
THE BLACK PATCH. ,5

^t his great, yeUow, wicked face, with the

It was Gurdon's turn now to listen. Hekant forward in his chair, his whole attention
conaatrated upon the figure of the Strang, r^
huddled up m the armchair at the little tatte
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" Tw ^^''^ thickens," Venner «ured.
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h® ^^^"^ to 0w thisMark Fenwick as well as I do

TTie maimed, crippled figure k « affn-

S5''' .^*l.^«ged himseK aim*, to his

}^1'
^t'^.'iw powerful, muscular ari ^.roppimhun agamst the table. His wUder\^

handsome face was aU broken asid tw ^

W^ ^^A ^ ^T^sion of ma%nant hwy.He stood there for a moment or two hkc astatue of uncontrollable passion, .^id, &xedand motionless, save for the t^cimT^f
his face, Then, gradually, he ropm ! 1^, ^mto his chair again, a broken and h«. Xdheap, quivenng from head to foot w t kmpam caused by his recent exertioii 1moment later he took from his breast pock.^a silk shade, which he proceeded to tirSvS-
his eyes, as if the light Lrt him. WatcS
his every movement with intense eagernSs^the two friends saw that he had alsf takSfrom his pocket a small, silver case, aboutthe same size as an ordinary box of safety
matches. Indeed, the case looked not S^


