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cold, an' we'll have to haul her out. Set the table fer

Si8; I'll take her."

Then he started on the jump for the cubby-hole
and his precious papers.

Now, the tackle that Healy had referred to was
stored in the rear of the roundhouse in the same gen-
eral direction as the cubby-hole, and as the order had
been given to no one in particular, Speckles, shouting
" I'll get it," started after Healy.

Some grease and waste had caught and was rolling

up a nasty smoke. Through it, even while he tugged
manfully at the heavy tackle. Speckles saw Healy run
into his office, snatch his coat, rush out again, and
dash for the cab of 518, throwing the coat up on the

tender. As he did so, something fell from the pocket.

Speckles dropped the tackle and pounced upon it.

It was the bundle of papers he had seen Healy put in

his coat-pocket a little while before.

It was Healy's invention!

Speckles' first impulse was to shout to Healy, but

just then 518 glided out of the shed, and the men in

front of 463 were yelling in chorus for the tackle,

so Speckles put his tongue in his cheek and the papers

in his pocket.

It wasn't much of a blaze, but it looked bad while

it lasted. Even after the shop-hands had got their

hose-lengths connected and a stream playing on the

fire, and the engines were all in safety in the yard,

the smoke continued to roll out in clouds, with here

and there a vicious tongue of flame.

Then Healy, his duty done, bethought him of his


