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THE CIRCUS BLACKS.

A Story of Modern San Frrancisco and
Ancient Rome.

The first time I saw Pussy Black she
was tobogganing in a butler’s tray down
the golden stairs of the Mansion House
at San Francisco. As tobogganing was
not at that time a fashionable amuse-
ment in the States, I concluded that Miss
Pussy had evolved this novel amuse-
ment, from the depths of her own mis-
chievous consciousness. Being asad and
and promiscuous flirt, even at the age of
%en she had doubtless done the Delilah
by the head waiter in order to obtain the
butler’s tray.

However this may ha\e been, her tob-
ogganing was scarcely a success. She
bumped, bumped, down half a dozen
stairs with a delighted grin on her small
countenance. Then alas! A yell and a
shriek, a vision of long red legs and fly-
ing hair, a rapidly descending confusion
of youthful anatomy ; and another bump.
This time it was Pussy’s head that came
in contact with the hard floor at the foot
of the stairs. i

I asked the youngster where she was
hurt as she lay back in my arms with
closed eyes, and she tquched one dimp-
led hand to her forehead. The chamber-
maid brought water, and I bathed the
poor forehead, and then I kissed the
place to make it well.  Then I kissed it
again, because I somehow thought that
Miss Pussy liked being kissed by a grown
up moustache. I kissed her a third time
Dbeeause I rather enjoyed the performan-
«e myself.

A couqettish smile appeared on Pussy’s
rosy mouth, and my vanity took alarm.
I felt that the little flirt was deliberately
leading me on. I turned the injured in-
nocent over to the tender mercies of the
.chamber-maid, and sallied forth to keep
.a business appointment connected with
the mining interests that had brought
me out to California.

A few dayslater,] was ata party given to
celebrate the birthday of a little girl who
was the only daughter of one of the rich-
est mining men in San Francisco. It was
a good old-fashioned American party,
where old and young mingle in the Vir-
ginia reel and around the festive bowl—
-of lemonade. I came across a very agree-
able woman of handsome middle-aged
presence, who knew her California like a
book, and told me who all the queer peo-
ple were. Sure of her own pedigree which
was of the best South Carolina brand, she
could afford to be cynical on the subject
of Pacific Coast ancestry. She watched
the new arrivals through an imposing
tortise-shell eye-glass and checked them
off one by one for my benefit, in a vein
«of ‘gentle sarcasm.

“Aha! Here come the Circus Blacks,”
said Mrs. Penderlip, calling my attention
to a group proceeding towards us from
the door. “What subperb diamonds Mrs.
Black wears! And just to think that her
mother used to keep a stall in the mar-
ket, with a pipe in her mouth and head
tied up in a red kerchief! TI've bought
many a caulifiower of her myself.”

“Why do they call them the ‘Circus’
Blacks?” I asked.

“Everybody knows them by that name
—partly, because they act and dress as if
they belonged to a circus, and I have
heard a legend to the effect that Mrs.
Black once travelled with a circus. Black
first saw her when she was performing
her great bareback feat on a couple of
wild steeds at Sacremento, where he kept
a tailor’s shop. He got into mines after
he was married, and that’s how he made
his money.”

At this moment the Circus Blacks
swept by us in solemn and stately pro-
cession. There really was something
about them that suggested the “grand
entree” of a well regulated circus com-
pany opening the performance, the crack
of the ring-master’s whip being repre-
sented by the sarcastic click of Mrs.
Penderlip’s eye-glass.

Mr. Black was a short, stout man with
a stubby beard. His bald spot just came
up to Mrs. Black’s magnificent diamond
necklace. Mrs. Black was unquestion-
ably a fine figure of a woman. Plump,
black-haired, rosy-cheeked, in her yellow
satin train almost covered with point
lace, and with the upper portion of her
vigorous frame dressed chiefly in dia-
monds, she looked a very goddess of
bullion.

