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pot suspended over my cup. “Rita! What a
terrible mother I am! Why dzdn”t you re-
mind me it was your birthday?”

I gulped down my coffee and kissed her
good-by. “Forget it, Mom. I know you
love me,” I said. But as I walked to the
subway, 1 did feel kind of bad. It was the
first time she'd forgotten my birthday.
Maybe that's what made me buy the
blouse. . . . i

The wrapping desk at Holbein’s De-
partment Store was very slow that morn-
ing. I worked at the desk with two ot'her
girls, Fran and June, and June had just
come back from a shopping trip around
the store. We were allowed to do _that
when it wasn’t busy. She was all excited.

“I saw a stunning blouse on the third
floor,” she said, “reduced from twenty-
five dollars to eight. Just my luck, it was
too big.”

“Would it fit me?” Fran as}&ed.

“Uh-uh, too big,” June said.

“What size was it?” I asked, just to

ployee’s discount, I couldn’t afford to buy
an eight-dollar blouse. }

“I don’t exactly remember,” June said
diplomatically, “but it might fit you. Why
don’t you try it on anyway? It’s a shame
to pass up a buy like that.”

Some customers came over to the desk
then, and the conversation broke up. I
forgot all about the blouse until af'ter
lunch. Then I still had about twenty min-
utes, so I walked around the store. With-
out meaning to, I wandered into the blouse
department, and I spotted the blouse on
a rack. It was the most beautiful shade of
dusty rose, and when I felt the material,
I was lost—it was soft as a kitten’s ear.
I couldn’t resist trying it on.

“You look pretty in that color,” the
salesclerk said. “And what a buy too.”

“I’ll take it,” I said, pushing it over the
counter before I could change my mind.

When I got back to the department with

it, the girls drooled.
“It’s a gorgeous color for you,” Fran
said. “It does things for your skin. But
you've got nice skin anyway.” Two com-
pliments in one day! No wonder I was
walking on air when I came out of the
store that night.

I GOT A SEAT on the subway too, and
opened the box to take another look at
my blouse. I must have looked awfully
silly, because I heard a chuckle and a
voice saying, “It must be something you’ve
wanted for a long time, to make you look
like that.”
I looked up at the man who was smil-
ing down at me. He was big—not fat, ex-
actly, but sort of thick looking, and his
brown eyes were warm and kind.
Well, maybe he wasn’t handsome, but
I was flattered anyway. I smiled back, glad
that I'd taken the time to make up my
face before leaving the store. Sometimes
lately I just hadn’t been bothering. It
seemed more important to hurry out and
get a seat in the subway.
But today it had been important—today
was my lucky day. It was the blouse, 1
was sure. It had started my good luck.

I opened the box a little wider so he
cm‘%d segglbet?er.” h !
“Beautiful color,” he said. “You m
look good in pink.” B
“It’s dusty rose,” I said., :
He laughed. “All I know is that it’s
x;ett .” He leaned over and touched it.
]
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noticed the nails were neatly trimmed

LOVE MADE A FOOL OF ME

[Continued from page 34]

make conversation. Even with my em- '

ers were short and broad, but I

“] love nice material. Unfey._

and clean. 't always afford what

tunately, I can
like.”
“T'm
1 could
a sort o
After

ame way, I said. “I mean, j
t:(;oid it.” He nodded, and it madlé
f conspiracy between us.
the next st(;ie}(;e gyt at Sfat next

i and we ta . His station way
;&?ﬁﬁbre mine, and by the time he got
up to leave, he’d madiiga date with me

lowing evening.
foxi zgﬁlfﬁx}w wai’cg to tell Mom. When I got
home, the table was pulled out from the
kitchen and set up 1n the living room. It
looked pretty, and there was a cake with
candles and two nice hankies next to my

pl:iltte}:mrew my arms around her. “You’re a

mother,” I said, “and this has
K:e!;xdgr&ltlmderful birthday! I have a sur-
prise for you too.” It made me feel good
to see her thin, tired face hght up when
I told her I had a date. And right away, of
course, she bombarded me with questions.

“Wait” I laughed. “His name is Fred
Whitlock. He lives one station from here’;
and he works in a shoe store downtown.

I stopped and looked at her, and then I
said, “He’s kind of hefty, like me.

She was so excited, she didn’t ask where
I met Fred. Maybe if she knew, she might
even have persuaded me not to meet
him. But she was just so happy for me,
she wasn’t even angry about the blopse.

After dinner, I washed my hair, did my
nails, and pressed my suit. Then, since
it was still early, Mom suggested that I
go downstairs and keep Dorry Clark
company. She was a crippled girl who
lived on the ground floor.

“Stay with her for an hour or two, poor
girl,” Mom said. “She hasn’t got a thing
in the world to make her happy.”

