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Who saysa Smith girl. ..

i SHOW: MAY 1963

Earlier decades of this century had their
Follies girls and their Wampus baby siars.
The Sixties have Playboy Club Bunnies,
called by their employers “‘the most envied
girls in America.”

What really goes on in their “glamorous
and exciting world”? To find oul, SHOw
chose a writer who combines the hidden
qualities ol a Phi Bela Kappa, magna cum
laude graduate of Smith College with the
more obvious ones ol an ex-dancer and
beauty queen. A few weeks ago, she started
her investigations armed with a large diary
and this ad:

4
GIRLS:
DO PLAYBOY CLUB BUNNIES REALLY
HAVE GLAMOROUS JOBS,
MEET CELEBRITIES, AND
MAKE TOP MONEY?

Yes, it's tcue! Attractive young girls can
now earn $200-$300 a week ac the fabul.
ous New York Playboy Club, enjoy the
glamorous and exciting aura of show busi-
ness, aad have the opportunity to travel
to other Playboy Clubs throughout the
world. Whether serving drinks, snapping
pictures or greeting guests at the door,
the Playboy Club is the stage — the Bun-
hies are the stars.

The charm and beauty of our Bunnies
has been extolled in Time, Newsweek and
Pageant, and Ed Sullivan has called The
Playboy Club . ..the greatest new show
biz gimmick.” . And the Playboy Club is
now the busiest spot in New York,

If you are pretty and personable, be-
tween 21 and 24, married or single, you
probably qualify. No experience necessary.

Apply in person at SPECIAL INTER-
VIEWS being held Saturday and Sunday,
Januacy 26-27, 10 AM. - 3 P.M. Please
bring a swimsuit or leotards.

E PLAYBOY CLUB
5 East 59th Street PL 2-3100

24"
Thursday

I've decided to call mysell Marie Catherine
Ochs. It is, may my ancestors forgive me, a
family name. I have some claim to it and
I'm well versed in its European origins. Be-
sides, it sounds much too square to be phony.

2 5 th
Friday

I've spent the entire afternoon making up a
background for Marie. She shares my apart-
ment, my phone and my measurements.
Though younger than I by four years, Marie
celebrates the same birthday and went to the
same high school and college. But she wasn’t
a slave to academics—not Marie. After one
year she left me plodding along the path to
a B.A. and boarded a tourist flight to Europe.
She had no money, but short periods as a
waitress in London, a hostess-dancer in Paris
and a secretary in Geneva were enough to
sustain her between beachcombing and other
escapades. Last year, she came back to New
York and worked briefly as a secretary in a
small educational foundation of which I am
a director. I shall be happy to give her a good
reference. Three mutual friends have agreed
to give her strong personal recommenda-
tions. To know her is to love her.

Tomorrow is the dav. Marie makes her
first trip out of this notebook and into the
world. I'm off to buy a leotard.

26"
Saturda,

Today 1 put on the most theatrical clothes
1 could find, packed my leotard in a hatbox
and walked to the Playboy Club. It is im-
possible to miss. The discreet, six-story office
building and art gallery that once stood
there has been completely gutted and trans-
formed into a shiny rectangle of plate glass.
White canopies emblasoned with black
Bunny symbols jut out over the sidewalk.
Stairways lead to entrances on either side
and are connected by an outdoor platlorm
which is on a level with the orange-carpeted
interior cleatly visible through the glass. At
dcad center of that interior, a modern float-
ing stairway spirals upward toward the sec-
ond level. The total eftect is cheerful and
startling.

1 crossed over to the Club, where a middie-
aged man in a private guard’s uniform
grinned and beckoned. “Here bunny, bunny,
bunny!” he said, and jerked his thumb to-
ward the glass door on the left. “Interviews
downstairs in the Playmate Bar.”

