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A  LODGING FO R T H E  N IGHT

By Robert Louis Stevenson

Twenty-four famous 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.
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P A R T  I.

mT  w ns lute iu N ovem ber, 14AA 
T he  snow  fell o v er P u rls  w ith  
rigorous, re len tle ss  persistence. 
S om etim es th e  w ind m ade a 

« illy  and  sca tte red  it in  flying vortices; 
som etim es th e re  w as a lull, and  fluke 

a f te r  fluke descended o u t o f th e  black 
n ig h t a ir. silen t, c ircu itous, in te rm in a 
ble.

T he  cem etery  o f St. Jo h n  had tuken 
its  own s h a re  o f th e  snow . T he  clock 
w us h ard  on 10 w hen th e  p a tro l w ent 
by w ith  h a lb erd s a u d  a lan te rn , twat- 
ing  th e ir  hands, a n d  they  saw  no thing 
susp ic ious alfout th e  cem etery  of S t  
John .

Yet th e re  w as a sm all house, backed 
up .aga inst th e  cem etery  wall, w hich 
w a s  still aw ake , aud  a w ak e  to evil 
purpose, .u  th a t  ao o tin g  d i s t r i c t  T here  
w as no t m uch to  b e tray  it  from  w ith 
ou t. only a s trea m  o f w arm  vapor from 
th e  chim ney top. a (Mitch w here  the  
snow  m elted on th e  roo f and  a few 
h a lf  o b lite ra ted  fo o tp rin ts  a t tb e  door. 
B u t w ithin, behind th e  sh u tte re d  w in
dow s. M aste r F ra u d s  Villon, the  poet, 
and  som e o f  th e  th iev ish  crew  w ith 
w hom  he consorted , w ere  keeping the 
n igh t a liv e  a n d  passing  round th e  ln»t 
tie.

A great pile  o f living em b ers diffused 
a s tro n g  an d  ruddy  glow from  the 
a rch ed  ch im ney  B efore  th is  s tradd led  
Dom Nicolas, tb e  P icardy  m onk, w ith 
his sk ir ts  picked up and his fa t legs 
b ared  to  th e  com fortab le  w arm th . Ills  
fa ce  had th e  beery, b ru ised  ap iiea rance  
o f th e  con tinu al d rin k er's .

On th e  r ig h t Villon and  «illy T abary  
w ere  huddled  to g e th e r o v er a sc rap  of 
p a rchm en t. Villon m ak ing  a ballad 
w hich he w as to  cull th e  "B a llad  of 
R oast F ish ."  and  Tahar.v sp lu tte rin g  
a d m ira tio n  a t his sh o u ld er T he | km*! 
w as a rag o f a m an . d a rk , little  and  
lean, w ith hollow cheeks and  thin, 
black lock* l ie  c a rried  his fou r and  
tw en ty  y ears  w ith feverish  anim ation. 
O reed had m ade folds abou t his eyes 
E vil sm iles bad puckered his m outh. 
T h e  w olf and  pig stru g g led  to g e th e r In 
Ids face. It w as an  e loquent, sharp, 
ugly, ea rth ly  countenance. H is hands 
w ere  sm all and  prehensile , w ith  fingers 
kn o tted  iike a cord, aud they  w ere  con 
tin u a lly  flickering In fro n t of him in 
vio lent and  expressiv e  pan tom im e 
As for Tahar.v. a broad, com placent, 
ad m irin g  im becility  b rea thed  from  bis 
sq u ash  nose and s lo bbering  lips H e 
had l>ecotne a th ie f  ju s t  as be m ight 
have  la so m e  tb e  m ost d e te n t  o f b u r
gesses by th e  In ju r io u s  chan ce  th a t  
ru b *  the  lives o f h u m an  geese an d  h u 
m an  doukeys.

At th e  m onk 's o th e r hand  M ondgny 
and  T hev eu iu  P en se te  played a gam e 
o f rhauce. A bout tb e  first th e re  c lung 
som e flavor o f good b irth  and  tra in in g , 
a s  about a fallen angel. Som eth ing 
long, lith e  nnd courtly  lu th e  |*cn*ou: 
som eth in g  uqutllue  and  d a rk lin g  In th e

face. T lievenln. poor soul, w as in 
g re a t feather. H e had done a good 
s tro k e  o f kn avery  th a t a fte rn o o u  in 
tile  F aubo urg  St. Jacqu es, and  all 
n igh t he had been g a in ing  from  Mon* 
tlgny. •>.

