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THE DISPATCH 

UNMASKING DARRO. 
BY EWAN MACPHERSON. 

When Buxton, the English correspondent, 

called that evening on Miss Blanche Kershaw, 

for the fifth time in four days, he found 

Darro sitting with her. 
The two men were introduced, and almost 

the first thing Buxton said was, ‘‘1 suppove 
you spell your name like the Derreus at 
home —*the dauntless Derrens,’ they're called 
in my county—D.e-r-r-e-u.” 

It was dark, and the three were gatered on 
the porch of the Kershaw residence, where 

no artificial light served to reveal the breadth 
of the smile with which Miss Kershaw greet- 

ed this remark. Darro was a rather under- 
sized man, with eyeglasses, extensive college 
antecedents and decided literary tastes, so 

far as his conversation might inaicate. 
y rtainly do not,” he said in his habi- 

tual weary drawl. ‘‘Life is too short. I 
spell my name just as it 1s proaounced— 
D-a-r-r-o—and I am far from dauntless.” 
“By Jove, how odd!” said Buxtoa. *‘I 

was rather in hopes you might turn out to be 
a cousin of the Derreus of Derreuly Manor. 

I was born in that neighborhood myself; 
name's pronounced exactly like yours. And 

there's an old rhyme dating from goodness 
knows when: 

“Brand nor halbert, lance nor arrow, 
Checketh charge of dasuntless Derren.” 

Ven I'm quite sure I can’t be of kin," 
Darro persisted. ‘I'm afraid of everything, 
from Mausers to mice.” 
The hostess laughed. 
“At least you ought to be ashamed to make 

such a confession to a Britisher, Mr. Darro. 

Think of our national reputation.” 
“I do. I think it brutal. Physical courage, 

if it ever was a desirable quality, lost all its 
recommendations centuries ago.” 
“By Jove!” Buxton exclaimad. ‘‘You must 

pardon me if I seem a little unprepared for 

all this. You know I was a correspondent 
with your army at Santiago.” 

“That was where you met our forceful 

friend Wickley,"” said Darro. 
“To whom I owe the delightful privilege 

of Miss Kershaw’s acquaintance.” 
“You have every reason to be grateful to 

Wickley; but, for all that, I consider him an 

American of an objectionable type.” 

All of this Miss Kershaw seemed to be 
enjoying in a quiet way. Then they talked 

of other things till Darro left them. 
“That’s a most interesting double enigma, v 

said Buxton, “‘an American and a Darro, 
you know.” 

“I hope you’ll stay with us until you find 
a solution of him. Mr. Darro’s ambition to 
be thought timid is notorious here.” 

“fs’nt it a very singular ambition?” 

“Very. That may be the solution of the 
enigma.” 

A pause, and then Buxton mustered up 
courage to ask, ‘‘Miss Kershaw, you couldn't 

—ah—feel interested in a man like that?” 
“I don’t know. Brave men are so common 

with us, and, you know, I rather like exotics.” 

Buxton hardly enjoyed the suspicion that 
this girl found him interesting as a rarity 
and that she valued the timid Darro propor- 
tionately higher as he was the rarer. Then, 
again, he felt chilled at the thought that she 

could possibly entertain a degenerate taste 
for cowards. 

Buxton’s Bojourn in the place was uncer- 
tain. A wire fron his chief in London 
might any day send him on to San Francisco 

or back to New York, so he made up his 

mind to ask Wickley about it that very 
night. 

This was easy enough, for they occupied 
rooms in the same hotel, but hard on Wick- 
ley, who had just fallen asleep when the 

Englishman's knock caused him to dream 
that the place was on fire. The interview 
was unsatisfactory to both parties, Buxton 

only obtaining the assurance that Darro was 
a crank, with a forcible recommendation to 

+ go for further information either to the man 
himself or the father of all lies, while Wick- 

ley fell asleep again with the vague idea that 
thescorrespondent was preparing an article 
oW**The American Coward.” 

So it came about that Darro, on his way to 

his uacle’s law office, was hailed by Wickley. 
“Say, Darro, you want to let up on that 

timidity poppyecock of yours. All very well 
to give home folks that old song, but don’t 

try it on an English newspaper correspond- 
ent.” 

“I suppose you mean Buxton. Has he 
algldy told you of our conversation last 
night ¢’ 

“Told me! He may have told it to all the 

Eaglish newspapers by this time. He woke 

me vp at midnight to ask me if it were true.” 

For a moment Darro looked pale enough 
for his favorite part. 

“Did he tell you where we met ‘ 
“I suppose it was at Blanche Kershaw’s. 

He seems smitten in that quarter, and I 
knew he was going there last night.” 
Darro managed to recover his meek pose. 

*You know, Wickly, I don’t think much of 
physical courage’ — 

*‘Adl right, then. I only hope Buxton will 

mention your name in his story. We don’t 
want the whole city to get that sort of 
reputation.” 

Darro was disturbed. His uncle noticed 
it when he entered the office and demaned 
the cause. 

