
Pa«eß

Second Hand Store
Kitchen cabinets anil cupboards made to order

All kinds of wood work, anil stove repairing

The place for bargains. TA TATTTJ \^
Come and see "Nick" LJ, L//VUJ\ I

.

Columbia Stables
. JOHN W.WALSH, Prop.

Fine Teams and Turnouts Horses Boarded

Livery and Feed Stable
PRICES RIGHT

First Class Teams, Rigs and Saddle I lorses lo Let by
the I lour or Day

O. K. STABLE J M. DUPUIS
Opposite Courthouse Proprietor

LUMBER
Yon can build \u25a0 Imnsi' wit limit lumber, bni in this

country it would hardly pay to try it.

We run fit you "in with all kinds of ordinary, as well
as with first-cl.'iss dimension and finishing lumber.

We can make price* reasonable and qan extend terms
that will prove a i iniliK-ctiii'iit I'm' yon to build.

«

SLATER & GNAGY COLVILLE

A Difference In
Material

Makes a Material
Difference

That's why w* have Uk«i pafcte to
lay in tha best (took of Papers, *h»

UUat etyUa of Typa and tha meal Un-
•ravad Printing Machinery. Wa ara
preparad to print anything from a
Vialting Card to a Poatar and to maka
It a Work of Art.

Do You
Want a

Homestead
Ifyou want to take up a homestead, or buy a good

relinquishment, there are several good opportunities
at present, but of course they wont last long. Some
claims have a great amount of timber on them.

Call on or write

Albert Loiselle
Guy A. Young

Cronin, Wash.

THE ROONEY
WILL

BY

FRANK H. SWEET
Copyright, I!WU, by Amui-iciin Press

Association.

THE
lawyer a dry little man—said

It was the strangest will he had
ever helped to draw up. He felt
lie 'wed an apology to the rela-

tives of the deceased for Us peculiar
phraseology. Hut they must please un-
derstand that he was not to blame.
He had begged the testator to allow
the terms to appear in the ordinary
legal forms. He had argued, got angry
even, but In vain. The stubborn old
gentleman insisted on wording the
will in his own way.

The deceased man's nearest relative
was old Tom fJaynor, who, It wns
said, fully expected to come in for the
bulk of the hoard. A proud, hard twin
was Tom, wealthy as wealth goes In
rural Ireland, but as grasping of the
penny as If ho linil Dotting. The pride
born of his wealth was shown in the
Way he treated suitors for the hand of
his pretty daughter, Kitty. Decent,
well to do farmers came seeking her,
but old Tom would have none of them.
It was said he was waiting till the
possession of Uooney's money brought
some of the big graziers of the neigh-
borhood to his door, hat In hand, look-
Ing for Kitty.

Pretty Kitty, however, had already
made her own choice, which by a cer-
tain lovable perversity was none other
than Frank Murtagh, (he very poorest
of her suitors, himself also a relative
of John Rooney. When his parent!
died John hud taken him In and reared
him an bis own son. It was said that

the two men had failed to lilt it off
together in Inter years, Frank was a
merry, light hearted blade, and It was
a matter of popular conjecture that his
easy going ways had alienated what-
ever affection old Rnoney may have
entertained for him originally, and in
the scale of expectations he was put
down at a very low altitude.

But all suspense on this Important
matter would soon be at an end, for
the lawyer, having cleared his throat,
now commpneed to read the will:

"I, John Itooney, sound of mind, do
herewith make this my last will and
testament. To that sorra-may-care
rascal, Frank Murtaßta, I bequeath the
house and land about It on condition
that he does not sell It for less than
£200 for the far Held and £500 for the
house and near field, and, ns this Is
about six times Its value, he Is not
likely to Ret anybody fool enough to

\u25a0buy It of hhn. And I give nay old
clothes—not a tiling more—to that nij?-
ffard, Tom Gnynor"—

All eyes were turned on Tom, who,
strange t<> cay, took his treatment
with perfect composure, except for a
slight flush nt the testator's personal
reference. The lawyer gave a discreet
rough and wont on:

