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Here are three items, apparently completely independent from one another. But
they actually are tied very closely together,
surprisingly so. Consider:
An acquaintance of mine, dropping in
one afternoon, mentioned an article he
had read in EXPONENT and went on to
say that he had liked it immensely. Since
this man is a member of a religious order
having no remote connection with U.D., I
asked how it was that he had in his possession a copy of our literary magazine. He
remarked casually, “Oh, you’d be surprised
how far afield that little magazine travels.
We’ve been reading it for quite a number
of years. It rather keeps us up-to-date on
the current trends of thought in your
University.”
The second item: A friend of mine, a
weli-educated and usually clear-thinking
young woman, mentioned in the course of
a conversation with me not long ago that
she was reading a certain best-selling
novel, currently notorious among postal
circles, which shall remain nameless. My
face must have betrayed my startled surprise, because she added hastily, ‘Oh, I
really don’t like it much; I think it’s silly.”
But when I asked, “Why on earth, then,
do you waste your time reading it?” she
answered lamely, ‘‘Well, everybody else is
reading it—and all my friends discuss it
and I feel left out because I haven’t read

it.”
And the third: I began my editorial
stint by looking up the definition of the
word “exponent.” And do you know what
it means? It means “a setting forth, a
giving of an example; a person or a thing

that is an example or symbol.”
different items. But not independent. Not
at all.
If EXPONENT is to be truly what its
name signifies, it must be the kind of
magazine which will reflect the best of
the University. EXPONENT does travel
far afield —I was amazed to discover how
far— and where EXPONENT is, there is
the University. And it follows, therefore,
that what we produce in its pages must
be unfailingly of the highest quality
—not
because everyone says it is, but because
we know it is. EXPONENT represents the
University; it reflects the thoughts, the
philosophies, the ideas
—and the ideals
—
of the student body of the University as a
collective unit. The heart’s-blood of a university pulses in its newspaper —but in
its literary magazine is its mind.
In a manner of speaking, “exponent”

could mean

“banner

carrier.” And the

banner carrier or flag bearer of any army
won’t be found in the back ranks among
the rest of the crowd, but up in front,
leading the way —all alone sometimes, it’s

true, but still— leading the way.
Now do you see the connection?
This month, look for ‘The Leader,” an
unusually fine story by a newcomer to the
ranks of EXPONENT’s contributors. The
author is a sociology major and we'd like
to see more of his work. Check also ‘‘Foundations of Atheism,” an essay by a Marian-

ist scholastic, Brother Justus Quine, which
presents one of the sanest and most understandable answers to the “sincerity” of
atheism that these old eyes have read in
a long time.
See you on campus.
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medanism, or natural religion. Besides
the atheist, who certainly offers none
of the worship due to God, there are
those who, though recognizing the existence and even the nature of God, deny
the necessity of worship. Now, since the
latter error, almost as serious a perversion as atheism itself, is derived
from the same source as atheism, the
present analysis is of significance as an
exposition of the root causes of virtually

rin

At the outset of this analysis it is
necessary to lay down certain postulates, the first among them being that
the fool described below by David is
a fool precisely insofar as he denies
the existence of God. That is to Say,
not only does God exist, but His existence is a thing that can be known with
certainty by any human being. Reason
unaided by faith can come to the conclusion that there must have been a
source for all that we call creation.
Nevertheless, there are those among
human beings who profess the doctrine
of atheism, and deny that there is a
God. Now if human reason can know
there is a God, then the roots of atheism
must lie in obstacles to the perfect
operation of that reason. It is my purpose to distinguish and describe these
obstacles.
The importance of such a study is
twofold. For reason can tell us not only
that God is, but what He is; and a
purely rational recognition of Him as
both source and end of human activity
demands an active relationship to Him
on the part of man, whether it take the
form of Christianity, Judaism, Moham-

COE

By BRO. JUSTUS QUINE, S.M.

be conceived.

The sources of atheism as a way of
thinking may be divided into two
groups: personal and environmental.

When an individual decides for himself,
without regard to whatever background
he may have had, that there is no God,

then his atheism is of a personal nature;

“The fool hath said in his heart, There
is no God.
Ps. lii, 2.

whereas, if his background is the primary source of such a judgment, then
his atheism is environmental.

3
Personal atheism might be defined
as an antitheism, a rebellion against the
concept of God, and as such it can be
either emotional or intellectual. Emotional rebellion is the more important,
for it is generally operative to some
extent in every species of atheism. It
takes
two forms,
depending upon
whether it strives to maintain the

supremacy of one’s ego or to preserve
the “freedom” of his will; both forms
are reducible to spiritual sloth.
For man’s own benefit, God has given
him several ways of protecting himself.
The most powerful and active of these
on the psychological level is pride,
which disposes one to exert all his faculties to protect his ego. Pride can become
a vice when it begins to outweigh other
more important principles of good
action, but the consideration of this
inordination of it is not to our purpose.
When one’s pride tells him that to admit
the existence of God, and to bow to Him
as a creature to its Creator, is to impair or destroy his ego, then one experiences an emotional rebellion against.
the concept of God. His error is in failing to perceive that he has existence
only by sharing in the perfection of
being that we call God; he does not see
that it is by being united to God, and
by preserving in this union the due
subjection of creature to Creator, that

he will arrive at the consummation of
his nature.
Freedom is the ability to choose between two or more alternatives of
action; but absolute lack of restraint
upon the will is called license; it is to
preserve for themselves an unbounded
license that some men adopt an atheistic
viewpoint. In this they profess their
conviction that human nature is not
oriented toward any end at all; for only

from such an absurd and untenable position can they deny the necessity of a
governing factor for the ordering of
the activity
nature.

proceeding

from

human

Besides emotional opposition to the
notion of God, there is an intellectual
variety, by means of which it may be
said that one part of the mind decides
a priori that there is no God, and defies
another part of the mind to prove that
there is. It seems doubtful that the conviction of atheism can proceed spontaneously from reason without predisposition by the emotional factors
mentioned above. Father Francis Latrobe, S.J., in Atheism, Material and
Formal, maintains that affective (emotional) antitheism is always prior in
cause to intellectual antitheism, when
the latter takes its origin from the in-

dividual.
In any event, intellectual atheism does
exist, and it bases its position upon
either an erroneous system of philosophy or upon false conclusions drawn

from

the

findings

of

the

physical

sciences.
Philosophy, the ordering of man’s
knowledge of things as to their ultimate
causes, is an instrument of reason;
when it runs counter to common sense,

either in its axioms or its conclusions,
it is simply false. That system of philosophy, therefore, that apparently disproves what human reason is capable of
knowing with certainty, convicts itself
of error.

