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Mrs. Hearne's Chauvies.

By PAUL KESTER

[Capyright, 1898, by the Auvthor.]
CHAPTER L

‘'By the God’s truth, I say I never
heard the equal of that. I ask you,
young man, was that right? May Infever
tell another lie as lon{; as I live if I
stays'in a tem whero the Gorgious car®
ries it off so high. Here I juavs over the
river into the gav, as wip has a better
right than an Egyptian? ‘Ilun;e am I set
on by all the littlp devils #h barefoot
and stoolrtngs, by ‘all the dogs in the
town. Now, I says nothing to that, for
have I not my staff to drive off the
Juckels and my vast to cuff the chauvies
about their cars? Indedd have I both
my st and my vast, as they learns to
their éorrow. But by the God’s tmtlf, I
wtu no lenger remain in the land where

éq chicko muskro, every difty po-
Noaman, may chiv me tq staraben for
tolling a fortune and asking my lawfnl
pay for the dukkerin. ”’

Mrs. Hearne was mdeeg a tmgac ﬂg-
urd a8 she steod ip the dusky lenm
wherg the deputy sheriff, who mado
the arrest, had scen her “locked sifely a
half honr, before.” She. stoodjincar the
barred w{ndow,\a tall, gnm‘ﬁnﬁmm.
with the last gleam of the fngering
light of tho yellow sanset gildiug her
tawny face.

“Dawdy! Dawdy! What agp the poor
people coming to when théy cannot |
take what they can get from the dinello !
Gorgious without a gresy muskro put-

I

|
|
|

“*Can’t a woman go to her childrent” |
ting them to staraben, to pnm, with |
never a thought for their' children?
Here's the mush with the dud.”’

A prison attendant broughtin alight.

“It’s closing .time. \uu can't stay
much longer,’’ he said. Then, locking
the door upon us, ho continued his
ronnds.

.+ turned again to the gypsy.

‘“Yon must tell me what has hap- !
pened, dye, or I can do nothing for you
It is growing late.”’

Y will tell yom, young man. ’Tis
growing late of a truth. I can feel tho
night coming on dark over my heart, for
my chauyvies arc all alone in the van
across the doyav, the river, and they
are young children. They do not know
where their mother is. They are wait-
ing for her to come home with their
supper. But she caunot come,’’

‘“Are they all alone, dye?'’

‘“All alono with the horses, The dog |
was killed the last fortnight. Ha, he |
took up some meat a farming mush
threw him with some poison wupon it.
The pitiful Gorgious. They loves notl-
ing the poor person has.

*“*When tho yellow light fades, my
chauvies will sit in the tan waiting for
me, but I will not come. I will not, for
the Gorgious are slow to open the doors
of ‘their prisons.

T will tell you, then, guickly, how |
it befell. Ny rom, Muoshie Hearne,,
shipped to California in the spring to
bring some vans back which his brother
left him by will. Coming overland is
slow traveling. It's some time.befare I
expects him. Now I travels with some
of my people; also I travels alone. As
you may know, it is not easy for me to
cook the dinner, to care for the horscs,
to mind the chauvies, dukker and all
Many's the day it is little I have to put
in the kettle, or to fry in the pan—aye,
many’s the day I have but a crust for
my mouth. But the chauvies are fed
and I asks no more. Now come I to this
gav, the curse of the beng be upon it
and npon me for piching my tent with-
in sound of its church bells. Hero do 1
come to pen dukkerin. Here do I find a
foolish old gentile who asks me if his
son has not robbed him.

‘‘Knowing it is the way of the Gor-
gious for the son torob father, father to
rob son, 1 answers that no doubt he
has. Thereon I takes some of the young
man’s hair which the father brings me,
a few threads, and I lays them between
the leaves of a certain book which is
mine, and 1 says an incantation, boil-
ing my kettle, walking backward to the
water, washing my hands behind my
back, hnvmgguothmg better to do, for
which silly dealings and the like he
gives me in lills in vonger, which is
none too much to pay me for being a
fool.