Behind Mr. and Mrs. Black walked
two little girls. One was about fourteen,
dark, plain, and scowling, dressed in pea-
green silk, with he hair in pigtails, and
a hgrrible red, coral necklace reposing
on her colar-bone, like the mark of the
hangman’s rope. The younger girl was

"blonde, smiling, and coquettish. The

real Valencionnes petticoat arrangement,
which she wore over a light-blue silk
slip, stopped short above hef knees. Her
infantile and very bare bosom éust.amed
several rows of costly peafls nd in her
ears she had large, single “diamonds,
which gleamed against her yellow locks.

I am only a man, and consequently
not posted in details of female attire; but
1 gathered the impression that the young-
er Miss Black was, to put it mildly, in-
sufficiently clad. I was pleased for her
sake that the room was warm. Appar-
ently my views were shared by Mrs.
Penderlip.

“Just look at Pussy Black!” she ex-
claimed, in a horrified tone. “She looks
like a ballet-girl or a circus-rider. The
story about her mother must be true.
They say blood will tell. Those long,
silk stockings fit like tights.”

Miss Pussy Black turned ‘her pretty
head at that moment; and caught my ad-
miring eye. She smiled, in sweet and
not displeased suprise, and I recognized
the interesting young heroine of the
amateur tobogganing episode.

When the royal progress of the Circus
Blacks was over, when Pussy’s papa was
taken his whisky straight, in company
with other mining millionaires in a re-
tired corner of the “palatial mansion,”
when Pussy’s mamma was discussing
servant’s wages with the proudest mat-
ronage of glorious California, I looked for
Miss Pussy with intent to claim her hand
in the giddy waltz. I found her sitting
in a corner with a dozen youthful dan-
dies, in pumps and frizzes, about her.
She was queening 1t° with a right good
will, and there was not a female creature
within twenty feet of her. She had learn-
ed thusearly to dispense with chaper-
ones.

Miss Pussy affected indifference to-
ward me at first with a coquetry that
was quite mature; but her vanity was
presently kindled by the thought of be-
ing’ the object of grown-up attentions,
and the little dancing-school boys were
sent about their business. We danced
and flirted, and pulled those snapping-
turtle things which do perennial duty at
children’s parties, and exchanged mot-
toes and even pledged each other in
champagne. I hinted to Miss Pussy that
I should like ‘to make the acquaintance
of her mother in order to be able to call
upon herself. - Pussy only opened her
blue eyes wide, and said, demurely:

“Oh, you needn’t mind ma. I have
plenty of gentlemen calling on me. Ma’s
general'y out shoppmo in the daytime.
If she’s in we cansitin the hall. The
chamber-maid in the hotel lets me do
everything I want to because I gave her
my turquoise ear-rings. I was tired of
‘em. They weren’t fashionable any
more.”

When I returned to my hotel, I found
a telegram summoning me to the East.
I left San Francisco the next day. Be-
fore T went I sent to Miss Pussy Black
the finest box of sugar-plums that the
City of the Golden Gate could supply.
Following so closely on the heels of a
children’s party, this gift would have
been indeed a fatal one to most infants.
But observation had convinced me that
Miss Pussy had the stomach of an os-
trich, and I was certain that she was the
sort of child to come up smiling after
every round of sweetstuff.

* * * * *

Eight years passed before I again saw
Miss Pussy. It wasat Rome. I came
up from Naples and went to an hotel-
pension behind the Pantheon, which was
a famous resort for genteel widows and
spinsters who were spending their de-
clining winter days in the Eternal City.
At my first dinner I counted no less than
twenty women of uncertain age, sand-
witched in among forlorn young girls
and sickly men. The-black looks that
were cast upon me by three lean, British
spinsters who sat opposite me did not
improve my appetite. They all wore
soiled, white, knitted shawls, and wran-
gled among themselves on the subject of
church architecture. At my left was an
American maiden lady who had dyed
yellow hair. I heard later that she was

going over to the Church of Rome. At

my right sat a portly dame witha Ro-
man profile and iron-gray hair. Her face
was singularly familiar. She raised her
small eye-glass and gazed with quiet
sarcasm upon the corpse of a puny little
bird which retired from its joys and
sorrows upon her plate. Her gesture re-
minded me of certain California festivi-
ties in which I had once participated,
and I recognized the lady who had told
me the tale of the “Circus Blacks.”