Philosophy is not only a science, but
the highest science; subordinate to it
are the special sciences. Any inference
drawn from the data of the physical
sciences that is opposed to a truth of
philosophy is a false one; for philosophy
supports from above, in the words of
Boethius. That is to say, while it stands
above the other bodies of organized
knowledge in perfection, it nevertheless

pervades them all like a_ sustaining
framework to preserve them from error.
What is not in accord with correct philosophy cannot fit into correct physical

science.
The physical scientist, therefore, as
(Continued on Page 18)

TOM ALEXANDER /

Lieutenant Blake stood near a blasted
tree stump somewhere in the northern
part of Italy and contemplated the ridge
that rose dark and ominous some three
hundred yards in front of the lines.
“T’ll never make it,” he muttered to

himself, thinking of the dawn assault

he was to lead in a couple of hours.
“Why did they have to pick on me?
The outfit is tired and weak in manpower. Should have been relieved long
ago. How long do they think our luck

LEADER
will hold out? It’s a wonder all of us
haven’t been killed by now.”
The ridge looming up in the darkness
ahead of him drew his attention again.
That ridge, crowned by a strong German
pillbox, had held up the advance of the
regiment for about six weeks. Tonight,
for the tenth time, another attempt was
to be made to capture it. Only this time
there was to be no turning back.
Blake remembered the words of Captain Johnson back in the briefing tent
as he finished the attack instructions:
“This time we must do it. You have to
take that hill at all costs.”
At all costs, even that of his own life.
The sick feeling started again in his
stomach and made his hands clammy
with sweat. What was it that his old
drill sergeant used to say back in camp?
Something about the longer you fought,
the better were your chances of being
killed. Blake realized that he had been
through a lot. North Africa, Sicily,
Salerno and Anzio had come and gone
and he had come through without a

scratch. But never before had he faced
a battle with such a feeling of dread.
A dark figure materialized out of the

darkness beside him.
“Looks pretty quiet out there, doesn’t
it, sir?” The voice of Hopkins, his

5
platoon sergeant, brought him back to
earth.
“How’re the men, sergeant?” Blake
studied the younger man intently.
“Fine, sir. Ready to go. We’ll really
give it to them this time.” The sergeant
was confident, eager for the coming
battle.
Blake sighed and bent to pick up his
helmet. His hands were shaking and he
gripped the helmet tightly to control
them.
“Something wrong, sir?’ Hopkins
stood looking at him strangely. “You
look like you don’t feel well.”
“Tm all right,’ Blake’s tone was
irritable as he turned to go back down
the path. With the sergeant at his heels,
he walked to where the platoon was
waiting, the men huddled in small
groups and talking in low voice. The
talk died away as the lieutenant came

near. The soldiers moved closer as he

The sky was pitch black now. The
moon had gone down and the stars had
faded, making this last hour before
dawn the darkest of the night. The night
was quiet and the spring air was still,
as though Nature herself were holding
her breath.
A touch on his shoulder from Hopkins
told Blake it was the time to go. He
stood up and waved his arm in a pointing motion. The dark line rose and
started slowly across the flat ground
toward the ridge. Blake walked just in
front, his body bent low as though going
to meet the bullets he expected. They
covered a hundred yards, then two hundred, and started the climb. The low,
squat shape of the pillbox stood silhouetted against the sky. Behind him,
Blake could hear the grunts of the men
as they struggled over the rocky ground
with their heavy equipment. An occasional, muffled curse was heard as some-

began to speak.
“You men are all familiar with the
job. We move out just before dawn.
When we move, the enemy will be
watching, so keep low and quiet. This
time we’re trying something new. There
will be no artillery support at any time.
Maybe we can take them by surprise.
When you reach the rocks in front of
the pillbox, wait for the signal. Any
questions? Okay, form in line and be

body’s rifle struck a rock with a sharp

ready to move in one hour.”

arm. The line began to move again and,
at that instant, the night erupted. With
a dull boom a star-shell burst overhead

As he talked, Blake watched the somber faces of his soldiers. He wondered
if they could see how nervous he was
or how he kept licking his lips as he
talked. If he lost their confidence, the
attack couldn’t hope to succeed.
About an hour later, Blake crouched

in a shallow trench facing the ridge.
On either side, his platoon lay stretched
out in a thin line. He looked at his

watch. Five minutes to go. The old
sick feeling was strong in him again.

He felt as though someone were twisting
his stomach into a knot. His palms were
sweaty and he gripped the butt of his
.45 until the knuckles showed white.

clank.
The slope was covered now with large
boulders and blackened tree stumps.
About fifty yards beyond these boulders
lay their objective. Blake paused and

looked ahead. The night silence continued unbroken. Are those Germans
asleep? he wondered. Why doesn’t some-

thing happen?
Finally he stood up and waved his

and flooded the hillside with white light.
Blake and his men stood out in bold
relief. All surprise was lost. Rifles began to crackle, and the crash of exploding mortar shells shook the earth. Machine guns added their staccato bark
to the din.
Blake screamed, “Everybody down!
Take cover but keep moving forward!
Get under the range of the guns!’ He
could hear his men calling to one an-

other in pain and frightened confusion
as the German shells kept coming in.
But the machine guns were doing the
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most damage. Pinned down, the platoon
could neither advance nor retreat out
of the shellfire.
Hopkins came running up and threw
himself down beside Blake.
“The men won’t move, sir. I don’t
know what they’re waiting for.”
In a flash Blake realized what the
men were waiting for. They were not
tough, hard-boiled heroes. They were
men just like him, each with his own
fear of death. They followed him because his decisions had saved them

countless times before. They had followed him here and he knew he was

bound to do his best to bring them out,
no matter what happened. This was
what they were waiting for. They were
waiting for his decision. Whatever he
did, they would do.
Blake turned and studied the pillbox.
The machine guns were firing over his
head and he saw that he was several
yards out in front of the platoon. One
man might get up there unseen.
Blake knew what he had to do. He

turned to the sergeant and said quietly,

“Move out when you see the explosions
in the pillbox.
Without a backward glance he leaped

forward. The Germans saw him and

When he opened his eyes, Blake found
himself lying in a shell hole to one side
of the smoking ruins of the pillbox.
Blake groaned as a wave of pain
swept over him. Sergeant Hopkins
dropped on one knee beside him.
“Just lie still, sir. The medics are on
the way.”
“Am I hurt bad, sergeant?’
“Your arm and shoulder took it pretty
bad but I don’t think it’s too serious.”’
“What happened back there, anyway?”
“Well, sir, when we were pinned
down, things looked pretty bad. We all
wanted to pull back, and I for one was
plenty scared. It sure looked like they
had our number. But when you took
off to take on those guns, it seemed as
if everybody got over whatever scare
they had and started doing something.
They all followed and cleaned out those
Germans real easy. It took nerve to
tackle those guns alone, sir. How did
you bring yourself to do it?”
Blake smiled thinly and said, “I just
got over something myself, sergeant.”
“Yes, sir.’ Hopkins was still puzzled.
“But out of the whole platoon it seems
like you were the only guy who wasn’t
scared.”

bullets began to plough the ground
around him as he ran. The wall of the

pillbox loomed up in front of him. Blake
pulled a grenade from his belt, jerked

out the pin and heaved the grenade at
the wall. As he did so, a hot flash of
pain knifed through his body, he stumbled and fell. He could almost reach
out and touch the wall. From a black
opening in the wall above his head a
stream of tracer bullets spewed forth.
Dizzy with pain, Blake fumbled for another grenade and, pulling himself up
on his knees, pitched it into the opening. The explosion knocked him flat, but

the guns stopped chattering. Through
the smoke, Blake saw figures running
toward him. He tried to shout but

everything went black.

