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Th e fi rst drive-in picture show opened on June 6, 
1933, in Camden, New Jersey. It was the brainchild of 
Richard Hollingshead, who mounted a movie projector 
on the hood of his car. Th e clicking projector beamed 

its fl ickering celluloid 
off ering onto one of 
Mrs. Hollingshead’s 
best white sheets that 
had been strung-up 
between two friendly 
trees. Pretty high-tech! 
Th e movie shown on 
that fi rst night was 

“Wife Beware,” a British comedy starring Adolph Men-
jou. Th e movie was somewhat of a theatrical fl op, but 
Mr. Hollingshead’s sheet and mounted projector were 
not. Drive-ins quickly became the new movie craze.

By 1942, there were 95 drive-ins in 27 states, and 
their popularity seemed unstoppable. It would take 
a goose-stepping man with a funny looking mous-
tache to put a damper on that popularity. Not because 
drive-ins lost their panache, 
but because gas and tires were 
rationed. During World War 
II, folks simply stayed home, 
listening on the radio to the 
antics of Fibber McGee and 
Molly, Amos “n” Andy, and 
Jack Benny. But as soon as the 
war ended, the boys marched 
home. Th en they, along with 
their wives and children, 
marched back to the drive-
ins in droves. By 1958, there 
were over 4,000 drive-ins na-
tionwide. So popular were the 
drive-ins, that 15 of them had 
special areas set up for small 
private planes. Boy! Talk about 
a cool date! Fly over to your 
girl’s house, dip low, and pick 
her up. Th en fl y over to the lo-
cal drive-in, land, and cuddle 
a little closer. Ah! Th ose were 
the days!

Now, fast forward a few years to 1963. I was eleven, 
and one late-summer night, I jumped into the backseat 
of a dashing-red, Plymouth Valiant that belonged to my 
older cousin Steve. He was none to pleased that he had 
chosen the short straw, as it were, which meant he got  
stuck babysitting me for the evening. I don’t know who 
was more upset, Cousin Steve, or his Marilyn Monroe-
ish girlfriend. But me? I was ecstatic! It would be my 
fi rst drive-in experience.

At that time, the Mississippi Gulf Coast sported a num-
ber of drive-ins: Th e Bay Drive-In in Bay St. Louis; Th e 
Moonlight in Pass Christian; Th e Do and the Don Drive-
Ins on Pass Road, Th e Beach Drive-In in Biloxi, and Th e 
Lake Drive-In in Pascagoula. I’m sure there were others, 
but those are the ones my little grey cells remember. Cous-
in Steve’s drive-in of choice was Th e Beach Drive-In. As 
we roared up to the ticket booth, he let out a shout of joy. 
“Dollar night!” Cousin Steve, the last of the big spenders, 
adored dollar night, which meant the entire carload got 
in for that price. Many a time, he loaded his trunk with 
four or fi ve of his best friends, but that’s another story. 

As he forked over the dough, I 
peered up at the larger-than-life 
lighthouse that was painted on 
the backside of the vast, out-
door movie screen. Biloxi was 
mighty uptown! No strung-up 
sheet or a hood mounted movie 
projector for it!

We then entered a vast land-
scape of wavy, asphalt ridges 
lined with cars. Cousin Steve, 
having already turned off  his 
headlights, eased his car into 
a parking space. Th e only ob-
ject separating our fl ashy-red 
Valiant from the cars on each 
side of it was an iron pole. At-
tached to the pole were two 
speakers; bulky, silver-grey 
objects made of iron, and cov-
ered with a grill that looked 
like something out of a cheesy, 
50s Sci-Fi movie. Cousin Steve 
grabbed the speaker, rolled up 

the window to hold the speaker in place, 
and turned up the volume. Tinny-sound-
ing, elevator music fi lled the air.

Cousin Steve then instructed “Marilyn” 
to look in the car’s glove box. Lo-and-be-
hold, she brought out a most interesting ob-
ject - Th e Pic Mosquito Coil. He attached 
the greenish colored, spiral shaped, coil to 
a small metal stand, which he then placed 
on the dash board. Lighting one end of the 
coil with his cigarette lighter (alas, most 
everyone smoked in those days) a snake-
like column of smoke, which smelled like 
burning fl owers, slowly introduced itself 
to the car and its occupants. Th is miracle 
mosquito repellent was invented to do just 
that: REPEL MOSQUITOS. But in real-
ity, most times it acted as some sort of mosquito 
aphrodisiac, attracting as many of the little 
bloodsuckers as it repelled. But I was NOT re-
pelled by the concession stand commercial that 
fl ickered across the movie screen.

Sitting in the back seat, I was mesmerized by 
the antics of the dancing hot-dogs and the sing-
ing, ice-cream sandwiches. A trip to the conces-
sion stand was imminent. Looking back on those 
days, did the popcorn ever taste so good? Could 
a concession stand hamburger, handmade with 
plump patties, dripping with mayonnaise and 
mustard, and drowning in tart onions, fresh 
lettuce, and ripe tomatoes, be beat? And don’t 
forget that frosty mug of Barqs root beer. Ah! 
Th ose were the days!

