
Krazy Kat
He Deserves Even Worst

Tomorrow:
Just Think of Next Thursday

Taste
Vhen Jeffrey Farnol, the popular

novelist, was painting signs in New
Tork and writing stores that nobody
Would buy, he was, of course, hard up.

"Farnol," said a New Tork editor,
"tflls me that in those days postage
was his curse. It cost him such a lot,
you know, to post his heavy stories to
the magazines, and, of course, he had
to pay the postage back as well on
their rejection.

" Farnol said it seemed to him in
those days that the world's crying
r.'-'d was a cheap excursion stamp,
there and back, for authors' manu-
script.*

The Dingbat Family Officer Beene Is Still a Jump Ahead r
(Copyright. 1913. International Newa serrlca)

Polly and Her Pals Some Smiles Will Fetch em; Some Won't
(Coprrifat. IAIS. Intaroatloctl News Serrlca)

Us Boys Shrimp Is Bad and He Knows It
(Registered United States Patent Office)

TEH FAMILY CUPBOARD
Adapted from Owen Davis' Broadway Success.

tNOVELIZKD BY I

(From <)w*n Davie' play now being presented
at the Playhouse by William A. Brady ?

Copyrighted, IUI3, by International News
fcerrice. >

Continued from Yesterday

"Well?goodby." Dick started for
the door and then stopped?a curi-
ous little smile had come over his
face. He knew the old spirit of
comradeship?the old interests of the
"small time artists'" life. He came
back again, smiling broadly?and
stood Just back of the table?where
he could touch Kitty if he would.

"The Six Quigleys are on the bill
at Albany. Shall I give 'em your
love?"

Kitty's face brightened with a
growing flame of interest.

"The Quigleys! I haven't seen 'em
In four years. I'd like to see Mame
again?and the bunch!" Her voice
took on a far away reminiscent tone
"IT WAS FUN, SOMETIMES!"

"Most games is fun sometimes ?

and most of 'em Is?HELL?some-
times." said Dick, with slow stress.
'"Goodby."

He went to the door, then stopped.
He had another inspiration.

"Kitty!"?
"Well?"
Dick came back again.
"That's some song?too classy for

the little time, and I know a clever
guy?a real swell author, that's got
a sure fire sketch. He's a cripple?
an' he'll let me have it for the price
of one of them Jointed legs. There's
a fellow and a dame?they been mar-
ried a month, an'?but what do you
care?" He waited a moment to
achieve his full effect of stimulating
avarice, curiosity and loneliness for
the old life, for the old "bunch," and
ambition ?such ambition as might
still flicker in the ease lapped soul
of a little campire, Kitty Claire.

"So long!" he concluded, and went
as far as turning the handle of the
door and picking up his big leather
bag.

Kitty wondered aloud.

Continued from Y'esterdsy

"The man gets all the fat ln that
sketch, I suppose?"

"Star part for the girl." Dick was
very sure of himself now. "Good-
by." He started down the corridor.

"I'm coming?I'll go!" cried Kitty
Claire.

"You will?" Dick was like most
people who scheme and plan for a
thing. When they get that "consum-
mation devoutly to be wished" they

suddenly relax, and scarcely know
how to accept their success.

Kitty spoke with a feeling of
breathless desire to get it all over
quickly?quickly before her fickle lit-
tle mind changed again past all her
willing.

"I can't stand it here! I'll be sorry,
so will you, but I'll go!"

Somehow now that the moment had
come?the moment toward which
Dick's every effort had been tending
for the last month, there was Just a
simple of-courseness about it all. It
seemed the obvious thing to do. Emo-
tion was a quality from which Kitty
felt for a moment walled and pro-
tected by all the emotion she had been
feeling from that moment long weeks
ago when Dick Le Roy had come
back from his "big scream west of
Chicago, when Kenneth Nelson, with
his Fifth avenue tailored look had
crossed her vision?and when Charles
Nelson, the Samson whom she nor
circumstances could conquer, had
marched sternly and strongly out of
her life.

Dick went forward to kiss the girl
he had won?at last.

"Good old Kitty! Give us a kiss."
KITTY'S PHILOSOPHY

"Let's wait!" cried Kitty scarcely
understanding her own motive. "I
know I'm a fool?but he's such a
queer kid."

Phe could leave Kenneth for Dick;
but on the eve of going, she could not
kiss his more than successor in the
room sacred to the one man who had
thought her "good."

Recoiling in amused amazement,
Dick cried: "A little more and you'd
been stuck on him!"

"I wonder? Dick. I wonder? Some-
how I see why you men don't under-
stand woman! Just now I don't pre-
cisely cotton to Kitty May's ways! I
wonder I"

A Dramatic Story of High

Society Life in New York.

"Don't wonder! Sure you'd been
stuck on him?except for the truth of
that poetry gag about 'a little less'?
an' there's a block between you!"

Kitty pondered on aloud, putting
into words some of her own possibili-
ties for finer womanhood?the fine-
ness she and circumstances had
starved, and battered about and beat-
en into subjection; the womanhood
whose only revenge was a subtle
stirring now and then?a puzzlement
to Kitty, who scarcely realized how
dofferent she might have been.

"First it was to get square?and I
did! Then?yon see?he thinks I'm
good. ? ? That's funny, of
course?but It didn't seem
so funny?sort of?aweet?and I'd
think. ?.»?.?\u25a0? But that's a
laugh" ? ? ? ? She sighed and
then broke into a laugh that gradu-
ally steadied to some semblance of
mirth. "You'd better get me out of
this, Dick."

"Come on! Come on here and now?
pack your things and we'll do a flight
before the kid gets back to call time
on the 10 minutes he gave me for
sayin' the fond farewells."

Dick's mirth was very genuine.
Wasn't he the victor? Couldn't he
afford to laugh?

