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VIENNA. Are modern wo-

men as lovely as those of yore?
This is the question all Austria has
been debating since Dr. Raoul Auern-helme- r,

author of "Roses Out of
Reach." "The Great Passions" and nu-

merous other romances and plays, be-

gan discussing; It. along; with the fur-

ther question what is the distinctive
type of beauty today?

Dr. . Auernheimer has come to the
conclusion that there are no more beau,
tlful women, but only adorably pretty
and charming women. The heroically
beautiful Venus de Mllo, he says, is
dead. She Is supplanted by the at-
tractive, coquettish, ravishing; Venus
de Ledici. This tremendous change has
taken place in a mere couple of gen-
erations.

A dispute has arisen as to whether it
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BT CATHERINE CARR.

MACLAIN slowly climbed
CAROLINE path, her shoulders

eyes languid. She was
going to Red Rock because Cousin Kate
had said she should.-th- e view from
there being the pride of the county,
and Caroline was accustomed to hav-

ing others make decisions for her.
Orphaned at eight, she had grown

up under the kindly but absolute rule
of her two half-sister- s, who were much
older, and women of marked executive
ability. The reared the girl after the
approved New England method, she be-

ing thoroughly Instructed In needle-
work and housekeeping, somewhat in
music and carefully selected literature,
and largely in the virtues of obedience
and silence. Yoking people spoke only
when spoken to, in the code of the
capable Sarah and Adelaide, and dis-

tinctly, they did as they were bid.
Caroline achieved skill in these ac- -

complishments rather passively - than
enthusiastically, and to question any of
her sisters' rulings never occurred to
her. though she did indeed make timid
request for pink ribbon on her gradu-
ating dress Instead of the light blue
of Adelaide's choice. Intuition telling
her. no doubt, since becomlngness was
never a quality discussed in reference
to her wardrobe, of how suited pink
was to shell-pin- k cheeks, shy hazel
eyes, and soft ripplesof wavy, light-brow-n

hair.
Sister Adelaide, however, was ad-

verse to the encouragement of vanity
Caroline had presented the naive ar-

gument that it would look nice on her
and said with chill conclusion that

there was nothing so, refined and mod-

est for a young girl as light blue.
Inferentially convicted of Immodesty.

Caroline, of course, could say nothing
more, but when alone before her small
mirror she held a pink rose nnder her
chin and approved the effect.

"It does look nice," she murmured.
"I wonder If Sister Adelaide thinks
that it Is immodest for flowers to be
pinkr

Which marked her nearest approach
to rebellion, until Sarah told her that
Anson MacLaln had asked for her to
marry him. Caroline's negative then
was decisive and also a little Incredu-
lous, for Anson MacLaln had been a
friend of her father, and his calls had
seemed solely upon business affairs

' certainly there had been nothing of
sentiment in the brief sentences he had
addressed to her, Carolina's limited
knowledge judged.

"No, no. Why, Sarah," she expostu-
lated, "he's old and I couldn't He he
had much better take you."

It was very likely that Sarah secret-
ly entertained a similar idea herself,
but her Puritan conscience held her
firm to what she conceived to be her

is possible for a National type to
change In a couple of generations. The
objectors say that the apparent change
Is due to a different fashion of doing
the hair, to different hats and dresses.
Herr Rasehy, a competent authority of
Buda-Pest- h. retorts that the physical
type of a locality may change quickly.
He quotes a traveler's observations of
a village near Pesth in 182S. "The na-
tives," said the traveler, "are dark and
rather small." Today this village is
noted for the high stature of its popu-
lation, and for their remarkably fair
skins.

Dr. Auernheimer holds that beauty
fyaa changed not only in Austria-Hungar- y,

but all over the world. -- To some
extent it is a change of ideals. When
a particular beauty-typ- e becomes fash-
ionable, women of tdat type are pushed
Into the foreground; they become prom-
inent on the stage and are chosen as
models by artists and photographers.
The type which they have dispossessed

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 fine chance for you.
May I ask If there is anyone else you
prefer?" she questioned, with alarming
formality.