“\JOW, LOOK... ALL FRESHVEN HAVE
TO WEAR A BEANIE ["

If I had known what was waiting for
me around that corner, I probably never
would have turned it, but then the whole
episode would have turned out differently and there wouldn’t have been anything to tell. Know what I mean? Anyway, there I was, about to grab a fast
sandwich and a hunk of pie at the local
hash house, and all of a sudden Old
Lady Fate crooked her finger at me

frederick aicher

and changed the whole day. Maybe she
just up and stuck her finger in my eye.
At any rate, I didn’t see this doll until

I bumped into her and listened help-

robert ¢ barnes

@

A LIVING DOLIVN
lessly while an old assortment of packages fell in an odd assortment of ways
onto the pavement. Need I say more?
That was only the beginning.
She just stood there, hands clenched
into fists on her hips, and glowered at
me as I mumbled an apology and began
picking up the parcels. As I held the
first armful out to her, she accepted it
by holding out her arms and allowing
me to just set the whole load on them.
She still scowled at me as I retrieved
the remaining part of her shopping
spree. And yet, even in her anger and
in my embarrassment, I could see that
she was a beautiful creature, wellformed by her Maker into the sort of

female being that drives men out of

—

7

bachelorhood and into that constant

a Wises

state of self-deception commonly known

we

as “wedded bliss.” Beneath the present

Z

cloudy expression, I could detect an in-

comparable loveliness that would have
shown itself all the more clearly had
she softened her features into a smile.

And it was while I was wavering under

2
&

8
her stare that I determined to see a
smile spread across her unblemished
complexion. It wasn’t that I wanted to
confirm my suspicions about her beauty.
. . . I knew it couldn’t have been any
other way.

It was also at this same time that I
looked more closely at her hands. She
undoubtedly had some poor male be-

witched by the spell she cast, for there
was a diamond ring prominently displayed on her slender finger. The stone
caught fire in the glare of the noonday
sun, matched only by the fire in a pair
of emerald eyes. The stone further declared that she was no poor man’s catch.
The last time I saw a diamond that size,
there was a truckload of armed guards
parading within a pistol barrel’s length

wasn’t quite sure. But I was absolutely
sure that I was going to See this remarkable creature again and that I was

going to see her smile on me or make
a complete idiot of myself trying. Just

exactly how I intended accomplishing
this did not concern me in the slightest.

I just knew that that was the way it
was going to be.

With this satisfying feeling of an impending venture in the near future, I
started walking once again toward the
beanery for the quick lunch I had almost

forgotten about. My head must have

I made these observations within a
short interval, and I had no sooner
placed the last parcel on the top of
the stack in her arms when she spun
on her spiked heel with a swirl of her

really been swimming, for I ordered pie
and ice cream for dessert, a thing I
never do on Monday, Wednesday, or
Friday, and this just happened to be a
Wednesday. Thus interrupting a very
rigid pattern of life, I found the rest
of the day a complete change of routine,
and a very welcome change it was. I
had never been completely aware of
such a strict adherence to a pattern,
but now that I had broken it, I deter-

skirt and click-clacked away from me

mined never to let myself slip into one

without so much as a “Thank you.” But
I guess I didn’t really pay too much heed
to the slight. I was too concerned at the
moment with watching her every step of
the way to a long, low limousine that
waited at the curb at the end of the
block. An immaculately dressed chauffeur popped out of the driver’s seat, held
open the door for her and closed it again
behind her before strutting back to his
station and driving off down the street.
He didn’t even squeal the tires. I hadn’t
been so completely relieved of my senses
as to forget to commit that license number to my memory, however.
The whole sequence of events merely

again. I smiled as I realized how that
vision of beauty had altered my existence already, and I knew that it would

of it.

baffled me completely, for whereas she
had been going in one direction when
I bumped into her, she had gone the

opposite direction to get into the car.
Whether she had intended going some-

be altered considerably more in days
to come.
That afternoon, I called a friend of
mine in the Department of Motor
Vehicles and asked him to find out who
owned that limousine, and before the
day ended, he called back and told me.
I was only moderately stunned by the
information. The car was registered to
a Horace Wheatly of Berkshire Lane.
The Wheatly millions were no secret
in town, nor were the Wheatlys, for that
matter. They had amassed their fortune
several generations back and the sons
and grandsons were living on what re-

mained, investing in sound business
propositions and invariably doubling
their investments. This much was not

where else, and my little accident with

too surprising. The odd part of the deal

her had changed her mind entirely, I

was that Horace Wheatly was a shy,
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deformed little creature who spent most
of his time with his nose in a treatise

of some kind. He had the most extensive
library in this part of the country, but

even his own family hardly ever visited
his estate because they couldn’t stand
the sight of him.
How such a gorgeous young lady as
I ran into that afternoon could be tied
up with such a markedly ugly individual
was beyond my comprehension, unless
she was engaged to one of Horace’s
brothers and had borrowed his car and
chauffeur to pick up her trousseau. But
that was even sillier. All of Horace
Wheatly’s brothers were already married. Horace was the only bachelor left
in the family!
The chauffeur? Maybe, except that
even the Wheatlys didn’t pay their help
well enough to support such an obviously expensive woman. The ring on
her finger could only have been pur-

chased by a Wheatly himself. A chauffeur would be in hock for life just paying

man who should never have put on a
pair of trunks and who loped after her
with his grotesque little walk. He must
have called to her, for she turned and
waited for him to catch up, took his
hand, and leaned down and kissed him.

That cleared up one point. She didn’t
belong to the chauffeur. She belonged to
Horace Wheatly!
I scratched my head and followed
the bend in the road that led back to
Crown Street and home. I couldn’t
understand it. Not unless she was after
the Wheatly fortune. That was enough
to blind a lot of girls to the guy’s personal appearance. And, actually, it
would be a cinch. Horace Wheatly never
was a ladies’ man. If a girl half as
pretty as this one looked at him twice,
he’d probably jump off the Brooklyn
Bridge if it would please her. But he
was the type of man who would hold
on tightly to a girl who carried it this
far, and from what I’ve heard around

town, he never gave up anything he

for that unless, of course, he had some

really wanted without a fight, a very

other source of income.

dirty fight.

With the five o’clock whistle, I hopped
into my convertible and, just on impulse, went home the long way..
by way of Berkshire Lane. My pulse
quickened as I rounded the turn in the
road and the towering mansion of
Horace Wheatly came into view. There
are very few four-story houses in town,
and each of them is owned by a Wheatly.

Once back in my apartment, I put
some Rachmaninoff on the hi-fi, lit a
cigarette, and stood at the window that
faced Horace Wheatly’s place. Naturally,
I couldn’t see it from there as it was
on the other side of town, but I knew

This one was probably the gloomiest of
them all since Horace lived alone, save
for his household staff and the chauf-

feur. Most of the rooms had been lined
with bookshelves to hold his treasured
volumes.

