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Them Tunes The
Circus Plays

I'm mighty fond o' preachin’, if the speaker knows his text,
An' don't hang on a point too long afore he finds the next;
I like to g0 to meetin® an’ you'll see me, rain er shine,
‘When Sunday comes, a-waitin’ in the housa o' the Divine,

I lika to lead the aingin’ er to help the thing along,

An' fairly split the rafters with some old revh'a.l sONg,

But notwithstandin' I adore the sacred hymns o' praise
I've likewise got a hankerin® for them tunes the Circus plays.

An' goin’ home from meetin' with my heart chock full o

prayer ;
I've sometimes ketched my sinful lips a-whistlin' of an air
I've heard the circus fellers play,—some ta.ntauzin thing
'Tli'h,a.lt5 kl;its its tendrils round your mind an’ stays for keeps,
Y
As deacon of the church I know them lvely airs a.tnt Jest
What Chritstla.ns ought to whistle on the day o' prayer
an’' res
An' mebbe that’s one reason why I like the workin' days,
Fer then I whistle all I like them tunes the Cfrcus plays

I s'pose them golemn pleces are the only kind there is

To make a feller realize this sinful state o’ his,

You've got to make him sorry-like—that's why, 1 understand,
Revivals would be failures if they had a Circus band.

But lively music ketches me, and, so 1 say, b)' Jing!

That when my funeral Is held I' d'like to have ‘em sing
Some solemn piece or two I've sung through all my morta.l

ays,
An’ then have some brass band strike up them tunes the
Circus plays.

From NIXON WATERMAN’'S Book, “In Merry Mood.”
Published by Forbes and Company in 1902.

Page Two




The Circus Scrap Book

Volume 1. APRIL - 1929 quber 2.
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NOTE: We are in the market for old scrap-books, cllppl.nﬁ;
articles, etc., having to do with the Circus. Postage must
enclosed in order to assure the return of unavailable material.
Buitable material will be paid for on acceptance.

Ballyhoo

Editorial in the Plattsburgh Daily Press,
S8aturday, July 9th, 1927.

“AN AMERICAN INSTITUTION"—THE CJRCUS

When all is said and done, the circus has as great a claim
to the appellation, “Great American Institution,” as anything
we have any knowledge of. Like a great many things, its
outer aspect has changed—it has grown with the country, but
fundamentally it has the same appeal today that it had in
the days of our grandfathers and hefore.

In the overland days the circus traveled overland. It fol-
lowed the trains into new territory and gave of its best to
lighten the idle hours of those who had gone westward and
still westward in pursuit of the bubble, sudden wealth, until
the Golden Gate loomed before them. In the days of '49 the
circus was the one touch of home that many of the miners
ever knew. All else was wild and strange, but the smell of
the tan bark was just as it used to be in the little New
England village “Back East.”:

One man, Charles Reiche, followed the trail to California
with a wagon load of canaries and one bulfinch. A homesick

Page Three



THE CIRCUS SCRAP BOOK

Englishman bouglit the bulfinch for $260 and Reiche's nanariea
were sold to such advantage that he found himself eonmipara-
tively wealthy. The next thing he could find to appeal to
ithe better nature of the miners was to start a circus.  He
did so with his brother Henry, and for years his name was a
household word in the far west. He died beloved and re-
gpected. His brother later associated himself with the well-
known Van Amburg of menagerie fame.

There has never been a time when things were so stress-
ful in this country that the circus was not a welcome visitor
and left the people better and more cheerful and hopeful atter
the white tents had gone on to bring cheer to other com-
munities. Even in the days of the Civil War the circus played
its part just as our overgeae entertainers did during the World
War. If it comes to that, the circus in accordance to the num-
ber engaged in the profession sent its full quota to the front.
After the war the circus did its share toward bringing about
reorganization of the country. The writer’s first visit to the
Sells-Floto Circus was five or six years ago when it played
Buriington. At that tifne the ushers and all men who were
required to perform light duties about the lot were ex-service
men. ’