This approached sarcasm, for Caro-

line had no acquaintance that was not
approved by her sisters, and it was not
for a member of the M. E. Sewing So-

ciety to be ignorant of who walked
home with who from evening service.
Sarah could not but know that Carolina
had never been so favored, a delicate.
Impalpable detachment holding her
apart from her companions. She flut-
tered vaguely now, under scarlet
blushes. '

"Of course not." she faltered. "I only
thought that is. it has always seemed
as if if I ever should he should be
younger, and be straight and tall, and
not have rheumatism nor talk with a
bur-r- ," she added, unconsciously baring
her maiden sanctuary to her sister's

gaze.
"Mercy!"" that lady exclaimed. "I'm

surprised at you, Caroline. No nice girl
ever thinks of such things before she
baa been asked. When we've tried to
raise you so carefully, too, I can't un-

derstand It. So nnmaldenly indeli
cate." she murmured in shocked ac-

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-pin- k ribbon,
confused, helpless, was married to a
man nearly thrice her 20 untried years,
going In truth from one guardianship
to another, Anson MacLaln being not-
ably "set" in his ways. Tet when, some
10 years later, her husband died, Caro-
line, her physical strength worn, with
long nursing, sank Into a nerveless
inertia that alarmed Sarah and Ade-
laide, who were prompt to resume their
sway. x

Rest and change being variously ad-

vised. It was at last decided that Caro-
line should go to New Mexico and visit
Cousin Kate Lane, whose husband
owned a ranch there, and Caroline went
without protest, but equally without
desire. 8he was seemingly Incapable
of either, and the free twang of the
clear air falling in infection. Cousin
Kate wrote home with somewhat of
apprehension.

"It isn't that she is really sick, but
as If she wasn't alive, somehow. It
seems wonderful that she should have
cared so much for her husband when
be was so much older, but I suppose
that is the trouble, though she never
mentions hi name unless some one in-

troduces the subject"
- It was at this hour that Caroline sat
leaning against a huge boulder, her

wandering over the weeps of

in public favor continues to exist, but
nobody notices it. Today, says Auern-
heimer, there live unadmlred many wo-
men who in the th cen-
tury would have been acclaimed as
miracles of beauty. The modern world
is busy admiring, painting and singing
the praises of women who 50 years ago
no one would have noticed.

Cbuge of Beauty Ideals.
Auernheimer finds that the beauty-ide- al

changes In a series of wave-lik- e

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 L9tn century the type
was extinct. In art this was due to
the rise of mean, bourgeois ideals.

"Every age," says Auernheimer, "has
the women it deserves." Of late there
has been a slight revival of beauty.
Vienna today has more lovely women

sun-steep- ed plain, admitting their
beauty, yet alien to their charm. The
vastness of height and blue distance
oppressed with a sense of isolation
her spirit, accustomed to the minute
detail of village street and environ-
ment. Caroline, you would have said,
did not possess the quality of ready
adjustment.

She sat there long, when suddenly
the Intense alienee was crashed like a
thinly-blow- n glass bubble by a pistol
shot, and she sprang up In a panic of
fright, her eyes wildly searching the
rocks. Explanation waa offered by the
writhing length of a large rattlesnake,
with its head shot away, that almost
lashed her feet, and the immediate ap-
pearance of a mas with a smoking pis-

tol in his band.
He was a man of the mountains,

clearly, roughly clad and with a small
arsenal hanging from his belt, but he
waa a man to be noticed In any place.
His dark eyes were masterful in large
sockets, and high. . hawk-lik- e nose
spoke of force for 'large achievement,
whatever the cost. A man from whom
Caroline, wrapt in her New England
prejudices, would ordinarily have
shrunk, but now she reached her hands
out to him, partly in gratitude and part-
ly In appeal for further support, for her
every nerve was quivering; but though
the man's eyes softened and were
charged with sympathy, he did not
take- - her hands. He seemed almost to
hold aloof while be spoke reassuring-
ly, and his voice was in odd contra- -

than it has had at any time since the
generation of the painter Hans Makart.

