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99THRILLS IN SCIENCE

Paul Ehrlich took hisExperiment 606!
test compound, salvarsan, identified by the
name “Dioxy- diamino - arsenobenzol - dihydro-
chloride,” an uncanny combination of various
chemicals, and injected it into the blood stream
of his luckless victim, a dying mouse.

But this time the victim was not so luckless!

worked and sweat and prayed and tried—eventually they had met with success. And here
he was, a laughed-at Jew in Germany, stum-
bling, blundering, ever searching: for a super
serum that would kill the trypanosome and its
cousin in man, spirocheta pallida , the cause of
the dreaded disease, syphilis.

Why was he to be denied his quest, Ehrlich
beseeched the Fates. Or was his quest as fan-
tastic as that of the madman, Ponce de Leon,
who hunted a lifetime for a Fountain of Youth
that didn’t exist?

But more than six thousand years of heritage
spurred Ehrlich on. He came from a race whose
indomitable spirit had crushed all adversity. He
wouldn’t give up—even if it meant ten thou-
sand experiments. Until his fingers shook from
palsy and he was unable to balance the delicate
weights of his scale; until his eyes were so
rheumy he could not detect the scurrying, flee-
ing virulent germs under the microscope, he’d
work with all his heart and soul to realize his
goal.

The shot of Ehrlich’s newest serum—which w’as
to win him the Nobel Prize—destroyed the
thousands of killer germs lurking in the mouse’s
blood, eliminated every single trace of them!
And it was perfectly harmless. It was safe.
The poisonous ingredients in this new serum
had no ill effect on the mouse. It became
healthy again, completely normal.

Six hundred and six experiments—and now
success! Paul Ehrlich shut his eyes and saw' a
long, dark road behind him. Six hundred and
six milestones dotted that road—landmarks of
despair, discouragement and failure.

But the six hundred and sixth milestone
pointed a fork in the road—a shiny, white
path for humanity in the future.

THE LAST THEOREM
PROFESSOR PAUL WOLFSKEHL knew how to use chalk. He wrote

hurriedly for several minutes on the two blackboard rectangles in the
University classroom while his students watched in curious fascination. When
he had finished, the paneled surfaces were sprinkled liberally with mathe-
matical figures, algebraic symbols, and various equations.

Professor Wolfskehl put away the shrunken stub of chalk, exercised his
stiffened fingers, and faced his class.

“So,” he sputtered, “I will make a prediction.
Mathematicians will never be able to square
the circle! They will never be able to trisect
the angle! And they will never be able to offer
a proof for Pierre de Fermat’s Last Theorem!”

Not a student in the classroom at the Uni-
versity of Gottingen stirred. Throughout the
deep silence Professor Wolfskehl glared blackly,
as if waiting to annihilate the first scholar who
dared challenge his prophecy.

Finally one student, bolder than the rest, or
perhaps less sleepy, opened his mouth.

“I have studied Fermat’s Last Theorem, sir,”
the pupil ventured timidly. “While Fermat of-
fered no proof for his Last Theorem, isn’t it
true that mathematicians to this day have failed
to disprove Fermat's proposition?”

“Dumkopf /” roared the German professor.
“Let us suppose that a man says that the world
will end in two thousand years. Because we
can’t prove that it will not end at that time,
does that mean the original statement is cor-
rect? Nein! Fermat was a genius. But he was
hopelessly wrong about hb Last Theorem.”

The student persisted. “But, Herr Professor,
since 1637, when Fermat advanced his theorem,
only one mathematician, the famous Carl Fried-
rich Gauss, has stated that a proof for Fer-
mat’s Last Theorem will never be found.

awarded to the first person offering this impos-
sible proof. One hundred thousand marks!”

As Professor Wolfskehl concluded his star-
tling announcement the bell rang, signifying
the end of the lecture. The students rose ex-

Hi
Pierre de FermatThe professor interrupted. “And I am not

a mathematician?” he bellowed. “Fool, today
I am depositing one hundred thousand marks
with the trustees of this University, to be

citedly to their feet, collected their books and
scattered over the campus, to report the news
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of the hundred thousand mark prize to their
fellows.

v
Alone in the classroom, the mathematics in-sffuctor turned wearily to the blackboard. As

the x’s and n’s of the algebraic formulae and
equations used to explain Fermat’s Last Theo-
rem met his gaze, Professor Wolfskehl’s
thoughts whirled him back into time some two
hundred and seventy-one years, the day of such
eminent mathematicians as Descartes, Newton—and Fermat. . . .

