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Li ght sprang to the wall when his wife opened the casement w ndow to
let inalittle breeze fromthe lake. It shattered, sparkling over bookshel ves
and wal | paper, as his young student's bow scraped across the E string and the
fingers of her left hand searched for high C

She still could not seemto get it right. The note must sing, not
screech! He had shown Rosa over and over, patiently correcting her fingering,
the pressure of the bow across the string, explaining to her how the sound was
produced in the hope that if she understood perhaps she could i nprove. She was
so brilliant in every other respect.

_"Kaffee, Papa?" his wife whispered in his ear

He shook his head.

"Don't |ose sight of the time. Eddie cones this afternoon. And Lisl
will want to go with her _Opa_ on the boat!"

Rosa had progressed to the arabesque, a passage she played excellently,
her fingers flying like the scintillating reflection of water on the wall.

Hs wife left himto his pupil and the nusic | esson, closing the music
room door quietly behind her. He gazed at Rosa. Eyes cl osed, she bit her |ower
lip in concentration. Wsps of fair hair escaped frombraids trailing over her
shoul ders. She was a good girl, the best student he had ever had. If she
mastered this one note, she should easily take the gold nedal -- perhaps the
| ast he woul d ever see a pupil take. She had nore natural talent than any of
his previous nmedalists.

But the other students in the conpetition, children who cane fromthe
weal t hy suburbs of Zurich where they had _Waschmachi nen_ and
_Fernsehapparaten, _ they could afford to spend all day practicing, whereas
Rosa got up at first light and hel ped her father nmilk the cows. Tinme for the
violin had to be sandwi ched between farm chores and school work. Now she was
approachi ng si xteen; her father had begun to think of the day she would marry
a solid farmlad and give himone less nouth to feed. This was her | ast
chance, too. He had worked hard with Rosa, giving long | essons and extra
| essons that her famly had paid for with cream and eggs. Who could say if it
woul d be enough?

Rosa finished the piece with a flourish, the notes sparkling al nost
visibly in the air between them

"So, Herr Professor, are you pleased?" Triunph shining on her round
face showed what answer she expected.

"I amvery pleased," he agreed.

"We're going to win the nmedal,

she proni sed
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It was inportant to himthat this little farmgirl take the very | ast
gol d nmedal . Yet he knew he should not allow his own sense of self-worth to
become bound to a pupil's performance in a conpetition. How had it happened?
When one is young, he thought, how many choices lie at one's fingertips? How
many roads beckon the eager traveller? Tinme spreads out before the young man
like a map of a marvelous sunlit country. He knows he can wite synphonies,
build castles, discover the secrets of the universe -- which will it be? He
does not know (for God is nerciful) that the choice of one road shuts out the
possibility of another. Wo can guarantee which is right to take?

H s nother had always wanted himto play the violin. And he had been an
i ndi fferent scholar in school

"Herr Einstein?" Rosa said, her young face creased in a from. "Aren't
you wel | ?"

He di scovered that he was sweating and took out a linen handkerchief to
mop his brow "I'mwell, Rosa. It's hot today, that's all. Wat else should we
expect of July?"

"I'f I get ny chores done early enough, ny nother says | can take ny
little brothers swi nming." She | ooked up at him blue eyes innocent as
infinity. "Do you wish me to play sonething el se, Herr Professor?"

He patted her hand. "Enough for today, _Liebchen._ Enjoy the |ake!"

And the light, he thought, the vast potential of the realns of |ight.

Rosa put the violin away in its case, gathered up her music, dropped
hima hasty curtsy, and scurried fromthe room The dancing light, fragmented
by her departure, gathered itself together again, settling back on the walls
and the Turkish rug and the dark wood of the grand piano.

The day's post lay on the floor by the arnthair under the open w ndow
where he had left it at the beginning of Rosa's |esson. Sunshine fell on the
fat pile, a correspondence he carried on with old friends, poets, pacifists,
and Zionists, people he had net all over Europe when he had still been touring
with the orchestra. They sent letters full of nusic and phil osophy and grand
theory, wonderful talk. It was like a rich festive nmeal that today he did not
feel like eating. He set nost of the letters aside unopened. There had been a
ti me when he had shared his friends' sense of the universe in the pal mof his
hand, a gift of a benign God who revealed Hi s existence in the harnmony of His
creation.

