THE SUNDAY OREGONIAN, PORTLAND, OCTOBER 1,

1922

£ S

I LITE Cureforachelors /zw%,fw@

———

Ploulcowliin? help [iking some peaple a7 ZorsZ sgphd”

OME marriages are (inevitable, some
aocidental, some so marvelously un-
expected that only a miracle surely

ean have ereated them, Of such a miracle
was the marriage of James Todhunter.
Not one of his Immedlits circle, a small
and perciplent circle, it may be sald, un-
derstood in the very least how It had
come about. Herp he was, the most con-
firmed, the most saturnine, the most re-
served of all bachelors, and there he was,
only a month later, engaged to a pretty
but silly young woman, and then a fort-
night after that married and done for.

It was not as though he were a chick-
en, being 43 years of age, long, tall, thin,
end black in appearance, with the heav-
lest of black mystaches and black, beet-
ling eyebrows that would have frightensd
most women out of their senses, and if
the black eyebrows hadn't done it his 1it-
erary repuiation certainly would, because
it's natural for any woman to s=uppose
that the author of books with such titles
as "The-Esoterie Tendency Toward Art in
the Barly Hebrews' and ‘“The Mathemat-
fcal Principles of Milton's Prosody,” and
“Aether and Ether; or Gas and Common
Banse™ (this last his only really frivolous
work), must be so clever and so superior
that mundane affairs like clothes and tea
parties should never enter his head at all

This was well enough for women whao
knew Todhunter oniy from a distance,
but it was surprising that his lifelong
friend Mallory, also a confirmed bachelor,
should be 20 deeply amaszed a2t this mar-
riage. It took Mallory off his feet and
laid him on his back and stamped upon
him. He was a [ittie, round, fat man with
rosy cheeks, very tempting to stamp
upeon, and as he explained to his Iriends
in his rather high, execited treble, *°I can't
understand it. It Isn’t as though she had
an idea In her head. No one knew better
than Todhunter the absurdity of getting
married. It must be witcherafl,"” It was
not, however, witchcraft, and the way
that it happened was this

One thing that very few peopla knew
about James Todhunter was that he was
exceedingly lomely., mand another thing
that nobody knew was that he was ex-
ceedingly shy. Every one of his triends
and ncquaintances would have roared
with laughter had you spoken of him as a
shy man, but, as iz =6 often the case, that
same brazen extorior, with its superecil-
fous gihnece from beneath the beetling
eyahrows; that rather lagy, drawling O,
do you think so?"—all this that locked
like conceit was In truth timidity. Very
tew suspected him of being a lonely man,
and yot they might hava done =0 had they
considered with any real sttention the

.
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large house looking on to Regents park
in which he llved In solitary graodeur
with a butler, a eook and a maild servant,
in whose sconfines he occasiopally gave
dreary little parties and in whosa library
he sat studying hour after hour, absorbed
in a way and yvet snddenly starting to con-
gclousness and wishing that ha had some-
body suddenly to come in and shout at®
him or clap him on the back.

On most afternoons he took his walk in
Regents park, viewing from an apparent-
1y supercilious distance the children play-
ing thelr games, the lovers exchanging
confidences, the unemployved discussing
wages in sinister twos and thress; the an-
imals on the Mapin terrzces looking up
to heaven and wondering when on earth
they would taste (reedom

One fine afternoon in May he sat down
on & seat under a tree, a long way from
anybody, and tried to puzzle out the in-
tricacies of a chapter of his book, *'The
Lake Poets and Natural Symbolism,”
which he was then writing.

It was just then that he perceived, not
very far from him, sprung aspparently
from nowhere and gazing at him with
nervous, eager apprehension, a little dog.

Todhunter could perceive that It was
in a state of great nervosness, that it was
i1l fed, and that it had tied to its stumpy
tail a dirty piece of string with s tin can
adhering thereto. The dog was saying, &s
plainly as a dog comid say, “'Please re-
lieve me of this horrible thing—take it
and throw it away so that I may never
see it again.” At the same time [t was
also saying, “Helleve me of it without
coming any closer to me, because I trust
no man and have the very best reasons in
the world for that misbelief.”

Todhunter looked as he always looked,
as though he had but just come out of a
tallor's show, his black clothes as stiff
and stern as though they wera a suit of
armor. He was, Indeed, sitting upright
on thes seat, more like a model from Mad-
ame Tussaud’s than snything else you
can imagine. Nevertheless, within this
iron exterior his heart waa soft and was
touched In spite of iteelf by the trembling
Image that logked at him with such be-
seoching eryes, but refused to move an
inch nearer to him.