¢‘The next day I do the same and the
next. For each I gets the same lavver,
nor would you do it for less. If the
mush would make me a fool, he must
pay. Now, on the fourthdayI tells him
for sure that his sod is a thief, that he
has taken his money. What does the
old man do then but ask mo tocome
with him into the gay that I may show
him where it is hidden! I makes my
excuse, saying I have my other engage-
ments, but he will have it that I go
So I jaws with bim, meaning to give
him the slip, for 1 likes not his way.
Once we gets into the gav I suspects
something wrong by the look in his eye
as well as by his laying his hand on my
arm. Seeing a muskro comiug toward
us, I thinks it is time I am jawing. So
I shakes off his hand and hurries away
down s lane to'rds the flelds. Now,
what should the fool do but set up a
great cry and start after me as fast as
ho can. I waits for no more, but being
@ good runner I mends mo my pace,
leading him a pretty chase on down the
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i over the world, the soft wind, the white

lane. Ha, now come the little boys and
the dogs after me with the mush and
the muskyo yelling behind and the fields
and the woods getting nearer and nearer.
Dawdy! Then I catches my foos jn a
rent in"my gad, and I falls flat !ﬁl

heap in tho guttcr, with a crowd com-
ing wp all abour nie, the little boys
puling my eases, my dress, while the
Juckies snap at my feet. Then runs up
my protty old Gox‘giom all out of breatd,
and witen bhe can speak he calls me a
thief for taking Lis money—ha—and a
mischicf maker for setting him against
his son. mu n the muekro®
What fadeed the® muskro bus take
me up rongh by tho arm and Jarag me
here for no reason. Then do" I lenrn
that the® thieving son has given tho
vonger back to his father. *Tis fosshis

tlmtlhp{pntmempri
God’s truth, hen myrom

comes back he shall stmngle that old®
man and his som. Bad lock be apon
mem‘ n
t the mongy he gave you?”
“F¥ool that I wos to keep it nbout me.
Tlmy,mmhed me.” :
found’ i3
M!\v

it born out thair pog%?ﬁ
it pay for the bane which’shall bo thair
destruction whem their childwen mites
it iu thair food. I hates them.’’ !
have their money afain. To-
morrow, dye, I' promise you bbal’l go
back to your chaunvies. ”
'ﬁ;e attendant returned vm@h tho pris-
oner'e-sup
“The serif g2ys youor time is up.
You oen ¢ome in again in thomorning. '
! *Tomosrow, dyx, it will be' sctﬁcd in
a few hours. Kushto rattf. ”
“Tororrow. *’ Her Voice rang stvango-
ly in the oy placa, making me pauso

in the doomy “But tenight. M)
chanvies. They are uiting for mo in
the van pard’cl the doyav. They are

lnmgry Shoe turned to the keeper)
“Can’s a womaan go to har chidren?'
leaded.
0,”" said the Leeper roughly.

Wlth am oath the gypsy turned to the |
| window.

*‘Have no fear for them, Mrs. Hearne.
They shall be cared for, ”’

I saw her face twitch in the dim
light.

‘““WiH you take them this bite of
bread for their supper? They are hun-
gry. I bave been gone from thecamp
all the day.”’

She stxetched out the poorfood in her
gaunt hands.

**No, dye, I'll not tako it. But they
ghall sup well encugh. Make your mind
easy. I’li sce to them. Kushto ratti,’’

‘‘You’ve the poor person’s blessing,
my son,’’ she called after meas I passed
ont throngh the dim, chilly corridors
into the warm summer night.

CHAPTER IL

Opver tho hills came the moonlight,
fresh with the windsthat blew from the
west. Under the trecs shone the street
lamps, breaking the shadows with
patches of light. Up from the square
into the hush of the evening floated the
faint clatter of traffic, while a carriage
rolled silently by over the smooth drive
to lose itsclf soon in the shade of tho
great elms.  Over all the town, peace;
over the hills, the moonlight;in the tree
tops, the robins, hushing their last notes;

stars.

My footfall awakened the pleasant
echoes as I went on treading the uneven
bricks of the pavement, bits of song
filled the evening, stealing out from
half opened windows whers tho breeze
gently stirred the w h'iw curtains, or,
like a benison, ringing richly from the
church doors as lhl. Lougrcgauou gath-
ered for prayer mecting.