He shook his head nutely. It was a young man's belief. The world had
fought two terrible wars since then. Now it was enough to sit quietly and | ook
at what had becone of the prom ses.

He was so tired today.

One letter was fromhis w dowed cousin Elsa, full of news about her
daughters, no doubt; he had always liked Elsa. He tore the stanps off the
envel ope carefully, saving themfor his granddaughter, Lisl.

"Papa?" H's wife appeared in the doorway, her hands still floury from
maki ng _Danpfnudel n. _ "Are you conming to | unch?"
"Ah, MIlie," he said. "I'magetting old."

"Seventy-five isn't old!"
"And what have | acconplished?"

MIllie spread her arnms wide. "This house -- two fine sons -- your
sai | boat down there on the |ake -- your pupils -- Perhaps Rosa gets the gold
this year. How many will that make for you? -- And you ask what you' ve

acconpl i shed?"

He was silent, |looking at the shimering light fromthe | ake that shot
its arrows into his soul

"Besides," his wife said. "Lisl adores you. That nust be worth
sormet hi ng?"

But the sense there m ght have been nore gnawed at him

* * * %

Later, with his son and granddaughter, he took the sailboat far out on Lake
Zurich, tilting gently in a nld breeze and grand weat her, sailing under the
| ee of slopes covered with ripening vineyards, presided over by the hunmp of



t he Al bi shorn.

MIllie was right, he thought. Al the tiny joys had to add up to
sormet hi ng.

"I picked up a translation of a new thing that came out |ast year from
this Anerican witer, Hemi ngway," Eddie said, as Lisl trailed fingers in the
cold, clear water, shattering the drowned light in its depths into dianond
fragnents. "It's about an old man fishing, and sharks."

"I don't like to fish."

"You'd like this story!"

He gazed at his younger son, a banker, already thickening into

confortable m ddl e-age. "I don't have as much tinme to read as you,
apparently."

"Nonsense! You read the wong things -- about wars and terrible things
like that. You should read fiction."

"So many wars. \Were will it all end?"

"Pfft!" Eddie nmade a derisive sound. "These Asians are all alike. The
Koreans will run out of steamjust as the Japanese did in 1947. You'll see.
The Americans hate to do anything violent. They'll make another treaty."

" Opa_," Lisl interrupted, hanging over the | ow side of the boat, brown

hair trailing through sun-spangl ed water. "Are there sharks in this |ake? My
| go swi mm ng?"

"Careful!" Eddie warned. "You'll fall in fully clothed, and then your
grandnmother will scold!"

The sun's slanting radi ance scattered fromthe child' s flowing hair. He
stared at it, fascinated. The play of |light had al ways obsessed him

" _Opa?"_ Lisl urged.

"A man should |l eave a mark," he said, watching the flash and dazzle in

the lake. "It's not enough just to have lived."

"Exactly the point of the Hem ngway story | referred to!" his son said
wi th obvious satisfaction. "I took the liberty of putting nmy copy on your
desk, Papa."

The child began to cry.

Venus, the evening star, was already burning in the western sky. They
heel ed over and brought the sail boat swoopi ng back to the dock

* * * %
The map does not indicate which is the best road, only that nore than one
possibility exists. One afternoon nmany years ago (perhaps early May, for he
renenbered the cuckoo's nel ancholy call outside the open wi ndow) he had been
at his desk in the patent office in Bern. Splinters of sunlight fell through
green branches onto the papers he was reading. The work was sterile,
soul -killing. He lived for the evenings when the street |lanps were lit; then
he wal ked under pale yellow flowers of the Iinden trees to the back roomof a
smal | Gasthaus. There, he joined a string quartet, exploring their way across
Beet hoven's stark territory, the rich jungles of Brahms, the tidy gardens of
Johann Sebastian Bach. He had just recently graduated fromthe Pol ytechnic
Acadeny, where he'd studied mat hematics. But music had proved to be his
lorel ei.