Todhuntsr got up om his seat, took a
step forward, and the dog backed sway.
Irritated and determined now to achieve
his purpose. Todhunter moveéd resolutely
on, the dog resolutely back. Thera then
hegan a strange sort of game, the animal
moving round in a kind of circie. The
dog’s eyes never left Todhunter's face.
They weare appealing, miserable, sensi-
tive, starved, longing eyes, but they had
not in them an stom of trust in any hu-

man being in this world Todhunter then
had an inspiration, He went back to his
seat, took off his top hat, gnd put it down
on the grass in front of him. This action
alone showed what a long way his soul
bad progressed since he first sighted the
littie dog, as he was normally terrified of
sitting In the open without any covering
to his head, especially on a warm day
like this.

The dog saw the haf, so large and
black and strange, growing =apparently
straight out of the grass, something that
he had never seen before, something pos-
sibly that was good to eat. His puppy
spirit also, long defeated and stamped
upon, nevertheless “finally indestructible,
rose again within him. His euriosity be-
gan to get the better of him. He made &
lttle wriggle, expecting the strange black
thing to wriggle also, but when it did not
reply he was more Intrigued than ever.
He afdvanced a little, and so eager was his
excitement Lthat he naver noticed the rat-
tle of the can behind Bim. He put out a
paw and touched it. The surface was
strange, unlike anything that he had sver
known before. He bit the edge of It with
his testh and at that moment Todhunter
caught him by the seruff of his back and
took him on to his knee,

Todhunter clumaily untfed the can and
kicked it into limbo. Then he stroked the
dog, murmuring to it, trring to reassure
it. Gradually it tranqulllized, ita heart
beating with less and less fury, and even
at last it put out its tongue, licked Tod-
bunter's finger, and discovering therse, I
supposa, the essence of & soap new to its
canins axperience., began eagerly to de-
vour ths whole hand.

The feel of thar rough tongue was
something quite new to Todhunter. Very
saldom in his long life had any belngs,
human or otherwise, made to him phys-
ical demonstrations of affection. He was
desperately moved by the dog's advances,
stared ont across the grass in fropt of
him, feeling the warm body beneath his
hand. the little besting heart, realizing
more than ever before what impossibla
sticks the Lake poets were, how remots,
how absurd, how unworthy to lay toll
upon the time and intsiligencs of later
generations.

To eut a long story short, he started
homsward with the dog cresping at his
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heels. There was kindness benmeath those
eyebrows, tenderness in the stroke of that
hand, and the dog kmew it. So into 25
York terrace he crawled, siithered slong
the passage, and obscurad himsel! as
completely as possible beneath the um-
brella stand. There the evil glance of
Mordant, the butler, discoverad him.
Mordant was like 2 butler on the stage,
one of those large, stout, red-faced but-
lers wih immoblle countenance, mouth
sarcastically but discreetly shaped, and
beautiful eclothes, *“Get out, you var-
mint,” he murmurad toward the nmbrella
stand, thinking thsat the dog had erawled
in unnoticed from the street.

It was ono of the really awkward mo-
ments of Todhunter's life. 1 am afraid
that he feared Mordant. “it's all right."”
ha sald, stammering in spite of himsalf
and siruggiing to adopt that wolce that
he used when addressing giris' colleges
and meetings of the Geographical “so-
society. “1 broughd him in.”

“You, sir?" sald Mordant, staring

*“Yes, poor little beast. He hasn't had
anything to eat for days. [ found him
being teased by some boys. Give him
some food and a bath and then bring him
up to the Ubrary.”

“You're not,”” sald Mordant, "you're
pot intendlng, sir, theu, to keap him?™

**1 can say nothing about the fature”
said Todhunter, very haughtily. *““Please
do as I ask.™

He sat up then in his librarf wonder-
Ing whether the dog were being kindly
treated, and walting with an impatience
that surprised himself for the animal'sar-
rival. Nearly an hour later Mordant ap-
peared in jhe doorway with a white, shiv-
ering object In his arms, and, most aston-
Ishing of all things, a smile on his face,

“He's not a bad little animal, sir,™ sald
Mordant. "“Looks bhelter when he's
wrahed. Took to the cat in a surprising
way.” And he put him down on the floor
and retired, with great dignity and conde-
scension

The dog staggersd across the polished
boards of the library floor, stopping evary
once and agaln to give himself a shake, as
though he were trying to drive from his
system the extraordinary bathing experi-
ence that he had fust been through.

