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[mposing Beauty of Past Is Gone, Says Critic— Woman

Needs Man More Than Ever

Because the Difference

Between W ealth and Poverty Is Greater— Heroic Beauty
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BY ADELINE OLDHOUSE.
IENNA, June 58.—(Special Cor-
V respondence.)—Are modern wo-
men as lovely as those of yore?
This is the question all Austria has
been debating since Dr. Raoul Auvern-
helmer, author of *“Roses 0Out of
Reach,” “The Great Passions” and nu-
merous other romances and plays, be-
gan discussing !t, along with the fur-
ther question—what Iz the diatinctive
t¥pe of beauty today?
Dr. Aunernheimer has come to the
conclusion that there are no more beau.

tifu! women, but only adorably pretty | has

and charming women. The herocically
beautiful Venus de Milo, he sayms, is
dead. She $s supplanted by the at-
tractive, coquettizh, ravishing Venus
de Ledicl. This tremendous change has
taken place in a mere couple of gen-
erations.

too Austere for Hustling Moderns.
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Is posszible for a Natlonal type to
change in 2 couple of generations. The
objecters say that the apparent change
Is due to a different fashion of doing
the hair, to different hats and dresses.
Herr Raschy, s competent suthority of
Buda-Pesth, retorts that the physical
type of a locality may change quickly.
He quotes a traveler's observations of
a village near Pesth in 1835. “The na-
tives,” sald the traveler, “are dark and
rather small” Today this village Is
noted for the high stature of its popu-
lation, and for the!r remarkably falr
skins. -

Dr. Auvernheimer holds that beautry
changed not only in Austria-Hun-
gary, but all over the worid. To some
exient it is & change of ideals. When
e particular beanty-type bocomes fash-
lonable, women of that type are pushed
into the forgground; they become proms-
inent on stage and are chosen as
models by artists and photographera

A dispute has arisen as to whether it

The type which they have dispossessed

in public favor continues to exist, but than 1t has had st any time sinca the
nobody notices it. Today, says Auern- | gsneration of the palnter Hans Makart

helmer, there live unadmired many wo-
men who ip the mid-ninetesnth cen-
tury would have been acclalmed as
miracles of beauty. The modern world
is busy admiring, painting and singing
the praises of womean who 50 years ago
no one would have noticed.
Change of Bemuty Ideals.

Auvernheimer finds that the beauty-
ideal changes In a series of wave-like
movements. The strictly beautiful wo-
man dominated the 18th century, and
attained her height towards the end
of the first French empire. By the
thirties of the @9th century the type
was extinct. In art this was due to
the rirwe of mean, bourgeols ideals,

“Every age,” says Auernhelmer, “has
the women it deserves.” Of Iats thers
has been a alight revival of beauty.
Vienna today has more lovely women

1

But this new Vienness beauty would
not have been consldered very besutiful
in the old days. It would bave been
considered merely charming. Charm s
the characteristle of the modern beauty.
The old beauty was sombre, imponing
and almost demoniac. The charm of the
new beauty lies in its brightness, child-
ishness and tenderness. The old beauty
tended to be red-blond, whereas the
new is chestnut. “The modern beauty,”
says Auernhelmer, “inclines to keep &
small pet dog, and to wear on Its face
the exclamation; ‘it does not bite.”"™

Another characteristle of modern
beauty is that It has no profile. That
i why It is usually painted full-face
or three-quarters face. Buch an Irreg-
ular, winsome heauty Is not dangeroua.
The day of the “femme fatale” with
pale cheeks and vampire eyes is dead
forever. The modern beauly may set a
man’'s heart on fire, but she does so In
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a spirit of levity. The conflagration
does not worry her, She leaves it to be
extinguished by the nearest fire bri-
gade,

This theory of beauty ls accepled by
most of the Austrians who bave wrip
ten on the subject; but they hold that
it touches only the surface. It neglects
to explain why the modern beauty is
charming and not herole. The reason,
says the artist Rhainlander, Is that
woman in the early 20th century exists
only in relation to men.

Woman today more than ever needs
man, because the difference botween
poverty and wealth is greater than
eéver, and the modern beauty seeks the
man who will provide her with all she
needs, Here the herolc beauty of the
past typs cannot compets, She s too
cold, too ausatere.

“The woman who attracts man must
be coquettish, graceful and adorable’”
A woman of this t¥pe gains position
anfdl wealth and that enableg her to
spread her reputation as a besuty. *“To-
day many beautiful giris of the herolc
school dle old malds becauss no man
wants them."

Psychology of Modern Beauaty.

