
Max entertained the other two girls.
The largest sat in his lap, and Max began
to touch her. She liked it very much.

All Pat wanted was a place to get out

of the driving rain. He hadn't counted

on a pretty, frightened 19-year-old

who could make him feel this way . . .

A LITTLE BEFORE midnight the thick fog that
had been falling over the city became rain, and

walking along Sixth Street, Max stepped out of
the rain into a doorway, wiping the rain from his

face with a handkerchief. We can get out of the
rain here, he said to his friend Pat Ferraro. We
can go upstairs and sit down until the rain stops.

O. K., said Pat, but no fooling around.
Max pressed the button, and promptly, a bit too

promptly, the door swung open. Business must be
rotten, Pat thought. At the top of the stairs they

saw a plump, middle-aged colored maid. She was
smiling, trying to seem pleased to see them.

Good evening, Pat said to her. How are
you, anyway?

Good evening, boys, said the maid. Right up front.
Take the front room.

They entered the small front room, closed the
door, and sat down. The maid went down the hall

to get the girls. The place was very quiet, and
they could hear the maid going down the hall.

There were three chairs in the room, and a low tea
table with a colored tile surface and an ash

tray on it. On two of the walls were amateur oils
of nudes. The nudes looked unhappy, a bit

lopsided. On the lower shelf of the tea table were
three copies of a pulp paper magazine called

Love. The room overlooked the street, but the
blinds of the two windows were drawn.* Looking

out the window, Pat watched the rain
falling to the street.

It's coming down pretty heavy now, he said. Good
thing we got out of it.

He sat down again. Do you know
these girls? he asked.

No, said Max. This is the first time I ever came
to this place. All the small hotels along this street
are like this. You can stop anywhere along this

street when it rains. These hotels don't
rent out rooms.

No fooling around, though, said Pat.
Sure, said Max. We'll just talk till the rain stops.
They heard the girls coming up the halL The girls

weren't talking, they weren't laughing, and
somehow their coming sounded a bit sad to Pat. He

lit a cigarette. (continued on next page)
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Continued

I hope they don't make me feel sorry
for them, he thought. I hope I don't
go away from here worrying about
them.

The door opened, and the girls en-
tered, three of them, in the usual sort
of clothes. At first it was their bodies
that he noticed, but after a while this
bored him and he began to look into
their faces, watching their eyes and
their lips, wanting to know how they
felt.

Each of the girls uttered the usual
invitation, to which neither Pat nor
Max made any reply. Instead, they
remained silent, smiling. Then the
girls seemed to forget the business
they were in, and stopped using
trade language.

Raining, isn't it? said the smallest
of the girls. She was about nineteen,
and she looked about as frightened
as anyone Pat had ever seen. He be-
gan immediately to want to destroy
the fear in her, to give her the sort
of support she could never get in
such a place, to get himself inside of
her, simply by being in her presence,
extend his strength to her.

Yes, he replied simply. Come here,
I want to talk to you.

He saw her amazement. Defensive-
ly, she made another trade remark,
and sat on his knees. He did not
touch her, but held her hand. It was
cold and the nails were long and ug-
ly, tinted red.

What's your name? he said. He
knew she would not tell him her
name, but he wanted to find out what
name she had made up for herself,
and he wanted more than anything to
talk with her.

Martha, she replied. Come on, she
said, let's go to a room and have a
party. Let's have some fun.

Martha what? he said. You look
Jewish.

Martha Blum, she replied. Come
on, honey, let's go make whoopee.

Cut it, he said. How've you been?
All right, I guess.
Max entertained the other two

girls. The largest, who was very
large, actually fat, sat in his lap, and
Max began to touch her. She liked it
very much because she imagined that
after a while Max would go with her
to a room and it would make a good
impression on the landlady.

My, said Max, what lovely features
you have, and he fondled her breast.
You'd make a great mother.

Come on, honey, said the fat girl,
let's go get married, let's go be man
and wife.

Sure, said the third girl, why don't
you two go to a room and enjoy your-
selves?

Apparently, Pat thought, business
had been terribly bad, and it had
gotten the girls down. Maybe they
were going to lose their jobs. They
looked worried. They sounded very
worried. It was pathetic the way they
were wanting to seem desirable.

