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gerving pints to Yanto rather than any
' pther scamp, would cry bitterly, hiding
her face in her apron.

Then Yanto noticed in the roadway,
betwen the tram-r'ails, something which
flashed under his light. He stared down

it.
ilt“Water,” said he, reflectively.
where is she coming from?”

From under the rumbling tram the
water trickled. It travelled a little
faster than the horse, and Warrior’s
hoofs began to splash in it, while Yanto’s
light flashed on it. .

“Oh,” quietly said Yanto, in the tone
of a man accepting a miracle as quite
an ordinary matter.

He could not know that this little
stream represented the bulk of water
which had escaped through the door at
the top when Prince had tried to go that
way. .

“Come up,” said he to Warrior.

He could think of nothing more apt
at the moment.

Warrior, annoyed by the splashing,
willingly hastened. The increased speed
bespattered Yanto with mud; and the
mud deepenc. his perplexity. Down ran
horse and tram with Yanto on the iron.
They reached the beginning of a short
turn which joined the heading to the
main road, and Yanto saw something
ahead which gleamed in his light like a
wall of flame.

“Woa!” he shouted, and leapt cleverly
off into the side.

Owing to the speed, Warrior could not
stop, and horse and tram rushed into the
water that filled the bottom road from
floor to roof. It had gone around
Prince’s road, and come back through
every opening in the main road, from
which the heading branched.

Yanto found himself in it up to the
waist.

“Arglwyd!” said he, spluttering and
asping. Half swimming and half wad-
ng, he worked his way back up the
heading to dry ground. In the dark,
—the water put out his light before
he could guard it—he heard Warrior
floundering, struggling against drowning,
and squealing with terror. Then" the
struggling ceased.

“Poor old Warrior!” said Yanto. He’s
}irf}Wnded—an’ I'm in a nice pickle, ain’t
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“I wonder if T can get out through
Prince’s road,” he questioned himself.

He knew he must be swift, for the
water would soon rise and fill the head-
ings.

But he did not get flustered. He
went calmly up the incline. The dark-
ness did not hinder his movements. He
knew the road—knew every yard of the
workings.

His out-stretched hand touched the
door. ~He pushed against it, trying to
open 1t. It did not move. He heard
hissing noises; the escaping of water
through little cracks in thé door.

“Oh said Yanto. “Tons of water
against her. I'm blocked by there, then.”

He thought a minute.

“Come you,” said he. The phrase
means: I accept the situation just
exactly as it is” “If I don’t get out
of liere quick,” he added, “the water
ff‘om top and “bottora will meet, and
Ill have too much to drink. A drunk-
ard’s death is awful, mind you.”

Yanto laughed. Ile semed to take a
sardonie pleasure in the situation.

He turned back, feeling the side of
the pussage with his hand. He had
Gtrlu.‘]\- an old disused stall-road, which
led in toward the coal.

o Pthouaht it was hereabouts,” he said.

I'd vather it led out, but I can’t have
everviliing my own way, I s’pose,” he
added. o )

Sl(']]w’\'.

“Now

fallen timber, and rubbish ob-

E.UA‘llH:wl the way. Stumbling, and
5“@'11!!:‘ every time he stumbled, Yanto
Covercd the  ground  with remarkable
Speed tor a man travelling  in  utter
darkiie-s.
\v.lllf oot kicked against something
lelding.  The touch sent a thrill over
dlite,

L. S ; 55,

I\y oot T owonder,” said he. :
. I bent down and touched a human
DO

I_'.' passed his hands over it.

IV~ lm\‘,”

11 B . .
; Heoshook him vigorously,  and  a

g ¢ * b
1.”. " came from the boyv. So Yanto
(‘ t the shaking until consciousness
1““ ©otacks and the lad sat up in the
[€H ',
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St vou Prinee’s Hhov # asked Yanto.

“Where's your father?”

Young Prince whimpered.

“l don’—know.”

“Where’s your lamp ?”

“I ran away without
water came.”

