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Ogden’s face hardemned. a trifle. Just for the in-
stant "it struck himr -as a shame that these rich plea-
surg-seckers could' not leave his poor little party of
"palients to enjoy ih.ir day in peace. ‘Still, it was
impossible " to refuse the request, especially as the Sac-
hem Harbor Yachf Club was only.ilen miles to the
westward and divectly in his course, i ,
© fVery well,! he replied, a bit stifly, ¢ Shall T’
send- a boat?? ~ T ¥ —

‘No, we'll taKe one!of purs.’
. ‘Call away the cutter® -

‘ A~w-a~y, citier !’ sang the mate, and the smart
sailors sprang to the boatlalls. A few moments later
the -deep-laden cutier shot aiongside the Lotus, and a
gaily chaticring - party-ifiled up- the little accommoda-
tion ladder. ’ } ; -~

The newcomers proceeded to distribute themselves
aliout the decks. of “the little yacht, some glancing
curjously at the ralheid odd-locking .group of people
upder the afier awningi TFor Ogden himseM there exis-
ted absolutely no doubt as to the ethics of the situa-
tion. The pationts were his invited guests, amd as
such were the peets of any-who chose of their own.
accord to make use of his vessel. While the numbers
made a general introdfiction uncalled-for, he would not
hesitale 1o present a.njf individuai of either set whao
happened to become afjacem, .

He saw at once .ithal .the party which had just
boarded his yacht was 1he one ‘arranged by Gladys
Harte, and for the enterlainment of which she had
asked him Jfor the Ldtus. He could easily gness that
ihe girl hersell had tehemently opposed’ the tranship-

but had doubtless been overruled by the others.

He wheeled abouf -

ping
She flushed a.ngrilir as her eyes fell upon Ogden,
who was standing by the head of the ladder to re-

ceive his self-invited guests. -

‘1 am sorry that/we were oblied to inconvenicnee
you,” she said coldly, at the same time unable Lo avoid
a curious glance lowdrd the people aft. .

‘I am sorry thaliyou should feel so ahout it,” he
replied evenly, stepping aside to let her pass. '

‘ Great luck, Ogden—calching you™ just as wedid t '’
exclaimed a hearty voice, and he turned to face the,
Commopdore. * Might have drifted around here all night.”
Il\{e glm,u:ccl aft. ' Who are your friends? Anybody I
inow ? : ! B - - i

“1 fancy not, . uncle,” replied Ogden, dryly.

£ ’I‘he_y_
are patients of mine whom

I have asked for a day's

sail,’ - .

"¢ By George, that's clever of you, ¢h, commo-
dote 7' commented a rather adipese man standing hy
the rail. ‘ Nothing like a steam yacht.to drum up

practice ! I wonder thal more strugpling FOoung prac- -
titioners don’t use them)’

‘* Why, vou see, Bentley, replied Ogden, * pills don’t
bring as big a profit s soap. Besides,” he pursued
thoughifully,  *drumming ise't included in the early
stages of a medical education.’ '

Mr. Bentley laughed wilh a slight effort and walked.
forward, The commodore whistled softly under his
breath. ' v

*By the—I say, you pgot him with both harrels
that time, Ogden. Don't vou think you hove it in a
little solid 77 ) : J

* Gh, no, he's fairly, thick in ihe pell! Besides, .
why can't he mind his .own business ? Helle, Van:
Beuren ! ' he called genially to a pleasant-faced young
. tellow who was walking. past. - -

* Hello, doctor !I' 1 say, doctor, wheo's that pretty;
woman talking to the litile Frenchman ? Introduce me, ..
will you *? . T

‘¢ Ceriainly.’ Ogden 1ed him afl.

. Mrs. Morell, let me present Mr. Van Beuren,’ he-
said quielly, adding, * M.’ Lajoux, Mr. Beniley,’ _k

Ogden saw the color stealing into the woman's
face, as did also Van ‘Beuren, who, a trifle puzzled,
opened tihe conversabion | casually. Ogden paused 1o -
speak to the litile shopgirls, who were stealing ad-
miring  glances at the women from the schooner. Ag
he strolled forward aczain he observed ihat {he genial
commodore had entered into conversation with the miner
and Major Harris. \ -
© ‘Dr. Moore! ' called a preily woman with kind
eyes and a wide, generous moubh. Ogden ‘recognised-
her as a young widow who was rather celebrated aboutl
the Yacht Club for her harmless gaities. <]

‘ Who is that stunningilooking young man with the
eyes ? ° she whispered, R L
. “He is an Armenian, Mrs. Townsend., He is study-
ing law in New York,' - '

‘Oh, do bring him--here.

. Omden walked over Lo the
his mission.

¥ want to talk to-him.’
Armenian and told him
The young man was delighted.