This particular day, he remenbered, he had trouble chaining his mnd to
the endl ess march of dull papers across his desk, while outside the nmarvel ous
vernal light called to him Instead, he played with nunbers (the abstract
| anguage of rmnusic, he had al ways thought) that comnbine and reconbine in
nmyst eri ous ways, nunbers like the swarm ng stars that dazzl ed overhead in the
cl ear Al pine night.

"Ho, Jew boy!" The supervisor, a spindly little man with a receding
hairline who had taken an instant dislike to the new enpl oyee, stopped by his
desk.

He hastily slid a pile of half-finished forns over the mathenatica
doodl i ngs. The supervi sor |eered over the desk, hoping to catch himin bl atant
error so there would be cause to fire him

"I's the report ready, young genius? Or have you been too busy to



bot her ?"

"I'l'l have it done on tine."

"You certainly will -- or you'll |ook el sewhere for enploynent!"”

He was not born to work behind a desk, filling out forns, follow ng
someone el se's orders. But he was al so not capable of ignoring a challenge.
For two hours he worked without stopping till the report was done, far nore
t horoughly than even the thin supervisor had a right to expect.

That evening at nusic practice, a warm spring breeze blow ng, full of
starshine and pronises, he received his first request to give tuition on the
violin to the child of the Gasthaus keeper

The next norning he gave notice at the patent office.

* * * %
Rosa worked the bow smoothly across her instrunent, noving through the
difficult passage that |led i nexorably up the scale to high C, her nenesis.

He | eaned back in the arncthair, eyes closed, evaluating, trying to hear
t he Rachmani noff the way the judges would. Rain spattered the closed w ndow,
and MIlie had Iit the lanps in the mddle of the afternoon. One week to make
a mark, to change the path of the stars that told nan's fate, to nold the
universe to one old man's will.

He was tired all the time now The Earth under his feet tugged at him
bendi ng hi m out of shape.

Then she faltered once again on the high note, and he | eaped up from
the chair, forgetful of stiff joints.

"No! No! No!" He seized the instrument from her hands. "What have |
told you? You aren't milking cows here! You nmust glide up the notes like a
fish swimming in a river! Like this."

He ran the bow snoothly up and down the scale, arthritic fingers for
once renenbering how they had noved in their youth when he had been the
soloist with the orchestra in Paris and Vienna and at the Al bert Hall

Rosa | owered bl ond | ashes over her ruddy cheeks, and he caught the
gleam of tears in the glow of the |anps.

He relented. "All right now. W've wrked hard enough for one | esson
Perhaps it'll go better tonmorrow, or the next day."

“I"'msorry, Herr Professor. | don't wish to let you down."

But perhaps he had I et hinmself down? Perhaps if he had stayed | onger in
the patent office, used the tinme to think about nunbers?

"Let me try it again," she pleaded. "I _wll_ get it right."

He gave her back the violin, thinking about possibilities and life that
had a habit of squeezing them down.

Hi s Uncl e Jakob had urged somnething el se, but Mana had her heart set on
nmusi c. And musi c had been good to him he could not deny that. He had noved
back to Zurich, married his university sweetheart, and rai sed two young sons
inrelative confort. In his orchestra days, he had seen sonething of the
wor |l d. He had books and nusic and friends around the gl obe who wote to him

and came to visit. He had had good students -- nore silvers and bronzes than
any other teacher in the canton, and a respectabl e nunber of golds. One had
even gone on to world class conpetition -- he remenbered a brief, breathtaking

visit to New York.

And now he was at home with the | ake and the boat and the crisp Al pine
light scul pting the nmountains.

I f he had been soneone |ike Van Gogh, he woul d have painted that |ight.
Soneti mes he thought about the incandescent heart of distant gal axies, spew ng
bri ght ness through the universe to break at last under its own weight on the
shores of Lake Zurich. It made his heart ache to think of it.

Rosa tried the passage again. This tine he did not have to wi nce as she
reached high C

That evening, drinking his coffee with whipped cream and chocol at e,
sitting beside MIlie, hand in hand, on the bal cony, watching the noon cone
and go in the scudding clouds over the | ake, he thought about the nystery of
roads where one nade decisions in darkness.



