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In 2007 Alex Richards moved his young family from rural Worcestershire in the United Kingdom
to Darfield, a small township about 30 km West of Christchurch on the South Island of New
Zealand. Having never visited New Zealand prior to the move, the learning curve was steep and
the experiences came thick and fast as Alex and his family threw themselves into everything
their new home had to offer. 'New Zealand Calling' is the story that emerged over the first five
years of Alex's new life. Often hilarious, always heartfelt, his easy reading accounts of the initial
move, settling a family into a new country, hunting and fishing expeditions and his social
observations of a country that doesn't appear in the numerous tourist guides will leave you
feeling as though you were along for the ride. Despite their optimism, what they couldn’t have
expected were the devastating earthquakes of 2010 and 2011 that first shook Darfield and then
devastated Christchurch. Would the ‘Shaky Isles’ prove too much, or had their dreams come true
after all? 'A must read for anybody thinking of emigrating to New Zealand' (David Price 2012),
'New Zealand Calling' is as varied in its stories as the wonderful people of New Zealand and the
extraordinary country they inhabit but, more than anything, it's a 'bloody good read' ('Pat' of
chapter 25). Most people have dreamed of living abroad. Many have thought of New Zealand as
the perfect location. Would your dreams have come true if you'd taken the plunge? At last it's
possible to get a taste of what really awaits a family moving to Aotearoa.
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Party144Epilogue146IntroductionSecrets are overrated. Whispered words laden with
excitement, the very act of being told is a thrill, an acceptance into an inner circle. Recognition
that you’ve passed a test and been deemed worthy. The moment is only as long as a sentence
though. Instantly the secret becomes a burden. Good secrets have you wishing you could
share them, bad secrets questioning your obligations and loyalties.I’ve heard numerous places
around the world described as ‘best kept secrets’, often, paradoxically, in magazines or on
television. If a secret is thrilling then what could be better than living in one? Stepping out of the
daily bustle into a backwater, hidden from others, its bounties and pleasures reserved for a
select, trusted few.Of course we all know what happens once the word gets out. Before long
these forgotten rural outposts have a booming tourism industry and incredible property prices.
The backwater once craved is lost forever and the people who had been living there now boast
smart cars and expensive, modern flats in the city. If you want to sell something, make it a ‘well
kept secret.’Fortunately the secret that is New Zealand has been revealed numerous times
already over the years, not least by the New Zealand Tourism Board, and yet the country has
managed to retain its wonderful identity, so I feel no guilt in telling you about it.It seems these
days that everybody has thought, however fleetingly, of moving overseas. Of those, many will



have looked at the green and bountiful land that is New Zealand and dreamed of what might
be. Most will have got no further than thinking about it, but a surprising number have gone on to
make the move. Until recently, more immigrants into New Zealand came from Britain each year
than from anywhere else. We contributed to those statistics. In May 2007 I moved, with my wife
Louise, two-year-old daughter Sophia, and six month old daughter Gemma, from rural
Worcestershire in the United Kingdom to just outside Christchurch in Canterbury on the South
Island of New Zealand. This is the story of our incredible first five years’ living on the other side
of the world; our experiences, observations, successes and failures. The learning curve has
been steep, and often unexpected, but ultimately it’s been immensely fulfilling. When we moved
we'd never been to New Zealand before and we were actually saving up for our first holiday to
the hallowed land later that year. Whether we’d have actually made the trip is moot, but in reality
I’m not sure that we’d have managed it. Instead, what can only be described as an incredible
run of coincidences and fortune dragged us around the world and to the house where we now
live.As beautiful as our surroundings were, and as much as we loved our friends and family, we
weren’t happy in England. On the scale of things we had no right to be dissatisfied with our lot.
We had our own end-of-terrace house in the country with a manageable mortgage and a
respectable income. We had two beautiful children and a happy and strong relationship, but life
was one-dimensional and predictable. We were in a rut and we knew it. We spoke about it
often, and rubbing salt into the wound was Hugh Fearnley-Whittingstall, each week preaching
the wonders of a country life at River Cottage, while the closest we felt we could get was a
vicarious half hour a week in front of the TV.We didn’t need him to tell us. We both knew there
was so much more, if we only we could figure out how to get to it, or even identify exactly what it
was. With young children, we weren’t willing to take any big gambles, were we? I remember
explaining to Louise that what I really desired was a life so full I was physically tired when I went
to bed each night; not mentally exhausted through the stresses of work as I was then, but with
muscles full of a satisfying ache that told me I'd achieved something with the hours of
daylight. Within a few months fate had contrived to move us around the world and fill our lives to
overflowing. From experience, I can now tell you that aching muscles are simply a symptom of
there not being enough hours in the day.Once we'd made the move, I created an annual family
newsletter called, tongue in cheek, the ‘Christmas Message from the Colonies’. This email was
an attempt to update all our friends and family in the UK with our progress, making up for all the
phone calls we hadn’t got around to making and emails abandoned half written. It included
everything, from the girls’ progress as they grew up, to my adventures exploring the wilderness
and our experiences in each of the major earthquakes that devastated Canterbury in 2010 and
2011. This book is born of those annual updates.The day to day minutiae of our lives probably
aren’t that interesting, even to the most ardent follower of TV soap operas, so I've avoided them.
But there are things we've experienced, things we've learned along the way and things we now
understand that you will hopefully find either interesting, amusing or both. I intend to give you
the benefit of our experience of moving around the world, an insight into both the wonderful



people of New Zealand and the country they inhabit, and an idea of what else there is to be
found outside rural Worcestershire. It doesn't always go to plan, but it usually works out in the
end and, of course, it’s full of secrets.2006A Promised LandFor over twelve years we talked
about emigrating to New Zealand. Even before we were married, Louise and I pored over
booklets, brochures and accounts. Anybody who'd visited the place, however briefly, was
quizzed methodically and their holiday snaps demanded. Any documentaries that referred to
the country, even in the vaguest terms, were recorded, watched repeatedly and stored for future
reference.Surely it couldn’t be as wonderful as it sounded. In particular I remember one brief
article showing a bushman living on the edge of a forest, earning sufficient income by hunting
possums and living off the wild bounty around him. Idyllic. I wasn’t sure I could grow a beard
quite that bushy, but I could see myself galloping through the wilderness on a horse like that,
with a bit of instruction.And what an untouched wilderness the country was. Empty of mammals,
it was ruled by the birds until mankind finally bumped into it only a few hundred years ago.
Golden beaches, lush rainforests, sparkling rivers stuffed with fish and, above all, nobody there!
Only four million good natured New Zealanders in a country larger than the UK. That’s like the
population of the West Midlands, or half the population of London, spread out across an area the
same as England, Wales, Scotland and Northern Ireland combined, and still leaving about thirty
thousand square miles empty.There was only one problem. New Zealand doesn’t want just
anybody turning up. There are strict rules on immigration, with applicants gaining points by
virtue of their personal circumstances. To be issued with a Resident’s Visa you need to earn a
number of points, and just so nobody gets too familiar with it all, the threshold number needed to
qualify also changes from time to time. For example, it used to be that if you had children you
were welcomed with open arms, but it turns out that they have plenty of children of their own
now, so your reproductive abilities no longer earn you so many points.To migrate to New
Zealand, the most likely course is to gain entry as what they call a ‘Skilled Migrant’. This means
that you can do something that they need doing. Perhaps unsurprisingly, the list of who they
need changes. Sometimes they may be looking for Plumbers and Electricians, and then at other
times they may be looking for Air Traffic Controllers and Forestry Workers. If you can do one of
the jobs they want then they’ll give you a lot of points towards your total and, if you’ve got a job
already lined up as well, then that earns you a few valuable bonus points. But if you’re not on the
list, then you’re not coming in.And that was where the problem lay. My occupation wasn’t on the
list. I wanted them, but they didn’t want me.Over the years, we checked regularly, but every time
we came up a tantalising point or two short of the requirements. Then one day there came a
glimmer of hope. I heard that a number of my colleagues, working in another department, had
managed to transfer to New Zealand. I did a bit of research and the reports that came back
were good. I quickly contacted their employer and asked to be considered. A standard
response came back saying that they were no longer recruiting directly from the UK, but I was
still welcome to apply. All I had to do was travel to New Zealand and go through the selection
procedure. Generously, they offered to put my name down, bypassing the initial paperwork in



