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-“Courage, Comrades All,
The Devil Is Dead!”
By Winifred Black ‘

‘Copyright. 1914, by Newspaper Featurs Service, Inc.
/ Sitbee s i :

-9~ > > -

b

a quaint old book—all about knights|

and ladies and men at arms and
honest burghers, and fair maids and
lovers true. :

And there’s a hero in the book—
rather & namby-pamby, lady-like per+
son, to my way of thinking, and a
heroine true and leal-somewhat put
upon by her "parents and by her
sweetheart, too;, for the matter of
that. And thers’s a villain in the

book, and the villain‘s henchmen, all}

. despérate rascals, who would as soon

slit & weasand, whatgver that may

be, ax look &t you. And there's a

dwarf with a booming veice &nd a

great head set upon his short netk.

And there are witches and ghosts;

: ; and battlement and donjon keeps and

moats and palfreys—and all manner of interesting things,

But the man I like best in all the buok is neither a hero nor a vinain—1
but just a plain, rough, common soldier, with his crossbow strurg upon his

shoulder, makirig his way through the world with a good heart and a light

step for his only company. :
‘When the fight is the thickest and everything is going the wrong way—

- énter my soldier—with his one motto on his bearded lips. And all af once
" the tide turns, the hero rallies, the heroine comes out of her swoon, the villain

runs, the sun shines and all is for the moment weli again,

Killed by Courage.

“Courage, my good comrade—the devil is dead.” How many times did
you cry out your battle song. ch, Depis of gay Burgundy, and where learned
you that catch? I would I knew the rest of it—it must have been worth the
einging.

I'm going to remember just the little snatch you sang above the tumult
and the shouting of the hattle: *“Courage, my comrade—the devil is dead.”
And when my heart is sad and all the world has turned to gray, T'm going
to say it to my doubting soul.

“Courage, my comrade, the devil is dead.” And he will dle then and
there, the devil of despair and of doubt and discouragement—and who shall
sing so gally at his burial as you and 1, good Denis.

You, little woman with the brood at your skirts—the world is sometimes
@ hard and puzzling place for you. People are mot always king, they do not
always seem to think—that is just because they do not understand. If they
did they would be different. But you—you understand, Every one who has
suffered deeply comes thus to understand.

Courage, little woman—the devil is Jdead, and you, with your bright face
and your eyes of courage, shall sing at his funeral. Nay, you may even put
& wreath upon his grave, if that is your whimsie and your disposition—but
he's dead, never fear, he died when your heart began to sing.

Oh, you there in the crowded street—you with the anxious fa~e and the
searching eyes—listen to what Denis of Burgundy, he who was so many
times hungry and footsore and made his bed upon a wisp of gtraw, has to
tell you:

“Courage, my comrade—the devil is dead.”

It took nerve to say. “No, thank you,”* to the old pal who asked you in
to drink with him—when he knew and you knew what that first drink would
mean to you and yours [N > A

e AN yoU hall the hierve, didn’t You, and Yoy ‘used it—and then and there:

=for you—the devil died.

/

e/

Let’s Bury Him. ) ’

What are you doing in this company, little girl with your soft eves and
those rings of floating heir and that Cupid’s how of a mouth of yours?
What do you know of death—or of the devil?

You have fought your battles down there in fhe busy town—and you
fought on the right side, and ycu think you ‘have Jost and you are alone and
yeu would like to dance with the others. To be sure, I hadn't noticed how
worn your fittle shoes are—and that hat you wear—it never came from
Paris. Those ribbons that trim it have been washed aud ironed more than
once—bhrave ribbons, the livery of & pure and noble soul. Come, Denje—hats
off in the presence of the Nobility. .

Courage, little comrade—courage; for you the devil is dead. Tou killed
him when you smiled and answered no—&t the right time.

Hola. boy, you with the heart so full of hope and the soul afire with am-
bition! What—it wearies you—already--the fight?

You don’t believe you can ever win it, there are so many, the crowd is
so great, nobody knows you are "alive—what talk is this? Where have you
been learning such a song as that; come, come, lad, go to, Denis of Bur-~
gundy and learn his stave:

“Courage, my comrade—the devil is dead)’

Sing it in the market place and your Heart will sing with i¢, for, to you,
the devil is dead—deat and gone. 3

Come, let's bury him with pomp and ceremony—the devil of self-indul-
gence, the devil of greed, the devil of “easy ?oney." the devil of the ‘““soft
snap.”