"Do you never wonder, MIlie, if your life m ght have been different?"

"How so, different?" she asked suspiciously.

"Do you never entertain the idea that perhaps you m ght have done
somet hing el se with your tinme, sonething you m ght have been _better_ at?"

"No," MIlie said.

He sighed. "We could have travelled. W could have seen nore of
Anerica."”

"W coul d have had probl enms and divorced!" she said sourly.

He patted her hand. "Never."

The ache persisted, neverthel ess.

* * * %

The next norning, Hans Al bert tel ephoned fromBerlin, where he was a professor

of physics.

"Have you read the newspaper, Papa?"

Behi nd the tel ephone in the hall, the wallpaper -- MIllie's favorite
pattern, clunps of creany roses festooned with little pink ribbons -- gl owed
in the warm sunshine. He stared, imagining the artist making the very first
drawing froma real vase of roses, the bloons illuninated by a ray of sunlight

falling like a benediction on the studio. In sone sense, it was all happening
now. the painter, the roses bloonmng in the garden before sonmebody cut them

the old violin teacher gazing at wal |l paper. The past, like the future, was
only a stubborn linguistic illusion
" Papa?"

"Ah. What should | have read?"

"The war, of course! Don't you always read about the war in Korea?"

Yes, the war. The strangeness of the place-names: Seoul, Pyongyang,
Pusan. And the stupidity of young boys killing other young boys in jungles and
rice paddi es where light slanted through pal mtrees and banmboo thickets, Iight
that had crossed the darkness of space froma distant star to illumnate a
scene for painters.

"They're still fighting?"

"Papa!" Then another idea seenmed to occur to his son. "Are you feeling
wel [ 2"

"You're going to tell me that the American airplanes dropped a nost
pecul iar bonmb on a Korean town with a nane as singular as roses. Isn't this
so?"

"Yes -- but, roses? Anyway, let me tell you about this weapon, Papa! A
great advance -- the future beckoning! -- You see what they've proved? A
particle of matter can be converted into enornous outbursts of energy. This is
somet hi ng we' ve been working on here at the university, splitting uranium
atons. "

"Light," he said. "It travels so fast! No tine at all, really, from our
poi nt of view"
Hans Al bert was silent. After a while he said casually, "lIs Mama there?

Let me speak to her."

* * * %
The afternoon was warm but MIllie insisted he wear his hat anyway. He had the
i npression if he had argued, she would have dragged out nuffler and gl oves
too. _Stop at the barber's on the way, _ she had ordered. _Your hair is al
over the place again!_

He descended the narrow street that took himfrom his house, built
during Zwingli's Protestant Reformation in the sixteenth century, to the
violin maker's shop on Bahnhof strasse in the center of the nodern touri st
district. Strange, the road that unwound in tinme fromone to the other, he
t hought, and he too trudging down it. A Mercedes-Benz with German |icense
pl ates blared at himas he stepped off a curb w thout |ooking. A donkey cart
cl opped by in the opposite direction, its driver wearing a peasant snock that
Zwi ngli mght have recogni zed. There was no such thing as past or future, he
saw. It all happened at once in the wonderful, brimring light. He felt the
weight of it, soft as petals on his face and hands.



The shop was cool and diminside until his eyes adjusted. Sawdust
muf fled his footsteps. His nose filled with the scent of pine and ebony, maple
and resin. Unstrung instrunments hung on the wall |ike dreanmi ng angels, waiting
to wake and sing. He would not -- could not -- deny he loved nmusic. He ran his
fingers over wood |ike satin and vel vet.

"Stradivari's design remains the standard of excellence, even today."

He gl anced up at the speaker, a pale stooped young man who carried on
his father's and grandfather's craft of naking some of the best violins in
Eur ope.

"That's ny | atest copy you're holding."

The young man took the instrument from his hands, tightened pegs,
pl ucked strings, then took a bow and drew fromthe instrument a cascade of
sound so rich it was like listening to a river of radi ance pour down fromthe
sky.

