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It was some weeks before the announcement of the 1994
Nobel Laureate in Economic Sciences. John Forbes Nash Jr.,
accompanied by his fellow mathematician Harold Kuhn,
visited their 90-year-old teacher Albert Tucker at a nursing
home near Princeton, New Jersey. During the reunion, Nash
had an hour-long private conversation with his tutor on number
theory. After Nash walked out of the room, Kuhn secretly told
Tucker that the Royal Swedish Academy of Sciences was
contemplating granting Nash a Nobel for the work he had done
45 years earlier when he was Tucker’s student.
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As pointed out by Sylvia
Nasar in “The Lost Years of a
Nobel Laureate™, the award
held special meaning for the
66-year-old Nash. It was not
because, as one of the most
influential mathematicians in
the post-war era of the last
century, he would finally get
the long-awaited credit. Nor
was it because his winning
thesis on game theory had profoundly influenced economics.
It was because he, a victim of paranoid schizophrenia, had
survived the disease and was well enough to receive the prize
in Stockholm after decades of imprisonment in delusion.
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Back in 1945, Nash had been studying mathematics at
the Carnegie Institute of Technology. Lacking worldliness, he
was a loner in the college. Seldom was he invited to concerts
or parties. His strange behaviour—playing the same chord on
the piano repeatedly and pouting after losing a bridge game—
made him unpopular with his peers. Eccentric and socially
inept, he was the butt of various jokes. Yet, after a year or so,
he became famous for his brilliance. Many students went to
him with their homework. He challenged anyone who asked
him questions and showed contempt for those who did not
measure up to him intellectually.

At 19, Nash already displayed the style of a sophisticated
mathematician. He grasped complex theories effortlessly. He
attempted to relate things to what he knew about. He was able
to reduce abstract ideas to something tangible and solve
insoluble problems independently. One of Nash’s teachers was
so impressed by his ability and craving for difficult problems
that he compared him to Gauss, the Prince of Mathematics, in
class one day.

However, no one is free from setbacks, not even a genius.
One day in March 1947, Nash was outside the mathematics
department office, staring at the announcement tacked on the
bulletin board with a face full of disappointment. He did not make
it to the top five of the William Lowell Putham Mathematical
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Competition, a prestigious national tournament for undergraduates.
Nash considered Putnam a golden opportunity for him to establish
his rank in the world of mathematics. His dream of rising to fame
overnight was shattered.

In the autumn of 1948, Nash, 20 years old then, took up
a doctoral programme at Princeton University with a
fellowship. The students studying mathematics at Princeton
were the créme de la creme, each handpicked, “like a diamond
from a heap of coal.” Cockier than anyone, Nash seized every
opportunity to boast about his talent. He would tell others that
he had discovered an original proof of Gauss’s proof of the
fundamental theorem of algebra when he was an undergraduate.
He rarely attended classes. Nor did he read voraciously.
“Reading too much second-hand information would stifle
creativity,” he said.

Nash was weird, often seen absorbed in thinking and
shielding himself from the outside world. But he was a focused
thinker. His thesis on game theory was finished in his second year
at Princeton. The theory—an attempt to derive logical and
mathematical rules about rivalries—was invented by his professor
John von Neumann. Nash picked a problem that skipped his
teacher’s notice, and turned it into a potent tool in analysing
everything from business competition to trade negotiations.

Nash was only 23 when he became an instructor at
Massachusetts Institute of Technology, where he met his future
wife Alicia. They were married in 1957. A year later, Alicia
was pregnant. Everything seemed so good and so sweet. And
yet, at this moment, Nash became sick. He turned into another
person. His lectures did not make any sense. He abandoned
his classes from time to time and wrote strange letters to public
figures. He told people he had received messages from
extraterrestrials intent on recruiting him to save outer space.
At the age of 30, which is supposed to be the peak of creativity
for a mathematician, Nash was admitted to hospital.

What followed was a long period of confinement to a
lonely world where Nash, frozen in a dream-like state, was
struggling between sense and insanity. In the subsequent two
decades, he continued to frequent Princeton and his presence
was felt everywhere—a tall, skinny man was seen reading in
the library, pacing like a phantom around and around the
corridors of Fine Hall, and dashing into empty classrooms to
scribble on blackboards. While everyone believed that he would
never recover, there came a remission miraculously in the
1970s—Nash could do mathematics again.