"D oubles or q u its?"  said  T heven ln .
M ontlgnv nodded grim ly.
"Som e m ay p re fe r to  d ine  in s ta te ,"  

w ro te  Villon, "on bread aud  cheese  on 
s ilv e r plate. Or. o r—help me out. 
< iu Ido!"

T ab a ry  giggled.
"O r parsley  on a golden d ish .” scrib 

bled th e  poet.
T h e  w ind w as fre shen in g  w ith o u t

It d rove the  snow  before  It. T h e  cold 
w as grow ing  *hnr|M»r.

" ( 'a n  t you h e ar it ra tt le  lu th e  g ib
bet V*‘ said Villon. "T hey a re  all d an c 
ing th e  dev il’s jig  ou no th ing  up there. 
You m ay dance, my ga llan ts . You'll 
he none the  w arm er. NVhew. w h a t a 
gust.* Down w ent som ebody ju s t  now! 
A m ed lar th e  few er on the  th re e  leg 
ged m ed lar tree! I say . Dorn Nicolas, 
i t ’ll be cold ton igh t on the  St. Denis 
ro a d :” he a sked

T ab a ry  laughed im m oderately  over 
tin* m ed lars H e had never heard  a n y 
th ing m ore ligh thearted , and  he held 
his sides and  crow ed Villon fetched 
him  a fillip on th e  nose, w hich tu rned  
his m irth  Into a n  a ttac k  o f coughing.

•Oh. stop  th a t  row ." said  Villon, 
"and  th ink  of rim es to  ’fish!* Look 
s t  Mon tlg n y !"

All th ree  peered covertly  a t  tb e  
gam ester. He did not seem to be e n 
joy ing  his luck. I l ls  m outh w us a lit
tle  to  a side, one nostril nearly shu t 
and th e  o th e r m uch Inflated. T be 
black dog w as on bis back, a s  people 
say . In te rrify in g  nu rsery  m etaphor, 
and he b rea thed  hard  u n der th e  grew- 
sou je burden

There w as a b rief and  fa ta l move 
merit am ong th e  gam esters. The round
w>!U H n ij w u a  l n « t

opening Ins m outh to  claim  an o th er 
victory w hen M outigny leaped up sw ift 
as an  adder and  stubbed him  to  the  
heart. T he blow  took effect before  he 
had tim e to u t te r  a cry. before  be 
had  tim e  to move. A trem o r o r tw o 
convulsed his fram e. H is b ands open
ed aud  shu t, bis heels ra ttle d  on tbe  
floor, then  his head rolled back w ard  
over one shoulder, w ith eyes w ide 
open, and T hev en ln  P eu se te ’s sp irit 
had re tu rn ed  to him  who m ade It.

E very  one sp ra n g  to  his feet, b u t tb e  
bu siness w as o v er in tw o  two«. "My 
God!" said  T nbary . and  he began to 
p ray  in L atin

Villon broke o u t in to  hysterical 
laug h te r. He cam e a s te p  fo rw ard
and ducked a rid iculous bow a t Tbeve- 
nin an d  laughed still louder. T hen he 
sa t dow n suddenly  all o f  a heap  upon 
a stool and  continued laughing  b itterly  
as though be w ould sh ak e  h im self to 
pieces.

M outigny recovered his com posure 
first.

*'Let h see  w uut lie has ulnMit him ." 
I he rem arked , and  he picked th e  dead 
i m an 's  pockets w ith  a practiced  hand 
| and d iv ided the  money in to  four equal 
! portions on the tab le. **There’s for 
| you." he said.
| T h e  monk received his sh a re  w ith  a 
! deep sigh, and  a sin g le  stea lth y  g lance 

a t th e  dead Thevenln. w ho w as begin
ning to sink luto h im self aud  topple 
s id ew ays off th e  chair.

"W e ’re all iu for it."  cried Viilon. 
sw allow ing his m irth . " I t 's  a hanging 
job  for every  m an Ja c k  o f us th a t ’s 
h e re —not to  speak o f th o se  who u ren ’t."  
T hen he pocketed Ills sh a re  of th e  »(Kill 
and  execu ted  a shuttle w ith  his feet as 
if to  resto re  th e  c ircu la tion

T ubury w as the  last to help him self. 
H e m ade a dash  a t th e  money and  re
tired  to th e  o th e r end o f  th e  room.

M outigny stuck  T heven ln  up righ t in 
the  «-hair and  d rew  ou t the  dagger, 
w hich was followed by a je t  o f blood.

"You fellow s had b e tte r  be m oving." 
he said  as he wi|>ed th e  blade ou his 
v ictim ’s doublet.