"I hocked my trunk," announced
Kitty regretfully.

Dick pondered the matter a minute.
Then an impish smile broke over his
face. Ken should aid and abet the
elopement.

"Well?l guess you'll have to bor-
row the kid's. Where is It?"

GOODBY TRUNK

Mischievous and irresponsible glee
lit Kitty's face.

"That's a real scream. Come on!
I'll help you! It's under his bed."

Like two children on a lark, instead
of a man and woman contemplating
matrimony?and a possible life part-
nership?the two of them brushed
aside the portieres and scampered
into Ken's room. Down on ands and
knees they fell, jerked the sole leather
trunk marked "K. N." from its rest-
ing place and. each lending a hand,
they carried their booty Into the liv-ing room and banged It down on the
floor.

"I'd like to dance a fandango?but
time presses. Go set your posses-

sions, Kitty!" exclaimed Dick.
Kitty Btarted across the corridor,

but Dick called after her:
"Say, can I empty my bag; Into your

trunk?"
"Sure!" cried Kitty, merrily, enter-

ing into the spirit of this far from
sacred occasion.

Dick tossed most of the contents of
his bag helter skelter into the bot-
tom of the trunk. But he lifted care-
fully, affectionately even, and laid in
neat rows in a tray, a choice collec-
tion of colored shirts ?pink, blue,
lavender?a rainbow hued galaxy.

"There, my beauties!" cried he,
pressing a fairly ecstatic kiss on one
tucked pink bosom. "You will make
one sure Are hit in Oshkosh!"

Kitty came flying In, with her own
personal rainbows on her arm?ln
they went, higgledy-piggledy. Dick
might be an "expert packer," but the
time of Kenneth's return was Immi-
nent.

A while Dick pressed down the
measure full and running over, Kitty
flew back and forth across the hall?
with armful after armful of her pos-
sessions coming to rest in the mass
in Kenneth Nelson's "borrowed"
trunk.

"Here! Careful!! Hurry up!!!"
were her somewhat confusing orders
to Dick.

But he managed as best suited his'
ideas of arrangement and hurry.

"Here we are!" cried Dick, with an
air of satisfaction as Kitty brought
her last armful. She dropped the
clothes and began danaing gayly.
Dick was humming, "Meet Me ln
Spoontime. Dearie." Together they
finished the song to their mutual sat-
isfaction. Kittyknelt by his side to
view his arrangements in "Internal
economy."

GOING TO BE PUN
"Ifs going to be fun, Dick! It's

going to be fun!" she cried at last,
gayly.

Dick acquiesced heartily. Sure It
is. Don't leave nothin' valuable."

"Leave that to me." promised Kitty.
She ran back to her room for some-
thing forgotten.

Dick calmly marched up to Ken's
great chest of drawers and selected
at random a few of Ken's shirts and
collars and cravats. As he came back
to the trunk with well filled arms,
Kitty returned with an armful of
things.

"We'll need 'em for the dressing
room," she began explaining, and then
stopped at the sight of Dick's plunder.

Dick was quite calm and collected.
"Me an' hint's about the same size,"

he explained.
"He's sot some nice shirt studs," ,

said Kitty unexpectedly?to Pick.
She ran to the bureau and began

rummaging recklessly until she found
them.

"Here, put 'em in your pocket! I
guess Igotta right to something. You
needn't be afraid."

"I shpuld worry."
"It's time to say a last farewell,"

said Kitty, lightly.
Dick fell on his knees before the

trunk?added his plunder to Its seeth-
ing contents, locked and strapped It.
rose to his feet, brushed off the knees
of his trousers critically and ex-
claimed: "That was a fit job for that
fool Potter."

"Come on!" cried Kitty gayly. "All
aboard."

"All right, hea%-e to and lend a hand,
matle! I'll shoulder my end and you
give us a lift with t'other end."

"You forgot the piano!" said a new
%-olce, with a feeble attempt at sar-
casm. It was Jim who had stumbled
down the corridor while the looting
party was engaged in Its engrossing
occupation.

"Hello, there!" cried Kitty, noncha-
lantly and vouchsafing no information
or excuse. "Come on, Dick!"

"All ready!" said Dick, Shouldering
his end of the burden.

LEFT ALONE
"Here! Here! What you goln' to

do? What's goin' to become of the
old man?" cried Jim in abject ter-
ror of the helpless days he felt were
fast approaching "the old man."

"Goodby*" said Kitty indifferently.
"You ain't goin' to leave me again,

Kitty! What can I do?".
"Ishklblbble!" was Kitty's reply.
Bearing the trunk, with its loot

and booty between them, laughing
gayly at the old man's discomfiture
and at the sorry surprise they had
left for Ken, Kitty and Dick pranced
lightly and callously from the room.
So they went out of the life of
Kenneth Nelson; but the trail of the
serpent is marked with slime?and
Kitty May had left poison as well as
slime .in Kenneth Nelson's life and
mind. .

Poor old Jim. Gone were the days
of "kebs" and human sociability:
Come were the days of taxis with
clocks ticking instead of- live hoofs
beating! And his daughter, with a
heart fit to measure lTke a little
human taxi clock, had left him to his
fate ?left him with a laugh. Soli-
tary, dejected, in deep distress, the
old man sat in Kenneth Nelson's dis-
mantled room through long weary
moments. He had not initiative
enough to go?and yet he knew what
Ken thought of "James" and his alien
presence so far from the servant's
hall.

At last the door opened and the
master of the sorry house came in.
Ken looked about in wonderment.

"What's this?" he demanded.
"Gone! Ran away with Dick l c

Roy!" said Jim. He scarcely lined
hla hopeleaa old head.

"With Dick I f Roy. Left me?(or
?Dick Le Rot!"

Continued on Monday
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