"Hgh C" he said. "Let nme hear it."

The young man denonstrated a pure, singing note.

He nodded. "Ah. And it lies easily under the fingers?"

"Very much so," the young man agreed. "But why does that concern you,
nmy friend, excellent nusician that you are?"

"I have a student with a great deal of talent and a small hand."

The violin maker glanced quizzically at him They were, after all,
speaki ng of violins not pianos.

"And a present m ght give her the confidence she needs to take the
gold.”

"I see." The young man laid the violin in its case and closed the |id.
"On your account?"

"On ny account, thank you."

And if it had not been nusic, he thought as he was | eaving the shop
his gift in his hand, what then? What grand enterprise would have filled his
life?

VWhat ever mi ght have been, surely it would have been sufficient. God was
subtle, but He was not nalicious.

* * * %

One time, when he had been perhaps el even or twelve, there had been a
conversation around the kitchen table in his parents' home in Minich. An early
snow sifted down outside, and his mother had pulled heavy vel vet curtains
across the windows. In his nmenmory, the kitchen was hazy wth blue-grey snoke

fromhis uncle's pipe, |like a stage scene painted on gauze.
"Anot her poor report!" his father said, his hand over his eyes as if
the nell ow anber glow of the table lanp was too much for him "I don't see why

you don't just |eave school now and cone and join your uncle and ne in the
factory, instead of wasting your time and nmy noney in the classroom"”

"It was just low marks in history and geography, Hermann!" his nother
poi nted out. She stood with his father's bierkrug in her hand, on the way to
the cellar to refill it. "It said nothing about other subjects.”

"Ah, |eave the boy alone," Uncle Jakob counselled. "He's a sl ow
| earner, but he's capable of good things."

"You say so?" his father asked. "Well, | don't see it."

A small fire chuckled to itself behind the glass doors of the
potbellied stove; it was not yet cold enough in the roomto open the doors.

"Sonmetines ..." he began hesitantly, not because he was afraid of his
father but because he was not sure hinself what he wanted to say. "Sonetines |
think there's some great work for ne to do."

Hi s father forked up a slice of cold neat and added it to a hunk of
dark bread and cheese he had been preparing before the subject of young
Al bert's bad marks cane up. "Electrical engineering is great work, lad! It's
the future.”

"He's good at mathematics, a natural,"” Uncle Jakob said thoughtfully.
"Too good to be just an engineer, |ike you and ne, Hermann."

"Music is like mathematics, isn't it?" his nmother asked, com ng back



into the roomwith a full krug. Foam | eaked out from under the pewer I|id.
"Then let himbe a civil servant!" his father said. "But this schooling
is a waste."
"There's something | have to do,"'
tony life. Ariddle | have to solve --
"So good at words, and yet he can't pass his conposition test!" his
f at her nocked.

he insisted. "I think there's a plan

H s nother snoothed his hair -- even as a young boy it had been unruly.
"There's always nore than one way, _Liebchen."_
"I think -- "

"Life's a great gane of chance," Uncle Jakob said. He | eaned back from
the table and re-lit his pipe. "An uncertain ride on a nerry-go-round at the
Okt oberfest!”

"But Uncle, that's like saying God is a ganbler, throwing the dice for
our lives -- "

"The dice tell ne you are no good in school!" his father roared. "I
don't need God to advise nme not to spend nore noney on a poor scholar!"

H s nmother pulled himto her, pressing his face agai nst her starched
apron. "Don't worry, _Liebchen._ | have nmoney for nusic | essons. My noney.
Nei t her God nor your father shall have any say in how !l spend it. I'Il buy you
a newviolin."

* * * %
"Come, Papa. You haven't even tasted your chanpagne!"

MIllie linked her armthrough his and drew hi mthrough the crowded
living room past the neighbors, the friends fromtheir nusical circle, the
rabbi and the priest of the local Catholic church deep in a discussion of the
wor |l d soccer cup, past his sons who were arguing over the bonb the Americans
had dropped on Kor ea.

"This atomthey've split has unleashed a terrible denon in our world!"
Eddi e sai d.

