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Byno Hypophosphiles
Jl Qeneral 'Conic

Ani, excellent tonic which quickly restores strength 
and energy to the system when run down, or suffering 

" from. the after effects of illness. It stimulates the 
* digestion and enables those who suffer from loss of 

appetite to enjoy their meals thoroughly and dérive 
full benefit from them. • When feeling weak or 
easily becoming tired after slight exertion, * Byno * 

Hypophosphites is invaluable.
Obtainable from all Chemists, Stores, etc., throughout the B.W.L

Allen & Hanbury» Ltd., London.
H. S. HALS ALL, Sp«<*il Roprewiattvo lor thm B.W.I., 

P.O. Box 57, BRIDGETOWN, BARBADOS.

THE PANGS OF REMORSE
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A COMPLICATED TANGLE.
Vh:

CHAPTER VIII.
He rose as he spoke, and, with a 

polite bow, left her to speak with a 
racing man who had just entered.

We said Clarence Clifford did not 
gamble; nod did he; but he patroniz
ed the turf and won money on it

That can be done without gambling.
“Ah, how d’ye do, Clifford?" said 

the1 racing man, greeting him cordial
ly,, bait with that tone of respect which 
ail,- inferior minds feel for their sup
eriors. "Lucky again with that cob 
of yours, Who’d have thought she 
haÇ got it in her? That last fence 
was a cropper for half the field.”

“j though she had it in her,” was 
the; calm reply, “for I rode her my
self.”

“The deuce! And didn’t break your 
neck?” retorted Cap*. Plover. "You 
are a strange card. And what did- 
ydu win—five thousand?”

“You may double that,” replied 
■Clarence Clifford, indifferently. “And 
what.have you lost on the new colt?”

“Oh) a couple of thousand,” groaned 
the captain. “Hang me, if you were , 
not right. ' It puzzles me how you get j 

'■the tips.”’
.“Ah,” reported Clarence Clifford, j 

kith the sneer well shown. “I trust i 
jo my own-judgment; you trust to j 
stable helps, and rogues, and, very \ 
often, idiots." j out

He sauntered away towards the i 
piano.

Young Dalton was leaning against 
the instrument, staring hard in the

and I have promised him I would get 
you to sing.”

To all this Clarence Clifford, with 
unchanging countenace, bowed pro
foundly, murmured a few low words 
of acquiescence and sauntered hack, 
perfectly aware of the hundred eyes 
fixed upon him and the continual 
whisper, “There’s Clarence Clifford!” 
as he passed gossiping groups.

Fred Dalton caught his arm and 
led him to the conservatory, eagerly.

“Don’t spoil my coat sleeve,” said 
Clarence Clifford. “What is it, Dal
ton? Head over heels again?”

“Yes, confound it," replied Mr. Dal- 
i ton. “A regular cropper, this tfme, 
! Clifford.”

“And 'you want me to help you?”
“Well, I’m almost ashamed, but a 

thousand pounds would set me right. 
You shall have a bill----- ”

The smile stopped him.
“Thanks, no. Bills are of little use, 

save as curiosities, and I don’t col
lect, you know. You shall have the 
money. No gratitude—I don’t give it 
you for that; indeed, I don’t; you all 
know that; I give it you for----- "

“Because you are such a jolly good 
fellow!” broke in the grateful Mr. 
Dalton. “There ain’t another man in 
our set who would have done it with- 

a bill. But you shall have, the 
i money, all right, Clifford, I swear it!”
: and he held out his hand.
, Clarence Clifford took it with a 
] smile, half scornful, half sad.

Man's friendship and woman’s loveface of the performer, but, certainly, 
not listening to'.the music nor think- j can alwayg „e bought!-. he muttered 
jng of him.

Frederick Daltonhad something else j
to think about. He started with some- ;

inaudibly, and then turned aside.
At that moment Lord Harcourt en

tered the saloon.
‘Who is that just entered?” askedthing like a blush and his face bright- ; 

ened as Clarence Clifford approached ! C'larence ‘ 
him slowly, and came to meet him. j Harcourt you know

Hello, Clifford! thought you were . blm, ^h, no; I remember he was ask- 
mever coming. I’m so glad to see you. ; Jng whQ you were yesterday. He saw 
'What are you looking for?”

“The hostess,” replied Clarence =
Clifford, curtly. “I have not made my 1 
Ibow. Wait here and I will return to; 
you.”

