. appearance in Chicago.
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CIRCUS CLOWN A SERIOUS PERSON OUT OF THE

®

1D you ever wonder what a circus!
clown was like out of the tan-
bark ring?

Evervbody, of course, is familiar with
them as they circulate around the rings
of the crowded tents. But few have
seen them in private life or know what
mranner of men they are,

The ordinary idea of them is that with-
out their make-up they are much like
what they are with it—that life isn't very
serious with them.

In a talk with THE TIMES reporter the|
famous clown Slivers moralized.on the sit-
uvation in the following swords:

“ It's funny,'’ said Slivers. his eyes rest-
ing thoughtfully on his circus feet: ' it's
funny how people can't understand that
we clowns are fellow-human animals with
just about the same outfit of feclings
that the rest of "'em have. 1 suppose it's
because people have become s0 accus-
tomed to seeing the clown always getling
the worst end of it in the circus ring that

they've come to think that he's built to‘

stand the same Kkind of a hand-out all
along the line.

“pPo you see that?®” asked Slivers,
pointing to a long white scar just below
his right eyebrow.

“ Now, you'd never guess how I picked
that up. It's a little souvenir of my last
I was 3just en-
tering the ring when a young hopeful out
with his dad for an afterncon’s amuse-
ment shied an old can at mea. The ragged
edges of the tin caught me. As I mopped
the blood ocut of my eye I was comforted
by this conversation:

e

‘¢ * Say, Pa, did you see me hit that
clown?’

*““*Yes, son.’

s« It was a corking shot, wasn't it,
Pa?’ )

«« * It was, myv son.’

«“ I couldn't miss my cue to get busy
in the ring. Otherwise that young hope-
ful's trousers would have needed patch-
ing."” '
~ And the' clowns that are now with the
circus told the reporter stories—many,

—r

many stories—all going to show.- that

b S ae
R T AR A A T SO L

o CrFar T oy G e RN
SES SRR AT
R e - -

W -!.-“;f'-""‘\

oy
T

My

a’Clow:

s iy
v.""’_'

;“*.i

_.m;a"s’

¥ -'«‘-Ef ?L

2\
@

W

®

Yet People Refuse to Believe He [s Anything
But a Buffoon Even in His Private Lite.

Slivers was drawing no airy picture of
the imagination, (a shorter and uglier
word might be used.)

Then up spoke Al Olifan. who had just
completed, to his own satisfaction, super-
imposing a comic grease-paint face upon
the serious countenance that nature has
given him. It's just possible that it wasn’t
Al Olifan. It may have been Pat Valdo:
perhaps it was Fred Egener; or it may
have been BRIl Scott. It's hard to keep

track of wames when you're carrying on|
an intermittent conversation in the midst!
of the lightning chdnges that are con-;

stantly going on in the clowns' dressing
room., You're talking with a Rube police-
man.

a collosal papier-maché head: ** Well,_a

I was just saving—" And then you real-
ize that the Rube polceman has unaer-
gone a sartorial transmigration.

But whether- it was Al Olifan or not,
somebody with a comic grease palnt face
said: L

“ There was one time when I was not
able to maintain that stand-offish atti-
tude with the private citizenry. On.that
occasion I almost played the leading role
in a lynching bee. Our show struck one
of those shake-down towns; it was out In
Missouri, I think. The genial citizens had
said” to themselves: ‘The-circus is com-
ing. Here's where we get enough to pay
the year's salary of the Mayor and the
Sheriff.’
tant sum for a parade license, and we
called the parade off That started a row.
and in the mix-up a circus man whom I
had the misfortune to resemble hit the
Sheriff a fine jolt on the ndse. .

‘“ The Sheriff retired to the town to get
recraits to avenge this insult to one of
the town's officials.
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He disappears, and a moment later)
a voice addresses you from the imside ot‘

They demanded some exorbi- |
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“ Meanwhile I was down in the train,

blissfully ignorant of the trouble that had
broken loose. I started -for the circus

street. And I ran plumb into the Sherifl
and his crowd.

‘« « That's him!' yelled the Sheriff, and
the crowd started.at me, crying: ‘ Lynch
him! Lynch him!’

“ 1 didn’t know what it was all about.
but you can take my word I didn’t stop
to Inquire. I ran. Gee, how I did run!

I dodged into a grocery shop and hid
behind a barrel. But the crowd had seen
me and hunted me out.

‘1 dropped on my knees and cried:
‘ Gentlemen, oh, gentiemen! Please tell
me what all .the trouble is about.’

- And then some one said: *‘ What did
you paste the Sheriff in the nose for?’

