World's Greatest

Short Stories
No. II.
A LODGING FOR THE NIGHT |

By Robert Lomis Stevenson

Twenty-four lamous authors were
asked recently to name the best
short story in the English lan-
guage. The choice of Booth Tar-
kington, Jack London, Alfred Henry
Lewis and Richard Harding Davis
was "A Lodging For the Night." by
Robert Louis Stevenson

ROB.KI LOUIS BOOTH
STEVENSON TARKINGTON
PART L. v Inee Ibeveuln, poor soul, was In
" _ | great feather He lad dope a good
I' was late In November, 1456 | Lo a of knavery thet afternoon in
T . 3 o '] . » . ~
Fhe snow fell over Parls with o poyboure St Jacques, and all
rlgorous, relentiess persistence. | 5o be had been galnlug from Mon-
Sometimes the wind made a 0,y

snlly nnd scnttered It In Ayiug vortives;
sometimes there was s lull, and fAake
after Huke descended out of the black
ulght air, sllent, circultous, Intermioa-
bie.

The cemetery of St. John had tuken
Its vwn share of the snow. The clock
was hard vn 10 when the patrul went
by with halberds nnd & Inntern, beat
Ing thelr hands, and they saw nothing
suspicious about the cewetery of St
Julin

Yot there wis 8 swnll house, barked
op agulost the cemetery wall, which
was still awnke, apnd anwake to evll
purpose, io that sporing district. There
wus pot much to betray 1t from with
out. only a stream of warm va s
the chimnpey top, a pateh where the
snow  melted the roof and a few
half obliterntes] footprints ot the door
But within, behind the shuttered win

frum

un

dows, Master Fruvels Villon, the poet,
and some of the thievish crew with
whoun he consorted, were Keeping the
nizht alive nnd puissinog roonpd The T
(113

A greal plie of living embwrs Q1M osed
o stroug and roddy glow from the
arvhed chimuoey tefore this srraddled
Dom Nieolus, the Pleardy monk, with
his skirts ploked wpe amd his fat legs
bared 1o the comfortable warinth, s
face hund the beery, beabsed g e e
of the continunl drinker's

On the right Villon nmd tiay Tabary
were bhuddisl together over n serap of
purchiment, Villon making o balind
which he was to call the “Balind of
Rous=t Fish amd Tabary spluttering
sdmirntlon ot his showlder Pl proet
wWis= g o0 maaini, alark. lirge npd
beni wit toolloow  ehewrks nmd  thin
Mok lin-ks He vorries]l his four nand
twenty vesrs with feverish anlmation
Girwesl B sde folds about his eyes
Evil smlles Lind poeckers) his mouth
The wolf und plg strugeled rogether In
his foee It was an elogoent, shinrp
uglyv, earthly conmtennnee, His hnnds
were sl nnd prebensile, with Aogers
Emvttes] ke ot oo, and they wers con
tinually Mckering In front of him in
v holent il exg ==ive  pPantomime
A= for Tabory, & broad, complacent
ndomiring lmbecllity brenthed from bis
swiptsls nose gad sloblwering Hps e

b bsscome o thief Just as be might
have wwcome the most decent of bur
by the lwperious chapce that
rilis the llves of human geese and bu
mun doukeys

At the monk's other hand Montigny
and Theveuin Pepsete played a game
of chauce. About the first there clung
sutie favor of good birth and training.
as about = Something
long, lithe nnd courtly o the person
sutiething wquiline sod darkling lo the

FLIEE et T

fallen nngel

“Donhles or quits?* sald Thevenin,
Montigny podded grimly
“Some may prefer to dine in state,”

wrote Villon, “on bread and cheese on
sliver plate,  Or, or=help me out,
Guldo™

Tubary giggled
“Oir parsley on a golden dish™ serib-
blesd thies poet,
The wind
It drove the snow hefore it
wWie Erowing sharpwr
“un't it rurtle lu the gib-
bt ¥ wadd Villon, *They ure all dane
Ing the devil's Jlg on nothing ap there.
Yim my gnllunta,  Youo'll
e W rer Whew, what a
Bt
A medlar
o el
I e eold tomight

rl

freahening without
The cold

wn=

Soi hsar

way s

et the

the fewer ou the three leg
I say, Dom Nicolas,
the Bt Denls

L
o
he kel

Fubnry  nghed immoderntely over
the edlurs He had pover hesrd any

thine e Hehthenrted, und be held
i sides nud vrowesd Villon fetehed
him o 0P o the nose which turned
Lis pdeth dnto wp attack of coughing

Oh. stop thnt row.” sald Villon
“wid think of rimes to ‘fsh” Look
nt Montlgny!

All three peersl covertly at the

He i not s o be en
His mwouth was o 1t
the o » one nestrll penrly shot
and  the other much  Infated The
hnek dog wis on bis ek, an people
terrifying  wnrsery metaphor
watthed hanrd nnder the grew

sonige burden

M nester
Joving hin lnek

while

ETR in

wnd e

brief nnd fatnl move
ment nmong the gamestors, T'he round

I'iere was n

wlod pad Thevenin was tner

wing  hix menth to clnbim another
victory when Mootleny leaped up awift
ag nn wdder and stablvdd bim to the
henrt.  The hlow took effect before he
had thwe 1o utter a cry, before he
hnd thne tv move. A tremor or two

couvilsed his frome. Hix bunds open
w1 nud shut, his heels rattled on the
floor, his head rolled backward
uYer shoulder, with eyes wide
und Thevenin Pensete's spirit
bad returned to him who made It

Every vne spraug to his feet, but the
business was over lo two twos “My
God!” sald Tabary., and he began to
pray In Latin