The hostess received her dear Mr. j grlni[y> 
Clifford with enthusiasm. “How kind -

: you go by on that Iron-gray horse of 
i yours. Lord Harcourt said his mouth 
watered for it”

“He will drown his teeth and yet 
: not get it,” retorted Clarence Clifford

, i Oh, he is not a bad sort of fellow,
cf you, dear Mr. Clifford, but you are js Harcourt , Mr Dalton ran on> ln 
late! Those dreadful clubs. Have ) very different spirits to those he en- 
5-ou heard Herr Schonchebowski ? ; Joyed before the intervlew. "He’s a 
"What a pity, you will have to play, VCTy good 80rt; regular man of the
after him, poor man. You play so 

Perhaps you will sing? ?
world, you know. Don’t

A

care for
charmingly. Perhaps you will sing? j women and all that son of thing. 
Do; the prince will be here directly, ; at him, talking to my sister;
. 1 ... ■ " ■ i she’s been trying for him these last

two years; but she’ll never get him. 
We were staying together at Besant 
Towers.”

Clarence Clifford started, too slight
ly to attract attention, and his lips 
shut tightly.

“Where?” he asked.
“At Besant Towers, Harry Besant’s 

place in Berkshire. Do you know 
Harry Besant? Ah, no, of course not, 
you only came to town a few months 
back, and Harry doesn't show in Lon
don often. He’s a great M. F. H., 
and is going ln for Lily Melville, of 
Rivers hall ’’ « • .

But Mr. Clarence Clifford evidently 
saw some one at the end of the room 
to whom he wlshe to speak, for be
fore Mr. Dalton's sentence was com
pleted he had gone.

He passed Lord Harcourt on his 
way and the eyes of th^two men met.

They measured each others height 
and bearing with a flash of the eye 
and on both sides sprang to life un
reasoning, Instinctive dislike.

“So that is the Mr. Clifford one 
hears so much about, is it?” said Lord 
Harcourt, to Me companion. “Q^od 
air with him, hot-looks bad-tempered. 
Where does he come from?"

“Oh, don't know. He’s all right, 
though. Fib be, the lawyer—Flbbs &

■ SUFFERING
Relieved by Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s V egetable Compound

Verdun, Montreal, Quebec.—“Iam 
one of thousands who have taken 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-

rund and I have great faith in it. | 
can safely say it has relieved my] 
trophies and I shall never be without 

a bottle of it in my house. Since my 
last baby was born I suffered from 
pains and backache and would feel so 
fired I could not do anything in my 
home. Since I have been taking the 
Vegetable Compound and Lydia E. j 
Piiikhsm’s Blood Medicine I feel so 
different. I recommend it to all my 
friends end Lope it will cure other 
worn1 ■ who arc suffering from the 
trouble ! had.”— Mrs. THOMAS H. 
Gardner. 821 Evelyn Street, Verdto, ■ 
Montreal. Quebec. ^

Lydia S Pi-kham’s Vegetable Com
pound is n dependable medicine forthe 
new mother, it is prepared from roots 
and herbs, contains no harmful drugs 
and can be taken by the nursing 
mother.

Its worth in restoring the mother 
tq normal health and strength is told 
again and again in just such letters 
as Mrs. Gardner writes.

A recent canvass of women users of 
the Vegetable Compound shows that 
88 out of every 100 women taking the 
medicine are benefited by It. They 
write and tell us so. Such evidence 
entitles us to call It s dependable 
medicine for women. It is for sals 
by druggists every whate, V LC 1

Cracknel! is the firm—Is answerable
for him. A certain Mr. Clifford died 
in Swttserland and left him five them- 
sand a year—some say it’s fifty, but 
it’s only five, I know"

"He rides a good horse," said Lord 
Harcourt

“Yes, and keeps g, good cellar. 
Young Dalton dines at his chambers 
often, and draws upon him sometimes. 
I fancy he has just had something."

“Ah!" said Lord Harcourt "A 
money lender, eh?”

"No,” . said his friend. "No—takes 
no interest" quite for love.”

Lord Harcourt. stared—with a 
sneer;

“I can’t understand it" said he.
“Nor I,” replied the friend. "Any

how, this Clifford is a generous fellow. 
Look at him now, that is no parvenu 
bow he has just made the prince, and, 
see, he is talking to the old dowager 
as cool as a cucumber.”

Lord Harcouft did look, and kept 
bis eyes open. He was always sus
picions of mysteries.

The room was getting more cram
med each half hour.

The prince had arrived and was 
fortable corner; the duchess was lm- 
fortable earner; the duchess was im
ploring Mr. Clifford to sing.

“Do?” she begged. “I almost prom
ised the prince he should hear you."

But Mr. Clifford remained firm—
/

obstinate, the duchess inwardly pro
nounced—when, suddenly, a little 
girl, who had been clinging to her 
grace’s skirts, caught his hand and.. 
jooking up at him with wide-open, 
beseeching eyes, warbled:

‘Do thing, when the pretty lady 
athketh you?”

Clarence Clifford started, and, 
stooping, caught up the child and 
looked It in the face.

As he did so his lips trembled and 
a slight shudder ran through him. The 
only other child he had held in his 
arms had died there.

With the hitter memory of that 
night and the dreadful day preceding 
it, the man of fortune walked moodily 
to the piano, and immediately com
menced to sing in a low, deep, yet 
sweet voice, a simple little pastoral.

