
Krazy Kat
(TCopjTtgbt, 1913, International New» 8«r»lc«)

On With the Dance

, Tomorrow:
Ke'll Be Good Till Christmas

What He Meant
Small urchin (to the owner of the

horse which ought to have been cat's
meat) ?Does yer want me to 'old 'im,

The Owner?No, thanks. He won't

Small Urchin?l didn't mean to hold
Mm fast so's he won't run away. I
meant to hold him up so's he won't
?rap.

The Dingbat Family You See for Yourself Officer Beene's Awake .
(Copyright. 1813. lDtern»tlOQ»l News SerTlce) *F

Polly and Her Pals We Must Confess Pa's No Lady, >
(Copyright. 1913. International News Service)

Us Boys Shrimp's Reputation Is Bad, So What's the Use?
(Begistered United States Patent Offlc»>

THE FAMILY CUPBOARD
Adapted from Owen Davis' Broadway Success.

(.NOVELIZED HVI I

(From <>wpd Davta" play vow tipicg
\u25a0t the Playhouse by William A. Brady.?
Copyrighted. I'jl3, by lnteraational New»
kerrlce.)

Continued from Saturday

The boy's tone took on a curious
numbness?almost a detachment from
life and feeling?as if this final de-
sertion on the part of her for whom
he had borne the desertion of all his
own people had happened to some one
else than himself.

"Yes." said the old man, looking at I
him curiously. "He's been playing
for it for weeks."

Kenneth sat down by the table ?he
sank deep into the old arm chair and
began laughing bitterly, his eyes on
the money he had secured, the bills he
held in his hands. Startled by the bit-
terness of that hollow laugh, Jim went
to him.

"Kind of tough on you, but it was
coming to you. I knew that all along.
She never sticks?she don't know
how."

JIM TEIXS AM,
The old man's tone was curiously

gentle and patient, as if he felt that
be was talking to a child who had
been hurt?aa if he were ln the very
ante-chamber of death.

Ken dropped the bills he had pro-
cured?too late. He sank forward
powerlessly and hid his face in his
hands. And deep from his heart there
welled a cry:

"What have I done ?what have I
Idone with my life!"

"She's just the same with me?quits
me cold, like this; then bimeby she'll
come back and give me all she's got."

Kenneth looked up, his attention
suddenly arrested, his mind focusing
on "James."

"Why should she give you any-
thing?"

' I'M HER FATHER." answered Jim,
very quietly and simply.

Kenneth looked at him for a mo-
ment in sheer horror. So, this maud-
lin old driver of cabs?this servant
with his vapid o!rl face?was Kitty's
father! He laughed bitterly. He had

sacrificed so much, for so little. "He ,
had judged his values with such
youthful cocksureness. He had turned :
his back on the old life he knew?he
had driven -away at last a fine old
friend like Potter ?and all for the
faithless daughter of old Jim Garrity.

But Jim was inured to insult. He j
had no personal pride to take arms
for offense or defense. He went on I
with a sort of meek resignation that, >
if either of them had known it, was i
own human brother to Ken's attitude ;
of hopeless helplessness.

"Sure! I'm her father. She's
ashamed to have the gentlemen know
it, so she takes me as a servant when
she's keepin' house with one of 'em."

"One of them? Good God! One of
them! Has there been more than
one?"

Ken sprang up?he stood facing the |
old cab driver.

"Began when she was about 16."
"I know!" saM Ken, full bitterly.
"Workin' In a store on"
"Yea!" exclaimed the tortured boy.
"He weren't a bad sort. He'd a

marrie-1 her, I think?only he died."
WHO HE REAIXY WAS

Kenneth had turned his back on the
narrator of Kitty's story, and was
gazing out of the window?out where
there was sunshine and clean air a
man might breathe without polluting
and choking his lungs to the point
of anguished suffocation.

? Now he whirled about, and came
quickly?almost menacingly?toward
Jim.

