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OME person has said that the heroine is

the secret of the success of anmy book.

There are, of course, such isolated cases

as “David Harum,” ‘“Eben Holden” and

“Treasure Island,” but of recemt popular suc-

gesses in literature this rule may genmerally be
said to hold true.

Of the heroine, adorable creature, what do
you know? How do the heroines of warious
movels compare? How do authors introduce
them, and enable them to win their way into
one’s affections? And the artists who illustrate
the books, how do they picture the pleasing
swomen who live on biithely and tread the golden
path of romance?

HERE is no more fascinating ereature in fiction

than the loguacious Dolly of the Dialogues.

But then Mr. Hope, chivalrous gentleman,

be expected to do the gallant thing by all

his ladies, as he has done by his latest creations—the

glorious Helena, of “Helena’s Path,” for instance, who

to permit her neighbor, Lord Lynborgugh, to

use a path crossing her estate, which resulted in many
complications and the defiant Helena’s capitulation.

This is how Mr. Hope introduces her:

Helena Vittorin Maria Antonla, Marchesa dl San
Bervolo, was now In her twenlty-fourth year. Born of
&n Iiallan father and an English mother, she had be-
stowed her hand on her paternal eountry, but her
heart remalned in her mother’s. The marchese took
ber 25 his second wife and his last pecuniary resource;
in both capacities she soothed his declining years

ily fof ber—and not unhapplly for the world at

large—these were few. He had not time to absorb her
outh or to spand more than a small portion of her

rn eritanoce. was left. a widow—stepmother of
wit Italian offspring—owner for life of an Apennine

fortresa, J 4

he liked the fortress much, but disliked the step-

ihlldrn (the youngest was of. her own'age) more

4]

iand—her mother's home—presented itseif in the
t of a refuge.

~But how .h.n'.he receive the-lord who trespasses

ot hl"@'ﬂ! !

“¥hs marchess sat in a high armchalr, dphoistered
T ished n:hrom.. 'l‘go sun from the window .
‘: ! ;. her tace was half jreshadow. Bhe
l head on her left hand; the right lay on her
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knee, It was siripped of any ring—unadorned, whl.to.

Her cheeks wers pale—the oliva relgned unchal-
jenged; har lips were set tight, her eyes downcast. ~She
made no movement when Lord Lynborough entered

He bowed, while tha clock ticked the minute of
which he had raved and dreamed_ the night befors,
:h!}f she felt his lips slightly brush the skin of her
and

*“1 have rendered my homage”™ he sald

*It is accepted™ Suddenly tears sprang to her eyea

But Helena is courteous and invites her now rec

onciled foe to luncheon. He is bold, very bold, for b
£ays:

be that some day—yes, some day sOon—In
ithe homnage of my lips on your hand, 1
would ask the recoguition of my lip¥ right oo yeur
cheek.”

Then—

S8he came u

“It may

to him and lald her'band om his arm

- *Suffer me a little while, my lord,” she sald. “You've
_neg: into my Iife like & whirlwind; ﬁon would carry
me

¥ sssault as'though I were & rebellious eity. Am |
to be won before ever | was wooed ™

“You shan't lagk woolng™ he sald qulickly. :

Of the folk in “The Younger Set,” Eileen stands
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out as a figure of charming young wom-

anhood. She, however, was not won 80

readily as the fair Helena. Perhaps bé

cause she was younger. But put yourself

into. Captain Selwyn's place and you are
introduced:

As he stood there, & sound at the door
aroused him, and he turned to .confront a
voung girl, {n hat vell and furs, who W&»
ieisurely advancing toward him, stripping
the gloves from a pair of very Wwhite
handa, 3

*How do you do, Captaln Selwyn?’ she
said. “I am Elleen Erroll, and 1 am coms
missioned to give you some tea. The cml;
dren seem to be quite crazy about you—
She unfastened her vell, threw back stole
and coat, mnd, rolllng up her gloves on her
wrists, sentod herself by the table, "Q.ulto
crpsy about you” she ocontinued, “and
you're to be lncluded In vedtime prayers, I
bellave. No gar? LemonT’

She had given him tea. Now she sat
upright in her chalr, smiing, distralt, her
hat casting & luminous shadow across her
eyes; the. fufly furs, fallan from throat
and . shoulder, settled lovsely sbout her

walst.
At last, however, after a
waiting one evening, she said:
“Find me when you can get

And-"
“f\guin. as of old, her outstretched hand

—t{he 1ittle formality symbolizing to him
the importance of all that concerned them,

He touched IL

“A blentot,” she sald.

“Out on the lawn thers—farther cut in
ihe starlight,” he whispered—=his volce

broke—"my darling."”
ashe bei";t her head, gnsslng slowly be-

fore him, turnéd, looke back, her answer
in her eyes, her lips, In every limb, every
1ine and contour of her, as she stood & mo-

ment looking back,

What lover would not have followed?