As I went down the stairs to Dorry’s
flat, I was thinking that up to tonight, I
didn’t have anything either. I thought of
all the nights I'd spent in her cluttered,
shabby little living room playing gin and
talking about other girls’ dates. I was re-
membering the terrible night she had told
me I was just as bad off as she was, fat
and ugly. I was eighteen then, terribly
self-conscious about my size. Dorry and I
were playing gin.

“Evie Nelson has a date tonight,” she’d
sézixid’. “I saw her getting into a big car.

e’s cute.”

“I wish I had her figure,” I'd said.

“What about her face?”

“Oh,” I'd laughed, “I'll pass with a
push. I'm not that bad.”

b “Mtirr,t,)rs don't lie, Rita. You're no
eauty.

“Who said I was? But I'm certainly not
ugly.” I was annoyed with her, and hurt.

She gave a short, nasty laugh. “Let’s
face it. We're two of a kind. 'm an ugly
cripple, and you're ugly and fat.”

I stared at her, but she turned her un-
happy brown eyes away. She’s only saying
that to make herself feel better, I thought,
stopping the angry retort that was on the
tip of my tongue. But when I got up-
stairs later, I went into the bathroom and
looked at myself closely. I felt like 1 was
seeing a stranger.

Maybe I am ugly,” I whispered to my
reflection. And an aching kind of doubt
was therg now, and somehow after that
night, I just never seemed to be able to

rid myself of the feeling of inferiority it
gave me.

As THE YEARS PASSED and all my friends
married, Dorry and I were the only un-
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attached girls left in the whole building

of forty families. I began to think more

and more that maybe she had been right

,‘}hat we}’)d both end up old maids

was thirteen when my f: di
TB. Right away Mom gotya ?gﬁe{n ‘i'ef,iﬁf
plant in lower Manhattan and made me
finish junior high. I started getting fat
around that time. Mom said lots ofg irl:
got fat when they were in their tegens

She said it would go away. But it didn’s.

When I was sixteen, I got the job at
Holbein’s. They wouldn’t hire you with
out a physical, and they said T was to;
heavy, so I promised I'd go on a diet. I
did too, for a while, but after I was sur
of the job, it didn’t seem worth the eﬁorte

Knocking on Dorry’s door now. I was
thinking that maybe she had been. wro: 5
after all, maybe I wasn’t going to end £
an old maid. Wouldn’t she be sur rigg
Wl{;g 1 toIId her about Fred! N

en 1 got inside, though,
stretched out on the sofa, he% facs;ahsr:v\:xf
with pain, a heating pad over her bad le

I l‘l‘ tell her some other time, I thought. o

How about a game of gin, Dorry?” I
asked. She nodded. But after an hour, she
said she was tired, so I went upstairs, glad

I hadn’t said anything.

The next day was endless. I'd told Fred
that I'd meet him at six in front of the
store. I got there on the dot, though I
didn’t expect he’d be there yet. He wasn’t.
It was nippy out, even for October, and
as I stood there waiting, watching the
minutes tick away, I began to get chilled

and worried. A half hour passed, and then

another, and then it was almost seven-
thirty. I was half frozen and close to tears
when I saw him walking toward me.

“I was beginning to think you were go-
ing to stand me up,” I said jokingly.

He looked at me solemnly for a moment.
“I almost did,” he said.

“But why?”

He took my arm. “I don’t know. Some-
times I don’t know what’s with me. But
anyway, I'm glad you waited, Rita. Are
you hungry?”

“I can always eat,” I said.

He laughed. “Me too.”

We went into a cafeteria, and when we
got our food, we sat down at a little cor-
ner table. It was past the dinner hour, and
nobody bothered us. We sat there for al-
most two hours, just talking. He told me
he lived with his mother and father, and
that his two married sisters lived out of

town. “I'm the baby,” he said, taking off
his hat. I'd been wondering why he was
wearing it, but I hadn’t wanted to say
anything. Now I saw it was because he
was almost completely bald. He was look-
ing at me when he took it off, and he
laughed, sort of embarrassed.

“Don’t let this bald noggin of mine
throw you. I'm really only twenty-seven.
It’s a family curse.” * :

“It's not so terrible,” I said, hoping I
really sounded as sincere as I meant to.
Who was I to talk about beauty? He kept
rubbing his hand over his head as though
it hurt.

“Have you got a headache?” I asked.
“No, no. It’s just a nervous habit I have,
I guess.”

Irealized then that he didn’t like to talk
about it—that he was the same way about
is head as I was about being heavy.