It may not be generally known but a circus made its way
through this part of the country shortly after the war of 1812.
The circus had come to New York from Spain and after play-
ing a winter season in New York made its way up to Albany.
Thence it journeyed by easy stages to Montreal where it
played a winter season. - The winter was a hard one and there
was -much suffering from want in the Canadian city. It may
be taken for granted that the circus people were not too pros-
perous themselves under the circumstances. Nevertheless
they were not lacking in that generous open-heartedness which
is still a tradition among show people. The circus went to
the Catholic and Protestant clergymen and arranged a benefit
for the poor of the city. Every cent of the proceeds was
placed in the hands of the clergymen. A record of this gen-
erous act may be found in the archives of Montreal today..
Sad to relate the following season the ship on which these
kind-hearted showmen had taken passage to Cuba was burned
at sea and all the company lost their lives. !

In the early American circus, a elown or some noted rider
was usually the star. There are still those living whd will
remember old Dan Rice .and Pete Conklin, the latter of whom
died a couple of years ago. Riders such as Levi North, Jim
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Robinson, Melville, Cooke, Fish and a number of others were
known in almost every city and village in the country.

As we said before, the circus has changed like everything
else. The little one ring outfit with its dingy canvas, its sod
ring, its tallow candles stuck around a barrel hoop and hauled
up the center pole have given way to immense traveling
cities, conducted on business principles by alert, intelligent
and far-sighted business men. Some day a circus man will be
run for president and when he doeg we will hazard a guess
that he will give the country an administration that will be
more business-like than many we have known.

The Sells-Floto circus is one of the big western organiza-
tions which have grown from a small beginning., Teoday it is.
one of the two outstanding circuses in the United States. It
does not claim to be more than the second largest circus in
the world. But it is that. As for quality it ranks at the very
top. It is as large as any eircus ought to be and it is as good
as any circus can be. This is the verdict of all who have seen
it. When it pitches its tents here today Plattsburgh will have
an opportunity to see what a real modern 1927 circus looks
like and a genuine American institution.

A Tribute To
James Robinson, Great Rider

By DOC WADDELL
(From The Opera House Reporter, Des Moines, Towa, 1917)
Donated by Mrs. Bud Gorman

The WREATH OF RESPECT on Our Door, on the HOUSE
OF CIRCUSDOM, on Big Top, Dressing Room and Side Show,
on Canvas, Pole and State, on Wagon and on Horse, on “Re-
gserves” and “Blues” under the Canopy of White, and the
FLOWERS OF LOVE on Casket and on Tomb at this time,
tell Story of THE LAST CALL and CLOSE OF SEASONS for
ONE, for whom All the World has RICHEST PRAISE and
GOOD ACCLAIM. His name—JAMES ROBINSON. His Art
—BAREBACK EQUESTRIANISM.
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And so the Big Show World records another GREAT and
JRREPARABLE LOSS. Because of this, the “White Top”
Realm is Bowed in Deepest Sorrow, and Bathed in Burning
Tears. Across the Borderland of Earthly Dreams, the OTHER
WORLD recognizes TREASURED GAIN. There, in Celestial
Accord, the OLD TIME “VETS” and SAGES of the CIRCUS
GAME, assemble, not to Weep and Mourn, but to Greet and
Meet again a COMRADE and a PAL. We Pause in PRAYER
and HOLY MEDITATION, and our Listening Ears almost
hear the Angelic Anthems and Praise that's HEAVEN'S
HOMAGE to an HONEST, UPRIGHT CIRCUSMAN.

It just seems that GOD walked with “Jim” ROBINSON,
and took him that he might have FINAL THOUGHT of the
CIRCUS WORLD. The TAKING was Sudden, QUICK—Ilike
“his Somersaults and Stunts in Riding. THHE END came at
FRENCH LICK, in INDIANA STATE, where he was visiting
HAGENBECK-WALLACE FOLK. It was, Mark you Well,
within Sight and Sound of Circus Preparation, just beyond
the WEST BADEN WINTER QUARTERS. The Last Thing
he SAW and HEARD on Earth was the Hustle and Bustle of
CIRCUS WORKSHOP and TRAINING BARN. Oh, what
Sweet, Consoling Music it must have been to him as he Passed
into the “Dark Valley and Shadow” of EARTH'S FINALE!