Courage, comrades all, old and young, weary and rested, timid and un-
sfraid—all together now, let’s carol with Denis of Burgundy:

“Courage—the devil is dead.” : . iy

And so eyes right, heads up, shoulders back, hearts light—let's help to
tury him—together.

2 Advice to Girls ¢

> By ANNIE LAURIE € e
which is about three

him since,
months ago.
Now I want my pin, and want to re-
turn his, and what I want to know
is how to write the letter to him?
I still think lots of him, and don't
want him to think I want the pin
for some other young man, as I am
keeping company with no one. How
ghall I word the letter? CB D

HY do you bother about the pin?
WYon'vc done without it for almost

a year, can't you do without it a
while longer? Don't write to him for it,
and don’t worry.

If you must communicate with the
yotug man and don’t want his pin
around, send it back to h!'m In n: box
with your address piainly marked on {t.
If he's the right sort of chap he'li o

the decent thing and send your pin back
—-if he hasn't lost It by this time., The
heavens won't fail if he has,

h}«’oxl;get all about him, little girl, that's
the best way. Some time you'!

about the whole affalr, ' ' N

Rast. Lo

. Miss Lavrie will welcome letters of
inguiry on subjects of feminine inter-
est from young women rcaders of this
Pt paper and will reply to them in these

Bandy (sadly)—Aye, second fiddle, at!columns They should be addressed to
hone! | ker, care cf this office.

DEAR ANNIE LAURIE: '

I am & young girl just out of
school a year and working. Last year
T kert company with a young man
who wag attending school here. We
thought a great deal of each other,
but one night I went to the theatre
with another young man, and he was
frightfully jealous, but we made up., |
and when he lefi for h's home we
traded sororiiy and fraternity pins.
He wrote faithfully for about nine
months, then ho decided he had been
foolish, and I bhaven’'t heard from

Domestic Harmony.
The minister--po you play any insiru-

Iﬂmmmommwcaf
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HERE'S THE “PAVLOWA GAVOTTE"

Anne HQr;do.
and
Ainsley Lambert,

Protegees of
Madame Paviowa,

Dancing
the Paviowa Gavotte.

T HE present day gavolte differs
T greatly from the original.
5 5. « %g .a merry-making
‘e no small part of thefirst peas-

ant gavotte as it was danced by
that class of French people who
lived in the upper hills of Dauphine
snd wers known as the “Gavots.”

of the ground.

Courtiers and noble ladies adopted
the dance in the 16th century and
made it quite as formal gs the min-
uet. And now we have the Paviowa
gavotte, performed with a willowly
grace, quite in contrast te the tense
and flery steps of the late Spanish
dances. Anne Herndon, a protege

"

Instead of shuffling the feet, as in-
older dances, they made the gavotte -
distinctive by ralsing the feet clear .

By HELEN STARR

of Paviowa, and her partner, Ainslee
Lambert, illustrate one of the steps
in this newest gavotte. . :
Paviowa-herself says there are six
moods revealed by modern dancing.
Here they are: first, joy and un-
confilned gayety; second, languorous
dances of luxurious contentment;
third, the formal dances of courtly
..grace and dignity; fourth, those of
amorous passion; fifth, the "story
telling dances or pantomimes, and
-sixth, the dances which aim to ac-
_gomplish acrobatic or gymnastic
Teats.
7 The old time waltz is to her typi-
cal of the pecond type of dancing,
and is always popular in southern
countries. The wild Apache dance
represents a dance of amorous pas-
sion, and the minuet, Virginia reel
and cotillon belons to the third

e

Latest Step Refers Dance szé Back to- Oldef.ri Days

class of the dances of conventional
good form. According to this classi-
fication, the Pavlowa gavoite also
falls under this head.

The Russian ballet school in which
Paviowa was trained has made &
world-wide sensation because its
pupils are.taught to grasp the spirit.
of a musical composition. Thé feel-
ing of the dancing artist is cultivat-
ed beyond mere technique and pan~
tomime. :

What place have rag-time dances
among Anna Paviowa’s classifica-
tion? She says they exhibit Joy
and unconfined gayety. “All the
modern dances have skipping steps
of happiness,” says the world fam-
ous dancer. ‘They must be abso-
Jutely devoid of baechanal qualities
in order to depict the mood which
they were written to express.”

Peter’s Adventures in

By LEONA DALRYMPLE

Authior of the new novel, “Diane of the Green Van,” awarded a prize of
$10,000 by Ida M. Tarbell and S. S. McClure as judges.

