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Rock these Grates

“Shaking down’’ a range fire has
gone out of fashion. Kootenay
Range duplex grates need only be
rocked gently.

If you have used the old fashioned
jolting shaker you will hardly believe the
fire is really shaken down when you rock
the Kootenay duplex grate.

Kootenay range grates let all the
ashes fall into the ash pan but they keep
the clean hot fire in the firebox.

No ashes can cling to any part of

Kootenay Grates. ' That is why you get
a clear fire and the full benefit of your fuel.

“‘Service in the Kitchen.”” Booklet Free.

This is only one of mq.r:’{ features of the Kootenay

described in a beautiful little booklet, “Service in

the Kitchen,”” which will be mailed free on request. I

:llll all a woman wants to know about a range before she
ys it.
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THE SAFEST MATCHES IN THE WORLD
| Also the Cheapest! are ‘

'EDDY’S “SILENT 500’s”

SAFEST because they are impregnated with a chemical
solution which renders the stick ‘‘dead’” immediately the
match is extinguished—

CHEAPEST because there are more perfect matches to the
sized box than in any other box on the market.

War-time economy and your own good sense, will urge the
necessity of buying none but EDDY'S MATCHES.

It You do Not See What You Want Advertised in These Columns, Write
Us and We Will Put Yeu in Touch with the Makers

His eyes gleamed mischief. * Is it
your business to help them to escape?”

“I’'m not helping you to escape.
I'll not risk your dying in the hills alone.
That is all.”’

“Jim Yeager is your friend ?”’

i“ Yes.’!

‘“ And you guarantee he’ll keep his
mouth padlocked and not betray me?”’

“ He’ll do as he pleases about that,”’
she said indifferently.

“ Then I don’t reckon I'll trouble his
hospitality. Good-by, Miss -Sander-
son. I’ve enjoyed meeting you very
much.”

He checked his pony and bowed.

‘“ Where are you going ?” the girl
exclaimed.

‘“ Up Bear Creek.”

f :: It’s twenty miles, You can’t do
it.

“ Sure I can. 'Thanks for your kind-
ness, Miss Sanderson. I'll return the
handkerchief some day.” and with a
touch he swung round his pony.

“ You're not going. I won’t have
it, and you wounded !”’

He turned in the saddle, smiling at
her with jauntly insouciance.

“TlIl answer for Jim. He won’t
betray you,” she promised, subduing
her pride.

“ Thanks. I’ll take your word for it,
but I won’t trouble your friend. T've
had all the Christian charity that’s
good for me this morning,”’ he drawled.

At that she flamed out passionately:
“ Do you want me to tell you that I
like you, knowing what you are?
Do you want me to pretend that I feel
friendly when I hate you?”

“ Do you want me to be under obli-
gations to folks that hate me ?’’ he
came back with his easy smile.

“ You have lost a lot of blood. Your
arm is still bleeding. You know I

(can’t let you go alone.”

“ You're ce’tainly aching for a chance
to be a Good Samaritan, Miss Sander-
son.”

With this he left her. But he had not
gone a hundred yards before he heard
her pony cantering after his. One
glance told him she was furious, both
at him and at herself.

“ Did you come after your handker-
chief, ma’am ? I’'m not through with
it yet,” he said innocently.

“ I'm going with you. I'm not going
to leave you till we meet some one
that will take charge of you,” she
choked.

“It dsn’t necessary. I'm much
obliged, ma’am, but you're overestimat-
ing the effect of this pill your friend
injected into me.”’

““ Still, I'm going. I won’t have your
death on my hands,’ she told him
defiantly.

“Sho! 1 ain’t aimin’ to pass over
the divide on account of a scratch like
this. ‘There’s no danger but what I
can look out for myself.”

She waited in silence for him to start,
looking straight ahead of her.

He tried in vain to argue her out of it.
She had nothing to say, and he saw she
was obstinately determined to carry
her point.

Finally, with a little chuckle at her
stubbornness, he gave in and turned
round. % :

‘““ All right. Yeager’s it is. We're
acting like a pair of kids, seems to me.”
This last. with a propitiatory little smile
toward her which she disdained to
answer,

Yeager saw them from afar, and
recognized the girl.

““ Hello, Phyllis!” he shouted
down. “ With you in a minute.”

