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YOL. XVIII.
LOVE’S MASQUERADE.

BY WALTER BROWNKING.

There was not, m the palmy daye of O!d Eng.
land, a ficer estate than Belle-Air. Tts noble
mansion crowned a il of gentle slope, along
the foot of which rippled the wate's of the
river, the intermediate space consis'ing of n
broad and ample lawn shaped wih magmficent
trees. For miles around extended the planta-
tations, with their rows of out buildings, spacious
barps, aud well ordered feoces, afferded an ap-
pearance of wealth acd prospenty not so famihar
1o those latter days. From the portico, which
fropting the river, the eye wandered over a
landscape of surpassing beauty, through which
might be traced, for many a mile, the meander-
mgs of the stream,

Tt was early 1 the summer, whes flowers are
fresh and trees wear thewr greenest folisge;
when the birds sing their sweetest lays, and the
country offers its brightest charms to lure the
denizens of the heated city from care and toil to
Iits sweet repose. Seated on the portico at
Belle-Air was a party who seemed fully to ap-
preciate the privileges they enjoyed. TFirst,
there was Col. Leigh, a true specimen of an old
Euoglish gentleman ; proud, yet affable; stern,
and oiten degmahical, set kind and courtenus;
prompt to anger, yet quick to forgive ; with ail
the sentiments of generosity and hosprtality
which so proverbially belonged to his class.—
On the Calonel’s right, in an attitude of gentle
entrealy, half playtul, balt wiliful, was a girl of
nineteen. 1o say she was beautiful would fee-
bly express the graceful majesty of bearing or
the loveliness of person. In form and mind,
Liaura Beverly was worthy of her lineage,a
pure type of that ligh heauty for which this
country has been so celebrated, Ske wasa
very womau, too, in all ber glory, and some of
her weaknesses.

Laura was an orphan, and h:iress of the
broad estates of Belle-Air; yet, orphan only in
name, she had experienced none of the trials or
misfortuges of that state. Her parents had died
when she was an infant 3 and, m the family of
her uncle, Colonel Leigh, she bad enjoyed the
teaderest care and affection, sharing equally with
an only daughter the love ond attention of ber
kind relatives. Lettie Leigh, who nestled close
to her father on the ether side, smiling artlessly
at her cousw’s earnestness, offered a striking
contrast in appearance to Laura. She, (oo, was
lovely ; but her soft blue eyes, her auh'uru riog-
lets, and her fairy form, however charming, gave
not the regal air to ler beauty which shone 1
every movement of her companion. The fourth
and last member of the famiy party, was Muos.
Teigh, a geatle and beloved matron, who bad
been, in her younger days, the counterpart of
Lettie ; nay, she was still fair, for her life had
been one of harmony, and time bad dealt gent'y
with her. At the moment we have iotruded
upon the party, a discussion was gomng on be.
tween the uncle and niece, to which the others
were animated Jisteners.

¢ Nay, dear uncle, you must let me buve my
way in this; there can be wo barm; and it will
be suck fun,’ urged Laura. _

¢ Itell you frankly, my dear, that I disap-
prove of your idea. Even a frolic, whieh im-

arts deception, is wrong ; and then it s undig-
pified,? said Col. Leigh.

¢ Ay ! there’s the rub, uncle. Now, for good-
ness sake, don’t harness me with dignity yet
awhile. Let me have my gurls freedom for a
space. I shall be shackled with forms and digmty
soon enough.’

¢ But you know, Laura, 1 bave expressed cer-
tain views in conneclion with yourself and Mr.
Wortham, which would renger such a proceed-
icg not ouly unsaemly, but 1t might prove highly
embarrassing.’

¢ That is just the secret of my plan, unele.—
You wish me to marry Mr. Wortham : and I
bave vowed if 1 ever do marry, that I must be
loved for myself, and not my estate.’

¢ Laura,’ said Col. Leigh, ¢ you are forgetful,
Why should you think that your uncle would
sacrifice your happiness, or that a gentleman,
your equal in wealth and birth, was a mere mer-
cenary fortune hunter.’ o

¢ Pardon me, dear uncle; I Had no unkind
thoughts of you ; but I confess the eagerness
with which Mr. Wortham appears to embrace
an almost forgotten and never & bmding pro-
position, and  his apparent readiness to take a
bride he has never seen, strikes me unfavorably ;
besides, I bear from Richmond that be has al-
ready been congratulated on winning 2o beiress’

» Some idle gossip.. You wrong Mr. Wor-
tham, and scarcely do justice to your uncle,
your version. In makiog very natural 1oquiry
"after the family Mr. Wortham meationed, what
be was aware was well known to me, that, be-
tween yoaor fathér and his, there bad been some
hope expreszed, rather an agreement made, that
a union might be effected at the proper time be-
tween their childrens It seems his father, with

whom you were, when a child, a great favorite,
lawd considerable stress upon this point 1o his last
letter to Charles ; but I assure you there was
nothing exceptiopable 1n the modest and unpre-
sumiog manser in which it was referred to by
him. The excellent character which Charles
Wortham bears, and his gentlemanly deportment
did wcline me to bope, I confess at, that Provi~
dence would conform events to the views of
your parents.

