Simple
and

economical »

THE

SPARKLET

Buy a Sparklet syphon.
You will be proud to own
one. The Sparklet syphon .
looks good and is good —
whether at home or in a .
bar. It gives you as much '
fresh $soda’ water as you .
|

STREAMLINE
MODEL

like,iseconomical, hygienic
and so easy to prepare. To
refill the Sparklet syphon
you just fill it with water;
screw on a new Sparklet .
Bulb; a quick twist and .
another big syphon-full is
ready.It’sassimpleasthat. n

STANDARD
MODEL

SYPHON

S

See Sparklet Syphons
at all good stores

Agents : CLAUDE W, BATTEN & CO.
19 Edward Street, Wellington, C.1.

PARKLETS LIMITED, LONDON, N.17

MOTHAKS

Don’t let moths ravage valuable clothing , . . hang
MOTHAKS in your wardrobe, have at 1¢ast one in
every drawer. Mgothaks keep clothes moth-free
and fresh, N.Z. Agents: L. L. Lennard Ltd., Box 1497,
Wellington.

A COUNTRY LIKE HOME

OYCE was a Californian kid from a
'+ broken home who kept a lot gayer
- than some products of broken homes.
i When she felt bad she chewed her
fingernails, cracked the joints of her
; hands, ate peanut butter and got fat,
- but she still managed to raise a grin
i most of the time. When she was fat she
i looked like a dark, cheerful seal, her
skin glistening as the peanut butter
seeped out of every pore. She was
sloppy in her dress and with her per-
sonal belongings, even more sloppy than
the usual Californian kid, whose fashion
at present is to take endless pains over
dressing the hair and making up the
face, and then hurriedly throwing on a
check shirt with the tail out, jeans, and
' a pair of canvas sneakers. This is good
business for the beauty parlours and
Sears, Roebuck, who sell a lot of jeans,
but bad for the Robes et Modes places.
Joyce was bad business all round. Some
cays she even neglected to put on lip-
stick.

The result was that Joyce was poison
to the other kids, and to older U.S.
women for that matter. but she got on
well with the Mexican muchachas, who
were neat themselves, but valued friend-
liness above appearance in others. And
she did so well with Mexican boys that
they were warned off by E! Profesor
Szekely’s wife, who was American, and
used to worry about the effect things
like that wouid have on the gyests, But
' there were, after ail, other Mexicans
outside La Rosa who were not under
Mrs. Szekely's influence, and Jovce
managed to get to occasignal parties
with friends in Tecate. The day she
had one of these parties on she ajways
imade a tremendous effort, spending
hours in scalding hot water practicailv
boiling the surplus peanut butter out
of her skin, end even longer locked in
her casita going through agonies of
grooming. She would emerge excited.
darkly glowing, weli turned out, and
naturally, late. Joyce locked very Mexi-
can at times, but she still kept a few
illusions about the time sense, and par-
ticular code of politeness of Mexican
men. A gringo girl can ‘take it for
granted that a Mexican will be late
when he calls for ber, up to two or
three hours late. Or he may not show
up at all. When he made the invitation
he was being galante and it pleased him
to see that he had made the lady happy.
Even if he hasn’t the money or the
transport or even the desire to carry
the matter further and keep the assigna-
I tion, he has still provided the lady with
a moment of happiness. Mexican men
are deeply aware that-any lady honoured
with such a moment of happiness is re-
ceiving the dearest gift life has to offer.
Most Mexican women are content to
agree, but gringos, even Joyce, do not
take quite the same view.

When Joyce was stood up in this
manner she used to go and beat on
Teach’s door. Teach was an old lizard-
skinned fellow who'd lived around the
furnace hot Imperial Valley most of his
seventy-odd years. He talked endlessly
of deals in metals and minerals, and he
had a stock of wise saws.on health and
behaviour.- He woas inclined to call
Joyce “daughter.” She used to type
business letters for him, which he inter-
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spersed with gems from his collection

Un-Mexican Activities: Teach
and Joyce

of wise saws. She called him Teach and
thought he was kinda cute and probably
a millionaire. He drove a well-preserved
Model A coupe, an unusual vehicle for
a millionaire, but Joyce fipured he liked
to be inconspicuous. He didn't sleep
well, and used to talk half the night
if he could find anyoune to talk to, and
so he didn't mind when Joyce came
beating on his door in her finery, but
without an escort, cracking her finger
joints and chattering like a monkey with
frustration. Usually he’d rise to the
nccasion and  they'd drive off in the
Model A fifty miles to San Diego to
see a late night movie. They'd stop off
for a supper of tacos or enchiladas in
Tijuana on the way home, and it would
be pretty late by the time they trundled
into the La Rosa gate. Joyce would go
straight to her work in the office and
back to her sloppy living. After a few
days the make-up job would wear off
her face, which would again take on iis
vegetable oil finish,

One morning they didn’t come back.
The Commandante of Police drove in to
report they were hoth in the Tijuana
hospital, under police guard. Joyce had
been driving the Model A apd had
swiped a parked car. S8he was a very
poor driver who always hoped to im-
prove with practjce,

Some of us went to see them in hos-
pital and inspect the list of charges
against them. Joyce had a long, broken-
glass cut in her forearm, but was far
mere cheerful than Teach, who was
slightly concussed, had lost his upper
set of teeth, and was pessimistic about
his car. We gathered he was certainly
no millionaire. but well in debt, and
unable to pay fines. Unless someone
paid the fines, he’d stay in jail. El Pro-
fesor's lawyer went to work and they
were sprung quickly. Someone paid.
Teach said it was his relations. EI Pro-
fesor, wha had also harboured enough
illusions about Teach’s credit to let him
run up a large bill, said only that Teach
would have to leave the country er the
police would be at him again, The Com-
mandante appraved of his expulsion,
saying in effect that no right thinking
Megxican could agree that such an old
and ugly gringo was a fit escort for
Joyce. Joyce went back to peanut butter

.with redoubled zest after the spare
rations in Tijuana hospital, ‘
—G. leF. Y.

“Joyce looked like a cheerful seal”
N.Z. LISTENER, APRIL 6, 1956.