The inside of the Club was so theatrically
lit that it took a few seconds to realize it was
closed and empty. I walked down a short
flight of stairs and was greeted by Miss Shay,
a chin, thirtyish woman, who sat at a desk in
the darkened bar. “Bunny?” she asked
briskly. “Sit over there, fill out this form and
take off your coat.” I could see that two of
the tables were already occupied by girls
hunched over pencils, and I looked at them
curiously. I had come in the middle of the
interviews, hoping to see as many applicants
as I could, but there were only three. “Take
off your coat,” said Miss Shay again, and
looked at me appraisingly while 1 did so.
One of the girls got up and crossed to the
desk, her high-heeled plastic sandals slap-
ping smartly against her heels. “Look,” she
said, “you want these measurements with or
without a bra?” “With,” said Miss Shay.
“But I'm bigger without,” said the girl. “All
right,” said Miss Shay wearily, “without.”
Two more girls came down the steps looking
fresh and innocent of cosmetics. "“Bunny?”
said Miss Shay. “Not really,” said one, but
the other took a card. Their long hair and
loafers looked collegiate.

The application form was short: address,
phone, measurements, age and last three
employers. 1 finished it and began to stall
for time by looking at an accompanying
brochure entitled BE A PLAYBOY CLUB BUNNY!
Most of it was devoted to photographs: a
group picture showed Bunnies ““chosen from
all over the United States” surrounding
“Playboy Club President and PprLAYBOY
Editor-Publisher Hugh M. Hefner”; there
was a close-up of a Bunny serving Tony
Curtis, “a Playboy Club devotee {who} will
soon star in Hugh M. Hefner's film story
titled, appropriately enough, Playboy”; in
another, two Bunnies smiled with Hugh M.
Hefner on “Playboy’s nationally syndicated
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television show™’; Bunnies handed out copies
of Playboy in 2 veterans hospital as “just
one of the many worthwhile community
projects in which Bunnies participate”; a
blonde Bunny stood before a matronly wom-
an, the “Bunny Mother,” who offered
“friendly personal counseling”’; and, on the
last page, 2 bikini-clad girl crouched on a
yacht flying a Bunny flag. “When you be-
come 4 Bunny,” said the text, “your world
will be fun-filled, pleasant and always €X-
citing . . "It cited an average salary of $200
a week.

Another girl came down the steps. She
wore glasses with blue rims and a coat that
looked as if she had outgrown it. I watched
her as she nervously asked Miss Shay il the
Club hired 18-year-olds. “sure,” said Miss
Shay, “but they can't work the midnight
shift.” She gave the girl an application card,
glanced down at her plump legs and did
1ot ask her to take off her coat. Two more
girls came in, one in bright pink stretch
pants and the other in purple. “Man, this
place isa gas,” said pink. “You think this is
wild, you should see Hefner's house in
Chicago,” said purple. Miss Shay looked at
them with approval. 1 don't have a phone,”
said blue glasses sadly. «Is it all right if I give
you my uncle’s phone? He lives in Brooklyn,
too.” “You do that,” said Miss Shay, and
called me over. She pointed to a spot three
{eet in front of her desk and told me to stand
up straight. 1 stood. "1 want to be a Bunny
so much,” said blue glasses. 'l read about
it in a magazine at school.” Miss Shay asked
me if I were really 24. «That's awfully old,”
she warned. I'said I thought 1 might just get
in under the wire. She nodded. “My uncle
isn't home all day,” the girl said, “but I'll
go to his house and stay by the phone.” “You
do that, dear,” said Miss Shay and, turning
10 me, "'I've taken the liberty of making an
appointment for you on Wednesday at 6:30.
You will come to the service entrance, g0 to
the sixth floor and ask for Miss Burgess, the
Bunny Mother.” 1 agreed, but then she
added, “Are you sure you haven’t applied
before? Someone named Marie Ochs came in
yesterday.” I was startled: could Marie
have escaped {rom my notebook? 1 had 2
30-second fantasy based on Pygmalion. Or
was there another Marie Ochs? Possible, but
not likely. 1 decided to brave it out. “How
strange," { murmured, “there must be some
mistake.” Miss Shay shrugged and suggested
I bring “bathing suit or leotard” on Wednes-
day. “Could 1 call you?" said blue glasses.
“Don't do that, dear,” said Miss Shay, “we'll
call you.”