Herr Rhelniander describes the mod-
ern “femme charmeuse” as “not at all
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mally big heart; essentially loving and
determined to get love. But her blg
heart iz not deep. At the loss of her
ndored ons Ehe will weep her eyes out
for a week, and marry next year. The
heroic beauty of the old type would,
perhaps, not drop a tear. She would
throw herself out of a window, or van-
ish silently into a convent. The former
type charms more because nowadays
we prefer passion to constancy. A man
prefers to be ecstatically bhappy for a
weelk rather than to be merely happy
for a lifetime.”

“The modern beauty,” adds Rhein-
lander, “in the beauty of the perfect
eyes and perfect lips. The beauty of a
century ago had the perfect nose and
perfect chin. Then It mattered how a
woman walked; mow It matters how
she sits on a cushioned sofa. The
beauty of a century ago was divine,
She came from the heavenly paradise.
The besuty of today comes Tfrom the
earthly paradise. 1t Is possible that
the angels, tired of divine fellcity, may
Jook sgain on the daughters of men, as
they did in biblical time. But the mod-
ern sons of men never weary of their
adorable dolls, or Ift their eyes to
heaven."

An entirely different view is glven

without a heart; Indeed with an abnor-

by another Viennese, Herr Jarotsky.
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The whole world of modern beautly,
says Jarotsky, is divided into Raphael
into divine

types and Rubens types,

and profane beauty, All the sub-types
come under these headings. For in-
stunce the annemic pre-Raphaelite
women of Hogettt belong to tha
phael women of Rossett! belong to the
Raphael class, whercas the women of
the Titlan class should go with the

though they in no
wise resemble them, They cluss with
Rubens' womeén because they are not
sainis or goddesses, but women.

women of Rubenn,

*Nowadays there are both Raphael
women and Rubons women. HBut the
Rubens woman predominates. Modern
besuty is losing its sllenated touch-
me-not character. Beauty desires

fame, and photography and paragraph.
ing in sociély journals. ¥For this it
pays a penalty. It sheds its inaccess|-
bility, and becomes the spoll of the
mob. Spiritually the modern Rubena
peauty is In the same position as &
alave girl who ls exhibited naked In
an Eastern market-place All thes
world knows her and her charms. The
charms remalin; but by egposure they
lose thelr effectiveness™

For that reason, says Jarotsky, the

beauty of today is the most winning.
the

appeallng, overpowering beauty

world has knbwn. But it is not the
most binding, the most inspiring, or
the most salutary. This latter type
will never return. Modern society 18
too much in & hurry to hiave patience

with the majestic and unylelding type.
it wants Its women to b easy, con-
venient and near.

“The highest type,” concludes Jarot-
sky, "would be a compound of the
Raphael and Rubens beruties. Such a
woman would bs half goddesa and half
Nauteh girl. There have besn such
women in histery. But they ware in-
dividuals and not types; and they are

likely to remain so.”
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BY CATHERINE CARE.

AROLINE MACLAIN slowly climbed
c the mountain path, her shoulders
listless, her eyes languid. She was
going to Red Rock because Cousin Kate
had sald she should, the view from
there being the pride of the county,
and Caroline was accustomed to hav-

ing others make dscisions for her.
Orphaned at elght, she had grown
up under ths kindly but absolute rule
of her two half-sisters, who were much
older, and women of marked exscutive
ability. They reared the girl after thb
approved New England method, she be-
ing thoroughly Instructed In needls-
work and housekeeping, somewhat In
music and carefully selected literature,
and largely in the virtues of obedlence
and silence. Yogng people spoke only
when spoken to, in the code of the
capabls Sarah and Adelalde, and dis-

winctly, thoy did as they were bid.
Caroline achleved akill In these uc-

f complishments rather passively than

enthusiastically, and to question any of
her sisters’ rullngs never occurred to
her, though she dld indeed make timid
request for pink ribbon on her gradu-
ating dress Instead of the light blue
of Adelalde’'s cholce, intuition telling
her. no doubt, since becomingness wWas
never a quality discussed in reference
to her wardrobe, of how suited pink
was to shell-pink cheeka shy hazel
eyes, and soft ripples of wavy. light-
brown hair.

Sister Adelaide, however, was ad-
verse to the encouragement of vanity
—Caroline had presented the nalve ar-
gument that it would look nice on her
—and sald with chill conclusion that
there was nothing so refined and mod-
est for a young girl as light blue.

Inferentially convicted of immodesty.
Carollne, of course, could say nothing
more, but when alone before her small
mirror she held a pink rose under her
chin and approved the effect.

