
Chapter Trco

mow, thr. still forest, the little square pen-
ir-^I- the wolverine, desperate but cool,

thrusting its blunt nose quickly here and
tiiere in baffled hope of an orifice of escape.

Somehow the man reminded her of the
animal, the fierce little woods marauder,
trapped and hopeless, but scorning to
cower as would the gentler creatures of the
forest.

Abruptly his expression changed again.
His figure stiffened, the muscles of his face
turned iron. Virginia saw that someone on
the beach had pointed toward him. His
mask was on.

The first burst of gi-eeting was over.
Here and there one or another of the
bnlmdc members jerked their heads in the
stranger's direction, explaining low-voiced
to their companions. Soon all eyes turned
curiously toward the canoe. A hum of
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