But this new Viennese beauty would
not have been considered very beautiful
in the old days. It would have been
considered merely charming. Charm is
the characteristic of the modern beauty.
The old beauty was sombre. Imposing
and almost demoniac The charm of the
new beauty lies in its brightness, child-
ishness and tenderness. The old beauty
tended to be red-blon- d, whereas the
new is chestnut. "The modern beauty,"
says Auernheimer, "Inclines to keep a
small pet dog, and to wear on its face
the exclamation; 'It does not bite.' "

Another characteristic of modern
beauty is that it has no profile. That
Is why It is usually painted full-fac- e

or three-quarte- rs face. Such an Irreg-
ular, winsome beauty is not dangerous.
The day of the "femme fatal e" with
pale cheeks and vampire eyes is dead
forever. . The modern beauty may set a
man's heart on fire, but she 'does so in

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

rThere, there," he said, soothingly,
"It's all over. He's done for now. It's
all right Good Lord" in sudden
alarm "she's going to faint."

Caroline, was, Indeed, swaying help-
lessly, and. after an appealing glance
about him. the man caught her In his
arms. He eased her gently to the
ground, resting her head on his arm
and fanning her with his 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 meetr this
strange expression, and to blush' vivid-

ly from chin to the roots of her loos-

ened hair, and the man, obviously dis-

tressed by her embarrassment, helped
her to a seat on a near-b- y rock.

"I hope you will pardon me," he
said, "but really, there seemed nothing
else to do."

Caroline's eyes widened with wonder.
"What is there to pardon? Tou have

saved my life. Had I been bitten in
this lonely place, I should have died
before Telief could have reached me.
I don't know how to thank you."

She again advanced her ' hand, but
the man again drew back.

Tinn't " lie said, almost harshly, "I
don't want you to say or do anything
that you will regret wnen you anow
who and what I am."

Caroline's face paled, but she was
firm.

"wh or whatever you are does not
alter my debt to you," she said, and she
looked at him steadily as In all her life
she had never looked at a man, and
what she saw beneath his rough ex-

terior seemed to bring conviction. "I
don't believe you are so very bad. Tou
don't look it, some way."

The man shook his heaav a grave
smile touching his eyes.

T doubt If you know what a really
bad man is. I know you don't. I've
been watching you for an hour. Oh,

that demands an apollgy, I know" as
Caroline flushed again, "but if yon could
understand what it meant to me to see

a woman like you! It was like finding
a violet in the desert, only only it was
not for me to touch and you speak of

dent do you know what you saved me
from? Listen! Not an hour ago I lay
behind those rocks waiting for the Las

-- ....... .tir. which I meant to hold up.
I uwa " - O
! it passed while I was shooUng that
snake." -

Tou you were going to rob the
atage " Caroline gasped, her eyes
lilated .with horror, and she shrank in-

voluntarily.
"Tes. Tou're glad now that you

haven't touched my band, aren't your
he said bitterly. "Well. I have it to my
credit that I didn't let you. and you're
just, I can see that, When a bullet

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 is accepted by
most of the Austrlans who have writ-
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 heroic. The reason,
says - the artist Rhelnlander, Js that
woman in the early 20th century exists
only in relation to men.

"Woman today more than ever needs
man, because the difference between
poverty and wealth is greater than
ever, and the modern beauty seeks the
man who will provide her with all she
needs. Here the heroic beauty of the
past type cannot compete. She Is too
cold, too austere.

"The woman who attracts man must
be coquettish, graceful and adorable."
A woman of this type gains position
and wealth and that enables her to
spread her reputation as a beauty. "To-
day many beautiful girls of the heroic
school die old maids becauseno man
wants them."