"Ho treated me like a dog when I
was poor and fawned on me whet) he
thought I had grown rich. And there's
my old bamboo stick, that I'tuud for
many years, I leave to Frank Murtagh
to belt ("ray apologise, but belt is the
—«r—extraordinary word the testator
insisted on usiiij;," mournfully protest-
ed the lawyer;—belt Tom (iaynor off
these premises and lauds if he dares

hs DBAOOJCD THE VESSEL OUT OF THE
HOLK.

and If he fails to perform it every-
thing I have left him Koes to Cooldara
chapel. And now I've bequeathed every
penny 1 was possessed of, and much
good inuy It do those that have got It."

And so the peculiar will came to an
end. Astonishment gripped the room.
Not a small amount of their wonder
was expended on the calm way old
Tom Gayuor had met the shattering
of his expectations be was known to
have entertained for Rooney's hoard.

But they would have ceased to won-
der had they been privileged to know
what was passing In Tom Gaynor'B
mind at that moment. On his way
home he had paused at tho road gate
of one of Frank's fields and stood
looking toward a hillock on the top
whereof flourished n small tree.

"I'm too knowing for ye. John 800-
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ney," said he. "I can .see ye now—God
be good to ye-as 1 B3W ye that night
six months ago dhruggtug the big
iron pot "and bun my i lose to that
tree there, and there It is now, with
(he American money in it safe and
sound for me when I like to go for it,"
and he gave vchuckle. "I'll go take a
look to see tlic exact spot where the
ould lad buried It."

Forgetting the terms of the will that
warned him under penalties off the
land. lie crossed the gate. Frank, how-
ever, had perceived the movement
from the kitchen window and, mind-
ful of his testamentary obligations,
snatched up tin* bamboo stick and
charged down upon Tom, who there-
upon regained the right side of the
gate with alacrity. Frank whs full of
apologies for the harsh duty that had
been Imposed on him, but. Tom made
light of the matter, merely turning it
to account to .say a few indulgently
sarcastic remarks about the queer, ec-
centric nature, of old .John Kooney. All
the time his eye glittered on the hil-
lock.

Now, though the hiding place of the
treasure was known to Tom, there
was one great dlui'-ulty still in the
way of Its acquisition. To enter a
man's field and take something out of
it was nothing short of theft. There-
fore while the Held belonged to anoth-
er Tom was debarred by the most ele-
mentary principles of honesty from at-

RE MADE A FIERCE BLOW AT TOM.

taching the treasure. The only re-
source, left, then, was to wheedle
Frank Into selling the valuable piece
of land.

The realization of this project was
made ea«y by the appearance that
evening of Frank Murtagb, bent on
asking Tom to give him Kitty. When
they were wrapped iv the secrecy of
the parlor Tom craftily Introduced his
scheme. lie was aware of Frank's
circumstances, be went on to say, and
how small was the amount of ready
money old John Rooney bad left him
to carry on the work of the farm.
Knowing this, he felt certain he would
not be able to sleep o' nights If
Frank's position was not made easier,
lie had thought the matter over and
evolved a very good idea. It was to
buy the far field of Frank—yes, even
at the prohibitive price old Itooney
had put upon it.

Frank, sorely in need of money, met
the offer with mingled wonder and de-
light.

When the matter was arranged
Frank took occasion to venture his
proposal for Kitty. Tom's good hu-
mor at once evaporated. He shook
his bead severely. \u25a0

"Don't let that Idea Into your head,
my boy," said he. "Ye're no match
for her. "fisone of them big graziers
Kitty will be getting. No, no; thry
somewhere else." Then, anxious to
avoid offending Frank, he added In a
softer tone; "Ye see, Kitty's only a
yonng girl yet. She won't be on for
marrying these years. An', sure, haven't
you time enough yourself too? Musha,
what hurry's on ye to get yerself
spanchellwl? Mebbe In a year or two
yell be betther off than ye are now.
Then come to me an' we'll talk about
Kitty."