Yanto knew the rest. The boy had
got lost in the dark and had frightened
himself into a faint.

“Well, come with me, wassy [lad],”
he said. “The water’ll soon be in this
way.”

The boy began to ery.

“How can us get out?” “Out” always
means [“home” in the pits.

“Never mind that for a minute. Let’s
get away from the water. Let’s get into
Jimmy’s heading. We might do some-
thing worth there.”

He took the boy’s hand. They went
a litte way on until Yanto’s out-thrust
arm once more poked itself into nothing-
ness.

“Here it is, wassy.”

“There’s a light,” shouted the boy.

Yanto turned to look up the roadway.

“Five of um,” said he. “They’re in
the same trap as us. Hoy-y!” he shout-
ed.

$SHOy_y!!’

The five lights shook wildly, because
those who carried them came rushing
down the hill.

“They’re  runnin’ well,” remarked
Yanto, laughing. “But they’d better not

it when the

go far at that rate—or they’ll run into

the pool at the bottom and drownd like
poor old Warrior.”

“What—is poor old Warrior drownd-
ed ?:; }:iemanded young Prince, suddenly.
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“Oh, poor old Warrior,” said the boy,
with overwhelming tenderness, and he

‘“The water swirled around him.”

began to ecry; for horses and boys in
the pits cherish a real friendship for one
another.

Presently five men came abreast with
Yanto and the boy.

“Hoy!” said Yanto.

“Hoy!” they replied without stopping.

“Hold on,” said Yanto, catching the
first one.

“Come on, come on!” they all cried.
“Don’t stop. The water’s come through
Prince’s place.”

“Ahy, ahy,” returned Yanto, easily.
“An’ it’s waiting for you 4t the bottom
of Jimmy’s place. It drownded my horse
at the bottom of the next heading.”

“Is it there already?” they asked,
horrified. “Then we’re shut in forever.”

“Let’s try another road,” said Yanto.
“Giive me your light, Lewis—I'll lead
vou.” He reached for the lamp in the
hand of the man he held. ‘

“No!” shouted Lewis, drawing back.
“What does a waster of a haulier like
vou know? Tl try my luck in the
main road!” And he broke away and
ran down the heading.

The other four seemed inclined to try
their luck in the same way. They tried
to push by.

“Don’t be' fools,” said Yanto, calmly.
“You'll never see Lewis again.”

The sarcasm in his tone made for
conviction. The men stopped. = “What
are you goin’ to do?” they asked, with
their lights up to his face.

“Who'll give me a light?”
“Here.”
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This name is a
synonym for pure soap. Made
from edible products —Fairy is whiter,

sweeter, daintier than any other soap for
toilet or bath. Add to this the distinct advan-
tage Fairy hasin its handy, floating, oval cake, that
each cake is wrapped in tissue and packed in a car-
ton, and you can find no real excuse for failing to
at least ¢ry Fairy Soap.

All good grocers and druggists sell Fairy

THE N K. FAIRBANK COMPANY,

MONTREAL.
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Beautiful Hats <~ Goming Spring
OUR CATALOGUE free for the asking
If you are interested in purchasing a Dainty Hat from
Canada’s Leading Millinery Specialists, write for one of our
catalogues TO-DAY. It contains hundreds of half tone
drawings of the newest Hats for Ladies and Children at prices
that are not equalled in the Dominion.
Drop a postal card now, giving full name and post office
address to
’ L] L]
McKendry’s, Limited
224 to 228 Yonge St. Toronto
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Money in Poultry

There is money to he made in poultry-
raising if you know how. Our course in
poult y-raising, prep- red and taught b
theacknow.edged Canadian experts, will
enable you to make money ont of your
poultry. Write for full particulars.

Canadian Correspondence
College, Limited
Toronto, Canada

No bones or waste, nothing but pure
Atlantic Codfish with a delicate. sear
saltness.

LN 2 LB. BOXES AND | LB TABLETS
AT YOUR GROCERS.
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