Sitting opposite him in the brightly lit
cafeteria, I wondered what he was think-
Ing about me. I wondered if he was sorry

Now that he’d come.
en we were finished eating, I sug-
fv‘*StEd going to my house. I knew Mom
o dying to meet him, but I was nerv-
| ets When we got there. “Let her like him,
er like him,” I said over and over to

~ "Wself as we went up the stairs.
- CONFESSIONS o

Mom expected us, and she was wearin, s
o f her b ia i
wr;each 5 :trsegst’; éil;isas:sM But no sooner did Shl'lllks “emorrh0|ds

om started asking

oves ot e kept looine him | New Way Without Surgery

g;e'};il Wa; _dying with embarrassment. I skfs."“ F 'l;‘d‘ H?}::-?g s“b‘"‘"”b-r.l:'
% :ke s:ze im squirming under her gaze. s ltehvesﬁ ain— Shrinks Hemorrhoids
pt rubbing his hand across his head, r the first time science has found a

and I had to dig my nails into m new healing substance with the astonishing
! y palms to bil i 3 5
keep from screaming at her to stop, ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve

; ; pain — without surgery.
Fma.lly, .desperat.ely, I interrupted, sug- In case after case, while gently relieving
gestuzig it was time for coffee, but she Pfun, actual reduction (shrinkage) took
waved me quiet. “Wait, wait, it's early | P'a¢e

et,” she said. “ : 1 Most amazing of all — results were so
;ol;ng maj:a,}d I want to talk to your thorough that sufferers made astonishing

BramaU
When she’d Anellx A Anished dar ik o ;tr%iﬁr:;r!\'t,s like “Piles have ceased to be a

getting up to go into the kitchen and make The secret is a new healing substance
coffee, Fred suddenly remembered he had | (Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous
promised to be home early. He was out | ‘éSearch institute.

This substance is now available in sup-
:aflg;iélouse almost before she had stopped pogitory or ointment form under the nan}:e

Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count-
ers—money back guarantee. *Reg.U.S.Pat. Off.

I WAITED for the downstairs door to close
before turning to her angrily. “For
heaven’s sake, Mom, what were you try-
ing to do?” I was close to tears. Between the Toes?

Her eyes were wide with surprise. She
put her hand on her chest. “Me? What did
I do, honey?”

“What did you do? What didn’t you do?
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to myself. “Not what'’s inside of you, but
what shows. That’s what people see. ’I
can’t afford to be particular. y doesn’t
she see me the way I really am?” And
then I laughed, wondering what 1 was
getting so excited about. I'd had just
one date with the guy, and would prob-
ably never see him again.

I wandered around the apartment for
a few minutes and then decided to go
down to see Dorry. Mom had probably
told everyone in the building about my
date, and I didn’t want Dorry to think
I was getting high-hat.

She looked at me enviously when I
came in. “Why didn’t you tell me about
your boy friend?” she demanded. Lok

“I was going to, Dorry, but you didn’t
feel well last night.”

“You thought it would make me feel
worse, huh?” She laughed bitterly.
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“You're lucky, Rita, you're sure lucky.”
And she stared down at her leg.
“Don’t congratulate me yet. Ill prob-
ably never see him again. Mom didn't
like him, anyway.”
“Why?”

I shrugged, and changed the subject.

After about an hour, I went back up-
stairs. Mom was asleep. I made up my
bed on the couch in the living room, un-
dressed, and got into bed. But I couldn’t
sleep. I kept going over the whole evening
—what I said, what Fred said. Maybe
Dorry was right. Maybe I was going to
be lucky at last.

But I didn’t hear from Fred the next
week or the following week. I was sick
with despair. Mom kept her word, she
didn’t say anything, but she could see
how I felt. 1 avoided Dorry too, because
she kept asking me if I'd seen him again,
I made it a point to get in the same train
every night, and I always looked for him
on his platform. I even got out at his sta-
tion one night and waited for a few
trains. I don’t know what excuse I'd have
made if I did see him. How stupid could
you be? One date, and I thought I owned
him. I thought he had to feel like I did.
I was half in love with him. Maybe I
would have fallen for anyone, I was so
starved for affection from a man.

Tmc FOLLOWING SATURDAY, he was waiting
for me outside the store when I came out,

; ounded crazily. “I wonder,
ggy}}egﬁn?t hear from you'," I burst 033

He scowled. “Look, Rita, f_*‘nd anngy.
ance grew with each word, you're not
the only girl I know. Se don’t go getting
ideas.” ; 7 :

«1 didn’t mean it that way, Fred. I juq
me:n({ldt!}:;z—lnmean I'm awfully glad t,
Seﬁg{{’:y??ﬁ;? don’t go getting ideas. I take

irls out.”
IOE?D%f 5(l)rdswant to come up to my house
for dinner?” I said quickly. “I'm sure Mom
will have enough.” But even while I wag
asking him, I was worried pbout how Mom
would aet if I did bring him up. ;

But he’d had enough of.hef‘—h? said
he’d rather not make the trip. vI:et_s just
have a sandwich now and walk,” he sug-
gested. “We can have dinner lat.er..lts
such a swell night. I love to walk, 1? gives
me a chance to think. Maybe I ’don t look
it, but I'm a great thu}ker——l m a’l’ways
knocking things around in my h.eac.i‘. ’

“I love to walk too, Fr‘ed. 1 said. ”That s
another thing we have in common!