¢ Uecle,” said Liaura, in a low, earnest tone,
¢1 don’t hke these infantile betrothals; they
seem a sacrilege on tke holiest {eelings of our
patore,’

s Liaura, you misunderstand altogether the
subject. There never could have beea a thought
oun the part of your father or General Wortham,
to force the ichnations of their clildren, any
mare than T would force from my side this dear
girl, should the hesr of Redwood prove worthy
of her band. Do you not know that a simlar
misunderstanding existed between bis fatber and
myself?  Sach things have been customary
among our gentry from the earlest time: and
inany a happy umoa bas been the result : princely
estates bave been preserved, and our class
strengthened.’

¢ The heir of Redwood ? Why, Lettie, are
you to be the mistress ¢f youn stately old castle,
which bas been so long shut p that it is inhabited,
they say, by ghosts and ghouts ¥’

And as Laura spoke, sbe pemted to where,
same miles dictapt, there rose, amid a park of
anciext oaks, a mansion of baronizl preportions
and appearance,

* Uncle,” saud Liaura, ¢ T am going to talk both
seriously aud sensibly. T wish you to permit me
to carry out my plan. 1f I have to receive Mr.
Waortham in my own proper character, knowing
what I do, aod under the constraiat I cannot re-
sist, I shall never like hum, \f ke were the Cheva
lier Crichton. Let’ this little fairy here be for
the time the heir of Belle-Air—and a charming
one sbe will make., I will be your dutiful
davgbter. If Charles Wortham falls i love
with ber, you wiil have a son to your mimd, and
I will wait for the wandering heir of Redwood,
Oa the contrary, if the fates bave declared vnion,
and eclatrcissement will be quite romantic.—
But if nothing comwes of this, we shall have some
fun; and Mr. Wortham, as a true chevalier,
will forgive and laugh at a guls frolie)

There was something in Lzura’s reasoning
which shook the Colonel’s resclution ; and when
his wife, who knew the somewhat wilful disposi-
tion of her niece, and judged, with woman’s tact,
that the only chance of controling her inclina-
tion was to indulge ber fancy, added her persua-
sion, he was ready to yield.)’

¢ And suppose I coosent to this masquerade,
how are you to keep tt up, foolish child, without
detection through your servants ?°

¢ Trust me for that, ucele., Cato 15 a miracle
of discretion, and rules his subordinates most ab-
solutely. I will go now and give him bis lesson,
In the meantim2, Lettie, dear; just con over
your own part.’

And, so saywg, Laura Janced offin high glee.

Col. Leigh gave a sigh, Lettie uttered a low
laugh, and the kind-bearted Mrs. Leigh ap—
phed herseif to soothe her somewhat ruffled
humor.

Scarce balf an hour bad passed ere Lanra re—
turped, and, throwing a bunch of keys in her
cousin’s lap, she said :

¢ There, my dear, you are now mistress of
Belle-Air, and we are your guests, Here comes
Cato for his orders, so let us have the most
princely entertzinmenl your establishment wiii
afford. :

Lettie, who was quite a little actress, assumed
her eharge with an ar of mock gravity; and
when Cato, the fine old negro steward, whose
digmty and manners might bave put many a
gentleman to the blush, approached with a smile
to receive instructions about the dinner,
they were fgiven without embarrassment,
and with all the address which would be required
to carry out the farce.

Ags the weather was quite pleasant, Col. Lieigh
orderad bus horse to ride to one of the peigh-
boring plantations, and the ladies retired to their
morning avocations.

It was considerably past woon, and near the
dinoer hour, when the ladies, baving made some
slight change 1 their dress, again entered the
portica to watch for tre return of the colonel.
It was not many minutes before he was seen
riding up the avenue, accompanied by two cava-
liers, whose appearance at once betokened not
only strangers, but travelers,

"¢ Qur guest ! exclamed Loura. ¢ Now, Let-
tie— Liaura, I mean — your part commences ig
earoest : play it well. But who can the other
be # she exclaimed. *And which 18 Mr.
‘Wortham, thiok you ?’