My pulse did another speed-up as I
caught sight of the girl. She was coming

down the front steps in a bright red
two-piece bathing suit, and she turned
the corner of the house and went around

toward the swimming pool in the rear.
She was followed by a small, ugly little

exactly where it stood. If my vision
could have penetrated through the trees
and buildings between, I could have
been looking right into the swimming
pool at the girl in the red bathing suit.
But then I’d have had to look at Horace,
too, and I felt that somehow it marred
the beauty of the scene. I almost had
to smile as a thought flashed through
my mind: Sort of a modern-day Beauty
and the Beast. Except that it wasn’t
funny. I had to admit it. I didn’t want
her to belong to Horace Wheatly, no
matter how badly she wanted his
money. I wanted her to belong to me!

Almost before I realized it, a thou-
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sand plans began forming in my mind,
plans for getting into that house to

clock must have been frightened by a
snail. After what seemed like the better

steal her away from him, plans for

part of a day, the hands pointed to

amassing my own fortune to dangle in
front of her eyes. None of them were
much good. They all required too much
time, and I felt I had to move fast. I
kept thinking of the old proverb about
the man who hesitates. If I wanted her,
I’d have to be quick about it. I already
had two strikes against me: She wore
Horace Wheatly’s ring, and Horace
Wheatly was a millionaire.
The only plan that seemed like it
might work and work fast enough was
the one in which I would replace Horace
Wheatly’s present chauffeur. At least,
that would get my foot in the door.
From there, I’d probably have to play
it by ear, for it would depend ona lot
of things as to what the next move

nine o’clock, the time I had set to tele-

would have to be.
At any rate, I couldn’t do much until
tomorrow, for I’d have to straighten

up my affairs at the office if I was

going to be a full-time chauffeur for
the ugly little millionaire. I didn’t know
how long I’d have to hold that job down.
Then I’d have to find out the present
chauffeur’s name and get in touch with
him, find out his price, if he had one,
and if not, dispose of him some other

way. There was no doubt about it. I
wanted that girl, and I wanted her at

any cost!
That night my sleep was troubled. I
tossed and turned until the night seemed
a week long. I couldn’t erase the picture

of her kissing him. When I finally did

get to sleep, the picture was the same,
only in wide-screen and with stereophonic sound. Did you ever listen to a
kiss in stereophonic sound? It just about
drove me nuts!
At the office th neext morning, I sent

my secretary out for some coffee to help
wake me up. I fidgeted and fumed
around, trying to speed up the clock by

staring holes in it. It didn’t help. The

phone the Wheatly estate. I had decided
not to bother getting the chauffeur’s
name from my friend. He might put two

and two together. I’d just call and ask
for the chauffeur. Unless Horace had
more than one, they’d know who I
meant.

My finger was shaking as I dialed
the number. The phone on the other
end of the connection rang, and I

heaved a satisfied sigh. The wheels
were in motion. I was beginning to feel
like the guy who claimed to be master

of his destiny, or something like that.
The voice that answered could only

have belonged to the butler. I asked for
Mr. Wheatly’s chauffeur, and he informed me that he was very sorry, but
that Carston had taken the automobile
to the service station for a minor repair.
He then asked if he could have him
call me, but I politely vetoed the idea
and told him I’d call back. Actually, I
had no intention of calling back, for I
knew where the chauffeur was now and
could contact him there.
The Wheatlys all had an interest in

Monarch Oil & Gas, so naturally all
their cars used Monarch gas and oil
and were worked on in those particular
stations. There were five Monarch stations in town and I tried the nearest
one to the Wheatly estate. I won.
Carston was called to the pay phone

in the station and I gave him my name
and address, telling him the first thing
that came into my mind: that I was
an insurance investigator, and that I
wanted to talk to him about a deceased

Mr. Carston, whose sole surviving son
might just possibly be he. Since there
was a substantial sum involved, I went
on, it might be worth his while to talk

to me.
Carston wasn’t too impressed. Per-
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haps he knew I was lying in my teeth,
but the idea that someone thought he
might be an heir to a small fortune
was bait enough to keep him on the
telephone long enough for me to make

it even more impressive. He told me he’d
arrive sometime around ten-thirty.

I cradled the receiver and leaned back
in my swivel chair, smiling. Maybe it

wasn’t such a bad idea at that. If I
could make the sum impressive enough,
and then be able to get my hands on

that much, he might just quit his job
and leave town without my ever having
to come to the direct point.

While I waited for 10:30 to crawl
around, I wrote myself a letter of introduction just in case I might need it.
Then I started to straighten out my
files, getting things in order for my
secretary to take over while I was gone

for a few weeks “on business.”
When Elsie poked her head in to tell
me Mr. Carston was outside, I felt the

tension mount within and a million
questions began to show themselves,

questions he would probably ask and
that I hadn’t bothered to prepare answers for.
Carston stepped into my office and

closed the door behind him, looking hard
at me with unwavering steel-grey eyes.

His chauffeur’s cap was tucked under
one arm like a soldier at inspection, and
in my book, he would have passed. His
grey uniform was pressed neatly and

sharply, fit him like a glove, and his
boots would have served for a lookingglass. He was clean-shaven and wore a2

crew-cut. His mouth formed a hard
smile.

“Okay, Mr. Gortman,” he said slowly.
“Just what kind of a pitch is this?”
“Pitch?” I inquired, trying to look

see, pal, I was disinherited some years
back, but I didn’t lose much by it. My
old man never saved a dime in his life.
So let’s stop playing games and level
with each other, huh?”
Well, that part of the plan was washed
out. I knew I’d have to give it to him
straight. So I did.
“Okay, Carston. You work for Horace
Wheatly and I want you to stop work-

ing for him. Name your price.”
“What? Name my. ... Say, you are
mixed up, pal. I like working for
Wheatly. I never had it so good.”

“T said, ‘Name your price.’ I’ll pay it.”
“Suppose I asked you why you want
me to stop working for him?”
“T wouldn’t tell you. Look, Carston.
I’m willing to pay you anything you
ask to just quit and find another job.
There’s no problem there.”

“Oh, that’s where you’re wrong, pal.
Wheatly would never let me go. I’ve

been with him five years now.”
"So 2

“So, look, pal. I’m an ex-con. Who do
you think would hire me after I left
Wheatly? Do you think they’d believe

I left him? Hell, no! They’d say he fired
me because I reverted to type. Once a
crook, always a crook, you know. Besides, like I said, Wheatly would never
let me leave. As they say in the movies,

I know too much.”
That threw mea little. What kind of
a deal was this, anyway, that a man of
Horace Wheatly’s means wouldn’t let an
ex-convict go because he knew too

much? Knew too much about what? I
was getting deeper into something that
I knew very little about, but I wasn’t
about to pull out now.

“What do you want then, Carston?

amazed.

