@ Santa Dominica. He was a short, thick-set chap,
With yvigorous tawny hair and an energy that the
tlimate had been unable to quell; he was as dis-
twrbing to our aristocratic calm as a bumblebee in a
Mosquito net. The dream of his life was to make
US a second Los Angeles, while it was the dream of
ours to stay just as we were, and preserve the
drowsy charm of our old Mexican city. He was in
the real estate business, and would have been 1n oil,
100, had we allowed him to disfigure the beach with
detricks, which we wouldn’t.

BLL, there he was, in a highly wrought-up
condition, demanding sympathy and assist-

ance. What was he to do? Great Heaven, what
Was he to do? He had come straight to me as the
One berson, et cetera—here was Elinor’s letter dis-
WMissing him, A letter—! And that with a house
bought ang furnished, and the date set for the wed-
ding! Cryel? Why, it was in-
‘redible! They had spirited
her away; she had been forced
0 write it under compulsion; SR
the old lady had never thought
M good enough for Hlinor,
d was now in cahoots with

that black scounarel to break —_—

I off. What about breaking == r”
him? Taking him by the scuff ” ==

Of the neck, and—— 4

1 smoothed Fred down, gave

M a cigar, and told him | '

Senially that he was a darned
%L To tar and feather the
PrODhet, or make a martyr of
fim In some other ignominious
ashion, struck me as most un-
Wige, Indirectly it would be
8 insult to Wlinor and her
Wother, and the worse he lam-
az:‘l’ted the Hindoo the angrier
fo More resentful they would
w:L After all, what was
. ted was not revenge, but to
thn the girl back. Impugning
ti: old lady’s sanity or institu-
by 8 hatbeas corpus proceedings
Sre the suggestions of a luna-
w:{ [ told Fred that the right
% Y to deal with a prophet was
8ive him rope, lots of rope—
Wileg,
uI)I;'Pl’lex'(-:'l-l be a row in that
3 Cr plane before long,” I an-
L ‘lmced. “Prophets don’t last, =
“o:*l-St modern ones don’t, and A =
e or Jater there will be a
diam‘cﬁmmlca.tion, or a missing
w!'onond stud, or something
£ & with the cash box—and
down they’ll all come like
“O0le in 5 bugted airship.”
e n“é What am I to do in the
“pm me?f’ groaned Fred.
vemorget it,” I replied, in the
Acular, “That’s the basis
fob:;lt llﬂlilosophy, ancient, modern, and to come—
Your t. Hustle on your own low-down plane; exert
: ietXufberant talents in getting folks to buy lots;
“yo from me that it will all come right.”
d‘lhio:. Séem mighty sure about it,” said Fred,
g :IY- “Anybody can see that you aren’t en-
an tho 2 New Religionist.” He lapsed into gloom,
nghten asked, somewhat at random, whether I
“Ig . - feathers would stick to crude petroleum.
0 easy to get crude petroleum,” he said.

N

ke
‘EA&IER than driving any sense into your silly
3 si’?ean” I exclaimed, out of all patience. “Here
Sty Uation of great delicacy and complexity, a
r%ohon Sf:reamjng for tact, and you propose to
in are it like a wounded bull. When you are snort-
flagg ;l;nd the arena, stuck all over with little red
of tr}umth Mr. Matador Ram, B.A., uttering shouts

Dery DSiDh and a delighted audience whooping, then
4 4. YOl wish you had listened to muh!”

F°’1t like your slangy way of putting things,”
bejp, % “I am bad enough cut up already without
ust o Made a joke of. If you can’t help a fellow,

| p, 5% and let it go at that.”

gt . YOU who won’t be helped!” I cried. “Now

‘i aDDle Women are always dazzled by renunciation;

u!ere'g 2ls to something in them that we don’t have;

LTS 8h;;“tnluh&treak in all of them, an innate love of
.301-? brags > A bare boards and half a slice of bread
thegy :“k{ast, If only you can persuade them it’s for
:f*dv% DPiritua) welfare. You never hear a prophet
: B8 a full dinner pail or pate de foie gras
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and champagne. He lifts his emaciated hand, and
says, ‘My daughter, you must sacrifice evéryihin-g!'
If he didn’t, he’d never get the women! Elinor at
first will be very happy up there; the pathos of
eternal separation from you will make her deliciously
wretched; then she’ll begin to get bored and mopy
and cross and snappish, and they’ll find her peeping
over the edge, and wondering what you are doing.”

Fred sighed heavily. I really felt very sorry for
Fred. It was such a commonplace little romance,
his and Elinor’s. Rising young real estate man, fluffy
blonde of twenty, general conspiracy to throw them
together, dinners and dances to help it along, pro-
posal on moonlight picnic with everyone in the secret,
modest house with garage on De La Guerra Street,
bell of roses and Episcopalian clergyman, honeymoon
at Del Monte, steady advance in acre property and
resultant prosperity, two tots and a Japanese rurse—
it all seemed as inevitable as death or taxes.

