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Franz Woska training the King of Beasts

ABOVE: T h e R i e f f e n a c h
Troupe rehearsing sensational
and graceful feats of equestrianism at the Ringling winter quarters in S a r a s o t a ,
Florida
L E F T : Samuel Gumpertz, irrepressible cowhand who became general manager of the
Big Show, signaling to a faithful performer near the elep h a n t house
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breath-taking exploits behind the bars

ABOVE : Three-ton hippopota-

mus emerging from a freshwater bath in her mammoth
outdoor tank
L E F T : Striping the wheels in

the paint shops where wagons,
cages, and trucks are brilliantly refurbished for 16,000 miles
on the road
R I G H T : Roland Butler, versatile press representative, designing a 24-sheet for T h e
Greatest Show on Earth
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Ringmaster Fred Bradna and his gifted wife preparing for enthralling and incomparable feats of horsemanship

SJ^iM\ ^k^^Zi^r^^A^jS^:^
One of the Original Bruce Brothers, famed throughout the two hemispheres
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Chimpanzee and zebra fattening in the world's largest traveling menagerie

Wagon detail, elaborately executed

Mr. Coplan, entertained by
Felix Adler, after photograph,aig the circus in rehearsal
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Modoc, the four-ton piccolino dancer, receiving a manicure from his trainer
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Caesar at the Feast
JO PAGANO

T

HE first inkling my parents and I gained of the
picnic being organized by my father's paesano and
boon companion, Gianpaolo Maccalucci, occurred during
one of our usual Sunday-afternoon visits to the Maccalucci
domicile—a visit which, as it happened, was coincident
with the finish of Gianpaolo's seasonal wine-making.
In years past, our paesano had used to make the wine
by hand (or, more precisely, by foot, stomping the juice
out of the grapes with his bare feet in the traditional
method employed by the peasants in his native Italy), but
he had recently become the proud possessor of a regulation commercial wine-press, which had enabled him this
year to make double his usual amount of wine. For the
past week, assisted by his sons, Gianpaolo had been feeding grapes into the grinding gears of the masher, mixing
succulent blue-black Zinfandel with the larger, purple
Black Mission, in order to give the finished product that
incomparable dusky body for which his wine, among all
his friends, was famous; and he had pressed the last cluster not two minutes before our arrival.
"Ohe, paesano!" he cried, upon espying my father,
followed by me and my mother, coming around the back
of the house. "Benvenuto, benvenuto! I have just finished
making the wine," he added, still speaking Italian.
"Come, take a look at the magnificent new wine-press I
have acquired!"
"Sangue de la Madonna!" cried my father, staring at
the wine-press wonderingly.
"Then you like it?" chortled Gianpaolo. For five minutes we stood chattering excitedly while Gianpaolo explained how the press worked ("Joosta turna the wheel,
that's all there'sa to i t ! " ) ; and then we repaired to the
cellar, in order to take a look at the wine.
Here, in the cool, stone-buttressed, half-dark sanctum.

stood, amidst a sour stench of mash, the wine-barrels.
Beaming proudly, Gianpaolo took us on a tour of inspection, lifting the lids from the casks and scooping up handfuls of the dripping mash to show us how rich had been
the vintage this year—"Eetsa gonna be the best wine I
ever make!" Then, since the stench was becoming too
much for my mother, we went back up the steps into the
fresh air, and so into the house.
While Gianpaolo washed his hands at the sink, Mrs.
Maccalucci bustled about getting glasses and a pitcher of
wine; in a moment more we sat down at the table.
It was then that Gianpaolo told us of the proposed
picnic. He was planning, said he, on having a great celebration to commemorate the wonderful outcome of the
wine-making. He knew an ideal place up in the mountains, and he was inviting all his friends. He himself would
furnish the wine, a twenty-five gallon cask of it, left over
from the year before.
"You don't needa bring nutting," he added, looking
furtively at my mother. "Maybe a coupla sand-weeches,
that's all. Everybody bringa his own."
My mother (whose mouth had begun to purse ominously at the first mention of the picnic) said nothing;
my father, however, let forth an enthusiastic bellow of
approval.
"Then you'll come?" said Gianpaolo in Italian, with
another timid glance at my mother.
"Gome!" echoed my father. "You betcha my life we'll
come!" '
"Now Luigi . . ." said my mother, shifting sUghtly in
her seat and turning an icy gaze to my father. "Don't be
too sure. You know very well how afraid I am of the
mountains."
"But no, cara signora," cried Gianpaolo, leaning for-
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