Get This Book

Itisa cal and valuable
‘book on Home Beautifying—an
authority on painting,

You will find it interesting,
instructive and brimful of valu-
able, dollar-saving information
whether you. intend painting
your house or )barn or only a
single piece of furniture,

It tells you how to estimate
the quantity of material for
exterior or jinterior painting ;
the quantity of paint or finish
needed for a given floor ; the
amount of varnish required for
a door ; the amounmﬁhingle-
stain required for a roof, etc,

Jf you intend doing any
painting or decorating, if you
want to make your work easier,
betterand more economical send
for your copy of free book today.

The Canada Paint Co., Limited
18 William Street, Montreal.

“Sun Waterproof Floor Finish"
stands the hardest usage.
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PEERLESS
PERFECTION

A RUNAWAY HORSE = ~

It holds them all securely.
Peerless farm fencing. See the h
all expansion or contraction in

the Peerless farm
tion and we stan

tes.

o

en Fencing. Mine is four feet
turned two horses,
pounds.
about 2 rods from each ‘other at
time. The result was that they
summersault over the fence,

intact. Yours truly,

ll"f‘ )
Bt o e Surrey Centre, B. C.
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can’t break a Peerless Fence.
dent in it, hogs can’t push through the spaces.

Peerless lock that holds the intersections in a firm, non-slippable grip.

each weighing 1400
They ran full tilt into thefencing

on their heads and necks, scratching
them up some, but the fence remained

JOE BOOTHROYD,

No fiery bull can make a

Ask your nearest dealer to show you the
eavy, crimped horizontal wires that allow for
extremes of temperature. See the famous
i See

Your dealer guarantees the Peerless to give satisfac-
back of him unconditionally.

Letters Like These from Halifax te Vancouver

The Banwell-Hoxie Wire Fence Co., Ltd.
Hamilton, Ontario
Dear Sirs: I am writing a testimonial as to
the strength of your PEERLESS Junior Chick-

The Banwell-Hoxie Wire Fence Co., Ltd.
Hamilton, Ontario
Gentlemen: Ihavehandled yourfence for
four years and find it a good, strong and
durable fonce, and find that the galvanizing
is first-class. In referring to this I have a
fence that I put on four years ago across a
gulley and the water isas high as the second
wireand it is not rusted nor broken yet. I
have a team of heavy horses that ran into

high. It

the same
turned a
alighting

damage itin the least, and I am glad to say

that in the four years I have handled your

wire I have had no complaints about it.
Yours truly,

Bowesville, Ont. DAVID CUMMINGS.

The Fence That Saves Expense

qu:sv:rogeeds. gmu;?aim. It'i; is tﬁxe fhmpf“ fence to erect, be-
in s exceptionally heavy to,
but half the usual amount of lumber an
SEND FOR LITERATURE fully describing our com-
plete line of various farm and stock fencing, poultry
fencing, farm gates, ornamental fence, all of the
superb Peerless quality.

and bottom wires,
posts are required.

THE_BANWELL-HOXIE WIRE FENCE
COMPANY, Lid. g5y

Winnipeg, Hamilto
nnipeg 0 f_’,l §\

an, nt. 4
&

the fence last summer and did not break or -

The Return of Rattlesnake Jack_

By E. G. Bayne

slowly across that section of the

Alberta foothills, known as Blue-
berry Ridge. Through the thicker
undergrowth the man led his beast,
mounting again when the riding became
more tolerable, and steadily making his
way north, avoiding the open trails. The
man had his reasons for keeping off the
trails. .

Every few moments he would pause
and glance carefully all about him in
every direction. :

“Bill, old chap,” he said, stroking his
horse’s neck as they halted on the edge
of an open stretch of plain, “Bill, old
chap, you an’ me’s gotta lay low till it
gits real dark.”

The animal whinnied softly in answer.

“Yep,” the man went on; “we’ll just
drop anchor here in the scrub till the
sun goes down. It’ll be a welcome rest
fer us both, seein’ as how we’ve been on
the move since dawn. An,’ y’ see, it ain’t
good fer us to be recognized so clost to
where——"

He broke off, and pulled the horse
quickly forward into the shadow of some
birches. None too soon. His quick eye
had caught sight of two horsemen mov-
ing eastward along the Edson trail. Dis-
tant a couple of miles their figures
looked infinitesimal, but he knew that
their eyesight was probably as keen as
his own and—he wasn’t taking any
chances. :

q MAN and a horse were. trekking

Lieut. Gen. Jan Christian Smuts arrived in England
March 12, to represent South Africa at the Imperial
War :Conference. General: Smuts was recently
made a Privy Councillor.

The Imperial Government acceded to South
Africa’s request that General Smuts be sent
instead of General Botha, owing to the necessity
for the presence of General Botha at the approach-
ing session of the South African Parliament.