He was EIGHTY-TWO—Ripe Age, strewn with Threads
of Silver and of Gold, and BEACON LIGHT TO ALL to Live
the LIFE OF GOD, of Kindness, Cleanliness, and of LOVE,
He was a REAL MAN, manly and Square; an IDEAL HUS-
BAND, imbued with the TRUE VALUE OF HOME: a
STAUNCH FRIEND, who practiced GENUINE FRIENDSHIP;
and in his Calling, and on the Parchments of History and
Record, THE GREATEST BAREBACK AND SOMERSAULT
RIDER THIS WORLD EVER KNEW,

I could go on FOREVER telling of “JIM” ROBINSON'S
wonderful Life and its Experiences. So long as there is a

Voice to speak, his name will be in the Languages of the.

Nations, and his Marvelous Riding Art will be depicted by
Children yet Unborii. He, for some years, lived in COLUM-
BUS. We were WARM FRIENDS, and he often came to see
me and tell over agaln the Interesting Storles of TENTS and
LOTS. From COLUMBUS he moved to LOUISVILLE. It
was there he married the GOOD WIFE, who survives him,
and there he has been Buried. I last saw him in 1911. Then,
his Step was lively, his Eye keen, his Memory faultless, and
his Health fine, His Weight then was 130 pounds agalnst
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His OLD TRAINING BARN still stands near MEXICO,
MISSOURI. I want it PRESERVED with all its' Dear and
Valued recollections. May the MOUND OF CLAY covering
his Favorite Horse on the HESS FARM never go UNAT-
TENDED, UNSERVED and UNMOURNED. Never let it be
said that the OLD RING he rode in in GOOD COLUMBUS
TOWN, which now is a Garden of Roses and Vines, on the
Lawn of the Palatial Dr. Hartman Home, loses its Beauty
and Fragrance, and disappears from the eyes of Passers-by.

Marvelous was “JIM” ROBINSON! His BUSINESS is
the ONLY ONE I ever knew that was an Exception to the
Laws of Evolution, Never has there been ANOTHER to
Equal him. Bareback-riding has been “TOBOGGAN-
TOUCHED"” in the Run of Years since he held Spellbound the
Races of the Globe.

He needs no Marble Shaft to mark his Resting Place, nor
Inscription there to perpetuate his Accomplishments, HIGH
HEAVEN seems to Whisper it EVERYWHERE, and will
ALWAYS. He’ll hover about us and others, Here and There,
and Whether at Work or at Play, worshipping with' Love, or
engaged in Prayer, we'll Realize the More each Day that
THE WORLD IS HIS MONUMENT; that he was GOOD,
I.'E‘I(?NEST and TRUE; that he DIED in THE FAITH OF THE

RD
FAREWELL, PURE SOUL AND STAUNCH FRIEND!

Saw Dust and Gold Dust

THE EARNINGS OF THE CIRCUS PEOPLE

By ISAAC F. MARCOSSON

(The Bookman, June, 1910)

When you sit on a hard circus seat and watch a man leap
from the top of the tent to a small runway more than a hun-
dred feet below, land on his chest with a terrific jolt and then
slide to his feet, it is quite natural for you and all the people
around you to exclaim, “I wouldn’'t do that for a million
dollars a week.” Yet the daring leaper, who by this time is
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smilingly making his way out amid thunders of applause,
does it for-much less. To be guite exact, he risks his young
neck twice a day, six days in the week, for eighty dollars a
working day, and he regards it as excellent compensation for
his somewhat precarious method of earning a livelihood.
Danger and compensation, you must remember, are not ex-
actly compatible terms. If the earnings of cireus performers
were ag high as some of the somersaults they make, there
would be much more gold dust in the sawdust, Yet the assay
of this white substance which forms the stage of the temnted
world bas been sufficiently rich to make a few milloinaires
and to keep a small army of men and women in more or less
afffuent circumstances since first the glory of pink tights and
glitbgring spangles burst upon an admiring and enchanted
world.