As Cousin Steve dragged me out of the con-
cession stand, and back to the car, the vast 
movie screen suddenly went dark. Th en, in wa-
tery-looking letters, the movie’s title stretched 
across the screen - CREATURE FROM THE 
BLACK LAGOON ! I know drive-ins were also 
known as “passion pits,” where many a teenager 
learned to kiss and pet, but trust me, nothing 
of that sort took place that night! By the end 
of the movie, I had been so traumatized by the 
scary gill-man from the Black Lagoon that I 
had crawled from the back seat into the front, 

and plopped down smack-dab in between 
Cousin Steve and “Marilyn.” Th ey broke 
up not long after that. 

In a twist of fate, my fi rst introduction 
to the drive-in picture show would also be 
my last encounter with one. I had cut my 
drive-in teeth on Creature From Th e Black 
Lagoon. And I ended my love aff air with 
drive-ins by watching Th e Legend of Boggy 
Creek at the Beverly Drive-In in Hatties-
burg, while attending college in that fair 
town during the early 70s. 

All the Coastal drive-ins have by now 
dissolved into dusty memory. But should 
you yearn for the days of old, when drive-
ins were a rite of passage for any teenager, 
the Beverly Drive-In is still opened for 

business. Today’s technology has been intro-
duced to its nostalgic atmosphere: FM-radio 
broadcasts the movie in crystal-clear sound. No 
more chunky speakers with tinny sounds. Mis-
sissippi still boasts three other operational drive-
ins: Th e Guntown Drive-In in Guntown, Th e 
Iuka Drive-In in (You guessed it!) Iuka, Missis-
sippi, and Th e Pontotoc Drive-In in Pontotoc. 

So, if you long for the drive-ins of yesteryear, 
dress the kids or the grand kids up in their fa-
vorite Spiderman pajamas, bundle them up with 
their favorite pillow or blanket, and motor up to 
Hattiesburg. Whirl into the Beverly. Light up the 
ol’ Pic Mosquito Control. And sit back and en-
joy. Oh! By the way, if it rains, you’ll get a “rain 
check” ticket. Ah! Just like the good ol’ days. 

Please remember 
to pray for our troops.

May God bless, 
and keep a song 

in your heart.

Anthony 
Wayne Kalberg

iougarbo@
cableone.net

Open To The Public
3499 Shell Landing Boulevard

Gautier, Mississippi
228.497.9791

  Remembering The
       “Drive-in Picture Show”

Whenever the crackling furnace of summer 
withers the Coastal landscape, I’m reminded of 
sticky-hot, summer evenings spent at the drive-
in picture show. For those of you born in the late 
60s or the early 70s, drive-ins, as they were called, 
might be a bit of a mystery. But to Baby Boomers, 
they conjure up memories of fun times long ago.
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The first drive-in picture show opened on June 6, 
1933, in Camden, New Jersey. It was the brainchild of 
Richard Hollingshead, who mounted a movie projector 
on the hood of his car. The clicking projector beamed 

its flickering celluloid 
offering onto one of 
Mrs. Hollingshead’s 
best white sheets that 
had been strung-up 
between two friendly 
trees. Pretty high-tech! 
The movie shown on 
that first night was 

“Wife Beware,” a British comedy starring Adolph Men-
jou. The movie was somewhat of a theatrical flop, but 
Mr. Hollingshead’s sheet and mounted projector were 
not. Drive-ins quickly became the new movie craze.

By 1942, there were 95 drive-ins in 27 states, and 
their popularity seemed unstoppable. It would take 
a goose-stepping man with a funny looking mous-
tache to put a damper on that popularity. Not because 
drive-ins lost their panache, 
but because gas and tires were 
rationed. During World War 
II, folks simply stayed home, 
listening on the radio to the 
antics of Fibber McGee and 
Molly, Amos “n” Andy, and 
Jack Benny. But as soon as the 
war ended, the boys marched 
home. Then they, along with 
their wives and children, 
marched back to the drive-
ins in droves. By 1958, there 
were over 4,000 drive-ins na-
tionwide. So popular were the 
drive-ins, that 15 of them had 
special areas set up for small 
private planes. Boy! Talk about 
a cool date! Fly over to your 
girl’s house, dip low, and pick 
her up. Then fly over to the lo-
cal drive-in, land, and cuddle 
a little closer. Ah! Those were 
the days!

Now, fast forward a few years to 1963. I was eleven, 
and one late-summer night, I jumped into the backseat 
of a dashing-red, Plymouth Valiant that belonged to my 
older cousin Steve. He was none to pleased that he had 
chosen the short straw, as it were, which meant he got  
stuck babysitting me for the evening. I don’t know who 
was more upset, Cousin Steve, or his Marilyn Monroe-
ish girlfriend. But me? I was ecstatic! It would be my 
first drive-in experience.