Psychology of Modern Beauty.
Herr Rhelnlander describes the mod-

ern "femme cbarmeuse" as "not at all
without a heart; Indeed with an abnor
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ends it all for me, you'll say. "He was
honest, at least. He cried Unclean.' "

"A great deal more than that," Caro-
line said, earnestly, "That you did not
leave a woman in danger, and," study-
ing his-fac- e, "that you were not delib
erately wicked. That somehow misfor,
tune had been too strong for you."

"The cry of the weakling, "i- - the man
said, "and, yes, that's what I am. Had
I been stronger I should have con-
quered, but there seemed 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 believe we should have been
friends."

"I should , appreciate your confi
dence," she said gently. "And won't
you sit down?" motioning to an adja
cent rock.

"How strange," he said. "Tou speak
as to guest. I can almost see the
teakettle."

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

"I think I'd rather be the other,? the
man mused. "It would be more like'
meeting you on an equal plane, but
then nd man could do that."

He chose a place on the ground
where he could see into her, eyes, and
was silent for a few momenta

"It's a common enough story," he
said at last. Tt happens to many men,
but they don't all fall as I did. I was
a Junior at college when my guardian
absconded and left me practically pen-
niless, and I don't suppose any one
could have been more unfitted to face

mally big heart; essentially loving and
determined to get love. But her big
heart is not deep. At the loss of her
adored one she will weep her eyes out
for 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 happy for a
week rather than to be merely happy
for a lifetime."

"The modern beauty," adds Rheln
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lander, "is the beauty of the perfect
eyes and perfect lips. The beauty of a
century ago had the perfect nOBe and
perfect chin. Then it mattered now a
woman walked; now It matters how
she sits on a cushioned sofa. The
beauty of a century ago was divine.
She came from the heavenly paradise.
The beauty of today comes from the
earthly paradise. It is possible that
the angels, tired of divine felicity, may
look again 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 lift their eyes to
heaven."

An entirely different view is given
by another Viennese, Herr Jarotsky.

A fit 1
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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
a clean, aquiline profile.

"I don't mean that as an excuse. It
Isn't, but I tried at least I tried. I
came West, to Idaho, and worked on a
sheep ranch owned by an old friend of
my father, and there's no work that
gnaws the life out of one like that
living with the imbecile, blattlng
bunches of wool. Cattle's different.
They seem to have sense, somehow, and
you don't work alone as with sheep, but
I held on, and for two years I worked.
God," setting his teeth hard, "how I
worked! There there was a girl, you
know. We had been engaged before.
when I was labelled 'a good catch,' and
she promised to stand by me and to
wait. I lived 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 gww tired of waiting," he
went on. "Perhaps she wasn't so much
to be blamed. I hadn't much to offer,
but the blow came from a clear sky.
She gave no hint of her intention In a
letter written a week before her wed-
ding to a rich man. I suppose she
was" afraid that I should come on and
make trouble, 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
easy when you get started." '--

"I understand," Caroline said, with a
little catch in her throat.

Caroline said this, Carolina whose
white, sheltered life knew nothing of
temptation, of 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, quite," he
said, "but it is, and I went the pace,
rve been bartender, faro dealer and
gambler, and my father was a Senator,
but I had sufficient 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 Its kind, until this
deal. I'd been playing in hard luck,
and planned the holdup to set me on
my feet. Tou can't know what, it
means when no one cares, but I saw
you where I lay over there among the
rocks, and I Knew ll she had been
like you It would have all been differ-
ent. She was beautiful, too as a
glowing rose Is beautiful, and with the
rose's thorns. And after awhile I knew
that if forgive me, it cannot harm
yeu and the thought is much to me
I knew, that if it could only have been
you it would have been the perfec
tion of lire."

He drew his breath long and looked
away from her, as one seeking wisdom
in looking away from the unattainable.

