A Quick-Action Storiette
Crowded with Dramatic Pathos

The Killer

By HAROLD WARD
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HE KILLER halted st the win-

dow of the per-covered

and, nose pressed against

sought to penetrate the gloomy
that the
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listening, every faculty alert.
Th-z. satisfied that he was alone. he
put his back against the panel and closed
the door ugainst the violence of the

‘The room was cold and tomblike. Yet

smow waist-deep in the face of
the worst blizzand of the season. Every
musele, every nerve, ached with exhaus-
tion. For the last mile he hed fought

‘woeumulation of suow from his should-
ers, be unbuttoned his overvoat aud fum-
bled jn his vest pocket until he found a

hmrxbruwy Br its yellow glow he

dininguskel & searly ukle on vhich o wasin what sppesred ta o e

a kerosene lamp. It took but an bined kitchen sud living-room. The
it apply the stump of the mateh light danced and threw grotesque shad-
10 the wick. ows o the walls. covered with cheap



The Killer's eyes fell upon the open-
ing leading to another room. Cautiously
he drew his gun and tiptoed toward the
{fadedcartain whichserved s 3 doo. A
board ereaked beneath his weigh.
stopped short, every nerve tingling.

From behind the curtain came
gron. Then & woman's vois, plin-
tive, pain-racked:

““Is that you, William?”

The Killer made no auswer. With

body hunched forvard, on
balls of his feet, his glittering black eyes
never left the curtained opening. Hix
un s well in ot of i, s thumh
on the hammer.

“Why don’t you anewer me, Wil
lism ™ came the voiee again. *‘Pleasc
burry. You have been gone so long and
T'm 50 sick.”

The Killer twisted his body to one side
of the opening where he would be partly
out of range.

“Its mot- William,” ke answered
gruffly. “I'm a stranger lost in the
storm.~ Are you alonet”"

The woman gave a startled ery. *'Yes
—Oh! God, yes!"” she answered. “And
T'm sick—awhul sick. Please help me.””

““Are you armed?” asked The Killer.

Without waiting for an_answer, he
picked up the g siafing the gun
back into his pocket—but with fngers
still lodni around the butt—he pushed

the curtain and ent

“Are you a—a doetor?”’ she usked

‘weakly.
The Killer smiled wryly. Then he



shragged his shoulders as if to shake off
some mempry.

““Used to be—years ago,"” he anwered
grfly. *“Guess I've not forgotten all I

“‘My husband—William Stevenspn—
be's aherif,” she_explained between
twinges of pain. ‘‘He went away yester-
Saratier s Bl mane s e Bt

Hensha call him ‘The Killer.’
Right it o went the s bk, and

then this—""

‘She halted lamely for an instant, then,

‘mountains—he felt that he had to go. He
hated to leave me, but he didn’t think
that this—would happen, and—""

came
hnldm. him. And now, madam—rs.
Stavenmn-qui Siloe el 1t 1 ¥

e

He picked up the lamp and bove it
back into the kitchen. Setting it on the
table, he seratched his head with a puz-
sled expression on his face.

““Now ain’t this a bell of a fix!”’ he
murmured to himselz, *'Bill Stevenson's
ittt it o Sherh B—dnd wh
sworn to get me, dead o

Slowly, his eyes ‘S with  far. away

the storm wind was

would be his brat.
““I furthermore swear that—""
ose memories of other days!
Wmd\hn. they insisted on appearing
fore him. some reason, he could
.em.m out of his mind. And damn
um old fool, Hippocrates, and his non-
oath? What business was it of
st Ho bad Jong ago given up mdmn-,
Let the woman die if she
But the baby! Curse the h-im
course it was the sheriff’s flesh aud blood
—but it was i
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thoaghts of the baby come 10 s him
10 keep him from making his
Slowly, as if reluctant to go, 7 mpx
to the door and laid his hand upon the
knob.

““Oh, doctor! Please—please hurry!"”
1t was the woman's voico—sobbing—
pain-iled.

The Killer hesitated a second longer.
Then he tarned and, hnrtm‘ ‘mittens and
overcoat into a corner. he commenced
heaping kindlings into the stove.



