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1. 2975 Bradford Street, Gastonia, North Carolina , USA 
April 2001 ς August 2001 

 

Eric lived in Los Angeles. I lived in New Zealand. We chatted online. We both had reached an impasse 

in our lives. The textile company that Eric worked for collapsed and Eric was out of work. I'd just left 

the priesthood and was pretty much at a loose end. We decided we might as well pursue new 

adventures together. By the time I arrived in the States Eric had got a job at a textile plant in North 

Carolina. Upon my arrival we rented a house. 

 

Bradford Street was in a Black area of Gastonia. We were the only White people for miles and it was 

ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŜΩǾŜ subsequently lived in ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘo lock the door when we went out. 

There were few boundary fences between houses, and some fronts of houses had a covered porch 

where in late summer afternoons residents would go to relax and call to those who passed by! 

 

 
 

The street was full of all sorts of characters. Clover, whose property bordered the back of ours, had a 

huge vegetable garden where he grew mainly okra. His wife had a strident voice and berated him 

loudly from dawn to dusk from the back veranda. He loved to lean on his spade and chat. It was 

mainly about gardening. I too had dug a small garden at the back and planted only tomatoes. The 

ƭŀŘȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴǘ ǎƘƻǇ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƻƳŀǘƻ Ǉƭŀƴǘǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻ 

ōŜ ǇƭŀƴǘƛƴƎΦ L ǎŀƛŘ LΩŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǎƪ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƻƳŀǘƻŜǎ ƻƴ ŀ Ǿƛne as in that year. Of 

course, Clover liked to talk tomatoes as well as okra. And Swiss chard (silver beet). And lettuce. And 

carrots. And cabbages. And rutabaga (swede). !ƴŘΧ {v¦!²YΗ {v¦!²YΗ STOP TALKING AND DO 

SOME WORK! 
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Next door was the loveliest man imaginable ς Richard was his name. He was crippled since birth and 

found it difficult to walk. He was number sixteen of sixteen children. He lived under the aegis of his 

brother, Caesar. Caesar was the Methodist Minister and enjoyed living off the proceeds that 

wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ benefit provided. Caesar had a giant television in his room. Richard had only one 

dream in life: to have his own little television in his room so he could watch what he wanted. But 

Caesar would not allow it. 

 

One day Richard tripped on the lawn and fell over. He hurt his leg and arm. He called out to Caesar, 

but Caesar called back that he was watching television. We gathered Richard up and took him to 

ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭŜǊƎƛŎΚέ άbƻΣ ƴƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΣ άLΩƳ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴέΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜ 

ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ άŀƭƭŜǊƎƛŎέ ƳŜŀƴǘΦ ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΣ άLΩƳ ŀƭƭŜǊƎƛŎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ōƛƎ ǇƛƭƭǎέΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ Ǌǳƴ 

he was fine and was given some medication that Caesar duly confiscated. 

 

I started to jot down some of the expressions Richard used. Two I remember wereΥ ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

man washing his car. Why not wait for rain and let Jesus wash the car?έ ŀƴŘ άA good morning? I 

thank my sweet Jesus that I woke up at all.έ 

 

 
 

The streetΩǎ ŎƛǘƛȊŜƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ strict Methodist teetotallers. Richard would come over for a Coca Cola. 

άbƻΗ bƻΗ bƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƪŜ; tƘŜ ǊŜŘ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŀ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƻǊƪΗέ Eric is French, so 

Richard wanted to try French food. He had read about it. After we had left the area we thought it 

would be nice to ask him if he would like to come and stay a few days with us on vacation. We drove 

tƻ /ŀŜǎŀǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ōƻŀǊŘŜŘ ǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ ŜƳǇǘȅΦ Richard had gone. 

 

We felt so much at home in the street. The only incident was a teenage girl who threw eggs at our 

window.  She had been told by her teacher at school to throw eggs at the WhitŜȅǎΩ house. Richard 

saw to it that the whole street came to our rescue, and the young teenager was duly corrected. 

Possibly the teacher was never admonished. 

 

Bradford was my first experience of fireflies. I guess I knew the word but had no idea they could be 

so spectacular. Whole trees were afire. It made Christmas lights look like an inferior imposterΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 

ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻǳǊƛǎǘ ōǳǎŜǎ ŎƻƳŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƴƻƴ-firefly countries such as 

New Zealand. Honestly, in the evenings I could sit for hours and just look, mouth agape, in wonder! 
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One day I opened the back door only to find a cat there placing a little kitten on the door step. The 

mother was clearly hungry. I put some milk in a saucer in a corner of the kitchen and she drank. I 

went on with whatever I was doing. Next time I looked, the cat was still there, but with five kittens. I 

gave the mother more milk. They stayed a week before a gentleman from several houses away came 

ǎǘƻǊƳƛƴƎ ƛƴΦ ²Ƙȅ ǿŀǎ L ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǘΚ L ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŦŜŘ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ŦŜŜŘ 

ŦƛǾŜ ƪƛǘǘŜƴǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ .ȅ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǾŜ ƪƛǘǘŜƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ Ƴȅ 

car. When the man tried to grab them they climbed up into the engine. I watched for half an hour as 

the man tried to extricate them. 

