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Today’s Short Story

AFTER “FHE CONGERT
By Alma and Paul Ellerbe

T was during a concert in the Metropolitan Opera House. One of

those Sunday night performances

combination salad composed of assorted choppings from operas.

Stephanie, a beginning music
teacher, and Francis, a beginning
doctor, often came to them, because
neither she nor he had much maaey.
They were both extremely fond of
musie, and these Sunday night af- |
fairs were inexpensive, Stephanie |
sat between two vacant seats. One,
of them was Francis’' and the other |
her aunt’s, who had developed a |
headache and been unable to come.

| would probably come suddenly, un-

when they give you a sort of musical

of Stephanie; something beat up a
loud alarm—Francis was stuffy!
This was the moment she had been
waiting for. She had thought it

expectedly, as the result of some-
thing like this, and help her decide.
Her heart began to pound.

“I can't marry a stuffy man!”
“I can't,” and asked Mr. Gilmer

Francis was a lamb, about mc]ud.iparkirson Jr.*to go along back to
ing her in things like this, and the | the apartment with her and Fran-
little old lady was as fond of music|cis after the concert was over, so

i
as they were,

She W.s supposed to be chaper- |
oning Stephanie here in New York,
though they lived a couple of miles
apart. Francis himself had no
doubt attended by this time to the |
patient who had telephoned just as|
they started, and should be joining
her now at any moment. It was]
rather an event for Francis to|

have a patient. It was still only a!
matier of weeks since he had ac- |
quired an office.
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OMEBODY was singing “Caro
Nome,” from “Rigoletto,” and |
the worn cadences slipped through |

mind almost without
she had heard it too|
often. She thought, instead, about
Francis. She thought they were as
headed for marriage as a couple of
homegoing horses for the barn. It
was depressing. Each, from the|
other's point of view, was so en-|
tirely eligible; so nice; so suitable;
so presentable. Did she love him?
She wished she knew. She was|
fond of him and he loved her—
which, of course, wasn't enough—
not, by a blamed sight. But there
was no other reason on earth why
not, so she supposed that unques-
tionably, eventually, they would.
Yes, it was depressing. She cer-
tainly hadn't meant to get married
like this. She had meant to get
married romantically, adventurous-
ly, at the end of a whirlwind court- |
ship. In spite of her knowledge of |
musie, she was still pretty young— |
as, indeed, was Francis.
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Stephanie's
registering:
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HE tripping cadences of “Caro

Nome” having come to an end, |
she looked around her. It was the |
intermission. Audiences interested |
her. She began picking out of this
one nice, suitable, presentable young
men and comparing them with
Francis—considerably, as a rule, to
his advantage. Wondering, first
about this one and then about that,
if she had been in love with him,
whether she could have been happy
with him.

That was kind of daring and had
a good bit of a kick in it. It also
cheered her up greatly about Fran-
cis, making her realize anew how
attractive he was. She had not, |
however, noticed the young man at |
the other end of the tenth row un-
til an usher brought her a program
with words penciled in its blank|
spaces. He explained that they were |
a young man's words and he had re- |
quested that she read them.

Then she noticed him attentively
and met his eyes looking attentively
at her. At that distance she rather
liked him. Intelligent  looking,
forceful, an individual. Not run-of-
the-mill. Not just like everybody
else. There were so many nice
voung men in the world who were
just like everybody else. At first she
thought, naturally, that he must be
some one she knew. And then she|
saw he wasn't, and froze him ever|
so slightly and read what he had |
written.

“Y HAVE met that girl in the row
in front of you, two seats to your
left, just once. You can look at her
and see how nice she is.” Stephanie
looked; the girl was nice, “and that
she'd never say anything in a thou-
sand years you wanted to hear.”
Stephanie looked again and judged
it to be true. “I was about to get
up and go talk to her when sud-
denly I thought: Why don’'t I go
talk to that other girl, who would
have something to say I'd want to
hear? Just because I didn't happen
to meet her that time at Bill
Weatherbee's cocktail party? You
were there, but nobody introduced
us Do you remember?” Ste-
phanie remembered the cocktail
party, but not the young man.