light of my current employment, but then added, as an apparent afterthought, that I would have
to have New Zealand Residency before I could apply. I was back to square one. It seemed the
dream was over.It’s Never Going to HappenThree years later, in October 2006, my Mum handed
me a torn out newspaper advertisement. It was offering employment in my chosen field in
Western Australia. Immigration matters would be dealt with. I handed it to Louise. ‘Do you want
to go?’ I asked. ‘I could get us in there.’Louise skim read the advertisement and handed it
straight back to me. ‘No.’ was the short but succinct reply. I was gobsmacked. To me it was a
fantastic opportunity. My Dad had always told me that of all the places he'd visited, and they
were many, as he’d been a Senior Purser with BOAC and then British Airways, Perth was one of
the few places in the world that he would really have liked to live. I'd grown up fantasizing about
a life down under. Surely this was the opportunity of a lifetime.I refused to accept Louise’s initial
response and we reached a compromise. She agreed to spend a few days researching Perth
and then, if her considered response was still no after proper consideration, I would accept
it.Three days later she returned with her verdict: ‘No.’ I was crushed. Seeing my reaction, she
took pity and briefly explained her decision. ‘This is a second choice.’ she lectured, waving the
torn scrap of newspaper under my nose. ‘New Zealand’s always been our first choice. You
never take your second choice.’ Clearly she was making it up as she went along but I couldn’t
drag her around the world against her will. ‘Yes’, I agreed, ‘we’ve always said New Zealand, but
that’s clearly never going to happen is it?’ It was pointless though, her mind was made up and
the invitation to a new life in Western Australia was dropped into the waste paper basket. It was
a painful day for me.Only a few days later, out of the blue, I received an email. The employers I’d
approached in New Zealand three years earlier had found my address on a database, and they
now reminded me of my earlier interest in working for them. They wanted to know if I was still
interested, because the Skilled Migrant Category had recently changed in response to a request
from them and I was now eligible. They would even oil the wheels with Immigration New
Zealand. There wasn’t time to think about it. Here was a chance too good to miss, and what did
we really have to lose? If it didn’t work out we’d move back to the UK again. It seemed quite
simple. A couple of weeks later I was directed to undertake a series of computer based
psychometric tests. Another week passed, and I was issued with an appointment for an
interview and physical testing in London. After such a long wait it was certainly all happening at
once.The interviews went well and I was assured a job offer would follow. Sitting on the train, I
grinned all the way back to Worcestershire, and sure enough a letter followed a few days later. I
was instructed to approach Immigration New Zealand, who would be expecting my application.
Fantastic.Then, like a long distance runner using up their last reserves of energy, the momentum
seemed to drop out of the process overnight as Immigration New Zealand refused to accept the
letter provided as proof of employment and my employer remained strangely reluctant to offer
any formal confirmation suitable for the immigration process.This went on frustratingly until mid
February when, for no apparent reason, my employers suddenly changed their minds and
issued the letter I needed. Immigration New Zealand were happy, and we could finally start



planning.It was at this point that I was informed I would be starting work in June. In four months
they wanted me moved around the world, settled, and at my desk. It seems a long time, but
when you sit down and work through what needs to be done, it isn’t.I contacted the man who'd
interviewed me in London, and asked whether there was any alternative. I pointed out that
moving so quickly was going to be difficult. Quite apart from the immigration process, which
may or may not be complete by that time, I would have to sell my house quickly and so
necessarily price it below market value to get a quick sale, and even then potentially live without
my young family for several months as we tried to sort out our affairs. The reply was short and to
the point. He asked me whether I’d submitted any preferences as to where I wanted to be
posted. The hint was clear.I quickly called Errol, a good friend who'd lived in the UK for many
years, but was born and grew up in New Zealand. Where, I asked him, did I want to live? Errol
thought about it for a few moments and replied that, if I was to be based in one of the bigger
cities, Christchurch would probably suit me best. It was very English.Armed with this
information, and trying to work out what was meant by the description ‘very English’, I typed a
quick response to my employer. The reply came back. I'd been posted to Canterbury it said, and
‘don’t tell anybody’. Canterbury? I wanted Christchurch. I turned to the map. Christchurch is
the major city of the Canterbury region. I'd been given my wish, and I sent my profuse thanks.
But why, I wondered, should I not tell anybody? The answer to that question wouldn’t become
apparent until I started work in New Zealand a couple of months later.Selling UpSo I'd struck a
deal and been given my desired posting in return for a swift move from the UK. There was much
to do if we were going to make the deadline and move as a family.The next day I announced my
decision at work and handed in my notice. Sitting in my boss’s office, he took it as well as I could
have hoped. ‘You bastard!’ he shouted in a voice that rattled the windows, followed shortly
afterwards, as he gazed thoughtfully through the glass wall at the office beyond, by ‘That’s three
of you I’ve lost to those bastards now.’ I calmly pointed out that the other two had moved to
Australia and not New Zealand, but this didn’t seem to cheer him up as much as I'd hoped.
Despite his reaction, he was clearly pleased for me, and I will always be grateful for that.
Besides, ‘You bastard’ is infinitely preferable to ‘Thank goodness, I’ve been trying to work out
how to get rid of you.’ Kindly he assured me that, if it didn’t work out, there would always be a
place back working for him.The reaction of my colleagues was also positive, with people I hardly
knew approaching me, congratulating me on the move and wishing me well. One comment
stuck with me. A no-nonsense character who'd been around for many years sidled up to me
when there was nobody else about. He shook me warmly, if slightly formally, by the hand. ‘Lots
of people talk about it’ he said in a voice like gravel being crushed beneath a car tyre, ‘but not
many actually have the guts to get round to doing it.’ I took it as a compliment, but I couldn’t
quite get past the issue he'd raised. Apparently it took guts to do what we were doing. Perhaps I
should be more nervous than I was.That night I put the house on the market. Selling it was likely
to be the most drawn out of our tasks and, unlike a few of the others moving to New Zealand at
the same time, I didn’t want to simply rent it out as a bolthole to return to if it all didn’t go to plan.