About no class of wage-earners hovers so much glamour
as over the people of the circus. To the small boy they live,
breathe and work in a rarefied atmosphere of splendor which,
from the free and easy manner of the calling and its en-
vironment, knows no care and no tomorrow and is simply a
dazzle of delight. Yet, like poets, the dashing bareback rider
must be fed. Even the bird-like “queens of the air” descend
to draw down a thick yellow pay envelope every Saturday
afternoon, anfl often they come to the treasurer fresh from
ring triumphe. Just as the circus itself, which many people
unknowingly regard as a temporary and makeshift amuse-
ment enterprise, here today and gone tomorrow, is in reality
a definite, highly organized business institution representing
a tremendous investment (even the pink lemonade and
peanuts are capitalized), so are circus salaries regulated by
the inexorable law of demand and supply a.nd sane and un-
emotional standards of efficiency.

What do ecircus people earn? Before trying to answer this
question it might be wise, perhaps, to see just how the circus
began and observe the financial conditions that invested the
start. Like most great undertakings, the beginnings were
obscure and modest. The first tented circus in this country
was in 1826 and was owned by Nathan Howes. The tent was
fifty feet in diameter; all the properties were carried in one
wagon; the performers, who numbered less than half a dozen,
rode on the backs of the horses from town to town. The
menagerie consisted of a lion, a bear and monkey (there was
no elephant in the United States then) and the band con-
sisted of a hurdy-gurdy, a violin and a bass drum. The daily
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expenses of this circus were $35, which is in interesting con-
trast with the outlay of $7,600, which is required today to
keep the wheels of a circus like the Ringlings or the Barnum
and Bailey show moving for twenty-four hours. The highest
circus salary paid then was $15 a week, and it went to the
rider, who was then, and who continued for many years, as
the highest-priced and the leading performer of the circus.
The salaries of the other performers in those struggling days
ranged from $8 to $10 a week.

At that time the menageries were separate and distinet
features of the eircus, and to see both animals and performers
required the payment of two admissions. As the circuses
grew the menageries became very important adjuncts. One
reasop why the animal tent was kept apart from the big tent
was to draw a Sunday crowd. It was heralded as a “dignified
and refined Sabbath-day diversion”; was billed as an educa-
tional and scientific feature, and it drew the pious minded.

Since the menagerie played such a big part in the early
circuses, it followed that the animal trainer rivalled the rider
in importance and emolument. The tamers then introduced
spectacular stunts that would rank well with modern thrillers.
It was about that time that the practice began of thrusting
the head down into the cavernous jaws of a lion. The first
man who did this, however, received only 350 a week for it.
Many of the early trainers received what was considered big
money for those days, for some of the salaries were as high
as $200 a week.

The most notable of the lion-tamers of that era was Van
Amburgh, who amassed a small fortune and was able to
graduate from the lion’s den into the dignity of being a circus
proprietor. He earned, on some occasions, as high as $400 a
week. He had an interesting career, which is a part of our
circus history. He first appeared in New York at the old
Richmond Hill Theatre, and later at the famous Bowery
Theatre, which in its time was a noted place. The Bowery
then was a great amusement highway and the approach te
the present Great White Way. It was the Broadway of other
days. Van Amburgh was called “The Lion Lord” and “The
Forest Monarch” (it was long before Rooseveltian marksman-
ship), and well did he deserve these titles, for he was one of
the most fearless of men. He was the greatest trainer of his
day, and he appeared before many of the crowned heads of
Europe. Once, after he had appeared before the Queen of
England, he was asked by the Duke of Wellington:
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“Do you ever know fear while surrounded by your
pupils?"”

“No, your Grace,” was the reply. “If I ever do, it will
be my last appearance among them.”