Protection ?”
Carston laughed. “Sorry, pal. Wheatly

“Yes, pitch. You’re no insurance investigator. I looked you up in the yellow
pages. I thought that story you gave
me on the phone was a come-on. You

would kill me if I ever tried to run out
on him. He’s afraid I’d say something
about him that I shouldn’t. I’m real
sorry, pal. No deal.”
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He spun around and took hold of
the door-knob. I was around the desk

and blocking his exit before he had
time to turn it.

“You’ve got to quit!” I fairly shrieked.
“You’ve got to!”
Carston removed my hand from the
door like it was a limp dishrag. In his
grip, it almost was.
“Look, Mr. Gortman. I don’t know
why you want me to quit, but I already

told you why I can’t. Now just get out
of my way or I'll be forced to break
your arm. And if you know what’s good
for you, you'll not bother Mr. Wheatly,
either. He can be real mean when he
wants to. Believe me, I know!”
Carston left me to massage the circulation back into my wrist. I was growing frantic. Carston had to quit! Otherwise, how could I become Wheatly’s
chauffeur? I sat down at my desk and

rate, I was bound and determined that
I wasn’t going to let her ignore or forget me. I intended to be around for a
long time.
She walked into the department store
and onto the escalator. I hopped up a
few steps and stood on the step behind
her.
“Hello, there,’ I offered.

There was no response. She didn’t
even jump. It was as if she knew I was
there and fully intended to overlook
me completely.
“Look, Miss,’ I said, touching her
arm, “if you’re still sore about yesteraegis
I didn’t get to finish the sentence.
She turned and glowered at me, pulled
her arm away and stepped off the escalator, for by that time we were on the
second floor level.
I took after her as she walked toward

stared at the door, trying to rearrange

the back of the store, still trying to

my scheme, to find some other way.
Before I knew it, it was lunch-time,
and I walked out of the office and into

make her stop and talk to me. Then I
noticed a man watching me rather curiously. Probably the store detective. I'd
have to watch my step.
She went to the dress department and
I ducked off at the book counter to await
her return. While there, I browsed
through the books and magazines, killing
time and feeling a little unnecessary. I
was getting downright hungry, too.
Half an hour went by before I spotted
her coming toward the escalator with a
couple of dress boxes under her arms.

the elevator without even seeing where
I was going.
When I got down to the street, I saw

her again and I stopped abruptly. My
eyes had never seen such beauty before
she came into my life. She came straight
toward me along the sidewalk and I

waited for her to notice me, if only to
scowl at me again. Just to have her
look at me at all was something. But,

to my surprise, she didn’t even look at

She was almost smiling, and my life

me. She would have walked right on
past if I hadn’t stepped directly in front
of her, but again she didn’t seem to
recognize me. She merely stepped aside
and walked on.
I felt crushed momentarily, but then
I braced myself and followed her. She
couldn’t have looked so hard at me the

seemed suddenly filled with sunshine.
As she walked between two counters

that left an aisle about big enough for
one person to get through comfortably,
I stepped over and blocked her path.
She stopped and looked me full in the

face and heaved a sigh of resignation.
No scowl this time, but not a smile,

day before and then forgotten what I

either. She looked as though she wasn't

looked like already, unless she chose to
ignore me. Maybe she thought I’d try
to knock her off her feet again. At any

sure what to do next. She was even more
beautiful standing there than I’d ever
(Continued on Page 19)

COUNTRY TWILIGHT
By THERESE GEIS

aM -t-3)

etched in lacy prints of india black
against the lustrous, sun-flushed evening sky
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gleaming yellow gems flung lavishly
across a dusky velvet field of wheat
Fence posts
straggling homeward like small, play-tired boys

in sleepy single file over the hill
Xo) dT
smooths down his feathers and lets fall one drop of crystal melody into the pool of quiet

Anyone who has taken the time to
investigate archaeology realizes what a
fascinating charm it has. Once someone
with even a slight interest in the past
has read a book on archaeology, he will
be caught in its spell.
You might well ask of what possible
use it is. You need only to visit the
archaeology museum at Williamsburg,
Virginia, for example, to realize the importance of archaeology in restoring

places as the governor’s palace, the
House of Burgesses, the Raleigh Tavern,
and dozens of other buildings. Archaeological excavations of various sites
around the town have unearthed the
foundations of many of the original
buildings.
People usually associate archaeology
with Egyptian tombs. A great many of
the archaeological explorations down
through the ages have taken place in
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By JOANN SIMONTON
that town to the way it looked when

George Washington walked its streets.
In the museum are hundreds of relics
of the past—wine bottle seals, coins,
buttons, china, broken bits of mantle-

pieces, old guns, pipes, decorated tiles.
From these and other things, archaeologists have been able to visualize such

the Land of the Sphinx. Thanks to the
perseverance of such men as T. M.
Davis, Flinders-Petrie, Emile Brugsch,
and Howard

Carter,

we

now

know a

great deal more about Egyptology. Perhaps the most famous discovery of all
was that of the tomb of Tut-Ankh-Amen
by Howard Carter, in 1922. Although
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Tut-Ankh-Amen himself was politically

Egyptian

unimportant, the discovery of his tomb
in the Valley of the Kings near Thebes,
Egypt, caused more excitement than
those of the other tombs put together.
In a monetary sense, the treasures
brought from that tomb are priceless.
If possible, even more priceless is the

archaeologists could decipher the mysterious Egyptian picture writing. The
deciphering of the hieroglyphics brought
out many interesting facts heretofore
unknown about the land of the Pharaohs.
A puzzle to engineers for centuries

information gathered about the way the
Egyptians lived and died. This tomb is
the only one to have escaped tomb robbers, and even then not completely.

accomplished such amazing engineering
feats as building the pyramids with their
enormous stones. The archaeologist
Flinders-Petrie discovered their secret.
They had no great engineering processes
which are unknown today. Their main
tool was manpower. With their characteristic disregard for the lives of their

Robbers had penetrated the long sealed
entrance passage as far as the antechamber. The burial chamber remained
intact. The beauty of the decorations
in the tomb showed much of the luxury
of ancient Egypt. To quote C. W. Ceram
in Gods, Graves, and Scholars, “The discovery of the tomb of Tut-Ankh-Amen
summed up on a grand scale everything
that had been previously accomplished
in archaeology all over the world.” It
brought back to life the lost civilization
of the pharaohs.

