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 My parents met twenty years ago in a little town called Clowning’s. I'm not kidding. 

They both grew up there, they fell in love there and sooner or later they gave birth to me there. 

You see, everyone in Clowning’s was, is, or feels like a clown. The only problem is... I'm 

terrified of clowns.  

 It all started at my fifth birthday party when Ms. Smiley Sol, our next-door neighbor, 

suggested she perform the Clowning’s birthday song. My parents, natural born clowns that 

followed after the steps of their parents and their parents before them, and not singers agreed. 

They sat me down in front of the cake, a small boy clown figure perched on top, and Ms. Smiley 

Sol came up behind me, clasped her hands over my eyes and whispered in my ears, "From each 

and every clown here in Clowning’s we wish you the most happiest, clownest birthday day." She 

removed her hands, stepped in front of me, took out a flower lighter and lit the candles.  

 And something in me snapped. I screamed, and screamed, and kicked the chair out from 

under me. I pushed Ms. Smiley Sol into the cake, her lighter dropping onto the table and catching 

the little blue napkins aflame. She backhanded the flames with her white gloves three sizes too 

big with a grin plastered onto her face. It reminded me of a character in a comic book…   Parents 

started running about, grabbing their kids and a few even grabbed some presents from the 

present’s table. Bastards.  

 I backed away, stepping on the feet of some of our neighbors like Mr. Rodney Miracles, 

our gardener, who, in pain, raised his foot in the air like he was doing a dance. I watched as Ms. 

Smiley Sol clapped her chest to extinguish the flames. My parents rushed over to her holding a 



  Russo, Clowning’s,  2 

small bucket and dumped water over their neighbor. Mom placed the bucket, after folding it in 

half, into her pocket a trick that still amazes me.  

 I got to the porch steps and sat down. The party nearly empty, Mr. Rodney Miracles still 

doing his little dance and my parents still trying to clean up the mess, I didn’t notice Ms. Smiley 

Sol staring at me, her grin turned into a frown.  

           ### 

 Sixteen years later, to the day, I’m sitting on the same step and thinking about Ms. 

Smiley Sol, who wasn’t injured, and Mr. Rodney Miracles who were both supposed to perform 

the Clowning’s birthday song to me. I heard the back door open and my father stepped out, 

wearing his torn overalls and his orange wig.  

 "Hey, kiddo. Excited for today?" 

 "Not as much as you." 

 "Oh, come on kid. Its name day... Everyone loves name day!"  

 Name day. The day when every twenty-one year old in Clowning’s gets his or her own 

clown name.  

 "Have you thought about names?" 

 I shake my head no. I watch as he places a big, bright and shint red ball on the tip of his 

nose.  

 "Cause then we'll have to choose. And those names are pretty..." My father doesn’t finish. 

His voice sounds nasally and for some reason it brings a grin to my face.  

 I know what he's getting at though. Names like Mrs. Happy Sparkles, my third grade 

teacher, Mr. Happy Larry, the mailman or Mrs. Jo Giddy the Fourth, the mother to the girl I'm in 

love with.  



  Russo, Clowning’s,  3 

 "What if I don’t want to be a clown?" 

 "Don’t want to be a clown?" My father laughs. "Son everyone’s a clown. Do you want a 

good job like news reporter or politician?"  

 He was right. Mr. Happy go lucky become the mayor of Clowning’s three years ago and 

now he's running for congress. 

 "You have to get ready. The party starts in two shakes of a leg." I still don’t understand 

what that means.  

 Twenty minutes later, my mother placed me in the same seat that I was in sixteen years 

ago. The cake, grown considerably bigger, had no blue clown boy standing atop it. Instead it had, 

HAPPY NAME DAY, written in blue icing.  

 The people, our friends, neighbors and mailman, started clapping. Ms. Smiley Sol starts 

to hum and places her hands over my eyes. She whispers, "From each and every clown here in 

Clowning’s we wish you the most happiest, clownest birthday day." She removes her hands, 

turns and asks Mr. Rodney Miracles for a lighter. He hands it over. She pauses, just as she’s 

about to light and asks, "Well, Ron do you have a name yet?"  

 I take a deep breath. I look over at my parents, smiling, my mother crying. Next to them 

are the Giddy’s, Kat with her blonde hair shining, her eyes sparkling even with the heavy white 

makeup. I wondered how could I leave this behind? This life I was so accustomed to, this life I 

hated, this life I, somehow and some why, wanted.  

 "How about Mr. Ronnie Giggles?" 

 The party starts to clap and, once Ms. Smiley Sol lights the candles, my fate is sealed. 

Everyone started clapping and repeating my new name over and over again. I, once again, looked 
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around at the parade of white faces looking back at me, some sort of cruel joke, and once again, 

like it happened sixteen years ago, something inside me snapped.  

 I jump out of the chair, again pushing poor Ms. Smiley Sol into the cake and picked up 

the flower lighter that fell from her hands. She stands, whipping the pieces of white icing that 

stuck to her face at the crowd almost as if she was swatting at flies.  

 "Where you going, son?" My father asked.  

 "A short drive. I have to clear my head." 

 "Well be back tonight... we have a special performance for you," My mother says. 

 The crowd stays still and silent. The postman looks through a bag marked HAPPY 16TH 

BIRTHDAY. 

 I wave my hand, yeah yeah, and leave the backyard, the party and my so-called friends. I 

head to the driveway, to the small red car parked next to three other small cars. I head to the first 

one I see, the keys, I bet, still in the ignition because in Clowning’s, everyone is free to use each 

other’s stuff.  

 But not me, no, not me. I’ll be Mr. Ronnie Giggles somewhere else. If only I can get this 

damn car started.  

  

 