«« <1 dian't. Honest, I didn't. I'm cnly
the circus clown.’

* That struck them as funny, and they
laughed. And that laugh gave me my cué,
“ « Wait a minute, gentlemen,” said 1.
"« 1 opened the make-up bag which I
was carrying to-the. show, and in a cou-
ple of minutes I had my clown’s face on.
e That hit the erowd on the funnybone,

and they laughed harder than ever.

“ o a stunt,’ the Sheriff commanded.

““« Sav. I never worked so hard to please
an audience. They forgot all dbout their
lynchln _bee. wWith me and the Sherift
in the fead the crowd marched down (ne
town's main street, and every mother’'s
! son of them forked out the cash for a

ticket and sat in.

_+ After the show the whole crowd "in-
sisted upon setting 'em up for me. Gosn!
{ that was a jamboree! "’

And then some one—it may have been

Holland or Valdo ¢6r Egener or Scotl oOr

I grounds, going by way of the town's main
[
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I.a Pearl—who was sitf;ing in a toy auto-.i

‘mObiI'é, i1is feet resting on the ground to
supply the motive power, said:

“In the stre¢t parades a few years ago
I used to ride in a small pony cart. Say,

yvou ought to see the lemons that have !

been handed out to me. * Oh, here comes
the clown,” the Rubes asong. the sidewalk
would say. Then some playful guy -would
reach out and poke me in the ribs with
an umbrella, and anofher would fellow it
up by a good, substantial swat over the
back. There's no such thing, you know,
as being fresh with a clown, and it makes
the little ones laugh.

« Wwhat did I do? Why, ‘stand for it, of
comrse. What good is a clown if he doesn't
make the people laugh. That’'s what the
manager says, and I guess he knows
what he's willing to pay for. But say.
vou can take it from me, it's just a littie
heating under the collar to ha.ve some
fresh Auck, who wanis to show ‘his best
girl how funny he can be, - ‘knock your
hat off, and then have. it up-to you to
jump out of your “eart, pick your hat up,

make & low bow to the girl, and throw

a funny grin at the fellow, when-all-the
time you’re just itching to put a fistful

.of knuckles in his face.

“ And I finally managed to- do it, too-——
by proxy. When we'd strike, a town I'd
pick out four or five of the toughest-

looking kids that -were- hanging arouud‘

watching us unload, and I Would s8Y:
““ + Want to go to the circus," boys? i
“ ¢« yYou betcher life,” in chorus.

“+ Well, you boys just follow alongside
of me in the street parade, and whenever.
you see any one poke me or hit me, why
you just sail in and paste him, paste him
good and plenty, see. Then come around
after the parade and I'll give you free
tickets.’ : .

—

“ 7t dild my heart‘good to see how those
kids attended to business.

“« Just to show you how kind-hearted peo-
ple are toward clowns, I'll tell you a
little conversation I had a couple of years
ago in a little up-State town. After the
performance I went across the street with
a {riend to get a drink. Somebody passed
the word, ‘There's one of them circus
clowns,” and immediately every .Rube
shifted his glass along the bar to where
1 was talking with my friend.

" ¢« IJowdy? * one old Chin Whisker piped
up. '

e Fine,

the bar.
'« Everybody shifted with me.

sald I, shifting further along

“« *Pandy cut-up, you had,” continued
old Chin Whisker.

“ ¢« Thanks,’ said I .

“ * Twver break a leg?’
- ¢ * Nope.’

‘* What! Never hurt yourself?’

* ‘ Nope.’

' Best thing I ever see,’ continued old
Chin Whisker - cheerfully, ‘was a ciown
t+hat fell down and all the horses just
stepped all over him. ILand sakes, how 1
did laugh.’ .

“*That must have been funny—to look
a't 1 M -

¢ But with all the slap;sticking and
‘horse play,” sald THE Times reporter,
““ don’t you often get hurt?”

*« FIurt? You bet we pget hurt.. Of
course the kicks and slaps are ‘meant to
‘be. fakes, 'but in the hurry-scurry of a
circus . performance distances are occa-
.sionally miscalculated and-—well, . for the
next week or.so we-go-round looking for
~the- softest ' place to sit. db"w‘n ‘ .

‘“ And that reminds ‘me of‘ an old clown
pal I.once had. He onl.v got one real
-good laugh ' all tHer time he was ‘in the
buginess, and-that was. when an elephant
steppéd .on his. foat and smashed it flat.
-He let out a yell that ‘made the tent flap,
and the audience roared! And when we
carried him out, groaning and biting his
fingers, Lordy! how the crowad did
.laugh! Ty ' PR




