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    BRINK OF INFINITY

~

    ONE WOULD HARDLY CHOOSE the life of an assistant professor of mathematics at an Eastern University as an adventurous one. Professors in general are reputed to drone out in a quiet, scholarly existence, and an instructor of mathematics might seem the driest and least lively of men, since his subject is perhaps the most desiccated. And yet—even the lifeless science of figures has had its dreamers—Clerk Maxwell, Lobachevsky, Einstein and the rest. The latter, the great Albert Einstein himself who is forging the only chain that ever tied a philosophers’ dream to experimental science, is pounding his links of tenuous mathematical symbols, shadowy as thought, but unbreakable.

    And don’t forget that “Alice in Wonderland” was written by a dreamer who happened also to be a mathematician. Not that I class myself with them; I’m practical enough to leave fantasies alone. Teaching is my business.

    At least, teaching is my main business. I do a little statistical work for industrial corporations when the occasion presents itself—in fact, you’ll find my name in the classified section: Abner Aarons, Statistician and Consulting Mathematician. I eke out my professional salary, and I do at times strike something interesting. Of course, in the main such work consists of graphing trends of consumption for manufacturers, or population increase for public utilities.

    And occasionally some up-and-coming advertising agency will consult me on how many sardine cans would be needed to fill the Panama Canal, or some such material to use as catchy advertising copy. Not exactly exciting work, but it helps financially.

    Thus I was not particularly surprised that July morning to receive a call. The university had been closed for some weeks; the summer session was about to open, without however, the benefit of my presence. I was taking a vacation, leaving in two or three days for a Vermont village I knew, where the brook trout cared not a bit whether a prizefighter, president, or professor was on the hither end of the line. And I was going alone; three-quarters of the year before a classroom full of the tadpoles called college students had thoroughly wearied me of any further desire for human companionship; my social instincts were temporarily in abeyance.




OEBPS/cover.jpg
Stanley Weinbaum

Brink of
Infinity

JOVIAN PRESS