After suffering such an ordeal for so many years, most
people would lay the blame on fate. But a genius thinks
differently. “I think madness can be an escape. If things are
not so good, you maybe want to imagine something better,”
Nash said.
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On a bone-chilling day in the early 1980s, columnist
Arnold Fine found a wallet as he was walking down the street.
There were only three dollars and a tattered envelope inside.
Hoping to return the wallet to its owner, he opened the envelope
and saw a crumpled letter dated 1924. Beautifully handwritten,
the letter was sent from a woman named Hannah to a man
named Michael. It was a “Dear John” letter. In it, Hannah told
Michael that they could not see each other anymore as her
mother did not allow it. It broke her heart to say goodbye and
she would love him forever.

“Why is there a letter written 60 years ago in the wallet?”
Fine asked himself. Out of curiosity, he was more determined
than ever to locate the whereabouts of its owner. In an age
without Facebook, finding a stranger was like looking for a
needle in a haystack. Yet, with a bit of luck and if it is God’s
wish, doors will open for you. Fine had another clue—a return
address on the envelope. He then called the telephone operator.
“Could you help me find the number for an address?”” he asked.

The operator passed Fine’s request to her supervisor. “Yes,
there’s a number for the address you mentioned. But I can’t
give it to you. If the party wants to talk, I will contact you,”
the supervisor said. No sooner had Fine hung up than the
supervisor called back. He was put through to a woman who
told him that she had actually bought her house from a lady
called Hannah 30 years before. He asked her how Hannah
could be located.

“Hannah’s mother was moved to a nursing home many
years ago. Maybe the home could help you track down the
daughter,” the woman replied. After a chain of calls, Fine found
out that Hannah’s mother had died and Hannah herself, pretty
old now, was living in another nursing home. He decided to
pay her a visit.

It was ten o’clock in the evening. The director of the
nursing home told Fine that Hannah might be sleeping. But
Fine still wanted to give it a try. Accompanied by the director
and a guard, he went up to the third floor. In a small room he
saw a silver-haired lady watching television. It was Hannah.
She was an elegant lady with a warm smile and friendly eyes.
Fine explained the purpose of his visit and showed her the
letter.

“This was the last letter I wrote to Michael,” said Hannah.
Then she looked away for a while, and went on in a wistful
voice, “I loved him so much. But I was too young, only 16
back then. He’s called Michael Goldstein,” Hannah continued
with tearful eyes and a choked utterance, “and if you find him,
tell him I still miss him dearly.”
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Fine thanked Hannah. As he was about to leave the nursing
home, the guard came up to him and asked, “Did the old lady
know where the wallet’s owner is?”’

“No. But at least I got his last name,” Fine replied while
taking out from his pocket a brown leather wallet with red-
lanyard lacing. He showed it to the guard.

The guard took a closer look at it and said, “That’s Mr
Goldstein’s wallet. He’s always losing it. I recognise the red-
lanyard lacing. He’s living on the eighth floor.”

Fine could not believe what he was told. Desperate to see
Mr Goldstein, he hurried up to the eighth floor. “T guess he is
still reading in the day room,” said the director.

As they entered the day room, an old man came into sight.

“Have you lost your wallet, Mr Goldstein?”’ the director
asked.

The old man then fumbled in his pocket, and said, “Oh my
goodness. I've lost it again.”

“This gentleman found one. Could this be yours?” The
director showed him the wallet.

“Yes, it’s mine. Young man, thank you so much,” said Mr
Goldstein.

“Oh, Mr Goldstein,” said Fine, “I must admit that I have
opened the envelope and read the letter. And I know where
Hannah is.”

Mr Goldstein opened his eyes wide and asked, “Where’s
Hannah? How’s she?”

“She’s fine,” said Fine.

“My heart broke when I got the letter. After all these years,
I 'still love her. Please bring me to see her,” Mr Goldstein begged.

The old gentleman, in company with Fine and the director,
then took the lift down to the third floor. There, Hannah was still
watching television. The director walked to her and asked, “Do
you know the old gentleman over there, Hannah?”” She pulled
down her glasses a bit, gazing at Michael for a moment.

