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Happy Face Circus and Fairground had been completely empty for the entire eight years after its occupants left. It was in the camp’s ninth year of solidarity that its first visitor, in that time span, walked through the fairground’s gate. 

It was a cloudless night and the moon shone bright and full. The rays fell on objects, mainly circus props that had been left behind. The once bright orange and red Happy Face Circus flyers were scattered around and nearly unrecognizable. The color was completely faded and the circus’ logo, a round yellow clown face resembled nothing more than a dull yellow circle.

The trashcans never were emptied and the rotting food and plastic cups were piled up to the brim. Moldy popcorn had embedded itself in the dirt and the remaining kernels above ground, stayed in the same spots they had been dropped on years ago. Fallen leaves had gracefully fallen to the ground from trees on the outskirts of the fairground. Once on the ground, they would submerge into the dirt, never seeing the light again.

The ground itself was always one of two things; mud or dirt. When the rain swept in, the droplets forced their way into the dry, hard ground and began moistening the dirt. Hours later and the departure of rain clouds, the drops had completed their mission and the fairground was a giant mud pit. The mud continued to gurgle and occasionally, when the wind blew right, the mud would slide along the ground, like a giant sepia colored snake. It weaved its way into the cracks and slowly conquered the fairgrounds.

Rain wasn’t the only thing that affected the ground; the sun played an equal role. Days after the mud finally began to dry, the sun never failed to appear. Its long and maize colored sunbeams reached out across the fairground, attacking the mud. The sunbeams were highly efficient from stopping the mud in its track. It would take a few hours for the muddy fairground to become a dry and desolated arena. The sun, like the rain, had no idea the effect it had on the ground. Nothing was able to thrive between the constant cover of rain and power of the sunbeams. There was no sign that nature still lived there in the fairground. It seemed that nature all together had up and left with the circus folk, eight years ago and it seemed that nature wouldn’t be coming back.

 However, on the outskirts of the fairground, a thick and luscious forest strived. Talk oaks and maples stood high above the fair ground, giving shade to certain patches of ground. But even shade couldn’t stop the disastrous effects of the mud. Kept in protection of the oaks, the ground rarely saw the powerful rays of the sun. Whereas the rest of the fairground was muddy then dry and that cycle continued endlessly, the ground under the oak’s shade was mucky and continuously wet; a bog of somewhat that at times, had a life of its own. It would gurgle and bubbles would rise and pop to the surface. Someone would guess that frogs or toads would be responsible but just like nature had gone away, so did the animals. They lived happily, or as happily as an animal can live, in the forest and knew better than to venture near the fairground and the deathtrap bogs that lurked in the shadows of the trees.

At the far end of the fairground, two structures that the circus people left behind only due to their size was a long, stone building and an in-ground swimming pool. The building was a good thirty feet in length and eighteen feet in width. It was made up of gray cinderblocks that were perfectly stacked and the building was highly efficient for housing the circus folk after a long day of entertaining their customers. Inside, the building was split into three rooms; a bedroom with molding blankets, bed sheets and rotting wooden mattress frames, a filthy bathroom that had never been cleaned and a small living room, complete with more molding and filthy furniture.  There were three small windows on the building, two in front and one in the back corner. Just like the rest of the contents in the building, the windows had dirt and filth covering every inch. It would take more than a good scrubbing to get them cleaned. 

A few hundred yards from the building, an in-ground pool sat, unforgotten and un-maintained. When leaves fell, they would collect at the deep end and under the heat of the sun, they broke apart. When it rained, the leaves became soggy and eventually, the deep end was stacked with layers of crispy and soggy leaves. The original pool’s water had long dried away. The first summer after the circus closed was a hot and extremely dry one; the dark black water never stood a chance. It had evaporated with in the first week of summer. Since then, the cycle of rainwater collecting and then evaporating in the summer heat continued without fail. The diving board had long rusted away and it would only take the lightest touch for it to plummet fifteen feet into the bottom of the pool. 

In the center of the fairground, the big top still stood, being supported by its two remaining cables. The other six had been weathered and battered to the point that they snapped in half. It would only be a few more rainstorms until the last two cables gave in and the giant tent fell to the ground. It would be then, for the first time in forty-nine years that the fabric of the tent would make contact with the ground. The big top, like the discarded flyers, had once been in full color. Bright yellow and fire truck red stripes had run up the sides of the white tent. Images of the circuses acts were plastered on the same sides. The dazzling blue and orange flag still was attached to a small metal pole at the top of the tent but it was the farthest thing from dazzling; it was pathetic. Rain and wind had torn pieces of flag and instead of reading “Happy Face Circus” it read “Hap Fa.” Attached on the flagpole, three beach ball-sized silver bells hung silently except when the wind blew.