Leaving them, Ogden walked forward and lit a eig:

arefte. Belore he had heen there long Gladvs swept -
past him, her face erimson. He caught .the angry |
flash from her eyes and ab the same time noticed

that her youthful escorl” wore an expression of horror
and amazement,

. hatan Club t 7’

" cies,” she retorted.

- back towards the eclub.

‘I say, Dr. DMoore,” exclaimed Lhe young man, ‘can
I speak 10 you a incmenb? Do you .know what
t-hat) Armenian chap talking to Mrs. Townsend really
is ? : . . - ’
I think so,” said Ogden. -
. Well, I'll bel you don’t! Ile's.a valel in. the Pow-,
Ogden's straight éyebrows came together and  his
cold gray eyes: grew stony. C
- ‘Do you know what clse he ig? '
¢ What 7 - . .
‘He's a guest aboard my yaehl, and as such is
not open to criticism.? A
The young man- drew back ‘a trifle, and
came to his rescue. oo '
‘ That appears 10 cover a multitude of delinguen-
‘! One of the¢-young ladies in pink
sold me several yards of silk {he other day at

Terne's.~ _ N .
1 fail fo sce liat that is anything

he ')asked_ .

Gladys

* Indeed ?
against her.’ ) . |

“If you must favile valels and shop-giris and peo~
ple like the woman with the dyed hair, ‘I should
Lhink that al leasl you night vefrain from introducing
“them promiscuously to your iriends,’ said the girl in a
low voice.

S Pardon me, buet I have not introduced any of
your parly o my guests wilhout being requested to..
do so0. Also pennitﬁme lo poiut out the fact-. that I
had invited- these plople Wwhom you find aboard, where-
as, if- I must say it, tho rést “of you have _invited
yourselves t 7 - e
© Gladys’ face pdled with anger:-

‘ Will"you be so good as Lo put us
asked in a voice {hat choked 3 1rifle. . .

-¢ Immediately, Theré is the Yacki Club right
-alead. ~ Ogden bowed “and Wwalked away. Before hé had
taken a dozen steps be felt a %and lajd on his shoul-
der, and, {urning sharply, saw Vanp Beuren. .

-* Before I go ashore, doctor,” hé said, * I want to tell
you that I think you are a brick !’ Lajoux has .- given
yvou dead away. 1 am going to find Something =~ for
that little chap. We can always use an alert French-
man in our exporling business >~ He held oul his hand,
-which Qgden {ock. .- L

Mrs, Townsend paused for an -fislant-as she was ab-
outt to descenrd andhéld oit Ler hand to* Ogdén,- who
was slanding by the rail - L~ I

‘Mr. Yarosian has lold me all about himsell "—ghe
paused, and at the scitening of her voiee and éyes,
Gladys, whom she was delaying, gazed at her in surprise
—* and about you,’ she’added. ‘I am going to do some-
thing for him this winter. He is too bright- to press
clothes—and 1 think that you are a dear 17?7 she added

ashore 7’ she

impulsively and hurried down the-sleps; a suspicious
moisture in her sweel cyes.
Gladys® face looked

mystided as she followed ter.
into ihe wailing launch. ’ , -

. b

Dr. Cgden Moore, from his seat upon.the  "broad
rail of the verandah, had walched the upwatd course,
of the mid-summer -moon, ignoring the potent. summons
of a pair of big Llue e)es which-any times 1hat éven-
ing had sent their - pleading message. - -

‘ Ogden,’ said a soft ~voice at his shoulder, a voice
that heid ihe faintest suspicion ol a guaver. He arcse
guickly to his “feetl. - . . -

‘ Yes, Gladys.’ ) .

‘ Ogden~I wish to have a talk with you. A certain
pleading accenl of 1he voice belied its dignity., . * Come
down to the summer house, where we will not be dis-
turbed. - T o

Side bv side, yob separated by aw infinite distance,
they passed across the dewy lawn., At ihe entrance to
the bower the girl turned fo him swddenly and raised
her wisiful face. - :

' Omden,*can you forgive me ? ’ Her . voioce contained a
passionale appeal. Ife looked at her thoughifully., - -

"I'm afrajd not, Gladys,” he answered ir_n a lone of
deep “regref, co-

* Why not ?-° she demanded, almost fiercely, |
. ' Because—you see, you insulted my guesis; not open-
iy, 10 be sure, but ihrough me." | , * .

T did not under=

- But I did mot kpow that, Ogden.. g
stand. I thought thal your climic people’ -were very
poor, destitute.’ . . .
+ wix® They are. Tt doubt if ithe dozen people that you saw
would be able Lo raise ffly dollars alfogether.” .
‘Then you won'l—forgive=me—Ogden 7" It was "the
fainiest - whisper, -~ '
‘1 am very sorty——'lle began coldly, then paused,
finding the words difiicull. . . .
Gladys turned slowly [rom him and started to walk
" Gladys !’ Tle reached her side in ohe swift stride.
' Oh, Ogden—" she sobbed. . .
* Hush, darling ! Of course I'll forgive you.’