With no savings we needed the money from the house for the move and I reasoned that it was
all or nothing; if we had an easy escape route back to the UK then it would be tempting to give
up on our dream at the first difficulty or disappointment. The next thing was to plan what we were
going to do with our belongings. There were two choices: sell everything and start again on the
other side of the world, or take it all with us. Only a year or two earlier, we’d bought a number of
expensive pieces of furniture with the intention that they would last us for the rest of our lives.
Those items were what tipped the balance. We'd never get their purchase value back selling
them second-hand, and after all we really liked them. We booked a container and a moving
company to pack everything up for us.Everything that was packed had to be spotless to get
through the border checks as it entered New Zealand. The few weeks we had left in the country
were spent cleaning and disinfecting most of our belongings, and either giving away or throwing
out anything that we couldn’t make pristine for fear the discovery of any dubious items would
cast doubt over the rest of our possessions and cause a lot of trouble. I’ve often regretted not
bringing some of those rejected items with us, but overall the enforced purge of clutter in our
lives was an unexpected bonus.Our house was very reasonably priced and, to my relief, the
second people who viewed it bought it. They certainly got a bargain, but it was worth it to have
one less thing to worry about as we worked our way through our belongings. There was a bit of
last minute haggling and, for a day or two, I worried the sale would fall through, but eventually
contracts were signed and we could relax.In New Zealand the property market works differently.
Offers are made in writing, with conditions. The conditions can be anything you want, from
having the house professionally cleaned before the purchaser takes possession, to being
subject to the purchaser being able to raise a mortgage on the amount offered. Once the
contract is signed though, which is at the time of the offer, it is binding. As a result house sales
go through incredibly quickly and smoothly, with no potential for gazumping or last minute
changes of mind once the statutory ‘cooling off’ period has passed. It's a far superior system
and means that, having placed an offer, it is not at all unusual to be moving house three weeks
later.So, the house was sold, the removal company was due in the next couple of days to load
everything we owned into a container and put it onto a ship, and I had a job in Christchurch.
Now that we'd sorted out most of our affairs in the UK, leaving us homeless and effectively
without possessions within days, it suddenly occurred to us that we had nowhere to go once we
arrived in New Zealand.2007Nowhere to GoI took heart from the fact that I’d at least heard of
Christchurch, because the England cricket team had played there on their last tour of New
Zealand, but I actually knew nothing about the place.Everything I could find written about
Christchurch seemed to start off by stressing the inherent ‘Englishness’ of the city. I
remembered Errol had mentioned this when he’d recommended it to me, but it didn’t occur to
me this was actually the sole reason for his advice. His comment ‘Christchurch would suit you’
had been based on nothing other than the fact I was born and raised in England, as it transpired
he’d never actually visited the place himself. In fact, he told me conversationally shortly after
we’d moved, he was hoping to visit the South Island for the first time next time he returned on



holiday.Now that we knew where we were going, I spent many hours searching the internet,
trying to learn as much as I could about the place. Until then, our preparations had depended
heavily on watching ‘Billy Connolly’s World Tour of New Zealand’ over and over again, but this
wasn’t really sufficient on its own, and our years of casual research suddenly seemed rather
irrelevant, focused as it was on the ideals rather than the facts of day to day life in a new
country. I knew a bit about hunting possums, and that turkeys, goats and pigs ran feral across
large parts of the country, but I had no idea what supermarkets I would find or what the weather
was like in Christchurch.House availability was an obvious priority, and I searched through Real
Estate Agent websites. It wasn’t the same as being there on the ground though. The time
difference meant that I had to wait twenty four hours for the answers if I had any questions, and it
was immensely frustrating when I received no reply at all. It appeared that enquiries weren't
taken seriously unless they were from somebody already there. Perhaps Real Estate Agents are
used to time wasters making enquiries from the other side of the world and have given up
answering them.If the girls had been older, or it had been only the two of us, we could have just
turned up and stayed in a cheap hotel for a few days until we found somewhere to rent, but I
wasn’t prepared to wing it with a six-month-old and a two-year-old in tow.One decision we made,
which I believe was pivotal to the smoothness of our move, was accepting that spending a bit
more on the move may be painful in the short term, but would pay off long term. For example, I
decided that we would rent a nice house for the first few months, even if it ate into our savings,
because then we would be comfortable and the stress of the move would be reduced. Once
settled, we would have a better idea of the areas that would suit us, and we could move into
more suitable accommodation.As time slipped away, I realised I'd done all I could from the other
side of the world. There was nothing else for it. I would have to head over to New Zealand on
my own to do the groundwork before returning to collect the family. It was tempting to stay in
New Zealand and let Louise bring the girls over on her own but I never dared to make the
suggestion. I later spoke to colleagues who had chosen that course, and suffice to say I made
the right decision. Fortunately, my brother Duncan kindly agreed to accompany me on the fact-
finding mission, and we headed out together for ten days in Christchurch about three weeks
before the planned move.First StepsThe journey itself was tiring, but nowhere near as arduous
as I'd expected. Eventually, we landed in Christchurch and, having gathered up our luggage, we
staggered out of the terminal building to look for the car that the rental company had promised
would be waiting for us. Other than the scamper between terminals at Auckland Airport, this was
our first moment on New Zealand soil. Blinking in the bright sunlight we scanned the pickup
area. There was no sign of the promised car. We waited patiently for a while, hoping to see it
appear around the bend in the road, but eventually had to accept that we’d been forgotten. I dug
through my bag and retrieved the booking paper, calling the number from my mobile phone.
Bleary eyed I explained who I was and it quickly became clear they’d never had any plans to
have a car waiting for us as promised. Checking their booking lists they confirmed with me,
slightly optimistically considering I had gone to the trouble of calling them, that I still wanted a lift