"You don't understand. Wen the governnents of the world are aware of
the power of the atom they'll finally nake peace!"

Hans Al bert had nade the trip unexpectedly fromBerlin on the
_Schnell zug_. He was not fooled. One nore gold nmedal was hardly cause enough
for his oldest son's visit. They worried about his health. Strange, for he did
not worry about it hinself.

Rosa, flushed and shining in a new dress, stood by the refreshment
table that MIlie and the housekeeper had worked all afternoon to set up with
MIlie s heirloomsilver and best china. The gold nmedal flaned like a sun on
Rosa's chest. Her parents stood with her, thick-bodied, slowthinking. They
were good people fromthe farm not quite sure they understood why all these
el egant folk in silk and velvet and glittering rings had come in taxis to kiss
their little Rosa on both cheeks and shake her father's hand. The future
unf ol ded before themlike a rose petal uncurling, and they did not have the
wit to knowit.

"Herr Einstein," Rosa called. "Thank you!"

She blew hima kiss with her fingertips that had so flawl essly reached

high C. Then she turned to the young nman beside her -- a cousin, he knew, a
farmlad -- and tucked the hand with the gifted fingers in his.
M1lie herded her husband to an arnchair from which he could see

everybody in the room He sank into it, feeling for a nmonent |ike the apple
whose falling to Earth had denonstrated gravity. Lisl pronmptly clinmbed on his
| ap, spilling chanpagne over the new grey trousers MIlie had made hi m wear.
H s daughter-in-law retrieved the child and took her away to bed; her own
cheeks were as rosy from chanpagne as the child' s were from sumer sun. Across
the room he caught sight of his ol dest grandchild, a serious boy, much too
old nowto sit on a grandparent's knee. He showed signs of follow ng his uncle
into the sciences.

Hans Al bert, still glowering fromthe argunent with his brother, cane
to sit in the chair beside him



"Grand theories are in the air now," Hans Al bert said. "Wnderful ideas
about extending the Poincare theory of dynamics to include gravitation. But
some fools oppose the work."

"Ah. Wio invents this?"

"Papa, physicists don't _invent._ They're not engi neers. They propose
theories and test them Anyway, the ideas cone from some Anericans, Dyson and
Feynman. And from our Hei senberg too, of course.”

"Light," he said, gazing at the warm play of candlelight on silver.

Hans Al bert nodded inpatiently. "Of course! The role of |ight,
followi ng an innate curve made by matter, that's in the theory. And space and
time too, threaded together and warped by matter. The equations descri bing
this reduce to Newton's famliar prescriptions in the limt of essentially
flat geonmetries. That's what's so exciting. | wish | could rmake you
under stand! You see -- "

"How heavy it is."

"What is?" Hs son frowned at the interruption

"Each ray as subtle as a rose petal,"” he said dreanily, "bending down
to the Earth."

"Somet hing like that," the younger man said carefully.

"And everywhere it bends. If we go far enough away, does the |ight
streamng out fromthe stars seemto curve?"

"Well, I don't -- "

"Even to the end of things? Mustn't light bend then, at |east?"

Hans Al bert stared at him "No disrespect, Papa, but you're certainly
not a physicist!"

* * * %
When MIlie's back was turned, he slipped out of the crowded room

The bal cony was dark and enpty, and the air rising off the | ake was
fresh. Overhead, a huge tapestry of stars blazed, a panoply of |ight streaking
outward to the far horizons of the universe. It was a time to see not just
backwards but forwards too. Someday, he thought, man would foll ow the el usive
light of the stars, sailing out into the far reaches of space. Hans Al bert
could have told himhow this woul d be done, but he already knew the truth of
it in his heart.

He had a sense again tonight of endings, of a wave that had travelled
so far finally curving on a distant shore. So be it. He was ready for it;
there were fewthings to regret. Al in all, it had been a good life.

Rosa had reached her C.

And yet -- and yet.

The book Eddie had left for himwas wong in one respect. The sharks
who snatch away the victory were not external. They swamin the dark waters of
the soul. The trick was not to let them

He gazed up into the sky at the great gorgeous |ight.
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