Tln> day be entered into possession
of the field was a great day for Tom.
When nil were abed that night he took
a spade from the stable and cautiously
tunde his way to the hillock where he
had seen old John Itooney burying the
Iron pot. reeling round the brow of
the bill, he found the loose scraws of
earth and knew that the treasure
could Dot be more than two feet away
from him. Seizing his spade, he com-
menced excavating with feverish ea-
gerness. In a very short time—two
minutes perhaps—the spade struck
metal. Bending, he groped for the
handle of the pot and, seizing It, drag-
ged the vessel out of the hole. The
mouth of the pot was merely covered
with rough sncklng, but with admira-
ble self restraint Tom determined to
refrain from making acquaintance
with the contents till he had reached
the friendly haven of his own kitchen.

With n cool deliberation, remarkable
when the occasion Is considered, Tom
lit n lamp when be bad placed the pot
on the floor. Then he bent down and
with just n slight trembling of the fin-
gers proceeded to untie the rope that
bound the sncklng. The knot was pres-
ently loosened; it fell away, off came
the sacking, nnd Tom's eyes glared
vnenntly nt—stones.

"It must be undernentb," he mut-
tered hoarsely.

But when the contents ware strewn

on the floor nothing was shown but
stones mingled with sand and ashes.

"The villain—the old schumlngrogue!
Full of tricks he always was!" mut-
tered Tom, and that was all he said
during the half hour he sat star-
Ing wildly at the heap, occasionally
turning, with a start, to hear in the
chirrup of a cricket the jeering cackle
of old John Hooney.

Presently he rose, cleared the rub-
bish Into the yard and went to bed.

Next morning the first poignancy of
his disappointment was passed. In-
deed, (ho mutter tliat stood most prom-

inently in Ills mind was the loss of the
£200 he had paid for the field. But on
further thought he was able to relieve
his depression by the conclusion that
he would have small difficulty in coax-
Ing the amount from easy going Frank
and so restore affairs to their original
condition.

With this purpose in view he set out
to call on Frank, quite forgetting the
warning in the will and the bamboo
stick.

Frank, too, appeared to have permit-
ted his testamentary duties to slip his
memory, for he bade *he old man wel-
come nnd haled him to the parlor with
every demonstration of respect. The
object of Tom's visit filled him with
delighted speculation. Was it some-
thing about Kitty? Had Tom repented
of his harsh opposition?

His heart leaped wildly, but grew
calm enough again when Tom referred
with mournful air to the matter of the
purchase of the field as the reason of
his call.

The mention of Kitty was enough
for Frank. Up he jumped and, going
to the press in the corner, extracted
from a little box the check just as
Tom handed it'to him.

Tom's eyes glittered as be crushed it
into his pocket.

"You're a thoroughbred, # Frank,"
said he, "and }tI can do anything for
ye, my boy, command me."

"Give me Kitty, then," said Frank,
promptly seizing the opportunity.

Good humor instantly fled the old
man's face. It became hard, flinty.
But, conscious that he owed Frank
something for the ready return of the
check, he resorted to diplomatic eva-
sion to smooth over the incident.

"Before I answer that let me ask
you a question," he said.

"Well?"
"Have you ever made a search for

Rooney's money that he got by the
American uncle?"

"Indeed I did. I searched every-
where in the house, but not a thrace
of it could I find."

"But it must be somewhere, Frank.
Ould John couldn't have taken Itaway
with him."

"That's thrue."
"Well, now, just listen to this. If

you find that money I'llgive you Kit-
ty."

Frank's eyes rolled wildlyin the ex-
citement of the prospect this remark
opened out to him. In one of these
revolutions they encountered the bam-
boo stick. A chill struck him, for he
was at once reminded of the duty Im-
posed by the will, which left him no
alternative but to "belt" out of the
house the man whom it was his best
Interest to propitiate. But, though his
soul girded at the task, the bamboo
drew him as if the very spirit of old
John Rooney possessed it.