When he bhad staggered half way to-
wards his new master he saw the tasseled
end of the repe of the window curtain, a
deep and magunificent red, swaylng ever
50 slightly before him. He steadisd him-
self to watch this; he moved a few paces
towards It and stdadied himseilf again.
He then went down on his front paws, his
eyes slaring at it with utter absorption,

and there proceeded from somewhers in-
side his body a strange nolse like a kettle
just on ths baoil He advanced closar,
raised a paw, and pushed [t ever so
slightly. Than what his soul had longed
for, but scarcely dsred to expect, oc-
curraed. The rope swung. He hit it again.
It swung more violently, With excited
rumblings he was at it and upon it, catch-
ing it between his teeth, worrying it, pull-
ing it, letting it go again, tumbling, in
his oagerness, oa_  his head, puliing
himsalf again, rolling onece, when he
missed it altogether, over on to his
back, and then suddenly pausing, sit-
ting down on his haunches and looking
up &t Todhuntsr with eyes that wers
bright with happiness, a body quivering
with excitement. From that momeni he
may be said to have been firmly estab-
lisked fn the Todhunter household.

He was christened with the common-
place named of Bob, becauss Todhunter,
with all hi=z knowledge and eruditiom,
could think of nothing beiter. He de-
voted himself completely to his master,
following him about whenever he was in
the house, refusing to have his meal mny-
whers but i Todhunter’s presence, and
sleeping on the end of Todhunter's bed.
He very quickly acclimatized himself to
the ways of the house, was no troubls to
anybody, and the ¢ook would have en-
gnared him body snd soul and turned him
into the merest kitchen dog (an ambition
that every eoock In the world most unfor-
tunately possesses) had not his loyal soul
been capable of only one attachment st a
time.

Then came the great day which was fo
change Todhunter's life. There arrived
an aflernoon, fine, warm snd baautiful,
whan Todhunter thought he would like a
etroll |m the park. The dog, aa was his
habit, pressnted himself in the hall, wag-
Ing his iail in a frenzy, his eyes ralsed
passionately to his master’s fece, his
whole hody one throbbing sppeal. Tod-
bhunter ylelded, took the lead which Mor-
dant had purchased, and strode off, the
dog at his heels. They went up into the
Inner cirele, passed the Botanfcal Gar-
dens, through thg lttle gate, over the
rallings, on to the great sweep of green
that faces the Zoo.

Today this green was coversd with
families, bables and crickefars. It was

early In June, and everybody who conld
was playing a ball game of one sort or
another, from the very clegant teams In
white flannel who were playing like aris-
torcats, with a Iarge crowd watching
them, to four small hoys who had a stick
and an old tattered ball and spent their
time delightedly screaming the one at the
other.

Now how -should Todhunler bave
known that to this purticular dog any-
thing in the shape of a ball was like drink
to a drunkard, opium to n Chinaman, and
a hat shop to a woman? At Bnee ha was
off, his tail up, his legs scuttling bhehind
him, his nose in the alr. First, he made
for twp nursemaids and some babies, but
here the ball was too large for him to se-
cure it with his teeth, so hes merely
wagged hia tall at them and scuttled
across to three little girls who had a ten-
nis ball that they were throwing very in-
accurately the one to the other.

The moment he had it in his mouth he
was off again and all the three little girla
gnt up 4 how! that could surely have baen
heard from one¢ end of the park to the
other, and that brought two stout, per-
spiring women hastily to the rescue. Tod-
huntsr reached them just as they were
looking angrily around for some one to
abuse. 1 do beg your pardon,'” he began,
quite breathless with his hurry (he was,
of course,not 1o the very best condition),
“my little dog I assure you I didn't
intend nobody knew .

They were malllfied by his obvious agi-
tation. The dog was rescued and bhrought
back, the tennis ball, punctured In sev-
eral places, dragged from i(ts mouth, some
money offered to pay for the ball and
haughtily rejected, and by the time this
was just coming to an honorable but
somewhat awkward conclusion, the dog
was off again, this time plunging into the
middle of the elegant cricket match,
where two men were running for their
lives between the wickets. Todbhanter
had Just Ume to see tha dog run gayly
with them, bolt inte the wickets and
knock off the bales, leap delightedly upon
a stout and indignant umpire, and then
run after the ericket ball, which had been
flung too far by one fielder, rush at Is as
though it wers a live thing, push it with
his feot and then go for the legs of the
flelder who pleked it up.

