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“Why Joe DiMaggio Is Striking Out with Marilyn Monroe!”

He put the wood to the best fastballs ever served up in the American League, but “Joltin’ Joe” DiMaggio kept swinging at and missing those lovely curves in his world series of the heart—that gallant attempt to make Marilyn Monroe his wife.

The “pitcher” in this case had the male half of the North American continent sighing in frustration when gossip columnists said she’d jiggle down the aisle with the famed Yankee slugger. Marilyn and the headline-conscious publicity department of Twentieth Century-Fox made a six-month riddle out of the question: “Will or won’t the wedding bells ring?” For months on end, the bosomy beauty made much of the fact that she hadn’t even been asked for her hand and what came with it. Many a baffled male thought this was bedrock proof that DiMaggio was cracking up.

DiMaggio Isn’t Talking

From his place in the matrimonial batter’s box, Joe said practically nothing. It wasn’t unusual. DiMaggio’s always been the kind of man who let his actions speak for themselves and his devoted attention to Marilyn spoke volumes. He even prompted the wrath of his ex-wife, Dorothy Arnold, who sued for complete custody of their nine-year-old son, on grounds that DiMaggio was taking Joe, Jr., along on his dates with the chesty blonde.

It was as obvious as a line drive into Yankee Stadium bleachers that Joe was wearing his heart on his sleeve for Marilyn. But he, too, knew he was fanning out like a bush leaguer with Marilyn. He couldn’t figure out, for some time, who the opposition manager was.

Fans of Joe’s and Marilyn’s, who are still scratching their heads over this puzzle, can relax. The answer is Joe Schenck, an old artist at the fade-away pitch in the Hollywood league. Genial Joe (Schenck, that is) said “No dice,” when Marilyn went to him to confess palpitations of the heart over one of the best ball players since Babe Ruth. In effect, he told her, “Have fun, kid, but don’t get serious.” That was enough to change a four-bagger into an easy out.

Sultry Marilyn Listens to “Daddy”

The uninitiated may well inquire how a balding, squat little gnome old enough to be her grandfather could exert such a strong influence over the beauteous Miss Monroe. Insiders will confess they, too, are often a little baffled over Joe’s Rasputin-like powers. But none deny his abilities.

Schenck, they point out, occupies the role of a “father” in Miss Monroe’s life. He guides the luscious blonde’s career, inspires her ambitions, lauds her triumphs and lulls her fears. He’s always there with a paternal hug or a strong shoulder to cry on.

It was he who assigned top designers to create a wardrobe that beautifully just misses clothing Miss Monroe. To him go the honors for putting witty writers to work spinning those headline-catching remarks she makes (sample comment against sun-bathing: “I like to be blonde all over”). To others, Joe Schenck might be a bald-headed old man. To Marilyn, he was, and is, the kind of guy every little girl wants—the man who snaps his fingers and gets results.

If Marilyn was ripe for such a relationship, there can be no argument that Schenck is a cum laude graduate of the university for “Daddies, De Luxe.” This stubby Galahad has been a knight in a cream-colored convertible for years to gals from six to 36 (beyond that age bracket, a girl isn’t supposed to need a pop).


Excerpt from “Why Joe DiMaggio Is Striking Out with Marilyn Monroe!”
(August 1953)           



On this summer afternoon he businessmen in the gray flannel suits and the secretaries who assisted them were at their desks. Outside, it was amateur hour on the streets of New York City as aimless tourists, their heads bobbing down to look at maps and up to look at tall buildings, meandered along Broadway. Robert Harrison, forty-eight, blue-eyed, deeply tanned, and dapper as always in his white suit and white fedora, glided through this crowd like a broken-field runner, the ever-present cigarette dangling from his lip and a copy of Confidential magazine in his hands. It was August 1953, and Harrison smiled the smile of a man who knew he was at the top of his game in the greatest city in the greatest country in the world. On almost every corner he passed in the five blocks between his home at the Parc Vendôme on West Fifty-seventh Street and his Broadway office, there was a newsstand. And on each newsstand only Harrison’s magazine promised the answer to the question that was on every American’s mind: “Why Joe DiMaggio Is Striking Out with Marilyn Monroe!”

