








didn't even have a return ticket to her home planet. She was lost!
"Oh, dear."

"Don't worry about it," the young man smiled cheerfully. "Your luck
is bound to change. Here." He shoved a small pile of credit cubes toward
her.

"Oh, no--" Miss Odds begun, and then stopped herself. After all, she
would pay it back as soon as she had won enough for her return ticket.

She reached out and took the stack of cubes. "Thank you," she said.

Thirty minutes later, she turned to the young man, still standing be-
side her. "Would you mind," she began slowly. "That is, you don't kncw
me very well, but would you loan me a thousand credits until I can win
some of my money back? IX've simply got to get it back."

The young man smiled agreeably. "Of course, Miss Odds. My pleasure.”
He walked over the the cashier, bought scme cubes and brought them backto
her. 'Here you are," he said.

"Oh, thank you," said Miss Odds, smiling. "I really do appreciate it.
And I will pay you back, of course.”

"Of course,” said the young man.

The wheels continued spinning and Miss Odds continued betting., And
loosing. In an amazing short time she had lost the thousand credits, too.
When the last cube had disappeared into the bank, she turned miserably to
the young man.



- "oh! Oh!" was all she could say.

"Don't worry about it," said the young man, putting his arm about her
waist reassuringly. "Come on, you've had enough of this. I'1l walk you
to your cabin.”

They walked across the gambling hall to the stateroom corridor. A%t
last, after various twistings and turnings they arrived in front of Miss
0dds' cabine.

She turned to him, not knowing what to do, what to say.

"Oh, what am I going to do, Mr. Johnson?" she whispered. She suddenly
buried her face in his chest, sobbing.

The young man looked at her helplessly. She continued to cry. He
pried the key out of her clenched fist and fumbled for the lock. Opening
the door, he helped her inside and seated her gently on the bed. He sat
down beside her.

"You mustn't let it get you down," he assured her.

"Oh, Mr., Johnson," she cried, “"I'1]1 never be able to pay you back. I
don't know how I'll ever be able, and it makes me feel awful, I"1l nev-
er been in debt to anyone before." Her shoulders heaved with her sobs.

She turned tear-stained eyes toward him, "But that's not the worst of
1t," she said. "I'm broke. Completely and terribly broke. I didn't have
a lot of money to begin with--just enough to get me %o Deneb. I was
planning on livng there, I had enough money for a few months, time enough,
to find myself a job. But now,” she began crying again, "but now," she







