POPOPPTPTIOIeTUTO P

The truth about “the girl in the
case” distingwish.s this new series by
Miss Dalrymple. Her character studies
will not appear unfamiliar to the ma-
fority of readers, who will follow the
fortunes of “Peter” with interast.

No. 147.
Mrs: Penfield’s Wrinkles.

. HAVE spoken
considerably of
i my mother-in-

f law’'s attitude to-

ward advancing

§ years. As the days

went by Mrs, Pen-

field's folly in this

direction grew more

pronoum:ed. 1 could

not helpcontrasting

ing her attitude

with that of my own

LEONL DALRIMPLE mother. Mother’s
hair {8 snow-white, and if she is wrin-
kled, she has wrinkled. so pleasantly—
smile furrows, Dad calls them—that you
never, somehow, notice it. Mrs. Pen-

ficld’s wrinkles are of a different sort.
The worst of them come frotn her in-
sane folly in ignoring her need for
glasses.

Mary and I dined with the Penfields
last night. This is a bi-monthly cere-
monial which 1 endure with the Dest
grace possible. And watching my

S S ——

mother-in-law, wWwhose manner grows
more youthful day by day, it was sud-
denly borne in upon me with new force
what a gift it is to, grow c!d gracefully.
For, to grow old gracefully—paradoxical
as it may sound—is the . best way to
hang on to the vanishing remnant of
one’s youth,

What more conspicuous way of ex-
aggerating one’s age is there than-by
affecting .an Inconsistent youthfulness?
It Instantly calls attention to the rav-
ages of time. But cheerfulness and a
smile and a wholesome, unaffected man-
ner, somehow, make you forget that
Time has been busy with his silvering
hair brush, and the cruel needle with
which he relentlessly etches his name
upon the face of his children,

I remember after dinner that night
there was some .necessity for telephon-
ing. Now Mrs, Penfield is entirely too
proud to ask anybody to look up a nums-
ber for.her since her eyesight began to
fail, wherefore she seized the book and
began turning over the pages with an
airy sprightliness that I fancied sprang
from some discomfort of mind. 1 knew
well enough the mental process back of
it. ‘It she asked some one to look up
the namber for her it would instantly
reveal the Tact that she could not see
the numbers herself, On the other hand,

‘if she looked the number up—or tried to

—she would be obliged to squint in a
tell-tale way or call for assistance. I
watched her therefore with a pitying in-
terest. For, after all) that tragic strug-
gle of a woman for youth is pathetic in
the extreme,

Mrs, Penfleld walked away with the
telephone book, and I saw her with the

book very close to her eyes, studying it
intently. She narrowed ber eyes in the
familiar squint I have come to know, for
already it has made its tell-tale mark
upon her face in many wrinkles, But
try as my ‘foolish ~other-in-law would,
she could not see the number or read it,
and I saw Mr. Penflield watching her.
Then, with a gentleness that was cer-
tainly the essence of chivalry itself, he
took the book from her,

“T.et me look up your number, my
dear;” said he, and frankly drew forth
a very businesslike looking pailr of spec-
tacles, adjusted them across his nose,
and found the number in a second. No
shunting age facts there. Wilh mascu-
line directness he had faced his need of
glasses months before, and with decent
brazenness had recourse to them when-
ever it was necessary,

“Why, dear me,” said Mrs. Penfleld,
opening her eyes very wide with re-
proach, ‘“you didn’t need do that, dear.
You had to get out your glasses and put
them on, and go to all that trouble, and
[ would have had the number in just a
second or so more. The light was a
little poor. I've notic our eleetrio
lights are not quite so g as they
might be, though, dear me, the bill's
high enough. Mrs. Jarvis was telling
me just yesperday—"'

And with a nervous vivacity Mrs. Pen-
field rambled away from the ngerous
topic of reading print when your eyes
are fecling the strain of a half a cen~
tury. And who was deceived? Neither
Mr. Penfield nor Mary, for I know at
times her mother's attituge toward
glasses worries her a little—and certain-
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WOMAN Before Her JUDGES

ly not L.

e

For
our arguments-—Saviile.

sweetest
her whom We love.—La Bruyere.

There
great man,
that a man can
Edward Bggleston.

tasted, she must
absent, the dowe

like very P

Women bave more strength in their looks than we have
in our laws, and more power in their tears than

A lovely counténance is the fairest of all sights, and the
harmony in the world is the sound of the voice of and half shut afterward.—Mme. Scuderi.

has ncarly always been a g0od wife behind every
and there is a good deal of truth in the saying school

A witty woman is such salt that, where she has onee heen

lentifully upon us.—George Meredith.

