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poor Dobbii. as Is too often the fate of simple bnt
weak nuturoH, had full credit for duplicity bf
ovf>ry rancal in tho land.
Front which It may be inferred that nothing

occurred to disturb the socurlty of Oanhwiler.
When the d(K)r cloned utton Mr. Wiles he in-
dited a note, wh ch, with a costly butexoeedingr-
ly distasteful bouquet -re-arraoKed by his own
fat tintrers. and discord and inoonfn'uity visible
In every combination of oolour>-he sent off by a
special mesBcnKer. Then he proceeded to make
his toilet—an operation rarely ffraoeful or pic-
turesqe in our sex, and an insult to the spectator
when olt)eHitT is superarided. When he had put
OIL a (Ivan Hiiirt, of which there was grossly loo
much, and added a white waistcoat, that seemed
to account for his rotundity, he completed his
attire with a black frock coat of the latest style,
and surveyed himself complacently before a
mirror. It is to be recorded tnat, however satis-
factory the result might have been to Mr. Oash-
wiler. it was not. so to the disinterested specta-
tor. There are some men on whom "that de-
formed thief, Fa.-hlon," avenges himself by mak-
ing their clothes appiear perennially new. The
gloss of the tailor's iron never disappears ; the
creases of the shelf perpetually rise in Judgment
against the wearer. Novelty was the general
suggesiion of Mr. (Jaahwiler'sfull-dress—it was
never his habitude—and "Our own Make."
"Nobby," and the "Lates^ Style, only ilS,"was
as patent on the legrislator's broad back as if it

stifl retained the shopman's ticket.
ThuH arrayed, within ar) hour he complacently

followed the note and his floral offerinar. The
house he sought had been once the residence of
a foreign Ambassador, who had loyally repre-
sented nla Government in a sin^^le unimportant
treaty, now forgotten, and in various receptions
and dinners, still actively rembered by occasion-
al viaitora to its salon, now the average dreary
Amerloiin parluor. " Dear me," the fascinating
Mr. X. Would say, " but do you know, love, in
this very room I remember meeting the distin-
guished Marnuia of Monte Pio," or perhaps the
fashionable Jonea of the State Department in-
stantly crushed the decayed friend he was per-
functorily \ iaiting, by saying, " 'Hon my soul,
you tiere—why the last time 1 was in this room
I gossiped for an hour with the Countess de
Caatenet in tliat very comer. Kor with the re-
call of the .aforesaid Ambassador the miinsion
had become a boarding-house, kepi by the wife
of a departmental clerk.
Perhaps there was nothing in the history of

the bouse .more quaint and philosophic, than
the story of its present occupant. Ilogor Fau-
qu er hnd been a departmental clerk for forty
year-*. It was at once his practical good luck
and his misfortune to have been early ap-
pointed to a posttion which required a
thorough and complete knowledge of the
formulas and routine of a department that
expended million^ of the public funds. Fauquier,
on a poor salary, diminishing instead of in-
creasing with his service, had seen successive
Administrations bud and blossom and decay,
out had kept his position through the fact that
hia knowledge was a neceasily to the successive
chiefs and employees. Once ft was true that he
had been summarily removed by a new Secre-
tary, to make i-oom for a camp follower, whose
exhaustive and intellectual services in a politi-
cal campaign had made him eminently fitfor
anything, but the alarming discovery that the
new clerk's knowledge of grammar and ety-
mology was even worse than that of the Secre-
tary himself, and that, through ignorance of
detail, the business of that department was re-
tarded tn a damage to the Government of over
half a million of dollars, led to thereinstatement

I

o' Mr. Fauquier—of a Inwtr galary. For it

I

WAS felt that something was wrong Homowhcro,
I
and AH It had always been the custom of Con-
gress and the Admlnlstra'lon to cut down ''ala-

rioH lis the llrst step to reform, they made of
Mr. Fauquier a moral example. A gentleman

' born, of somewhat expensivn tastes, having
' lived up to his former salary, this chat'ge
' brought another bread-winner into the fie d,
1 Mrs. Fauquier, who tried, more or le«s unsuc-
! oessfully, to turn her old Southern habits of
' hos])ltality to remunerative account. Hut as
j

poor Fauquier could never he prevailed upon
I to prencnl a bill to a gentlomiiu, sir. and as
some of the scions of the best .Southern families
were till waiting for, or had been recently dis-
missed from a position, the experiment was a
T)ecuniary fniluro. Yet the hnuHC was of excel-
lent repute and well pitronixed ; indoud it was
worth something to see old Fau(|uier sitting at
the head of his own table, in soniething of his
ancestral style, relating anecdotes of great men
now dead and gone, Interrupted o ly by occa-
sional visits from imiiortunnte tradeamen.
Prominent among what Mr. Fauquier called

his " little family," was a black-eyed lady of

ffreat powers of^ fascination, and eonsidorablo
ocal reputation as a flirt. Nevertheless, these
social aberrations were amply condoned by a
facile and complacent huHband, who looked
with a lenient and even admiring eye upon the
little lady's amusement, and to a certain extent
lent a tacit endorsement to her coi duct. No*
body minded Hopkinson ; in the blaze of Mrs.
Hopkinson's fascinations ho was completely
lost sight of A few married women with un-
duly sensitive husbands, and several sinule
ladles of the best and longest atand ng, reflected
severely on her conduct. The younger men
of course admired her, but I think
she got her chief support from old
fogies like ourselves. For it is your quiet,
self-conceited, complacent. philosophic,
broad-waisted pafer-/omi7t'as who, nfierall, is
the one to whom the gay and giddy of the pro-
verbially impulsive, unselfish qex owe their
p ace in the social firmament. We are not in-
clined to be captious ; we laugh at as a folly
what our wives and daughters condemn as a
fault ; our "withers are unwrung," yet we still

confess to the fascinations of a pretty face. We
know, bless us, from dei,r experience, the ex-
act value of one woman's opinion of another;
we want our brilliant little friend to shine ; it ij

only the moths who will 'burn their twopenny
immature wings in th e flame ! A n<i why should
they not 1 Nature has been pleased to supply
more moths than candles ! Go to !-give the
pretty creature, be she maid, wife or widow, a
show I And so, my dear sir, while mater'
familiar bends her bl ick brows in di^t^st, we
smile our superior little amile, and extend to
Mistress Anonyma our gracious endorsement.
And if Giddiness is grateful, or if Folly is

friendly—well, of course, we can't help thati
Indeed it rather proves our theory.
I had intended to say something about Hop-

kinson, but really there is very little to say. He
was invariably good-humoured. A few ladies
once tried to show him that he ou^ht to feel
worse than he did about the co duct of his wife,
and it is recorded that Hopkinson, in an excess
of good humour and k'ndliness, promised to do
so. Indeed the good fellow was so aceessible
that it is said that yor.ng DcLancy of the Tape
Department confided to Hopkinson his .jealousy
of a rival, and revealed the awful secret that
he (DeLancy) had reason to expect more loyalty
from his (Hopkinson SI wife. The good Tellow
la reported to have tieeii very sympathetic, and
to have promised DeLancy to lend whatever
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