before agreeing to send a car out. We were to wait by the ‘wishing well’.Feeling like extras in a
James Bond film, we searched out the wishing well and tried not to look too self-conscious or
terrorist-like as we hovered outside the main terminal. Eventually, our lift turned up and we were
whisked into Christchurch to collect the rental car by an over-enthusiastic driver apparently
desperate to sell Christchurch to us as a city of traffic roundabouts. He'd clearly never been to
the UK.As soon as we left the airport it became apparent that the ‘Englishness’ of Christchurch
is a myth. A sprawling city built around ‘the square mile’ that is Hagley Park and gives
Christchurch it’s alternative name of ‘the Garden City’, Christchurch is built in the crook of the
elbow formed where the extinct volcanoes of the Banks Peninsula that jut out into the Pacific
meet the east coast of the South Island. True, it has a pretty river called the Avon running through
its centre, and many of the main streets are named after English cities, but this is a modern,
planned city. It hasn’t grown organically as most English cities have done. The streets are wide
and laid out in a grid pattern, rather than narrow, twisting and infuriatingly indirect. The buildings
are set back from the roads so that sunlight bathes the streets and each route is lined with
motels, not hotels or bed and breakfasts. The shop frontages seem more American than
English, and the shopping centres, with their expanses of multi level parking, are called malls.
The Avon isn’t even named after the English river but after the Scottish version. This was a new
land, not a home from home.Another myth that had been passed as fact by virtually everybody
I’d spoken to before departing the UK was that New Zealand was twenty years behind in its
infrastructure, its technology and its social development. I’m not sure what I expected in my over
tired state but, leaving the airport and clinging on to the bench seats of the Japanese made
people carrier as we swung around the first roundabout, I could have been on any ring road in
any modern city in the world. A good proportion of the houses were clad in weatherboard and
sported metal roofs, but otherwise there was little to suggest a step back in time.Indeed
experience has proven the ‘step back in time’ rumour to be totally unfounded. If anything, we’ve
since found New Zealand to be further advanced in many ways than Western Europe. Living
conditions are as a rule smarter and, frankly, more civilised with gardens surrounding most city
dwellings, modern housing and an environmental awareness that goes back as far as the
national decision to remain nuclear free and rely on cleaner electricity. Similarly New Zealanders
are fiercely proud of their ability to punch well above their weight on the world stage, and rightly
so. For example, Richard Pearce, a farmer from the rural South Island, flew his own home built
powered aeroplane before the Wright brothers managed the same achievement, although
Pearce crashed his plane into a hedge and, as the Wright brothers managed to land their craft
again, he good-naturedly conceded the accolades to the Americans. And Pearce isn’t alone in
the history books of world leading New Zealanders. Ernest Rutherford split the atom and is
viewed by many as the father of modern physics, John Britten developed record breaking
motorcycles with technology still used in top machines today, Kate Sheppard led the New
Zealand Suffragette movement, resulting in New Zealand being the first country to give women
the vote in 1893, Sir Edmund Hillary, with Tenzing Norgay, was the first to conquer Mount



Everest. The list is seemingly endless. The more you look, the more extraordinary Kiwis you
find at the top of their profession globally, and it continues today. Who hasn’t heard of Sir Peter
Jackson, Crowded House or the mighty All Blacks?So, as I ignored the hire car company driver
revelling in his bizarre roundabout obsession, it was the city passing the window that I was
soaking up. This was to be our new home after all. Now I was on the ground I could at last start
putting the rumours, myths and naysayers to the back of my mind and focus instead on what
was real. In that first fifteen minute drive I probably learned more about Christchurch then I’d
managed in weeks of research.Blue Rinse To GoI'd booked the car online and was expecting a
midsized 1.6 litre car or bigger. Unfortunately this was our first visit and the rental company, one
of the smaller ones in Christchurch, was clearly used to dealing with sleep-deprived British
tourists fresh off the plane. They didn’t have the midsized comfortable model I'd booked and
paid for, but they assured me the car they were giving me was an equivalent alternative. Just
sign here.So it was that we spent the next ten days squeezed into what can only be described as
a painfully under-powered little old lady’s car the colour of a blue rinse. Easy to park, but not the
most user-friendly on a gentle hill with two Englishmen and their suitcases on board. As I signed
the papers that committed me to pay a hugely excessive price for the vehicle, and may well have
promised the firm one of my kidneys somewhere in the small print, I got chatting to the friendly
lady behind the desk. As I explained my mission to her, she excitedly told me that the owner of
the car rental company also had several rental properties. In fact she was sure he had one
becoming available shortly. By chance the owner walked into the office at that very moment.
This was clearly going to be a lot easier than we'd expected. I may even have it sorted out by
lunchtime, and Dunk and I would be able to spend the next ten days sightseeing or lounging
around on the beach. As we stood there, yawning, unshaven and slightly dazed, we watched as
the receptionist explained the situation to her boss. We nodded encouragingly when he shot us
suspicious glances but he seemed strangely evasive. The receptionist persisted, despite his
obvious hints that she should drop the matter, and begrudgingly he eventually agreed to show
us a house that may soon be available to rent.Once we were outside, and beyond the influence
of the receptionist, he called over his shoulder as he strode ahead, instructing us to follow him
before he quickly slammed his car door shut to discourage any further attempts at
communication. Our suitcases needed careful manoeuvring to squeeze them into the limited
space of the boot and back seat of the blue rinse car and, just as we were both leaning heavily
on the boot lid in an attempt to force it shut without popping the back window out of its frame, the
company owner apparently lost patience and, without a word, roared away. Pausing long
enough to glance quizzically at each other, we gave the boot one last shove to click it shut and
then ran to the front doors of the blue rinse car. Dunk’s foot to the floor and the engine whirring
more in the manner of a cheap sewing machine than an executive touring car, we gave
chase.Perhaps he hadn't realised we weren't yet ready to follow. Fortunately the traffic lights a
short way down the road held him up and we spotted him pulling away as they turned green.
Dodging through the traffic, we were soon behind him, and then fought to keep up as he weaved



his way at speed through the unfamiliar city streets. Abruptly he swerved off the road, bumping
up the curb, and came to a halt on a patch of grass outside a sprawling townhouse beside a
busy set of traffic lights.He was out of his car before we’d come to a stop and, without waiting for
us to catch up, strode off around the back of the house. As we caught up with him, he was
already announcing in a loud voice that there were still tenants in the house so he couldn’t let us
see inside. By now a little concerned at the man’s evasiveness, I decided that this was perhaps
not the opportunity I’d initially thought, and explained to him that my brother and I still had a few
places to look at before I decided on the right place for my family.He ground to a halt, mid step,
the expression on his face switching with a smoothness only mastered by used car salesman
and politicians. Instantly, he thawed and became far more enthusiastic towards me as a
potential tenant, but the damage had been done. Glancing through the windows, I promised to
keep the property in mind, and took some directions to our hotel.As we drove away, I recounted
the conversation to Dunk, including the man’s sudden change of heart. To me the reason for his
initial suspicion and reluctance was now clear, and I pointed this out to my brother. ‘You realise
he thought we were gay?’ I chuckled.Dunk wasn’t so sure until we reached our hotel. I won’t
name the establishment. The stay was perfectly pleasant, although the room we stayed in was
quite tired and in need of refurbishment at the time, despite the notices proudly referring to the
hotel’s past history of awards (it’s been refurbished since our stay). As we arrived and pulled
through the wooden archway to the drop-off point, we were struck by the design, apparently
based on a scaled-down version of a French castle. With wooden turrets and delicate paintwork,
the building looked like something between a Swiss chalet and the Disney castle. We ground to
a halt in the driveway, gazing up at the wooden frontage and tinted glass. ‘You know why he
thought we were gay don’t you?’ Dunk asked. ‘You’ve gone and booked us into the campest
hotel in Christchurch.’ I couldn't argue. There are cultural differences between the UK and New
Zealand, but they’re often subtle. Usually not big enough to be glaring, they still unsettle you or
throw you off your stride until you adjust. The country’s approach to homosexuality is a perfect
example. In the UK being anti gay is socially unacceptable. The same is of course true in New
Zealand. The difference is that New Zealanders, particularly those from rural areas, are far more
forthright in their opinions and not scared to express them. Freedom of speech means just that.
Freedom, without the guilt. There seems to be a genuine blind spot when it comes to the idea
that other people might not share your opinions, or even be offended by them. On top of this a
good national scale argument makes for hours, days or even weeks of entertainment, so an
opportunity to kick one off should never be missed. Say what you think, debate it, shake hands
and move on. Perhaps in this one way New Zealand could be considered ‘behind’. You often
hear Kiwis complaining about political correctness getting out of control but, really, when
compared to the UK, political correctness in still in its infancy, albeit developing quickly. There’s
still a large part of the population who follow traditional values and are not afraid to vent their
opinions in the bluntest of terms. It’s often very refreshing, but can also make you cringe at
times, especially when somebody confides bigoted views in a stage whisper which suggests