Pierre de Fermat looked stonily into space.
Intricate calculations flooded his mind, caused
his forehead to furrow in deep concentration.
He was on the track of a new theorem! Men-
tally, he reviewed the proof in his mind, went
over each step of reasoning. Yes, it all checked!
His theorem was correct! Once again he would
dazzle the mathematical world with a new prop-
osition. A world that already respected and ad-
mired him for his numerous contributions in
the field of mathematics, his many new theo-
rems.

Fermat reached for his notebook, in which he
always recorded the results of his meditations.
He glanced wryly at the narrow margins on the
paper, then wrote as follows:

“It is impossible to separate a cube into two
cubes, a fourth power into two fourth powers,
or generally any power above the second into
two powers of the same degree: I have discov-

ered a truly marvelous proof of this theorem
which this margin is too narrow to contain. . . .”

The afternoon sun poured its molten heat
into the classroom and roused Professor V/olf-
skehl from his reveries.

“Ach” sighed the professor to himself , “we
know that Fermat was a scrupulously honest
man. Whenever Fermat stated that he had
proved something, the statement has always
been proved. He was a brilliant man. And we
know that Fermat always used to write his
proofs in the margins of his papers. Maybe
. . . maybe he was right. Maybe he did have
the proof in his mind, and for more than two
hundred years mathematicians have not been
clever enough to find tire missing solution.”

The professor shrugged to himself as con-
viction dispelled doubt. “7Ve/n,” he told him-
self. “I am convinced that Fermat was mis-
taken, that he had deceived himself. I will
leave one hundred thousand marks to anyone
who can find me a proof. Who will come to
claim it?”

It is now more than three centuries since
Fermat announced his Last Theorem. It still
remains unsolved. And Professor Wolfskehl’s
prize? It is doubtful if anyone will ever want
to claim it. The inflation after the World War
has reduced the value of this prize to a fraction
of a cent:. Which may be all the proof is worth.

Or is it?

THE LICHT.TR/i.PTEil
sOME scientists battle to lock the molecule in its mad, eternal orbit. Oth-

ers to capture a deadly, virulent bacillus under the microscope. But
Louis Daguerre’s quest was different. He labored to imprison light!

To trap light! Louis Daguerre sighed heavily to himself. “ Mais oui, but I
have already done so!” he breathed aloud. He fingered the sheaf of franc
notes on the table. There was much money there—enough to pay his rent,
buy him good food, choice wines. And he had received all this money for his
excellent ability in capturing light—on canvas!

For Louis Daguerre was a fine artist, one of the best in the Paris of 1830.
Few of his fellow artists were as popular as he, the master of the panorama,
and the creator of the diorama. His perfect skill with the brush and canvas
was a thing to be envied. Ultimate technique—
he owned it, as the effortless, picturesque paint-
ings that flowed from his wizardry attested.

But Louis Daguerre, the Frenchman, v/as not.
content. He gazed restlessly to a spot on his
desk beyond the sheaf of banknotes. Silver
salts, paper sensitized with silver nitrate, a
carpera obscurz, oil of lavender, and a hundred
and one other miscellaneous scientific items lit-
tered the surface in wild disorganization. For
Louis Daguerre wanted to trap light in a new
way—on a photograph. It was ten years since
he had been striving in every imaginable way to
photograph images by the chemical action of
light.

The camera—Mon Dieu, there was an inven-
tion to rival the best artist in the world, the
work of a thousand Titians and Rembrandts!
The camera did not fabricate; it was as truthful
as a mirror. A dozen artists painted the same
scene, the same person, a dozen different ways.
But the camera—it told only the facts.

The Frenchman shrugged his giant frame and
sighed again. Alas and alas, but of what use
was this so marvelous invention, the camera?
For it described images only on silver nitrate
paper—and those images were too faint to be
of value.

Louis Daguerre stood up, buckled his belt
tightly. Some day he would find a way to dev-
elop those faint images that the camera re-
produced, develop them so strongly that every
detail of light and dark would stand out in
sharp relief . If it took him another ten years,
if it meant working all day with the brush, all
night with the camera plate, he would succeed!

With indefatigable p a t i e n c e Daguerre
worked. He studied the experiments of the
Swedish chemist, Scheele, concerning the action
of light on silver salts. He consulted the notes
of Sir Humphry Davy, who produced sil-
houettes of fern? and engravings upqp paper
sensitized with silver nitrate. But nowhere


