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						About Breuer:
					
				

				
					
						Miles John Breuer, (1889 – 1947) a U.S. doctor by trade, is better known
					
				

				
					
						to science fiction aficionadoes as a writer for many pulp magazines, in-
					
				

				
					
						cluding Amazing Stories and Argosy. His best known works are his
					
				

				
					
						story "The Gostak and the Doshes," and his collaborative work with Jack
					
				

				
					
						Williamson, including The Birth of a New Republic.
					
				

				
					
						John Clute described his work as crudely written, but intelligent and
					
				

				
					
						noted for new ideas.
					
				

				
					
						Copyright: 
						This work is available for countries where copyright is
					
				

				
					
						Life+50
						.
					
				

				
					
						Note: 
						This book is brought to you by Feedbooks.
					
				

				
					
						http://www.feedbooks.com
					
				

				
					
						Strictly for personal use, do not use this file for commercial purposes.
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						ive research did not uncover any evidence that the U.S. copyright on this
					
				

				
					
						publication was renewed.
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						I. The Einstein See-Saw
					
				

				
					
						Tony Costello leaned glumly over his neat, glass-topped desk, on which
					
				

				
					
						a few papers lay arranged in orderly piles. Tony was very blue and dis-
					
				

				
					
						couraged. The foundations of a pleasant and profitable existence had
					
				

				
					
						been cut right out from under him. Gone were the days in which the big
					
				

				
					
						racket boss, Scarneck Ed, generously rewarded the exercise of Tony's
					
				

				
					
						brilliant talents as an engineer in redesigning cars to give higher speed
					
				

				
					
						for bootlegging purposes, in devising automatic electric apparatus for
					
				

				
					
						handling and concealing liquor, in designing beam-directed radios for
					
				

				
					
						secret communication among the gangs. Yes, mused Tony, it had been
					
				

				
					
						profitable.
					
				

				
					
						Six months ago the Citizens' Committee had stepped in. Now the po-
					
				

				
					
						lice department was reorganized; Scarneck Ed Podkowski was in jail,
					
				

				
					
						and his corps of trusty lieutenants were either behind the bars with him
					
				

				
					
						or scattered far and wide in flight. Tony, always a free spender, had
					
				

				
					
						nothing left but the marvelous laboratory and workshop that Scarneck
					
				

				
					
						Ed had built him, and his freedom. For the police could find nothing leg-
					
				

				
					
						al against Tony. They had been compelled to let him alone, though they
					
				

				
					
						were keeping a close watch on him. Tony's brow was as dark as the ma-
					
				

				
					
						hogany of his desk. He did not know just how to go about making an
					
				

				
					
						honest living.
					
				

				
					
						With a hand that seemed limp with discouragement, he reached into
					
				

				
					
						his pocket for his cigarette-case. As he drew it out, the lackadaisical fin-
					
				

				
					
						gers failed to hold it firmly enough, and it clattered to the floor behind
					
				

				
					
						his chair. With the weary slowness of despondence, he dragged himself
					
				

				
					
						to his feet and went behind his chair to pick up the cigarette-case. But,
					
				

				
					
						before he bent over it, and while he was looking fully and directly at it,
					
				

				
					
						his desk suddenly vanished. One moment it was there, a huge ornament
					
				

				
					
						of mahogany and glass; the next moment there was nothing.
					
				

				
					
						Tony suddenly went rigid and stared at the empty space where his
					
				

				
					
						desk had stood. He put his hand to his forehead, wondering if his finan-
					
				

				
					
						cial troubles were affecting his reason. By that time, another desk stood
					
				

				
					
						in the place.
					
				

				
					
						Tony ran over this strange circumstance mentally. His mental pro-
					
				

				
					
						cesses were active beneath, though dazed on the surface. His desk had
					
				

				
					
						stood there. While looking fully at it, all his senses intact, he had seen it
					
				

				
					
						vanish, and for a moment there had been nothing in its place. While he
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						stared directly at the empty space from which the desk had disappeared,
					
				

				
					
						another desk had materialized there, like a flash. Perhaps, there had been
					
				

				
					
						a sort of jar, a tremor, of the floor and of the air, of everything. But the
					
				

				
					
						point was that his own desk, at which he had been working one moment,
					
				

				
					
						had suddenly vanished, and at the next moment another desk had ap-
					
				

				
					
						peared in its place.
					
				

				
					
						And what a desk! The one that now stood there was smaller than his
					
				

				
					
						own palatial one, and shabbier. A raw, unpleasant golden-oak, much
					
				

				
					
						scratched and scuffed. Its top was heaped and piled full of books and pa-
					
				

				
					
						pers. In the middle of it stood a photograph of a girl, framed in red leath-
					
				

				
					
						er. Irresistibly, the sunny beauty of the face, the bright eyes, the firm little
					
				

				
					
						chin, the tall forehead topped by a shining mass of light curly hair, drew
					
				

				
					
						Tony's first glance. For a few moments his eyes rested delightedly on the
					
				

				
					
						picture.
					
				

				
					
						In a moment, however, Tony noticed that the books and papers on the
					
				

				
					
						desk were of a scientific character; and such is the nature of professional
					
				

				
					
						interest, that for the time he forgot his astonishment at how the desk had
					
				

				
					
						got there, in his absorption in the things heaped on top of it.
					
				

				
					
						Perhaps it isn't fair to give the impression that the desk was in dis-
					
				

				
					
						order. It was merely busy; just as though someone who had been deeply
					
				

				
					
						engaged in working had for the moment stepped away. There was a row
					
				

				
					
						of books across the back edge, and Tony leaned over eagerly to glance at
					
				

				
					
						the titles.
					
				

				
					
						"'Theory of Parallels,' Lobatchevsky; 'Transformation of Complex
					
				

				
					
						Functions,' Riemann; 'Tensors and Geodesics,' Gauss," Tony read.
					
				

				
					
						"Hm—old stuff. But here's modern dope along the same line. 'Tensors,'
					
				

				
					
						by Christoffel; 'Absolute Differential Calculus,' by Ricci and Levi Civita.
					
				

				
					
						And Schrödinger and Eddington and D'Abro. Looks like somebody's in-
					
				

				
					
						terested in Relativity. Hm!"
					
				

				
					
						He bent over, his constantly increasing interest showing in the attitude
					
				

				
					
						of his body; he turned over papers and opened notebooks crowded full
					
				

				
					
						of handwritten figures. Last of all he noted the batch of manuscript dir-
					
				

				
					
						ectly in front of him in the middle of the front edge of the desk. It was
					
				

				
					
						typewritten, with corrections and interlineations all over it in purple ink.
					
				

				
					
						A title, "The Parallel Transformations of Equations for Matter, Energy,
					
				

				
					
						and Tensors," had been crossed out with purple ink, and "The Intimate
					
				

				
					
						Relation between Matter and Tensors" substituted. Tony bent over it and
					
				

				
					
						read. He was so fascinated that it did not even occur to him to speculate
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