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Name: Albert Einstein

Born: March 14, 1879

Died: April 18, 1955

Position: Physicist

Career Highlights:

• In 1915, he finished the General Theory of Relativity

• In 1921, he was awarded the Nobel Prize in Physics

Interesting Facts:

• Einstein played both the violin and the piano

• He was asked to be the president of Israel. He declined

• Thanks to his theories, we have television, remote controls, lasers, and DVD players

[image: Images]



[image: Images]



To Edith Haynel Brand

[image: Images]



[image: Images] ILLUSTRATIONS [image: Images]


Full Pages

The streetcar reached the meadow.

“Albert, what is your favorite subject?”

She found Laura’s cage on the floor.

“We always want a stork family.”

“Is it dead?” asked Albert.

He listened to Albert’s heart.

The sky was full of falling stars.

“Thank you for your kindness.”

Professor Pick stopped in Albert’s office.

“Won’t you all come in for a while?”

Numerous smaller illustrations
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THE COMPASS

ONE DAY IN 1884 Mr. Hermann Einstein came home from work carrying a small package. It was a present for his five-year-old son, Albert, who was in bed with a cold.

“I thought Albert would enjoy this compass,” he said to his wife. “He’s such a serious boy.”

“A compass!” Mrs. Einstein took the strange-looking present and examined it closely. It was a tiny round box with a glass lid. Under the glass, a needle swung on a pivot or pin in the center of the box. One half of the needle was colored dark. The bottom of the box bore the words North, East, South, and West.

“Now watch the compass work,” said her husband. Slowly he turned the compass in one direction, then in another. “See how the needle spins around? No matter which way the box is turned, the dark end of the needle will point to the north.”

It did indeed! Mrs. Einstein watched with interest as her husband turned the compass.

Now Mr. Einstein continued. “All you have to do is move the compass so that the word North is under the dark end of the needle. Then you can tell the other directions easily.”

Mrs. Einstein was delighted. “Albert loves puzzles,” she said, “and that’s a puzzle if I ever saw one.”

“Then this compass should keep him busy for hours,” said Mr. Einstein.

Mrs. Einstein laughed. “You’re going to be a busy man, Hermann. Have you forgotten all the questions that Albert will ask?”

Mr. Einstein pretended to groan. How well he remembered! Most of the time Albert was so quiet that people hardly knew he was about. When he was puzzled about something, however, there was no end to the questions he could ask.

Then Mr. Einstein began to laugh. “It will be a good joke on me, Pauline. I suppose I might as well take the compass in to Albert now and face his questions.”

“Yes, Hermann, and I’m going with you. I just know Albert is going to be a great professor someday. I would like to hear what he thinks of this compass.”


A STORY FOR ALBERT

The Einsteins were a Jewish family who lived in Munich, Germany. There were four persons in the family—Mr. and Mrs. Einstein, Albert, and his three-year-old sister Maja. Mr. Einstein’s brother Jacob lived with them, too. There was also a fat green parrot named Laura, who thought she was boss of the Einstein home.

Laura talked all the time. Sometimes Mr. and Mrs. Einstein said she was a nuisance, but Albert loved her. Laura was talking now as Mr. and Mrs. Einstein approached Albert’s room.

“Somebody’s coming! Somebody’s coming!” she said in a loud voice.

“Oh, Laura, it’s only Father and Mother,” Albert said with a smile.

“Your father has a present for you, Albert,” Mrs. Einstein said. “A compass!”

“What’s a compass?” asked Albert.
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“What’s a compass?” repeated Laura.

Mr. Einstein turned to the parrot. “Quiet, Laura. Let Albert enjoy his present.”

“Quiet, Laura!” the parrot repeated loudly. “Laura’s a bad girl. Tsk, tsk, tsk! Take her out of the room.”

“That’s a splendid idea.” Mrs. Einstein picked up Laura’s cage and started for the door.

“Poor Laura!” Albert laughed.

“Noisy Laura,” said Mr. Einstein.

“Bad bird!” Laura wailed. “Bad bird!”

When Mrs. Einstein returned to the room, father and son were bending over the compass. Albert’s questions had already begun.