"NO! NO! HE DIDN'T DIE!" he
cried with his bitter certainty.

"Sure he did! Su-ure," said Jim,
patiently. "I was to his funeral.
Kine big feller?name of Sam Living-
stone. Big Sam Livingstone"

Completely overcome, with wave
after wave of horror aweeplng over 'him, with the cruel vinlon of hla blow
in defrna* of this girl, with the awful'j
pbantanmagoria of hla miaapent daya
and ulghta for this? woman?with 'bttterneaa clouding his eyra and
wrenching at the foundations of hla
mind. Ken Bank?spent, weary, baffled
and beaten Into the only refuge he
could hope for now?the relaxation of
hi* deep old chair! TilE Tltl TH AT
LAST! And truth nan a two edged
aword to ainite him!

"Then there was." went na Jim,
with the shameless relUh. of the »caa-
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it:tlmonger who find* nn audience to
ivhoni hla tale of horror In new.

"Don't! Hh, ha, ha, ha, ha! Don't!
It'B too funny! It'a too funny! Ha, ha,
ha! Don't tell me any more!"

Them was no mirth in Ken's laugh-
ter. But to him it seemed that he was
a. successful raconteur, and with de-
light in the success of his story tell-
ing he went on. How could he tell a
mind was breaking before him?

"She's drifted around, sort of, for
the last 10 years. She's a bit older
than she lets on, but she never says
anything?she's smart, but slip's al-
ways on (he move. I think a lot of
Kitty. But she ain't always very good
to me!"

The maudlin old weakling knew no
shame for what his daughter was; no
horror of how she came by the means
for being "good" to him. He only felt
terror and resentment at being de-
Berted, left in the lurch, now. Per-
haps?perhaps that she had such a
father was the reason why Kitty was
?Kitty!

HIS OXLY THOI'GHT

"She never struck you, did ahe? She
\u25a0ever atruek you?

Jim was quite shocked at the
thought.

"No! She wouldn't do that!"
Kenneth laughed again hystericaly.
"Well, I got to go look for a Job. I

gvesa, till she drifts back again," said
Jim with resigned patience. "Jobs is
hard to find nowadays?all I know is
drivin' a cab?an' these here darned
taxis" He had almost a philo-
sophic tone of resignation and meek-
ness.

Ken interrupted. "Here!" He
stooped and picked up the money he
had gotten for this man's daughter?
the hills he had dropped to the floor
in the emotion of learning that she
was Jim's daughter. He picked up
the roll of bills and held it out.

Jim- took it wondering?and slowly
counted it.

"Twenty-five dollars! Why! you
ain't a bad sort! Thank you." He
went slowly toward the door, revolv-
ing the whole matter in his sodden
old mind. Suddenly he stopped, took
off the old gray cap he had donned
preparatory to exit, and stood a mo-
ment twirling it in his hands?seek-,
ing for Some adequate expression of
a strange gratitude he felt.

"Sayl" he cried a bit huskily, at

last, ??you ain't a bad sort?you sure
aint! Go home, Kid!"

"No! No!" cried the boy from be-
hind hla barrier of trembling hands.

"HOME'S A SWELL. I'LACK, BOY!
YOU'LL KNOW IT WHEN YOU GET
OLD, LIKE ME, AND AIN'T GOT
ONE!"

And so goodbye to Jim! And so
goodbye to all the llotsam and Jetsam
of life?the men and women who, hav-
ing no ideals, have none to give their
children?who, making no home for
their children in their youth, are
given none by their children in old
age.

