Dad’s False Teeth
All this happened in France, some years ago.  Mum and Dad were having a  picnic by the road side in a field in France one sunny summer’s day.  All was well with the world, the French sun was smiling, the wine was working its gentle magic, and the French bread was crispy, crusty delicious.  At least, it was... and then Dad took another bite and – snap!!! – the plate of his false teeth broke in two.  This was a major tragedy.  The sun suddenly went behind a cloud.  What to do next?

There was nothing for it but to try to find someone to mend the teeth.  There was no way Dad’s own dentist could help, being several hundred miles away.  Perhaps the plate could be mended.  So the unhappy pair set off for the next town and found a Pharmacist.  Dad’s French was shaky at the best of times, and anyway he was too embarrassed to display his toothlessness.  So Mum had to do her best to explain what was needed.

This involved searching the memory for French words she had never realised she knew, and a degree of miming.  Eventually the Pharmacist understood that it was not herself who needed help but her shy, retiring and completely absent husband, who didn’t dare open his mouth.  He recommended that they go to the hardware shop and buy some Superglue.  “But, attention, Madame, it is necessary that you do not introduce the glue into your husband’s mouth, otherwise he will have his problems redoubled!”

Next stop, a hardware shop.  Fortunately it was not necessary to explain all over again, except to ensure that the glue would hold even under wet conditions (inside a mouth).  Glue was successfully applied, and some anxious hours later, Dad’s teeth were restored to working order.

Indeed, so effective was the French Superglue that it lasted many years.  And then, as happens, Dad needed a new set of teeth.  After the usual palaver with moulds and pink goo and so on, a new set was delivered – and it was sheer hell.  New teeth sometimes are.  In the end, Dad went back to using the Superglued teeth again.   He kept off crusty French bread, though!
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