
Isay, Dr. Moore,' exclaimed the young man, 'canI speak to you a moment ? Do you -know whatthat Armenian chap talking to Mrs. -Townsend " really
is ?

' - , . .- ■ '*'
I think so,' said Ogden.. 'Well, I'll bet you don't ! He's a valet in.thePow~

llatan Club !
' . " ■ ' " ■ "- ""

Ogden's straight eyebrows came together and hiscold gray eyes-, grew stony.- ... ,'
Do you know what else he is ?

'
he asked.'

What ? ' ■ -.'
He's a guest aboard my .yacht, and as such isnot open to criticism.'

The young man- drew back a trifle, and
'

Gladys
came to his rescue. .*

-'
That appears' to cover a multitude of delinquen-cies,' she. retorted. 'One of the' young

"
ladies in pinlc

sold me several yards of silk the other day atTerne's.-'
Indeed ? I fail to see that that is "anything

against her.1'
If you must invite valets and shop-girls and peo-ple like the woman with the dyed hair, Ishouldthink that at least you might refrain from introducingthem promiscuously to your friends,' said the girl in alow voice.

.' Pardon me, but Ihave not introduced any ofyour party to my_ guests without being requested todo so. Also permit vme to point out the fact- that Ihad invited
-

these people whomyou find" aboard', where-as, if- Imust say it, the rest of you have invitedyourselves !
'

__" -""/,-
Gladys' face paled with anger:- ' - " " -f'
Will"you be so good as to put us- ashore ?

'
sheasKed in a voice that choked a trifle.'

Immediately. There is the Yacht Club right
-ahead. Ogden bowed s and" walked away. Beforehe hadtaken a dozen steps he felt a hand laid onhis shoul-der, and, turning sharply, saw Van Beuren.-'Before Igo ashore, doctor,' "he said, "'

Iwant to tellyou that Ithink you are a brick.!' Lajoux has.- givenyou dead away. 1 am going to find something forthat little chap. We can always use an alert French-^man in our exporting business.X-He held outhis hand-which Ogden took.
Mrs". Townsend paused for an "instant-as she was ab-out" to descend aud'Jieldout "her 'hand-- to"1Og-den,- whowas standing by the rail. ■ '^'
Mr. Yarosran has told me all about himself '—shepaused, and at the softening of her voice and eyesGladys, whom she was delaying, gazed at. her in surprise— '

and about you,' she'added. '
Iam- going to do some-thing for him this winter. He "is too bright- to pressclothes— and I think that you are a dear !"' she addedimpulsively and hurried down the1-steps/ a suspicious,

moisture in her sweet eyes.
Gladys' face looked mystified as she followed her.into the waiting launch.

_ *
Dr. Ggden Moore, from his seat upon, thg./broad

~

rail of the verandah, had watched the upward courseof the mid-summer-moon, ignoring the"potent summonsof a pair of- big_blue ejes which-many times thateven-ing had sent their-
"
pleading message. " "~ .'Ogden,' said a soft --voice at his shoulder, a voicethat held the faintest suspicion of a quaver. He arose

qifickly to his feet.
' . .' .'Yes, Gladys.''

Ogden,*lwish to have a talk with you.. A certain
pleading accent of ,the voice belied its dignity. . 'Come
down to the summer house, where we

"
will not bedis-

turbed.
-

Side by side, yet separated" by anj infinite distance,
they passed across the dewy lawn. "At theentrance toIhe bower" the girl turned to him suddenly and raisedher wistful face.

1Ogden.'can you forgive me?
'

Her.voice.contained apassionate appeal. He looked at her thoughtfully. -. "'
I'm afraid not, Gladys,' he answered in a tone of

deep "regret. .* -'
Why not?-' she demanded, almost fiercely.'
Because— you see,_you insulted my guests ;not open-

ly, to be sure, but through me.' *
■IBut Ididmot know that, Ogden. Idid notunder-stand. Ithought that your clinic;people' -were very

poor, destitute.'
' .. wJS'' They are. I-doubt if the dozen people thatyou saw

would be able to raise fifty dollars altogether.' ._
'Then you won't— forgive^-me— Ogden ?'" It was;Vthe"

faintest
- whisper.'

Iam very sorry——' he began coldly, thenpaused,
finding the words difficult.

Gladys turned slowly from him and started to walk
back towards the club. .. ' ' "-'Gladys !

' He reached her side inone swift stride.'Oh, Offden
'"she sobbed.

1Hush, darling ! Of course I'll forgive you.'

