брэдбери затрагивает множество проблем актуальных как тридцать лет назад, так и сейчас. Как истинный писатель, он передает эти проблемы через аллегории, перенося место действия то на Марс, то на кладбище. И от этих сравнений, а также от его мастерства, проблемы становятся ещё более ужасными и серьезными. Ведь действительно, когда марсиане подвергаются массовому истреблению, несправедливость ощущается гораздо сильнее, чем когда уничтожаются, например,  муравьи целыми муравейниками. Здесь я приведу несколько основных проблем затрагиваемых Брэдбери в его книгах.

Первая, и одна из самых распространенных – это проблема упадка культуры, гонение осмысленной и «думающей» части человечества, уничтожение настоящей литературы.

Самый яркий пример, пожалуй, это произведение «451 градус по Фаренгейту». В этом романе описывается будущее, где читать книги стало запрещенным занятием, сами книги сжигали, а их обладателей жестоко наказывали. Главный герой – пожарный, тот, кто сжигает эти самые книги – ввиду некоторых обстоятельств переходит на сторону защитников книг и посвящает себя спасению последних книг…

Кроме того, Рэй Брэдбери уделяет большое внимание проблеме расизма, гонению людей определенной национальности. Наиболее известный пример – это книга «Марсианские хроники». Эта книга состоит из множества небольших рассказов, посвященных освоению землянами Марса. Все рассказы разные, но везде преследуется одна и та же мысль – земляне уничтожили, уничтожают или уничтожат чересчур миролюбивое местное население. Вместе рассказы складываются в одну понятную и простую картинку, которая ясно показывает – землянам не уничтожить марсиан.

Ещё, есть одна на первый взгляд непримечательная, но в конечном итоге очень важная проблема. Это даже не проблема, а факт – даже самая маленькая мелочь может быть важна, и пренебрегать ею нельзя. Даже маленькая бабочка может уничтожить весь мир. Эта ситуация подробно описана в рассказе Рэя Брэдбери «The sound of a thunder».  Действие происходит в далеком будущем, некая компания устраивает поездки в прошлое с целью охоты на животных, водившихся в те времена. Единственное условие – вы ни в коем случае не должны ничего оставить там и ничего не привезти с собой. И в очередной поездке один клиент случайно раздавливает бабочку ногой и привозит её с собой…

И есть еще одна проблема, которая чуть ли не преобладает в произведениях Рэя Брэдбери.

Для многих из нас она вовсе не очевидна, но вот Рэй Брэдбери придает ей очень большое значение. Эта проблема – это гонение всего необычного, отличающегося от нас, штампование одинаковых людей, не отличающихся друг от друга абсолютно ничем. В качестве примера этой проблемы в его творчестве я приведу роман «Из праха восставшие». В этой книге описывается гонение семейки нечисти Ужасным и Несправедливым человеком. 

В своих произведениях Брэдбери затрагивает ещё огромное количество самых разнообразных проблем, но те которые я привела, наиболее обширны, интересны и часто встречаемы. 

Итак, вот моя работа и подошла к концу. Я действительно узнала много нового о Рэе Брэдбери. Мне удивительно, как такой на первый взгляд совершенно обычный человек смог написать такое количество совершенно уникальных, не похожих друг на друга рассказов и книг. Он не путешествовал на край света, не бывал в космосе и не прыгал с парашютом (по крайней мере, все так думают), но его произведения всегда полны фантазии и свежих идей. Проблемы, о которых он пишет, актуальны, были актуальны пятьдесят лет назад и будут актуально ещё через пятьдесят лет. Я восхищаюсь им и его творчеством, и считаю отличным примером для подражания. Перфекционист и мечтатель, он уверен в несовершенстве нашего мира. И я уверена, что в глубине души он мечтает его изменить.

Я считаю, что многим было бы полезно почитать его книги – это помогло бы им лучше понять этот мир и осознать, что не все так радужно как они думают. 

Он действительно внес огромный вклад в мировую литературу, и я считаю, что его книги выделяются в отдельный литературный жанр. Это не просто фантастика и не просто фэнтези. Это отдельная ветвь, отдельное жанровое направление в мировой литературе. 

Каждый, даже самый бездарный писатель заслуживает благодарности за свое творчество, а такой талант как Рэй Брэдбери – вдвойне. И я с радостью воздаю ему эту благодарность.
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