“I decided that wasn’t a good
enough reason. If you agree with
me (my name’'s Gilmer Parkinson.‘
Jr.; Senjor is a reputable coffee
fmporter here in New York and I
work for him) raise your hand to
yvour hair, and I'll come on over. If
vou don't, just don't raise your hand
to your hair, and I won't. I'll even
apologize if you want me to—
though I won't quite know what it's
for.”
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“%7OU know perfectly well what|
it's for,” Stephanie said, when
he had come on over and she had
duly extracted the apology and he
was sitting beside her in her aunt's
place “What you did was green
and silly and bad manners. Be-
sides, it was dangerous, because I
might have bored you to death; or,
what's far more serious, you might
have bored me.” |
She could say it safely, because|
now that he was there, sh: cculd
tell at a glance that he wasn't
boring.
He laughed ungrudgingly.
“Trve enough,” he said, sitting
there a: if they had always known
each other, emanating somehow his
essential niceness and sensibleness
and trustworthiness (¢ was as
easy to tell about as 1 dog)—*“true
enough, but trite. It is impossible
to live without running risks. It
is impossible to have any fun with-
out deliberately increasing them.
Think of marriage, for instance.”
“It's just what I was thinking
of,” Stephanie said soberly, and
looked up, and there was Francis.
“Dr. Francis Bannister,” she said.
“—my oldest New York friend”;
(she hadn't been in the city very
long) “and Gilmer Parkinson, my
newest.”
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ND when Francis had got him-

self settled, "I acquired him,”

she said, because she greatly wanted

to see how Prancis would take it,

“through this,” and showed Francis
the other man’s note.

Francis took it v-rv baZiy., He
was grumpy.

“I—er—I see,” he said, handing
back the scribbled-up program.
“Quite like the Arabian Nights,
isn't it? Quite romantic.”

He sat, plainly,' in the seat of
the ecensor, and he disapproved.
For the first time since she had
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known him, Francis forgot
) : m LN

that she woula see howv far Fran-
cis’ stuffiness wou

|
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T went all the way It stalked

along beside them !ike a specter,
up Broadway and along W. 47th-st.
to the door of the funny old com-
mercial building on the top floor of
which Stephanie had the odd, com-
modious, delightful quarters in
which she taught a few intelligent
pupils and lived the life she had
always dreamed about, under the
somewhat distant chaperonage of
her aunt. Something inside of herl
was grieved and hurt and relieved
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| and angry and several other things |

all at once.

“I have suspected this about him
from the beginning,” she thought,
“and now I know. He'd be doing
my deciding for me from the a'tar
onward! He'd be living my ..e for|
A drunkard can be cured; a
murderer can repent and you can
give your life, magnificently, to
helping him live it down; but stuf-
fy men will be stuffy millions of
years after they are dead, on their
little pink cloudbanks, right along-
side of your own, in Heaven, Golly,”
Stephanie thought (somewhat brok-
en-heartedly), extending her key
toward the lock of the downstairs
door, “but T'm glad I found out in
time!” and thrust the kXey into the
lock and began to turn it as onel
opening the door upon a new era
in her life.
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HE never entered it—that new
era., She opened the door and
entered the vestibule of the dark,
empty old building in which hers
were the only living quarters, and
Francis and young Parkinson en-
tered with her. None of them saw
the other two men who had en-
tered also as silently as shadows
until just as the door was clicking
shut behind the five of them. There
was a little dim light in the vesti-
bule, enough to show them the men
had automatics and wore masks.
“Stick ’em up and keep quiet,”
one of them advised, “and you'll be

all right.”
But Francis wouldn’t. Her sense
of disappointment in him; her

heartsick feeling that at last she
knew; that she couldn’t marry him;
and that she almost wished she

| hadn’t found out, increased as he

swung, furiously but inexpertly, at
the man nearest him,
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£ OU fool!” she thought angrily,
holding her own hands high
above her head. “You dub!”

And then the man dropped him
almost out of hand with a short,
upward curving blow.

She went sick all over at sight of
the blood, and wavered a little with
her arms in the air like that. There
was a moment when she wasn't
quite following things. She didn't
know what had dropped the man
who had struck him across Francis’
inert form until- she saw young
Parkinson dropping the other one,
too—charging him, head down, like
a ram, beneath the roaring, fire-
spitting automatic, which roared
and spit a split second too late.
Parkinson’s head caught the man
squarely in the diaphragm and laid
him on top of the other two writh-
ing in dry, spasmodic, agonized at-
tempts to get back his wind.
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- OUPLE of amateurs, I guess,”

young Parkinson said, collect-
ing their guns. “You might step
out and call a cop.”

But the cop didn’t need calling.
He was there before any one could
step out, gun in hand and shoul-
der against the door. The old lock
gave before the heave and bulk of
him, he stepped inside and nor-
malcy resumed its sway.