Across the cool square into the heart
of the town, down the main street and
over the bridge, with only a pause hero
and there to fill a good wicker basket
or to change a word with a friend; so
on and so over the bridge, so on to tho
great elm in the lane where Mrs. Leo
and my pal Ansclo had onco made their

camp, s0 to the van and tho tan of my
friend in the glociny room with the |
barred windows.

I paused at some little distance to put
my basket down in the tall grass while i
I reconnoitered.  For all the soft sui- |
mer night and the lights of the town |
just over the water the camp had a lone- |
ly, desolate look, as a hearth has when
the fire burns low and tired children
huddle over the cozls awaiting the re-
turn of their mothier. A fire was smol-
dering cut near the tent. From the
wagon came the scund of a child’s voice,
a child singing a child to sleep. The
voico trembled. Suddenly the song
ceased. The singer’s sharp ears. had
caught the sound of my steps on the
path.

*‘Mammy, mammy, * cried two little
voices. In the moonlight I saw three
dark little heads crowd to the front of
the van.

“Is it you, mammy? Nevader won't
go to sleep. I'ze been singing a gillie
to he. But it won’t shut its eyes.”’

*“Ith’s not mammy,’’ a second voico
lispingly whispered; *‘mandy’s atrash,
I'm afraid.”

“Mammy,”’ tremblingly questioned
tho finst voice. ‘*'Ain't it you, mam-:
my?"’

*“Why don’t mammy come home from
tho gav; mandy’s atrash?”’ lisped tho
second voice.

“Mammy? Ain't it you, mammy?
Dearie mammy, ain’t it you?"'

**Sarishan !’ I cried, coming forward.

‘““Romany chel! Romany chell”
piped the voices. Then the three littlo
beads sunk into the gloom of the wagon,
and profound silence reigned.

“Sarishan!” 1 repeated, knowing
nothing more soothing to the ear of & |
gypsy than the old mystic greeting.

‘‘Sar’san,”’ piped a faint, frightened
voice from tho wagon, ‘‘but you ain't
mammy. "’

‘‘Tute tan’t tuin into our tan, *’ lisped .
the second voice; ‘‘mandy’s atrash. ”’ )

‘“*You need not be afraid, pal, forl 3

1
!

come from your mother. Get down from
the wagon and let’s have supper. Mam-
my can’t come home tonight, so I have
come to stay with you. Come down
and let's be acquainted.’

"Who ith you?' asked the lisper.
‘wm the man withs the sapper. ”’
here ith thesupper?”’ quoth the
lispm' veaturing his head a little way
out of the wagon: ‘“‘Mandy tan’t dick
‘er tupper.”’

‘‘Dick adovo tucheni adoi, look at
that basket there. The supper is in
tt ”

““Ith there much tupper?”’ dem'mded
the lisper.

“Thowo is enough.”’

h that all?”’ plaintively wailed
tlm per.

“‘Do you want more?”

A “Yt.th, I wanth more,’’ sighed the

or.

- ol turned to the amoldering fire, broak-
ing some dead boughs that lay in the
grass into fagots and flinging them npon
the embers, Soon the flames burst from
tha twigs, throwing a merry light over
the'camp.

‘“Now came down, pals, and yon shall’

seo'what I have in the basket. Come
now or I’1l.be jalling back to the gay.”

“Not with ’er tupper"" pleaded the
lspor. L8 2

‘‘Come, then.”’

“*Us is coming.’’

They came, first cautionsly descend-
ing the ligper, closely followed by tho
child whom I hcurd singing when I
appaoached, the latter bringing the
baby, thres as gaunt little Romans as
over played by the roadside or begged a
pommy for sweetmenta

: *“We ith 8o hungry,’’ wailed tho hsp
er, pausing by the tongue of the wagon.
*Uth hath ’ad®nuffin to eatall ’erday.”

¢ 'Gept some cald potatoes,’’ carreot-
ed the chidd with the baby. ‘‘And her,”
tapping the babg¥s ourly head, ‘‘her had
to have most of them. Jimmie and me
lav Ler eat all her could, ’cause her's
m , ”n
t the kettle for me, Jimmie,?’ I
sxid to the lisper. * You ghall soon have
some hot tea to warm you. It’sa fine
‘supper wo'll' have when it’s ready.”

¢ Willie’ll get ’er kettie,”” quoth tho
ligper, who now seemed to be master of
the situnation. “‘Get ’er kettle, Willie.
I’'1i poke ’er yog.”’

