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so near Hot Water, or Agua Caltente,
the two towns are virtually one and the
same, or certainly parts of the same gen-
eral idea, which at its best is a good idea
and at its worst is not a bad one.

The city lies just barely across the
United States border in lower California of
Mexico, but it is not quite possible to be-
lieve it is an authentic Mexican city. It is
less than twenty miles south of the heart
of San Diego which is the jumping-off
point of thousands of daily American vis-
itors, but Tijuana cannot be considered an
American city, either. It is too far from
Mexico City to be Mexican and too near
Army, Navy, and Marine installations to
be considered American. Essentially it has
no real relationship to either nation, al-
though it is alternately cherished, tolerated,
regretted, despised, and finally defended by
both.

Tijuana s permanent residents eagerly
welcome the tourists with money in their
pockets, although it is impossible not to
notice an occasional gleam of contempt
in the eye of the native as his souvenirs,
entertainments, or services draw the money
from the tourists' pockets. But it isn't a
sincere contempt; it is an amiable and,
sometimes, even affectionate one. Many
visitors know enough Mexican to pretend
they are not tourists, and almost all na-
tives speak passable English, so that lan-
guage is almost never the source of any
misunderstanding or the cause of any dis-
putes or fights—of which the town has
surprisingly few. The native only wants
to make as much money as possible from
the visitor, who in turn only wants to get
full value for his crisp green and his hard
silver. This kind of understanding tends
to reduce the causes of trouble to the usual
basic two: temporary stupidity due to aleo-
hol, or an unaccountable personality aber-
ration. Gang fights or riots are virtually
unknown. Nobody from the U. S. seems
impelled to look down on the Mexicans
who, over the years, have acquired the
polish, patience, and cheeriness of members
of American service clubs.

Going to a foreign country for many
people is the setting free of a hungry,
thirsty, emotion-starved, noble prisoner
who must become, as quickly as possible,
the large generous hero he has cruelly been
prevented from being for so long—by cus-
tom, convention, fear of exposure, gossip,
neighbors, family, tattle-tales and fuddy-
duddies. Id, ego, and unnamed or un-
namable submerged forces leap out of the
prisoner's chemistry, quicken his pulse,
deepen his voice, strengthen his muscles,
and send him roaring to where the action
is. Town idlers and hustlers loafing around
on the Tijuana side of the border gate can

spot such visitors in a glance, even when
the visitors are not in uniform, even when
they are not high-spirited kids from sober
homes in the Midwest, the East, the
South, the North, or the Far West. Any
boy in uniform is considered to be always
ready to eat, drink, gamble, and be merry;
but he hardly ever has much more than
a few dollars to spend. A hustler, or
guide, prefers a male adult out of uniform
because he knows that Operation Freedom,
Fun, and Folly will soon be launched, at a
pretty good profit to all, including the
guide.

TfjUANA HAS many attractions. A slan-
derous story proudly told by Hungarian
men about Hungarian women may serve
to introduce one of them: the house of ill-
repute, so to speak. A visitor to Budapest
in 1914 is said to have asked a man in the
street, "Which of these is a house?" He
was told, "I have lived in Budapest all my
life, and I haven't yet found out which
isn't,"

There is nothing fancy about the "fancy
houses" of Tijuana. Strictly speaking, they
cannot be considered houses at all, in the
traditional sense, although there are bet-
ter than two dozen places whose girls have
been stamped medically O.K. These girls
are generally young (but never underage),
neither elegant nor expert, as the girls
and women in traditional houses would be,
and not, contrary to what one might imag-
ine, predominantly Mexican. As a matter
of fact, American girls predominate, and
they are generally dope addicts, runaways
from pimps, ex-convicts, social misfits,
women who are mentally retarded, and
a handful of physically ordinary or even
ugly—but intellectually brilliant—women
who have fallen into Tijuana prostitution
out of boredom, a need for thrills, for a
stake (on which to return to husbands and
children usually, and, now and then, to
university classes), or in order to avoid
hospitalization for a breakdown. The ad-
vantages of working in Tijuana are attrac-
tive: most of the clients are kids who pay
anywhere from two to six dollars and use
up only as many minutes. The girls can
work as little or as long as they choose,
take up with a favorite at a private place
for "love"—or for a large sum of money.
They are not the slaves of the underworld
and feel they are living their usual lives,
rather than doing unfortunate work.

Many social experts believe that prosti-
tution is quite simply unavoidable, and
lias ever been so. In the Communist world
it has almost disappeared, but at no time
since the Revolution has it ever been totally
eradicated, and recently there has been a
resurgence which may indicate an essen-

tial similarity of life on both sides of th
Iron Curtain. The spy-sexpot of Commu-
nist countries is not, strictly speaking
prostitute at all. She is a working gjrj
whose master is not a pimp in the syndi
cate, but an agent of the secret police.