My, said Max, what solid thighs
you have.

He got up suddenly, lifting the fat
girl with him, and went to the win-
dow. He became suddenly severe, ig-
noring the fat girl, and when he sat
down again she was afraid to sit in
his lap. She looked a bit dazed, a bit
bewildered. Her big body, her thick
lips, the sensuousness of her, and
these fellows sitting around as if she
was made of wood or something. Pat
could see that she was deeply hurt,
and when she began trying again to
interest Max, Pat felt rotten.

This is wrong, he felt; this is low-

down and rotten, a dirty trick. This
will make these girls feel rotten for
weeks. They'll never get over this.

He looked across the room at Max.
Come on, he said. Let's scram.

Don't talk nonsense, said Max. It's
raining outside. It's not every night
these girls can be touched by a cou-
ple of handsome young fellows like
us.

Each of the girls tried to laugh,
but their laughter sounded fake and
pathetic.

Besides, said Max, if you girls are
busy, you can run along. You don't
have to stay with us. We won't mind
sitting here without you.

Now is that nice? said the third
girl. She sat in his lap, and Max put
his arms around her.

Do you know, he said, you're not
at all bad. There's something about
you.

Then he made a sour face, as if he
was smelling something unclean.

The fat girl stood in a corner, look-
ing miserable. She was amazed. For
Christ's sake, she said suddenly, you
fellows ain't bulls, are you?

Don't excite yourself, said Max.
Take it easy. My name is Max Kamm.
I fight in the ring. Maybe you've
heard of me. My friend's name is Pat
Ferraro. He doesn't do anything. He
plays the ponies and he cheats at
poker. And it's raining outside. We're
here to be out of the rain. Now if you
want to run along, run along. If you
want to stay and be sociable, stay.

Oh, said the girls.
Are you staying? said Max.
None of the girls got up to go. They

seemed a bit relieved, but disap-
pointed.

Fine, said Max. Now what shall we
talk about? (continued on page 70)

ona...

STRUG

AFEW months ago, on the occasion of the publishing of
her autobiography "Gypsy," the golden girl of the

G-string, Gypsy Rose Lee, was being interviewed by a re-
porter for a national magazine.

"Nowadays," she said, "I sit back and wait for the royal-
ties to roll in." She was referring, of course, to her suc-
cessful career as a writer of fiction, articles, and books.
"But if the royalties ever stop," she added, "I can always
go back to shaking the beads."

No one can deny that there will always be a place in
burlesque for the incomparable (Continued on next page)

A sizzling, streamlined, exotic ,
number is always the highlight of any burley

show today. The top banana no longer rates top
billing; gals like this are main attraction.

Comments-in words and pictures-on the Great American Show, the strip tease,

with emphasis on such topics as the exotic dance, the future of burlesque, and the

age-old question of whether it should properly be called Art with a capital A.



BOUDOIRS ARE BIG BUSINESS
(Continued from page 32)

painting a picture of a scene which
doesn't exist."

And you always run the chance of
people taking the wrong attitude
when and if they find out. One girl quit
the racket and tearfully told me why.
"I was engaged to a man I loved mad-
ly," she said. "I never told him about
the extra work because I was asham-
ed of it. Finally he found out and
dropped me cold. He just didn't be-
lieve that all I did was sit quietly on
that bed beside a man in a bathrobe."

When you get right down to it, why
should he? After all, the whole thing
is planned to fool even the smartest
judge. You've got the name for com-
mitting adultery and it becomes be-
side the point whether or not you
actually did.

But it all goes to prove that a sexy,
smart lass doesn't have to starve—if
she knows the ropes. She doesn't have
to "give" a thing, but her presence at
a certain place at a certain time, and
be convincing—convincing enough to
make the courts believe she doesn't
give a rip about holy matrimony,
moving in on another gal's husband
and right into his bed.

On the brighter side, there's the
money with which to buy clothes,
perfume and the works, to entice a
man of her own choosing and marry
him. And he may in time be posing in
a boudoir with a girl in negligee while
his wife breaks in—and remembers.