"Sorry I am, Tom Gaynor, but ye
must get out of this," he said, leaping
to his feet and running to the corner.
"Remember what the will said, man.
You're to be belted out of this place
every time ye come into it. Be off
now, if you plaze. Quick, man! Sure
it's not my fault, but it can't be help-
ed anyway."

Frank purposely fumbled with the
stick to allow Tom to collect faculties
grievously scattered by the abrupt out-
burst.

"Are ye gone?" cried Frank, wav-
ing the bamboo menacingly as he
swung around, just in time to see old
Tom's coattails disappear through the
door.

Down along the path sped Tom,
with Frank not a yard behind, im-
yoving his position gradually by way
of demonstrating that there was no
deception in his effort. To give fur-
ther evidence of his determination to
carry out his testamentary obligations,
he made a fierce blow at Tom Just as
he flew through the gate. The blow
missed Tom, as indeed it was Intended
to do, but struck the gate with ter-
rific force.

Now In safe territory, Tom drew up,
gasping for breath, while Frank gazed
ruefully at the bamboo broken across
the middle.

"Begor, I've done for ould Rooney's
bamboo," said ho. "But what's this
here?" gazing closely at the slit "It's
hollow within, and there's something
in It What can itbe?" he added, pull-
Ing out a long tube of papers.

"There's more of them here up the
hollow," he said, throwing the papers
on the ground and proceeding to fur-
ther Investigation. "Thts is something
onld Rooney bid here, I'll hould ye.
What can It mane, I wondher?"

"Mane!" cried Tom, who had picked
up the roll and opened It. "What can
it mane!" with a hoarse shout. "It
manes that these are bank notes for
<00 apiece; aye, and here aw moriwfer
£100."

The pair stood and gasped their as-
tonishment

"The American legacy," whispered
Frank when he had caught his breath.

"That's Just what It is," returned
Tom, vaulting from trembling excite-
ment to genial enthusiasm. "Frank,
my boy. I coagratulate >«. Ye're th«
richest man In the county this mlnyet."

"And—and"— murmured Frank.
Old Tom saw the question in the

young man's eyes and cut his hesita-
tion short with a laugh.

"Don't throuble to say another
word," be said. "Kltty'a yours, my
boy, and my big blowing on ye both."

Hunters, Attention
Send me your fine specimens of deer beads, animals,
birds, and skins to be made into rugs, and see how
much less 1 charge for a first-class job of mounting
than others charge. Simply-give me a trial, and be
convinced. I will take good specimens in exchange
for work, and also buy some for cash. Coyotes wanted
—if you live close to town, bring them without skin-
ning. Never bring any skins without skull. Price list

on request.

LT s\rmiT Taxidennidt
• LUcW Colville

J. F. LEIGHTON
Watch and Jewelry

Repairing
ALL WORK GUARANTEED

ONE YEAR

SPOKANE
COLLEGE

College of Liberal Arts, Commercial Department, Nor-
mal School, Academy, Preparatory School.

Spokane College is undenominational. It has a superb
location, a modern equipment, an excellent faculty,

and pursues a liberal, progressive policy.

Under the presidency of P. M. Qlasoe Spokane College
has become a leading factor in the educational system
of eastern Washington and its standard is now of the
highest. The chemical and biological laboratories are
up to date, and the museum furnishes a vast amount
of subjects for scientific research. The city of Spo-
kane, with its large public library and opportunities
fur study along all lines, is helping to make Spokane
College the big school of the northwest. For informa-

tion address

Spokane College, Spokane, Wash.

Don't Stand Like
<O\ A
Vxga Hitching

Jt^/L Post
w i^iIfin Get •mov*on

«I\wiWi ut the worid

\wi IB know you tre

lugn JH Sh], your business

J^v \J*|jri to success op

Kin Mil) v°ur business

\ / will push you
\ I to the 'wall.

\ I / Advertise I
V,-J Advertise! I

Advertised I

Moving
Pictures

Opera house every evening

Admission 10c

to show hln face on them. This duty

I enjoin solemnly on Frank Murtagh,


