
Thursday, October 7, 1926 THE SPOKANE WOMAN

THE FAN OF MITHRAS
“Where is this fan, now?" he finally

asked.
“It was willed to me, but I haven‘t

received it yet,”” Sabina explained.
“Taine wanted to put it back in its box
but he couldn’t. You see, it is opened
and he couldn’t shut it without the
key. He wrapped it in silk and put

it among his uncle's things, downstairs
in his room.”

“And believe me, my dear girl,” An-
thony Crall remarked with deep con-
viction, “you are a lot safer with it
down there than up here!"

“As soon as possible | mean to send
it off to the men old Taine Grant
hoped would see it,” Sabina continued.
“1 wish we had the key—"

“Now, there is a mystery for you,
Hurd!"” Crall cried, rubbing his hands
together in a sudden excess of excite-
ment, “That key disappeared under
our very noses! No dark rooms! No
dead of night about that! A real mys-
tery!"”

“Rubbish!” Hurd shook his head
curtly. “When 1 get through with this
deal, I'll find the key soon enough.”

A quick flash spread over the
author’s thin cheeks as his ready anger
took fire.

“It may cost you more than you
think! One man has paid for his curi-
osity with his life—" a strange light
appeared in his clear eyes and he
laughed his shrill bark of a laugh.
“How would that appeal to you, eh?
Or does being a detective require the
ability to—to—" he stopped and bit
his lip, “er—quite so—quite so!" he
finished abruptly.

Hurd looked at the man in surprise,
then remembering his own theory con-
cerning authors he labeled the man a
freak and let it pass.

“I think I'll run down and have a
little talk with the Hindu, just the
same,” he said, at last. “I don't want
to overlook anything.”

Sabina arose and followed him to
the door her eyes deep with pleading.

“Will you do something for me, Mr.
Hurd?" she asked when they were
alone in the hall. “Will you put this
notion of Taine from your mind until
you have thoroughly exhausted every
other clew?”

it was very easy for the man to
promise,

“1 wouldn't accept anything as final.
Miss Merriman,” he assured her, “until
there was nothing else left to do.”

And so she went back to her step-
father with her burden somewhat
lightened. As for Anthony Crall, he
was no longer either genial or angry,
instead he seemed sunk in such deep
thought that she dared not disturh
him. Stepping as lightly as she could,
she passed on through the room and
entered his study. There at the type-

writer sat her mother, her fingers
pounding steadily away while the tears
flooded her cheeks,

“Why, mother!” Sabina flew to her
and would have thrown her arms about
her but Mrs. Crall stopped her,

“Don’t! Don't!” she gasped, trying
to conquer her sobs. “Don't go near
the typewriter! You mustn't!”

“But, mother! You're erying!"
“It's my nerves! Nerves! You don't

know—" ghe got up and fumbled in a
pocket for a handkerchief. “You
mustn’t think it is anything but nerves,
Sabina! Promise me that you won't!"

The girl took the frail worn figure
in her strong young arms and pressed
her cheek against the tear-covered one

“You mustn't work so hard, dear,”
she protested softly. “I know how you
teel! You're worn out, that's what.
We'll get a typist—"

“No! No!" the reply was almost a
scream of hysteria, “I'll do it! | won't
let anyone else do it! If he insists on
writing it, why —oh—vyou don't under-
stand!"

Gently, Sabina drew her mother out
of the room and to her hed.

“There, now!” she cried, “I'm bigger
than you, mother dear, I'm going to
see that you get a little rest!”

Hurd found Rawa, the Hindu, in his
bare little room in the basement. He
had been reading and as the detective
entered he made no move to lay aside
his book, but, instead, held it half
opened in one thin brown hand.

“Not many comforts down here that
@ man could do without,” Hurd re-
marked after a swift glance about the
Narrow space,

“You may have this chair,” Rawa
indicated the one he had been sitting
upon, “lI can stand.”

“Thanks!” The detective sat down
and was immediately aware of his er-
ror. It is difficult to question a man
who is free to move about, when one
is sitting in a hard, uncompromising
chair. “Er—l see you've been read-
ing.”

“Leciures by Swami Vivekananda,”
was the quiet answer. “1 am seeking
the source of peace.”

“And can the Swami Whatshisname
tell you where to find it?”

Looking down into her troubled face
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The man turned back to the small
blue book and opened it eagerly.

“By the practice of the different
parts of Yoga the impurities being de-
stroved knowledge becomes effulgent,
up to discrimination,” he read, and
would have continued, but the detec-
tive held up both hands and laughed.

“That one shot will take care of
me!” he exclaimed. “You don't have
to read any more."”

Rawa closed the book reluctantly.
“There is much wisdom in this little
blue book,” he signed, and laid it
down on the table. * 1 wish that |

might have heard them given—the
lectures, I mean.”

“Well, it is a good thing that there
are boys like you or lectures like that
wouldn’t have a chance.” Hurd's ge-
nial voice held both friendliness and
understanding. “Now, some folks think
that people shouldn’t be allowed to
preach such-—ah—material' As far as
I can see there haven't been many
criminals attending any sort of lec
ture courses. Criminals don’t want to
listen to other folks' ideas, they have
too many of their own. They might
get the varnish knocked off if they
exposed their notions to public view!™

(To Be Continued.)
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IN THE MORNING--- Breakfast is always in a hurry
COFFEE, TOAST, BACON AND EGGS, WANTED IN SHORT ORDER
It’s the New Automatic

Makes Folks Happy. If the Housewife Does Get Home Late From Shopping,
INSTANT HEAT-—NO WAITING—ASSURES DINNER ON TIME
If the Meal is prepared before, the meal will be ready to serve when you

return— Thanks to the New Automatic Gas Range.
ELIMINATE AND FORGET YOUR COOKING WORRIES TODAY

Come in and see the many Tappan Models—The economy, convenience and
efficiency will surprise you.

Visit Our Cooking Class Each Tuesday and Thursday 2:30 p. m.

SPOKANE GAS & FUEL COMPANY
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