You Get Pains at
the Circus

OME parents are born circus-
goers, others have circus-
going thrust upon them. I

accepted the inevitable with im-
pressive reluctance, finding myself
almost the only one of my ac-
quaintance who had not yet taken the
kids. I was thus able to benefit from
others' previous experience.

cymbals and dusting off his drum, wait-
ing his cue from the loudspeaker van

drawn up beside him. The air was rich!

with expectancy. All eyes were fixed on
the Ring, fenced 12 feet with stout steel
bars, Alarum Without, Enter Madame
Kovar, booted, but not spurred. And
from their cage debouch the Lions, five
of them, all positively bouncing with joie
de vivre and animal spirits, She cracks

“Whatever you
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her whip, makes

do,” said my neigh-
bour, “take cushions.
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threatening gestures
with the rod. The
lions pad happily
round the ring, leap

And rugs. Such a by M.B.
cold draught at the
back.” . -

“Get up high,” said my sister-in-law,
“QOtherwise the children won't be able
to see past the people on the canvas
who will kneel up when they're supposed
to sit down.”

“Get there early,” said the butcher.

“It's & much better show in the even-
ing, lidy,” said the man who was feed-
ing the elephants on one of our frequent
preparatory visits to the grounds. “More
for your money, like.”

“Get the 8/- seats,” said my husband’s
offsider at the office. “In the six bobs
all you can see is the backsides of the
elephants.” ” %

\VE did as we were told. We got there

early, our two eight-and-tenpennies
and two halves safely pocketeds But we
had reckoned without the elephants and
the menagerie, lurking, like Scylla and
Charybdis, on either side of the entrance
to the Big Top. It was almost eight
when we presented our tickets to the
uniformed guardsman at the head of
the lane, and, dripping rugs and wrapped
toffees at every step, followed the atten-
dant. Only the lowest rung of eight
and tenpennies was empty. “Higher
up,” I said firmly. We swept ®n, to end
up on the canvas in front of the six and
eight-pennies.

“It could have been worse,” I said
brightly, swaying my neck from side to
side to see beyond the mast in front.
We were almost next to the band, who
was even now tentatively spinning his
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“ARCADES of Elephants Legs"

to their appointed
stools, snarl obediently when tapped on
the nose.

“Exactly like the M.G.M. one!” cooed
the Woman in Front ecstatically.

It's a very goad act. The lions form
pyramids, line up, paws on a bar, to be
jumped over, scarcely batting an eyelid
when the jumper lands heavy-pawed on
a colleague’s shoulder by mistake. One
lion refuses to lift his paws at the word
of command, and a slanging match en-
sues between animal and trainer.

“She doesn’t dare take her eyes off
them,” says the Man Behind. The four
carnivores sitting neatly on stools be-
hind the trainer fail to seize their strat-
egic advantage and the act moves with-
out mishap to its successful conclusion.
Safely caged, the lions are borne away,
and Madame Kovar, lioness now herself,
takes a tremendous ovation.

“Mummy, where have the lions gone?"
asks the little girl beside me.

“Outside,” says her mother. “But leok,
dear, see the pretty lady on the ladder.”

“To have their dinner?” asks the
child.

“Yes, dear. Look, she’s hanging by
one foot.” i

“Could I do that, Mummy?”
“No, dear, you've just had it”
* * ®

AM impressed by the smooth staff-
work of the perfarmance. The pretty
ladies have filled the audience's eye long
enough for the unobtrusive men in blue
(with red trimmings) to remove the iron
; railings, the stools and
steps, and to set up @
simple domestic scene
(gramophone  couchant
surmounted by vase with
geranium rampant) for
the comic interlude. The
clown is wigged, buysted
and bustled, and this is
slapstick and custard pie
at its most literal. The
children (of all ages, to
| quote the Ringmaster’s
prologue), love it.
* % %
Y  husband’s col-
* "league was quite right
about the elephants, but
it is something to have
seeri even the rear view
of three elephants form-
ing a triumphal arch for
the fourth to crawl
through, and the profile
of an elephant walking
g ‘“tightrope,” to say
{continued on next page)
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1. Apply this dainty
cream  straight
from the tube.

2. After three min-
utes wash it off,
Noi a trace of
hair remains.

3. Your skin Is loft

soft and smooth

as if no ugly hair
ever sxisted!

To remove

HAIR

in only 3 minutes!

Try this quick way to get rid of
unwanted hair —~no mess, no
razors, Just apply Veet Cream
—in three minutes the hair is
gone. It's just that simple—~no
stubble, no shadow, your skin s

smooth and white. Safegunrd

feminine  charm ~ get  Veet

Cream in tubes at 1/9 or 3/2
a tube, from chemists. Suc-
cessful results  guaranteed

or money relunded.

Dae Health Laboratorfes Ltd.,

I7 Berners Street, London, W.I. Y.28.8.NZ,
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