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THE GREAT CHEVANTNI ER
H enry  P e te r C hevantnier was a rom an

tic ist long practiced in the  wiles of small 
trade . He came here, l'n the early  spring of 
1890 and enjoyed a fa irly  prosperous first 
season. A thin little  man, he w ent about 
town behind a large w icker basket strapped 
over his shoulders. In the basket was an odd 
assortm ent of pin wheels, jews harps, tin 
horns, musical tops, pencils and pens; dang
ling  from  either side w ere shoe laces and 
toy  balloons. I t was worth a nickel, often  a 
dime, to listen to  one of his yarns— not the 
yarn  itself b u t H enry him self, his speech, 
his gesticulations; he spoke French with a 
charm ing Brooklyn accent.

One m orning, E. J. W hitehead was ac t
ing as host to the Township Committee in the 
new S tandard  office when he spotted H enry 
in the hallway. “ Come in, C hevantnier,” 
said he, “ bu t leave your pack outside. Now, 
if you will tell these gentlem en the  story of 
your bovhood courtship as well as you have 
tw ice told it to me, I’ll give you a q u a rte r.” 
Thereupon H enry  fought five duels with as 
m any suitors and m ortally  wounded th ree ; 
and when he rescued his lady fa ir  from the 
jaw s of a pan ther in the jungle, she swooned 
in his arm s. “ Well done, C hevantnier!” said 
Mr. W hitehead. “ H ere is fifty cents.” He 
held the coin suspended between his thum b 
and forefinger. “ It seems to  me. C hevantnier, 
th a t your lady friend has a good m any names. 
A t first it was Louisa, then Anne, and now 
Josephine. How do you explain th a t? ” 
H enry’s small black eyes danced and his 
pointed goatee bobbed like a cork on tro u 
bled w aters. “ 0 , M onsieur W hitehead, I am 
so surprised!” he exclaimed. “ You do not 
understand  Chevantnier. He is a Frenchm an 
through and through. Of course, there were 
a good many, a very  good many, p re tty  young 
ladies. Monsieur. And I was a very dashing 
young fellow !” The half dollar dropped into 
the eager palm and the G reat Chevantnier 
s tru tted  grandly out of the room.

His stock of goods and stories exhausted,

C hevantnier ran  the gaun tle t of the village 
jokers as m essenger fo r the W estern Union. 
He resented  being called “ Wee W ee” and 
“ Slow Poke” and wrote the president of the 
company dem anding b e tte r term s. E ditor 
Pearsall published the le tte r:

“ Mr. Tel. P resident: Dear Sir— My name 
is H. P. C hevantnier, W E., W estfield, N. J. 
I have been in your employ fo r several 
m onths and there  has been several com plaints 
about me being too slow. I, therefo re , ask 
you to buy a nice horse and a side bar buggy 
which I will take home every night and keep 
in my own stable. In the daytim e, I will 
keep the same in a little  shed you will have 
to build for me along side the new depot. 
F urtherm ore, I w ant you to raise my salary 
from $9 to $25 per month and board. I am 
willing to board a t  any one of W estfield’s 
leading hotels. If  you comply, I shall con
tinue to work from  7 a. m. to 9 p. m., if 
not, I shall resign next month. Respectfully, 
P eter H enry Chevantnier, M essenger in chief, 
W estfield, N. J .” Sad to re la te , he resigned, 
sine die.

Through the m isfortune of being b itten 
by Uncle Al. D rake’s mastiff, C hevantnier re 
ceived $50. which he invested in a sprinkling 
ca rt of his own invention and pushed up 
and down Broad St. fo r a fee of 25c per 
property  owner. The thin trickle evaporated 
as fas t as it  was applied, and a f te r  a few 
days of exhausting labor. C hevantnier form 
ally “ resigned” and w ant to work for the 
town as Official Collector of S tray  W aste 
Paper, a t $10. per m onth. Thus he lived 
happily fo r a decade. His “ residence” was 
an old shack in a woodlot on upper North 
A ve.: his bed (by p reference) a bath tub 
filled with straw . Here he was found dead 
by a searching party . In his will he left 
his “ en tire e s ta te” —the plot of ground he 
had acquired by sq u a tte r’s rights— to “ my 
friend. Mr. Chas. C lark.” The Town Clerk 
prom ptly  tran sferred  the lo t to C hevantnier's 
son, who lived in New York.