1 left the Club worrying about the life
expectancy of Marie Ochs. Would they find
out: Or did they know already? When
I got halfway up the block 1 saw the
two college girls. They were leaning against
a building, their arms wrapped around
themselves in a spasiil of giggles and,

suddenly, 1 felt better about everything.

Everything, perhaps, except the thought
of blue glasses sitting by her uncle’s phone
in Brooklyn.

30"
Wednesday

1 arrived at the Club promptly at 6:30, and
business appeared to be booming. Customers
were lined up in the snow Lo get in, and
several passersby were standing on the out-
door plalform, their taces pressed to the glass.
The elevator boy, a valentino-handsome
Puerto Rican, cheerfully jammed me in
his car with two uniformed Negro pOrters,
five middle-aged male customers, Lwo €0S
wumed Bunnies and a stout matyron in a
mink coat. We stopped at the sixth floor. “Is
this where 1 get out?” said the matron. “Sure,
darling,” drawled the elevator boy, “if you
want to be a Bunny.” Laughter.

I looked around me. Dim lights and soft
carpets had given way to unpainted cement
block and hanging light bulbs. There was &
door marked +_unnies,” but 1 could see the
outlines where the letter B had been. A
sign, handwritten on a piece of torn card-
board, was taped underneath: “KNOCK!
Come on, guys. Please cooperate?!!” 1
walked through the door and into a bright,
crowded hallway.

Two girls brushed past me. One was wear-
ing nothing but bikini-style panties; the
other had on long black tights of fine mesh
and lavender satin high heels. They both
rushed to a small wardrobe room on my
right, yelled out their names, collected cos-
tumes and rushed back. I asked the ward-
robe mistress for Miss Burgess. “Honey, we
just gave her a going-away present.” Four
more girls bounced up to ask for costumes,
collars, cuffs and tails. They had on tights
and high heels but nothing from the waist
up. One stopped to study a bulletin board
list titled " Bunny of the Week.”

I retreated to the other end of the tiny
hail. It opened into 2 large dressing room
filled with metal lockers and long rows of
dressing tables. Personal notes were taped
to the mirrors (*Anybody want to work B
Level Saturday nightz” and “I'm having a
swingin’ party Wednesday at Washington
Square Village, all Bunnies welcome..."),
cosmetics were strewn along the counters
and three girls sat in a row applying false
evelashes with the concentration of yogis.
It looked like a cartoon of a chorus girls’
dressing room.

A girl with very red hair, very white skin
and a black satin Bunny costume turned
her back to me and waited. I understood
that I was supposed to zip her up, 2 task
that took several minutes of pulling and
tugging. She was 2 big girl and looked a
little tough, but her voice when she thanked
me was a tiny, baby voice. Judy Holliday
could not have done better. I asked about

... has to be dull?

Mavie after
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Miss Burgess. “Yeah, she’s in that office,” said
baby voice, gesturing toward a wooden door
with a glass peephole in it, “but Sheralee’s
the new Bunny Mother.” Through the glass,
I could see two girls, a blonde and a
brunette. Both appeared to be in their early
twenties and nothing like the matronly
woman pictured in the brochure. Baby
voice tugged and pulled some more. "“This
isn't my costume,” she explained, “and 1
can't get the crotch up.” She walked away,
snapping her fingers and humming softly.

The brunette came out of the office and
introduced herself to me as Bunny Mother
Sheralee. I told her I had mistaken her for
a Bunny. “I worked as a Bunny when the
Club opened last month,” she said, “but
now I've replaced Miss Burgess.” She nodded
toward the blonde who was trying on a
three-piece beige suit that I took to be her
going-away present. “You'll have to wait a
while, honey,” said Sheralee. I sat down.

By 7:00, I had watched three girls tease
their hair into cotton candy shapes and
four more stull their bosoms with Kleenex.
By 7:15, I had talked to two other pros-
pective Bunnies, one a dancer, the other
a part-time model from Texas. At 7:30, 1
witnessed the major crisis of a Bunny who
had sent her costume to the cleaners with
her engagement ring pinned inside. At 7:40,
Miss Shay went into the office and said,
“There’s no one left but Marie.” By 8:00,
I was sure that she was waiting for the mana-
ger of the Club o come tell me my real
identity had been discovered. By 8:15, when
I was finally called in, I was nervous beyond
all proportion.