they've assumed you share their opinion. Often these stage whispers are within a couple of
paces of the person they're speaking about so that you're instantly trapped, forced to offend
either one or the other of the two people, both of whom you were friends with moments earlier.
Never afraid to express their opinions though, Kiwis don’t just express their views in whispers.
Far from it. Every now and again the media hit gold and manage to spark off a really big debate,
all and sundry piling in with their thoughts on talk back radio or in the newspaper letters columns
until the matter is resolved. Inevitably one or two politicians, never afraid to court controversy,
will also fan the flames with the most outrageous comments.Gay marriage was legalised in
2013, yet again betraying New Zealand’s open mindedness despite the image that seems to be
held by outsiders. In the end the parliamentary vote was overwhelming but, along the way, as
much mileage as possible was made of various media polls and opinionated opposition in
stirring up a long running debate and filling newspapers. This had the desired effect of course,
with Kiwis offering up their opinions for discussion on both sides of the argument until the matter
was resolved.One of the most delightful examples of people wading into the debate was an
Auckland church with a history of challenging traditional perceptions on a billboard erected
outside. Previous examples included the Christmas 2011 poster depicting the Virgin Mary, a
shocked expression on her face as she looked at the pregnancy test in her hand. The poster
was vandalised by an activist in the name of the Catholic population, but not before it had gained
national attention. A year later they were at it again, this time with a picture of the baby Jesus, a
rainbow coloured halo above his head and the slogan ‘It’s Christmas. Time for Jesus to come
out.’ This poster was subsequently described as ‘akin to hate speech’ in a complaint to the
Advertising Standards Authority. Perhaps it wasn’t surprising then that the gay marriage bill was
too good an opportunity to be ignored. Their contribution to the debate was a poster pasted to
the by now infamous billboard depicting two kissing brides on a wedding cake. The slogan read
‘We don’t care who’s on top.’ Having made their point they then sold the poster by auction to
raise funds. Key to it all though is that, despite all the opinions, arguments and gestures at the
time, since the day parliament voted there has been no more public debate or complaint.
Talkback radio has fallen silent on the subject. No protest at the final vote by those opposed to
it. The matter is resolved. Move on. Exploration and DiscoveryOnce settled in our fairy castle
hotel, we set out to explore, avoiding the extortionate taxi fares that were demanded as soon our
English accents were detected, and using the hotel transport whenever we could. In the whole
of New Zealand I had one contact. I’d never met or even spoken to him, but I’d been given the
name of one of the managers at my new office in Christchurch. Hoping for some guidance, we
dropped in to see him, but he was away from the office, so instead we stopped at the next real
estate agents we came to and set about house hunting in earnest.Unfortunately, in April 2007,
the Christchurch housing market was going through an incredible boom. I had no choice but to
rely on the honesty and judgement of the local Real Estate Agents, and soon learned that this
was a dangerous position to be in. When I admitted I knew nothing of the area, several of them
quickly tried to offload the most unsuitable properties in the worst areas on me.Even then, it was



a struggle. We were waiting outside Real Estate Agents’ office doors as they opened each
morning, and taking the freshly printed rental lists from the counter. Picking a property down the
list, we drove at speed, but by the time we arrived there were inevitably several cars already
parked outside, obviously doing the same as we were. Invariably, any phone call to the agents to
view a property was greeted with the news that it had already been let out.Added to this, I was
finding our daily trawl around the city increasingly depressing. It didn’t compare to a British city it
was true. The houses were generally single story and spacious with BBQ equipped gardens.
The roads were wide and there were plenty of parks with imaginative children’s playgrounds.
There was graffiti in some places of course, but generally the streets were clean and relatively
litter free and perhaps above all, the sun was shining. Despite all this though, it was still
overwhelmingly urban. It struck me that I was moving my family around the world in search of a
better lifestyle, but here we were looking to move from our country home in the UK to a city. Was
this really what we wanted after all? For the first time uncertainty was starting to worry me.I
eventually got hold of my work contact by telephone and he put me onto a real estate agent he
said would be more reliable than most. Through this contact, we found ourselves viewing a
large house on the Port Hills, with stunning views down over the city. It was a very smart and
modern house, but a bachelor pad and totally unsuitable for young children. Besides, it was well
outside my price range, even for a few months.I explained my situation to the agent, and he
rather hesitantly mentioned that he had a property available to rent in a country township called
Leeston, approximately half an hour outside the city. If I really wanted to look at a place all the
way out there, in favour of the palatial property he was showing me at the time, then I was
welcome to do so.By now it was Saturday and we’d been in Christchurch for a week. We were
fast running out of time. We headed straight out to see what was on offer in Leeston.Weaving
our way through the suburbs we soon emerged out into the functional, geometric landscape of
the Canterbury plains, the pattern of square fields crisscrossed by long, straight roads and
equally orderly rows of pine trees, trimmed into huge hedges in an attempt to slow the
desiccating wind that sweeps down from the majestic Southern Alps towering on the horizon.In
this landscape it’s often difficult to guess why small townships have grown where they have;
what it is that prompted a settler, several generations ago, to select that particular spot over
another equally random location say half a mile away, and Leeston is no different. As you reach
the township along the featureless approach the grand but tasteful war memorial looms directly
in front of you so that the road splits to pass either side of it. For a small township of around
fifteen hundred people it’s an imposing sight to welcome visitors. The town beyond is small and
functional, shops befitting to a farming community lining the main street as might be found in any
one of a hundred similar townships in New Zealand, but there is little there to attract
visitors.When we found it, the house was dreadful. It was a tiny, rundown weatherboard property
on the main heavy goods bypass road, on the edge of an industrial area. Again, we couldn’t get
inside, but through the window I could see the kitchen apparently consisted of a piece of warped
chipboard nailed to the wall next to a stained sink. The other windows were so dirty it was



