Circus Day
By C.L. Nemeth

It could be late in June, or in July, or August.  Mom would wake us early and urge us to change our clothes and get out to the kitchen for breakfast.  Today the circus was in town.

Dad would hurry us along.  He said the best part was watching them put up the tents.

The circus grounds were about a mile from our house.  It was situated alongside the railroad tracks going into the Studebaker automobile assembly plant.  As we walked along Indiana Avenue, we could see the circus railcars parked on the siding east of Walnut Street.  From that point we walked beside the train tracks and got a closer look at the rail cars.  Circus people would be standing on, or near the sleeping cars, some in bathrobes.  They paid no attention us.

Everywhere on the field there were elephants and horses dragging heavy items from the train to the correct place on the field. Men were busy with a myriad of jobs.  The most interesting was the driving of the tent stakes into the ground.  Six men, each with a long-handled mallet, would circle the stake.  Then one man would start to swing his mallet, followed, each in turn, around the stake.  As the first man hit the stake and pulled his mallet off, the next man would follow.  In short order the stake was driven into the ground.  The men moved to the next stake and thus drove all the tent stakes in short order.  I was entranced watching this display of timing by six men.  Dad would have to come back and get me; I just watched with awe.  

Within an hour of our arriving the main tent was up, as well as many smaller tents.  The grandstand parts were being hauled into the big tent and everywhere things were happening.  NO one seemed to give orders.  Everyone seemed to know what to do, and when to do it.

I asked Dad where the circus came from.  He said it was in Elkhart yesterday and was moved to our town during the night.  Elkhart was some 25 miles east of South Bend.  He said they would take everything down tonight and move to LaPort for the next show.  LaPorte was 30 miles west.  Then Michigan City, Gary, and then to Chicago where they would stay for a week.

I asked when the workmen slept.  Dad said they slept during the afternoon and early evening, while the show was going on, then they would work all night.

Sometimes we would go back in the evening, but I always enjoyed the morning watching everything being put into its proper place.  I wondered if it was as interesting to watch it all come down in the middle of the night.

Sometime I and my friends would walk down to the now vacant field and walk around looking for dropped coins.  We found some almost every time.

Yes, Ringling Brothers, Barnum and Bailey, are definitely a part of my boyhood memories.