“What’s a compass for? How can a needle in a box tell which way is north? Why does the needle turn around?”

“Questions, questions, questions!” Mr. Einstein shook his head laughingly. “Maybe if I tell a story, it will help you to understand how a compass works.”

Albert’s brown eyes lighted up with joy. There was nothing that he loved better than a story. “Yes, Father, please do.” He snuggled back in his pillows and waited for the story to begin.

Mrs. Einstein pulled up a chair and sat down.

“Well,” Mr. Einstein began, “once an old woodsman named Hans lived deep in a forest not far from Munich.”

“Was he very old?” asked Albert.

“Very old,” his father repeated, “but even though he was very old, he never had learned how to find his way in the forest.”

“My goodness!” cried Mrs. Einstein. “A woodsman who couldn’t find his way in the forest would certainly be in a fix.”

Mr. Einstein nodded. “Poor old Hans was in a fix all right. He had been lost more times than Albert can count.”

“I can count to a hundred,” Albert said.

“I know you can, son, and Hans had been lost more than a hundred times. Each morning when he left the house, Mrs. Hans would worry and worry. Sometimes it would be days before Hans could find his way home. His wife would think, ‘Oh, my, this time my Hans has surely been eaten up by a bear.’ ”

“Of course, she would,” agreed Mrs. Einstein. “I’m glad you’re not a woodsman, Hermann, or I should worry, too.”

“Aha, but I wouldn’t get lost!” Mr. Einstein said. “I’d have a compass to tell me the direction I needed to go.”

“So that’s what a compass is for!” Albert exclaimed. “To keep you from getting lost!”

“Right!” said his father. “It’s exactly what Mrs. Hans decided to get for old Hans. One day she came into Munich and bought the best compass she could find. She wasn’t going to have Hans getting lost anymore. Then what do you think Hans did?”

“He asked how the compass worked,” laughed Mrs. Einstein, “just as Albert did.”

Albert giggled. His mother was teasing, of course. She and his father often teased him about his questions, but they always did their best to answer them.

“Well, Father,” Albert said, “how did the compass work?”

“Hans thought ghosts were making it work,” his father said. “He said spirits swung that needle back to the north when he turned the compass around.”

Albert and his mother laughed. What a foolish fellow Hans was! Everybody knew there were no such things as ghosts.

“Mrs. Hans knew better, however,” Mr. Einstein went on. “She had asked the storekeeper to tell her about the compass when she bought it, and this is what he said.”

Albert sat up in bed and Mrs. Einstein pulled her chair closer. They wanted to hear what the storekeeper had said.

“A compass needle is really a magnet,” Mr. Einstein said.

“Of course!” Albert said, nodding his head. “I’ve seen a magnet. Mother uses one to pick up needles from the floor when she sews.”

“That’s right, son,” said Mr. Einstein. “Now every magnet has two ends. One end is called ‘north’ and the other ‘south.’ If you put the north ends of two magnets together, they will fly apart. Two south ends will do the same thing.”

“What about a north end and a south end?” asked Albert curiously.

“That’s the strange thing,” replied his father. “A north end and a south end attract each other.”

“What does that have to do with a compass?” Mrs. Einstein wanted to know.

“Well, my dear, this is the part that is hard to believe. It’s the part that old Hans couldn’t believe at all. The earth itself is a big magnet. Any small magnet, when it isn’t fastened, will begin to turn. It will turn until the south end of the magnet is pointing north.”

“My goodness!” cried Mrs. Einstein. “It makes one feel odd to think that we’re living on a big magnet, doesn’t it?”

Mr. Einstein and Albert both laughed. Still, they agreed that the idea did make them feel a little strange.

“Go on,” said Albert. “Tell us more about Hans. Did he ever learn to use the compass?”

“Yes, finally, but not until he had had a very bad fright. One day he was out chopping wood. Suddenly a big bear came up to him, just as Mrs. Hans had always feared.”

“Did the bear chase him?”

“It certainly did. Old Hans ran and ran. Finally he lost the bear.”

“By that time I’ll bet Hans was really lost, too,” said Mrs. Einstein.

“He was,” said Mr. Einstein. “At last when he found his way home, he was a mighty tired and hungry man. He decided that even if spirits did make the compass needle turn, he’d rather trust the compass than get lost again.”