According to General Smuts the campaign
on the East African battlefront is virtually at an
end. He declares that after the rainy season in
March and April the Germans will be obliged to
surrender or enter Portuguese territory, where the
Portuguese are ready to deal with them. The new
Privy Councillor also says that he shudders to
think what would happen if any part of the territory
taken were given back to Germany. The natives
have stood by the British throughout. All the
African colonies would be aghast’ at the idea of
returning the territory and British prestige would
suffer materially.

After a while he ventured to make a
tiny fire, and while he partook of a
rough but fairly satisfactory meal he
allowed his beast to wander at will and
crop on the rich grass.

The horse had an intermittent mane,
curvature of the spine, near-exposure of
the ribs, a rasp in the throat that
sounded like the exhaust from a steam-
dredge, a moth-eaten coat of sorrel, a
fragmentary tail and a general air of
hasbeen-ness. When he wasn’t browsing
busily he was gazing droopingly at the
earth as though he half expected it to
open and swallow him up. The owner
fitted into the picture with consistency
and artistic thoroughness. He was a
short, stock man with a nondescript and
neglected beard, and was attired in
chaps, grey /shirt and a battered Stetson,
in the rim of which were two jagged and
burnt holes. bearing testimony o a
couple of rifle or revolver shots fired at

very close range. About his waist, and
sagging over -one hip, was a cartridge
belt, which was, however, guiltless of
cartridges. In a holster at his right side
hung a revolver.

As he sat in the shade waiting for the
sun to set -and welcome dusk to come
down and facilitate his further progress,
he longed for a smoke.

“That’s the worst o’ hidin’ out in these
hills,” he grumbled half aloud, “A guy
can forage his grub an’ make hisself
comfort’ble in a campin’ sort o’ way, but
he sure does miss his ’baccy!”

Red Bluff stands at the outermost
fringe of the Alberta foothills. It is just
like a hundred other Ilittle western
towns of less than a thousand population
—crude, pine-shacked, treeless, bitterly
cold in winter and parched dry in sum-
mer, and also mightily “stuck on itself.”

Every soul in Red Bluff had been
firmly convinced at one time, that their
town was in line for a city—would have
been a city long before this, only for
several unfortunate setbacks. If that
oil boom had only panned out properly!
If that branch line of railway had come
through! If they had only been able to
secure the capital to work those coal
deposits! If, if, and if ad infinitum!

So now, when people—strangers from
the east mostly—asked what this town
was called, facetious folk in the place
would raise astonished eyebrows and
demand to know from what part of the
earth these benighted travellers came
anyway!
~ “What do we call her?” they would
repeat.» “Why we call her bluff!”

However, there was one point upon
which this town could “put it over” her
sister towns: Red Bluff had had a mur-
der—yes sir, a real, live murder! Rattle-
snake Jack, who had owned a quarter-
section just three miles out of the little
town, had been done to death by his
neighbor, little Charley Pederson, a
Swedish-American who had worked the
adjoining quarter-section. That was six
months ago. Pederson had escaped,
leaving no trace of his whereabouts. A
week after the Mounted Police had com-
pleted their investigation of Jack’s shack
—the floor of which had been in a ter-
rible state. with pools of blood, broken
bottles and smashed furniture—they had
come upon the headless body of a man
in a large slough seven miles to the
south of the town. It had been in a
badly decomposed condition—so much so
that the coroner was unable to state just
how long it must have lain in the water.
But alkali water has a peculiar effect

| upon the human body and so, as the

corpse answered in every particular the
description of poor - Rattlesnake Jack,
being large-boned, dark skinned and
lean, it was buried with fitting but hur-
ried ceremonies, and the search for
Pederson went on.

The strange part of the case was that
Pederson, the alleged murderer, was
much the smaller and weaker man of
the pair. How he could have overcome
big Jack, who stood six feet two in his
socks, was the main mystery. And then,
they had been such good friends! Both
had been known as good shots, and
every fall they used to go duck-hunting
together and bring home quantities of
game. ]

- Of Charley Pederson little was known
except that-at one time he had been a
sailor. He drank, but seldom became
drunk, always managing to keep his
head clear. Rattlesnake Jack seldom
took liquor, but when he did he was like
a wild animal, and his friend Charley, of
whom he was very fond, was then the
only person who could do anything with
him. It was thought that Jack had
Spanish blood in his veins. About twice
a year he used to set out to “shoot up”
the town and, of course, as a result,
generally landed in the lock-up for a
period of ten days. He used to tell of
the wild doings down in Mexico where,
it appeared, he had originally come from.
Evidently he had the idea, while intoxi-
cated, that he was back again below the
Rio Grande. Nobody knew his last name.
Jack was all he was known by and, after
a time, “Rattlesnake” had been prefixed
to it on account of the skin of a large
rattlesnake that he wore around the
crown of ‘his/ sombrero.

The traveller on the . sorrel horse
jogged slowly into town. He had entered




