
SPECKLnS
3,9

"Show yer face ar.mn.l here apin, j-ou yo.uu'
rascal, an- I'll bate the loife out av y,m, s„ 1 will'

"

StHTkles bet.iok himself to the crackcr-l.,.x. and
fr^jm his lips th.re tl„we,l a fluent an.l unR-lraine.l
expression of his opinion on things in f;enci.-,l h„t
more particularly of Healy, an,l more particularly
still ot llealy's invention. Then, his in.li.i;nation sul.'-

sKhns, It v,as follouc.l by a fit of the blues; so that
"hen. at the expiration of half an hour, Ilealv, .still

in his .vhirt-sleeves. came out of the roun<ll..m.se an.l
walked up the tracks in tlie direction of the shops
Speckles, through the freight-house door, reniarkc.l
the mcidtnt in complete apathy and as one in which
he had no interest whatever.
Ten minutes later, however, his apathy vanished

and he sprang to his feet at the sound of the excited
shouts of the men in the running-shed. Some were
hastily swinging the big engine doors wide open
others were setting the table in position, while one
started on a run in the direction Healy had taken
Another minute and the shop whistle had boomed

out Its warning, and as Healy, with the man who liad
gone after hmi, came tearing down the track like mad
Speckles saw the smoke beginning to curl up over the
roof at the back. The running-shed was aiirc.

With a whoop. Speckles traversed tlic platform
leaped to the rails, and was hard on Healv's heels
by the time the turntable was crossed. Healy paused
but an instant. Tlie thing to do was to get the engines
out, and Healy was the man to do it.

" Get tackle rigged on 463," he ordered. " She's