The child drew near to him and 
leaned against his knee.

The prince stopped short in the mid
dle of a sentence, and Lord Harcourt 
moved that he might see the singer 
and scowled.

“Hem!” he muttered. “Rides well, 
talks well, bows well, and sings well 
—a promising lad!”

“Lad!” repeated a voice near him. 
“He might return the compliment 
then.”

•“I am a keen observer, my dear 
Miss Dalton,” he said, carelessly. “Mr. 
Clifford is not old, though he may 
look jb”

Miss Dalton shook her well-made 
head arid pouted.

“I won’t argue, I want to listen. He 
has a beautiful voice.”

But the singer had ceased suddenly. 
He had been sitting at the instru 
ment in a easy attitude, half on one 
side to make room for the child, his 
face toward the entrance to the 
saloon.

In the middle of the second verse a 
lady had entered ; he had looked up at 
the slight noise, met the lady’s gaze, 
and the song died upon his lips.

He had thought that -only one face 
had the power to move him, hut to his , 
surprise, ay, almost consternation, 
one other beside that still loved one

V , - ,
had ; and that one a stranger.

|
(To be continued.)

Place hash ln a buttered dish, gar- | 
’nlsh with staffed halves of hard-cook- ! 
ed eggs, cover with buttered crumbs i 
and bake.
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Use Mavis Face Powder 
and you will be fascinated 
with the result. It adds 
charm to the most perfect 
complexion.

Also Mavis Rouge

V. VIVAUDOU, INd. 
Paris • Neve Tort

l LEVITZ, 252 Wate:

Twenty Thousand Dollars worth of Goods to be sold àt LESS 
THAN HALF PRICE. COMMENCING JULY 2nd- 
FOR ONE WEEK ONLY. This Sale will give you an 
opportunity for purchashing your goods for much less than 
you can buy elsewhere. COME EARLY!

LADIES’ STREET DRESSES
in Gingham and Voiles, from.......................................... $1.90 UP

LADIES’ PRINCESS SUPS
Sateen. Colours: Pink, Lavender, Grey, White, Navy and Black

ONLY $1.75 each.
, ' y ■ \

LADIES’ SUMMER UNDERWEAR
in Fancy Crepes $1.50 P61* Suit.

LADIES’ SUMMER UNDERWEAR (
with Straps 15c.'eachi 2 for 25c.

mîiihi Ai

MISSES’ AND LADIES’ OVER-BLOUSES
with Peter Pan Collar and Cuffs, in Organdie and Broadcloth. 

Colours: "White and Cream, from $1.25 UP to $2.00

LADIES’ BRASS! 
15c. 2 for 25c.

SUMMER NIGHTGOW
from $1.25 to $1.50

LADIES’ SKIRTS
Baronet Satin, Black and White only .. $4.90

MISSES’ and LADIES’
in Serges and Crepes. Colours: Fawn, Grey, Brick, Navy and

Black, $4.50

HATS! HATS!
LADIES’ and MISSES’

SPORT and SUMMER DR
from $2.90 t®. $6.50

HATS!
ATS *

All Our Party Dresses in Canton Crepes 
Crepe-de-Chenes and Serges; Costumes 
and Spring Coats are Reduced accordingly

In Our Men’s Depart
ONE HUNDRED MEN’S TWEED SUITS

Colours: Dark and Brown Tweeds.
Regular Price, $36.00 Sale Price................ ..................... $$.90

■ 1 !' 111 1 '

NAVY BLUE SERGE SUITS C
rrom $16.50 UP to $23.50 No. 1 Quality. , 

MEN’S PANTS ^
‘English Tweeds, from $1.90 up to $3.00

MEN’S OVERALLS ( |
in plain Blue amTStriped; heavy quality   ______ __ .$1.25 P®1* Pail

MEN’S RAIN COATS ~
Regular Price, $8.00 Sale Price .......................... -t, .... . $4.50

/ ~ MEN’S SUMMER SOX
s * Colour: Khaki. Only 15ç pair. £ pairs for 25c.
' j SOX—Assorted Colours, 20c. Pa*r* 3 P**1*8 for 50c.

MEN’S RUBBER BELTS v
with Fancy Buckle.............. ............................ ... . .20c. each

MEN’S SUMMER BALBRIGGAN UNDERWEAR
60c. Garment.

/

MEN’S WORK SHIR1
from 90c. up* NEGLIGEE SHIRTS, from $1.30 up*

CAPS! CAPS! CAPS !
in Fawn and Grey. Very latest style and At of quality. 

Regular $3.50 Sale Price .. ....................... ... .. .. .. • $2.20

PROMPT ATTENTION GIVEN TO ALL l ORDERS, 

r NO C.O.D. FOR THIS SALE AC<

Dicks & Co.
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