The American young lady, of sur-
passing wealth and beauty, who goes
abroad and captivates the heart of an
English lord, comparable to Adonis and
Hercules, with the debonair graces of a
Sir Launcelot, is a favorite character
with readers. One of the most charming
was Miss Bettina Vanderpoel, the heroine
of Mrs. Burnett’s “The Shuttle.” We are
introduced to her when she is a child:

Betty—at sight—had long legn and a

square but delicate, small face. Her well-
opened steel-blue eyes were noticeable for

patient
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. She- : :
Betty, we are *could mot endure
Nigel Anltruﬂnn.hﬁa married her .;32:
Rosalie and later abused her unspeakably. Betty,
as she grew older, “had been taken to France

and placed in a school. ¢

When Betty got to she do

/ ubtless
won r:l;l“ ihgh‘dmtod-——-n' deal who
seve Sir Nigel for sbusing her
sister 'Ig: description of her is pleasing:

At sixtéen Betty was a str ~limbed yo
nymph whose small head, set high on a ano,: .ﬂ?rﬁ
column of throat, might well have been crowned
with the garland of Some goddess of health and
joy of life. She was lght and ift, and being
a creature of long line and tender ocurves,. thers
was pleasure In the mere seoing of her move.

The out of her spirited llp, and delicate nos-
trll, made for m profile at which one turned to
look more than once, despite one's self. Her
halr was soft and black, and repested its color
in the extravagant lashes of her ¢childhogd, which
made mysterious the chnniotul dense bitfe of her
:ﬁ:i.'prldt?n dw:ra oyuuw tl;‘uu;hur in tham,

suggestion
;, a8 yet unstirred. oy TR d“-n e

Bo itiwas no small wonder that the Lord
Houi‘t Dunstan fell head over heels in love.
“Mrs. Edith' Wharton, with her art of de-

scription, may bhe expeeted to present an alluring
heroine. In “The Fruit of the Tree,” John
Amherest, asgistant manager of her mills, goes
to see Mrs. Westmore,
) Mrs. Westmore's beauty was like & blinding
fght abruptly turned on eyesgubdued to obscur-
ity. An he :Eoko. his glance passed from her
face to her halr, and remalned caught In Its
meshes, He had never seen such hair—it did
not seem to grow {n the usual otderly way, but
bubbled up all over her head In  Independent
clusters of brightness, hreaking, about the brow,
. the temples, the nape, into littls irrelevant waves
and eddies of light, with dusky, hollows of softe
ness where the hand might plunge. '

Mrs. Wharton’s heroine was not an entirely
hn'selﬁsh and devoted woman, and she died after
being thrown from her horse—died of an over-
dose of morphia, administered by the woman
who later became her husband’s wife.

_ Mrs. Glyn's heroine of “Three Weeks” is
introduced as entering a dining room in a hote}
in Bwitzerland.

Ehe hergolf was all {n biack, and her hat—an
expensive, distingulshed looking hat—cast a
shadow over her eyes. He could just see they
ware cast down on her plate, Her face was white,
he saw that plainly enough, startlingly white
11ke & magnolia bloom, and contained no marked

-features. No features at all! he sajd to himself.
Yes—-he was wrong, she had certainly a mouth
worth looking at agnin. It was so red

VOICE LIKE RICH MUSIC

Later, after their meeting, Paul Verdayne
observed that her voice was like rich musie,
Her age? But what was age or youth? And
what was beauty f[iself, when a woman whose
fade was nelther young nor beautiful could make
him feel he was looking at a divine goddess, and
‘l!}r:';li:.s a3 he had never dreamt of doing In real
ife
She lingered over his name as If It were
music, thrilllng him every time, and as she
lenned back -amoyg the purple .cushlons her
figure 850 supple In its lines It made him think of
a snake. And he noticed ,her mouth again, It
neither drooped nor smiled, it was stralght, and
chiseled and strong, and small rather, and the
lower llp was rounded and slightly cleft in the
center, A most appetizing red flower of a mouth.

In “The Car of Destiny,” by C. N. and A.
M. Williamson, we are introduced to Lady
Monica in the way Ouida used to#present her
heroines. Lady Monica is betrothed to a Span-
ish nobleman, and her English lpver, who tells
the story, has many adventur¢s in winning her.
Thus the stricken one tells of a meeting:

A girlysprang out of the carriage, her whits

Agure um; rippling halr of dnnodlf‘m}ld In full

moonlight,
I stood as a man might stand who sees a

viglon, hardly breathing. I made no sound and
yet she turned and saw me, sieltered an I was by
the dappled trunk of a tall plane tree. It was as
if I had called and she had answered.

1 knew she had remembered me, and that she
d1d not misunderstand my presance. Theres was
no anger In her face, only surprise, and = light
which was hldden as ahe drooped her head, and
passed on through the gate. Fcoulﬁ have sung
the song of the stars.

Julia Polkington, in “The Good Comrade,”
presents the type of a simple, truthful, charming
girl, who endeavors to save a father addicted to
drink and making debts. Miss Julia, we are
told, was mot pretty, therefore she was seldom
to be found in the drawing room alone; she
knew better than to attempt %o occupy the stage
by herself. Her father owes a debt to Mr. Raw-
son-Clew, who, out of pity, cancels it.

While giving her father tea Julia sees the
peper. Her eyes blazed as she read.

She tore the paper across and then across
gain. Her father indignantly tries to preveny
er, declaring the note made him free.

“Free” Julia said with scorn. “Your debt Is
discharged,” she sald gently, “but mine is not;
it has been shifted, not cancelled; it lles with
me and Mr. Rawson-Clew now, and It shall be
pald somehow." 1

And do you wonder that she rlid the debt—
when Mr. Rawson-Clew was in love with her?’
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