difficult to get any idea of what lay beyond. The house next door was partly obscured by piles of
rusting cars and empty beer bottles winked back at us from amongst the overgrown grass. The
occupants were probably the ‘salt of the earth’.But I was getting desperate. It was the first time
we’d travelled out of the city and I was so much happier to just be surrounded by fields, as
featureless as they were. In addition, the rent was very affordable. I told the agent I was
interested, and agreed to come back on Tuesday morning to view the property in full and sign
the rental papers. Heading back to Christchurch, I couldn’t help feeling that Louise wouldn’t be
as delighted about the property as I’d planned, but hoped the draw of the country would counter
any initial shock. Back at the hotel, I looked over the map. I’d ruled out the north of Christchurch
because my office was in the south of the city, but I hadn’t yet explored the country to the west,
out towards the mountains. As I tried to push the nagging guilt at the quality of the property I was
settling for to the back of my mind, I reasoned that there was still a huge wedge of countryside to
explore. Perhaps there was still time to find the dream home I’d been hoping for when we’d left
Heathrow a week earlier.The next day, with time to kill before signing the contract, we headed
west. Immediately I felt happier. Although not many, there were some trees, and the closer we
got to the mountains the more at home I felt. It was a Sunday, and none of the real Estate
Agents we passed were open, but I made notes of the contact details from all the signs we
passed. We kept driving and, half an hour after leaving the outskirts of Christchurch, passed
through the small township of Darfield on our way out to Oxford, a small but pretty township with
a distinctly highland feel about it nestled under the Torlesse range of the Southern Alps.About
fifteen minutes out of Darfield, we crossed an old single lane bridge over the Waimakariri River
gorge. Glancing out of the car window as we crossed, I demanded that Dunk pull over. Jumping
from the car as he slowed, I ran back to the bridge. Looking down into the gushing pale blue
water, cutting its way through the rocks, I suddenly discovered New Zealand. The bridge itself
could have been exported whole from Ironbridge in Shropshire, a prototype of the industrial
revolution structures that later came to dominate so much of the British landscape. Supported
on tall concrete pillars, the nearest other crossing of the Waimakariri River is approximately forty
kilometres away, north of Christchurch, forcing all local traffic, no matter how heavy, to charge
across the rickety looking single lane structure.The bridge guards the mouth of the gorge so that
to one side the view opens out over the Canterbury plains all the way back to Christchurch and
the Pacific Ocean, the blue waters of the river sprawling across the wide river bed of polished
pebbles, splitting into braids as it finds new and exciting routes towards the sea, as if
experimenting with its freedom after the confines of the long, narrow gorge. Across the bridge
though, looking upstream, the steep rock channel cuts to the right so that the ice cold water
disappears tantalisingly out of sight, leaving you to imagine the beauty of the ravine around the
corner.The rock faces around the bridge are ancient, crumbling and fragile, held together in
places by clumps of tropical looking trees and shrubs, from which the sound of calling bellbirds
reaches the bridge, so tourists are torn from the view to instead squint hopelessly at the
greenery in an effort to spot the master musician responsible for the clear, enchanting song.This



was what we were moving for. Fed for much of the year by snow melt in the Southern Alps,
Waimakariri is a Maori name, meaning ‘river of cold rushing water’. I knew from my reading that
the torrent below would be full of trout, and open for anybody with a licence to fish. Leaning on
the iron rails of the bridge, ignoring the trembling below our feet and the pull of the wind at our
backs as heavy stock lorries passed a metre behind us, we stared down into the gorge and
lapped up the view out across the plains.I’ve since spoken to quite a few people who have had
the same sort of moment when first encountering either the Waimakariri or nearby Rakaia river
gorges for the first time. I had to live near this place. I firmly told Dunk that I would one day both
fish and kayak the gorge below the bridge. We continued on to Oxford with renewed purpose,
before retracing our steps back to the city.Last MinuteThe following morning I telephoned all the
Real Estate Agents whose details I’d gathered the day before, but I got the same reply from each
of them; they didn’t do rental property. Slightly deflated I left a message for the last one on the
list, who didn’t even answer the phone. Perhaps our New Zealand adventure was destined to
start in Leeston after all. It was later that afternoon that the last agent called me back. She was
friendly but, as expected, they didn’t do rental property. Having thanked her for calling me back I
was just about to hang up when she had an idea. She had a client in Darfield who’d been
considering taking their house off the market and renting it out instead. They’d already set the
deadline that, if it wasn’t sold that week, they would start looking for tenants. She said she would
give them a call and let me know.Eagerly I awaited the return phone call and, when it came, it
was good news. We raced out to look at the house, forty minutes from our hotel. As soon as we
pulled into the drive I knew we’d found our new home. Far bigger and more modern than
anything we’d looked at so far, with a huge garden and an ideal location on the edge of the
township, we couldn’t have asked for anything better. Taking deep breaths, I counselled myself
not to appear too enthusiastic and, as we looked around with the agent, I gave my best tyre
kicking, cynical house-hunter impression.The house inside had everything it had promised from
the outside. As we left, I could barely contain my excitement. I spoke to the agent again and
negotiated a price. The last hurdle was that the owner wanted to meet me before anything was
signed. Having pulled out of the Leeston deal we headed back out to Darfield the following
evening.When we arrived, the owner, an Australian called Travis, invited me into the kitchen
where he offered me a beer. The enthusiasm with which I accepted the icy drink seemed to seal
the deal and we had a new home.As it turned out, Travis was one of the most remarkable people
I’ve ever met. He’d moved to Christchurch with his family about five years earlier to run the New
Zealand branch of a multinational company. Kind and generous, with never ending enthusiasm
and energy, he made it one of his many missions to settle us into New Zealand. It turned out that
he’d been selling the house because he’d bought ten acres a few minutes down the road and his
new house was nearing completion. Proudly, he took us down and showed us the project.The
new building was amazing. Absolutely huge, it had all the modern conveniences you could
imagine, together with panoramic views of the Southern Alps. Upon hearing that I’d already
bought two cars from a car yard in Christchurch he suggested I store one in his new garage until