“Hannah, it’s me, Michael. Do you remember?” Mr
Goldstein walked slowly to her side. Then the two of them
hugged. The director and Fine walked out, both with tears
welling in their eyes.

Weeks later, Hannah and Michael tied the knot. This
beautiful love story, written by Fine himself, was published in
Reader’s Digest in the 1980s and has been retold countless times
over the years.

Our destiny is frequently met in the very paths we take to avoid it.

Jean de La Fontaine (Fables - Book VIII)




_PAPyRrys

(@_‘Efﬂlumu
) "i}L
Everjone

Can you tell the difference between everyone and every
one? We use everyone to refer to all people in a particular
group: Everyone should come at 8 a.m. sharp tomorrow. Every
one means each individual person or thing: / love each and
every one of you. Mary bought ten oranges, and every one was
fresh. Traditionally, we use his, the third-person singular
masculine pronoun, after everyone: Everyone has his own
dream. Nowadays, when gender equality is taken seriously,
we may say: Everyone has his or her own dream. But this is
rather clumsy. It is therefore increasingly common to use their
instead: Everyone has their own dream.

Are these three adjectives—unsociable, anti-social and
unsocial—the same in meaning? Well, there are some overlaps
in their use, but each has its distinct meaning. Someone who
is unsociable does not enjoy the company of others: They
poured him a beer, which he forced down, not wishing to appear
unsociable. Anti-social people commit acts that are “contrary
to the laws and customs of society’: Young people are inclined
to anti-social behaviour. In British English, unsocial is used
to refer to “hours falling outside the normal working day”: The
workers of this company are expected to work unsocial hours
without any premium payment.
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Do you know when to use may and when to use might?
In talking about possibility, may and might are commonly
used: Peter may pass the exam/Peter might pass the exam. Both
sentences mean Peter is likely to pass the exam. There is,
however, a tendency to use might if you are less certain about
something: Mary might go, but I'm not sure. You can use either
may or might when referring to the present or future: Lucy
may/might not be interested in this. But might is used when
you talk about the past: June said that she might migrate to
Canada. The Smiths wanted to know if their children might
come home during the summer holiday.

We use the structure as...as to make comparisons: We
are as poor as they are. I am not as clever as he is. People
may shorten this to We are as poor as they and I am not as
clever as he. Sometimes, after as, people use objective
pronouns instead of subjective pronouns, and this is becoming
more widespread: We are as poor as them. I am not as clever
as him. The as...as construction can also cause confusion in
meaning: I hope you don’t hate me as much as Paul. This
may mean “Paul hates me more than you hate me” or “You
hate Paul more than you hate me”. To avoid ambiguity, we
had better rephrase it.
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Do you believe in fate? Is love the

greatest of all things that can overcome

everything? Master German film director Fritz

Lang attempted to find an answer to these

questions in his 1921 Der miide Tod (‘“Weary

Death”), a tragic silent film about love, death and
destiny.

Der miide Tod, also known as Destiny, opens with
ahappy young couple riding in a carriage along a tranquil
country path on a windy autumn day. At the crossroads,
aman wearing a black hat asks them if they can offer him
a ride to town. The couple politely let him get into the
carriage. With a chalk-white face, the stranger remains
silent during the journey.

As soon as they arrive in town, the stranger goes to the
council office, from which he buys a piece of land adjoining
the town cemetery. Around his garden, he builds a mysterious
gigantic wall. Later, he and the young couple meet again at
alocal tavern. When the woman returns after a brief absence

from the room, her fiancé and the stranger have vanished.

Puzzled and desperate, she seeks her love in all the lanes until
she comes to the cemetery. There, she weeps and sees dozens
of ghosts lurking in the twilight. The last among them is her
fiancé, who, despite her protests, just joins the other dead souls
and walks through the huge wall.

The woman is so sad that she attempts to end it all by
taking a vial of poison. She feels light-headed, and soon finds
herself standing at the entrance of the mysterious wall. She
climbs up a long flight of stairs, and sees the ghost-like stranger
again. He is Death, sent by God to take away human lives when

their numbers are up.