Harrison had launched his semimonthly Confidential nine months earlier with a press run of 150,000 and a racy mix of stories that included a feature on a homosexual wedding, a portfolio of pictures of women in their underwear, an exposé entitled “I Was Tortured on a Chain Gang,” and a “science” story by a Manhattan psychiatrist that revealed that athletes are lousy lovers. No matter that the gay wedding, purportedly set in Paris, was staged and photographed in Harrison’s New York City apartment, that the chain gang story was utter fiction, and that the underwear pics were retreads from Harrison’s stable of girlie magazines—Beauty Parade, Whisper, Eyeful, Titter, Wink, and Flirt. Readers loved the pulp paper magazine with the lurid red and yellow covers that used exclamation marks as often as other magazines used periods. Now, by issue number 3, Harrison knew that Hollywood was the country’s richest source of sensational stories. And with the August issue of Confidential he was to learn for sure what Twentieth Century–Fox already knew—Monroe sells.

In 1953 her three films—Niagara, Gentlemen Prefer Blondes, and How to Marry a Millionaire—grossed more than $25 million, making Marilyn the studio’s most valuable property. With its promise of “the story behind the story” on the Monroe-DiMaggio romance, Harrison discovered Marilyn was equally valuable to Confidential, whose circulation for the August 1953 issue would climb to a stunning 800,000 copies, far surpassing tame movie industry favorites such as Photoplay. Harrison himself had written the story, using the pseudonym Harrison Roberts. It said that Joe Schenck, co-founder and chairman of Twentieth Century–Fox and one of Hollywood’s richest and most powerful men, opposed the Monroe-DiMaggio marriage. Heavy with innuendo, the Confidential story said Schenck was Monroe’s “daddy,” a role it averred he had played with a number of other young actresses. Indeed, Hollywood insiders knew Monroe as one of Schenck’s “girls,” invited to sit in on the high-stakes card games at his Holmby Hills estate where aspiring actresses met, and slept with, studio executives and producers. Confidential offered titillating details, reporting, for example, an IRS investigation into Schenck’s attempt to deduct as business expenses the new car and furniture he supplied to a young woman he met in Miami and brought to Los Angeles as a “secretary.”

In some ways, the swipe at Schenck was a foolhardy move for a publication in business less than a year. After all, Schenck wasn’t a public figure whose foibles would interest the average reader. He was, however, a powerful Hollywood aristocrat so concerned about his image and reputation that he was rumored to have backed Hollywood Reporter, then as now one of the film industry’s major trade organs, to assure a steady flow of good news, or at least forestall any bad publicity.

To Hollywood insiders, the Monroe story was a clear sign that Confidential wasn’t going to play by the unwritten rules that governed timid fan magazines such as Photoplay, Film Pictorial, Modern Screen, Motion Picture Classic, and Silver Screen, and docile trade publications such as Variety and Hollywood Reporter, all financially dependent on or easily intimidated by the studios. The very existence of so obstreperous a publication was another in a growing number of signs, albeit initially a small and easily overlooked one, that the studios were losing their tight grip on the film industry, its stars, its theaters, its public, and even its sense of magic.

Hollywood in the Golden Age of the thirties and forties had become the funhouse mirror in which the country checked its reflection. And America had become accustomed to a reassuring, if remarkably distorted, image. The mirror showed America’s men in the image of John Wayne and Jimmy Stewart—strong, solid, exemplifying the integrity and rightness of America herself. And America’s women? In Hollywood, they ran the narrow gamut from Doris Day to Betty Grable, from beauty, integrity, and wholesomeness on one end of the spectrum to beauty, integrity, and sexiness on the other. Thanks to legions of publicists and an inept and sometimes corrupt press, magazines and newspapers propounded the myth that the real Hollywood, spread across affluent neighborhoods in central and west Los Angeles, was every bit as wholesome as the cinematic one.

The Motion Picture Production Code was partially responsible for Hollywood’s image of America and America’s image of Hollywood. “No picture shall be produced which will lower the moral standards of those who see it,” the code stipulated. In the service of that principle, it stipulated that “passion should be treated in such manner as not to stimulate the lower and baser emotions.” Its earliest versions demanded moral retribution for every sin, including sex out of wedlock. Thanks to its strictures, abortions and illicit drug use were as rare on the screen as were homosexuality and miscegenation.