“Is this Mrs. Penderlip?” I asked, at
length.

She turned and looked at me with
ready amiability, after the European
table d’hote manner.

“T have met vou somewhere,” she said
presently, “but I cannot recall time and
place.”

I reminded Mrs. Penderlip of the half-
hour’s chat we had had eight years be-
fore at the house of the California min-
ing man, and I asked what had become
of the “Circus Blacks.”

“They are at Rome,” said Mrs. Pender-
lip, “and in high feather. They move in
court circles, thanks to Pussy’s beauty,
and her flirtations with poverty-stricken
noblemen. I see a good deal of them.
I never even recognized them in Califor-
nia. I couldn’t, you know. But over
here it is different. Money is all that
counts with the Italians. They think all
Americans are plebeians. Mrs. Black is
very glad to have me vouche for her pe-
digree. I never say anything about the
bareback act or the market-stall or the
tailor’s shop, and it wouldn’t make any
difference if I did. I like Mrs. Black’s
opera-box and her good dinners (the
dinners at this house grow worse every
day), and she thinks me an éxcellent
chaperone for Pussy. Even girls like
Pussy Black have to be chaperoned at
times in this scandal-loving city. The
New York and Boston women turn up
their noses at the Black’s, but there isn’t
a girl in the American colony as hand-
some as Pussy, and with her money she
ought to marry well. The other daughter,
Ella, is married and lives at San Fran-
cisco. Now-a-days, the tops are all get-
ting to be bottoms, and the bottoms
tops.”

Mrs. Penderlip had evidently mellow-
ed with age. She informed me, presently,

that she had met with financial reverses,

and was practicingSociél amisbility as aw
profession. Mrs. Penderlip, a fow days,
later, offered to take me to call on the
Black’s, assuring me that Pnssy remems |
bered me with pleasure, and had ex-
pressed herself as delighted to renew
the acquaintance.

“They live at the Hotel d'Angleterre,"
said Mrs. Penderlip, as we crossed the
piazza of the Pantheon. “That sort of
people never have a home.”

We had just entered the vestibule of{

the hotel, and were gving our cards to &
flunky in red plush and gold lace, when
a tremendous rattling and russling was
heard, a swishing of silk draperies, a
clanking of spurs and swords, and tear-
ing headlong down the length of the wide
crimson-carpeted stairs, with the flower-
ing camellia trees on either side, came a
lovely, graceful g1r1 dragging a long,
dark-blue train after her. She was cover-
ed with jet ornaments that made a noise
as of falling hailstones. Her beautiful
face was shaded by a cavalier’s hat, with
long, dropping, dark-blue plumes. It was
Pussy Black. She took her stairs as
ranidly as of old.

Behind her skipped one of those su-
perb specimens of Italian military man-
hood that decorate the thoroughfares of
Rome. and do so much tomade the Eter-
nal City attractive to American young
women. He was a handsome youth, and,
with his long, black and yellow legs, his
shining accoutrements, and his neatly
corseted figure, he reminded me of a
brilliant dragon-fly hovering over an ex-
quisite flower.

Pussy greeted me cordially, and was
extremely sorry that an engagement for
a walk with Count Castelnuovo, whom
she presented to me, would prevent her
remaining at home that afternoon, but
her mamma—she no longer said- “ma”—
was upstairg, and would be charmed to
see me. Then she danced off into the
sunlight, under the arched doorway, ac-
companied by her count, and all the old
gentlemen came, out of the reading-room;
with their Galignani and their Times. in
their hands, to see the pretty American
girl whisk herself into the street.

