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DON'T know why women would rather buy a dress

designed by Therese—and pay three times as much for

it—as they would one made by plain Teresa O'Flaherty.
But that's the way it is' It’s one of those queer bits of
feminine psycholcgy that have amassed fortunes for the
people clever enough to play upon it. And I was one of
those people.

I was born in Texas. Terry O'Flaherty with red hair, a
pug nose, freckles and green slanty eyes. My mouth was
too wide and I was skinny to the point of painfulness.
There’s a lot of wealth in Texas and my father was always
just on the verge of making money—only he never did. My
mother and I followed him from one venture to another.
If it was oil-wells they somehow gushed for everyone but
him; if it was cattle there would be a drought to kill them
off. We had a cotton plantation the year boll weevils de-
stroyed the crop and we had a citrus fruit farm the year a
hurricane came up from the South and laid bare the
orchards. If we made money in one venture, we lost it in
another.

I watched my mother grow old, work-worn and thin. The
most important thing in the world was money, I thought.
My father died when I was in the seventh grade of grammar
school. There was nothing left, of course. If there had
been an insurance policy he had probably used it up long
ago on one of his wild schemes. We missed Dad. He had
been such a gay. reckless, crazy Irishman, but I think my
mother felt that we were no worse off than we had ever
been—maybe a little bit better off —because we would stay
in one place now and make the best of it.

She had always sewed for both of us and now she began
sewing for others. At night I would have to help her al-
though I loathed the work. I liked pretty materials. I liked
draping them around me—but I hated basting and making
seams and putting in hems.

Instinctively I knew what was becoming to people and
what wasn't. That fat Mrs. Griffith, for instance, shouldn 't
wear that big-pattern silk and little dried-up Mrs. Tuttle
needed some pretty collars and cuffs on those severe clothes
she wore.

My mother sewed for the families of some of the wealthy
oil men and ranchers, but after the girls had gone to college
and finishing school they usually insisted on going to one
of the big cities to buy their clothes in the exclusive stores
that carried dresses with labels on them.

My mother explained to me about labels. She told me
about the French dressmakers and designers and the
fashionable shops in New York where a dress was called
an exclusive model. Years ago, before I was born and when
my father was having a lucky streak, he had taken his
young bride to New York and lavished upon her all the
luxuries of the city.

I said unhappily: “I wish I could marry someone wealthy
who would buy me beautiful things. But I guess I'll never
have a husband. I'm awfully ugly.”

“You're not ugly at all,” Mother said gently. “But why
not grow up so intelligent and smart that you can make
money enough to buy yourself beautiful things."

“Yes, guess I'd better plan on doing that,”” I said with
all the gravity of thirteen, as I stared at myself thought-

fully in my mother’s cracked mirror.
mother said I certainly wasn’t pretty.

None of the little boys in my class at school ever looked
at me like they did at Sally Wainstock, who had long golden
curls and china blue eyes; or at Dolores Rios, whose long
black braids and big black eyes and softly flushed olive
cheeks enabled her to get her books carried home every
night. The only attention the boys ever gave me was to
shout derisively: “Yah, Red!” and chase me when I stuck
my tongue out at them.

But I was smarter than the boys who chased me.
smarter than Sally Wainstock or Dolores Rios. My report
card was usually all A’s. I was smart in other things, too.
Languages were always a cinch for me. In our wanderings
when my father was alive, I had picked up Spanish and
Mexican and could chatter them to the workmen like a
native.

In the boarding house where we lived there was a little
dark French woman whose husband ran a restaurant in
the town. Madame Chevalier had lost her two children
when she and her husband had first come to this country
and she always had a bit of bright ribbon for my hair or a
box of bon bons or a piece of French pastry in her room
for me. I would sit there by the hour and talk to her like
a little old woman.

My mother worked hard in those days, but she couldn 't
always make ends meet. She sewed early and late. Long
after I had done my homework and was tucked in bed,
she would sit under the one poor little light she had rigged
up over her sewing machine, and the sight of her there and
the whirring sound of her machine would be like a lullaby
putting me to sleep.