The code was a way to gild with legitimacy an industry born in the nickelodeons of America’s crime-ridden immigrant slums. It was a great device for deflecting attacks from the Catholic National Legion of Decency and various state censorship boards. It appeased federal legislators, who moved on to regulate the television industry instead. And it reassured good people everywhere who had been alarmed by the movie colony’s drug and sex scandals in the 1920s and by the revolutionary fervor of films during the Great Depression.

Morals clauses in the contracts of all movie stars helped ensure that their private lives mirrored their wholesome movie images. What the code and the morals clauses didn’t dictate was assured by the upper-middle-class mores of the affluent Jewish immigrants who owned the studios and were largely responsible for creating Hollywood as Shangri-La. As in their own private worlds, so in the movies, black people, if evident at all, knew their place. Communism was the devil’s own work.And on the silver screen the prosperity and social stability that blessed America in the war years stretched unending into the future.
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Confidential claimed in its August 1953 issue that Joe Schenck, chairman of Twentieth Century-Fox, stood in the way of Marilyn Monroe’s marriage to “Joltin’ Joe” DiMaggio. Attacking the powerful Schenck was a bold move for a magazine less than a year old and a sign that it wouldn’t be intimidated by the Hollywood studios.

Certainly the men who ran Hollywood knew life was more complicated than that. Thanks partly to the success of television, theater attendance by 1950 had declined by nearly half from its postwar peak in 1946. Yet Hollywood still hadn’t decided how to come to terms with that little box. Antitrust rulings and other forces had conspired to break up the studio system that had oppressed and nurtured a generation of stars. Backlots that had hummed with the production of as many as one hundred movies a year in the 1940s were being sold and subdivided for commercial use by the 1950s. Leading ladies and men reveled in the growing freedom to pursue vastly more profitable futures outside the constraints of exclusive contracts with a particular studio. But they also were nervous without the protection of the studios, which had provided regular salaries and legions of publicists. Thousands of other workers were even less sure of their employment prospects.
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Publisher Robert Harrison learned that Marilyn Monroe moved magazines when he put the “Why Joe DiMaggio Is Striking Out with Marilyn Monroe!” story on Confidential’s August 1953 cover. Circulation jumped from 150,000 copies for the magazine’s first issue to 800,000 copies for this issue, its fourth.

On the political front, life also was complicated. Hollywood largely had been “cleansed” of Communists and fellow travelers in the late 1940s. But in the decade that followed the blacklist remained in effect. Congressmen Francis Walter and J. Parnell Thomas continued to summon actors and directors to testify before the House Committee on Un-American Activities in the persistent belief that some elements of Hollywood wanted to tint America Red. There also were signs that young Americans who had left the farms and towns of Middle America to fight overseas in World War II had come home with a more cynical and sophisticated view of the world than what Hollywood was offering.

Against all these threats and uncertainties there was something reassuring to studio executives about the image of a right and innocent America and a moral and proper Hollywood that they had worked so hard to construct and now struggled so hard to maintain. Thus there was a lot at stake in December 1952 when the trucks of Publishers Distributing Corporation rolled out across America to deliver the first issue of Confidential, proudly subtitled “Uncensored and Off the Record.” Not five years later, in a nasty courtroom battle whose excited news coverage made it the O. J. Simpson trial of its time, Hollywood seemingly vanquished Confidential. But its damage had been done. The magazine, in stripping away layer upon layer of Hollywood puffery, left a legacy of skepticism and cynicism that was quickly embraced by Americans who had come to doubt the oh-so-wholesome image of life they saw projected endlessly on the silver screen.

Although Confidential eventually fell, it spawned dozens of imitators, some of which continue to prosper. In many ways, Confidential was father to the National Enquirer, the Star, E! True Hollywood Story, Access Hollywood, TMZ.com, and for that matter, today’s Vanity Fair. Confidential was, in a sense, inevitable. “Half-fictionalized as they are,” said Camille Paglia, the feminist social critic who grew up reading Confidential, “the tabloids, with their twin themes of sex and violence, tell the lurid pagan truth about life.” As Robert Harrison put it, “I sincerely believe the basic vehicle of the story-behind-the-story will be here long after we are all dead.”
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“They Started in Their Birthday Suits!”