Heinrich Schliemann made one of the

most important discoveries in modern
archaeology when, in the 1870's, he

found nine cities built one on top of

another. One of these was the legendary
city of Troy. He found what are believed
to be the jewels that once adorned the

woman of the “face that launched a

thousand ships,” the beautiful Helen of
Troy.
When, in 1900, Arthur Evans began
to dig for Cnossos, the city of King
Minos on the island of Crete, he hoped
to find the Labyrinth, home of the
legendary beast, Minotaur. The palace
of Minos covered six acres and provided
everything for the comfort and luxury
of its occupants, even modern plumbing!
Deciphering hieroglyphics was a prob-

lem of great concern until, in 1799,
some of Napoleon’s soldiers found a
stone tablet near Rosetta, Egypt, from

which the Rosetta Stone takes its name.
It was a religious document, written in
Greek, in hieroglyphics, and in ancient

commercial

script. At last

was the method by which the Egyptians

slaves, they used millions of them in
erecting their huge buildings. Thousands of slaves lost their lives in the
construction of each of those great
monuments.
Archaeology is the key to the past.
It unlocks the door to the great ancient
civilizations of the world. Perhaps several hundred years from now archaeologists will be excavating the remnants
of our civilization. What will they find?
Maybe there will be no civilization left
for them to find. Maybe our civilization
will be destroyed in some way that will
puzzle future archaeologists, as has the
destruction of Nineveh and Tyre. Perhaps, in a thousand years, someone
coming upon the remains of Madison
Square Garden will think of it as we
today think of the Coliseum in Rome.
Human civilizations pass away, but
their works remain. John Keats sums

this up in his ‘Ode on a Grecian Urn”:
When old age shall this generation
waste,
Thou shalt remain, in midst of other

woe
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom
thou sayst,
“Beauty is truth, truth beauty’’—that
is all
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to

know.
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A sleepy sparrow cheeped and fluffed
its feathers on the overhead wires, then,
with a ruffled squawk fluttered to the
gravel as the tram clanged out of the

end station. It was very definitely a
May morning, the kind of morning
whose memories tugged and pulled at
the man until he took notice. He sniffed
in the flat, rusty odor of wet iron
mingled with the sweet smell of dewy
grass. He ran his finger over the grimy,
damp leather of the seat, then half
turned, wiped a clear circle on the
smudged window and stared out toward
the city as the tram turned.
The city turned before him, an old
woman in a new golden dress. Then the

tram straightened and he saw only a
pile, a mountain of broken bricks overgrown with grass, running along the
track.

This was what it was like. Ten years
and a war could do a lot to a city as
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well as to a man. Ten years. And yet the
city was still the same, and he was
still the same, and she was still the
same, and they were together.
He smiled and shifted slightly as he
felt in his pocket for the fare ticket.
Together. He turned to the clean
circle on the window again.
He had said he would be back for her.
It had been such a long time. At first
he had no money and then he could
not find her. But now she was with
him and they were going away together.
Together they would ride to the city
and then...
Damn! He turned quickly from the
window and glanced at the seat next
to him for reassurance. It was alright.
She was there. He looked back at the
spot that had given him pain. Damn
the yellow star and damn that street
and damn the hands that had taken her.
Damn it all and them all!
No, he thought. I’m damning myself
and my friends and all who helped. I’m
damning those who were brave when
I was a coward, those who helped her,
those who helped me. I’m damning the
house I hid in and the bread I ate and
the street I walked to be free. I’d better
not damn anyone or anything. It’s all
been damned enough.
The light falling through the murky
window suddenly dappled his black
flanneled knee and he turned again. The
trees—double rows of poplars from
which
silver green
leaves
already
sprouted—were still there. Through
them he could see rows and squares of
smashed houses. Strange, he thought,
how the trees grow unconcerned. They
stood like this when those homes were
burning
— when the bombs were falling,
when the guns were blasting them. They
saw it all begin and end. They lost 2
few leaves and branches and just grew
on. They saw all the fear, the fire, heard
the guns, and felt them. They’re still

growing. They’re like us. We’re still
growing, too. We used to walk under

those trees, ten years ago. We walked
from here to the University and to the
theatre and wished they would let us
go if we could afford it. We saw it all
start. We stood and watched and felt
it all. We lost a few branches and leaves,
but we’re still here.
The tram stopped in front of the
Residence-Palace and for the first time
he became aware of the people that had
gotten on. There were not many
—two
early students from the University, a
bent, gnarled man across from him,
three younger workmen with red brick
dust on their clothes. A young, dark
girl sat in the last seat and her beauty
made him turn again to the seat next
to him.
He smiled. The girl could have been
her, then. If it had been, he knew that
he would have been next to her and
they would have been looking at the
palace just as the girl was looking now.
They would wonder at its massiveness,
and at their smallness, and at their

togetherness before it, and then they
would turn and enjoy the symmetry of
the avenue and the trees.
As he turned to look back, the tram
turned, and instead of the trees he
glimpsed the cathedral through the ruins
of houses.
Always the ruins, he thought, even
in the old city that withstood centuries.
But the church still stands. Those onionhead cupolas should make me laugh,
but they don’t. They never did. They
were always protecting, guarding
—
even me whenI ran.
Tl get off now—and go there. She
won’t mind. God is God—and He was
a Jew.

He lurched up out of his seat as the
tram slowed and stopped. He reached
down to the seat next to him, picked
up an urn-shaped, brown paper parcel.
He walked down the aisle and stepped
off the tram.

IN VAIN

Foundations
of
Atheism
(Continued from Page 3)

By BERT CROSS
The lightning suddenly tore the sky
open and the ground retched under my
feet. My small son clutched my chest
and I held him tighter as I ran. He

looked, looked, up at me and asked,
“Where are we going, father?”
“We are going to try to save the
doctor.”
“The doctor who cured me?”
“Yes,” I said, and thought of my son,
blind these five years and now able to
see, cured by a doctor who had no implements, no authority, and who now was
being tried for false practice. My son’s
blindness had been well-known. Surely
the judge would not sentence the doctor
when he saw the evidence of my son’s
clear eyes.
I found a guard pressed back in a
doorway, out of the storming rain and
hail. ‘‘Where is the doctor?” I yelled.
“Him? They’ve taken him away,” the
guard cried.
I whirled and ran through the streets
till I reached the outskirts. There a
crowd of people sought refuge in the
stores and under the awnings. I asked
again for the doctor and the crowd said,
yes, the guards brought him past here.
So I ran again, to the hill, holding my
son, praying I would not be devoured
by the opening splits in the ground,
knowing I was too late.
“Ts that the doctor?” my son asked,
and I looked up the hill in time to see

a guard drive his spear into the doctor’s
side.
“Yes,’”’? I said and I turned and stum-

bled down the hill and my heart was sad.