“They pay me so little,” Mother would say worriedly.
“This same dress in the store would cost them many times
as much, or if that French dressmaker in the new hotel made
it. A lot of them go to her and pay enormous prices, yet
I sew just as well. If I asked the same amounts they would
laugh at me.”

One day—right after my fourteenth birthday—my mother
slumped in her chair in front of the sewing machine. She
regained consciousness for a bit after the doctor came, but
all she said when she opened her weary eyes was, “I—am—
so—tired. So—very—tired.” When she closed them again,
it was the end. The doctor said she had had a heart attack
brought on by worry and overwork.

I suppose they would have put me in an orphan asylum
if it hadn't been for Madame Chevalier and her husband.
She went to court and signed papers saying that she would
care for me, and I clung to her gratefully in the midst of
my .bewildered sorrow.

The Chevaliers were wonderful to me. They dressed me,
took care of all my wants and when I was sixteen and they
were returning to France they took me with them. “You
have taken the place of my own little girl and boy le bon
Dieu saw fit to take from me,” she often told me. )

Those six months in France were thrilling to a sixteen-
year-old kid like me. I went to a French school. I chattered
French like a native. And then once again Death stepped
into my life. Dear, kindly Papa Chevalier with his bristling
black mustache and his dark gentle eyes, was laid at rest

No matter what my
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No one knew that behind her enameled

smile and her blazing success that her heart

was bleeding with a terrible, unrequited love.
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bathing trunks, and coming to rest at my face as though not
quite sure she recognized me.

“I'm Sky Halsey. We had a date last night. Remember?”
I said in a half-joking way.

“I remember,” she whispered, and to my astonishment.
wheeled around and ran swiftly into the water. She
splashed out a little ways and then made a sharp, cleancut,
half-dive into the waves like a porpoise. She swam beau-
tifully. I ran after her and dove in. She was an excep-
tionally fine swimmer, but no match for a man who had
played water polo for four years in college; and I soon
caught up with her.

It was a wonderful morning. The sun, the air, the whole-
some exercise seemed to break down the barriers of her
shyness and created an easy atmosphere of camaraderie
that had been wholly lacking the evening before. We swam
for awhile, breakfasted on the hotel terrace and idled away
the rest of the morning hours stretched out in beach chairs
under the shade of the palm trees.

She agreed to meet me that evening, but I couldn’t wait
that long. I was back at her hotel in the afternoon and sent
messages up to her room every five minutes until finally
she relented and came down.

Sunday morning, in spite of all my pleas that time was
flying. she insisted upon going to church. and rather than
miss one moment of being with her, I went, too. It was the
second time in my life that I had been in a church; the first
time being the occasion of my christening.

Sandra wore a dusty pink linen suit and a wide brimmed
rough straw hat, and I thought she looked like an angel.
Some of my bubbling spirits calmed down during that
solemn hour in church. Sandra, although sitting next to
me, seemed miles away, wrapped in a spirituality I couldn't
penetrate or even comprehend. It made me uneasy, as
though she were slipping away from me.

Right there lay the seeds of future dissension between us.
Religion, thoughts of God, had never entered my earlier
training. I was about as single-minded and worldly as a
man can be; ease and comfort and getting the best things
out of life for myself being all-important.

Sandra’s nature was a more complex one. She, too, loved
life with all the exuberance of the young, but she lived an
inner life, too. She possessed a sturdy heart that strove to
better itself, to live unselfishly, to dedicate itself to per-
manent values, not to the fleeting pleasures of the moment.

Sunday evening I took her out to dinner, and afterwards
we went for a drive. Far out on the causeway I found a
quiet secluded spot into which I nosed the car. Saying,
“Let’s talk,” and without waiting for her consent, I killed
the motor. My heart was pounding madly.

It was a night for lovers and song-writers and poets. The
moon, full and silvery, was just above the line of the horizon,
casting a broad avenue of light over the waters almost up to
our feet. The air was still except for the gentle sighing of
the palm trees, stirred by the ever-blowing restless trade
winds.