¢ The slightest one on the right,’ said Letue.
¢ How gracefully he rides !’

¢ No. by my faith /”.be is the tall aad slately
one on the left. See! he sits firm as Cecur de
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Lion on his war horse. DBut ring for Cato,
dear.’

The prompting was uonecessary, for the old
servant at that moment made his appearance
with bis assistants to take the gentlemen’s
horses. With a hearty politeness and urbanity,
Cato received the cavalcade, took their horses,
which he assigned to his assistants, and ushered
1 the guests with every demonstration of wel-
come,

Colonel Leigh preseated lis companions, first
to his wife a8 Mr. Charles Wortham, and bis
friecd, Mr, Leftwell, and then said—

¢ My niece and daughter, gentlemen.’

It was only from the keys which Lettie still
carried, and the movement of old Cato, not un-
intentional it mght be, in asking some instruc-
tion, that they were led to distioguish her as the
mistress of the mansion.

The surmise of Lettie was correct; the
shghtest figure was Charles Wortham ; he was
handsome — pay, almost too handsome, with
bright black eyes, regular features, a gracefu!
form, and a profusioe of plossy curls. Yet there
was a manly air which forbade the idea of effe-
minacy, and a sineere expression which at once
enlisted sympathy.

There was a little triomph in Lettie’s smile,
and a shade of disappointment on Laura’s brow,
when his npame was announced. As the eyes of
the heiress rested, however, on his companion, a
quick flush passed over her face, leaving it ua-
usually pale; and a strange light gleamed from
her eyes as they fell benrath lns gaze.

His was indeed a form of stately beauty, with
youthful grace and manly digmty combined ; his
hair was light, and curled closely around bis well-
shaped head; his brow iwas smooth and ample;
his eyes, {ringed with dark beavy lashes, werz
blue, large and thoughtful, sare that, when he
spoke or moved, they farrly flashed with hight ;
lns nose was straight, with delicate nostrils 5 his
mouth firm, and well formed, 2nd en ius short
upper Lip was a full brown mustache ; his com-
plexien was fair, except where browaned by ex-
posure ; and, though his form was one of great
power and strength, his movements were elastic
and lis step graceful. Tn fact a more proper
cavalier, in field or fleet, it would have been difh
cult to find.

After tke usual salutations and inquiries as to
the journey, Col. Leigh addressing his daughter
tor the first tune, in her assumed cbaracter,
said—

¢ My dear, it 1s near your dianer hour, I sus-
pect,and you had better mzke Cato show these
gentlemen their apartments.’

When the party reassembled at the dinner
table, Laura and Lettie seemed in some respects
to have changed characters as well as names.—
The former was as quile and reserved, though a
shade more thoughtful aod sedate, as Ler cousin
hid ever been ; while Lettie, entering 1ato the
true spint of the farce, played her part with
inimitable tact and grace. Charles Wortham
alluded to his friend Mr Leftwell, as youcg gen-
tleman with whom be had formed an acquaint.
ance on the continent, which mutual tastes and
sympathies had ripened mto friendship ; and the
subject of travel baving been broached, toe lat-
ter gentleman displayed a store of rich and
varied information, with which his hearers were
greatly entertaned.

Todeed, the marked iaterest which Liaura
evinced 1n the discourse of Mr. Leftwell was
appareat, and Col. Leigh certawly experienced
some qualms of dissatisfaction at the entangle~
ment which the masquerade seemed Iikely to
produce.  The bright aod spinted Cbarles
Wortham appeared, however, to be perfectly
satisfied with Ius place beside the soz-ditant
heiress whose frankness and gayety were eon.
gemal to his own disposition, and, so far from
envying his friend’s qualities, he did all he could
to bring him out and set of s brilliant discourse,
Mr. Leftwell naturaily addressed his attentions
more particularly to Liaura, and, without osteo-
tation, lent himself easily to the entertainment of
the party. And even the colovel was enler-
tained, despite s inward vexation over the an-
ticipated contretemps.

Conversation, music, and a mosolight stroll
occupied the alternoon and evening’; and the
party separated for the night with a general
sence of enjoyment, but with various and some-
what confused emotions.

Colonel Laigh was serious, very sertous * I do
pot like (he masquerade at all; it must end,
said he. ¢1 koew something would come of it

¢ What is there wrong, my dear ; aod how will
you end 1t ?* atked the wife quietly.

¢ What 1s there wrong, madam? Why, the

‘threatened disappointment of my hopes; and I

shall end it simply by making the girls resume
their proper places in the worning, and askiog the
young gentlemen to excuse this wild freak.’
¢-My dear,’ said lus wife, gently, but firmly,
¢if you bave any serious wishes io regard to
Laura, believe me, you will only thwart them the
more surely by constraint, It would be an awk.
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ward thing to break rudely in upon her hitle
plot now, and cause her embarrassment znd wor-
tiication, which would go far to defeat your
views.’