I returned, and also offered to put us up in the spare room of his new house for as long as we
needed when we first arrived, knowing that we would be exhausted, with a young family and
without furniture.Normally I wouldn’t consider such an offer from a stranger, but for some reason
I accepted.We headed back to Darfield the next day and dropped off the Nissan Terrano I’d
bought, to be stored in the garage, before spending the last day of our time in New Zealand
fitting a child seat for Sophia into the other car and arranging its storage at the airport for two
weeks until I returned with the family.As we boarded our flight back to the UK, we’d achieved our
objectives and our trip was declared a success. We’d certainly put a lot of work into the time,
and the blue rinse car had covered many, many miles without a hitch, but there was no denying
the good fortune that eventually came our way during the last couple of days. Only in time would
I realise how immensely important that run of fortune would turn out to be.When I got back to the
UK and started on my second week out of three overcoming jet lag, we set about saying
goodbye to people and places that had been so important to us. We still planned to return to the
UK every couple of years to see friends and family, but this was the moment we were actually
leaving.The only problem was that our visas had still not come through. Without them, we could
not enter New Zealand intending to work and our departure date was in danger of being pushed
back. It left us feeling unsure, as we said goodbye to people, whether it really was the last time
we would see them for several years, or whether we would be having tea with them again in only
a few days’ time. The shadow of uncertainty was only deepened when people asked us when
we were leaving. Added to this, our flights were booked and it was too late to cancel them. If the
Visas didn’t come through in time, it was going to cost us another couple of thousand pounds
that we could not afford, not to mention the rent due on the new house and the storage costs for
the car at the airport.Phone call after phone call was made to our caseworker at the New
Zealand Immigration Department. With our departure booked for May Day Bank Holiday,
Monday the 7th May 2007, the visas finally arrived in the last possible post, on Saturday 5th
May. Suddenly, at last, it was all very real.Airports and Tropical BirdsDunk kindly drove us all
down to Heathrow on the day of our departure. I now know that airports are a bit like motorway
service stations. If you don’t use them regularly, you can find them intimidating, unsure of the
protocols or where you’re supposed to go, but they’re really very simply once you get over the
crowds. You usually spend so long standing around and waiting that you have plenty of time to
figure out where you are supposed to be going and how long it’s going to take. In New Zealand
it’s far more common practice to fly around the country than it is in the UK. It’s not necessarily
cheaper, but the Cook Straight separating the North Island from the South Island presents a
significant obstacle to driving. There are ferry services crossing several times a day, but they
aren’t particularly cheap and air travel is generally a more cost effective and obviously much
quicker alternative for moving about domestically. However, on the 7th May 2007, we were not
regular airport users. Having checked and double checked the route to our gate, we huddled
together as a family, convinced that someone might emerge at any moment from the Heathrow
crowds to either abduct one of our daughters or sneak twelve kilos of cocaine into our hand



luggage.As we were finally called to the gate, it seemed that our paranoia had been well
founded. In a loud voice a member of airport staff picked me out of the queue by name and
asked me to accompany him to a private area for a thorough search. Outwardly I was trying to
act bemused, bordering on annoyed. Inwardly, I was terrified. The last thing I needed was for
them to empty my hand luggage, with its carefully arranged armoury of children’s toys and
books, designed to keep the girls quiet on the plane. It would take me hours to repack. And I
didn’t want to be searched either. What did they know that I didn’t? What were they going to do
to me? Did I really look that dodgy? Did I need legal representation, or something to bite on?I
pointed to my hand luggage, and quietly showed the contents to the man plucking me from the
queue. I don’t actually think he said anything, but I clearly remember the instruction to leave the
bag with my wife, so I dropped the children’s toys as casually as I could and scooped up
Louise’s carry-on in its place. Far easier to search through loosely packed nappies and clean
underwear for the girls than the mobile library packed TARDIS-like into the other bag.I was
slightly reassured when I stepped behind the screens and saw a middle aged housewife
wearing an expression of mock amusement, but more concerned when I looked the other way
and saw an archetypal drug mule with a look of panic on his face going through the same
procedure, poorly concealed behind a curtain.To be fair to them they were doing a job, and
although they were efficient and largely humourless, they were polite and reasonably respectful.
I also wish they’d allowed me to finish dressing myself before throwing me back out among the
masses, but as soon as they were satisfied I was not carrying anything illegal, they lost interest
in me and seemed to be offended that I was taking up their valuable space behind the
curtain. They told me that my name had been drawn at random from the passenger list. For
some reason I still don’t believe that. In fact I hope it’s not true. I never win anything and would
hate to think that after playing the lottery for five years, week in and week out, when my turn to
be chosen at random finally came around, it had been used up on a strip search. It also might
have been better if they’d explained to the whole queue of passengers that it was a random
selection, rather than just telling me in private. When I returned to my family, buttoning up my
clothes as I went, and with a forced smile on my face that I hoped said ‘it was all just a big
mistake but I’m taking it in good humour none the less’, the other passengers glared at me
suspiciously. A small circle of empty space opened up around our family as everybody
imperceptibly shuffled away.Travelling with children is stressful enough, but standing in an
airport waiting for your gate call, there is little chance of a six-month-old dropping off to sleep,
which means you are constantly required to entertain them. With a two-year-old also waiting to
get lost in the sea of legs as soon as your attention is diverted, the airport waits
dragged.Perhaps we should be grateful that the airport waits were the difficult bit. It could easily
have been so different had the girls not ingratiated themselves with the air crew and our fellow
passengers within minutes of our boarding the plane. Something happened to Gemma, which I
am sure she regrets to this day. There were over 500 souls on the Boeing 747 that carried us
from London to Auckland, for thirty hours. There was nowhere for them to go. With all those



people at her mercy, she behaved like an angel, either sleeping peacefully in the drop-down
bassinette, or quietly snuggled up with her parents. Meanwhile, Sophia had discovered the in-
flight entertainment. With a long list of children’s television to watch on her very own little
screen, she’d decided that living on an aeroplane was a future with potential. The problem was
that, even when we shut her television off and told her to get some sleep, her mind was fixated
on what she was missing. She spent several hours with her head on my lap and a blanket over
her but still she refused to sleep. 
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Nyssa, “Adventures of a Transplant. If you've ever wondered what it would be like to suddenly
pick up yourself and your family and move halfway around the world to make a new life, this book
is a must-read. Even if you're not in the market for a new address in another country and are
content being an armchair traveler, this book still has a lot to offer.Both the important practical
issues of setting up in a new country such as visas, finding work, packing up, and setting up a
bank account to the everyday differences in terminology, climate, and getting used to new
grocery stores and products are all reported in a light, conversational manner, as friend-to-
friend. Welcome to the major, minor, and sometimes petty irritations that can plague a
newcomer.The fun times are in here too. From learning how to scuba dive, fishing on the Pacific
Ocean, hunting in the Alps of the South Island, to a little girl's ballet lessons they are all new
adventures to be faced. (While reading of all these adventures and excursions, I had to wonder
how much vacation time workers in New Zealand get; certainly more than the measly two weeks
a year most Americans get.) Another item to ponder is how the author's wife felt about all these
guy-trips that left her at home with the kids while he was out stalking the wild salmon. Perhaps
one day she'll write her own book, and we'll get the other side of the picture.The best parts of the
book for me were those portions dealing with the trial and error of setting up their property as a
"lifestyle block," which I take it to be what we might call a hobby farm or farmette. The problems
with the harsh wind and climate, the choices of garden plants, and even the building of a chicken
run all presented new challenges to the family most which were conquered with the help and
advice of friends they had made since arriving in the country.I do wish there were photographs in
the book of the locations mentioned, both around the house and grounds and the various areas
visited for the hunting, fishing, and camping excursions.This book covers the first six years of the
family in their new land. Will there be a volume two after the next six years? I certainly hope so. I
would enjoy reading about their further adventures and how they fare over the long term, and if
those pending additions and repairs to their farmstead finally get finished. Perhaps that volume
will contain photographs so we can be properly envious.Recommended.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A cracking insight into the Kiwi way of life!. A great read! Being a Kiwi born
and bred, I was always going to critique the content and I did just that, finding it refreshingly
honest as well as strikingly accurate. His descriptive narrative of the myriad of places visited on
his adventures brought each of them to life. The majority of New Zealand outdoor activities that
this author managed to accomplish in a couple of years has taken me half a lifetime to get
around to fulfilling. The ebb and flow of the writing style made it a thoroughly enjoyable read and
I would most definitely recommend it as a light, informative and amusing publication...for native
New Zealanders and foreigners alike. I will most certainly be on the lookout for more of his
material on the back of this book”