Sandra sat partly in the shadow, yet I could discern the
clear cameo-like definition of her profile, poised, motion-
less, as though she, too, felt the enchantment of all the
beauty spilled around us so lavishly.

I said, “So tomorrow you leave me.
on for a few more days?”

“Because I'm a working girl, not a social butterfly. It's
just as well for me if I don't have too much of this sort of
life.,” she added candidly.

“I'm going to miss you.”

She turned her face briefly toward me. “Thanks.”

I moved closer. “Sandra, will you let me kiss you just
once?”

Without speaking, she raised her lips to mine. Suddenly,
she pushed me away, whispering brokenly, “Don’t kiss me
like that.” Her breath came in gasps as though she had
been running.

“Sandra, I love you,” I said.

“Oh, stop it,” she moaned.

“But you don’t understand.
me.”

To my surprise she began shaking her head in a sort of

CONFESSIONS

Why can’t you stay

I'm asking you to marry

hopeless way. “No, Sky, no. It won't do. Please take me
back to my hotel.”

I tried to take her in my arms again. “What are you talk-
ing about? What won't do? What's wrong with me?”

“It's you and me. We're poles apart. Our lives, every-
thing about us, is too different.”

Frankly, I didn’t know what she was talking about. It
was too subtle for a one-track mind like mine. Either you
liked a person or you didn’t. Well, which is it, I demanded.
I got just a shake of the head for a reply.

I became impatient. I argued. I stormed. In a temper I
took her back to her hotel and drove off with a noisy clash-
ing of gears. The next day I waited around in my hotel
suite, confidently expecting word from her. When none
came, I grew panicky and phoned her hotel. The girls were
gone; had left that morning.

THIS was certainly a new experience for me. I, who had
been chased by predatory females as far back as I could
remember, had been given a cool brush-off. You can guess
what I did. I packed my bags and followed her on the next
plane. The following day I was ringing the door of her apart-
ment.

I guess I caught her off-guard, for when she opened her
door and saw me standing there she burst into tears. I
went into her living room and pulled her down on the couch
with me and held her in my arms until she had ceased trem-
bling. Iknew she loved me. I was sure of it now. But why
in heck did she act like this?

“Dearest,” I said, “what’s this all about? You and I were
getting along fine until I asked you to marry me. Since
then, nothing seems to make sense. One minute you act as
though you like me, and the next minute you put the length
of the Atlantic seaboard between us as though you can’t get
away from me fast enough.”

“I tried to explain,” she said in a low voice. “We're—
we're attracted to each other, Sky, but marriage is some-
thing more than mere attraction. We haven’t a thing in
common. You don’t work because you've never had to, and
I've had to help support myself ever since I was old enough
to take out working papers. You're Social Register. My
people are poor. My father is a gentleman, but not the kind
you know. Do you know what I mean?”

“I'm not marrying your father,” I smiled.

She shook her blond head. “It’s more than that. You
like smart company and lots of fun, and I don’t. I wouldn’t
give you two cents for the liveliest party on earth.”

“Sandra, these are all trifles,” I protested. “You love me
or youdon’t. Sure, I've got my faults, but who hasn’t? Can’t
you take me as I am?” I seized her slender shoulders and
held her so she had to look into my eyes. “Do you love me,
Sandra?”

The velvety brown eyes were incapable of dissembling.
My answer was there. I knew it was yes even before she
admitted it. I kissed away her every objection; I kissed her
into complete submission to my desires.

We were married just as soon as the necessary pre-
liminaries could be arranged, and in spite of all Sandra’s
pleas that we wait a little while that we might grow to know
each other better. I was Sky Halsey. the man who had to
have what he wanted when he wanted it without waiting a
day or a week. One promise, though, Sandra managed to
wring from me. I was to find employment and go to work.

We honeymooned at Lake Louise. It was summer by the
time we returned to New York and too hot to start work
then, so I persuaded Sandra to let me postpone my hunt for
a job. We spent six weeks at Bar Harbor, but when Septem-
ber rolled around, she became insistent, and we returned
once more to New York.