Believing that love triumphs over death, the woman begs
the doomsayer to bring her fiancé back to life. Death then leads
her into a room where countless candles—the whole, the
burning and extinguished—are placed, each representing a
single human life. Weary of his divine role as the messenger of
death, he decides to give the woman a chance to prove her belief.
He points to three candles in the room, which are flickering on
the verge of extinguishment, and says, “If you can save one of
these three lives, I'll let your lover go.”

Death then takes the young woman to three different
countries in three different eras, where she must save an
incarnation of her love from death. The first story takes place
in a “Middle Eastern” kingdom during the holy month of
Ramadan. There, she becomes Princess Zobeide, the Caliph’s
sister, in love with an infidel young man; this relationship is

forbidden by her brother. One night, the young man

sneaks into the palace to have a rendezvous with
Zobeide but he is arrested and sentenced

by the Caliph to be buried alive. Seeing her
lover’s life hanging in the balance, the tearful
princess cannot do anything to save him. At this
juncture, Death shows up. The first candle burns out.

Then, the woman appears in Venice. This time, she
becomes a noblewoman called Monna Fiametta, who has
a fiancé and a lover. Her fiancé Girolamo is a powerful
member of the Council of Fourteen and her lover
Gianfrancesco a middle-class merchant. Insanely jealous of
Monna’s passion for her lover, Girolamo tells her that he will
have Gianfrancesco executed by the Council. Monna is furious
and therefore concocts a plan to kill her fianc€. Yet, by a twist
of fate, her lover is killed by her instead. Crying frantically
over the dead body of Gianfrancesco, the woman sees Death
again. The second candle is extinguished.

The woman has only one chance left. She is brought to
ancient China, where she, known as Tiao Tsien, and her lover
Liang work for a magician called A Hi. One day, the Emperor
asks them to perform magic for him. When the Emperor sees
Tiao Tsien, he is smitten with her and asks A Hi to give her to
him as a gift. Tiao Tsien refuses and plans to escape with Liang.
Unfortunately, they are captured and Liang is imprisoned. During
a heated quarrel with A Hi, who wants Tiao Tsien to submit
herself to the Emperor, she seizes his magic wand and turns A
Hi into a cactus. Using the wand, she breaks Liang out of his cell.
Yet during their escape, Liang is killed by the Emperor’s archer.
Death turns up to claim Liang’s soul, and the last of the three
candles is snuffed out.

Death wins their bet. But taking pity on the woman, he
promises he will restore her lover’s life if she can find another
soul to replace him. Yet no one is willing to help her. At this
moment, a fire breaks out in a building. Her chance comes. She
runs into the building and finds a baby there. Death then arrives,
ready to take the baby away. But through the window the woman
sees the baby’s mother crying for her child. Not wanting the
mother to experience the pangs of loss as she does, she hands
the baby over to her. She then surrenders her own soul to Death
and walks through the huge wall happily to join her lover.
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Destiny is no matter of chance. It is a matter of choice. It is not a
thing to be waited for, it is a thing to be achieved.

William Jennings Bryan
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Not—a—Mindboggler Solution of Issue No. 68

Leung So-mei
Natalie Ng
Pun Wai-shing, Thomas
Wong Cheuk-ying, Cherry
Yu Chiu-lai

The following winners will be notified individually by post:

Department
Transport Department
Food and Environmental Hygiene Department
Department of Health

Education Bureau
Education Bureau

1. void 7. idle

2. unproductive 8. body ‘
3. exhausting 9. focus ‘
4. array 10. relaxed

5. produce 11. quiets ‘
6. boosting 12. way ‘

Issue No. 70 (December 2017) : Taste and Spice
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Issue No. 71 (March 2018) : New and Old

Contributions from colleagues are welcome. Please refer to Issue No. 42 for details.

ORI AR B YR Prof. Jason Gleckman
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Hon Chinese Adviser Prof. Fan Sin-piu
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Hon English Adviser Prof. Jason Gleckman
Editorial Board

Mr Tin Kai-yin Member ~ Miss Ledia Lin Executive Editor ~ Mr Ricky Tong

Mr Cheng Kin-wah ~ Member ~ Mr Nevin Yung Assistant Editor Miss Lau Yuen-ying
Ms Teresa Chan Member ~ Ms Katharine Chan

Ms Shirley Man Member  Miss Stephanie Cheung
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