And

i ————

“Fred’s face was beaming from ear to ear; he hugged me like a bear.”

now it was all knocked higher than a kite.
poor Fred was entitied to sigh.

“It’s been a wonderful comfort to talk to you about
it,” he said. “Yes, a wonderful comfort. A fellow
can’t travel far without hope, and I was about all
out of mine till you gingered me up. My only idea
was to lick the stuffing out of the Hindoo, but you
have decided me to leave him alone and wait. Though
I hardly know how I am going to do it; waiting is
the worst thing I do; it's awful just sitting around
and waiting.”

“You needn’t stop work,” I observed. “Of course,
you must work. Work is the universal panacea.
If it wasn’t for work the gutters would be running
with blood, and the majority of the human tamily
would be in jail. No, you go out and boom for all
you're worth; sing your glad song of climate and
opportunity; talk of the profitable orange and the
generous beet, and of agricultural gold mines await-
ing the tickle of the hoe. Take the enchanted East-
erner by the ear, and hold him tight till you’ve got
his wad. Work, my boy, work—and leave the rest
to Time.”

Fred brightened visibly at the idea. While his
fiancee had fallen under the spell of one prophet,
here was he surrendering to another! His faith, his
acquiescence were immensely flattering. It put me
into quite a glow about him—good old Fred. He
asked me, with a naive new belief in my omnipotence,
for the probable date of Elinor’s disillusionment. I
answered two months, not caring to shake my posi-
tion by any appearance of haziness. Well, why not?

I zuess
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A raft of things could happen in two months, and
he wouldn’t be likely to blame me if the young lady
climbed down a little before schedule. But what it
it were the other way around? Well, life is all risk,
especially for prophets.

ATER on I wished I had kept my good advice
for myself, instead of getting excited and
wasting it on Fred. Fred ought to have been a curb-
stone Socialist, he had such a talent for invective.
When the two months had expired and there was
still no Elinor, he boomeranged back to me with
blood in his eye. If I had been a wicked railroad,
side-tracking a shipment of fresh apricots in Death
Valley, he couldn’t have gone for me any worse.

Busybody and meddler were the mildest of his
expressions. Hadn’t I spoiled everything by my
damned officiousness? Wasn’t Ram now so securely
intrenched, bodyguarded, live-wired and burglar-
belled that personal violence
was almost out of the question?
And how else was the rascally
charlatan to be got rid of? Say,
was I prepared to join a smail
desperate party with masks
and blackjacks? What, cer-
tainly I wasn’t? Then 1 was
not only a double-dyed jackass,
but a coward, too!

The new religion was belying
all anticipations, and putting
other wiseacres than myself to
shame. Its adherents had
doubled, and it seemed to be
meeting a long-felt want. From
what one heard it seemed just
N the thing for dyspeptic people,
with large fixed incomes, who
were tired of didlemess and
bridge.

In a most interesting talk I

had with Miss - Gibbs, the
sprightliest of old maids, and
an ex-convert, who had broken
away to have an ulcerated
tooth seen to (not being satis-
fied with the new religion’s
treatment)—in that delightful
talk with Miss Gibbs I was
struck by her unshaken beliet
in the Prophet’s sincerity.
2 “He’s a dear, good man,” she
said, “and oh, so kind and
gentle and saintly that it ought
to be true, even if it isn’t. He
says he is perfect, and really,
do you know, he is. No, I
haven’t a word to say against
the Purple Brother, as we call
him. It was that horrible get-
ting up at dawn, and the
monotony of the diet, and
having nothing to read, nor any
gossip or news, that brought
me back. I wasn’t good enough,
too earthy, you know. I missed
my home comforts and the Country Club and my
breakfast on a tray, and when it came to needing
a dentist and being oomed over instead, I just quit.
Secrets? Oh, they’re safe enough in my keeping!
I’m not a renegade, only a backslider.”

“And Elinor?” I inquired. “Tell me about Elinor
Wentworth.”

Miss Gibbs’ faded eyes flashed.

“That’s where I fell out with the whole crowd,”
she exclaimed. “It was a shame to make her break
it off with Fred McCall, and spoil her life. She’s
simply pining away, poor baby, and moons about
like a ghost. But what can one do? The old lady
is such a domineering old thing that Elinor has about
as much chance as a kitten tied up in a gunny sack.”

“Too bad, too bad!” I observed.

o h

¢ JUST rotten,” replied Miss Gibbs, with spirit.
“There ought to be an age-limit for New Re-
ligionists, the same as there is for minors in saioons,
nobody allowed under twenty-five, you know, and
arrested if they are found on the premises.”
“It’s a pretty black look-out for Fred, isn’t it?”
I said.

“What a man’s way of looking at it,” she re-
turned, indignantly. ‘‘Fred will still be Fred when
Elinor is lying in her poor little grave; just as

boomy and hustling and get-there, when she’ll be a
patch of daisies. It’s Elinor’s side of it that’s the
tragedy.”

I accepted the report with humility; one has to

admit the pre-eminence of women in sentiment; im




