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A SUMMER IN LESLIE GOLDTHWAITE'S LIFE.

L. 5

_ OTHING but leaves — leaves — leaves ]! The
green things don’t know enough to do anything
better 1"

Leslie Goldthwaite said this, standing in the bay-win-
dow among her plants, which had been green and flour-
ishing, but persistently blossomless, all winter, and now
the spring days were come.

Cousin Delight looked up; and her white ruflling,
that she was daintily hemstitching, fell to her lap, as she
locked, still with a certain wide intentness in her eyes,
upon the pleasant window, and the bright, fresh things it
framed. Not the least bright and fresh among them was
the human ereature in her early girlhood, tender and
pleasant in its beantifnl leafage, but waiting, like any
other young and growing life, to prove what sort of
flower should come of it.

“Now you 've got ome of your *thoughts,’ Cousin
Delight! 1 see it *biggening,' as Elspie says.” Lesle
turned round, with her little green watering-pot sus-
pended in her hand, waiting for the thought.

To bave a thought, and to give it, were nearly simul-
taneous things with Cousin Delight; so true, so pure,

1 A
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so unselfish, so made to give,—like perfume or musie,
which cannot be, and be withheld, — were thouglits with
her.

1 must say a word, before T go further, of Delight
Goldthwaite. I think of her as of quite a young person ;
wou, vonuthial resders, would doubtless have declared that
che was old, — very old, at least for a young lady. She
was twenty-eizht, at this time of which I write; Leslie,
her young cousid, was just *past the balf, and catching
up,” as she said herself, — being fifteen. Leslie's mother
called Miss Goldthwaite, playfully, * Ladies” Delight™ ;
and, taking up the idea, half ber women-friends knew her
by this significant and epigrammatic title. There was
something doubly pertinent in it. She made you think,
at once, of nothing so much as heart's-ense; a ga
heart's-ease, — that flower of many names; not of the
frail, scentless, wild wood-violet,—she had been cultured
to something Jarger. The violet nature was there, eol-
ored and shaped more richly, and gifted with rare fra-
grance —for those whose delicate sense could perceive it
The very face was a pansy-face; with its deep, large,
purple-blue eyes, and golden brows and lashes, the color
of her hair, — pale gold, so pale that careless people who
had perception enly for such beauty as can flash upon you
from a crowd, or across a drawing-room, said hastily that
she had no brows or lashes, and that this spoiled her.
She was not a beauty, therefore ; nor was she, in any sort,
a belle.  She never drew around her the common atten-
tion that is paid eagerly to very pretty, eutwardly be-
witehing girls; and she never seemed to care for this,
At u party, she was as apt as not to sit in a corner; but
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the quiet people, —the mothers, looking on, or the girls
waiting fur partners, — gotting into that same corner also,
found the best pleasure of their evening there. There
was something about her dress, too, that women appre-
viated most fully ; the delicate textures, — the fimishings
—and only those — of rarve, exquisite lace, — the perfect
harmony of the whole unobtrusive toilet, — womim
looked at these in wonder at the unevring instinet of Ler
taste ; in wonder, also, that they only with each other
raved about her. Nobody had ever been supposed to Le
devoted to her; she had mever been veported as “en-
gaged ™5 there had never bean any of this sort of gossip
about her; gentlemen found her, they said, hard to get
acquainted with; she had not much of the hm'l" talk which
must uzually begin an acquaintance; a fuw — her rela-
tives, or her elders, or the husbands of her intimate mar-
ried friends — understood and valued her; Lot it was her
girl-riends and women-friends who knew ber best, and
declared that there was nobody like her ; and so came her
sobrigquet, and the double pertinence of it.

Especially she was Leslic Goldihwaite's delicht.  Les-
lic had no sisters, and her aunts were old, — far older
than lier mother; on her fither's side, a broken and
seattered  family had left few ties for lier; next to her
mother, and even closer, in some young sympathics, she
clung to Cousin Delight.

With this diversion, we wil go back, now, to her, and
to her thought.

“ I was thinking," she said, with that intent look in her
eyes, ¥ 1 often think, of how something else was found,
once, having nothing but lsaves ; and of what came to it.™®
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1 know,” answered Leslie, with an evasive quickneas,
and turned round with her watering-pot to her plants
agair.

There was sometimes a bit of waywardness about Leslie
Goldthwaite ; there was a fitfulness of frankness and re-
serve. She was eager for truth; yet now and then she
would thrust it aside. Bhe said that “nobody liked a
nicely pointed moral better than she did ; only she would
just as lief it shouldn™ be pointed at her.” The fact
was, she was in that sensitive state in which many a
young girl finds herself, when she begins to ask and to
weigh with herself the preat questions of life, and shrinks
thyly from the open mention of the very thing she longs
more fully to apprehend.

Cousin Delight tock no notice; it is, perhaps, likely
that she understood sufficiently well for that. She turned
toward the table by which she sat, and pulled towards her
3 heavy Atlas that lay open at the map of Connecticut.
Beside it was Lippincott’s (razetteer, — open, also.

¥ Travelling, Leslie? ™

“Yes. I've been a charming journey this morning,
before you came. I wonder if I ever shall travel, in
reality. 1've done a menstrous deal of it with maps and
gazetteers,”

“This has n't been one of the stereotyped tours, it
seems.”’

“0O nol What’s the use of doing Niagara or the
White Mountains, or even New York, and Philadelphia,
and Washington, on the map? 1've been one of my
little by-way trips; round ainong the villages; stopping
wherever I fiund one euddled in between a river and a