“There's an Englishman here’ — 
Before he could finish the door of the 

outer office opened, and Buxton, fresh and 
cheerful, enterad. Darro was with him in a 
moment, showing a most abnormal eagerness 

for the meeting. 

“Oh, here you are!” said Buxton. “You'll 
pardon my coming here during business 
hours, won't you? I've got to start for Cali. 

fornia this evening—wire from London just 
reached me—but before I go I want you to 
tell me (we English newspaper men like to 

be accurate and full) where you were during 
the Spanish war.” 

“I was in the law school of a western 

university when the war began.” said Darro. 
“Michigan, eh? Thanks. Enlisted in the 

Michigan volunteers under the name of 
Dobbs. Remember the day you sneaked out 
from under cover and brought ia that 

wounded boy when the sharpshooters were 
swarming in the mango trees?” 
Judge Mason was by this time an attentive 

listener to the conversation. The office boy 
also listened and gaped. 

““My name is Darro, Mr. Buxton,” said 

the pattern of peacefulness, struggling with 
himself. 

**But it used to be Dobbs in 1898, just for 

a few weeks. It will make an awfully pretty 
story for my paper. Odd I didn’t begin to 
think of the resemblance untii”— 

“‘You're not going to put my name in the 
paper?” 

*‘Story won't be any good without it. 
‘Brand nor halbert’"— 

Before the Englishman could repeat any 

more of the ancient rhyme Darro had him by 

the throat. It might have ended in strangu- 
lation had not the other interfered. 

“Oh, the whole thing is clear now beyond 

the shadow of a doubt,” ssid Buxton when 
he was saying goodby to Blanche Kershaw 

that afternoon. *“‘First I began to think of 

the likeness last night lying awake. When I 
saw him this morning, it was palpable. 

Then when he flew at my throat—dosen't 
weigh as much as I by thirty pounds—why, 
that settled it.” 

‘For you, I dare say,” said Blanche. 

“For me there was nothing to settle.” ‘You 

never believed all that talk of his?” 
*“Of course not. Still I, all ot us, ought to 

be very grateful to you for uamasking him.” 
“And what do I get?’ the Englishman ask- 

ed. 

“‘My sincere thanks. 
ing better to offer.” 

“The exposed impostor gets the higher 
reward? Is that justice?” 

“I don’t know. Bon voyage!” 

Something About Faith Cures 
What a at variety of faith cures there must 

be. Some have faith in so-called divine healers, 
others in certain doctors, and still others in the 
medicines they use. Every person who has tested 
Dr Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills has faith in them, 
but faith or no faith they cure just the same, for 
theh act specifically on the kidneys, liver and bow- 
els, and male these organs healthy, active and 
vigorous. Judging from the enormous demand 
for these pills there must be hosts of people that 
have faith in them. 

Sorry I have noth- 

What He Might Do. 

Slimkins was a creature who wore trousers. 
He was rich and respectable. He didn’t 
have to earn his own living, He was a 

butterfly of fashion. That's why trousers 
looked queer on him. He went to teas. He 
never led a german. He hadn't the capacity 
for that. He did have the capacity though, 
for failing in love. As usual in such cases, 

he fell in love with a superior girl. Dreams 
and dudes go by contraries. So did the girl. 
She wouldn’t have it a little bit. 
“What shall I do, what shall I do?’ he 

moaned. 
“You might commit suicide heroically,” 

she suggested coldly. 

‘‘But that would be murder,” he exclaimed 

horrified. 

“I think not,” she said assuringly. ‘‘Any 
jury in the country would call it justifiable 

homicide without leaving the box.” —Ex- 
change. 

To Cure a Cold in One Day 

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. Al 
Srogyiess refund the money if it fails to cure. 
E. W. Grove’s signature on each box. 25c. 
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Do women find in fiction the romantic 
element they crave, and perhaps do not find 

in sufficient quantity in life? A writer in 
“Harper's Weekly” thinks they do. How 

otherwise, he asks, are we to account for 

their devotion to novels, without which the 

story-writer would fare but ill upon the slim 
diet of an unfilled purse, and the publisher 
share the disaster? If Mr. Carnegie should 
be able to keep out of libraries, as he suggest- 
ed, all fiction under three years old, it might 
safely be said that the women would be 
against him—-which means that the thing 

could not be done. Women like new fiction; 
they want the book that is ‘‘just out.” If 
it is an historical novel, they feel that they 

are gathering information, Heaven bless 
them ! Ifit is a romance, pure and simple, 

they forget over its pages the domestic trials 

of the morning or the afternoon. It does 
them no more harm than has been done for 
countless generations. For women are 
nourished upon fiction from the days of their 
birth. Our girls are reared in an atmosphere 
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THAT'S THE SPOT! 
Right in the small of the back. 
De you ever get a pain there? 

If #0, do you know what it means? 

It is a Backache. 

A sure sign of Kidney Trouble, 
Deon't neglect it. Stop it in time. 
If you don't, serious Kidney Troubles 

are sure to follow. 