In Tijuana, prostitution is only part of
the over-all program to keep the city at
tractive to money-spenders. Everybody in

the local government remarks politely if
privately, that there would be no prosti-
tution at all if the tourists did not insist
on it. The tourists are mainly Americans
the patrons of the houses are mainly mem-
bers of the armed forces. "We do not mind
rendering this service which San Diego is
not permitted by public opinion to render "
says one local official. "We consider our-
selves only a suburb of San Diego."

Tijuana's biggest attraction, however, is
its location, its reputation, its difference,
its raffishness, and, finally, its dirt. Com-
paratively speaking, the town is small. The
permanent population of Tijuana is 11,000
—of Agua Caliente 9,000. Tijuana is drab
and dismal. None of. its people could pos-
sibly be considered cultured, smart, stylish,
or chic. Only the heart of the town has
paved streets. The smell of dust and dirt
is everywhere. Dogs without collars,
owners, or friends roam about incessantly.

Tijuana is also a hot town. Shade trees
are few and far between, and grubby.
Bird life is pretty much what one would
be compelled to expect in such a setting:
dry little unsinging birds scavenge in the
gutters, and lazy hawks and buzzards
hover over the rooftops.

A great many visitors to Tijuana go
there only to stroll through the streets, look
into the shops, and have a photograph
taken by one of the many street photog-
raphers who furnish donkeys, carts and
sombreros free of charge. These are people
who enjoy towns for their own sake.

Most visitors, however, want to get as
much as possible out of Tijuana that they
can't get where they live. One of the most
popular of these things you can't get back
home, and perhaps the most truly Mexican,
is the Sunday afternoon bullfights. The
bullring itself is unknown anywhere in the
United States. The local bullfighters have
been, and still are, some of the greatest in
the world, including Carlos Arruzo who
now breeds fighting bulls near Tijuana.
The regular spectators include many
Americans, generally from Hollywood,
such as film star and aficionado Gilbert
Roland, a Mexican by birth and the proud
son of a matador. At one time or an-
other, however, very nearly every actor and
actress in the movies has gone to the Ti-
juana bullfights and joined the towns-

(Contmued on page 46)

"I'm a busy man, Miss Waters, so .
get down to brass tacks
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people in being moved by angry animal
and brave men in a ballet-like struggle of
brute force and fragile skill, gradually
blending into something majestic and
spiritual. The drive from Hollywood to
Tijuana covers a distance of 120 miles,
requiring about three hours. Many work-
ing people make the round trip on the day
of the fights, morning to night, turning
into a memorable day of high excitement.

Another truly Mexican attraction is the
cockfight, but its appeal to Americans is
very limited. A visitor to one of the three
or four better cockpits in town will find
himself in a very small arena that has a
peculiar smell: a smell perhaps of anxiety,
fear, tension, brutality, stupidity, avarice,
frustration, and six or seven other varia-
tions of living-deathliness. The gamblers
are desperate men who avoid violence by
witnessing the violence of the demented
little birds. The visitor will find few if any
other Americans in the dismal arena, even
though breeders of fighting cocks are in
action in every state of the Union, and it
isn't likely that there is any state in the
Union in which illegal cockfights are not
regularly staged. The betting in Tijuana
is petty, although breeders and owners fre-
quently bet heavily in private, specifically
Americans, and especially Texans, many
of whom breed some of the gamest fight-
ing cocks in the world. The Mexican tends
to bet Mexican breeders and birds, even
when a Texas owner is known for his con-
sistently superior fighters. I have tried to
understand this. It seems to be plain ordi-
nary Mexicanism, so to speak. The Mexi-
can seems to feel that it is himself in the
fight, and so, of course, it would be in-
conceivable that he would be willing to
bet on his opponent.

The cockfights of Tijuana may actually
be a sporting event of some kind, but the
element of sport is almost totally con-
cealed by a great body of racial, cultural,
geographic, economic, and aesthetic com-
plications. The tension in the cockpit is
unlike the tension at any other sporting
event: it is picayune, nerve-wracking, in-
terior, and nitwit, while the tension at the
bullfights, for instance, is large, open, and
to many a tragic ennoblement of the whole
human spirit.

