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I'dhave to stay here all nissrh: alone! Where in the
\u25a0world have you been?

"

Van Asten calmly disentangled himself from her
embrace and took another look at her face She was
blushing violently "Will you kindly tell :ne. first of
all. who you are?"• Why.' Paul! What in the.world do you mean?"

\u25a0 Imean 1 haven't the pleasure ot" your acquaint-
ance, and naturally Ihave a little curiosity about
a visitor at this hour."

For a second or two she gazed at him steadily, her
lips parted.

"
Are you drunk. Paul?" she demanded

finally
'I'm no: drunk. Idimply don't know you Why

should I?""
You don't know your own sister!" she exclaimed

in a vibrant, intense tone. Then she took a back-
ward step, as it she feared him.

"Mysister is in Boston." He stared at her with a
frown" and folded his arm? "What is your little
game, anyway?"

"You don't know your own sister!" she repeated
helplessly. Then she staggered back and sunk into a
.hair, hiding her face in her hands, and began to
weep

You are not my sister, and youknow itas well as
Ido! What do \\>u want here, anyway?" he de-
manded. still standing, staring a her.'Why, 1 want to stay here, of course! I've just

come from Boston to visit you!" She suddenly
sprang v.]>. "The idea! It's a stupid practical joke
you're playing on me. of course. Come. Paul, drop
it, -'lease!

'

I'mtired, and want to go to bed Where
are you going to put me?"

"I'm going to put you outdoors! he retorted.
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ITK1 I'llnot go to Bos-
;•:. to-night, after all.".
-.ti-i young Van Asten,

•: Hipp a Van Asten's law
firm He -: ilooking out a
thirteenth story window, late
one December afternoon,
watching the big snowstorm
which had :ncrea-ed steadily
:r. violence since one o'ekx k.
Hi- ha', was hanging on the
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\u25a0 All right, Paul!" she an-
swered with extravagant hu-
mility, and. casting down her
eyes, walked into the room.
fust before she closed the

door she came near himagain.
"Aren't you going to kiss

me goodnight, Paul dear'"
she asked.

Without answering her. he
pulled the door to. and heard
her rift] lock it on the
inside. Then, still frowning,
he walked up and down the
long studio for ten minutes.
< >nee or twice he stopped
outside the door to listen;
but heard nothing. Later,

she called out "Goodnight,
Paul!"' to him, in blithe ac-
cents He bit his iip'and re-
sumed his promenade, more
w<.fried thai ever. The thing
va- uncanny. He no longer
accepted the situation as ro-
mantic; he felt decidedly un-
comfortable and embarrassed.
Some one was making a fool
ef htm, or worse.

CUDDEXLY, a thought
came to him; and he went•

p the telephone and spoke
low as possible, "Madison,

For fully three minutes lie
waited without receiving a
reply.

\u25a0 Madison 5555 doesn't an-
swer." came the word at last.

"Ring 'em up again! 'l He
spoke a bitmore loudly.

In two minutes more he
heard. "Hello:""

Is this Astro- ".
\u25a0 Ye.- What the deuce—"
\u25a0" Wait a minute and ['11

explain:
"

"Well, hurry up' You've
pot me up out of bed."

\u25a0 I'm Paul Van Asten, and
am in my apartment at the
Elton. 444 West 2ist-st. I've
iust come home and found a
strange woman in my place.
She says she's my sister.
Pretty and all that, well
dressed, and not otherwise
obviously mad. But she
worries me. !can't put her
oui and she won't go, any-
way. What'll Ido? Can't
you come over lu-rer It's
mighty embarrassing.

"
There was a pause, then
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