I waited while Sheralee looked over my
application. “You don’t look 24,” she said.
Well, that's that, I thought. “You look
much younger.” I smiled in disbelief. She
took several Polaroid pictures of me. “For
the record,” she explained. I offered her the

-

personal history 1 had so painstakingly
fabricated and typed, but she gave it back
with hardly a glance. “We don’t like our
girls to have any background,” she said
firmly, “we just want you to fit the Bunny
Image.” She directed me to the costume
room. Should I put on my leotard? “Don’t
bother with that,” said Sheralce, “we just
want to see that Bunny Image.” The ward-
robe mistress told me to take off my clothes
and began to search for an old Bunny cos-
tume in my size. A girl rushed in with her
costume in her hand, calling for the ward-
robe mistress as a wounded soldier might
yell, “Medic!” “I've broken my zipper,” she
wailed, “I sneezed!” “That's the third ume
this week,” said the wardrobe mistress
sternly. “It’s a regular cpidemic.” The girl
apologized, found another costume and left.
Could a sneeze really break a costume?
“Sure,” she said. “Girls with colds usually
have to be replaced.”

She gave me a bright blue satin. It was so
tight that the zipper caught my skin as she
fastened the back. She told me to inhale as
she zipped again, this time without mishap,
and stood back to look at me critically. The
bottom was cut up so high that it left my
hip bones exposed as well as a good five
inches of untanned derriére. The boning in
the waist would have made Scarlett O'Hara
blanch, and the entire construction tended
to push all available flesh up to the bosom.
1 was sure it would be perilous to bend over.
“Not too bad,” said the wardrobe mistress,
and began to stuff an entire plastic dry clean-
ing bag into the top of my costume. A blue
satin band with matching Bunny ears at-
tached was fitted around my head like an
enlarged bicycle clip, and a grapefruit-sized
hemisphere of white fluff was attached to
hooks at the costume’s rear-most point.
“Okay, baby,” she said, “put on your high
heels and go show Sheralee.” I looked in the

mirror. The Bunny Image looked back.

“Oh, you look sweet,” said Sheralee.
“*Stand against the wall and smile pretty for
the birdie.” She took several more Polaroid
shots. The baby-voiced redhead came in to
say she still hadn’t found a costume to fit.
A tiny blonde in lavender satin took off her
tail and perched on the desk. “Look,” she
said, “1 don't mind the demerits, okay I
got five demerits, but don't I get points
for working overtime?” Sheralee looked
harassed and turned to Miss Burgess. “The
new kids think the girls from Chicago get
special treatment and the old kids won't
train the new ones.” “I'll train the little
buggers,” said baby voice. “Just get me a
costume.”

1 got dressed and waited. And listened:

“...he gave me 30 bucks and I only got
him cigarettes.”

“Bend over, honey, and get yourself into

1

it

“I don't know, e makes Milk of Magnesia
or something.”

“You know people commit suicide with
these plastic bags?”

“Then this shmuck orders a Lace Curtain.
Who ever heard of a Lace Curtain?”

“I told him our tails were asbestos, so he
tried to burn it to find out.”

““Last week I netted 30 bucks in tips. Big
deal.”

Sheralee called me back into the office.
“So you want to be a Bunny,” she said. Oh
yes, very much, I said. “Well...,” she paused
significantly, “we want you to be!” I was
startled. No more interviews? No investiga-
tion? “Come in tomorrow at three. We'll fit
your costume and have you sign everything.”
I smiled and felt foolishly elated.

Down the stairs and up Fifth Avenue.
Hippety-hop, I'm a Bunny!