"1 th in k  w e had." re tu rned  Villon, 
w ith  a gulp. " D —  his fa t head!" he 
broke out. " It s tick s in  my th ro a t like 
phlegm  W hat right has a m an to 
h ave  red ha ir w hen he Is dead?" And 
be fell all o f  a heap again U|K>n the  
stool and  fairly covered h is face  w ith 
bis hands.

M outigny and  Dom Nicolas laughed 
aloud, even T ubury feebly chim ing in.

"C ry Imby!" said the  monk.
"I a lw ays said he w as a w om an," 

added M outigny w ith  a  sneer. "S it up 
c a n ’t you?" he went on . g iving an o th er 
sh ak e  to th e  m urdered  IhhI.v. ’T re a d  
out th a t  tire. Nick!"

But Nick w as b e tte r  employed. H e 
was qu ie tly  tak in g  Villon’s purse as 
tb e  poet s a t  limp and trem blin g  ou the 
stool w here  he had been m ak ing  a bai 
lad uot th ree  m in u tes before. Montig 
n.v and  To I wry du m b ly  dem andisi a 
sh a re  of the booty, w hich th e  monk 
s ilen tly  prom ised us he passed the  lit 
tie  hag bit«» the Isisom of Ills gown 
In m any w ays mi a r tis tic  n a tu re  unfits 
a m an for practh 'u l existence.

No sooner bad the  tlieft been accolli 
plDhed than  Villon *lu*ok himself. 
Jum ped t«> his feet and  began helping 
to sc a tte r  aud  ex tingu ish  th e  eml>ers 
M eanw hile M ontigli! opened the door 
and cau tiously  (teoreti bit«» the  stree t 
T he  «-oast w as »-lour. T h ere  w as no 
m eddlesom e patro l in sight. Still it 
w as Judged w iser to slip  out severally, 
and  Villon w as th e  first by general «sin 
sen t f«» Issue forth

T he  w ind had trium p hed  and sw ept 
all th e  elonds from  heaven. Only a 
few  vu|s>rs as th in  a s  m oonlight th*et 
ed rapid ly  across th e  s ta rs . It wus 
b itte r  «-old. and  by a com m on optical 
effect, th ings seem ed alm ost m ore deli 
u lte  th a n  i*i the  broadest daylight. VII 
Ion «•urseil Ids fo r tu n e  W ould It w ere 
still snow ing! Now. w herever he 
w ent he left an  Indelib le  trull.

T w o th in g s  pre«»coupled him as he 
w ent, the aspect o f th e  gallow s at 
M ontfaiicon in th is  b righ t, w indy 
phase of th e  n ig h t's  existence , for one. 
aud for ano ther, the  l«s»k of the  dead 
m an w ith  his bald head and  garland  of 
red curl*. Both s tru ck  cold U(h»ii his 
heart, and  he kept qu icken in g  his pa«’e 
as If lie could esrn|»e from  unpleasant 
tho u g h ts  by m ere fleetnes* of foot.

Suddenly he saw  a a mg way before 
him a him k c lum p a n d  a «-onpie of Ian 
te rn s  T he  c lum p w as In motion, and 
tbe  lan te rn s  sw ung  ns though curried  
by m en w alking. It was a patrol 
Ju s t  on his left hand there  stood a 
g reat »Mitel, w ith som e tu rre ts  ami a 
large  |M»rch I»efore th e  d«w»r. It w as 
d ark  inside a f te r  the  g lim m er of the 
snowy s tree ts . and he w as groping for 
w ard  w ith  ou tsp read  hands when he 
aruuthled over som e siltiafance which 
offered an Indescribable m ix tu re  o f  ro
s isi a nee«, bard aud  soft. Arm and  
loose. Hi* heart gave  n leap, nnd be 
sprung tw o s teps t>uck aud  s ta re d  
d read fu lly  a t the  obstacle. T hen he 
ga \ e a little  laugh o f relief. It wua only 
a w om an, am i she  dead  H e knelt be* 
side her to m ake su re  upon th is  la t te r  
(m»1 iit. She wna (reeziug  cold aud  rigid 
like a stick . A little  rugged finery 
flu ttered  in the  w ind abou t ber balr.

To fc« continue Ì

Wanted:-

Hogs-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, 
Springvvater, 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 infor
mation regarding shipping and 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 gladly come to your place 
and buy there, if you prefer.

C. E. LUCKE
Livestock Buyer.

Palace Meat Market

Fred Jorg, Proprietor

Lard, E ggs, Butter, Sausage
Fresh and Smoked Meats 

Fresh Fish every Friday

Buy and Sell Veal,
H ogs, Sheep, Cattle

Poultry and Hides

Phone Main 83. Broadway

Estacada, Oregon


