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NUMUKIt X.

THE COUNT AND TIIE COUSIN,
A STORY.

Who is that beautiful girl to whom 
you howeil so familiarly?” said Charles 
Winstnnley to Horace Grenville, as they 
proceeded down the steps of the city 
hotel.

“That was Adelaide Walsingham, 
your cousin and mine, Charles,” said 
Horace; “ really you must have letl your 
memory among the beauties■ of Paris, if 
von cannot recognise vour nearest of kin.”

“ You forget, Horace, that when I first 
siuv Adelaide, she was a lively little hoy
den, scarce ten years old ;—the lapse of 
seven years makes a wondrous difference 
in a lady, whatever it may do with a 
gentleman.”

“ Nay, if you begin to discuss Time’s 
changes, Charles, l must confess you 
cannot congratulate yourself upon having 
escaped a touch of his linger. Who, in 
that bronzed complexion and hirsute vis
age, could discover any traces of. the 
smooth-cheeked hoy whom I last saw on 
'lie deck of a French packet.ship some 
seven years ago?. But tell me# why did 
you not write that you were coming 
I... . ?”

“Because I did not know Any own 
wind, Horace ; 1 really was not quite 
certain about it until I had been a week 
at sea. The odd pronunciation of my 
bernnui valet having caused my name to 
hr placed on the list of passengers as 
Mr. Stanley, it occurred to me that the 
mistake would enable me to return incog- 
nito, and I thought 1 would humour the 
J'Ao, it' hut to see how many of my old 
trieiulrt would recognise me. I arrived 
late last evening, and should now he a 
perfect stranger in my native city, had l 
111,1 accidentally met you this morning ;
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and even you, Horace, did not at first 
I know me.”

“ Know you, Charles ! who the deuce 
could even see you behind that immense 
growth of brush-wood upon your lip and 
cheek ? Do you really mean to wear 
those enormous whiskers and mous, 
taches?”

“ Certainly not longer than suits my 
present purposes, Horace. When I was 
in Germany, I learned to wear mous
taches for the same reason that I learned 
to smoke the meerselttmirt — because 
every body else did it. In Paris I reduced 
them a little, hut did not entirely banish 
them?1 because there also I found them 
the fashion. A lively little French lady, 
a passenger in our ship, wagered a pair 
of Paris gloves that 1 would not wear 
them a week in America ;^T accepted 
the bet, and for one week you will see 
me ‘ bearded like the part!.’ ”

“ Nay, if you like them,” said Horace, 
laughing, “you need not seek an excuse 
for wearing them ; they are quite the 
fashion, and Indies now .estimate a man, 
not as they once did, by Ins altitude, hut 
Ijv the lengtli of his whiskers.”

“ 1 have no desire to win ladies’ favour 
by wearing on unshaven face,” answered 
Charles ; “hut pray, Horace, tell me 
something more about our pretty cousin.”

“ She is ns lovely in character, Charles, 
as she is in person, hut she has one great 
fault: like the most of our fashionable 
belles, she lias a mania lor everything" 
foreign. Her manners, her dress, her 
servants, all come from abroad, and she 
has declared to me repeatedly her resolu
tion never to marry an American.”

“ What is it that my fair country women 
so much admire in their foreign lovers?” 
asked Charles.

“ Oh, they say there is a polish and