3"
Thursday

I now have two Bunny costumes, one orange
satin and one electric blue: the color choice
and the quality of satin are about the same
as those available in athletic-supply cata-
logues. Costume bodies, pre-cut to body and
bra-cup size, are fitted while-you-wait. I
waited, standing on the cement floor in
bare feet and bikini pants. The wardrobe
mistress gave me a small bathroom rug to
stand on. “Can’t have brand new Bunnies
catching cold,” she said. I asked if she could
follow the line of the pants in fitting the
bottom; the costume I had tried the day
before was cut up higher than any I had
seen in photographs, much higher than a
bikini. She chuckled. “Listen, baby, you
think that was high you should see some.”
The whole costume was darted and seamed
until it was two inches smaller than any of
my measurements everywhere except the
bust. “You got to have room in there to
stuff,” she said. “Just about everybody stuffs.
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And you keep your tips in there. “The
Vault' they call it.”

A girl with'jet black hair, chalky makeup
and a green"costume stopped at the door.
“My tail dr:oops," she said, pushing it into
position with one finger, “those damn cus-
tomers always yank it.”” The wardrobe mis-
tress handed her a safety pin. “You better get
4 cleaner (il too, baby. You get demerits
running around with a scruffy old tail like
that.” More girls began calling for their cos-
tumes, checking them out in a notebook
chained to the counter. I learned that they
were not allowed to take their costumes out
of the building and that each girl was sup-
posed to pay $2.50 a day to cover the cost of
her costume’s upkeep and cleaning. Bunnies
also paid $5 a pair for their thin black nylon
tights and could be given demerits it they
wore tights with runs in them. The wardrobe
mistress gave me swatches from ny Lwo cos-
tumes and told me to have shoes dyed to
match. I asked if the Club allowed us any
money for shoes. “You crazy or something,
baby?” she said. “This place don't allow you
1o money lor nothing. Make sure you get
three-inch heels. You get demerits, you wear
‘em any lower.”

Idressed and went 1o the Bunny Mother's
room. Sheralee was at the desk, her long hair
pinned back and looking about 18, She gave
me a large, shocking-pink form marked
“Bunny Application” and a brown plastic
briefcase with a miniature nude girl and
“The Playboy Club” painted on it in orange.
“This is your Bunny Bible,” she said
seriously, “and 1 want you to promise me
you'll study it all weekend.”

The application lorm was four pages long.
I had already made up most of the answers
for my biography, but somé questions were
new. Was I dating any Playboy Club key-
holders and what were their names; None.
Did I plan to date a particular keyholder?
No. Did I have a police record? No. The
space for a Social Security number I left
blank. o

Up one flight in the main office, 1 de-
livered the form to Miss Shay. The cement-
floored room was checkered with desks, but,
as Personnel Director, Miss Shay rated a
corner position. She scanned the form and
began taking more Polaroid pictures of me.
“Be sure and bring your Social Security card
tomorrow,” she said, and I wondered what
to do about the fact that Marie Ochs had
none. A stout man in a blue siit, black shirt
and white tie approached and gestured to-
ward a chubby girl standing behind him,
“Mr. Roma told me to bring her over, and
I'd sure appreciate anything you can do for
her,” he said, and winked. “In cases of ex-
treme personal recommendation,” said Miss
Shay coolly, “we do schedule a girl's inter-
view right away.” She signaled to Sheralee,
who took the girl downstairs. The stout man
looked relieved. A red-haired woman and

two men came over, but Miss Shay asked
them to wait. The younger man tapped the
redhead’s chin with his fist and grinned.
“You ain't got a thing to worry about, baby.”
She gave him a look of utter scorn and lit
a cigarette.

I'signed an income tax form, a meal ticket,
a receipt for the meal ticket, an application
form, an insurance form aud a release of all
photographs for any purpose—publicity,
editorial or otherwise—deemed fit by Play-
boy Clubs International. A harried-looking
young man in shirtsleeves came to tell Miss
Shay that two men working in the busement
were gong to quit. They had expected to
work six days for $75 and were working only
five days for $60. They were upset about it
because they had lamilies to support. “{
can’t make changes,” she said crisply, “I can
only implement Mr. Roma’s decisions.”

Miss Shay stapled a set of Polaroid pic-

tures to my employment form and gave me
my schedule. “Tomorrow, you'll have make-
up guidance at Larry Mathews’, this week-
end is Bunny Bible study and Monday I've
made an appointment for you to see our
doctor for a physical exam.” She leaned for-
ward confidentially. “A complete physical,”
she said. “Monday afternoon is the Bunny
Mother Lecture and Bunny Father Lecture.
Tuesday you'll have Bunny School, and
Wednesday you'll train on the floor.” I
asked if I could go to my own doctor. “No,”
she said, “you must go to our doctor for a
special physical. All Bunnies have to.”