It was Van Amburgh who brought the Biblical parable
dowu to modern times in vivid fashion, for it was he who
first made the lion and lamb literally lie down together. It
was in the cage of his own eircus. Later he introduced a child
into the den, thus completing the picture of the triumph of
faith and innocence over the savage beast. Van Amburgh was
one of the first, if not the first, circus man to court personal
publicity. He was the most accomplished press agent of his
day, and cut out the dazzling print-lined path that P. T. Bar-
num was later to tread in such spectacular fashion.

Van Amburgh was one of the many early circus perform-
ers who, on account of their high salaries, were able to em-
bark into the business themselves. Another was the famous
John Robinson, one of the fathers of the modern circus, who
began as rider and built up the first of the “monster shows.”
But it was his adopted son, James Robinson, who became the
first of the really high-class performers. It is generally con-
ceded that James Robinson was the greatest bareback rider
that this country has ever seen. He was the first man to
turn a complete somersault with a galloping horse under him.
He received as much as $750 a week, and for a time he held
the field to himself. Robinson developed early and became
such a card with the Robinson circus that a rival outfit once
actually kidnapped him. Another star equestirian of that
period was the original Frank Melville, whose name and
talent were carried on to the present time by a son. He was
the first man to carry a boy on the top of his head while
racing around the ring on the back of a horse. He was paid
from $500 to $600 a week.

Although the animal tamer was a good rival, the rider
for many years received the biggest salary of the circus.
There was only one exception and that was Dan Rice, the

. clown, and of him there will be more later on. The average

riders then received $75 to $200 a week. There were not so
many riders in each circus and the owners could afford to pay
liberal salaries. The ecircus rider, with the clown, were the
gornerstones of the whole tented project. Around them were
evolved all the varied activities of the circus arena. .

Next in importance and salary in the old days were the
leapers. You may recall out of your boyhood circus going
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that the event that always followed the grand entrance in the
circus was the leaping over elephants and horseg. This was
a favorite act thirty and forty years ago, and some of the’
most skilled acrobats of the country were engaged in it. One
of the greatest was Dick Sands. A rival was George Kelly,
Bach got about $300 a week. Perhaps the greatest of them
all was Levi North, who was one of the first to do a double
somersault over a row of elephants and camels. Like Van
Amburg, he later became a circus proprietor. The most or-
dinary leapers got 3100 a week, for their act was necessary
to the success of the circus. People were always excited over
them. Sometimes there were competitions between the leapers
for prizes. On one occasion North turned thirty-seven somer-
saults in succession, defeating the English champion. Other
great leapers were Batchelder and Doris, who later ownad
their own show.

Among the performers that were part of the organization
of the circuses of the fifties and well through the sixties
were the posturers, who did bending acts, and who got about
$50 a week: the contortionists, who got about the same salary;
. the acrobats and the aerialists, who had not yet contiracted
the “family" habit, and were mostly engaged as individuals
and who averaged $100 a week; the “cannon-ball man” (fore-
runners of Sandow), who juggled with iron weights and who
got $40 a week; and wire walkers, who have always been a
favorite, and whose pay ranged from $50 to 3200 a week,
depending upon the thrill that they could produce.

It is well to remember at this point that all the circuses /
up to the seventies were ‘“wagon shows”; that is, they/
travelled from town to town in wagons and the performers in
most cases slept in vans. The distances between towns were
seldom over twenty miles; the march was made at night
lighted by torches and the procession was weird and pictur-
esque. The parade in those days was formed as soon as the
show reached the outskirts of the town and many a gliiter-
ing entry was made on empty stomachs in man and beast.

Then it was that the great circus giants were getting the
experience that would spread the glory of the tented show to
every nook and corner of the land. P. T. Barnum, W. W. Cole,
W. C. Coup, “Yankee” Robinson, George L. Bailey, John Rob-
inson, Dan Costello, the Mabies, were all either in the busi-
ness or getiing ready for it. At that time Adam Fo
was a butcher in Philadelphia, and James A. Bailey, destined
to be the last wearer of the Barnum mantle, was posting bills
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