AS A NATIVE of California, and of the great
San Joaquin Valley and the city of Fresno,
! began to hear about Tijuana when I was
a kid, and I began to visit the town in the
late 1920s, at which time the town had a
magnificent gambling casino. I shot craps,

played blackjack, and now and then
flipped a silver dollar on a number at the
roulette table. There was also chuck-a-
luck, large spinning wheels, lotteries, stud,
and lowball. Somewhere along the line the
casino was outlawed, but other forms of
gambling were subsequently permitted. At
the great Jai Alai Palace there are bars,
restaurants, reserved and unreserved seats,
and pari-mutuel betting. The Agua Ca-
lient race track has both pari-mutuel and
licensed bookie betting. There is also dog
racing every night. Thus, even though
there is no longer a casino, anybody with
money burning a hole in his britches can
get action at the horse and dog races, jai
alai games, and cockfights.

There is still no way to gamble on the
bullfights, which may very well mean more
than it appears to mean. One cannot, in
effect, make a wager on the outcome of
truth, grace, beauty, skill, honor, pride,
courage, humility, accepted and controlled
fear, prayer, and similar values.

Tijuana's main street, Pancho Villa, is
not more than a hundred yards from the
border gate, so that the visitor virtually
steps directly into a foreign world. The
street has six blocks, both sides of which
are crowded with saloon-cabarets in which
guitarists, singers, dancers, comics, and
strippers work steadily from early in the
afternoon to early the following morning,
or as long as there is somebody on hand
with money to spend. The street also has
hotels, restaurants, and stores. Most visi-
tors like to take an exploratory promenade
up Pancho Villa Street to the Jai Alai Pal-
ace and back down the opposite side, after
which they are ready to decide where to
go and what to do.

The saloon-cabarets attract the most
people, and the liveliest. Between seven
and eleven at night, these places are
crowded with noisy, excited, healthy, and
perhaps even happy people, most of them
under thirty, male, and in uniform. But
there are always plenty of uirls around,
both Mexican and American, and after a
performer has worked on the small stage
and gotten back into her regular clothes
she returns to the bar, or to a table, to talk
and drink and eat and laugh and argue
with her new friends. Mexican beer is
world-famous for its superior quality, even
among experienced beer drinkers, and so it
is by far the most popular drink in town.
In a cabaret a bottle of beer costs a dollar,
but there is nothing else to pay in order to
stay and see part of the almost continuous
show. The average visitor to a cabaret
stays about an hour and has a couple of
bottles of beer, although no one embar-
rasses anybody who chooses to have only
one beer or stay longer than an hour. The

food at the cabarets is mainly American
although Mexican food is available if any-
body insists. Few do. The quality of the
food varies from good to excellent, but for
diners who are intent upon dining rather
than upon having a high and hearty time
there are other and better places to obtain
both Mexican and American food, one of
which is the dining room of the Cesar
Hotel. The quality of the entertainment
also varies, but this time the range is
greater, from downright lousy to absolute-
ly inspired. The overall average of Ti-
juana talent would have to be given a rat-
ing first of special, then satisfying, and
finally unforgettable—both for excellence
and its opposite. There are always several
first-rate guitar-and-song trios, who in-
variably crow like roosters at some point in
a song, or squeal like pigs, or simply cheer
wildly like little children in the presence of
glory. A soprano sings sorrowful love
songs. And now and then a clown makes
laughter, speaking both Mexican and Eng-
lish. Outside each of the cabarets is a
barker in a crazy red uniform who quickly
falls into a confidential whisper about the
fascinating goings-on inside.

THE TOURIST traffic is approximately sixty
per cent young men in uniform; thirty per
cent men and women who visit the city
more than six or seven times a year and
generally spend a weekend; and, ten per
cent travelers from all over the country
and from all over the world.

Anybody who spends a night in Tijuana
will be unable to forget the concerto of
noises which do not stop until morning:
laughter, fragments of Mexican and Amer-
ican songs, shouted names, loud talk, pistol
shots, footsteps, running, racing motors,
horns, shrieking brakes, and the banging
of car doors.

There is a lot of free entertainment in
watching the buying-and-selling on Pan-
cho Villa Street: well-dressed young men
and young women stand in the doorways
of shops and speak to the promenaders
about the treasures that may be obtained
inside for very little money. The prome-
naders in turn smile and pass by or stop
to chat and finally enter the shop. Leather
goods are of excellent quality and low in
price. My son and daughter, with me on
a visit in 1958, noticed the form and
progress of many price-disputes, which
almost always were won by the buyer, so
that at last my son said, "Let's buy some-
thing, so we can argue and have a little
fun, too."

We went into a store and selected a
leather handbag my daughter believed
would cost at least thirty dollars in Bev-

(Condnded on page 78)

"No, no, Miss Marley—When I said I required some
feminine touches, I didn't mean THAT . . ." 47
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