At that time, the Mississippi Gulf Coast sported a num-
ber of drive-ins: The Bay Drive-In in Bay St. Louis; The 
Moonlight in Pass Christian; The Do and the Don Drive-
Ins on Pass Road, The Beach Drive-In in Biloxi, and The 
Lake Drive-In in Pascagoula. I’m sure there were others, 
but those are the ones my little grey cells remember. Cous-
in Steve’s drive-in of choice was The Beach Drive-In. As 
we roared up to the ticket booth, he let out a shout of joy. 
“Dollar night!” Cousin Steve, the last of the big spenders, 
adored dollar night, which meant the entire carload got 
in for that price. Many a time, he loaded his trunk with 
four or five of his best friends, but that’s another story. 

As he forked over the dough, I 
peered up at the larger-than-life 
lighthouse that was painted on 
the backside of the vast, out-
door movie screen. Biloxi was 
mighty uptown! No strung-up 
sheet or a hood mounted movie 
projector for it!

We then entered a vast land-
scape of wavy, asphalt ridges 
lined with cars. Cousin Steve, 
having already turned off his 
headlights, eased his car into 
a parking space. The only ob-
ject separating our flashy-red 
Valiant from the cars on each 
side of it was an iron pole. At-
tached to the pole were two 
speakers; bulky, silver-grey 
objects made of iron, and cov-
ered with a grill that looked 
like something out of a cheesy, 
50s Sci-Fi movie. Cousin Steve 
grabbed the speaker, rolled up 

the window to hold the speaker in place, 
and turned up the volume. Tinny-sound-
ing, elevator music filled the air.

Cousin Steve then instructed “Marilyn” 
to look in the car’s glove box. Lo-and-be-
hold, she brought out a most interesting ob-
ject - The Pic Mosquito Coil. He attached 
the greenish colored, spiral shaped, coil to 
a small metal stand, which he then placed 
on the dash board. Lighting one end of the 
coil with his cigarette lighter (alas, most 
everyone smoked in those days) a snake-
like column of smoke, which smelled like 
burning flowers, slowly introduced itself 
to the car and its occupants. This miracle 
mosquito repellent was invented to do just 
that: REPEL MOSQUITOS. But in real-
ity, most times it acted as some sort of mosquito 
aphrodisiac, attracting as many of the little 
bloodsuckers as it repelled. But I was NOT re-
pelled by the concession stand commercial that 
flickered across the movie screen.

Sitting in the back seat, I was mesmerized by 
the antics of the dancing hot-dogs and the sing-
ing, ice-cream sandwiches. A trip to the conces-
sion stand was imminent. Looking back on those 
days, did the popcorn ever taste so good? Could 
a concession stand hamburger, handmade with 
plump patties, dripping with mayonnaise and 
mustard, and drowning in tart onions, fresh 
lettuce, and ripe tomatoes, be beat? And don’t 
forget that frosty mug of Barqs root beer. Ah! 
Those were the days!

As Cousin Steve dragged me out of the con-
cession stand, and back to the car, the vast 
movie screen suddenly went dark. Then, in wa-
tery-looking letters, the movie’s title stretched 
across the screen - CREATURE FROM THE 
BLACK LAGOON ! I know drive-ins were also 
known as “passion pits,” where many a teenager 
learned to kiss and pet, but trust me, nothing 
of that sort took place that night! By the end 
of the movie, I had been so traumatized by the 
scary gill-man from the Black Lagoon that I 
had crawled from the back seat into the front, 

and plopped down smack-dab in between 
Cousin Steve and “Marilyn.” They broke 
up not long after that. 

In a twist of fate, my first introduction 
to the drive-in picture show would also be 
my last encounter with one. I had cut my 
drive-in teeth on Creature From The Black 
Lagoon. And I ended my love affair with 
drive-ins by watching The Legend of Boggy 
Creek at the Beverly Drive-In in Hatties-
burg, while attending college in that fair 
town during the early 70s. 

All the Coastal drive-ins have by now 
dissolved into dusty memory. But should 
you yearn for the days of old, when drive-
ins were a rite of passage for any teenager, 
the Beverly Drive-In is still opened for 

business. Today’s technology has been intro-
duced to its nostalgic atmosphere: FM-radio 
broadcasts the movie in crystal-clear sound. No 
more chunky speakers with tinny sounds. Mis-
sissippi still boasts three other operational drive-
ins: The Guntown Drive-In in Guntown, The 
Iuka Drive-In in (You guessed it!) Iuka, Missis-
sippi, and The Pontotoc Drive-In in Pontotoc. 

So, if you long for the drive-ins of yesteryear, 
dress the kids or the grand kids up in their fa-
vorite Spiderman pajamas, bundle them up with 
their favorite pillow or blanket, and motor up to 
Hattiesburg. Whirl into the Beverly. Light up the 
ol’ Pic Mosquito Control. And sit back and en-
joy. Oh! By the way, if it rains, you’ll get a “rain 
check” ticket. Ah! Just like the good ol’ days. 

Please remember 
to pray for our troops.

May God bless, 
and keep a song 

in your heart.

Anthony 
Wayne Kalberg

iougarbo@
cableone.net

Open To The Public
3499 Shell Landing Boulevard

Gautier, Mississippi
228.497.9791

  Remembering The
       “Drive-in Picture Show”


