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by Barbara M. Franklin

was new in town, but, "thank God for the
Americans, | dwayssay." Thefirst frustrating,
difficult weeks of locating yoursdf in anew city
were over and 1 wasready to meet new friends
Wewere more or less settled in aninteresting
house on Brix St in Wembley Downs—asuburb
of Perth, West Audtrdia Asusud | checked our
mail box hoping for a letter from Mother, but
found instead an invitation, | was warmly
invited to attend the American Women's Club
luncheon the following week.

| dressed carefully the day of the luncheon and
with my street map in hand, waked down the
lane with banks of red and ydlow pointsettia
trees, to my car, | had of course dlowed extra
timefor getting lost on one way sreets, but had
underestimated the accent problem, | had asked
akind Aussedirections and finally redized the
Hyul Road he was referring to was the Hae Road

on my map.

Priscilla Taes house on Acada Dr. in Ardross
looked lovely; set amid well groomed gardens,
Many other women werearriving asi
approached the front door. Most wondered who
| was, some smiled and introduced themselves.

Our hogtess gracioudy welcomed us, and a
barman offered sherry or white wine to take
aong into the living room, I've never been ashy
person or if | had hoped to be at onetimefor
purposes of appedl, 1'd certainly discarded
reticence by my fifth move. You learn you've got
to maeke friends quickly because it isloneliness
that isthe enemy of the rootless person. No one
had ever heard of Ottawa, my home town, but
they dl knew who my husband was and that his
job was to be the new manager of a British backed
oil company.

| was drawn to one woman with lovely deep blue
eyes and adow drawl. She told me about her
family and 1 told her about mine; our children



were near of an age. Shewas from Dallas, Texas
and had been named |da Bess dfter her father's
Sgter. Her father she confided was a mixture of
Lyndon Bains Johnston and Sim Fickensand
liked names like that.

Asthemonths passed IdaBessand | developed
many common interests. Our favourite one was
poking through the junk storeson aregular
basis—the treasureswe found till fill my rooms
as| write. The beautiful city on the Swan was at
that time full of fantastic buysif you had agood
eye and alimited pocket book. Aussededers
adorethe game of bargaining and, if you could
endure the colourful folklore that accompanied
every sae, everyoneinvolved inthe ded could

go away happy.

Now apart from dl her wonderful characteristics,
Ida Bess had one very disagreesble side. She
hated Perth, she hated the Audtralians and most
of al the shopping in the stores! Everytime we
went in to buy groceries she bemoaned that they
werefifty yearsbehind the States—"... doyou
redlize they do not have angel food cake mixes,
Dr. Pepper'snor chunky peanut butter.” | tried to
tell her that Perth was an easy overseas posting
compared to those | had experienced, but she
could not accept my wisdom. Onenight a a
barbecue on the banks of the beautiful Indian
Ocean, wherethe sarsare so bright and close
you can amogt read by their light, Sam Baller
tried to straighten Ida Bessout. He presented her
with awooden box he had built, painted and
named "ldaBess Sogp Box." In hisgentle but
succinct way Sam suggested she spout off on her
s0gp box early each day and then keegp quiet
about Perth's faults for the rest of the day. Wedl
laughed and, to her credit, |da Bess laughed aso.
There was hardly another expatriate who did not
lovethis city with its Mediterranean climate and
itsdeightful inhabitants, for wedl knew that, as
aforeign posting, thiswasdoseto theided,
unlessof courseyou could not live happily
without servants.

At mixed socid gatherings|daBess kept tactfully
slent and our circle of friends grew to include
many Audrdians. However, when in the
seclusion of agroup of North American women,
the medical sarvices, the schools, thetreffic
regulations and the fashion industry were
ruthlessly attacked by |da Bess sharp tongue.
Manv times | wondered how Ddlas could be so

perfect by comparison. After one coffee klatch
sesson, when | was ashamed of my own lack of
courage where | had just kept quiet instead of
defending my beief in Perth, | confessed to my
husband. | said, "I'm sck and tired of hearing
about back home and its unbelievable qualities.

| think IdaBesswould hang in her living room a
Texasflagif shehad one." Hereplied that he
thought she would at that, and perhaps after her
first homeleave she'd return with acase of flags.