During those dismal months of 1930 when America was engulfed in the Great Depression, a young movie actress still in her teens was setting the stage—some 4,000 miles away in Vienna—to give Americans the biggest lift they’d had since Otis developed the elevator. On location in a woodland dell, this young nymph, scarcely over 15 but with a beautifully matured body, slid sinuously into a brook and showed America—as well as the rest of the world—the shape it should be in.

For the tawny dryad frisking about in the ole swimmin’ hole unencumbered by anything so prosaic as a bathing suit was Hedy Lamarr, making her bow in her birthday suit. The movie, of course, was the daring and now famous Ecstasy, and after the bathing sequence nobody bothered to find out whether Hedy could act, too. Nor did they care.

Almost before she could get her clothes back on, Hedy was signed for Hollywood by Louis B. Mayer, who put her in Algiers opposite Charles Boyer, where she made history. In the process she shed one husband, Fritz Mandl (who spent a fortune unsuccessfully trying to suppress Ecstasy), and acquired three others, producer Gene Markey, actor John Loder, and hotelman Ted Stauffer.

When a Gal Makes a Rep in the Raw

While it’s undoubtedly true that there’s nothing so chaste as nudity, a girl who makes a rep in the raw is certain to be chased—especially by Hollywood. This season’s case in point is a blonde whose appearance in the altogether caused her to zoom from obscurity to the cover of just about every magazine except the Harvard Law Review.

The gal’s name is Norma Jean Mortenson, a monicker hung on her at birth in Los Angeles, but when she grew up and turned to modeling for a living, and had her pelt photographed in four colors, she attracted a following as enthusiastic as an American Legion convention.

… Actually, there are many other Hollywood stars today who … figuratively and literally speaking … have been caught with their panties down. And in sharp focus, yet.


Excerpt from “They Started in Their Birthday Suits!”
(November 1953)            



It would be a few months after publication of the Monroe-DiMaggio story before Harrison learned from his distributors the extent of that issue’s success. But there were clear signs it would be a big one. One night after it first hit the newsstands, a copy of the magazine had surfaced while Harrison was at the Colony, the former mob hangout turned society enclave on East Sixty-first Street that attracted the likes of Angier Biddle Duke, the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, and Mrs. William K. Vanderbilt. To Harrison’s amusement and amazement, owner Gene Cavallaro had rented the twenty-five-cent magazine out at a dollar a read to his curious and enthusiastic patrons, donating the money to charity. Harrison also had spotted café society reading Confidential at El Morocco and ‘21.’

So Harrison decided to feature Monroe (née Mortenson) in his next issue. This time she shared billing with other stars in a fluffy piece of reporting that revealed little, save for a grainy photo of young Hedy Lamarr and Yvonne De Carlo (“who did more for cheesecake than Leo Lindy of restaurant fame”), who had appeared in the buff early in her career. Cheesecake photos, chorus girls, birthday suits—it was the type of story that Harrison knew well.

One of his first forays into writing, which can’t help but have influenced his approach to Confidential, was a story he had written as a young man during an eight-month stint as a writer for the New York Evening Graphic. It was about a dancer Harrison fancied in Florenz Ziegfeld’s Frolics, a midnight revue that featured girls clad in balloons. The Graphic was to newspapers and Broadway what Confidential would become to magazines and Hollywood. The afternoon paper was launched in 1924 by Bernarr Adolphus Macfadden, a health faddist known as much for walking to work barefoot as for his role as publisher of True Story and other magazines. Macfadden’s concept was a newspaper by and for “the people,” an idea that extended to inviting ordinary citizens to write about the fires, burglaries, and other incidents that enlivened and plagued their lives—a foreshadowing of today’s Internet fad of “citizen journalism.”

But what really distinguished the Graphic was its coverage of society divorces and murders and the use of composographs—doctored photos that purported to show everything from Rudolph Valentino’s arrival in heaven to a society party that featured a naked girl in a bathtub. The Graphic failed in 1932, but not before it launched the careers of a young sportswriter named Ed Sullivan and a Broadway columnist named Walter Winchell and helped mold the journalistic sensibilities of young Robert Harrison.

When the Graphic went out of business, Harrison did a variety of jobs, from writing copy for Cook’s tour brochures to selling song lyrics. In 1935, he finally landed work with Quigley Publishing Co., which gave him six years of stability and an introduction to the industry that would become the focus of Harrison’s own publishing empire. Although based in New York City, Martin J. Quigley, Harrison’s boss, was a real Hollywood insider. He fell in love with Hollywood after reviewing D. W. Griffith’s The Birth of a Nation in 1915 for a Chicago newspaper. He quit his newspaper job and started publishing the weekly Exhibitors Herald, a movie trade journal. By 1930 he had purchased two other weeklies and merged them into Motion Picture Herald.