'I've changed my mind/

TRIO

(Continued from page 6)

He began to laugh and talk with
the girls, and Pat lit a cigarette for
the small Jewish girl. She inhaled
deeply, looking at him sadly, making
him feel sorry for her. He could feel
himself liking the girl a lot and
wanting to mean something to her,
not the way it happened in these
dumps, but really liking her, the
girl herself, not her body and the
convenience of performing the act
with her, not to lie with her a few
minutes and then go away, but to
know her, inwardly, to be a part of
that in her which seemed so admir-
able to him. It was foolish, but he was
afraid he even loved her, really
cared for her because of the deep
sadness she could not hide, a girl who
had to please anybody who happen-
ed to come to the place, old men and
monsters. He was a bit amazed at
what was going on in him, but he
knew that if he had ever really loved
a girl, if he had ever really cared
for one, this was the girl. He began
to speak with her quietly, while Max
shouted at the other two girls, laugh-
ing with them, slapping their rumps,
the rain splashing against the win-
dows, sometimes impulsively with a
sudden rush, sometimes softly, like
weeping.

How do you really feel? he said.
She exhaled smoke, looking into

his serious face, wondering if she
could take hihi seriously, or if he was
only kidding, killing time.

Oh, she said, expressing no specific
emotion. I feel fine.

No, said Pat. Don't talk like a
whore to me. Don't be like one with
me. I really want to know. Is it driv-
ing you nuts? You look as if you were
about ready to jump in the river. Is
it really that bad?

She looked into his eyes again, and
he could see that she thought he was
simply talking, killing time like Max,
waiting for the rain to stop.

I want to know, he said.
It's not so bad, she replied.
But you want to get out of it, don't

you?
She looked toward the other girls

to see if they were listening. Don't
talk so loud, she said. If they tell the
old woman what I've been saying,
I'll lose my job.

Well, lose it, he said. To hell with
it.

It isn't so funny, she said, if you
can't get another job and you have no
place to sleep and nothing to eat.

How long you been here? he asked.
Nine nights now, said the girl.
This girl, he thought. I'll get her

out of here. I'll get a job and rent a

small apartment and make her eat
and sleep decently, and exercise. I
won't touch her. I'll just stay with
her until she gets on her feet again.
I've got enough money for a week,
and the first thing in the morning I'll
go around to the employment agen-
cies and look for a job. I've got to do
this. I'd be a bastard not to try to
help this girl.

He went on talking quietly with
her, thinking about having her away
from this life that was driving her
nuts. He could tell now that she
would go with him, anywhere. He
could tell that she wanted to go with
him.

He heard the doorbell ring, and
someone coming up the stairs. Then
he heard the maid opening and clos-
ing the door of a room, talking with
a man. The maid came to the room,
looking at the girls.

Number Eight, Martha, she said,
and the girl got up from his knees,
moving automatically.

He was stunned, and he got up
with her, wanting to tell the maid to
get the hell away from them, and
leave them alone. He loved this girl.
He didn't want her to be putting her-

self naked in front of some dirty
punk with a stinking body and a
putrid mind, and he would knock hell
out of any bastard who tried to touch
her. He would kill any man who tried
to lay his dirty hands on her and
drive her nuts, destroying the dec-
ency that was in her, that he alone
could see in spite of the paint and
in spite of the way she tried to talk,
trying to be like a whore. He would
break the whole God damn hotel to
pieces and take this girl away with
him, the bastards, making her want
to die, scaring hell out of her.

He stood in front of the girl, star-
ing at the maid.

Who wants to see her? he asked.
She's got to go, said the maid.

There's a man out there who wants
her. He was here last night.

Take me to the bastard, he said
quietly. I'll kill him.

Max pushed aside the girl in his
lap and grabbed Pat by the arm.

What the hell you talking about?
he said, laughing. Let the girl go.
What the hell's come over you, any-
way? I never did see you talk this
way before, and I know you're not
drunk.

I'll kick the hell out of anyone who
tries to lay hands on her, he said.
Nobody's going to touch this girl.

Jesus, said Max You're nuts. He
began to laugh at his friend. This is
funny, he said. This is a gag.