He took my arm, and it felt so good to
walk that way with a man. It was a clear,
crisp night, and the bpghtly lit store win-
dows glittered invitingly as we strolled
past. Everyone seemed to be in pairs,
going someplace together, talking as we
were. I was just like everyone else, with
my arm through a man’s. This was what
I had dreamed about so many times. I
filled my lungs with the brisk air,
straightening my shoulders. I even felt
slimmer, prettier somehow.

Fred looked at me and smiled. “It
doesn’t take much to make you happy,
does it?” He looked away from me, shak-
ing his head. “I wish I was that way. I'm
always wishing for something I can’t
have.”

“Like what, Fred?”

“I don’t even know myself,” he said. “I
guess I just don’t know when I'm well
oft.”

By the time we found a restaurant, we
decided we were too hungry for just a
sandwich and had dinner instead. It was a
pleasant meal, and Fred seemed to be en-
joying it as much as I. But when we got
outside, he suddenly said, “Do you mind
going home yourself? I have something
to take care of.” He didn’t even wait for
me to answer—he just walked off.

I stood there looking after him. Had I
said something? Was he angry? Quickly,
I went through our dinner conversation.
Why hadn’t he told me inside? I stood
there, utterly miserable,
what to think.

not knowing

IN THE NEXT FEW MONTHS, he did all kinds
of strange things that I couldn’t find an
explanation for. He seemed almost to be
{ighting with himself. He’d keep me wait-
ing hours, or he wouldn't show up at all.

e made fun of me too. He said I was too
fat. I wasn’t pretty. I didn’t talk right. I
didn’t do anything really, that pleased
him. But right after he'd say something
mean, he’d beg me to forgive him.

.And he was always talking about other
girls. I was sick with worry because I
already liked him much more than he
liked me. Like? I was in love with him,
and I knew he wasn't in love with me. He
was just going with me until something
better turned up. I couldn’t hide my
misery when he spoke about his other
girl friends. And then he’d say something
nice to me,

“You've got nice hands, Rita, nice, long
fingers. Not like mine.” He'd stretch out
his soft, white hands with their short,
blunt fingers. I'd put my own hand over
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his, and show him how much I cared—I

couldn’t help it.

“I like yours just the way they are
Ried lot th :
“You're a lot nicer than I am, Ri
Why do you bother with a mixeg—lltl%

character like me, anyway?”

“Because I love you.” I felt a little
frightened after I'd said it. Maybe it
W%Iu]ddmd;ke him angry.

e didn’t say anything for a mo
and then he leaned across the littler?:l;‘lz’
in the bar where we were having a beer
ax}d kissed me. It was a sweet, tendex:
kiss. It was different from the way he’d
kissed me before, when we'd said good
night in the dark, drafty hallway of my
house. It was gentle and really loving
It énatdtteh me feel good inside. :

u e next instant he was di
again. He shoved angrily at hisﬁgfae?st.
Y“ou re barking up the wrong tree, Rita.”

But you do like me, Fred, don’t you';”
I’ pleadgd. I don’t expect you to love me
1 m satlsﬁeq if you just like me.” :

Sure, I like you. I like lots of girls.”

I had to be content with that, and I
pretended I was, but inwardly I knew I
war}’ted more. “I have to make him love
me,” I told myself. “I'll do anything—
anything!”

ONE VERY COLD NIGHT Fred was waiting
for me outside the store in a car. It be-
longed to his friend, he told me as I got in.

“I remember you said you’d never seen
the Palisades,” he said. “I thought you'd
like to. It’s just over the bridge.”

“You remembered that?” I said. “You're
nice, Fred, you really are.”

He gave a funny laugh and started the
car. He was leaning forward, his hands
gripping the wheel. I imagined it was be-
cause he didn’t drive much, and there was
a lot of traffic.

There wasn’t any heater in the car, and
I moved close to him and snuggled down
into my coat collar. “I guess I better not
bother you while you’re driving,” I said.
“T’ll just sit back and relax.”

When we had left the crowded city and
the twinkling bridge lights behind, we
started to talk. I asked him, sort of coyly,
if he’d noticed anything different about

me lately.

“Is it something you have on?” he said.