Quigley became a confidant of movie industry titans such as Cecil B. DeMille, Howard Hughes, Samuel Goldwyn, Darryl F. Zanuck, Walt Disney, Louis B. Mayer, Irving Thalberg, Harry Cohn, and Jack and Harry Warner. He also, oddly enough, helped write the very Motion Picture Production Code that enforced the mythic view of Hollywood that Harrison and Confidential helped destroy. Quigley, a Catholic layman, teamed with Daniel A. Lord, a Jesuit priest, who professed himself shocked at the language of talking pictures. “Silent smut had been bad,” he wrote in Played by Ear, his autobiography. “Vocal smut cried to the censors for vengeance.”

Will H. Hays, president of the Motion Picture Association of America (MPAA), accepted Quigley and Lord’s draft of the code. It was a “deeply Catholic text,” wrote Thomas Doherty, a professor of American Studies at Brandeis University who has studied the impact of such censorship on Hollywood. “The Code was no mere list of Thou-Shalt-Nots but a homily that sought to yoke Catholic doctrine to Hollywood formula: The guilty are punished, the virtuous are rewarded, the authority of church and state is legitimate, and the bonds of matrimony are sacred.”

The result, says Doherty, was “a Jewish-owned business selling Roman Catholic theology to Protestant America.”

To prod the MPAA and the studios into actually enforcing the code, Catholics formed the National Legion of Decency. The Legion’s pledge called on good Catholics, and Protestants and Jews, to “condemn absolutely those debauching motion pictures which, with other degrading agencies, are corrupting public morals and promoting a sex mania in our land. Considering these evils,” the pledger proclaimed, “I hereby promise to remain away from all motion pictures except those which do not offend decency and Christian morality.” Joseph I. Breen, himself a Catholic, was named to head the Production Code Administration, which checked film scripts for code violations and issued a Production Code Seal of Approval that became essential if a studio wanted its film screened.

Harrison took to advertising but, unlike Quigley, not to Hollywood. Quigley sent him to the film capital in 1935 as a reward for his hard work. “I hated it,” Harrison remembered. “It was a dull town. I knew nobody there. There was no night life, and I like night life.” Nor was Harrison, ever the entrepreneur, satisfied working at seventy dollars a week for Quigley. In addition to providing passes to musical revues where Harrison could indulge his taste for showgirls, Harrison’s contacts at Quigley Publishing were a rich source of cheesecake photos. So Harrison started collecting them. Before long he had enough to mock up a concept for the sort of magazine he wanted to read and publish.

Harrison’s publishing venture took on some urgency on Christmas Eve of 1941, when Quigley heard about it and fired him. Harrison’s sisters Helen and Edith rallied around their baby brother. Helen passed the hat and turned over five hundred dollars, four hundred of it borrowed from Edith’s young daughter, Marjorie. Now, Bob Harrison was in business for himself with a magazine he called Beauty Parade, which carried the subtitle “Girls, Gags & Giggles.” In short order he launched three new titles—Eyeful, Titter, and Wink—and hired his sisters to help manage his growing magazine empire. In 1946 he rounded out the collection with Whisper, a magazine that in many ways foreshadowed Confidential with consumer stories such as “Gas Stations Rip-Off!” along with more lurid tales of crime and sex.

It was a family enterprise, published from a two-room apartment that Harrison shared with sister Helen and later, when he began to make money, from a nine-room apartment in Manhattan’s Parc Vendôme that he shared with Helen and her husband, Dan Studin. Harrison’s success allowed him all sorts of luxuries. Over his bed he mounted an enormous oil of a nude man and woman that had been commissioned as art for one of his magazines. He turned one room of the apartment into a miniature nightclub, complete with tables with checkered cloths, a bar, and zebra stripes that recalled El Morocco. Harrison also began to indulge his taste for the custom-made white Cadillac Eldorados, expensive white suits, and white fedoras that distinguished him from the other swells who drifted from the Follies to the nightclubs most nights in Manhattan. He brooked no criticism about his indulgences. “It so happens I have three white polo coats,” he told an interviewer. “What the hell’s wrong with that? I love them! Any guy with a little showmanship would go for that.”

