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A SOAF FOR
WASHIN.GTFLNNEL
AND 80FrGooDs

EVf.ý "a h Compotndedmh a general way
om basic materials; t IFnILica

dilerence between Sunlight Soap and other saps
is that Sunight is a cor rect compound made scien-
tificallyexct by e=er chemits-,
and ht it is absolutely free froua
munous ingedients of any kincL

Thr nnofe lk- heiaineruno fieeaikai hernicis tsfinulihSap h reisustuf

v.. .né>. Sm.u away wath rubbmg aid liard work.auTi" Wo Smniht Soap may be safely used
Wet the clothus weII and soaP on any kind of underWear, flannels, merinob
'Mma hea OYf Wh ut cashmere and any other soft material without

ti iât o lS i . ear feur of shrinking or hardeming them. It leaves
Laid *O, mît wam., ani go away them soft, fleecy and cdean - smeling5- D
le thuty muau while Sunlight mram -D, un ilinua& no Y01. w coor or no muiRy odoe.
Sém> do. m ewoek.Rinse welI

0f ti. ~Use Sunlight Soap according to direcions-
4ry it juat once-and convince yourself that
à wil do twioe as much as other oaps,

ruasions, and love the girl *ith ail hie
life'. implicit- devotion, or ho muet blot
bier out of his heart for ever, and pursue
the -other path. No middle course, no
00 prmise now! Fame or Love-

Èo had come out on the edge of a
towering cliff. Below him the angry,
resolute ses was elowly eating away the
solid rock that reached upward from its
graap. It was a very wild day. Strife
and turmoil were in the air. Out at ses,
just visible, a. steamer trudged toward
thé open waters of the ocean. There was
no, appearance of softness iii hon advsuce.
She crowded down ail the opposing

waves, sbouldering ber way with a grim
determination tbrough aIl that came
slong. It wss bard, steru fight, with
s distinct objective. oeitred to him-
self the glsd exhilrationithat posseeeed
the souls of those who etood on the reel-
iug deck. They were 14attling for em-
pire, sproading th. glorj' of the land to
the uttermost parte QfJtbe world. Not
for them was the leisure of home. For
them no 1o ing arme waited, no aoftnes
of ease, n7fond caresses. 'Duty called
them, and they went forth into the
world, without hope of reward, save the
knowledge that they wvere doing some
small thing for their country's weal.

It was au amen. Ho bimsecf had mole
than a safe arrival at a definite port to
look for. Ho had the world at hie foot.
ilonor was ta ho won as the pnice of
etriving. The doletcrious emoothuesa of
a love-filled lifo muet have no place in
bis existence. Ho muet flght on for ever.

There ou the sea-waehed cliff, ho made
up hie mind. He opened hie overcoat,
and groped in the breaat pocket of bis
jacket. Somcthing was there, sud ho
drew it forth. It was a tiuy glove,
white, stili impregnated with a subtle,
elusie efume, that brougbt the visions
of Ma= re crowding in on hie mental
sight.

"ýHore's my sacrifice to Fame,"e he laid,
and with a fleetiiig kias he weighted the
delicate glove with a, atone and flung it
fer f romn him. The wind csught it. For
a moment he thought it would bo blown,
back i his face, refueiug to be discarded
thua. But then the wind lulled for. a
brief space, and the littie pledge feil sui-
lenly down, to disappear in the angry,
foam-capped waves.

«Now for Famo. Let Love pass by,",
he cri cd dofiantly, and walked away.

It was not until he had walked back
to the town that ho realized how the
time had lied. It was growing dark now,
snd lie was conscious of a great hunger.
The sesson was over at the place. Ail
the restaurants were, clbeed; only from
an uneonaidered public house did a glow
of warmth proceed. He ontered and
called for food snd drink, sud when it
,wa8aorved ho ate hungrily. ne waa
quite eatisfied with hie decision now.
Marjorie would neyer know of that
struggle betweon hi. hoart and hie brain.
She would go her way; he would go hie.
il. would send a wire to her saying that
hi. appearance at her home was impos-
sible on account of a pressing engage-
ment, sud thon ho would forget to caîl,
or would cali when ho kuew she ws out.
He felt a curioua sense of pleasuro now.
Ris duty had bound him i thraldom,
and ho would not be free again.

"Didn't 1 allus Bay it ?" demanded a
hoarse voico outeide the room in whieh
ho ast. «Them motor-cara are the verr
douce sud all. Downright jug-an -

noughts I calla 'cm!",
The landiord of the inn eutered. In

his baud was one of those fiimsy yellow
sfternoou editions, which a sport-Ioving
age demanda ahaîl bc published every
hour of every day.

"Extra special juat iu, air," said the
laudiord, coming forward. "lLike ta cec
it ?"

Creigliton took the paper carelesaiy.
It so happened that the countryman hsd
folded the papor with the "Stop Press"
columu to the front. Creigliton read the
slurred, amuidged psragraph there with.
out much intorest.

"Alarming motor accident," ho read.
~'A large touru crovorturned thia af-
ternoon atLowmiuaster, sud ail occu-
pant. were killed. They were Lady
Ferrars, Lady Merceston, sud Mis& Mar-
joric Saudys."1

«My God!" hocried numbly. And then
again, "My GodI"l

Boniface looked at bu ceuriously, sud
grunted.

"ocGot a pain, air? Heard bad news?.
'pe uo one you're fond of got hurt in

thst there motor accident."
"When'is the next train to towuT",

asked Creigbton, rouaing bimself with a
mighty effort from the horrible numbnesa
that was closing in upon him.

"There's the bell now. You'Il catch it,
witb a run."1

Creigliton heard, as in s dream, the.
ringing of a nearby bell. Re flung aso5v-
ereigu down on the table, caught up hie
hat and coat, sud raced forth, lcsviug
the landlord standing open-moutbod,
scratching bis head.
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