The whole world of modern beauty.
says Jarotsky, is divided Into Raphael
types and Rubens types. Into divine
and profane beauty. All the sub-typ- es

come under these headings. For In-

stance the anaemic
women of liosetti belong to the
phael women of Rossettl belong to the
Raphael class, whereas the women of
the Titian class should go with the
women of Rubens, though they In no
wise resemble them. They class, with
Rubens' women because "they are not
saints or goddesses, but women.

"Nowadays there are both Raphael
women and Rubens women. But the
Rubens woman predominates. Modern
beauty is losing its alienated touch-me-n- ot

character. Beauty desires
fame, and photography and paragraph-
ing In society Journals. For this it
pays a penalty. It sheds its Inaccessi-
bility, and becomes the spoil of the
mob. Spiritually the modern Rubens
beauty is in the same position as a
slave girl who Is exhibited naked in
an Eastern market-plac- e. All the
world knows her and her charms. The
charms remain; but by exposure they
lose their effectiveness."

For that reason, says Jarotsky, the
beauty of today is the most winning,
appealing, overpowering beauty the
world has knbwn. But It Is not the
most binding, the moot inspiring, or
the most salutary. This latter type
will never return. Modern society Is
too much In a hurry to tiave patience
with the majestlo and unyielding type.
It wants its women to be easy, con-
venient and near.

"The highest type," concludes Jarot-
sky, "would be a compound of the
Raphael and Rubens beauties. Such a
woman would be half goddess and half
Nautch girl. There have been such
women In history. But they were in-

dividuals and not types; and they are
likely to remain so."

Yoyo,

Caroline's own breath came gasp-
ing out of tumultuous emotions. It was
as if something within her, with
strong and vivid wings, beat against
the confines wound by her gray life
and teachings a something that
struggled toward the wonder of her
being of help to anyone, the strength
for higher things she, whose will had
ever been pliant, whose weakness had
been tacitly accepted by all, whose hus-
band had given her no pulse of com-
panionship and no pedestal! That her
hand, weak and constantly guided,
could lead, support, was a marvel of
beauty when the man's voice was soft
and his eyes held potential tenderness.
Suddenly she knew the needs of wo-
men their strange desires to give, to
serve, to exact and to hold, and sud-
denly her newly-foun- d wings were car-
rying her far. Further, perhaps, than
wings that had spent a portion of their
strength in trival flutterlngs.

"Perhaps It Isn't too late yet," she
faltered, "I I wish you would try
again."

The man stared.
"Tou mean you dear violet woman

you can't mean that It Is anything to
you?"

"Tes, yes." Caroline said, the blood of
her heart Ted In her face. "I know
you could succeed, and I should like
to help you. I'm not beautiful like a
rose, but "

The man sprang up, a great light In
his eyes; he laughed a little laugh of
tender triumph that Is of potent charm
with women.

"It is." he said, as If awed by the
marvelous, "It is. What am I that I
should deserve this!"

"I could help," Caroline insisted, "I
have money "

"No."
He stood very tall and strong, his

roughness dropped as a fustian
garment. He unbuckled his armored
belt and laid It on the ground. -

"No, I will win, myself, and I will
not touch your hand until I am worthy.
The memory of your face and your
name is all I ask."

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

"For luck." he said, xnen a gasten.
ins: strand of her hair upon his dark
sleeve caught his eye. and he wound
it around his finger and toured it In a
bit of paper, which he carefully placed
In an inner pocket. He 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 wooing.

They partea witnout pieoge or
handclasp, but the man walked with
resolute tread and the shoulders of
the conqueror, and Caroline's step hsd
the spring of hope. She was alive at
last, to the finger-tip- s, and while she
rejoiced In the possession of wings, she
gave meed of gratitude to the gray
wrappings that had held their luster
untouched for this hour so strangely
full.

"I'm glad, glad," she said repeatedly
to herself, "that I never cared before.
It couldn't be the same sgsln for a
woman," she added. In generous conces
sion t the portion given the rose girl.
showing that the wisdom or women .

and the ages had descended la large
measure upon Caroline. ;