well as the metaphysician or philosopher, who claims to have proven to his
satisfaction that there is not a God, has
made a mistake. As has already been
pointed out, such a mistake is probably
always prompted to som@ degree by
emotional factors; except, of course,
when it is attributable to elements in
the environment of the individual.
It is these environmental sources of
atheism that we are now ready to consider. As should be clear, they all originate outside the individual. It must be
borne in mind that throughout this
study I am speaking of atheism as a
judgment, more or less strong, of the
intellect: “The fool hath said in his
heart, There is no God.” Therefore, an
external profession of disbelief in God
that belies one’s internal disposition, for
whatever reason it may be made, is none
of our concern. By _ environmental
atheism we mean a conviction within
the mind produced by some factor outside the mind.
The three aspects of one’s environment that we distinguish as being capable of leading him to atheism are his
family, his miliew—those with whom
he comes in contact as a result of his
state and position in society —and the
government under which he lives. Being
raised in a family that does not acknowledge the existence of God is much more

effective toward the establishment of
atheism than being thrown among
atheists after one has already decided
for himself that there is a God. There
is this further distinction, that the enforcement of atheism by a government,

unlike the encouragement of it by more
proximate environment, is likely to be
motivated by a desire to preserve the
supremacy of the state, and not by the
beliefs of those in authority.
If environment factors are to be solely
responsible for the atheism of a man,
they must produce at least two effects
upon him: ignorance, whereby his intellect is deprived of the requisite
knowledge for forming a correct judgment; and influence, which hampers the
freedom of his will to choose as true
the judgment that “God exists.” A little
reflection upon these factors suggests
that, in all likelihood, a purely environment species of atheism is extremely
rare. Gavrilla Cardinal Bogdanitch, Russian Catholic Patriarch of the Ukraine,
wrote, during his exile in Germany, a
book called Sittenlehre des Gottesleugners, “The Ethics of the Atheist.” In
this work he asserts that true atheism,
though it may be tempered by influSo—there you are. Three completely
ences from outside, is nevertheless always a result of “Herzenleugnung,” or
what we have called emotional rebellion
against God’s existence. To be more precise,
he
maintains
that,
wherever
atheism is produced without an internal
disposition to it, there is not only
ignorance derived from and influence
exerted by the environment, but also,
in the individual, some defect of that
faculty of reason common to all men,
including the savage; for even the savage recognizes the concept of God.
We have seen, therefore, that atheism
may be personal or environmental in
its origin, but that it can most likely
be ultimately reduced, in every case, to
a personal, and, more specifically, to an
emotional variety. In other words, it
may be said that the denial of God’s
existence is not only incapable of being

forced on one without his consent, but,
further, that one’s intellect can never

A Living Doll
(Continued from Page 12)

seen her. I couldn’t help myseif. I guess
I was bewitched. Nevertheless, I knew
I loved her more than anything else in
the world.
I gave a gentle tug at the boxes under
her arms, offering to carry them for
her. She released them without a word,
but a faint trace of a smile crossed her
countenance andI felt I was well repaid.
Taking the boxes under one arm, I
offered my other arm to her. She slipped

her hand into the bend in my arm and
we walked together toward the “Down”
escalator, looking into each other’s eyes.
I couldn’t believe this was actually happening. As I drank in her loveliness, I

was impressed at the perfection of her.
She was almost too perfect. Almost. Her

eyes were a little brighter than any I'd
seen, her complexion so flawless that I
couldn’t take my eyes away. And her
lips . . . so red and full, I wanted to
kiss them right there in front of whoever might be around. But I didn’t.
She still hadn’t said a word when we
got to the street outside, but it didn’t
bother me in the least. It occurred to
me that maybe she couldn’t talk, but
even that didn’t change anything. I
loved this gorgeous vision, and yet I
didn’t even know her name. Having her

walk beside me this way, and looking
at me all the while, I wouldn’t have

eared if the building had fallen on me.
My life suddenly seemed more full and
complete than it had ever been.
Maybe that was why I didn’t look up
when I heard someone running toward

us. Before I realized what was happening, she was torn from my side and a
fistful of knuckles caught me on the

make such a denial unless it is influ-

side of the jaw. Through the blackness
that rapidly closed in as I sank onto

enced by a lower part of his nature.

the pavement, I got a vague glimpse of
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a grey uniform and shiny black boots
leading her away from me. I’d have
sworn she was crying out to me over
her shoulder, “I love you!” Of course,
under the circumstances, I could have
imagined it, but it offered the sweetest
cushion I’d ever have needed. The pavement just didn’t feel as hard as it
looked. And then everything was dark
and cloudy. I heard, saw, nor spoke anything. I lay dormant.
I opened my unbelieving eyes in my

sumed was the store detective.
“You'll have to be more careful who
you try to pick up, Mr. Gortman,” he
went on. “Horace Wheatly’s chauffeur
has a mean right cross, and Horace himself is reputed to be even meaner.”
“T wasn’t... .,’” I began, and then
stopped for two reasons. My head was
suddenly split in half by a searing pain,
and besides, what was the use?

“Don’t try to talk, Mr. Gortman,”’

own office. Elsie was holding a cold,

Elsie pleaded. “It won’t hurt so much.”
“Elsie,” I said, despite the pain, “who

damp cloth on my jaw and holding the

the hell is he?”

swivel chair back so that I was as close

Elsie didn’t get to answer, because he
answered first.
“My name’s Wade. I’m one of a crew
of store detectives at Harlow’s. I figured
you were asking for trouble following

to reclining as you can get in a swivel
chair. I smelled coffe nearby and saw
a steaming paper cup on the desk.
“TI think he’ll live,’ said a voice near
my elbow, and I looked up to see the
man who had been watching me in the

department store, the man I had as-

that dish around, and when you picked
her up, I followed you outside. You’d
have been okay except that the chauf-
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feur spotted the two of you eye-balling
each other, and he let you have it.”
“He sure did,” I remarked, touching
the spot tenderly and wincing. “Thanks,

anyway, for bringing me up here.”
“Well, I was about to call the wagon
when somebody from your building came
along and told me where your office
was located. Several of the people who
saw the whole thing helped to carry
you up here.”
I took a swallow of coffee and became
aware of the fact that I still hadn’t
eaten lunch. I had Elsie call out for a
couple of ham sandwiches, but she

changed it to soup, knowing how diffi-

cult I would find it to chew anything
for a while. Smart girl.
After Wade offered some more of his
sound advice on the art of handling
women, he left the office, and I sat up

to finish the coffee.
That damn Carston! Chauffeur and
bodyguard for her all in one. I could
sure have returned his courtesy with a

jack handle or a lead pipe just then.

But I was getting another and even
better idea to settle with him. Another
facet to the plan was taking shape.
As I thought back over the episode, I
began to feel a little giddy. I could still
hear a soft, feminine voice calling out
that she loved me; that is, if I hadn’t
imagined it. It did seem a little strange
that those were the only words she ever
spoke to me, but if she had spoken
them, nothing she could have said could
have pleased me more.
I drove straight home from work and
listened to Chopin, waiting for the sun
to set. The hi-fi was well into Beethoven
by the time that huge, fiery ball sank

beyond the horizon, spreading its reddish

to sting a little. My jaw felt a little
better, though. J felt better. And pretty
soon, everything would be fine.
I pulled off the road and stopped
several hundred yards from Horace
Wheatly’s driveway and walked the rest
of the way. There were a few lights
burning downstairs, but the rest of the
house was dark. Horace had never taken

the trouble to put up the traditional
iron

fence

and

gate

his

sisters and

brothers had. It didn’t seem important
to Horace and, in a way, I could see

his point. Nobody ever bothered with
Horace.
Halfway up the drive, the sound of a
speeding automobile sent me behind one
of the bushes in the yard. The long,
black limousine swerved into the drive
and sped up to the house, turned and
did a diving stop. Carston got out and
went into the house. I lit a cigarette
and waited.
Shortly thereafter, a light went on
in a second-story window. That, I took
it, was Carston’s room. I walked softly
to the limousine and looked around,
listening intently. I couldn’t hear a
sound.
Cautiously, I released the hood and
raised it as quietly as was possible. Then
I stopped and listened again. Still no
sound. Then I went to work. It had been
a while since I had done any work on
a car, but I knew what I was after, and

it didn’t take long to find it.
Fifteen minutes later, I was circling
the house, testing the windows, hoping
that one would have been left unlocked.
With a satisfied sigh, I found one in
the rear of the house and raised it
silently. I hoisted myself up to the ledge
and clambered into the room. Then I

hue over the undersides of the clouds
that were suspended there. I waited another fifteen minutes, and then I went
down to the car.

waited a few minutes while my eyes
grew accustomed to the darkness.