The first of the quarrels began then. Frankly, I didn't
want to go to work and couldn’t understand Sandra’s harp-
ing upon it. I had never done a day’s job in my life, and the
thought of being chained to a desk positively appalled me
What was the sense of it? I argued. I had enough money
to live on. I'd only be taking the position from someone
who needed it.

“You promised me,” would be her reply.

“But why, Sandra?” I would [Please turn to page 95]
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dad had been superintendent of their big factory. Johnny
had invested all our savings in it since. I slit the envelope;
read:

Dear Stockholder:

Due to priorities and the inability to get steel for
springs, our factory is forced to close down for the
duration. . . .

Steely fingers of terror closed around my throat, as my
eyes flew to Susan. Our income was gone! The stock
would pay no more dividends—would be unsalable—until
the war was over'!

To a girl like me., who had taken money as much for
granted as drinking water, it was a terrible shock. And
vet—

I didn’t tell Johnny.

True, I sat down at my writing desk. But my eyes lifted
to a photo of my beloved in uniform. I recalled the depth
of his concern for me—and I simply couldn’t tell him.

Only God knew my fears. Only He saw me wandering
through the house that night, and heard my whispered
prayers for a way to take care of my little girl.

LETTER that came from Johnny's widowed sister,
<X Noreen, a few days later seemed at least a partial an-
swer to those prayers. Noreen wanted me to come and
live with her.

Sure that she. who supported a child herself, could help
me solve my problems, I prepared to go. I raised about
$350.00 on our furniture, insurance policies, and the re-
mains of a checking account. Johnny would continue send-
ing half his pay (that small amount that had seemed so
silly-sweet of him before!) and perhaps I might get some
sewing to do in Rennington-—the town where Noreen lived.
I had always made our drapes and things. Sewing was the
only thing I knew how to do. But we'd get along somehow,
I thought, without worrying my husband.

The thought of her helped still my fears, and the ache of
tearing apart our home. When all was done, I wired my
new address to Johnny in California. I put on my fur coat,
zipped up Susan’s leggings. and we were on our way across
Dakota on the twelve-hour journey toward a strange new
life. That life had already begun. Already I had worked
without a maid; already the muscles of my back were aching.

When we reached Rennington I thought the conductor
had made a mistake! An ugly row of crudely thrown-up
houses faced the station. Hundreds of people milled about
the platform. Voices shouted. A factory whistle blasted
six o'clock with an ear-splitting din. As I got down from the
train. a whole stream of men poured from the coach ahead.

I remembered now that Noreen had mentioned that a
defense plant had opened. We were in a boom town!

My first impression of Rennington filled me with a sense
of panic. This was no place to bring a child! I was pushed
around on the thronged platform. I picked Susan up in
fear lest she be trampled. An elbow knocked off my fur
hat—hopelessly I caught a glimpse of it beneath moving feet.

Every taxi was taken. Two busses passed, before I man-
aged to squeeze into one. It stopped at every corner, while
workers with dinner-pails fought their way out. Finally
we got off. Just a few more weary minutes, and I'd be
with my cheery sister-in-law.

Walking along in the wintry dusk I peered up at street
signs for the address Noreen had written me. I couldn't
find the number, so rang the bell at the nearest house
to it.

“Is this seven thirteen?” I asked the woman who opened
the door.

“Seven thirteen—" her words struck like a bomb. “burned
down last night. It's a mercy the wind changed. or we—"

I heard my voice gasping. “My sister-in-law! She lived
on the third floor—Noreen Sparling!”

“She's in the hospital.” A firm hand caught my shoulder
suddenly. pulling me indoors. “Here. Sit down. my dear.
Let me gel you a glass of water.”

I can’t bear to write of the tragedy that Mrs. Roland de-
scribed to me. The sudden fire at dawn. Noreen throwing
her child from a third-floor window to the firemen’'s net.
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Then. as she jumped. a wall crashing . . . throwing her off-
balance to the cement sidewalk below.

Mrs. Roland took me that evening to the hospital while
her husband minded Susan. But I was too late—Noreen
was dead.

That is how I got a second little child to care for.