There followed them an enchanting
half hour, enchanting, that was, for the
onlookers, but not exzaectly so for the un-
fortunate man in a top hat and a tail coat
who, trying to catech the dog, lnevitably
just missed him and was, as all the de-
lighted obssrvers agreed, a most ludl-
erous and helpless figure. Evaryone
watched, applauded, shouted, Iaughed
and incited the animal to further ex-
ploits. The dog had never known such a
balf hour before and will pretty certainly
never know such & half bour again.
When at Iast he was canght by a stout
woman attended by a large crowd of chil-
dren, nursemalds and small boys, Tod-
hunter was a wreck of heat and =agita-
tion.

“Poor little thing.,"” said the woman,
concernedly. “Must have a littls bit of
fun at times.""

Thera [ollowed thén the agitating busi-
ness of trying to fasten the lead on to his
collar. The clasp was a new one and very
stiff. The dog wriggled into every shape
and size, and fAnally the really remark-
sbhle vision was offered to an admiring
world of the suthor of “The Laks Poets
and Natural Symboliam' kneeling in the
middle of Regents park, his hat off, his
tie waving in the wind, his face crimson,
trying to attach a very amall dog and a
iong piece of leaher whils a continually
increasing crowd laughed, admired and
expostulated.

The scene might have continuad for a
long time had not.a goft volee been heard
to say, “Perhaps [ can do it for you,” and
Todhuanter, looking up, beheld two of the
loveliest eyes and ome of the prettiest
mouths in the world, set In a pattern of
pink and white against the bluest of
skies. A young lady bent towards him
For a moment his hand tounched hers. In
another second the lead was sdjusted;
for the general publle the game was over,
but for Todhunter it had only just begun

It was that evening, in solitude In his
own hotse, that showed Todhuntar what
he had really hecome. He, n settled and
molidifiecd bachelor, who had escaped the
dangerous age, had decided quite finally
that women were nothing to him, now he
eat in his large, c¢hilly library and elghed
and even groaned and flung the poet lau-
reate’'s erudite work on Milton's prosody
from one end af the llbrary to the other
He behaved, 1 am sorry to say, Hike a
maudlin sentimentalist over the dog. He
fondled him, caressad him, tickled his
ears, muitered absurd things into his
mouth, and flnally let him sleep on his
lap, sitting thers staring in front of him
till every bone in hiz body nched, but he
would not wake the animal, that little
messanger of Jove, that little evoker of
the goddess, that canina symbol of Cupld.

It was undoubtedly the dog's best eve-
pning. There never was, thera probably
never will be again, such o sentimentalist
as that dog. Yt was not the dog's fault.
He had besn created asentimentallst. The
one thing in life that he wanted was to
be loved and caressad, and it was tha one
thing In life that hitherto he had not ob-
tained. Unlike most dogs, his stomach
was nothing to hiaz heart, and hp would
desert any bone for a caress. Not that
with all this he was entirely soft. He had
the fighting guality, he had h!s dislikes
and showed them, dut when he loved he
loved with all his heart!

On that great evening he just gave
himself up completely to his master, and
how was he to tell that It was not of him
that his master wus thinking, but of
something quite different, something far
mors dangerous? It was well that he
made the most of that evening; so far as
Todhunter was concerned, It was the
dog’s last, because om the next day, an-
other lovely afternoon of sun and color
snd scented leaves, the goddesss waa
evoked, steppad forth from the bushes,

gave a litile stariied amile of recagnition

when Todhunter raised his hat mald,
“Why, thera's the dear little dog,” en-
tered Into conversatfon about dogs In

general and of what particalar hreed this
dog In the majority was, passed from that
ta remarks ahout the weather, how badly
rain was needed, from thence (o how the
weathor always broke whan she took her
boliday, and it was & ahame, heosusn she
loved tennis so, and from that to why In
general things were nover quite as yom
wouid have them to be. and she supposed
that it was bocanse It wouldn't be good
for people’s characters If they were, and
from that agaln to character and disel-
pline, and finally the utap townrds
how you couldn't help liking same people
at first sight, and she really didn*t know
why It was so, and she supponed [t was
foolish to go so often on frsl improssions
as shd did, but that opa way and another
she had nevar been deceived, although
her mother kapt on saying to har, "'Look
out, Dulele, you'll be taken o one day,’
hut up to now shp hadn't boen

Here two things add to the develop-
ment of my story. One was sntrance of
Mnllory, the bachelor friend of Tod-
hunter. The othar was the beginning of
the tragedy of the dogm.