“It does look nice,” she murmured.
] wonder if BSister Adelalde thinks
that 1t is immodest for flowers to be
plnk?™

Which marked her nearest spproach
to rebellion, until Sarah told her that
Anson MacLain had asked for her to
marry him. Caroline’s negative then
was decisive and also a littie Incredn-
jous, for Anson MacLain had been o
friend of her father, and his calls had
seemed solely upon business affairs—
esrtainly there had been nothing of
santiment in the brief sentences hs had
addressed to her, Caroline's limited
knowiedge Judged.

“No, no. Why, Sarah” she expostu-
iated, “he's old and I couldn't—He—he
had much hettsr take you."

It was very likely that Sarah secret-
1y entartalned a similar fdea hersslf,
but her Puritan consclénce held her
firm to what she conceived to be ber

duty to her young sister, whose portion
would be small

“Nonsense, Mr. MacLaln knows that
nothing could change my mind on that
point, and it's a finse chance for you.
May I ask If there is anyone elss you
prefer?’ she guestioned, with alarming
formality.

This approached sarcasm, for Caro-
line had no scqualintance that was not
approved by her sisters, and it was not
for a member of the M. E. Bewing So-
elety to be ignorant of who walked
home with who from evening service
Sarah could not but know that Caroline
had never been a0 favored, a delicate,
impalpable detachment holding her
apart from her companlons. She flut-
tered vaguely mnow, under scarlet
blushes. ¥

“0Of course not,”” she falter=d, “I only
thought—that ls, it has always seemad
as If—if 1 ever should—he should be
younger, and be stralght and tall, and
not have rheumatism nor talk with a
bur-r,” she sdded, unconsciously baring
an malden sanctuary to her sister’s un-
ympathetic gaze.

“Mercy!™ that lady exclaimed, “I'm
surprised at you, Caroline. No nlce girl
ever thinks of such things before she
has been asked. When we've tried to
raiss you so carefully, too, I can’t un-
derstand It. So unmaidenly-—Iindeli-
catsa,” she murmured I!n shocked sc-
cents.

So Caroline, again convicted of unde-
sirable qualities, shamed of her rose-
pink dreams as she had been shamed
of her desire for the rose-pink ribbon,
confussed, helpless, was married to &
man nearly thrice her 20 untrisd years,
golng in truth from one guardianship
to another, Anson MaclLaln being not-
sbly “set” in his ways. Yet when, some
10 years later, her husband died, Caro-
line, her physiesl strength worn with
long nursing, sank Inte & nerveless
inertin that alarmed Sarah and Ade-
lalde. who wers prompt to resumse thelr
SWay. _

Rest and change belng variously ad-
vised, It was at last decided that Caro-
line lhbﬂg.ﬂ to New Mexico and visit
Cousin te Lane, whose huaband
owned & ratich thers, and Caroline went
without protest, but equally without
desire. She was seemingly incapabls
of eithar, and the free twang of the
clear alr failing in infection, Cousin
Kate wrote home with somewhat of
apprehension.

“It isn't that she iz really sick, but
as If she wasn't alive, somehow. It
seams wonderful that she ghould have
cared so much for her husbapd when
he was so much older, but I auppose
that ls the trouble, thongh she never
mentions hig name unless some one in-
troducas the subject™
. It was at this hour that Caroline sat
leaning s huge boulder, her

r against
eyes wapdering over the of

sun-stesped plain, admlitting thelr
beauty, yet allen to their charm. The
vastness of helght and blue distance
oppressed with & sense of Isolation
her spirit, sccustomed to the minute
detall of willage street and environ-
ment. Caroline, you would have sald,
dtd not possess the guality of ready
adjustment.

She sat there long, when suddenly
the Intense sllence was crashed like a
thinly-blown glass bubble by a pistol
shot. and she spravig up In & panic of
fright, her eyes wildly searching the
rocks. Explanation was offered by the
writhing length of a large rattlesnake,
with its head shot away, that almost
lashed her feet, and the Immediats ap-
pearance of &2 man with a smoking pis-
tol in his band.

Ho was a man of the mountalns,
clearly, roughly clad and with a small
arsenal hanging from his belt, but he
was & man to be noticed in any place.
Hls dark eyes wers masterful in large
sockets, and high, hawk-liks nose
spoke of force for large achlevement,
whatever the cost. A man from whom
Carollne, wrapt in her New England
prejudices, wounld ordinarily Thave
shrunk, but now she reached her hands
out to him, partly in gratitude and part-
Iy in appeal for rurther support, for her
every nerve was gulvering; but though
the man's eyes softenédd and Wware
charged with sympathy, he did not
take her hands, He seemed almost to

hold aloof whils he spoke reassuring-
1y, and ‘his volce was In odd contra-

diction of his appearance, being dis-
tinetly that of refinement.