They gave him to me at the hospital. Noreen's son—
Lance Sparling. aged eight, with little shudders running
constantly through his sturdy small frame.

Back at the Rolands’ house they brought an extra cot
from the attic. I moved sleeping Susie onto it. I myself
slipped into bed in the darkness, beside Noreen's sobbing
son. My hands stroked his quaking shoulders, his tumbled
hair—until at last he quieted and slept.

The next day I learned that Noreen's insurance had
lapsed. Nothing remained for Lance. Even her burial must
be paid for from my tiny resources.

With pen and ink, at Mrs. Roland’s kitchen table next
day. I wrote:

Dear Johnny ... you must prepare yourself for tragic
news. Your sister Noreen—

Softening it as best I could, I told of her tragic death, and
that Lance was with me.

Then I was on my feet, walking back and forth across the
room, hands strained to my sides.

How could I. soft and inexperienced. ignorant of practical
things, possibly provide for myself and two young ones?
Yet even then I couldn’t tell him of losing our income. In
the end I didn't even mention that no insurance was left to
help take care of Lance.

He must have got my air-mail letter just about the time I
got his telegram. A messenger stopped at Mrs. Roland's,
trying to locate me. She handed me the telegram when I
returned from Noreen's funeral.

Unbelievingly I stared at the words:

MARY MY DEAREST. THIS IS IT. WE ARE
BEING SHIPPED OVERSEAS SOON. BE BRAVE
MY DARLING AND I WILL COME BACK TO YOU.
KISS SUSIE FOR ME. JOHNNY.

Four little lines going straight to a woman's heart! Sud-
denly I heard the roar of guns from clear across the Pacific!
I saw him standing amidst the fire, dear as my very flesh!
His light hair gleamed above the broad shoulders, above
the funny slanted eyebrow.

Sue pattered into the room. and stopped, eyes widening
with fright on my face. My voice sounded hoarse. dragged
out at such a terrible effort.

“It's—all right. Susie. Everything is—all right.”
say it to children, I guess, even if you're dying.

I had to face our economic predicament. There was no
Noreen to help me with advice. Now it was up to me. Re-
sponsibility rested like a mountain on my shoulders; kept
me awake in the darkness. Sewing was out of the question
now for I was broke . .. I needed a regular income quickly.

You

IN THE morning I went to the defense plant, a subsidiary
of an Eastern airplane company. which manufactured
plane parts. I stood in line with hundreds of others. When
my turn came the girl behind the desk asked what line of
work I wanted. I barely found my voice to murmur:

“Anything.”

Her eyes slid over me.
raphy?”’

I shook my head. They weren't training totally in-
experienced women for the factory jobs just yet. she said.
The messengers were all youngsters. But they could take
me on as a file-clerk trainee in the production department.

Such a wave of relief washed over me that I turned my
head to hide a rush of tears—and found my eyes caught on
a tall. dark, handsome man who stood in a doorway. He
looked familiar.

“He'll be your top boss.” The girl's eyes followed mine,
filling with almost personal pride. “That's Mr. Stanton,
our production co-ordinator. He's a grand guy. He does
the work of ten men around [Please turn to page 89]
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it was benig sae and beloved and needed.
The elation and tnrill that filled me now
were no substitute for that lost joy, but
at least they helped me to forget my lone-
liness and pain. The pain was still there,
crushed down in the cold emptiness of my
heart, but in this gay company I could
deny them for a time, I could laugh in-
stead of weep.

I needed to laugh, I needed to escape
the torment that stabbed me every time
I imagined Eloise and Roger together
while I was alone, humiliated, cast-off.

“If only they could see me now,” the
fierce exultant thought went through me,
“in this gorgeous car with this handsome
man! Wouldn't Roger be burned up!
Wouldn’t Eloise’s eyes pop out of her
head!”

It's queer how clearly I remembered
how I thought that, not knowing it was
a thought that was to take possession of
me, a thought that held as great a danger
for me as the gambling fever that had
started to burn in my blood.