 Just then, a small gust of wind entered the fairground and the soft tinkling of the bells echoed in the emptiness.  For just a moment in time, the visitor, who was standing by the gate, remembered when the fairground wasn’t filled with silence but with noise. Young children’s squeals and laughter joined their parents’ calling them to look at the sideshows. The ringleader’s calling to his customers, “Come in! Come on in and see something you’ve never seen!” And in his paying customers went with excitement and anxiousness in their eyes.  Some days, those customers would go in by dozens and other days, hundreds would rush in to see what wonders waited for them underneath the big top.

But just as quickly as the bells’ tinkling triggered the memory, the sound was gone; silence and emptiness crept back into the fairground and its reality. And it was a quite disappointing and sad reality. The glory of the circus had been lost in its final but fatal act.

It had been a cool October night with a full harvest moon high in the sky. The big tent was filled with four hundred and six people, sitting on the wooden benches, popcorn and sodas in hand waiting for the final act of the night- the magic act.  Grekor the Gallant and his assistant, Alena took the stage and began their act. A little bit of card tricks, flashes of lights, the normal magic acts. But the crowd had seen these before; there was another reason they were here tonight. Grekor and Alena had a new act and tonight would its premiere. Something that had never been done, something that Alena had only practiced twice. Her smile began to falter as Grekor tied her hands and gently laid her on a long wooden plank. He beckoned his other assistants and they lifted the plank and Alena onto an iron circular stand. They stepped away as Grekor approached Alena. He smiled down at her and laid his hand on her head. She nodded, knowing what she had to do for their act to work. He stepped away, shouted to the crowd, who replied with a loud, excited cheer. Grekor whispered the words and suddenly, the circular stand was engulfed with flames. The crowd’s cheering and gasping was joined, seconds later, by Alena’s screams as the act went terribly wrong. 

The morning after the tragic accident, when the police arrived, they found the fairground completely empty and deserted, like the way it was in present time. The circus folk, with Grekor among them, disappeared as quickly as Alena had done in one of her and Grekor’s disappearing acts. No one knew where they were headed and still to this day, no one knew where Happy Face Circus’ twenty-eight employees were. There was an outstanding warrant for Grekor’s arrest for his connection with Alena’s death. Apparently, the police department believed Alena was murdered but with their main suspect not being able to be located, they were at a standstill. Two days after the flee of the circus people and a public statement from the local government, Happy Face Circus and Fairgrounds was closed.

“It shall remain closed until a further date at which time, the entire fairground will be burned to the ground. What happened here was a tragic accident and we feel the memory of it will not benefit our community. At this time, we are uncertain of the lot’s future…” The City Governor explained to the masses that day. However, nine years later, Happy Face Circus and its fairground still stood. The community had eventually decided that burning the fairgrounds down to the ground would only have negative consequences so it had been left untouched. Only “DO NOT ENTER” and “TRESPASSERS WILL BE ARRESTED” signs had been placed along the fencing to keep the community out. 

And for the past nine years, the community had kept out. Children were scared to death of the place; rumors had been spread about what really happened. Local legends, if you may. Even the bravest high school student wouldn’t go near it. Fear was a powerful thing and joined with those local legends, the fairground had no visitors until tonight.

The giant iron gate squeaked loudly as the visitor pushed it open. He moved quickly into the fairground; he was in no mood to become acquainted with the local police nor be arrested; he had more important things to do. The visitor sprinted across the fairgrounds and came to a halt next to the pool. He was about to climb in when rain began to fall. Swearing, he climbed down a squeaky ladder and walked a few feet. He looked at the enormous pile of leaves, motionless at the end of the pool. Nodding, he climbed out of the pool, slipping on the wet ladder and swearing again. He was not in the mood for this; rain would interfere with his plans. Once out, he walked past the pool and into the forest. He remerged just moments later, dragging a long, brown bag. He struggled with the weight of the object in the bag causing him to slip in the newly wet ground. He got up, swore again and continued dragging the bag, which was getting heavier with every raindrop that fell on it, until he came to stop at the deep end of the pool. He pushed the bag towards the edge and as it teetered on the edge, he kicked it in, laughing. His chilling laugh echoed through the fairground as the bag sank in the leaves. As he turned away from the pool, thunder rumbled and a brilliant streak of lightning flashed in the sky. The visitor looked up at the sky and laughed again. He made his way to the stone building where he would finish perfecting an act that had taken up the past eight years of his life.