The night air was already cooling off,

wall. This was one of Horace Wheatly’s
library rooms. I wondered what dusty

whipping across my face until it began

After awhile, I could make out the
outlines of the shelves and books on one
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volumes were kept here, but only
a moment. I had other things on
mind.
opened the door a crack and peered

in the mouth. All the pent-up fury of
my emotions must’ve been in that blow,
for he reeled back into the chair and
both chair and Horace went over back-

out. There was a soft glow of light from

wards with a crash.

somewhere in the front of the house

This was followed immediately by
sounds of movement overhead. Carston
was on the way to see what was up.
That suited me fine. I had a score to
settle with him anyway.
I turned to look at the girl. She was
staring around her, dazed. I hadn’t
meant to be so rough on her, but I
hadn’t meant to do a lot of things. My
whole plan was smashed now. I was
playing it by ear, ear, all right. I only

and I could hear the strains of music.
I tip-toed out into the hall and moved
cautiously toward the light. I reached
for my hip pocket and, finding it empty,

I cursed silently. I had forgotten to
bring the wrench. No matter. I wasn’t
going to go back for it now.

As I drew nearer the light, I heard
a soft, feminine voice.
“T love you,” it murmured.
It was her voice! And she was talking
to someone!

I moved more quickly, and then I
stopped dead. There, in the biggest and

most expensive-looking overstuffed chair
I ever saw sat Horace Wheatly, the ugly,
deformed little millionaire, and she was
sitting on his lap!
Her arms were around his neck, and
he was hugging her. She was kissing
him and telling him over and over
again that she loved him. I felt myself beginning to boil over. After the
way she had looked at me that very
afternoon before Carston stuck his big
fist in, and after calling to me that she

loved me, I was ready to commit murder.
To see her in his arms and to hear her
saying that to him was more than I
could bear. When he began to kiss her
again, my control did a disappearing act.

I was in front of the chair in three
strides, grabbing her wrist and spinning
her halfway across the room into the
coffee table. Horace Wheatly’s grotesque
little face just stared at me, his mouth

agape. I didn’t give him time to figure
out that first thing. I just grabbed his
shirt front and yanked him up onto
his feet.

hoped I wouldn’t go deaf all of a sudden.
I went over to her and helped her to

her feet. She put an arm around my
neck to steady herself. That did it. She
was too close to resist. I swept her into
my arms and kissed her full on the
mouth. I pulled her as close to me as I
possibly could, and then I’d have sworn
I heard something snap. She tore herself
away from me and staggered back a step
or two. I moved toward her, but she extended her arm to hold me off.
I saw she was trying to say something, so I stopped my advance. It was
a terrific struggle for her to get it out,
but she managed, after a fashion.
‘T ....love... you!” she_ stated,

with a decided emphasis on the final
word.
My heart jumped in its cage, and I
moved toward her again, but this time
her face registered an extreme contortion of pain, and then she spun around
and fled, heading for the front door. I
started after her, but Horace Wheatly’s
hoarse cry stopped me cold.

“You meddling fool! You’ve ruined
everything!” he gasped, straining to pull

himself up over the overstuffed chair.
“You’ve upset her! You’ve upset her!”

than I, but I wasn’t in an ordinary frame

I couldn’t look at his bloody face any
longer, and Carston saved me the trou-

of mind. I let him have it right square

ble by choosing that moment to come

Ordinarily, I don’t hit anyone shorter
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charging into the room.

“What in the hell . . .?” he bellowed,
and then he saw me.
I grabbed the first thing I could find
within reach, which happened to be an
antique straight-backed chair. Swinging
it at the wall, I broke it apart, and
turned to face the advancing Carston
with a leg of the chair in each hand.
“Come on, strong man,” I dared him,
waving the chair legs menacingly.

Carston slowed his charge and began
circling me, looking for an opening.
Horace soon found out there was blood
on his face and let out a combination
roar of fury and cry of pain. It looked
like I was going to get the full advantage of both my make-shift clubs. But
my attention was diverted momentarily,
for as Horace’s outcry died out, I heard
an unmistakable sound from out in front
of the house. The limousine engine had
been started! She was behind the wheel!

“No!” I shrieked, racing for the door,
forgetting the two goons who were stalking me. “No!” Don’t drive that car!”

But she didn’t hear me. By the time
I got to the front steps, the car was
roaring away from the house, careening
recklessly on and off the driveway. A
long, loud sob was torn from my throat
as I leaped from the porch and raced

after her on foot, dropping the chair
legs as I ran.
Horace and Carston came out on the
porch right afterwards and Horace cried
out again.
“She can’t even drive!” he wailed.
The air was playing hell with my
lungs as I sped across the lawn in the
direction of my parked convertible. I
could think of only one thing: To head
her off if it was at all possible. All the
way I could hear the tires screeching

and the sounds the car made as it
bounced off various obstacles in its path.
I finally reached my car and vaulted

into the driver’s seat. I was still fumbling for the key when I hearda sicken-

ing crash that lingered on the still night
air as though it would last for eternity.
I rested my head on the wheel and
wept.
With the tears still stinging my eyes,
I managed to start the car and I drove
to the spot where she crashed. I could

see the gaping hole in the guard rail
where she had plunged through and
rolled down the embankment.
I got out of the car and looked down.
The black limousine was upright, but
its top and hood were caved in, and I
knew that no one could have survived
it. The sobs racked my throat as I
stumbled and fell down the steep grade.
At the bottom, I breathed deeply and
walked toward the car.
The moon was bright that night. It
reflected its brilliance from the highly
polished metal of the car. It lit up her
face, which was turned in my direction,
resting on the back of the seat. She was
smiling! Oh, God! She was smiling at
me!
As I reached the car and looked at
her limp body behind the wheel, I saw
something else that made me violently
ill. Her dress was snagged and torn and
her skin was torn, too. And there, gleaming in the moonlight, was a tangled
mass of wires, gear wheels, tubing, and
foam rubber. The stark realization that
hit me in that moment nearly drove me
out of my mind. There she lay, broken
beyond repair, smashed into junk. There
lay Horace Wheatly’s living doll. Horace’s reading had given him the idea,
and had probably even told him how
to put it together. And now I had taken
her away from him, and he had nothing
left but a pile of useless junk.
But if Horace Wheatly felt bad, it was
nothing compared to what was going on
inside of me.
I had fallen in love ... with a robot!
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