Harrison took the girlie magazine business to new heights, or new lows, depending on one’s perspective, by intuiting and exploiting passions and curiosities that were off limits to more conventional publishers. One innovation was credited to Edythe Farrell, an editor he hired from Police Gazette, a newspaper launched in the early 1800s that professed to educate its readers about crime while titillating them with all the most gruesome details. It was Farrell, described by a contemporary as “a high-tension number who could swear like a fishwife,” who introduced her new boss to Krafft-Ebing’s Psychopathia Sexualis and the idea that whips and chains and spike heels would sell.

“Edythe was a Hunter graduate who had majored in psychology,” recalled someone who witnessed her meeting Harrison for the first time at a cocktail party. “She told him that the average fetishist is completely disinterested in nudes but the most innocuous things could arouse them. She told him all about sadism and masochism. When he said: ‘I don’t dig that stuff,’ she told him: ‘But it has appeal.’”

Soon Harrison’s magazines became known for girls in bondage, girls wrestling, and girls chained by their evil slave masters, who likely as not were portrayed by Harrison himself, as much to save a buck on modeling fees as for the fun of it. He posed as everything from a white slaver to an irate husband spanking his wife in set-up photos in his magazines. It made the office a wacky and entertaining place. “The place was just nuts,” remembered Larry Sanders, who edited the girlie magazines for a time. “You’d be trying to write a caption and you’d look up and this gal would be walking through pulling 20 yards of chain, and Bob would come out in his bathrobe needing a shave after just have gotten up at 11 a.m., yelling ‘Let’s do a fanetta (posterior) shot’ or: ‘Let’s do a buzzoom (bosom) shot,’ and the photographers would be crawling up a ladder to shoot down the girl’s cleavage.”

Truth be told, his innovative photo stories hardly deserved to be called stories. A typical one was “Trunk and Disorderly,” published in Eyeful, that offered four pages of photos of a blond clad in fishnet hose and a chain-mesh-and-rubber bra struggling to open and then close a trunk. For his covers, Harrison hired talented artists such as Earl Moran, Billy De Vorss, and Peter Driben—all recognized today by collectors of this exotic art form as being at the top of the craft. Driben had studied at the Sorbonne and worked for the film studios, doing the original posters and publicity materials for The Maltese Falcon. His approach was typical of the Harrison magazine cover, with a girl posed to show as much leg as possible against a bold background of red, yellow, blue, or green.

Models weren’t hard to find. Harrison had his pick from among the thousands of strippers and showgirls who flocked to New York in search of fame. One of his most popular models was Bettie Page. The Tennessee girl with the ice blue eyes and coal black hair was named “Miss Pinup Girl of the World” in 1955, in no small part because of her poses in Harrison’s magazines in bondage gear and lingerie.

But for all his success, Harrison fretted that his wasn’t a “respectable” business. As a girlie magazine publisher, he had his first brushes with the law, ranging from a relatively minor arrest for photographing half-naked models posing as Ku Klux Klan members on a New Jersey golf course to a damaging decision by the U.S. Post Office to bar his magazines from the mail, later modified to require its prior review. Worse, by early 1952 the group of girlie magazines, beset by competitors, was in financial trouble. Casting about for a new idea, Harrison noticed that everyone in his office was transfixed by the televised Kefauver hearings on the inner workings of organized crime. Estes Kefauver, chairman of the U.S. Senate’s Special Committee on Organized Crime in Interstate Commerce, convened the hearings in May 1950, giving ordinary Americans an inside look at what investigators called a secret “government within a government.”

The Kefauver hearings featured testimony from the likes of Virginia Hill, the glamorous mistress of Las Vegas mob boss Bugsy Siegel, who was said to have named his famous Flamingo Club casino in tribute to her long legs. Especially gripping were eight days of testimony in March 1951 about the inner workings of the Costello crime family. It was a week, said Life magazine, that “will occupy a special place in history … People had suddenly gone indoors into living rooms, taverns, and clubrooms, auditoriums and back-offices. There, in eerie half-light, looking at millions of small frosty screens, people sat as if charmed. Never before had the attention of the nation been riveted so completely
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