Well, said the maid, if you want to
go to a room with Martha first, you
can go. I'll ask the other man to wait
a little.

I don't want to go to a room with
anybody, he said, and I don't want
anybody to fool with this girl again.

Don't talk like an idiot, said Max.
I'll get the landlady, said the maid.
Then he saw the girl, looking at

him pathetically, run through the
open door and down the hall. The
maid left the room, closing the door,
and he sat down.

Max was still laughing at him. For
a minute, said Max, I thought you
were serious.

The girls could think of nothing to
say. Pat lit a cigarette. Well, he
thought, that was funny, me acting
that way over one of these girls. He
began to laugh, inhaling and exhal-
ing smoke. He went to the window
and saw that rain had stopped.

(Continued on page 72)
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Let's scrana, he said. Here, he said
to the girls, buy yourselves a couple
of drinks; and he handed each of the
girls a silver dollar. Give them some-
thing, he said to Max.

Sure, said Max. Here's something
for your girl. He placed a dollar on
the table, and they left the room.

Walking down the hall, Pat saw
room Number Eight, and he could
feel the girl in the room, holding her
job. He hurried down the stairs,
thinking of the girl, feeling that he
had been a coward not to have done
what he had wanted to do, not to
have busted the joint to pieces and
taken the girl away; and at the same

THE CRAZY CAB

(Continued from page 25)

saddest puss this side of a slow Mon-
day night. He's a small, skinny guy
with a cabbage leaf face—all wrink-
les and scowls. Rimless glasses sit on
his nose as he sucks a grubby pipe,
"jus" because," he says, "there's a
hack ord'nance against it." He could
be any place between forty and sixty
and offhand you can't tell whether his
Pa hailed from Sicily, County Cork,
or Galicia.

Two trade-marks peg Happy as an
old-timer: he always has a story and
he is one of the greatest 'angle boys'
around. He puts more on the arm than
he gives the boss. The arm? That's
what hackies call it when they ride
with the flag up and the top light on.
The meter doesn't register and they
charge the passenger a flat rate and
pocket it all, instead of just their legit
percentage. Not strictly kosher, but
it's tough to make a buek pushing a
hack.

What happened the last time I saw
Happy shows what I mean by calling
him an 'angle boy.'

Four or five of us had stopped off
for coffee at Dubrow's in Brooklyn.
We'd finished eating and were stand-
ing out in front, digesting and listen-
ing to the latest of Happy's theories—
how to jam a meter with a hairpin—
when one of the boys called out, "Hey,
Happy, there's a body in the back of
yer cab."

Happy sighed, shifted Mother
Earth to a more comfortable position
on his shoulders and elbowed the rest
of us aside to investigate. He opened
the door of his cab and stepped inside,
accidentally planting one of his size
tens on the body's hand, crunching
out an alcohol-drenched groan.

"Aah, it's a drunk," one of the boys
alertly observed. "He musta crawled
in to get warm an' passed out."

"Whatta you gonna do with him?"
asked another.

"Dump him out," everybody yelled.
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time he felt a little amused with him-
self, wondering how it had happened.

For a minute, Max said, I thought
you were serious. I was ready to hit
you on the chin and drag you out.

It was nothing, Pat said. These
joints always depress me.

But he knew that he was lying,
that it had been something, that if
ever he had loved a girl, if ever he
had really wanted to mean some-
thing to another person, it was the
little Jewish girl, in the room, lying
naked beside the man he should have
knocked hell out of.

Happy surveyed us morosely.
"That'sa trouble with you guys. Once
a hackie, always a dimwit. Dump him
out!" He repeated it with disgust.

"Well, what are you going to do
with him, wise guy?" I asked.

"Kid, ya'll always be a two-bit,
sixty-buck-a-week cabbie," prophe-
sied Happy. "Watch and see."

He gently eased the drunk onto the
seat. Then he rubbed his wrists. When
this brought no results, he slapped
his face; easily, at first. The slaps got
harder as Happy lost patience, until
the drunk opened his eyes.

Happy stuck his face in front of
the stew and said matter-of-factly,
"We're here."