. * L d ® *

. - L4 . .

Beaconsfield.
- * L4 Ed L ]

Against

An opinion formed by a woman fis infiexible; the fact is
we have in mnot half so stubborn—George Meredith.

Men should keep their eyes wide open before marriage, |

Talk to women as much as you can. This is the best
C This is the; way to gain flyency, because you need
be no greater than- his wife will let him.— not care what you: say, and had better not be sensibie.—

Ql is women’s way. They always love color better than
perforce be missed more than any of the form, rhetoric better than logic, priestcraft better than phil-
ring heavens not having yet showered her osophy, and flourishes better than fugues. It has ‘been said
scoree of times before I said it..—Ouida.

¥
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-Seér;t;s of Health and Happinesg.

Children who approach the age of 2,
especially as the wicked miilk months of
July, August and September wane, be-
some veritable cannibals, if not gluttons.

Their eplcurean tissues crave miner-

.| als, oils, sugars, starches, fats and pro-

te'ns in variegated mixtures. If, as is

qften true, the discreet parent has erred
not wisely, but too well, and has de-
prived the child of pretty much every-
thing in the way of victuals but milk,
the appetite of the youngster will cata-
pult it into the backyard, there to de-
vour forbidden pabulum,

This bizarre habit {s by no manner of
means limited to young children. Older
ones, as well as grown-ups, often con-
tinue this abominable business through-

out sickly life.
to tell, dirt-eating is not always
what it's cracked up to be. That is to

say, there often lurk dangers in the soil
that are transplanted into the tissues
of the infant child.

The hookw , that destructive dis-
temper of the South, often fastens its
tentacles upon those victims who eat
dirt. The eggs and larvag-of the hook-
worm, as well as of tapéworms, round-
worms and other lesser gentry of the
parasitic world are ever present in the
ground of certain districts. Once these
enter “the alimentary tube, there th‘x
linger to torment and harass the healt!
from the sufferer’s body.

The commonly accepted explanation of
dirt-éating, as prevalent among the
anaemic, the sickly and the “debilitated,
is thus exploded. It is the starvation
which leads to this filthy habit, which
i3 responsible for it.

In other words, the lack of food and
the wormy egg-infested dirt cause the
sickness, and it Is not the sickness
which causes the cannibalistic trait.

1f children are given candies, carrots,

RECKLES lurk

in every beam
The, warmth of the
summer sun stimu-
lates the cells that
‘I form the coloring
matter of your skin
and result in the
formation of freck-
les and tan. Per-
haps the particles
of coloring matter
in your skin dis-
tribute themseclves
LUCREZIA BORI svonly. over  FhUr
face. If so you are subject to tan. In
the case of your sister this coloring mat-
ter may collect in little groups or
freckles.

Either of these unwelcome gifts of
freakish nature is difficult to remove.
1t is better to coat the skin with a pro-
tecting cold cream and dust it over with
2 fine powder—like the new Russian pine
recently sold in the shops. A certain
deb-itante carries her little beauty box
wherever she goes to the beach for a
dip i1 the surf. Whenever she plans to
bask in the sun she washes off the last

: of sunshine,’

Why Some Children -
~ Actually

By Dr. LEONARD KEENE HIRSHBERG
A. B, M. A, M. D. (Johns Hopkins).

HEN a fond mother asked recently why her 2- 1
Wyear-old prodigy persisted in
called the story of Pat Roqney. Pat had been to
the failr and was driving home, wien a great drowsiness
came over him. He iay down in the cart and fel' asleep.
"The horse with his equine sense soon recognized the ‘
gituation, kicked over the traces and ran away. !
‘When Pat awoke he found no horse. He pondered |
the situation and as a stranger approached he asked:
‘“Am I Pat Rooney or am I not?” o
“Oi’m shure I dunno,” answered the stranger.
“Well,” said Pat, “if Oi'm Pat Rooney Oi've lost a
horse, and if O’m not Oi’ve found & cart™ ;
THis story is peculiarly applicable to infants who g0 :
into the garden to eat dirt and ‘woolly worms. If they v
eat the dirt, théy are short on certain necessary rations; if they aever have
the wish for dirt, they may have found their needed focd

Feed on Dit

eating dirt, it re- §§

-

RSHBERG

buttered toast, potatoes, spinach, barléy.
mush and boiled milk, with plenty of
water, the iniquitous habit will cease.