Danielle M Kelley, “Loved reading this. Loved reading this! My husband and I have been
considering applying for work and permanent residence in NZ and have been looking at
Canterbury as a contender. This answered a lot of questions I had about the people, the area,
climate, in's and out's of life, what it's like with small children in to, dealing with earthquakes, etc.
I told my husband this is a must read!”

Don Anderson, “Loved it. Regular people on the moving adventure of a lifetime.
And....interesting....what the author did for a living was a far distant second to how he enjoyed
life.”

V O, “Easy Interesting Read. It is interesting to read about the experiences they had living in New
Zealand and learning to be more independent.”

TJ, “Love this book. Love this book! It has given us much insight as we also prepare to move our
family to New Zealand.”

GBookClub, “Well written. This is an interesting and personal perspective on the challenges and
adventures of settling in New Zealand. An enthusiastic, honest and engaging style makes this a
refreshing read. Some additional proof reading would have enhanced flow in one or two places.I
particularly enjoyed glimpses into the whole family's experiences from a tuned in dad. Having
visited New Zealand recently it brought back memories of the fascinating landscape.”

Mrs AL Britton, “New Zealand calling. I enjoyed this warts and all tale of emigration and settling
in a new country. We nearly emigrated ourselves twenty years ago so it was good to read about
the real experience. I personally would have enjoyed a little more from the women's perspective
but enjoyed this nonetheless.”

Miss Claire E Walker, “inspirational read. Having travelled around New Zealand I was interested
to see how someone would get on moving there. This book covers all the highs and lows and
includes and few laughs and surprises along the way. Fabulous read!”

The Reviewer, “Brilliant. Informative, inspiring, a joyful product of the positive side of the 'human
condition'”

The book by J. D. Robb has a rating of  5 out of 4.1. 23 people have provided feedback.

Introduction62006A Promised land8It’s Never Going to Happen9Selling Up102007Nowhere To
Go12First Steps12Blue Rinse To Go14Exploration and Discovery16Last Minute18Airports and
Tropical Birds19Second Winter22Pure24First Fish26Facing Spiders Alone27Gin
Clear29Christmas on a Jet Ski312008Speaking Easy with Home Brew34A Guide to Nick’s



Backyard36Dogs and Children38The Dangers of Sheep39Blessed Coast41Business
Costs44Ride On46Retirement at Sea47Kindergarten482009House49Lance52Brawn53Beneath
the Waves54The Joy of Sheep57The Battle of the Shed60Water61Health
Service63Windbreaks65Danger! Children!65Rugged People66Christmas at Ground
Level692010Expansion71Lost72The Art of Ballet78Kiwi Roughhousing79Wimp81The Eden
That is Stewart Island83Toll on the Body89Mind Tricks90Back to Blighty91Kapa
Haka95‘Earthquake!’95Five a Side99The Styling of Sheep100The Secret of
Relaxing1012011Swimming Lessons103Life Changing Day104Hand Loaders and hares109The
Science of Ballet112Under the Mountain with the King of Fish113Bad Choice119Birds and
Me120Yes, Mr President122The Science of Cycling123Venison Recovery125The National
Obsession with Wayne Barnes140The Greenhouse141TV’s and Trophies143The Perfect
Party144Epilogue146 Introduction Introduction A Promised land A Promised land It’s Never
Going to Happen It’s Never Going to Happen Selling Up Selling Up Nowhere To Go Nowhere To
Go First Steps First Steps Blue Rinse To Go Blue Rinse To Go Exploration and Discovery
Exploration and Discovery Last Minute Last Minute Airports and Tropical Birds Airports and
Tropical Birds Second Winter Second Winter Pure Pure First Fish First Fish Facing Spiders
Alone Facing Spiders Alone Gin Clear Gin Clear Christmas on a Jet Ski Christmas on a Jet Ski
Speaking Easy with Home Brew Speaking Easy with Home Brew A Guide to Nick’s Backyard A
Guide to Nick’s Backyard Dogs and Children Dogs and Children The Dangers of Sheep The
Dangers of Sheep Blessed Coast Blessed Coast Business Costs Business Costs Ride On Ride
On Retirement at Sea Retirement at Sea Kindergarten Kindergarten House House Lance Lance
Brawn Brawn Beneath the Waves Beneath the Waves The Joy of Sheep The Joy of Sheep The
Battle of the Shed The Battle of the Shed Water Water Health Service Health Service
Windbreaks Windbreaks Danger! Children! Danger! Children! Rugged People Rugged People
Christmas at Ground Level Christmas at Ground Level Expansion Expansion Lost Lost The Art
of Ballet The Art of Ballet Kiwi Roughhousing Kiwi Roughhousing Wimp Wimp The Eden That is
Stewart Island The Eden That is Stewart Island Toll on the Body Toll on the Body Mind Tricks
Mind Tricks Back to Blighty Back to Blighty Kapa Haka Kapa Haka ‘Earthquake!’ ‘Earthquake!’
Five a Side Five a Side The Styling of Sheep The Styling of Sheep The Secret of Relaxing The
Secret of Relaxing Swimming Lessons Swimming Lessons Life Changing Day Life Changing
Day Hand Loaders and hares Hand Loaders and hares The Science of Ballet The Science of
Ballet Under the Mountain with the King of Fish Under the Mountain with the King of Fish Bad
Choice Bad Choice Birds and Me Birds and Me Yes, Mr President Yes, Mr President The
Science of Cycling The Science of Cycling Venison Recovery Venison Recovery The National
Obsession with Wayne Barnes The National Obsession with Wayne Barnes The Greenhouse
The Greenhouse TV’s and Trophies TV’s and Trophies The Perfect Party The Perfect Party
Epilogue Epilogue



Language: English
File size: 1760 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 282 pages
Lending: Enabled
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