"Where?" asked the body sincerely,
"Dubrow's, Brooklyn." Happy

sounded like his heartburn wa$ get-
ting worse. "That's where you wanted
to go, ain't it?"

"Yeah, sure," said the drunk with
conviction. "Wha' I owe you?"

"Twenny bucks."
"Twenty bucks!" said the drunk. He

was sobering fast. "Where did you
pick me up?"

"Newark." Happy sounded indig-
nant.

"Newark!" the souse repeated and
you just knew he was going to take
the pledge. "What the hell was I do-
ing there?"

"I don't know," said Happy. "Bui
you better fork over, or I'll call a
cop," he added virtuously.

The drunk paid him. Happy shook
his head at the rest of us sadly, mut-
tered "dump him out" under his
breath, and pushed off.

. . . See what I mean about Happy
knowing the angles? Well, this was
the first time I'd seen him since, and
as I said, Happy always has a story.
As he got off the seat and headed my
way, I noticed that his cab wasn't
from the same garage he'd been
working for the past few months.

"What happened, Happy?" i askeri
"Did the boss wise up that you WPT
riding the arm and give you th
sack?"

"That's only the half of it" sairi
Happy despondently.

I lit a cigarette and settled myself
to listen. Happy had a story, all right:

PARADISE F O R M A L E S

I walk in the garage one night
(Happy began) an' the boss, Hungry
Joe hisself, calls me over.

"Happy" he says, "I got a special,
good car for you tonight,"

Now, I know Hungry from the ol'
country an' he don't give nothin' for
nothin', so I'm kinda suspicious. Sure
enough, there's a catch.

"This car I got for you, Happy,"
says Hungry, "needed a tiny, little
brake adjustment and while it was in
the shop, I had the boys give it a
thorough, A-one going-over.

Like I said, I been hackin' a long
time; long enough to know that when
one of Hungry Joe's butchers gets his
wrench in a cab, it's a fight in which
the greasemonkey us'ally gets the
decision. A car that goes in the shop
for brake adjustment comes out with
stripped gears, no headlight, a bum
steerin' wheel an' no brakes, to boot.
But, I been takin" Hungry for plenny
on the arm an' he aint beefed about
the extra mileage, so I pick up the
load without a squawk.

Well, to my su'prise, the car drives
like a dream. To make it perfect, ev-
erywhere I go, I run into work. Then,
my fourth or fifth job, I drop on 71st
Street. I go to shoot up 72nd Street,
'cause it's a main drag, but somehow,
the car turns back into 71st an' right
in the middle of the block, I pick up a
job to downtown. This happens a
coupla times. Once I go to pull away
from the Statler an' she stalls. She
starts right away, but while I'm
pushin' the button, some hick hops in.
He don't pay no attention to the hacks
on the line; he grabs me.

No matter what I do, I get a job. It's
like New Year's Eve, droppin' 'em
off an' pickin" 'em up. By the time I
go to eat, I already got a night's pay.

But, after supper, the trouble starts,
though it don't seem like trouble at
first. I pick up a call on uptown
Broadway an' the guy says: "Bleeker
Street off Seventh Avenue, down in
the Village."

I'm pointin' down town, so I give
her the gas an' we go. Well, this bozo
is one of those talkative Joes; the kind
that thinks all hackies wear their col-
lars backwards. So, I cock half an
ear to his jabber with an eye on the
tip an' he gives.

It's the ol' story. Seems the jerk's
got a lovin' wife an' kids in the Bronx,

(Continued on page 74)

Read These Actual Excerpts From Paradise For Males
A few excerpts from PARADISE FOR MALES are quoted here to let you sample the exotic

flavor of this book.

"I found that my memory hadn't played me any tricks.
For the women of T are still the most beautiful
and graceful in the world. In face and figure—and amor-
ous amiability—they are what armchair adve_nturers hope
to find some day on a languorous island in the South
Seas and never do. . . .

"And it is here that the women rule the roost—and rule
it in more ways than one.

"For the worren run everything, from the market place
to local politics. From the hour before dawn until long
after dark they move through the dusty streets and about
the plaza with the languid grace of lithe goddesses, gay
and laughing and with flirtatious eyes, on the lookout for
something new in masculinity.