¢ But do you not see, madam, that the whole
thing has commenced at cross purposes? Here
15 Charles Wortham devotiog imself assiduously
to Lettie, and seeming as contented as if she
were really the heiress of Belle-Air, and the
whole matter arranged ; whiler Laura shows an
interest in Leftwell 1 never before kaew her to
exhibit for any one else. I tell youitisall
wrong, madam.’

¢ But, my husband, will you night 1t by the
course you propose 7 DBelieve me, no, Laure
has dreaded, or rather felt a repugaance to this
meeting ever since it was spoken of ; and only
by consentiog to her wnocent scheme did I be-
lieve Charles Wortham would have any chance
to win her regard. As to the rest, I think you
atiribate too much importance to trifles,—
Charles and Lettie were naturally the most em-
barrassed cf the party—he from ignoraace of the
plot, she from having no 1nterest in it. As for
Mr. Leftwell he is certainly a highly accom-
plished apd remarkahly fascinating young wman ;
yet Charles doe3 not appear to disadvantage be-
side hm,

¢ Well, my dear, T only wish the farce were
over, satd Col Leigh, yieldmg with a sigh to
his wile’s perduasion, aod preparing to retire.

Laura aod Lettie occupied the same apart-
meat, and bad no sooner dismissed the attendant
than the latter exclaimed —

¢ Well, dear Laura, bow did 1 play my part ?

¢ Admirably, dear ; so well that you bid fair
to carry ofl the prize.

¢ Now, Laura, that wasa'l kind,” said Lettie,
the tears springing to her eyes.

¢ Why, sweet child,’ exclaimed the other,
tondling bier in a warm embrace, ° you could not
think 1 meant to be otherwise, No, indeed,
Lettie, 1 shall never farcy Mr. Wortham as a
husband, though 1 might like him, well enough
for a kinsman.’

¢Now don’ty said Lettie, blushing.
shall come out and spoil the whole plot.’

¢ Then,’ sard Laura, kissiog ber, ¢1 won’t, for
that would be too askward ; and 1 half suspect
my uncle bad a mind to do it anyhow.?

$So do I said Lettie, slyly. He thougat
Richard Cear de Lion was about (o make a
conquest.’

tHow can you, Lettie? exclaimed Laura,
reddening in her turn—*a gestleman [ never saw
or heard of before.’

“ And yet a very proper man. Dut there !
there ! sweet cos, let us sign a truce,” And
the laughing g'r! entwined her arms about her
cousia’s neck, and gave her the lkiss of peace.

‘Orl

¢ Well, Wortham, my boy, you are not dis—
appointed in your finance ?* asked Leftwell.

Why, yes! but that kind of disappeintment
to which one becomes easily reconciled. Ske
1s certainly an angel of grace and loveliness,
though, perhaps, I should bave expected a little
more embarrassment in recewviog me under our
peculiar relation.?

¢ You are certainly hard to please,’ said the
other, ¢if you object to too kiod a ;eception
from such a source.’

*No! no! exclaimed Charles Weortham.—
¢ I am perfectly satisfied ; and I shouid think you
might find equal contentment if you could only
make yourself out to be the wondering heir of
Redwood.’

A sipgular expression, half smile, balf frown,
passed quickly over Leftwell’s features. He
merely asked :

¢t How s0

¢ Why, his father and Colonel Leigh entered
mto the same sort of arrangement, I believe, as
did Major Beverly and my own.

¢ Ah !’ saul Leftwell, quetly. ¢ Well he wilt
be a happy fellow 1f he can win that proud, high
beauty—as surely as, 1 trust, desr Wortham,
you will secure your owa lovely bride.’

A fortnight had passed very pleasantly ndeed,
but not without 1ts anxieties to Drs. Leigh, its
annoyances to the Colonel, and a few contre-
temps amoog the young folks. The plot had
been kept, however, perfectly secret from the
visitors, Since the truce signed and sealed oo
the first evemng, Laura and Lettie bad been as
aflectionate and cordial as ever, but perhaps, less
coofidential ; there was a preoccupied aw in
eacb, undiscovered by the other, because the
change was mutual, but apparent to Culonel and
Mrs. Leigh.