I laughed. “No, it’s something I've taken
off. Ten pounds. I'm on a diet, and I'm
going to stick to this one, I've made up
my mind, until I lose at least another

* thirty pounds. I mean it,” I added as he
chuckied.

“Why? What are you knocking your-
self out for?”

1 hesitated. Did I dare say it? Well, what
did T have to lose? I took a deep breath.
“For you, Fred. Maybe then youll like
me better—-"

He interrupted. “I told you, Rita, I do
like you. There are lots of nice things
about you.” We were approaching the
Palisades, and the road was dark and
deserted. He pulled the car over to the
side and turned to me. “Lots of nice
things,” he repeated, moving away from
the wheel and putting his arms around
me. “You got nice hair and nice smooth
skin, and you smell good.” He was trem-
bling, “It’s so cold,” he said, slipping his

ha‘fld under my coat.

Don’t, Fred, please! Please don’t do
that!” T cried as my blouse came undone
and I felt the shock of his cold hand.
Please, Rita, it'’s so cold.” His hand
caressed me, and suddenly there was a

me inside me and all around us.
£ gh, no, no!” I moaned, whimpering
c°° enly, and my exclamations were a

hfusion of fright and conscience and
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terror and desire. And then my judgment
faded and vanished, and after\::';rd %t was
too late for crying. . . .

.Later, he moved away from me and
plllm:ved his head for a moment on the
steering wheel, queer sounds coming from
his throqt. Then he straightened up with a
heavy SIgh and reached into his pocket
for his cigarettes. He lit two and handed
me one, saying, “Don’t say anything, Rita.
Pl_ease,.please don’t say anything now.”
His voice rose hysterically. “I couldn’t
bear it!”

I thought I saw and heard these things,
as I sat up, shocked and ashamed. I saw
the cigarette trembling in my fingers, but
it wasn’t me this had happened to—it
co‘l‘xldn’t be. I wouldn't let it be. Not me!

“Close your coat, you'll catch cold,” he
said, and then he started the car.

As the cold air washed over me, my
head cleared and reality forced itself upon
me. “Don’t say anything,” he’d said. What
was there to say? How could this have
happened to me?

I tried to fight it—I begged him, I
thought. Yet all the time I knew that it
was something I had really wanted. If 1
hadn’t, why had I come to this wilderness
in the dead of night? Why should I want
to look at a park in the dark? And he
knew it. He’d been playing with me.

How could he care for me now, after
this? And, what hurt most, I still loved
him, now more than ever. Mom had been
right—if you have no respect for your-
self, how can you expect anyone to re-
spect you? Maybe she’d known what he
wanted right from the start. I was the
stupid one, not she.

We barely spoke all the way home. My
shame was like a thick wall around me,
and I hoped it hid me from him. When
we reached my house, I opened the car
door and rushed out.

I‘ DON’T KNOW what was showing in my
face when I got upstairs. Mom was sitting
on the sofa, reading the paper. She looked
up at me, startled surprise in her eyes.

“What happened?” she said. “You look
funny. You look sick. What is it?” I stared
back silently. “Rita!” She got up and came
over to me, taking my arm. “What is it?”

I pushed past her and sank into a chair,
and then the tears came, terrible, tearing
sobs. She stood over me, shaking her
head miserably. “He’s making a nothing
out of you, that Fred. You have to stop
going with him.”

“I won’t, I won’t!” I sobbed. “I love him.
Can’t you understand that? You always
said you want me to be happy. Why are
you trying to take him away from me?”

“Because you're not happy. You're
miserable. Do you think I'm blind? Don’t
you think I've seen what you've been
going through with him? How can you
let anyone treat you like that? You're
a person, Rita, not a doormat. Give him
up, darling, before it’s too latg.”

“I¢s already too late,” I said, my eyes
on the floor.

She was quiet, and I looked up at her,
frightened. Her face seemed just to have
fallen apart. I couldn’t stand it. I had to
say something to take that look away. So
I said the first thing that came into my
head. “Don’t look like that, Mom, it’s not
as bad as you think. He'’s going to marry
o, He said so. He promised me,” I lied
frantically. “He promised me tonight.

“T don't believe it, Rita.” .

“I¢’s true, it's grue;, II~Ie s_dgivm négna

next Saturday,” I said as she con-
ziv:flc:?i to shake her head in disbelief.