We had dinner that night at the Colony
where the lights were like something out
of a dream of paradise and the colors
seemed to seep into me until I was lost
in enchantment. We danced to an
orchestra so sweet that it hurt, and be-
neath the low throb of the music Jeff’s
voice was a warm caress.

“Beth, little Beth, so small, so sweet, so
dear,” he said. “I think I've always known
you'd be like this. That first night I saw
you I had the most curious feeling that I
was recognizing you, that your face had
been there in my mind all the time just
waiting for me to turn the page. Do you
know what I mean?”

“I know you're being very silly,” I tried
to laugh away the responding stir of
emotion in me.

“You know something very different
from that, Beth. You know that this has
been a red-letter day in my life, that 1
was the happiest man in the world when
Second Chance nosed ahead this after-
noon and came in a winner.”

“You won a great deal, didn’'t you,
Jeff? You were betting ten dollars for my
every one. You must have cleaned up a
good five thousand.”

“Something like that,” Jeff admitted in-
differently. “But you know that’s not what
I mean. You know it was more than a
horse race I was betting on this afternoon.
I was betting, and so were you, on a
second chance for us. Both of us were
nearly destroyed by unhappy first
marriages. But when that horse won it
was an omen, a sure omen, that there’s
that second chance for us!”

T REALLY seemed, those weeks that

followed, that Jeff and I had started a
winning streak there was no stopping.
Again and again we went to the races, and
though we never had the sensational
success that we did that first time, we
always came out ahead. One night Jeff
took me to a private gambling club just
outside Miami, and for the first time I
saw a roulette wheel spinning and watched
the little ball click into place and the
croupier raking in the chips.

“Try it, honey,” Jeff kept urging me,
until at last I bought a hundred dollars
worth of chips and risked them on the
odd numbers. At first I lost and so did
Jeff who waited until I'd selected a
number and then pushed his own on to it.
I was down to my last ten dollar chip and
had told Jeff that when that was gone I
was not buying any more but intended to
stop playing, when our luck turned. By
the end of the evening we’d recouped all
our losses and were several hundred
dollars ahead.
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Ordinarily Jeff took his winnings or his
losses with a deadpan expression and no
slightest show of feeling, but this night
he was jubilant. “What did I tell you,
honey? You're a natural! You've brought
luck to all of us. I was losing money hand
over fist until I met you and now I'm way
ahead of the game. Claire was just about
flat busted when she teamed up with you
and now she's in the chips. Youre our
good luck charm, no doubt about ijt!”

The very next day Claire told me that
she was leaving Miami. There were still
several weeks before I'd get my divorce
decree but Claire already had hers, so
there was no necessity for her staying
longer.

“It was only because I was busted that
I didn’t blow this town long ago,” she said.
“But now I've a two thousand dollar
stake, and for once I'm quitting while I'm
still ahead of the game.”

“But, Claire, we're having such fun, and
you could win a lot more.”

“Yeah? Maybe, or maybe I'll lose the
two thousand if I hang on a month longer.
That happens you know, Beth. It's
happened to me before this. Lady Luck
can turn against you just as fast as she's
started smiling at you; and when she does
you start hitting the toboggan fast! You
want to listen to me, baby, I'm the gal who
knows.”

I didn't listen to her; I didn’t want to
listen. Instead, I did my best to persuade
Claire to stay on.

“Nope,” she said firmly, “this one time
in my life I'm going to act sensibly. I've a
cousin in Cleveland, Ohio, who's started
a dress shop that’s doing pretty well. With
more capital it might be a big success.
Anyhow, I'm buying an interest in it and,
who knows, I may end up an honest
woman yet!”

Claire’s voice was flippant but her eyes
were deadlv serinus as she went on. “If
you've a grain of sense left in that ex-
cited little head of yours, Beth, you'll
follow my example. The moment you get
your decree and that twenty thousand,
you'll light out of this town and get your-
self established in some business before
somebody plays you for an awful sucker,
Miami’s no place for a babe-in-the-woods
like you.”

“Thanks for your advice.” I answered
her, offended. “But I'm quite capable of
managing my own affairs.”

