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HE old and the new—they are
everlastingly leading to those eter-
nal questions:

Are modern women more beautiful

" ithan the grand dames of long ago? Are

we better or worse than our forbears? Is
the world’s seeming advancement only a
step toward decadence, a reversion to sav-
agery? .

Savants and scientists have haggled
over these posers, from the times one now
calls ancient. They have never been sel-
tled. ' Probably they mever will be.

But ome thing scarcely admits of ar-
gument: the continued beautification of
women’s apparel is apparent. The gowns
of long ago are monstrosities compared to
thebartistic creations of today. ‘

And how would the beauties, the
grond dames of history, compare with
their modern sisters, in the creations of
the latest couturiers?

In this case, let the eye judge,

ERHAPS it is not well to pry too deeply
into the mysteries of the past. Disil-
lusionment, cruel and complete, is but
all too certain to result.

Those of us who have hearkened unto the
iconoclasts know that our ancestors of only a
few generations ago were a pretty “rummy” lot.

,For the men the fashidn was to “tank up” reg-
imlarly after dinner. Reckless gamblin, ‘was but
"@n ‘ordinary recreation. Women’s reputations

s _

were chiefly valued as an excuse for duels.
And as to the women—perhaps they never
ehange much. 8till, we know that, at any rate,
the eternal feminine of the present day has
miuch smeller hands and feet than of yore.
Likewise her lines are more shuous and
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graceful. Artistically correct may be the an-
clent proportions. But to & common, ordinary
man, a Grecian goddess in s Paris gown would
loom up as a frightful frump.

As to faces—each oentury is said to have
its distinctive type. Each nation, too, has some
favorite model which it -considers most beauti-

ful. \

But what mere, modern man cannot, in an
efternoon, see enough handsome women: on any
big city street to match s whole history full of
female beauties!

_ After all, wouldn’t it be a shame to drag
pretty Nell Gwynn from hér niche of fame
aud put her in a lace waist and pomponi But
no doubt, if she lived today, she wonld be foroed
to affect & pompon, or some such trifle, to make
bherself appear taller. ‘

Truth to tell, Mistress Nell, whose beatty
lifted her from the humble and none too respect-
able ealling of & tavern singer to the favor-
itism of Charles ¥1 along toward the fag end of
the sixteenth century—Mistress Nell, peainful
as it may sound, was somewhat “dum;..”

After the actress, as pe\'h.pl the most nota-
le grand dame of Britain's waried history,

» the Duchess of Devonshire, whom Gsins-

h immortalized as the highest type of
eenth century beanty. Modern men would
yunce her a real “stunner.”

But how wonld she look in a sheath? Would
she be such a wonderful vote-getter for Charles
James Fox, the dashing statesman, gambler and

nan, as she was when she in#pired the fol-
lowing lines:

Arrayed in matchless beanty. Deven's falr
In Fox's favor takes a zealous part;
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About the middle of the eighteesith century
was born another farfamed British beauty,
who lived until well into the uineleenth—long
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enough to see the styles in which she had
~ shone lﬂnljchm Bhe wus Sarah Sid-
dons, mﬂn dame par excellence of the
stage. - .

No scandal dimmed her namé, and to her
commanding presence untold thousands paid
tribute. But wheére would be the queen of
tragedy, in one of our gowns for an
afternoon jsunt! Would she be whay hand-
somaer ‘gun hundreds of' women we pass
every dayf .

And while these beauties were reigning
in England, others of equal note held sway on
the continent. There was Marie Antoinette
Josephe Jeanne de Lorraine, for ipstance,
Daughter of the great Maria 'I'he.r& an
the Emperor Franecis ], this Austrian prin-
ccas who ascended throne of - France
came honestly by her regal bearing.

First the idol of her people, then the
P of the guillotine, she was phrsecuted
w:g every sort of slander her ingenious ene-
mies oould think of, Her fair name was
assailed, ber loyalty - impugned. But her
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personal charm. was never questioned.
8till, would she appear so becomingly in
a lace gown ! For : nswer, see her picture.

Of the same epoch were two typical
Fremch eharmers, Mme. Recamier and
Mme, Le Brun. Each, in her way, was,
for that time, perfection.

Every one is familiar with the
charming picture of Mme. Le Bx:un and
her son. In her the spirituelle is char-
acteristic. Perfection of feature could
never be more attractive thau the love-
liness reflected by her eyes. Yet in a
ball gown of today she'is a protty wom-
an—no more, no less.

So it is with Mme. Reeamier. As
her likeness has been handed down to us,
her lineaments portray the sweetneas
and self-sacrifice which were the shining
ornaments of her character. Innocent
she must have been, when, in & wicked
age, she retained the friendship of her
lovers’ wives. ‘Self-sacrificing she cer-
tairfly was, when she brgved Napoleon’s
ire and inenrred banishment by her un-
dying friendship for Mme. de Stael.

What more fascinating than her
portrait, half recumbent, in a flowing
empire gown! Yet the same face in'a
costume which sports a haif-mannish
waistcoat shows us simply a pretiy,
“oute” looking girl. Dressed in that
fashion, would charm of her pres-
ence ha m:;cn somt:ndpdant as to
“usnare com i figures as
Guigot and Chamubria:;?

Then, for the typical Teutonio
beauty, who saw the ead of the sight-
centh and the beginning of the nine-
teenth centuries when in ber prime, we
can find none more representstive than
Lovisse of Prussia. Of commanding
presence, yet womanly withal bher
beauty was of the true ‘queenly type.
Beautiful still, she seems, in s Paris
tailored gown. But as gueenly? Lot
the eye judge.

And last, the Countess Potocka, the
wondrous young Polish woman, whose
wilea Jared the mighty Napolson to his
doom in Moscow., Long before be tired
of her smiles the city was in flames and
his magnificent army was left to become
the prey of & merciless winter. But
bad the ror met her pttired in o
shirtwaist§ the history of Eu-
rope -‘uﬂhn . story to tell
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