Answers to Health Qneéﬁgl:-

OUTDOOR GIRL—I—Am egirl 18, five
feet and five inches, and. walzhttabont
105 pounds. I play tennis and exercise &
great deal. Being small I do not wear
corsets. Do you think this is advisable?

2—-What is a good diet for me?

1—You are very sensible about not
wearing corsets. Never start to wear
them and you can always be without
them, 3 3

o_Milk and eggs, meat, fish, fowl and
fresh fruits, and plenty of good; whole-
some food, with lots of water, air and
sunlight is an excellent diet for you, "

: PO T

Miss C.—1—Am 16 and very shori.
How can I increase my height? Ko

9—How can I reduce my weight?

1—It may-be increased by outdoor life,
swimming, trapeze exercise, rowing and
the like. High heels and thick soles on
the shoes and other cosmetic procedures.
are eminently proper. : 4

9—Avoid all starchy and sweet foods,
live on a plain diet, exercise a great
deal and walk as much as possible.

* ®

Dr. Hirshberg will answer questions
for readers of this paper on.medioal,
hygienic and sanitation subjects that are
of genmeral interest. He will: not under- '
take to prescribe or offer advice for in-
dividual cases. \Where the subject s not" -
of peneral interest letters will be an-
swered personally, if a stamped and ad-
dressed envelope is enclosed. Address all
inquiries to Dr. I( K. Hirshberg, care
this office. - \ & d

Simple Freckle Remedies |

and Summer Tan Removers:
: By LUCREZIA BORI '

Prima Donna of the Metropolitan Opera Company, New York.

traces of salt water and covers her face
with cold cream. R

However, if you have been careless
during the summer months try patting
buttermilk or sweet cream-on the face
several times a day. You might soak a
plece of clean linen in either -of these
liquids and wash the face with it. Wipe
off the remaining coating with rosewater
or a mixture of water and tincture of
benzoin—12 drops of the latter to a pint
of water.

The following recipes are excellent to
remove tan: 7

Elder Flower Cream,

Almond oil.

V"hite wax.

Spermaceti

Lanoline...

Of1 of bitter al o

Elder flower water........ 3 ounces

WILCH DRSSl oo vvvovereese lounce -

Cucumber Cream,

Almond ofl......covsveseee.s 4 OUNCES

Spermacetl .... «ess lOUnce - ¢

White wax. sevees lOUNce

Cucumber juice. 2 ounces. . .

The juice of a lemon In a glass of

water without sugar as a morning tonie
will act on your liver and drive the yel-
low tinge from cheéeks. and  eyeballs.
Washing the tongue with a cross sec-
tion of julcy lemon will improve your
digestion.

sesens

f)freely

HE strangest labor-saving device 1

T have ever seen I beheld for the

first time on the busy streets of a

city in northern China. Coming out of

the bazaar distriet 1 turned a corner

and brushed against a man leaning
against the wall. ;

He was praying, but his lips were not
moving. In his hand he held a_ prayer
wheel, and every once in a while he
would give it a turn, which caused it to
revolve rapidly to the sound of a small
tell that tinkled above the street noises.

And while he prayed by proxy he stared
at the strange sights about him with
open mouth,

Everythihg was new to him in this
crowded city, and he was feasting his
eyes on the brightly-colored clothes of
the passers-by, the ornamented har-
nesses of the prancing horses and all the
wonderful things his poverty would not
permit him to buy. But, while he de-
lighted his eyes he did not forget to

ray, and so he stood there and spun
his wheel as he saw the sights. From
far off Thibet he had brought it, pray-
ing his way down the road.

In the religion of the Thibetan the
number of his prayers determines his
hope of future glory, and so, with sur-
prising practicalness, he invented &
method by which he could put in the
greatest number of prayers in the
| shortest possible time. Ivery turn ot
tho prayer wheel registers to his credit
one prayer. No matter what the {rav-

i

WHERE MEN PRAY WITH WHEELS

Byl TEMPLE MANNING

eller is doing he will keep the wheel

turning.
“In his own land, when le is resting in
his own house, the Thibetan will some«

] I_F_l_',i‘ﬁ ry.

A Thibetan Pr
times rig up his wheel beneath a water-
fall and rest contented, knowing:that
his praying is being doue for him while
he sleeps. ¢ ¢