Kenneth sat alone, sunk in ills pos-
ture of helpless, hopeless weakness
and despair. The sunlight streamed
in his window ?the golden sunlight
of the high meridian ?of noon and
the high tide of life and day that
follows it. \

At last the boy raised his gray
young face from his hands. He looked
curiously ? inquiringly?at the sun-
light. His own life lay In gray
snadow?in black despair?and regret'
?but the sun went on shining.

deserted:

The dull curiosity and question re-
mained a moment longer on his face.
Then he looked about him. Deserted!
How tawdry the room in which he
sat ?how tawdry the causes that had
brought him here. His face hardened.
What was the use of thinking about
it all? "The moving finger writes?
and having writ?moves on. Nor all
your piety and wit shall lure it back
to cancel half a line?nor all your
tears wash out a word of it!"
Quaintly the old quatrain from the
verse of Omar the Tentniaker sang
its mournful cadence through his
brain. What was the use? he thought
again.

A deadly dbtermlnation came over
his face. His eyes took on a faraway
100k?a look of one who has no con-
cern with life?who sees some goal?-
beyqnd ?--beyond. And unless some
one who loved him truly and wisely
and well could banish that look it\i!
banish that look SOON, Kitty May's
revenge on the house of Nelson must
be so horrible that even she would
look on it in sorrow and terror and,
remorse.

At last the boy got up. On his face
the deadly determination deepened so
that the shadow of it must fall across
the mind of whoever beheld him. But
would any one come?in time?

He crossed over into his unkempt
bedroom, and came hack at last with
a writing case. He s.m a i the table
and began a letter. His pen trembled
.across the paper for a lew lines, lie

could not summon the strength or
the coherent thought to go on. He
crumpled the Sheet and threw It on
the floor.

He walked over to the window and
looked down?ll flights?there wa»
sunshine down there on the cold white
stone?he could almoMt nee?a black
thing lying huddled there?a stream
of red oozing, oozing?the hoy Mhnd-
dered back from the window and hi*
own horrible visaton as if Home power
to impel him lay la the frame of the
window.

Mot that way!
He came back and picked up the

phone.
"1171 Plaza. -' he said ?the Alpine

apitrtments?.his father. His mind
worked on remorselessly while the
operator was calling.

THE lIOTHKR'S A I'PMAR

"No! No! Wait! I don't want it?it
.istake?l don't want it!"

He put the phone flown?and
crossed slowly toward the door?at
the other side of the corridor lay

Kitty's room?perhaps that was the
place?the place?for doing it.

There was a knock at the door
toward which he was advancing with
slow, haunted footsteps. He stopped
with a frightened gasp, and stood
tense and quiet?listening.

The knock was repeated. He made
no noise?he scarcely dared to
breathe. A look of cunning crossed
his face. There was -a side door?he
could go down the hack corridor and
reach ?and reach Kitty's room. He
would do it that way; on tiptoe,
noiselessly he crept toward the door.
He reached it. turned the handle, took
one step out into the corridor.

The other door opened?and his
mother stood Just within his room.
She hesitated, frozen with a nameless
foreboding as she saw him.

The boy turned, looked at his
mother with a sort of wild shrewd-
ness, and came back as if nothing
unusual had happened.

"Did you knock?" she said idly.
"Kenneth! Mary pleaded so with

me?that I felt I must come at once!"

She stopped and looked around the
disordered room fearfully. This and
his manner: What, could it mean?

"What is it, Kenneth? Why do jrou
look like that? Where is?the
woman?"

"Gone! You ? will?be ? glad of
that!"

Something in his voice Impelled her
?frightened her?drew her! She came
forward toward him?toward the way.

ward son for whom sweet Mary Buck
had pleaded with the eloquence borit,
of her love, adding softness to her
igentle voice. Emily Nelson spoke
Itenderly now.

"Ken! Come home!"
The boy's voice seemed to come

back to her from far away.
?inn: *oi v RO9HO! I DON'T

think m>: ifretro btvbb n\n \
bomb?thiwgs might have been
i)ivi:i:i:h:\t: ivm <;oi\»; \ou?
good nv."

"Going where?"

Continued Tomorrow
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I There's expectancy and good cheer I
I in every cup of J