Mrs. Black was very gragieus to me.
She had acquired artistic tastes since her
arrival at Rome, and was studying sculp-
ture. I won her affections by praising a
bust of her husband which she just fin-
ished. I ingratiated myself with Mr.
Black by sympathizing with his desire
to give up all this foreign nonsense, and
go back to dear old California. He hated
absinthe and vermouth, and his wife
wouldn’t let him drink whisky. She
said that it was “low.” Mrs. Black was
a perfect godsend to the starving artists
who infest Rome. They regarded her in
the light of a valuable Alderney cow that
gave milk freely, and her rooms were
filled with charity pictures.

The Blacks had been presented at the
Quirinal, and went to all the court balls.
King Umberto had pronounced Pussy
bellina, as' indeed she was, and Queen
Marguerite had smiled graciously upon
the whole family. Pussy had in her
train a large number of young men be-
longing to theé Russian, Italian, and
French nobility. The few American
men who represented “society” at Rome
at winter rather sneered at her. Some
Englishmen residing in the city con-
sidered her “a very odd girl, you know,”
although they all admired her beauty.
But they were frightened off at last by
her sharp little tongue. Pussy had a
keen eye for a fortune-hunter, and she
did not take kindly to the British variety
of that class.

Judge of my delight, my surprise, and
my hope, when Pussy Black singled me
out from among her circle of adorers to
be the trusted companion of her daily
walks, her favorite partner at the balls,
her general utility man, and her cavalier
at the Campagna hunts. After several
weeks of this kind of treatment, I arriv-
ad at the conclusion that Miss Black re-
turned the love I felt for her.

There came an evening so full of ten-
der glances, of sweet and subtile smiles,
of delicate and wonderful witchery, that
my whole life and destiny seemed to lie
in the hollow of a girl's dimpled hand.
It was a beautiful little hand. Cased in
a long glove, the dainty hand lay lightly,
like a white flower, upon the black coats
of Pussy’s partners. The Quirinal ball-
room had never seen a lovelier presenee
than Pussy Black as she appeared that
evening. There were clouds of white
tulle about her, caught up with white
water-lilies, and lily buds peeped lovingly
from under the golden knot that lay low
on her graceful head. Not one of the
principesse, duchesse and contesse who
glared at her with veiled, well-bred con-
tempt from under their baughty eye-lids
could compare with her for beauty or
charm. They were mortally jealous of
her. Princess Ghigi went so far as to
refuse Pussy’s hand in the grand chain
of the lancers. On the other hand, some
of the most magnificent male grandees
of Rome laid themselves beneath the
little, white-slippered feet of the Califor-
nian girl. Pussy seemed to say to me
with her eyes, “All this triumph, and
success, and homage are for you.” She
danced the cotillion with me, and Count
Castelnuovo, who led it, looked stilettos
and vendetta. The supreme moment of
my life came when I found myself alone
for a moment with Pussy in a little, pale-
blue satin alcove, lined with shining
mirrers, that gave back the reflection of
her slender white figure. I had just
cloaked her with a marvelous hooded
mantle of white feathers, and her blue
eyes looked up into mine, like forget-me-

nots springing from under'a snow-drift.
Coquette as she was, there was mo co-
quetry in that glance.

Just then a loud laugh in the corridor

broke the silence. I hurried Pussy out
of the alcove, and found Mrs: Black wait-
ing with Count Castelnuovo at the head
of the stairs among the palm-trees. Mrs.
Black looked brilliantly handsome and
rather vulgar. She wore an uncommonly
self-satisfied expression.
“Mr. Bruce,” said the ex=circus rlder,
imperiously, “will you give me your arm,
and let Count® Castelnuovo escort my
daughter.”