Miss Shay gave me one last form to sign,
a request that Marie Ochs's birth record be
sent to the Playboy Club. [ signed it hoping
that the State of Michigan would take a
while to discover that I did not exist. “'In
the meantime, I'll need your birth certifi-
cate,” she said. “We can’t let you work with-
out it.” I agreed to send a special delivery
letter home for it.

Of course I won't be allowed to serve
liquor or work late hours without proof of
age. Why didn’t I think of that?

Well, Marie's future may be short, but
she can still try to make it through Bunny
School.

15[
Friday

I'was fited for false eyelashes today at
Larry Mathews’, a 24-hour-a-day beauty
salon in a West Side hotel. As she feathered
the eyelashes with a manicure scissors, my
makeup expert pointed out a girl who had
just been fired from the Club “because she
wouldn’t go out with 2 Number One key-
holder.” But aren’t we forbidden to go out
with customers? “You can go out with them
if they’ve got Number One keys,” the beauty
shop girl explained. “They’re for Club
management and reporters and big shots
like that.” But (o be fired for not going out.
... "Well,” she said (Continued on page 114)
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A BUNNY'S TALE
(Continued from page 93)
thoughtfully. I guess it was the way
she said it. She told him to go screw
himselt.”

I paid the bill, $8.14 for the eye-
lashes and a cake of rouge even after
the 25 percent Bunny Discount. I
had refused to invest in darker lip-
stick, though “girls get fired for
looking pale.”” 1 wondered how
much the Bunny beauty concession
was worth to Mr. Mathews. Had
beauty salons sent in sealed bids for
this lucrative business?

I am home now and have meas-
ured the lashes. Maybe I don’t have
to worry so much about being rec-
ognized in the Club. They are three
quarters of an inch long at their
shortest point.

Sunday 31’(1

I've spent an informative Sunday
with the Bunny Bible, or the PLAY-
BOY CLUB BUNNY MANUAL as It is
officially called. From introduction
(‘You are holding the top job in the
country for a young girl”) to ap-
pendix (“Sidecar—Rim glass with
lime and frost with sugar”), it is a
model of clarity.

Some doren supplements accom-
pany the Bible. Altogether, they
give a vivid picture of a Bunny's
function. For instance:

“...You...arve the only direct con-
tact most of the readers will ever
have with Playboy personnel...we
depend on our Bunnies to express
the personality of the magazine....”

... Bunnies will be expected to
contribute a [air share of personal”
appearances as part of their regular
duties tor the Club.”

“...Bunnies are reminded that
there are many pleasing means they
can employ to stimulate the Club’s
liquor volume, thereby increasing
their earnings significantly... The
key to selling more drinks is Cus-
tomer Contact...they will respond
particularly to your efforts to be
friendly... You should make it seem
that [the customer’s] opinions are
very important...”

“The Incentive System is a
method devised to reward those
Table Bunnies who put forth an
extra eftort... The Bunny whose
fdrink] average per person is high-
est, will be the winner...prize
money...will likewise be deter-
mined by over-all drink income.”

There is a problem in being
“friendly” and “pampering” the
customer while refusing to go out
with him or even give him your last
name. The Manual makes it abun-
dantly clear that Bunnies must
never go out with anyone met in the
Club, customer or employee, and
adds that a detective agency called
Willmark Service Systems, Inc., has
been employed to make sure that
they don't. (*Of course, you can
never tell when you are being
checked out by a Willmark Service
representative.’) The explanation
written for the Bunnies is simple:
“Men are very excited about being
in the company of Elizabeth Taylor,
but they know they can’t paw or
proposition her. The moment they
telt they could become familiar with
her, she would not have the aura of
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glamor that now surrounds her. The
same must be true of our Bunnies.”
In an accompanying letter from
Hugh Hefner to Willmark, the ex-
planation is still simpler: “Our
licenses are laid on the line any time
any of our employees in any way
engages, aids, or abets traffic in
prostitution...” Willmark is there-
fore instructed to “Use your most
attractive and personable male rep-
resentatives to proposition the Bun-
nies, and even offer...as high as
$200 on this, ‘right now’ for a
promise of meeting you outside the
Club later.” Willmark representa-
tives are told to ask a barman or
other male employee “if any of the
girls are available on a cash basis
for a ‘friendly evening.’... Tell him
you will pay the girls well or will
pay him for the girls.” If the em-
ployee does act “as a procurer,”
Willmark is to notify the Club im-
mediately. “We naturally do not
tolerate any merchandising of the
Bunnies,” writes Mr. Hefner. “and
are most anxious to know if any
such thing is occurring.”