The monthsflew by and at last the time came
when the Hdl family could return to the beloved
U.S of A. IdaBess asked meif | would keep her
Austrdian pet galah for the month that they
would bein Ddlas. | replied that | certainly
would and hoped my friend would enjoy every
minutein Paradise.

The parrot was a handsome creature about the
sze of apigeon with soft grey plumage capped by
apink neck and head. "Bird" provedto bea
menace to feed, his nasty nature, I'm sure, had
been encouraged by Tommy Hall'stormenting; |
soon learned to guard my fingers from alighting
quick attack from his vice-like beak.

Asl fed my house guest and filled hiswater dish,
amischievous thought sprang to my mind.
Could | teach "Bird" to say "To Hell With Texas"
in four weeks? The more | considered this
chalenge the more | enjoyed the opportunity to
meke asneaky but judtified attack on Texas and
|daBess attitude. | told my family of my plan,
wondering what their reactionswould be. The
girlsthought | was being redlly mean to my
friend to even consider doing such athing and
my husband philosophically shrugged his
shoulders knowing hiswife and her ways.

Bird was adumb parrot, many atimel fdt like
wringing his scrawvny pink neck. | spent hours
thefirst week saying distinctly "To Hell With
Texas' over and over agan—Bird would in no
way deign to even glance my way. | made atape
recording and played it nightly by hiscageina
remote section of the house, hoping to
brain-wash the stupid fowl. The parrot
accompanied meal my hoursat home and the
lesson continued as | baked, as1 did my house
work, as| sawed and as| gardened. The teaching
ceesed when the girls returned from school,
othenvise they would have been very voca about
expressing their disgust with me and my stupid
scheme.



One day, when | wasbeginningtofed my task  (

could never be achieved, Bird turned abeedy red |

eye upon me and sad "Hello Texas'. | was |

shocked, had | heard right? He repeated this J
statement from that day eachtime | approached |

his cage. Yippee, maybe there was hope of \
succesd | redized | said those wordsto him as |
passed the cage usualy before 1 started the dally |
programming so | began to hopethe next phrase |
would follow. Bird would not say aword if ]
anyone else was near just to exasperate me, so the |
girls figured | was going off my rocker. | am sure
they weretelling their friends how gladthey'dbe |
when the Hails took the darn bird home and ]
Mother would return to normal. ]

The deadlinewasrapidly approaching andthe  t
find week of Bird's vidt was upon me. Although |
| was disillusioned about his brain power, | had |
grown to likethelittle creature, oftenwishinghe |
could join his matesthat flev among the trees \
everywhere. Ida Bess was to return on Saturday |
and, asluck would have it, Thursday morning j
after thegirls|left for school | heard loud ]
screeching, | tore to the cage expecting to find |
Pansy our Samese cat on top of his cage but, \
instead, Bird was screaming " To Hell With !
Texas." | legpt for joy and rushed to the phoneto |
tell my husband of my success. Funnily he did |
not seem to consider my newsworld shattering |
and got on with drilling his oil wels as quickly as (
he could. But | knew the joy of accomplishment, \
| made a cup of coffee and walowed inthebird's |
peculiar song. !

Ida Bess came over for dear Bird on Saturday. We |
heard about the glories of Ddlas and how )
depressing it was for her to haveto return, except |
of course that friends like us make Perth bearable, |
because we were suck out here too. ]

She presented me with a lovely cook book on \
Southern cooking as a thank you gift for keeping |
"lil oleBird". | thanked her warmly and sad |
facetioudy, "Hewas no trouble at al." \

Fifteen minuteslater as| sat by the phonel
answereditsring. A very distraught woman with
aTexasdrawl declared—"Y ou damn Canuck.
Youveruined my Bird" Yes weredtill friends,
but Bird mysterioudy escgped from his cage
through the open door someone left gar. | like
to muse that somewherein the Audtrdian bush
he screams his message, perhaps educating other
gaahsabout Texas.