“When I see it, I'll believe it. Dga'g,Go}f‘l,
what have I done to deserve this!” She
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ran crying into the bedroom. I looked
after her, Why had I said that? If only
I could have those words back! Thl?
new worry pushed everything else out o
my mind. ibl

The next week was the most terrib g
week of my life. When I wasn’t sick wit
loathing for myself for what I had done,
I was sick with worry that Fred was
finished with me. And I was desperate
about the watch—how could I produce fltI
I couldn’t buy one on time. Even 1 -
could get together the down payment,h
couldn’t make the payments out of t .
three dollars a week I kept from my
salary. A

1 couldn’t work—I couldn’t do anything,
really, but worry. At the store, 1 kept
leaving the desk and running to the
washroom to smoke. I told the girls I
didn’t feel well. It wasn’t busy in the de-
partment, so they could manage without
me.

By Saturday morning, I was a wreck.
About ten o’clock I went into the wash-
room for a cigarette. It was empty except
for a girl from the next department. I
didn’t know her, but I remembered seeing
her around. She had taken off her watch
and was washing her hands at the basin.
She went from there to the roller towel
nearby, and then to the long mirror on tl}e
other side of the sinks to comb her hair.
Another girl stuck her head in the door
and called her, and she ran out. 3

She forgot her watch, I thought, pxc-k-
ing it up and running to the door with
it. But some crazy impulse hit me, and I
didn’t open the door. Instead, I slipped
the watch into my purse and hurried back
to the desk. What did I do that for? I'm
out of my mind, I thought as I sat there
wrapping parcels. I'll bring it back to Lost
and Found on my way out to lunch. It
won’t be too late.

I didn’t eat with the girls in the cafe-
teria, though, as I usually did. I made
some excuse and went to a little lunch-
room outside. I got some coffee and sat
down at a table by myself, and then I
took out the watch. It was gold, with
little diamonds around the face and a
flexible band. I put my hand down under
the table and slipped it on. It fit. I took it
off quickly and put it back in my purse.

I'm crazy, I thought, stark, raving mad.
Whatever made me do an awful thing like
this? I'll bring it back when I get to the
store. It’s still not too late.

But I didn’t. And when.I got back to
the desk, Fran said Miss Ryan, the super-
visor, wanted to see me. She looked
worried. The grapevine didn’t miss much,
for they knew already.

sts RyaN was unsmiling and business-
like, “Sit down, Rita,” she said, “Ive
known you for nine years, and you've
always been reliable and a good worker.
As a matter of fact, I have a recommenda-
tion on my desk right now for a stock-
clerk promotion for you. That’s why I feel
so terrible about what I have to say now.”
I stared at my hands. “Trudi Reynolds
from Children’s Wear left her watch in
the washroom early this morning, You
were the only one in there with her,
When she came back, just a few minutes
later, it was gone.”

Her clear, honest eyes held mine for a
moment. I couldn’t lie to her. I didn’t even
want to. I suddenly wanted that watch
out of my possession. I snatched it out
of my purse and pushed it across her
desk. I didn’t even say that I was oing
to turn it in after I showed it to glom
She shook her head unhappily. “I'm

sorry this ha ed, terribly sorry fi
you, Rita, Youiﬁ have to lnvz. i lp %

bled out of her office and y,
o eker. Then I left the buildpm
Outside in the cold, I tried t}? get my wiso
together. How could I go home now? y
walked around, numb with despair, ungj
the store closed. How coulg I justify this
to anyone, even to myself? How coulq }
L g

t81}13\I_:l:o;‘ncllidn't have to. A social workep
from the store had been there before me.
When 1 came into the house and saw
Mom sitting hunched over, her heaq i
her hands, I knew that she knew. I wanteq
to throw my arms around her and say,
“I¢'s not true, it’s all a terrible mistake!
Don’t believe it!” And then she looked
up at me, her face streal-ged with tears,

“Why did you do it Rita? Why? From
one terrible thing to .another! Where did
you learn this? I tried to make you a
decent person. I went to work so you could
go to school, so you could have.a dec?n't
home, and you paid me back like this”
And then her face hardened, and she got
up angrily and came to where I was stand-
ing. Her hand whipped across my _facg_
back and forth stingmgly‘.‘ ‘Y,'ou did it
for him!” she screamed. “He’s made'a
tramp and a thief out of you. I could k11‘1|
him! I could kill him with my bare hands!

“1 didn’t mean to keep the watch, Mom
—honest!” I cried. “I only wanted to show
it to you, so you would like 'hnm. So you
wouldn’t make me stop seeing him. All

There are some things which men confess
with ease, and others with difficulty.
Epictetus

right, everything I’ve done is wrong, but
I thought I had to do it to keep him.
Because I love him, and I need him to
make me feel like a human being.”

I was sobbing wildly by then. “You can’t
know what it’s like to be ugly and fat.
You had Pop who loved you, and you
loved him. I wanted someone to love me.
You don’t know what it does to you
when you see all your friends getting
married, and you know you’ll never have
that. You begin to feel like a—a monster.
And then I met Fred. Maybe he’s not so
good looking, maybe he’d bald, but who
am I to pick and choose? Just because
you think I deserve better, doesn’t make
it so. But I didn’t mean to take the watch
—I didn’t mean to keep it. I must have
been crazy.”