When Dr. Francis Bannister
came back to consciousness his head
was in Stephanie’s lap, where she sat
plump on the dirty floor, second-
best dress and all; the blood had
all been carefully wiped away by
her handkerchief and one in his
outside coat pocket, and she was
saying to him:

“Oh, darling, I've found out such
a lot of things! You're stuffy—
just a little bit stuffy, and I'm
sorry about that; and you're no sort
of a hero, and I'm rather glad; and
you're mine, honey, you're mine,
and I love you!”

(THE END)

TECH HOME ECONOMICS
COMMITTEES SELECTED

Groups Are to Plan and Conduct
Remaining Meetings.

The Home Economics Club of
Technical High School has selected
committees to plan and conduct the
meetings of the group for the re-
maining meetings of the semester,
Miss Hilda Kreft, sponsor, an-
nounced today.

They are: Membership commit-
tee, Joan Petit, chairman, Emily
Jackson, and Jane Goodwin: pro-
gram committee, Jo Ann Pierpont,
chairman, Margarite McCrossan,
Dorothy Spocke, and Arlyne Bone-
witz; social committee, Delores New-
metier, chairman, Elenora Wilkinson,
Margaret Ten Eyck, Mary Cathrine
Jones and Ruth Seak; music com-
mittee, Alice Heldibrant, chairman,
Fran Churchill; welfore committee,
Helen Dean Robins, chairman, Nora
Boyee, Mable M<Cord, Marie Pier-
son; publicity committee, Maxine
Chaille, chairman, Mary Cathrine
Day, and Edna Joseph.

UNION NAMES LEADERS

Workers Co-operative at Real Silk
Chooses Officers.
Officers of the Workers Co-oper-

ative Union of Real Silk Hosiery
Mills, formerly the Employes Mutual
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' FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS—

Benefit Association, were announced
today.

They are Isadore Krieger, pres-
ident; Walter Roth, vice president;
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HELLO, MATSOR!
THIS 1S YOUR
COUSIN, MIKE
HOOPLE ———
YOUR UNCLE
uLiIus’
BOY-FROM
SouTH AFRricAl
I'VE BEEN

HITCH HIKER/S
THUMB, SEARCHING
THE WIDE

WORLD OVER
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HE LOOKS AS SOME
= HES GONG RICH GUY
TO EXPLCTUE~~JX MUST BE

SPUTTERING ~GWING

LIKE AN HIM ABUZZ
OVERDONE THAT HE/S
VTea KETTLE! | GoNG TO
PAY BACK
— THAT MILLION
X THE MAJSOR
LOANED HM
LAST

OUT OUR WAY

QA \ SO T CANT GET INTO THE CLUBHOUSE WITHOUT

SAYING THE PASSWORD ,HUH ® THEY WON'T OPEN THE DOOR
TO ANYONE WHO DOESN'T BELONG TO THE CLuB!

WELL -- WE'LL SEE ABOUT THAT! HALF OF MY POTATOES

ALL OF MY HAMBURGER AND A COUPLE OF MV LOAVES

OF BREAD ARE /N THERE. THE PASS WORD IS GOING /
TO BE OPEN UP-- OR THERE WONT BE
ANY CLUBHOUSE!

!;ﬂ

)

COMIC PAGR
—By Williams

\

' .
HEP VT TR “
VA e w L
\Dydzn.l g it
",cLit‘ {tem. \/\\\ R il A
- L l,,” T =

. \ “ iy p—
-l’ . t.t&‘ LIAAA o ! A e (T, 3
AP P O o ey e

-

. " l “pd A4
AT /7.|lL.V/u\l“4ﬂ%!.l“Z/ lx‘n.‘

THE HOUSEBREAKER S

R " ©1936 BY NEA SERVICE, INC. T. M. REG. U. S. PAT. OFF,

DOESN'T !

o : |
it ] CHEEE ] MOM, | SON.T T ) (BuT some Foks 1 (T PASSED TWo WovEN
FE“-AW LOTS BETTER © | DO YOU |YOURE THE BEST | | THINK IM REALLY “¥ [TALKING YESTERDAY...
THAT MEDICINE || THINK | BoY IN THE BAD, AN' SINCE THAT || TALKING FOR MY
[BETTER, ( 15 A BLESS- ||IMA { WORLD!YoU GET | | JEWELRY STORE AF- ||BENEFT..T CoULD
MOM ) ING....Ik I || BAD | INTO MISCHIEF FAIR , THEY HAENT ||TELL BY THE WAY
WERENT FOR OCCASIONALLY, MUCH USE ForR M=! || THEY LookED AT
BUT WHAT BoY IT'S KINDA GETTING