“There, there,” he sald, aocothingly,
“It's a1l over. He's done for mow. It's
all right — Good Lord"—in sudden
alarm—*"ghe's golng to faint.”

Caroline. was, indeed, swaying help-
lessly, and, after an appealing glance
about him, the man caught her in his
arms. He ecased her gently to the
gronnd, resting her head on his arm
and fanning her with lis hat

“I can't help It. Surely she'll under-
stand that I can't help it” he muttered,
his eyes very wishful on her delicate
face and long lashes.

She opened her eyes, to meat” this
strange expression, and to blush vivid-
1y from chin to the roots of her loos-
ened hair, and the man, obviously dis-
tressed by her embarrassment, helped
ber to a seat on & near-by rock.

“l hope you will pardon me,” he
sald, “but really, there seemed nothing
¢lse to do.”

Caroline's eyes widensd with wonder.

“What is there to pardon? You have
saved my life. Had I been bitten in
this lonely plece, I should have disd
before relief could have reached me,
I don't know how to thank you."

She agaln advanced her hand, but
the man agaln drew back.

“Don't,” bhe =ald, almost harshly, b
don't want you to say or do anything
thet you will regret when you know
who and what I am."

Caroline’s face paled, but she was
firm,

“Who or whatever you are does not
alter my debt to you,” she sald, and gshe
tooked at him steadily as in all her life
she had never looked at & man, and
what she saw beneath his rough ex-
terior seemed to bring conviction. X
don’t belleve you sre so very bad. You
don't look It, some WAay."

The man shook his head, s grave
smile touching his eyes,

“I doubt if you know what a really
bad man !s. I know you dom't I've
peen watching you for an hour. Oh,
that demands an apoligy, I know” as
Caroline flushed again, “but if you could
understand what it meant to me to see
s woman llke you! It was like finding
2 violet in the desert, only—only it was
not for me to touch—and you speak of
debt—do you know ‘what you saved mé
from? Listen! XNot an hour ago I lay
behind those rocks waiting for the Las
Cruces stage, which I meant to hold up.
it passed whils I was shooting that
snako.”

“You—you were going te—rob the
stage—" Cavoline gasped, her eyes
lilated with herror, and she shrank in-
voluntarily.

“Yes. You'rs glad now that you
haven't touched my hand, aren’t you?"
he sald bitterly. “Well, T have it to my
credit that T didn't let you, and you're
just, I can see that When & bullet

ends [t all for me, you'll say, ‘He was
honest, at least. He cried ‘Unclean.’”™

“A great deal more than that,” Care-
line =ald, earnestly, “That you did not
leave & woman in danger, and,"” study-
ing his-face, “that you were pot dellb-
erately wicked. That somehow misfor.
tune had been too strong for you'™

‘“The cry of the weakling,'-the man
said, “and, yes, that's what I am. Had
I been stronger I should have con-
quered, but—there soemed no use. I
wonder if you would care to know
about it. I should like for you to know
—because, because had we met in the
old days I belleve we should have been
friends,”

“I should appreciate your confi-
dence,” she sald gently. “And won't
you sit down?" motioning to an adjz-
cent rock.

“How strange,” he sald. “Tou speak
as to & guest. I can almost see the
teakettia"

“To more,” Caroline replied. "To my
rescuer.”

“I think I'd rather be the other, the
man musad. “It would be more like
meeting you on an equal plane, but
then né man could do that."”

He chose a place on the ground
where he could see Into her eyes, and
was sllent for a few moments,

“It's a common cnough story,” he
said at last. #It happens t0o many men.
but they don't all fail &s T did. I was
a junior at college when my guardian
absconded and left me practically pen-
niless, and I don't suppose any ong
could have beem more unfitted to face

—

poverty. I simply had no Idea of the
value of money."

“Poor boy,” Caroline murmured, the
maternal sense stirring for the unfor-
tunate boy who had had dark eyes and
& clean, aquiline profile.

“l don't mean that as an excuse. It
isn't, but I tried—at least 1 tried. 1
came West, to Idaho, and worked on a
sheep ranch owned by an old friend of
my father, and thera's no work that
gnaws the life out of one llke that—
living with the Imbecils, blatting
bunches of wool. Cattle's different
They seem Lo have sense, somehow, and
you don’'t work alone as with sheep, hut
I held on, and for two years I worked
God,” setting his teeth hard, “how 1
worked! There—there was & girl, you
know. We had been engagsd before,
when I was labelled ‘a good catch,” and
she promised to stand by me and to
wait. I llved on her letters. Just
that, I was a fool In those days.”