As for Charles Wortham, he appeared -the
very personification of happiness and content-
ment, while s friead Leftwell, around whose
lips there was wreathed an occasional smile of
mysterious meaning seemed just as happy, though
more sedate,

Col Leigh, however, was restless ; and even

kind Mrs. Leigh did not always exhubit her
wonted equanemity,’

¢ Thank Heaven,’ exclaimed the Colonel, as
he sat smoking on the piazzr one afternooa,
while the younger part of the company were
strollizg on the lawn, ‘the farce will end to-
morrow. I shail zccompany these gentlemen a
short distance on therr way, and explain, as T
best can, this foolish masquerade.’

¢ They leave then to-morrow ?* atked his wife.

*Yes, for a tour, and will rejoin us at Mal-
vern.’

¢ Mrs Leigh mused awhile, then said :

¢ My dear, have you ascertamed fully from

Charles who this Mr. Leftwell is ?

Colonel Leigh startled somewkat as be re-
plied :

‘Yes; a gentlemin of wealth, and excellent
family. DBut why ?*

¢ Because I thick 1t imports the hapyness of
our dear Laura to know.

¢ You don’t think so ?

¢1 dos

¢ And Charles Wortham 7

¢ 1f T rmstake uot, bas found all the conversa-
tion he desires.”-

¢ But Lettie—she has been betbrothed, you
know, madame, to the Leir of Redwoad.

¢ My dear husband, ([ Lettie has made her
chioice, and one so worthy as this, T know you
will never permit that affair to mar her bappiese.
And if Paul Lacy chooses to loter in foreign
lands, supposing be kaows, or remembers, or
cares onything about 1t, he must not be surprised
if another wooer takes his place.’

¢ Well, well! 1’s 1lt meddling with woman’s
gear I’ said the colonel, leaning back, and giving
Ins faculties to meditation and tobacco,

The young people, who had zone forth 10 eg-
joy therr accustomed walk on the lawa, had
pared ofl, as usual. While Leftwell escorted
Laura to a rustic seat from whence was had a
charming view of the river, and & portion of the
surrouading scenery.  Wortham had  strolled
further on with Lettie ; and now they both stood
gazing at the effect of the moonbeazs on the
rippling waves. Neither had spoken for some
misutes. At last, Charles said ;

¢ Miss Beverly,” he called Lettie by her sup-
posed name, ¢ you know I leave to-morrow.’

Lettie did not speak,

¢ And,” continued he, “though it may seem
premature, I cannot separate, even for a short
tiee, without giving some expression ta those
deep feehings, and, may T say, those fond liopes
—not presumptuously predicated upon any ima-
gmary clims—which have so filled me with joy
and doubt.?

*Oh, stop! stop ! exclaimed Lettie, impe-
tuously ; you are mistaken; T am not—ob,
beaven! why did T ever consent to this?” And
the poor girl bowed her head in a paroxysm of
grief.

Charles Wortham was astonished.  Certainly
Lettie had given him no reason to think himself
beloved ; but, mistaking, of course, her identity,
and believing that she must know the proposed
relations between them, he had deemed—it may
be a Iittle confidently—tbat -ber fraokness, and
the evident satisfaction with which his attentions
were received, at least excused this early decla-
ration on his part. M own affections were
deeply pledged, and misiaterpreting Lettie’s ex«
clamation, he could but shrink, grieved from
what seemed repugnance on her part to his suit ;
but, ever gemerous, he sought to bear al| the
blame. o

¢ Pardon me, lady, if I have presumed too far
upon hereditary friendship, the mutual hopes of
our parents, and your ows kindness in ever ask-
ing a hearing for my unwortby suit.’ '

The proud, sad tone in which this was said
gave Lettie exquisite pain,

*Ob,no! no! there isno presumption, so far
as I am concerned. But you mistake—I am
oot Laura Beverly,

¢ Not Miss Beverly ' demanded Wortham, in
bewilderment. ’

_ ¢ A freak, 2 foohsh girl’s freak,’ sobbed Let-
tie, for her emotions were last getting the upper
hand. ¢I only changed names to humor cousn
Laura—and—and—ob, T am so unhappy /* .

A soft and beautiful, but still triumphant,
smile stole over Charles Wortham’s bandsome
face, as he passed bis arm gently around the
trembhiog girl—merely to support ber, good
reader—aad asked, playfully— )

¢ And who are you, then ?°

¢Qaly Leltie Leigh. ‘

¢ And still Laura Beverly for me,” said Charles
drawing her to is bosom i ope found embrace,
and gaziog into her beautiful eyes until the love
light of his own found itself reflected thiere.

¢ But my Cousin Laura?’ asked Lettie, re-
suming some of her playfulpess, -~

Redwood, if she chooses.

congoled,’

“Ob! she may take the wandermg heif of
She will be easily
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