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The bright boys, they all stuay maths,
And Albert Einstein points the paths,
Although he seldom takes the air,
We wish to God hed cut his hair.
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Princeton, USA — 1949

| would probably
never have met Albert
Einstein at all if Spider
hadn’t tried so hard to
spoil our baseball game.

We were all playing
in the street using my

brand-new ball. Spider 4%

was jealous and I knew
he’d try and ruin things
if he could.
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| didn’t have to wait long. The first

e

chance he got, he gave the ball a massive hit,
deliberately sending it spinning over the
houses opposite.

The other kids turned and ran. We were al-
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ways getting into trouble for breaking windows

wherever we played.
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rrhe ball sailed clean over the houses. Spi-
der gave me an evil look as I set off to find it.
First, I had to climb over the fence at the
back of the houses.I jumped up to get a grip
and just about made it over.The ball wasn’t
there, though, and I had to sneak through a hole

in the fence to next door.
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looked through the window at the back

of the house. Inside, the walls of the rooms were
covered with books. Nothing but books.

I started kicking away leaves, looking for

my ball. I must have made more noise than I

meant to because the next thing I knew, the back

door creaked open.

BAEENETHNERATA, SRZLADE
M EAMRE, BT BUSER P,

¥ BIH TR ot AR, R R T

| i E; KX A&, BARTA, BN

il - T Eog—pFT,

i *,i

7 e 2 B

N
) o4 15 1 o
w i 8 %

. l =

Ml s ti

> =




_an I help?” called a voice.

An old man with untidy white e
hair came slowly down the ;,/
\é./_.." ) ./.»

—

porch steps.

He wore a loose gray sweater that was all

pulled out of shape and a pair of baggy
trousers. He looked like a janitor or maybe the

gardener.
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W hat is it that you’ve lost?” he said
walking toward me.

I should probably have run for it, but I told
him about Spider and the ball.

“What was its trajectory?” he asked.

“What?”

“Where did it come from?” he said

\ patiently.
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| pointed to where we’d been playing. He

held out his hand along the same angle.

“I’ve looked and it’s not here,” I said. “It
must have landed someplace else.”

The old man reached up, grabbed the low-
est branch of the tree and shook it.The ball fell

down and landed by his feet.
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