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worked with inhuman agility and haste. His
long, claw-like fingers danced from one part
of the machine to another fiendishly, and a
hideous grin distorted his features. He was
humming some weird tune, and I noted that
he was ambidextrous, for he was varnishing
the hood with one hand while with the other
he was putting in a new spark plug. A
tremor of horrow passed over Millington and
over me at the same moment. A few whis-
pered words, a few stealthy steps, and we
burst in and seized Mr. Prawley by the arms.
In a moment we had him on the floor of the
garage, bound hand and foot.

Millington was for wreaking immediate
vengeance on him, but I stood firmly for a
more lawful course, and the next day we
handed him over to the authorities, and his
whole miserable story came out. His name
was not Mr. Prawley at all. Neither was it

Alonzo Duggs, which was the name he
he had given us when Isobel and I hired him.
His name was William Alexander Vander-