"It is a spectacle to be seen nowhere else on all this
continent.

"These underground rivers, or cenotes, offer one of the
strangest swimming deals you've ever experienced. For
instance, the T Restaurant is built right atop one
of them. An evening there goes like so: You order your
dinner—make it barbecued chicken in banana leaves, a
specialty you'll never forget—and then change into swim-
ming attire in one of the bath houses. You go down steep
steps and find yourself in a cave, most of which is. taken
up by an underground lake the size of a fairly large

Here's a Garden of Eden, unspoiled! Graceful, flirtatious beauties far out-
number the men. Beach and sun provide the life you want. Food is abundant,
drinks cheap, the pace leisurely. For one or two dollars a day, you live like
a king!

This is no dream, it's a real place—a day's trip if you're in a hurry. You
can go by car or bus, train or plane. So close is Paradise, if you know where
to find it!

This romantic retreat is fully described in a new book PARADISE FOR
MALES. Other incredible retreats, equally thrilling, equally available, are

included in this fascinating book.

AN EMPEROR'S PLAYGROUND
Just picture yourself in these surround-

ings, for example. You're living in an Em-
peror's Palace—the Emperor Diocletian, to
be exact. Yes, this beautiful area on the sea
used to be the playground for tired Roman
aristocracy. Right now, it's the playground
for northern blondes on two-week vacation
and a burning desire to make it count. As-
suming that you're young enough to walk
and you're male, you won't get very far un-
attached.

An extra bonus in this country is the
drinks. The national beverage (we're talking
about hard liquor, not coke) is practically
free. At a bar, you get two or three shots
for less than three cents American. If you
spent a quarter, they'd have to carry you out!

TRAVEL IS CHEAP
Got a vacation coming up ? Or can you get

away for some time? Lucky, lucky man! To-
day, travel is easy, travel is cheap. All you
have to do is part with your cares, a few
dollars, some inhibitions perhaps, and HAVE
FUN!

Take it from an experienced traveler, fun
does not come in proportion to your bank-
roll. No, my boys! Partly, fun depends on
native equipment. The rest is know-how,
knowing where to go, what to do, how to
manage!

Frankly, you couldn't escape fun in the
places described in this book. These articles
were written, not by casual travelers, but
Americans who lived on the scene for ex-
tended periods. They know the ropes.

FULL PAGE PICTURES
And if you're still undecided about a projected

trip to Paradise, take a peek at the pictures in
this book. Full page pictures, showing types of
native beauty!

Adventure calls! It takes just one dollar to get
all the practical information you need—how to
go, where to stay, what to do, how little it costs.
If you don't find a dollar's worth of excitement
in text and pictures, return the book for refund.

ENJOY IT 10 DAYS FREE!
You are invited to examine PARADISE FOR

MALES 10 days at our expense. It is guaranteed
to please or your purchase price will be refunded
at once!

Plaza Book Co., 109 Broad St., N. Y. 4, N. Y.
Dept. B-6811

swimming pool. The water is crystal clear and nicely
cool. You horse around for awhile and then dash up-
stairs and get back into your clothes. By that time your
food is cooked. You might start out with a pineapple
juice and rum cocktail. Unless you've been in trie tropics
before you can't imagine how good this drink is.

"There's dancing afterwards, if you've already located
yourself a gal. If you wish, you can have your drinks and
meal served in individual palm leaf cabanas where you'll
be as private as you wish. No extra charge, and you might
have a chance to get acquainted with the chick that much
quicker."

"The word goes out that there's a new American in
town, a bachelor at that, and he's looking for a place to
stay. Something nice, but not • too expensive. That first
week you'll average a party a day and before it's out
you'll probably have placed yourself in the age group
and interest group to which you want to belong. You'll
probably also have your apartment.

"Sports, you'll find, incline to the lazy side, but that's
up to you.

"The water sports are good eight to ten months of the
year. Swimming, of course. If you get in with the boating
people there'll be sailing, water skis, that sort of thing.
A good many yachts hit the coast in the summer in par-
ticular and the local people have smaller craft. For some
reason yachts almost always seem to be short on men,
long on women. A single lad has his opportunities."
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