Pussy reminded me of a beautiful,
great white bird as she skimmed down
the stairs before me in her feather cloak,
with Count Castelnuove playing the part

of a hungry, fortune-hunting hawk.
* i x * * * * *

I had barely seated myself at Mrs.
Penderlip’s side: at the pension dinner-
table, on the following evening, when
that good lady put up her eye-glass, and
looked at me inquisitively. “I suppose
you've heard the news,” she said.

“The old news? The Wall street
panic? That happened two weeks ago.”

“No. Pussy Black’s engagement to
Count Castelnuovo.”

The blow fell with cruel force. I kept
my countenance, but I was badly hit.

“I thought Mrs. Black was playing for
a title,” said Mrs. Penderiip. “She an-
nounced the engagement to all her friends
this afternoon. I heard it discussed at
Mrs. De Haven’s tea. Mrs. De Haven is
a New York woman. She has never|
been willing to know Mrs. Black, but, of
course, a titled son-in-law will make a
great difference. I told Mrs. De Haven
today that there was no truth whatever
in the story that Mrs. B. had been a cir-
cus-rider, or that her mother sold cab-
bages. I said I had known Mrs. B.since
she was a child, and that her mother
was a very lovely women, and a perfect
lady.  You see, pursued this worldly old
person, “I heard this morning that the
‘Wall street panic cats my income down
one-half. It would be guite. impossible
for me to existin America on my reduced
capital, so that I shall have to end my
days in Europe. I can make an excel-
lent living as a pedigree-voucher for
newly enriched Americans.

Mrs. Penderlip’s eye-glasses fell on her
plate with a sardonic crash.

“Between ourselves,” she continued,
picking them up, “this engagement has
been the saving grace of the Blacks.
Their social race was almost run, and I
have it on good authority that their
names were to have been stricken off
the court list before the next ball at the
Quirinal. Mrs. Black had the discretion
to send an arm-chair made of a piece of
a California ‘big tree’ to his majesty, and
she favored the queen with a floral offer-
ing in the shape of a goose of white ca-
mellias, swimming in a sea of gore rep-
resented by red ones.”

I finished my dinner in silence, and
strolled down to the Corso and pa the
Hotel d’Angleterre, where I left a card
for Mrs. Black. I tried to feel gay and
festive, and I hummed to myself as I
walked, a celebrated American melody,
“A Climbin’ up de Golden Stairs.” But
the rollicking tune sounded like the
funeral dirge of my affections. For was
not my acquaintance with Pussy Black
closely connected with stairs? - And had
not Pussy climbed to a title on the golden
stairs of her father’s California mine? I
smiled grimly at the whimsical bitterness
of my thoughts, but my heart was heavy
within me, for the one love of my life
was the future Countesse Castelnuovo,
the child of the “Circus Blacks.”[—C.
Adams in the Epoch.

It was a dapper little man with snap-
ping black eyes and a brisk step that
walked into the doctor’s office. “My
dear sir,” he began in a mild, suave
voice, looking the doctor straight in the
eye, “it gives me much pleasure to in-
troduce my wonderful discovery to one
who has devoted his whole life to the
amelioration of many ills that afflict
mankind. Ihave here,” drawing a pack-
age from his coat-tail pocket “an infalla-
ble preventive of all diseases —”

“Hold on there!” exclaimed the medi-
cal man; “it would be suicidal on my
part to countenance anything that would
prevent diseases, and if any more cranks
like you come around here trying to spoil
the profession, I'll make them swallow
some of their own medicine.”

S

Waiting.

[From Drake’s Travellers’ Magazine,]
Serene I hold my hand and wait,
Nor care for bluff, nor full, nor pat ;
T rave no more gainst luck nor fate,
For, lo! the stakes will settle that.

1 stay my haste, I feign delay—
Iinward quake yet show no sign :
A diamond sequence smiles my way,

And tells me that the pot is mine. .