Ogden's face hardened, a trifle. Just for the in-stant -it struck him- as a shame that these rich plea-
sure-seekers could1 not leave his poor little party of
patients to enjoy thar day in peace. 'Still, it was
impossible to refuse the;request, especially as the Sac-hem Harbor Yacht Club was only. ten miles to thewestward and directly in his course,.' ' Very well,' he replied, a bit stiffly. 'Shall Isend- a boat?>'-"*

__
■

"No, we'll taKe one*of ours.' He wheeled about -"'Call away the cutteri' ''
A-w-a-y, cutter !

'
sang the mate, and the smartsailors sprang to the boatfalls. A few moments laterthe deep-laden cutter shot alongside the Lotus, and agaily chattering"party-jfiled up: the little accommoda-

tion ladder.
' 1 ' "

The newcomers proceeded to distribute themselves
about the decks, of 'the little yacht, some glancing
curiously at the rallied odd-looking group of people
under the_after awning. For Ogden himself there exis-ted absolutely no doubt as to the ethics of the situa-tion. The patients were his invited .guests, "and as
such were the peers of any-who chose of" their own"

accord to make use of his vessel. While"the numbersmade a general introduction uncalled-for, he would nothesitate to present anf- individual of either set who
happened to become adjacen-t.

He saw at once ,-Lthat .-the party which had just
boarded his yacht .was the one arranged "by GladysHarte; and for the entertainment of which she had
asked him for the Lq'lus. He could easily guess thatthe girl herself had jehemently opposed' the tranship-
ping, but had doubtless been overruled by the others.She flushed angrily as her eyes fell upon Ogden,
who was standing byl the head of the ladder to re-ceive .his self-invifced guests.

1I am sorry thatf we were obliged to inconvenienceyou,' she said coldly, iat the same time unable'to avoida curious glance toward the people aft.'
I am sorry that[ you should feel so about it,' hereplied evenly, stepping aside to let her pass.

'Great luck, Ogden— catching you" just as'wedid ! 'exclaimed a hearty voice, and he turned to face- theCommodore. « Might have drifted aroundhere allnight.''He glanced aft. '
Who are your friends ? AnybodyIknow '! ' - > "...«.■

"I fancy not,. uncle,' replied Ogden, dryly. 'Theyare patients of mine -whom Ihave asked for a day's*
sail.' .

IBy George, that's clever of you, eh, commo-dore? commented a rather adipose man standing bythe rail. 'Nothing like a steam yacht, to drum uppractice ! Iwonder that more struggling youne prac- -
titioners don't use them,'

Why, you see, Benttey, replied Ogden, 'pills don'tbring as big a profit as soap. Besides,' he pursuedthoughtfully, « drumming isn't included in the earlystages of a medical education.'
Mr. Bentley laughed, with a slight effort and walkedforward* The commodore whistled softly under hisbreath. " >
'By the—l say, you got him with both barrelsthat time, Ogden. Don't you think you hove it in alittle solid? ' ."

'Oh, no, he's fairly, thick in the pelt! Besides,why can't he mind >his .own business? Hello/ Van;Beuren !
'

he called genially to a pleasant-faced young
fellow who was walking,past. " -" Hello,, doctor ! Isay, doctor, who's that pretty-woman talkjng to the littleFrenchman ? Introduce mewill you? ' "';■

'Certainly.' Ogden led
"

him aft.'
Mrs. More'll, let me present Mr. Van Beuren,' he^-said quietly, adding, 'M. Lajoux, Mr. Bentley.' iOgden saw the color stealing into the woman's'lace, as did also Van 'Beuren, who, a trifle puzzled-opened the conversationi casually. Ogden paused to

-
speak to the little shopgirls, who were stealing ad-miring glances at the women from the schooner. As
he strolled forward aesaiii he observed that thegenial
commodorehad entered into conversation with theminerand Major Harris. \' 'Dr Moore !'.called a pretty woman with kindeyes and a wide, generous mouth. Ogden 'recognised
«iTr -f/5 A 7SunS wid<> vv w«ow«o was rather celebratedabout

< Y
r
acht.Club for her harmless jraities. -' ~ - "

?i OO
i

IS *!*!■* stl!"nin&|looking young man with the
'

eyes ? she whispered. - , -.
'He is an Armenian, Mrs. Townsend'. He is study-ing law in New York.'

' -
"Oh, do bring him- here. Iwant to talk to him.'U£den walked over to the Armenian and told himnis mission. The young man was delighted.
Leaving them, Ogden walked forward and lit acig-aieite. Before he had been there long Gladys swept-past him, her face crimson. He caught the angryfash from her eyes and at the same time noticedthat her youthful escort wore an expression of horror"and amazement.
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