/STRANGE! HE CHANGED HIS
—)| (MIND ABOUT STOPPING. T WONDER
IF IT WAS BECAUSE HE SAW THE
THE SHERIFF'S CAR PARKED

WH\LE EASY IS AT THE GAMBLING
Y THE COUNTY LINE
QUICKLY AROUND, AND RACES BAC

JOINT, JUST ACROSS| =
, A CAR DRIVES P, TU I3
K To ; A

RNS

ALLEY OOP

ONE OF THEM SAID:"I UNDERSTAND THAT,

UP IN CANADA THE POLICE ARE MOUNTED...
AND THE OTHER ONE SAID:" YES, BUT
IN SHADYSIDE, WE OUGHT To HAVE
OURS STUFFED!'

IFSO, I KNOW OF ONLY ONE FELLA WHO
HAS MUCH REASON TO AVOID THE SHERIFF,

AND THAT'S PUNKY MAGLE!V/
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HERE'S THE NUMBER , PODNER., SEARCH
EVERY STREET, EVERY ALLEY,TILL YOU
FIND THIS CAR.
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(HONEST, GUZ -TVE DONE ALL I CAN, BUT
1 CANT MAKE DINNY COME AwAaY
FROM TH' GRAND
WIiZER'S CAVE.. .HE ASSURED

MUSTA DONE YOU CAN REST-
SUMPIN AWFUL WE DONE OUR
TDINNY, T'MAKE

HIM ACT LIKE

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

r\-\E\.P 11 QUICIE =~ OUTSIDE. ww
THE PRINCE ~-HES GONE

N
ﬁ» hi &

N

(WELL -WE GOTTA ( LISTEN,GUZ-I GOTTA)
DO SOMETHING,/ PLAN THAT I THINK
OR. TH' GRAND [ WILL DO -YOU GIT
WIZERLL BE Us ALLTH ROCK - ,/
A GONZ BUSTIV/ MEN IN
GOSLIN ¢ MOQ /

NO ,NYOUR
HIGANESS | JOST
SHAWKEN OP A
125Ny

The appearance of the Md elephant, which

he believel (~ be Gudah's ally, gave Tearzan
occasion to urge once more that the apes re-
treat. The two beasts, he knew, were uncon-
querable; and they would only be infuriated by
the wounds which he and the apes could inflict..
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But the sight of the fresh foe only kindled
anew the flames of battle—fury that burned in
the hearts of Maktah and his warrior apes.
“We kill—kili—Xkill!” they screamed, and their
minds could harbor no other thought., “Tarzan
help us kill Gudah! Kill! Kill! Kill!”

(/71 ROCK- L. NOW, WHILE YOU'RE
BUSTERS? \GITTIN' YER MEN
WELL, FER! L ON TH WAY —

WHATCHA WANT) OOP AN/’ I

THEM PUNKS /WILL MAKE

FOR 7

~( WERE GOl UPHERE
WHATS \ TTURN TH WIZER

THIS STUNT ) LOOSE -8UT, DON'T
YER GONNA | YOU FEAR-WELL
PULL QFF 2

SUMPIN
TELLS ME IM A
SAP’ EVERY TIME
I LET THEM TWO
MUGS TALK ME IN-
TO SOMETHING,
I COME OUT ALL

GOOD THEN RUSH HIM DOWN TO THE SHP,
NOW ~AND GIWE ORDERS TO SANL. TONIGHT
AT ONCE ! TLL FOLLOW N A FEW DAYS

QOOQ MISTER X 'HNE RAS
PASSED OUT OF THE PICTURE,IN
MORE WAYS THAN ONE
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Once more Tarzan considered whether he should Seeking some means of solving his dilemma, he

—By Edgar Rice Burroughs
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remain and fight with :he apes, or flee and resume
his search for the Ta:: n Twins. In either case
his honor would be bl .ished, for he owed a
duty botk to Dick and Doc and to the hairy
friends of his jungle youth.

turned toward the other elephant which was ~
sweeping with rolling gait toward the battlefield.
The iron-nerved Jungle Lord was surprised, but
now he could hardly suppress a gasp as he
beheld the second beast nearby, %
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