Since yesternight till early day,
This little game I've bucked in vaic—
And watched the dollars go astray
With sinking heart and aching brain.

What matter if the cash has flown ?
I wait with joy the coming bet :

My hand shall reap what has been sown,
And make me even with them yet.

So let them draw : I little care

For giddy flush or tempting straight ;
And though I cannot show a pair,

All bluffs will I accommodate.

With each new bet my spirit soars. .
The ending plainly I forsee ;

Not flush, nor full, nor even “fours,”
Can take the pot away from me.

Dame Fortune long has proved unkind,
But now at last she deigns to smile,
And in my bosom sits enshrined,
For, lo! I gather in the pile.
Sak. T. CLOVER.

A G-BOWES & Co,

21 Canterbury Street.

NTS IN ST. JOEN FOR THE DUCHERS RANGE.

SOLE A

L
p= =

Fn

wcall and examine |t—g\ a

At 9 Conterbiry Street - cormer Chrel.
CUTLERY'

Plated Ware
OF THE FINEST QUALITY.
W. H. THORNE & CO.,

- Market Square.

e

e -

JOHN WHITE,

93 TO 97 CHARLOTTE STREET.

A VERY FINE ASSORTMENT OF

Willow Chairs, Splint Chairs, Easy Chairs,

bavenport Desks, Children’s Chairs, Ete.

NS“N s FOR INTERNAL
EXTEBNALUSE

Oures Diphtheria, Croup, Asthm Bronchitis, Neur;lm. P “ ;le:dlngn at the
king Cough, Wh orbus, Dysen-
S e : containing infor-

tery, Chronic Di-

arrheea, Kidney ; mation of very
Troubles, and 3 b great value. Ev-
Spinal Diseases. 4 erybody shoulqd
We will send free, have this book,
postpaid, to all and those who
who send their send for it will
names, an Illus- ever after thank
trated Pamphlet their lucky stars.

Au who buy or order direct ﬁ-om us, and request it, shall receive -cnﬂﬂute that the money sm
d if not fled. Retail price, 5cts.; 6 dta
ny part of the United suw: or Canada I. 8. JO BON & CO., P. o Box 2118, Bolton.lnu.

THE ;

MOST WONDERFUL i1 |

FAMILY REMEDY | | ;
EVER KNOWN.

RHEUMATISM.
A WONDERFUL CURE!

Mgssrs. HANINGTON BRrOS

Early.m February, 1885, whlle in St. John, N. B., I had a severe attack of Rheumatism,
was treated by an eminent Physican and with mut care was enabled to come home in
about two weeks time, after which time I grew worse and suffered dreadfull, fy We did
everythmiiwe could to control the disease and_get relief, and various kinds of liniments,
including Minard’s and Electri¢ 0il, I then had good motixcsl advice and treatment wlnoh
at tires afforded temporary relxef but the dium lurked in my system, and shifted from
one side to the other, m mt it ge ed by whole being. r more than two
monihs, I was unal to my room or without assistance [
chanced to see an ndvermement of your “Seiatieine” offecting wonderful cures. I
yrocured a package and when I recewed it m{lnlnlu were mubh swollen, my feet
and inkles were purple, and so swollen that they were shapeless. After
four Joses of the internal Medmme and three applications of the Einiment, the swellmg a

had s1l disappeared. In five days the Rheumatism had completely gone, could wal
aboat supple as ever I did. Have had no return of the disease since having passed t rough
the autumn aud winter to this date Januurﬁth 1886, with its climate changes. I can

d your “Sci hope t all who are eﬂ'ecmd with that most pamfnl
will not'- itat “Selaticine” g trial.

Any person wishing to know more of tho amouhn. or dmxbtmg this statement given
can write to Mrs. H. Moare, So fhrmiuwn, Annapolis Co., N. 8., who will
cheerfully give them all information.
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MRS. W. H. MOO!
South Farmington, Annapolis Co., ﬁova Scotia.
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