It is dificult, of courss, to know exact-
ly what goes on in a dog's mind, but wes
may suppose, without venturing Into the
realms of psycho-analysis or (reading on
Dr. Jung's German toes, that that eve-
ning made glorious by the caresses of his
master hagd roused In him highest hopes
of a splendid and slobbary future. In
truth it was at that very moment that his
decline In his master’s affections hagan

He could not understand it.- The little
jokes thaut had besn so reasdily acoepted
only the week before wers now not no-
ticed nt all, and one whon with true un-
selfish disinterestedness he sprang up on
the young Indy and tried to embrace her,
he was violently rebuked by his master,
who told him not to be a nulsance and
ordered Mordant to take him down to the
basement. He waa very unhappy

The person who was unhappy was
Michaal Mallory. For years and years
Mallory and Todhunter had beén bach-
alors together. Mallory, having, after be-
ing twice rejocted, flung women over the
wall aa being unworthy of further attan-
tion and took it for granted Todhuntor
had done the same. This sudden appear-
ance of a young woman in a cherry-eol.
orsd dress, with her silly, simpering emils
and her way of looking at him when he
was present as though she wished he
would go away, and would tell him #o as
soon as she was more safaly entrenched
in Todhunter's affections, infuriated him

Mallory was lonely as he had never
heen lonely before. He sat in the Ubrary
with wvery much the same look on his
round, chubby face that the dog wans
wearing down In the basement If Tod-
hunter desertad him he did not know
what he would do.

Finally, with a deep breath llka one
caming up from a deep dive far below the
salty sea, he ojaculnted, "Anyway, Jim,
it's good to think that you'rs too old for
such silly things as matrimony.” Sur-
priaing, indead. then, to see Todhuater's
snger, hin eyabrows shoot out as though
liké Mr. Tate’'s mustache, thay wera fixed
on with elastie: “"What do you mean?" he
eried. “"Too old? I'm not too old at all
"1l show you whether I'm too old,” which
he did by proposing that same evening
and being Instantly, even greedily, ac-
cepted.

if the dog's fate balore the engagement
had been z sad one, it was nothing to
what it was afterwards. He was now en-
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tirely neglected. it was declded that the
weodding should be wmoon and thst |t
should bas rather a smart wedding Minn
Dulecie Finkerton, thé young lady, had

reached just thdt age when her "Wmmen
frionds were heginning to say, “"Peor Dul-
cie, she'll never be married now,' so that
she was determined to Invite them all
and tp have the finest ceremony posallie
Todhunter was in that dasperate state
when he agreed (o sverything. He was (o
wake up just & year toa iate to wonder
why he did the things he did
fhe dog sal in the basement
desperate did things become that his meal
and he wan

and so

was occasionally forgotten

forced to eat the cat's. His heart was
broken. He would have preferred In
finitaly to return to the days of the rin

can and the jeering boys, when he had no
illusions as to love, when he know axactly
where he wan

The wedding was over, the guesis wars
at the house, Todbunter and his Dulcle
had stood In the middle of the room re-

ceiving endless superficinl congratule-
tions from supercillons guests, The mo-
ment had e¢ome when the happy man

must go up and change his clothes for
the journey. Outside In Lthe hall there
weare two figures. In the middle of the
bail, stout, chubby, and miserahle, was
Mallory, staring desolately in froat of
him. In the middie of the stalrway, look-
ing absurd with n plece of ribhon round
his neck, was the dog., also staring in
front of him, hoping against hope for &
kind work, a pat of the hand, something
from somebody. “Hullo, Jim,"” sald Mal-
fory. *"Haullo, old man,” said Todhnater.
“I must hurry up and gat changed. Wae're
off in a quarter of an hour.”

Mallory walted for Todbhuntar 1o say
something of the more tehder sort, but it
is the first duty of the Duleles of this
world to slaughter the pre-matrimonial
friends. She had slready hinted to her
dear James that Mr. Mallory was really
the swestest of men, but he was just a
wee bit tiresome with his silly old stories
over and over sgain and she wasn't sure
whether he wers quite so loyal to her
dear James as her dear Jamea thought
him.

Mallory caught the eye of the dog. “1
say, Jim,” he suddenly said. ‘“"Hulle,
what is 117" sald Todhunter, turning st
the foot of the stalrs

“Wasn't it through that dog.” Mallory
sald, “that you mat your wife?"

*Why, ves, It was.” sald Todhnntar,

(Copeiudead on Fegs 0.)




