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'forlorn,freezing. Wholly unconscious was she of the rattle of musketry 
before her, and utterly oblivious to the blazing cottages on the hill
side. Neither the fierceness of the storm nor the biting of the cold 
did she heed. Even the terror of the pursuing phantom had faded 
from her consciousness.

On she staggered, gradually approaching an alder swamp by the 
road-side. A crouching shadow within stirred, and moved silently 
through the fringe of bushes. Suddenly the shadow stiffened and stood 
erect. A flash of fire tore apart the darkness,and a shot mingled its sound 
with the noise of others farther up the road. With a shudder and a 
quivering sigh the body of Marie Flèche sank softly upon the snow. 
Swiftly the shadow slunk away, and with its going the green eyes 
blazed more furiously than ever, but with the sheen of jealousy, there 
now was mingled the red glint of murderous revenge.
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