If the idea of being merchandised
isn’'t enough to unnerve a prospec-
tive Bunny, there are other direc-
tives that may. Willmark representa-
tives are to check girls for medium
heels, runs in their hose, jewelry,
underwear that shows, crooked or
unmatched ears, dirty costumes, ab-
sence of name tags and “ails in
good order.”” Further: "When a
show is on, check to see if the Bun-
nies are reacting to the performers.
When a comic 1s on, they are sup-
posed to laugh.” Big Brother
Willmark.

In fact, Bunnies must always ap-
pear gay and cheerful ("...think
about something happy or funny...
your most important commodity is
personality”) in spite of all worries,
icluding  the Demerit  System.
Messy hair, bad nails and bad make-
up cost five demerits each. So does
calling the Room Director by his
first name, failing to keep a makeup
appointment or eating food in the
Bunny Room. Chewing gum or eat-
ing while on duty is ten demerits
for the first offense, 20 for the second
and dismissal for the third. A three-
time loser for “failure to report for
work without replacement” is not
only dismissed but blacklisted from
all other Playboy Clubs. Showing up
late for work or after a break costs
a demerit a minute, failure to follow
a Room Director’s instructions costs
15. “The dollar value of demerits,”
notes the Bunny Bible, “shall be
determined by the General Man-
ager of each Club.”

Once the system is mastered, there
are still instructions for specific jobs.
Door Bunnies greet customers and
check their keys. Camera Bunnies
must operate Polaroids, Cigarette
Bunnies explain why a pack of
cigarettes can’t be bought without
a Playboy lighter, Hat Check Bun-
nies learn the system, Gift Shop
Bunnies sell Playboy products,
Mobile Gift Shop Bunnies carry
Playboy products around in baskets
and Table Bunnies memorize 13
pages of drinks.

There’s more to Bunnyhood than
stuffing bosoms.

Note: Section 523 says: “Em-

ployees may enter and enjoy the
{acilities of the Club as bona fide
guests of #1 Keyholders.” Are these
the big shots my Larry Mathews
friend had in mind?

Morning, Monday 4‘th

At 11 A.m. I went to see the Playboy
doctor (“'Failure to keep doctor’s
appointment, 20 demerits”) at his
office in a nearby hotel. The nurse
gave me a medical history form to
fill out. “Do you know this includes
an internal physical? I've been try-
ing to get Miss Shay to warn the
girls.” [ said 1 knew, but that I
didnt understand why it was re-
quired. “It's for your own good,”
she said, and led me into a narrow
examining room containing a medi-
cine chest, a scales, and a gynecologi-
cal table. I put on a hospital robe
and waited. 1t seemed 1 had spent a
good deal of time lately either tak-
ing oft clothes, waiting, or both.