In a few momerrts the kettle hung on
the sarshta over tho fire, the steam
‘slowdy curling up into the leaves of the
elm tree.

I thrustéa pronged stick through a
thin piece of bread.

““Will you toast this for me, Jim-
mie?’ I asked.

‘“Widlie'll toast ’er bread,’” was the
lisper’s response. Then turning to Wil-
lie, all smiling now in the firelight, he
held ount his shart Iittle arms.

*‘Gimme ’er baby, Willie. Now toast
a nice piepe for ’er rye.”” The obedient
WiHie tdasted the bread, holding his
hand up to keep the glow from his face,
while I laid out the supper and looked
to the tea, and the lisper busied himself
R,Lth the baby, which now perched on

is tiny knee.

When it was all ready, wesgathered |
closo to the impoverished ?\bh,. the |

seat of a wagon that bad been used as a | ,

resting place by the campfire until thus |

pressed into our service. With the baby '

now on my knee I did the honors of the
simple repast. I found that the baby,
despite the cold potatoeswith which its
brothers generously fed it, stjll could
honor our supper with anfappetite
worthy of a better occasion.

Warmed by thefire, its hunger ap-
peascd, how thoe Romany chavi could
gurgle and crow, could wink and
chuckle and laugh,.too, in o most be-
wildering way!

““Dick ’er chavi,”’ emiled the lisper,
lavishly spreading great pieces of butter
over his toast with his thumb, while his
other hand swvas lost to the wrist, im-

mersed in the pint cap whiech held his |

tea. **Dick ‘er chavi, Willie.
blinking her eyeth.
pretty sister?’’

He withdrew his hand from the tin

Ain’t her our own

Her's |

cup to pat the baby affcetionately upon |
her head, the baby crowing and gurgling |

all the more, much pleased by
brother’s attention and by the tea th b |
ran down from her curls to the tip ui
! her little dark nose.

¢“Gu,”’ laughed the baby,
her arms around my neck in a fashion
truly abandoned.

*What is your name?”’ \Vxll o, the
elder boy, su dden! y axked, log
in my face with a \\'i:ti’ul eXpression.

“You're not the man that lelled off |

with the pot of luyyver what I've heard !
my dad tell about? My dad said he was
the pleasantest gentleman what ever ho

gee. Lord, my dad said he had all tho !

money thero was in
broked open the safo with a crowbar and
lelled away with the luvver—more'n
the price of a hundred horses, my dad
said. You ain’t him, are you?"’

To my great regret truth compelled
me to make answer that I was not the

with the pub.

**I can't remember him very well,
but my dad said he used to travel with |
us sometimes when the dirty muskros |
was a-after him. Ho could rakker, and
he gived me sweets and such.
muskros after you?’’

**1 hope not,’’ I said, glancing over |
my shoulder to hide the smilo that
came to wy lips.
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**There ain’th none there, *’ whispered

‘“Ith been
When Ith sceth the muskros,

the lisper to reassure ne.
watching.

i clusive
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ALL ABOARD! ...

Stop and see the 12 styles of vehicles on our sample floor.

We can convince more.
If style, quality, price and
fair dealing will reach you we

have convinced many.
Don't fail to see us.

will do business.

Not equalled in the county. We

Stewdrt Lumbcr Ge.,

DOWCITY IOWA

Sacrrﬁced to
Blood Poison.

Those ywho have never had Blood Poi-
son can not know what a desperate con-
dition it can produce. This terrible
disease whigh the doctors are totally
uneble to cure, is communicated from
Qne generation to another, inflicting its
taint upon countless innocent ones.

Seme years ago I was inoculated with poison
by & nuree who infected my babe with blood
taint, The ligtle ono wn.s
unequsl to the str‘g
and its life \}as yi
up to the fearful poison
For sixlong yoars I suf-
fered untold misery. I
was coveredowith sorea
and uleers from head to
foot, and no language
can expross my feelings
of woe durln% those long \
years. 1 h the best 2
medical treatment. Sey-
eral physicians suocces:
sively troated me, but all a5
to no purpose. The m
cury and potash soemed to add fuel to the
awful flame which was du'ourlug me. I was
advised by friends who had secn wonderful
cures made by 1t, to try Swift’s Specifiec. We
got two bottles, and I felt hngo again revive in
my breast—hope for health and happlitess
again. Iimproved from thestart, anda com-
rlete and perfegt euro was the result, 8.8, 8.

the only bl remedy which reaches des-
pemt-e cases. Mrs. T. W. LEE
Montgomery, Aia.