She started to cry again and went out

of the room. I walked to the window and
stared out at the littered street. People
were hurrying home from their jobs, hon-
est people, people with nothing on their
consciences. Dorry was struggling up the
ﬁteps, stopping to rest every few minutes.
How },ucky do you think I am now,
Dorry?” I whispered. “Now I'd even
change places with you. You're the lucky
one now—you've got your self-respect.”
I don’t know how long I stood there
fore I was conscious of footsteps in the
hall. It was Fred’s footsteps. I flew to the
door and slipped outside, just before he
reﬁchigmthe tl‘;aic}’mg gle ;miled at me. 4
e and then he looke

startled. “What's the matter?”
I Ngthms, nothing. It's my mother,” I
ed. “I mean, she doesn’t feel well. Could
gg:lm meet me on the corner? I'll be right

“But I have something i
, g important to
tell—" he started to say, and then the door
:{‘” flung open and my mother
sl‘e.
Come inside, Mr. Whitlock,” she said

e looked from her to me, worry creas-
e TRUE
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ing his fore}‘lead, as he came inside. “It’s

pretty cold,” he said, trying to ease the

silence, and I wanted to agree, but no
words could get past the terror in me.

Mom said she’d make coffee. But I wasn’t

fooled—I knew why she had called him in.

1 ran after her into the kitchen.

“Please, Mom,” I pleaded, “please don’t
say anything! He hates scenes.”

She stopped with the coffeepot in her
hand. “He hates scenes! I don’t care what

he hates,” she hissed at me. “You have a

right to ask me not to make a scene? You

ought to be on your knees, begging me not
to throw you out on the street. You tramp

R o, '

4 , Mom, please—he’ll h 1

1 implored her frantically. She p?ifre}criotli;e

coffee, her hand shaking, slopping it over

into the saucer. Then she brought it into

}txhe hwtnii room, and I followed behind

er, watcning anxio

cupI to Fred.g sy s he huned e

“I ought to throw this in ”

shﬁ said as he accepted the cgg.ur o

. Wha-at,” he stammered, backing away.

Mom!” I screamed, unable to bear it
any longer. I tried to push her away, but
she? shoved me into a chair.

“I think I'd better go,” he said, looking
ar?und for someplace to put down the cup.

‘Not until you hear what I have to
say,” Mom barked. He sank down on the
sofa, and she pointed her finger at him
accusingly. “It wasn’t enough for you to
make a tramp out of my daughter. You
had to make a thief out of her too. She
stole for you. For you! You did this to
her, you monster! And she thought she
wasn’t good enough for you!”

“Stole?” Fred said, shaking his head
dazedly. He tried to say something, but
nothing came from his half-open lips. He
sat there, with the coffee cup trembling
in his hands, and his face was pitiful.

Suddenly, looking at him, I found
strength to stand up to Mom. I pushed
her away from him roughly. “Youre
wrong, Mom,” I said. “You're terribly
wrong. Why are you blaming him? I'm the
cne who stole the watch. I'm the one who
went to the park with him. He didn’t hit
me on the head and drag me out there.
I wanted to go, and I guess I wanted it to
happen. I'm_old enough to know right
from wrong.”

She looked at me and her whole face
seemed to shatter. Then she ran sobbing
from the room.

I sat down on the sofa beside Fred.
“You don’t owe me anything, Fred,” 1
said. “You don’t have to have anything on
your conscience.”

“Oh, but I do, I do,” he said, getting up
and going to stand by the window. And
then he was talking quickly, as though
he was afraid he’d forget the words, as
though they were a burden he had to lift
or go down under.

He told me that no matter what I'd
done, I was still good and sweet because
I wasn't a fake, like he was. He wasn’t
the big shot he'd pretended to be with
°thf5r girls. That was what he wanted to
believe he was, so he kept saying it, even
when he saw how miserable it made me.
gut he hadn’t really wanted to hurt me.

e was just so mixed up, he didn’t have
sense enough to know what he wanted.
outIt“St this bald head of mine!” he burst
oy Baldy,’ that’s what everybody called

%{I began to feel like a freak. After all,

o only twenty when it happened.”
o dc'?;ne and sat down on the sofa again
tight ‘f’é{ my hands in his, holding them
iked ut you thought I was okay. You
thag h;ne, you loved me. Why shouldn’t

X st:e been enough for me?”
an g erfe]? down at our twined fingers,

o e went on to say it was his
- NFEssIoNg
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foolish ego that wouldn’t accept it, be-
cause I wasn’t the kind of girl he’d
dreamed of marrying. He was angry with
hn;nself for loving me, for taking what
he’d so foolishly convinced himself was
second best. So he’d decided to quit while
he still could, and he was going to tell
me the night we went to the park. But
even on the way, he knew he wouldn’t,
he. didn’t want to. And then that terrible
thing happened, that terrible thing he’d
done to someone who loved him and
trusted him, someone he loved.