The nurse came back with the
doctor, a stout, 60-ish man with the
pink and white skin of a baby. “So
you're going Lo be a Bunny,” he said
heartily. “Just came back from
Miami~ myself. Beautiful Club
down there. Beautiful Bunnies.” I
started to ask him if he had the
coast-to-coast Bunny franchise, but
he interrupted to ask how 1 liked
Bunnyhood. Well, it’s livelier than
being a secretary, 1 said, and he told
me to sit on the cdge of the table.
As he pounded my back and listened
to me breathe, the thought crossed
my mind that every Bunny in the
New York Club had rested on the
same spot. “This is the part all the
girls hate,” said the doctor, and took
blood from my arm for a Wasser-
mann test. I told him that testing for
venereal disease seemed a little
ominous. “Don’t be silly,” he said,
“all the employees have to do it.
You'll know everyone in the Club
is clean.” I said that their being
clean didn't really alfect me and
that I objected to being put through
these tests. Silence. He asked me to
stand to ‘“see if your legs are
straight.” Okay, 1 said, 1 have to
have a Wassermann. But what about
an internal examination? Is that re-
quired of waitresses in New York
State? “What do you care?” he said,
“It’s free and it's for everybody's
good.” How? I asked. “Look,” he
said impatiently, “we usually find
that girls who object to it strenu-
ously have some reason...” He
paused significantly. 1 paused. too.
1 could either go through with it,
or I could march out in protest. But
in protest of what?

Back in the reception room, the
nurse gave me a note to show Miss
Shay that I had, according to pre-
liminary tests at least, passed. As I
put on my coat, she phoned a lab-
oratory to pick up “a blood sample
and a smear.” | asked why those
tests and no urine sample? Wasn't
that the most common laboratory
test of all? “It's for your own pro-
tection,” she said, firmly, “and any-
way, the Club pays.”

Down in the Jobby, I stopped in
a telephone booth to call the Board
of Health. Was a Wassermann Test
required of waitresses in New York
City? “No.” What kind of physical
examination was required? “None

at all,” they said.

Afternoon, Monday 4‘(11

The Bunny Mother Lecture
turned out to be a casual and much-
interrupted talk with Sheralee in
her small windowless office. There
were seven other trainees, two of
them already in costume. There was
also a delicate blonde, the part-time
model from Texas whom I had al-
ready met, a very big girl with very
long hair who said she was a mag-
cian’s assistant, a square-looking girl
in a plaid suit and a pretty brunette
who never took her coat off.

For the most part, Sheralee’s tatk
repeated the Bunny Bible, but some
points were new:

1. Because of the minimum wage in
New York City, we must get a salary
of $50 a week. We get tips, but the
Club takes 50 percent of the first $30
worth of those that are charged, 25
percent of amounts up to $60 and 5
percent after that. “That means half
of everything,” whispered a girl in
costume. ‘“Who gets more than $30
a day?”

2. We may keep all tips that are
given to us in cash, but if we indi-
cate any preference for cash tips we
will be fired.

8. “We don’t even want you kids to
know what ‘Drink Average’ means,”
said Sheralee, and explained that it
meant the number of drinks per cus-
tomer. “But if you give good service,
you're bound to get more reorders,
and you get merits for good service.
A hundred merits equal $25.”

4. I{ we meet boyfriends or hus-
bands after work, we must do it at
least two blocks from the Club. Cus-
tomers must never see us meeting
other men.

5. We should never leave money in
our lockers. Two girls have just
been fired for stealing.

6. Because of “special problems in
New York,” we can't be charged
money for demerits, so we may buy
them back with merits. If a hundred
merits are worth $25, isn't it the
same thing? “No,” satd Sheralee.
7. Number One Keyholders are
given special treatment; Le., we
bring them telephone, pad and pen
immediately. Playboy International
then “‘absorbs” the amount of their
bills. Number One Keys go to the
executives of all the Clubs, impor-
tant members of the press and a few
other VIPs. We may also give them
our names, accompany them in the
Club and go out with them. The
magician’s assistant asked if we had
to go out with them. Sheralee said,
“Of course not.”” "“But,” she said,
“one of the Room Directors got mad
at me for not telling my last name
to a Number One Keyholder. I ex-
plained that I was married, but he
said I should give my last name any-
way.” Sheralee said she was sure
the Room Director didn’t mean it.
“You never have to do anything you
don’t want,” she said comfortingly.
8. The apartment of Vic Lownes is
used for Playboy's promotional par-
ties in New York just as Hugh Hel-
ner's house is used in Chicago.
(“Mr. Lownes used to run the
Clubs,” Sheralee explained, “but
now he’s associated mostly with the
magazine.") When ive go to such
parties, we are not allowed to bring