“That’s what you think! Why, you dumb
little sap—"

Claire stopped and lighted a fresh cig-
arette from the end of the first. Her lips

twisted into their wry smile, but her eyes -

were full of friendliness as she looked at
me. “Sit down, Beth,” she said, “and listen
to your Auntie Claire while she tells you
a few of the facts of life. Heaven knows
it's time that someone did.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“I know you don’t; that's why I'm telling
you. I've grown fond of you. fond enough
to cut my own throat by spilling the truth.
Beth, why do you think I scraped
acquaintance with you the way I did. why
do you think I've gone to so much trouble
taking you shopping and picking out your
clothes and fixing it for you to meet
people? Just because I took a sudden
fancy to you? Don't fool yourself. I was
working you for all you were worth!
Every shop we’ve gone to, I've collected
a commission on the clothes you’ve
bought.”

Astounded, I stared at her, too shocked
to believe my ears.

“That hands you a jolt, doesn’t it? I
want to open your eyes to what this world
is like. That first day I met you I was
down on my luck, almost flat broke. That
dog I divorced didn’t make any settlement

on me and I'm not getting any alimony
either. I came down to Miami with just
about enough to pay my lawyer and my
rent, I've had to depend on my wits for
the rest.”

Harshly her voice went on, telling me
how a woman on her own, with no money,
lives on her wits in a town like Miami.
Men buy her dinrers and furnish the
liquor for her parties. They give her tips
on the races and lend her enough to make
her bets. Or if she happens to pass on a
winning tip to them, she collects out of
the winnings. When you and I got friendly
and you spilled the story about that twenty
thousand, I thought I could work you.”

Mockingly her eyes met mine. "It was
quite a disappointment to find you
wouldn’t get that twenty grand for three
whole months. But 1 intended to hang
around until you did get it while I thought
up a few smart schemes to help you spend
it. I could easily persuade you to go to
New York with me, use your money to
rent us an apartment. Or better still I'd get
you to take the advice of certain friends of
mine abolit investing your dough, friends
who’d cut me in for a share in the rake-ofi.
That’s what I intended in the beginning.
But in the meantime ...”

“Yes?” I demanded. my voice shaking
with the cold anger that was surging in
me. “In the meantime? What happcned to
stop you?”

“Several things. In the first place I got
fond of you the way I said before. Then
you brought me luck that provided me
with that two thousand dollars stake so
I don’t really need to work you for any-
thing. And lastly—Jeff Cornell. It's his
hand you're eating out of right now, not
mine, and he’s told me in a few blunt
words to lay off you. He won’t stand for
any funny business.”

*“Just what do you mean by that?” I
cried. “Do you darc tell me that Jeff's
playing me for a dumb little sap, too? That
he’s after that twenty-thousand?”

There must have been pain in my voice,
for all the jibing self-mockery went out
of Claire’s face and she spoke more gently.

“No, baby,”” she said. “That’s not what
I'm getting at. Jeff's in love with you all
right, crazy in love. Twenty-thousand’s
only a drop in the bucket to him right
now, he’s easily got five times that much
put away.

“But just the same, I am warning you
against Jeff. I don’t expect you'll pay me
any attention but I'll feel better if I say it.
Jcff's bad medicine for a girl like you.”

“Why? He doesn’t drink. You say your-
self he’s decent about women? What's
wrong with him?”

“He’s a gambler, a professional gambler.”

She got up and moved to the door.
“Well, I've got to finish my packing. I'm
1aking the sleeper tonight. Let’s say good-
by as friends, Beth. Or can’t you for-
give me?”

“Of course I forgive you, Claire, any-
thing there is to forgive.”

But my voice was stiff and there was a
hot burning behind my eyelids. It was
really myself I didn't forgive, that I'd been
so easily fooled by her, so much “the dumb
little sap.” Another faith had bcen
destroyed in my life, the quick and un-
questioning faith I'd given her.

Now I had no onc sut Donny—and Jeff
Corncll.

What part will Jeff play in Beth’s

life now? Read the next install-

ment of this compelling story,
in October TRUE CONFES-
SIONS. Order your copy now!