Caroline divined through his beard
that the lines of his mouth were bitter.

“But she geew tired of walting,” he
went on. “Perhaps she wasn't so much
to be biamed. 1 hadn't much to offer,
but the blow came from a oclear sky.
She gave mo hint of her intention in a
letter written a week befors her wed-
ding to & rich man. 1 supposs she
wad afrald that I should come on and
make troubls, and I probably should,
for I was desperate. Well, I cut loose
then. I had no near relatives, and
there was no one to hold me. In two
months I had spent all I had saved, and
after that I drifted—down. It's mighty
oasy when you get started.”

*1 understand,” Caroline said, with a
little cateh In her throat.

Caroline sald thils, Caroline whose
white, sheltered life knew nothing of
temptation, ¢f sin's dark places nor its
unholy glitter. And Caroline was not
of ready adjustment. Clearly some
magic was at work.

“I don't think you can, guite,” he
sald, “but it is, and 1 went the pace.
I've bean bartender, faro dealer and
gambler, and my father was a Senator,
but I had sufficlent regard for his
memory to protect his name with an
assumed one. No one has known that
it was Rodman Page who served drinks
and dealt the cards, and I put up a
straight game of Ita kind, untll this
deal. I'd been playing in hard luck
and planned the holdup to set me on
my feet. You can't know what. it
means when no onme cares, but I saw
you where I lay over thers among the
rocks, and I knew If she had been
{ike you it would have all been differ-
ent. BShe was beautiful, too—as a
glowing rose is beautiful, and with the
rose’s thorna. And after awhile I knew
that {f—forgive me, It cannot harm
yeti and the thought Is much to me—
I knew that If it could only hava been
you—it wouid have & pearfec-
tion of life.”

He drew .his breath long and looked
away from har, as one seeking wisdom

Caroline’'s own bresth came gasp-
Ing out of tumultuour emotions, It was
as If something within her, with
strong and vivid wings, beat against
the confines wound by her gray lifa
and teachings—a something that
struggled toward the wonder of her
peing of help to anyone, the strength
for higher things—she, whose will had
ever been pliant, whose weakness had
been tacitly acceptad by all, whose hus-
band had glven her no pulse of com-
panionship and no pedestal! That har
hand, weak and constantly guided,
could lemd, support, was a marvel of
peauty when the man’'s volce was soft
and his eyes held potential tenderness.
Suddenly she knew the neads of wo-
men—thelr strange desires to give, to
serve, 10 exsct smd to hold, and sud-
denly her newly-found wings were car-
rying her far, Further, perhaps, than
wings that had spent & portion of their
strength In trival flutterings.
“Parhaps it isn't too late yet” she

faltered, *“I1—1 wish you would try
aguin*”
The man atared.

“You mean—you dear violet woman—
you can't mean that it is anything to
you?™

“Yen, yes," Caroline said, the blood of
her heart red in her face. “I kmow
you could succend, and I should like
to help you. I'm not beautiful like &
rose, but 01

The man sprang up, a great light in
his eyes; he laughed a little laugh of
tender triumph that is of potent charm
with womaen,

"It 15" he =aid, as
marvelous, “it ls, What am I that
should deserve this!™

“1 could help,” Caroline Insisted, *I
have money

If awed by thes
I

“No."

He stood wvery tall and strong, his
roughness dropped as a fustlan
garment. He unbuckled his armored

belt and Inid it on the ground.

“No, I will win, myself, and I will
not touch your hand untll I am worthy.
The memory of your face amd your
name 15 all T nsk."

He bent down and cut ths rattles
from the snake's tall and put them
into his pocket.

“For luck,” he sald, Then a glisten.
ing strand of her halr upon his dark
sleeve caught his eye, and he wound
it around his finger and folded it in &
bii of paper, whioch he carefully placed
In an inner pocket. ¥a did not say
“For love,” but his manner bore such
accent, and Caroline watched with the
tender smile of the woman who ap-
proves her woolng.

They parted without pledga or
handelasp, but the man walked with
resolute tread and the shoulders of
the conqueror, and Caroline’s step had
the spring of hope. Bhe was slive at
last, to the finger-tips, and while she
rejoleed In the possession of wings, sha
gave meed of gratitude to the gray
wrappings that had held thelr luster
?ntouchod for this hour so strangely
ull,

“I'm glad, glad,” she sald repeatedly
to herself, “that I never oared befora
It couldn't be the same agnin—~for s
woman,” she added, in generous contas-
sion t5 the portion given the rose girl,
showing that the wisdom of women
and the ages had descendad In large

in looking awsy from the unattainable.

measurs upon Caroline