DOAN'S KIDNEY PILLS 
cure Backache, Lame Back, Diabetes, 
Dropsy and all Kidney and Bladder 
Troubles. 

Price 30¢c.a box or 3 for $1.25, all dealers. 

DOAN KIDNEY PILL CO. 
Teronto, Ont. 

rarefied and cleared from all impurities. The 
world is shown them through a rose-tinctured 
glass. ‘‘Here, dearest, is a city, a wonder- 
ful city of happy homes, of beautiful art, of 
heavenly aspiration. + And these—these are 

men, noble, highminded beings who will 
always guide and teach and protect you. 
These other are women, lovelier than every- 

thing else.” And so on. Fiction without 

discrimination 1s fed to the girl who looks 
with heaven-given trust into the eyes of her 
well-meaning teachers. And when she be- 
comes a woman, the habit has sent its roots 

into her soul, and be she happy or pensive, 
she reads fiction. With men it is different. 
They do not expect from life what women do. 
When they read novels it is to forget the 
rigors of business, to eater deliberately a 
region which they know does not exist. To 
them life is romance. If it does not turn 
out well, so much the worse for life, and 
they turn to books, where the happy ending 
is fairly sure to be counted upon. In 
woman's love for fiction there is something 
more than is superficially apparent. 

Infants too young to take medicine may be 

cured of croup, whooping cough and colds by 

using Vapo-Cresolene—they breathe it. 
->- 

Seems rather odd, says ‘‘Printer’s Ink,” 
that none of the advertising authors have 
hit upon the simple trick used by G. P. R. 
James, a novelist of the first half of the last 
century. Hae invariably began each of his 
novels with a solitary horseman riding along 
a lonely road at dusk, and, as he was widely 
read, the mannerism became a sort of trade- 
mark of a G. P. R. James story. Of the 
several dozen novels he wrote hardly any- 
thing now lives, yet the tradition of the 
solitary horseman is still remembered, and 
has become a bit of literary lore. 1f some of 
the present-day writers who turn out their 
two and three books a year would adopt a 
similar device—or even the same one—the 
labors of their publishers and press agents 
would be greatly lightened. 

A Sure Cure for Constipation. 

Some remedies cure this distressing com- 
plaint in a day, some in a month, but NErvI- 
LINE never fails to cure in a few minutes. 
Just ten drops of Nerviline in sweetened 
water—that’s enough, and away goes the 
dysentry, cured to stay. Nerviline also cures 
Cramps, Colic, Pain in the Stomach, and 
Sick Headache. It has five times the strength 
and curative properties of ordinary remedies, 
and should be in every household. Better 
buy a 25¢. bottle and try it. Nerviline is all 
right. 

HamivroN’s PiLrs For THE LIVER. 

CARPETS 
The Spring renovation calls for 

just the line of Carpets 
that the 

A. HENDERSON 
FURNITURE CO., Lt'd, 

Have in stock. 

CARPETS, 
CURTAIN POLES, 
PORTIERS. 

The beautiful, yet inexpensive, Interior 
Decorations now on display, are of a qual- 
ity to satisfy the most refined taste. 

We are prepared to undertake the work of Fur- 
nishing on the most reasonable terms. 

#@ Carpets cut to fit and made up to order. 

A. HENDERSON 
Furniture Co., Lt'd, 

WOODSTOCK. 
April 15, 1902. 

Steel Frame Cultivators, 
With Adjusting Lever and Extra Points. 

Horse Hoes, 
With Steel Wings. 

Horse Hoes, 
With Cast Wings. 

Call at works and examine or write us tor prices 
before purchasing. 

CONNELL BROS., LIMITED, 
WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

Page Acme Poultry Nettin 
RRR RRRHHS 

>, 

) 0.020.006 (¢ is close meshed at bottom and does not require rail or 
NOTE oe taro te oatereests 20% board support at edges, having strong straight wire 
CLOSE a0 % X25 (No. 12 guage) at top, bottom and in centre, cannot sa 

RSTO LER and 18 The * P, " nett $ MESH 5 sasess S55 an easy to erec e age Acme’ netting is o 
= oes 5 %: neat appearance, very durable and cheap. We also 

AT 3 5 27%: 23 make farm and ornamental fence, gates, nails and 
BOTTOM = staples. The name of Page is your guarantee of quality. 

232 =2 The Page Wire Fence Co., Limited, Walkervilic, Ont, 

Kir e | Protect 

YOUR PROPERTY, 

Don’t lose any time in getting Protection on your 

Property by a policy in a first-class Fire Insurance 

Company 

A. D. HOLYOKE, 
Agent for English and American Companies. 

Queen Street, Woodstock, N. B. Offices: 

special meal will prove a 
pleasure where the kitchen 
is properly equipped for 
the work, 

OUR STOCK OF 

Pots and Pans 
In all shapes and sizes will make housekeeping a pleasure the 

whole year round. Our kitchen conveniences make life more at- 

tractive. 

At our store here and at Centreville you will find all the 
Latest Novelties in Cooking Utensils, and at cheap prices that 

will astonish you. 

W. F. Dibblee & Son. 