The girl slipped to the ground; and
climbed the steep trail to meet him.
Her crisp ‘“ Wait here,”” flung over her
shoulder ~with the slightest . turm of
the head, kept Keller in the saddle.

Halfway up she and the man met.
The one waiting below could not hear
what they said, but he could tell she was
explaining the sitiiation to = Veager.
The latter nodded from time to time,
protested, was vehemently overruled,
and seemed to leave the matter with

| her. Together they retraced their way.

Young Yeager, in flannel shirt and half-
leg miner’s boots, was a splendid speci-
men of bronzed Arizona. His level
gaze judged the man on horseback,
approved him, and met him eye to eye.

““ Better light, Mr. Keller. If you"

come in we’ll have a look at your arm,
An accident like that is a mighty
awkward thing to happen to a man on
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the trail. It’s right fortunate Miss
Sanderson found you so soon after it
happened.”

The nester knew a surge of triumph
in his blood, but it did not show in the
impassive face which he turned upon his
host.

“ It was right fortunate for me,” he
said, swinging from the saddle. In-
cidentally he was wondering what story
had been narrated to VYeager, but he
took a chance without hesitation. “ A
fellow oughtn’t to be so careless when
he’s got a gun in his hand.”

“ You’re right, seh. In this country
of heavy underbrush a man’s gun is
liable to go off and hit somebody any
time if he ain’t careful. - You're in
big luck you didn’t shoot yourself up a
heap worse.”

Yeager led the way to his cabin, and
off el Phyllis the single chair he
b t-d, and the nester a seat on the
bed. Sitting beside him, he examined
the wound and washed it.

“ Comes to being an invalid I'm a
false alarm,” Keller said apologetically.
“1 didn’t want to come, but Miss
Sanderson would bring me.” |

“ She was dead right, too. Time
you had ridden twenty miles through
the hot sun with that wound you would
have been in a raging fever.” d

“ One way and another I’'m quite in
her debt.” X

“ That’s so,”’ agreed Yeager, intent
on his work.

She refused to meet the nester’s
smile. “ Fiddlesticks ! You talk
mighty. foolish, Jim. I wouldn’t go
away and leave a wounded dog if I
could help it.”

“ Suppose the dog were a sheep-
killer ?” Keller asked with his en-
gaging, impudent smile. ;

A dust cloud rose from her skirt under
a stroke of the restless quirt. ".I'd do
my best for it and let it settle with the
law afterward.”’

“ Even if it were a wolf caught in a
trap.d g

“1 should put it out of its pain. No
matter how much I detested it, I
wouldn’t leave it there to suffer.”

“ I’m quite sure you wouldn’t,” the

wounded man agreed.
. VYeager looked from one to the other
not quite catching the drift of the under-
lying meaning. Anqther thing
puzzled him, too. But, like most men
of the unfenced Southwest, Yeager bad
a large capacity for silence. Now he
attended strictly to his business, with-
out mentioning what he had noticed.

The wound dressed, Phyllis rose %o
leave. ‘‘ You'll be down for your mail
to-morrow, Jim,” she suggested, as she
sauntered toward the door.

“Sure. I'll let you know kew our
patient is getting along.”

“ Oh, he’s yours. I don’t want any
of the credit,” she returned carelessly.

Then, the words scarce off her Lips,
she gave a little cry of alarm, and
stepped quickly back into the reom.
What she had seen had sapped the
color from her face. VYeager started
forward but she waved him back.

“1t’s Phil and Brill Healy. Youw've
got to hide us, Jim,” she told him
tensely.

The nester began to grin. He always
did when he faced a difficulty appar-
ently insurmountable. Also his fingers
slid toward the butt of his revolver.

(To be continued)
* * *

The only thing to do is to take the
cards that are dealt to you and play
the game. \
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J a Gallon
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V=" of Gasoline!

A hi h-g'mde:i easdymrunnmg' a;speedy
motorbicycle of dependable power at a saving
of fromcya. third to a half in actual money.
Equipped with 2% H-P Motor, famous Breeze

lubrication. Chain drive. Simple,

control at all times. Thousandsin a‘t:e.
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SHAW MANUFACTURING CO.

Dept. 188 Galesburg, Kans., U.S A.
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