¥lllon broke out isto hysterical
launghter., He come o step forward
aod ducked a ridlenloos bow at Theve
nin sopd laughed still louder.
sat down suddenly all of a heap upon
a wtool and coutlvued laughing bitterly
as though bhe would shake himself to
pleces

then
ol

Montigny recoverad his

frst

composure

Down went somebody Just now! |

I Duis siberit Blin,™
und he pleked the dead

Lot s s

he remarked

wWiult

man’s pockers with o practiced band
and divided the money Into four equal
portlons on  the table. “There's for

you," hwe sald

The monk recelved his shore with »
deep sleh, nnd o single stealthy glopes
at the dead Thevenin, who was begln
ping to sluk lote himself and opple
sldewnys off the chair

“We're in for It,” erled Viien
swallowing his mirth. *It's u hanging
Job for every Jack
bisre
Then be pocketed his shure of the spoll

nll

of us that's |
not to speak of thuse who aren't.'” |

and exocuted u shutte with his feet an '

If tu restore the clrcalation

Tubury was the lnst to help himselt.
He wade n daxh ot the money and re
tired to the other vud of the room

Moutlgny stuck Thevenln upright i |

the vhulr sod drew our the dugper,
which wis followed by & Jet of blood,

“You fellows hnd hetter be moving.”™
bhe snld ns he wipwed the blade vu bis
victim's doublet

"1 think
with a gulp
broke out,

we hnd.” returned Villon,
“IDD— hix fat head!" he
“It sticks In my throat llke

phlegm What right bas n maen to |
bave red hale when he |5 dead ¥ And
bhe fell all of n henp agaln upon the |

stoul and falrly covered hla face with
b bionds

Montizuy nod Dom Nicolas lnughed
alodd, even Tabary feebly chliming in,

“Cry baby ™ snld the monk

“1 always =ald he wornan,”
added Moutigny with o sneer. “Sit up
can't you®™ he went on, giving snoother
shike to the murdersd bhody.  “Tread
that Niek !

Bur Nlek was better employed, He
war quictly tking Villon's purse as
the powt st Hmp nod trembling on the
stoul where be had been making o bal
lad wot three minutes before, Montig

WHnE o

out tire

ay und Tabmry dumhbly demanded o
whanre of the booty, which the monk
sllently promised us he passed the LT
e lae nio the bosom of his gown
Io mny was s oo nrti=the nnture untits
it For proctienl existence

Nev sowtier tund the theft besen nevom
plf<hisd  thinn Vil =hook  Dlmself
Jungead to Bils Feet amd begnn helplng

to seutter mml extlnemish the smlwrs

Meanwhile Moutlgny opened the dosr

) enntionsly  pesorsd Into the *ireet
| The voast was elenr Fhere wns e |
|l hsopne paitrel o =ight R e |

wus Judge] wiser to =i ont severnlly
viod Villop wits The first by genernl con

selil Tor Imsibe Forth

|
The wind bod trivphed nnd swept |

the clomds froon benven, Only »

vapuors ms thin os moomlizht et
T

ull
few
w] oraphdly
[ L AT

A Pt = It wus

v, o by o comimon optlend
effect things seemnsd nlimest more det
plte than 19 the broadest davllzghe Vi
lon cursesd his fortune Wonld I werse
st =aowlnge! New, wherever  he
wenl hee left nn Indetible trmil

Two things presevapbal blm as be
went, the aspwct of the gallows at
Momtfawesn  in this  Lright, windy
plig=e of Tl night's sxistvnce, for one,
winl for another, the ook of the dead
wan with his bald head and gnrinnd of

red curls,  Both striwck eold upon his
heart, and he kept guickening his pace
ws AT b could esengee Froon anplensa ot
Pileanehins by ere feetniess of foot

Sitedidenly he i way

bl o Wlack clamp and s couple of lan

HAW o

hefore |

terns The clnmp wos In motion, amd

the Inpterns swung as though enrried

by men walking It wos n patrol
Pdust om his left hand there stood o

great botel, with some torrets sod » |
lurge porch twefire the door It was

durk Instde after the gllmmer of thw

Pt bhile] over some snbstance

Then he !

Auow )y sStreets, ol e win groping for

ward with ontsprendt hands when he |

offered an Indescribable mixture of re
sistances, bard apd wsoft. Orm and
loose,
sprung  two  steps
drendfully nt the
Euve s Dithe lmugh of rellef
A womnn, apd sbhe dend

and stured

Then
It was only
He kpelt be-

baeck
vbstacle

elde her 1o mmke sure upon this latter |
She wns Qreezing cold nod righd |

it

ke n stick. A llttle rogged fnery

which |

His henrt guve n leap, and he :

he |

Buttered In the wind about her halr. |

Wanted:-

Hods-Cattle- Sheep

The first carload of livestock has
already gone and I hope to make an-

other shipment, within two weeks.

I shall be in Estacada next Sat-
urday, Sunday and Monday and will
make calls through George, Garfield,
Springwater, and at such other points,
as are needed.

Phone to Mr. Standish in Esta-
cada and he will furnish you the

market prices and give further inlor-
mation regarding shipping aud buying

dates. Leave word with him if

you wish to have me call on you.

Remember, I pay cash on de-

livery for all livestock purchased and
I will

and buy there, if you prefer.

C. E. LUCKE

Livestock Buyer.

gladly come to place

your

Palace Meat Market

Fred Jorg, Proprietor

Sausage
Meats
Friday

Lard, Eggs, Butter,
Fresh and Smoked
Fresh Fish

every

Buy and Sell
Hogs, Sheep, Cattle
and Hides

Veal,

Poultry

Phone Main 83, Broadway

Estacada, Oregon




