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THE FAN OF MITHRAS
Hurd considered the calm face

gloomily, He was no farther along
than he had been when he first en-
tered the room and it irritated him.
Like most of his race it exasperated
him to think that a man of another
color was his equal in shrewdness, He
did not like to admit to himself that
Rawa baffled him. For this reason,
more than any other, he was aware of
a dawning conviction that the Hindu
must be the guilty man.

“Where do you sleep?”’ he demand-
ed bruskly,

“On this cot,” the Hindu indicated
a narrow bed against the wall.

“That room beyond?” the detective
nodded toward a door.

“It opens into the laundry,” Rawa
went quietly to the door and opening it
stepped aside while the detective
went in,

“Not much of a laundry,” Hurd
mused, glancing about him. He had
been through the place thoroughly, be-
fore, but now he was seeing it through
eyes dimmed with a new suspicion, He
walked over to the stationary tubs
and unconsciously rubbed his hands
along the edge of one. If he had been
watching he would have seen Rawa
take a hurried step forward, then
check himself and stand rigidly watch-
ing him, But Hurd's hand dropped to
his side, unnoticed, for his eyes were
fixed on the hollow shaft that led up
through the house to Crall's bathroom.

“That is the elevator shaft,” Hurd
said, half to himself. “That goes
through old Grant’s bedroom.”

“Through the closet opening into his
bedroom, more exactly,” Rawa correct-
ed, quietly, “See, if you look up it, you
can see the elevator above.”

“The Cralls must be going to use
it,” grunted the man as he twisted his
big body about so that he could do as
the Hindu suggested. “It is up there,
now.”

“They send their laundry down that
way,” was the answer. The man seem-
ed to be considering something, then
as though he had made up his mind,
he asked, suddenly, “Would you care
to see the boxes in which I kept the
key?”

sprang from the room and up the stair-
way, but quick as he had been to re-
spond to the anguish of that terrible
cry Taine was quicker. They met on
the first floor and together they ran
up the stairs to Crall's apartment,

The room in which Anthony Crall
worked lay at the end of the upper
hall and from it they could hear the
soft thudding sound of a woman's un-
controlled sobbing.

“Sabina!” Taine cried. ‘Sabina!
Where are you? What is it?”

“Oh, don't let them in!” behind the
closed door they heard Mrs. Crall
pleading. “Don’t let them know! Sa-
bina! Please!”

There was the undistinguishable
sound of Sabina's deep voice in an-
swer, the soft continuation of Mrs,

Crall's weeping and then the door
opened and the girl stood before them,
her head proudly high, but her great
eyes dark with trouble.

“It was my mother that you heard
screaming,” she explained to the two
stupefied men. “She has been on the
verge of a nervous collapse for some
time and she became frightened, that
is all.”

“It wasn't you, Sabina?’ Taine
asked,

“What frightened her?”’ Hurd de-
manded, regaining his composure at
the sight of her calm dignity.

“In the condition she is in now, most
anything might have frightened her—"

“But just what was it, Miss Merri-
man?”’ the detective insisted.

“She has been over-working.” Sa-

bina felt for the words carefully. “She
has been doing all Anthony's typing—-
his revising—certainly that would be
enough to wear her out—"

“But it wouldn't make her scream
as though somebody had stuck a knife
into her, or tried to!” Hurd finished
the sentence for her. “Now, see here,
Miss Merriman, I'm here on business.
1 don’t like to be disagreeable if I can
help it, but I mean to find out what
made your mother yell like one pos-
sessed! If you don’'t want to tell me,
I'll ask her!”

“Oh, no!”
“Really, Hurd, there isn't any use

in—" Taine attempted to shield the
girl, but could not.

But Hurd's eyes and mind were on
the elevator. He leaned forward over
the tubs as though he might be in-
tending to use them as a means of
climbing up to get a better view of
the shaft.

“Young man, when I want your ad-
vice I'll ask for it!” All the good-na-
tured laziness that had been in the
man's broad face before was gone and
in its place there was a sharp shrewd-
ness, the look of one on the trail with
the goal in sight. *“As for you, Miss
Merriman, please stand aside. I'm
going in to talk to your mother!”

“Oh, Taine, don't let him!"” Sabina
begged, all of her proud courage melt-
ing before the detective's persistence,
“Ifhe goes in there and talks to moth-
er now it will kill her! I'll tell him all
he wants to know! 1 will! Truly!
It's all my fault—"

“Oh, don't do that!” Rawa caught
him back with one brown hand upon

the rough cloth of his sleeve, hastily,
“It isn't safe—the tubs, [ mean—"

“Not safe? Why—"

“There, there, Sabina!” Taine
hushed her with a gesture of his

brown hand. “This isn't necessary.
Hurd is looking for the man respon-
sible for my uncle’'s death—"

“Taine!” The cry was low, but it

“No! No! You are too big—" as
though to prove his words he caught
hold of his shirt and thrusting it open
showed a great bruise on his shoulder.
“See that, Mr., Hurd? I got it from a
fall off of one of those tubs!”

“Whew!” the detective eyed the dis-
colored flesh appraisingly, “you cer-
tainly got yours! How'd it happen?”
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The man covered the bruise care-
fully, with trembling fingers,

“One day Mrs. Crall told me that
the laundry stuck in the shaft and I
couldn’t reach it from the floor so 1
did what you thought to do, I started
to climb up on the tub!” he shook
his head. “It was no good! It came
loose from the wall and I fell over
backwards and hit myself a terrible
blow, as you can see by the bruise.”

“Well, that's too bad!” Hurd re-
marked slowly. “When did all this
happen?”
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But before the man could reply, a
scream rang through the house! A
cry so terrible that Hurd’s ruddy color
left his face and Rawa’s black eyes
widened. A cry that was burdened
with anguish! One rising fountain of
piercing sound that froze the very
thoughts in their minds and left them
speechless,

Without a backward look, Hurd

By Anita
Pettibone

was burdened with misery and at its
sound the young man's lips tightened
and a look of sudden understanding
darkened his face. Quietly and as
though he were unconscious of the act,
he stepped to her side and put his
arm about her, then turning to the
detective he said, calmly,

“I suppose I might as well give my-
self up to you!”

Hurd said nothing, but stood looking
from the man’s expressionless face to
the girl’s.

“You suspected me, in the first
place,” Taine reminded him. “Well, I
confess.”

“You do, eh?” the words were long
drawn out. “And it won't be neces-
sary for me to look any further?”’

“You'd be wasting your time! I did
it!” Taine frowned.

“No, no!” No one had noticed Rawa
standing as he did in the shadow at
the top of the stairway, but all of them
turned at the sound of his voice. “This
is not possible! This man contains no
evil!™

“Well! So our Hindu friend is here
to tell me what to do, too!” Hurd
snorted. “Now if the old grouch down-
stairs would just come up, the circle
would be about complete!”

“Rawa, please stay out of this,”
Taine said curtly. “This is my af-
fair.”

“No, that can not be!” the Hindu re-
plied, gently. “The honor of the mas-
ter was ever the honor of the slave!”

Sabina bit her lip. There was a hint
(Continued on Page 16.)
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