He l?oked up at me, his eyes wet with
tears. “Why did you let me, Rita? You
should have stopped me. I've hated my-
self so since then, I've wanted to die. Can
you ever forgive me?”

I pulled his head down against me. “We
were both of us lonely and unhappy, and
it made us both do foolish things,” I told
him. “Maybe that’s how it has to be,
so you'll learn. Maybe that’s how you
find out what you're really like inside.”

He hugged me fiercely. “You're not like
me at all. Don’t ever say that. You’re good
and sweet and—and pretty. Yes, you are.”

I laughed shakily. “If you can say that,
I'm sure you love me.”

He kissed me gently. “I didn’t just come
to ask you to forgive me, Rita. I came to
ask you to marry me. But I think I
ought to ask your mother first—I guess
I owe it to her.”

I nodded. Maybe it was old-fashioned,
but I knew how much it would mean to
her if he did. She had suffered the same
misery as we, and I wanted her to have
her moment of happiness too. I called
her in from the kitchen.

Her eyes were red. She sat down across
from us, looking down at her thin, veined
hands. I wondered if Fred was feeling as
1 did, that her suffering had been so need-
less. I went to her and put my arms
around her. “Fred has something to ask
you, Mom.”

When he had stuttered out the question,
he didn’t wait for her to answer, but went
on quickly to say he knew he’d done lots
of terrible things that must be hard for
her to forgive or forget. He didn’t blame
her, he said, for feeling the way she did
about him—he deserved everything she’d
said. But he knew now how wrong he’d
been. He loved me very much and he
needed me, and he wanted to marry me,
if she would let him. I looked from Mom
to Fred, the two people I loved best in
the world. “Make them friends,” I prayed.
“ et her forgive him as I have.”

She looked at him quietly for a long
moment. “An old woman says many
things, some good and some bad,” she said,
finally. “All I want for Rita is happiness.
Maybe I've said things to you that I
shouldn’t have. But I'm a mother, and
for Rita I've had to be both mother and
father. I had to protect her in whatever
way 1 thought right. I want to believe
that you love her, because I know how
much she loves you. If you tell me now
honestly that you, too, only want ,},1er hap-
piness, I can’t ask for any more.

I jumped up and threw my arms arom,nd
Fred, “It’s all right, it’s all right! Oh, I'm
so happy!” Mom blew her nose, and _got
up and went toward the kitchen, saying
she’d make some tea. ;.

Fred hugged me close. I love you,
Rita, I love you so much. You've made me
foel different too. Your loving me has

made me feel better and stronger and

j ood as anyone else. No, bet’t’er
kA 1 have you.

anyone else, because
th?ﬁ! be¥1t down and kissed me, and as :
returned his kiss, I was thinking that

felt different too. Better and prettier and
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blotches, spots, freckles as if by
magic! This is not a cover up cos-
metic; Mercolized Wax Cream

.| works UNDER the skin surface.

- \om Beautiful women have used this
time - tested plan for over 40 y_ea.rs—you'll
love it’s fast, sure, longer lasting rganlts!

Mercolized Wax Cream is sold on 100% guar-

antee or money back. Start using it now !

MERCOLIZED WAX CREAM
At All Drug and Cosmetic Counters

FHOT. TENDER FEET? {

Dr. Scholl’s Foot Powder quickly relieves

>

<

2

D hot, tired, tender, perspiring, <

b

> |

odorous feet. Eases new or
tight shoes. Get @ can today!

Dr Scholls »5%5ts

PROPORTION-IZED

Half-Size

FASHION CATALOG

Everything for
YOU who wear
Half-Sizes! Enjoy
better fit and save

|, money. Shop by

mail from larger

Hayes Catalog of

Fashions, sizes

121/ to 261j;, all

Proportion-ized

to fit perfectly.

A Black Cotton
Broadcloth bodice
and a wide-swept
skirt of printed
80-square Percale

combine to give

this gay Frock a

two-piece look, only
$3.98. Others $2.98 to
$19.98. Also coats, suits.

Mail coupon now for
FREE Hayes Catalog.

DEPT. 424
INDIANAPOLIS 47,
INDIANA

LHighe

rich, so very ric —with happme;s}.w 4

‘ Please rush FREE Hayes Hali-Size Catalog. (424) \
! Name

i Address J
| Post Office State F-56