" 0t the many blood remedies, 8. S. S.
isthe only one which can reach deep-

seated, violent cases. It never fails to
cure perfectly and permanently the
most desperate cases which are beyond
the reach of other remedies.

S S S heB]m)d

18 PURELY VEGETABLE, and is the only
blood remedy guaranteed to contdin no
mereury, potash, or other mineral.
Valuable books mailed free by Swift
Speeifie Company, Atlanta, Georgia.
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pleasant gentleman who bad lelled off |

The Rebsl, the Tory and the |

Spy—A Tale of an Escapeizom
New York in 1778

BY CLINTON ROSS

This is one of a series of eight|
Lharmmg short stories, the ex-

publication rights of

Ith Juat xuuuul away tid Ith got other | ' which we have secured for this

gide ’‘er big house.

and runned. '’

Romans to think that tho lisper had
thrown a stone at a policeman.
**Gimwme ’er baby,’’ Jimie begged,
well pleased with himself and his
Prowess. ¥
My daddy’s taller’n you,”’ Willie

, 8aid, looking mo over as he took up the

thread of tho conversation, “‘and the
muskros been after him., But my dad
never minded. Io just hitched up the
horses faster’n blazes and drove off like
lightning, That's what he said, and
they never ketched him at all. Did
they, Jimmie?'’

‘*No,’' Jimmie replied, rolling the
baby over on its back while he patted

(Coutinued next Issue )

Then Ith throwed a |
stone round tho corner aud Ith runned | territory.

|
Here the baby crowed with delight, | lnterestmg

and her brochers laughed like merry | guthors.

They are varied and
the best
This particular one

and by

details an exciting incident of
the war of the revolution.

r0vh Favorite
KN Remed )'
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The one sure cure for
The Kidneys, liver and Bl
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BLACKSMITH _
- and WAGONMAKER

| Carviage repair work a specially
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FAUS BROS.,
@enison,

Cement Werk.

Cement Walks, W alls, Gurbing,
B&,emcnt
Cement

Foundations, Steps,
Floors, and all kinds
Work.

all the leading brands of

boring towns.
on or write us for prices.
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ALL WORK FIRST CLASS.

We also have the agency for

GERMAN, BELGIUM, AND
AMERICAN PORTLAND
CEMENTS.

We can fill all orders for Cement at wholesale or retail,
and would respectfunlly solicit the patronage of nexgh-
Anyone desiring w org in our line eall

FAUS BROTHERS.
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L. M. BHAW, Pnzs.

BANK OF

Genera[ Banking Business €onducted. g
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C. F. KUENNLE, VunPams

O.;L. YOS5, Casm.

DENISON.

Exdengs Dordt sod ol Loag eod Shed Bm laem o Lowed Balw

interast Paid on Time Deposits.

Accounts of all Branches of: Business Conducted,

Persanal attention given to investnrents for local patrons.
conducted in Efiglish or German.

Business

Real
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SEIAW & EUEHNLE,
LAWYERS.

E

B

Estate Loans at Lowaest Rates -j
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N. F. STILSON

ARION, IOWA,

All kinds of Blacksmith,
and Machine repairing

Wagonwork
promptly done.

I have putin a good Emery Wkeesl and
will make plm\ and cultivator
work a specialty during season.

at all times.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED

Shop opposite N W. Depot.

GARY BROS. &

Deloit,

CO.

-lowa,

Are Prepared to Dig Wells

Satisfaction

Guaranteed.

Anyone needing anything in
this line should give them
a call

WARNER'S
Eummnn Sense Fence.

ON'T buy your Wire

Fence until you have
seen this. Barbed top and
bottom, hog proof. For sale
by

E. T. COCHRAN

Dr. Davnd Kenned
Favorite

CURIS AI KIDN!Y. STOMAC D

LIVER TROUBLES,

BRIl P S T
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