“So this time he listened to Mrs. Hans?” Mrs. Einstein asked.

“Yes, indeed. She showed him how to use the compass, and he never got lost again.”

“Oh, my goodness!” Mrs. Einstein jumped from her chair. “Your story was so interesting that I almost forgot our supper! I hope it hasn’t burned up.”

Fortunately, supper wasn’t burned. Mrs. Einstein brought Albert’s supper to him on a tray. She had cooked chicken and dumplings, one of Albert’s favorite dishes. She had also made a big cherry tart.

After supper, Albert looked at his compass. “It certainly is strange about the earth being a magnet,” he thought. “I wonder what makes it a magnet? Father didn’t explain that.”

He turned the compass around in his hands and watched the needle swing always to the north. “Father didn’t explain how the magnet became a magnet, either,” he thought. “I guess I’ll have to ask him.”
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COUSINS FROM THE BLACK FOREST

COMPANY HAD COME last night, and Albert was delighted. His uncle, aunt, and three cousins had come from the Black Forest to pay a visit. The Black Forest was west of Munich.

Uncle Rudolph was Albert’s father’s brother and Uncle Rudolph’s wife was Albert’s mother’s sister. Accordingly their three daughters, Hermine, Elsa, and Paula, and Albert and Maja were double cousins.

Albert liked his cousins. They were friendly and kind and never made him feel bashful. When some people came to visit, Albert wanted to run away and hide, but not when his cousins came.

Albert wouldn’t have wanted to hide today, anyway. This was the first day of the Oktoberfest, which was held each fell in Munich. The festival was to start at noon, and right now all the Einsteins were getting ready to go.

“Hurry,” Uncle Rudolph called to the others. “We don’t want to miss the parade.”

“I’m ready,” said Mr. Einstein, coming from his room. He was dressed for the holiday in a Bavarian peasant costume. He wore short leather pants, red suspenders, long socks, and a little hat with a cocky feather. Uncle Rudolph was wearing the same kind of costume.

Then the two mothers entered the room. They were wearing peasant costumes, too, and they looked as pretty as could be. Both wore white blouses and black bodices laced across the front. Lively hats matched their green and yellow skirts.

“We’re ready,” they said together.

“So are we,” cried the girls. All four were wearing their best Sunday dresses and looked just as pretty as their mothers.

“Me, too!” Albert said. He was just as neat as the girls.

Laura, the parrot, was sitting on her perch in the corner of the room. In the excitement she had been forgotten, even by Albert. “Me, too,” she croaked. “Me, too!”

Everyone laughed.

“No,” Uncle Rudolph said, “parrots can’t go.”

Then the Einsteins left the house and went to the corner to wait for a streetcar. When the car came, pulled by a trotting horse, the Einsteins got on quickly. The car was already crowded with people headed for the big meadow where the Oktoberfest was to be held. Everyone was talking and laughing at once. Albert sat watching and listening happily.
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On the way to the meadow Albert suddenly said, “Father, why do we have the Oktoberfest?”

“Well, it started a long time ago, in 1810,” Mr. Einstein said. “The son of the King of Bavaria was going to be married. The King thought it would be nice to give the people of Bavaria a present. He gave a big wedding feast, and everybody was welcome to come.”

“Everybody had so much fun that the people of Munich didn’t want to give up the festival,” Uncle Rudolph went on. “Now for two weeks each fall they celebrate again.”

“The first thing you will see in the parade is a statue of a little monk with outstretched arms,” said Mrs. Einstein.

“Oh, I know who he is!” Hermine cried. “He’s the child of Munich.”

“Yes, indeed,” Mrs. Einstein went on. “He’s the symbol of our city. You know, Munich was first settled by Catholic monks many hundreds of years ago.”

Presently the streetcar reached the meadow where the festival was to be held. A great crowd was gathered there. Everybody was dressed in bright clothes. The men wore leather shorts like Mr. Einstein’s and Uncle Rudolph’s. The women wore peasant costumes like Mrs. Einstein’s. The boys and girls were dressed gaily, too, just as Albert and his sister and cousins were.
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