 

A little basset hound came onto our front lawn. It had possibly been dumped there. It was crying and 

we gave it some food. The neighbours knew nothing of it. The Charlotte Basset Hound Society said 

ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘΦ L ǇƘƻƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǘ ǿƘƻ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜŘ L 

paid $85 dollars for all the vaccinations it would require. I agreed. What else could we do? The 

landlord did not permit doƎǎΦ L ǇŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǘΦ ! ƎǊƻǳǇ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǇŀǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ άLǎƴΩǘ-it-ŎǳǘŜέ ǇǳǇǇȅΦ 

Does anyone want it, I asked. Someone took it. The veterinary establishment were not pleased. They 

had hoped to get a healthy nest egg by selling a purebred basset hound puppy for a comfortable 

sum. 

 

 
 

After five months we got an opportunity to move closer to 9ǊƛŎΩǎ work. We were sad to go. Clover 

from over the back ŦŜƴŎŜ ǎǳƳƳŜŘ ƛǘ ǳǇΥ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƴƛǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƭƭƛŦƭǳƻǳǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜΦέ 

  



8 
 

2. #14 4650 Bright Road, Charlotte, North Carolina, USA 
August 2001 ς February 2002 

 

5ƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ 5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ ōŜƛƴƎ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎΗ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǇŀŎƛƻǳǎ ƳƻōƛƭŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǇŀǊƪΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇŀǊƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘŜǎǘ ōƛǘ ŎǊƻǿŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

nothing was in rows but tastefully higgledy-piggledy. 

 

We had seen the advertisement in the paper. A single-wide mobile home was for sale. It was 

rundown and going for $1800! We went for a look and loved it. It would be fun to do up, so we 

bought it and moved in. 

 

 
 

²ŜƭƭΧ ǳƳΧ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ŎƻŎƪǊƻŀŎƘŜǎΤ ƴƻǘ ǘǿƻ ƻǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŎƻŎƪǊƻŀŎƘŜǎ ōǳǘ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎΦ ²Ŝ ǎǳōǎŜǉǳŜƴǘƭȅ 

heard that the previous occupants used to tip their fatty frying pan waste on the ground just out the 

front door. I began scrubbing. All sorts of anti-cockroach baits were used. The numbers decreased a 

little. In the end we got in professional cockroach busters. It was a miracle! Within a couple of weeks 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŎƻŎƪǊƻŀŎƘ ŜǾŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

 

I began painting inside and sewing curtains. Eric, with his carpentry skills, began making pine window 

frames and edgings. Gradually, room by room, the place went from a dark brown hovel into a bright 

and sparkling abode! It really was a lovely house with three bedrooms, a sitting room, a dining room, 

a kitchen, and a bathroom. Even the owner of the mobile home park came for a look and wanted to 

know what timber and paints and varnishes we had used to transform the place. 
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Our neighbours were interesting people. Paul, just across the way, worked at a nearby nuclear 

power plant. He was constantly high. If you needed to get drugs you could get them from the 

nuclear power plant! On many evenings he would bring home a prostitute, sometimes two or three, 

and leave them stranded when he left for work in the morning. With my car I got to know the road 

to Charlotte fairly well as I dropped them home. Paul would sometimes cook the most delicious 

ά.ƻǎǘƻƴ .ǳǘǘέ*Φ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǊŜŎƛǇŜ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŀȅΦ 

 

 
 

Another neighbour was Virgil. Virgil lived in a small, and from the outside rather rundown, mobile 

home in the corner of the park. He seemed a pleasant enough man, and would chat away about the 

weather and other such things when greeted. But you could tell by what he drove that he was rich! 

In fact he was the Cyclops (which is some sort of important position) in the KKK. He would 

apparently wear a purple robe. His entrance way was decorated with framed horrific photographs of 

black people hanging from trees. I saw the photos. The African American woman at the local 

drycleaners knew nothing of this. She cleaned his purple robe with a great deal of care, thinking him 

to be some sort of catholic bishop. 

 

  
 

Eric not only was a top-class industrial chemist, but he spoke nine languages. The company he 

worked for was replacing their old fabric-dying machines with new state-of-the-art German ones. 

Multi-lingual Eric was sent to Germany to learn the process of using them. And, said I, having taken a 

little money out of the bank, take my bank card for the week away. You never know when you might 

need it. 
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There was one thing left to do in the bathroom renovations: a decent shower curtain. I got in the car 

to purchase one. As I hit the road there was a newsflash on the radio. 9/11. I turned the car around 

and went back home to watch things unfold on television. Unimportantly, but importantly 

nonetheless, Eric was stuck in Germany with my bank card! All flights were cancelled. Over the days I 

quickly ran out of money ς and coffee. Neighbours wandered past and ask how I was doƛƴƎΦ L ǎŀƛŘ LΩŘ 

kill for a cup of coffee. A large mug of coffee soon arrived! 

 

  
 

After days of confusion Eric ended up in Amsterdam, spending his time going to van Gough 

exhibitions and the like. Eventually he made it back to Charlotte. 

 

There were three small roads in our vicinity: Bright Road, Erly Road, and Bright and Erly Road. Bright 

and Erly had been settler families in the area. I love that! 

 

We enjoyed our time very much at Bright Road. (I never knew that all those American deciduous 

trees could shed so many leaves! New Zealand native trees are evergreen). So many new 

experiences! Of course I had to occasionally fly to Canada and back to renew my visa. I was a tourist 

and in no recognized relationship to get residency. Sorry about that kindly American Readers, but 

that was the reality of the situation and one does as best as one can. 

 

 
 

At work, Eric was promoted. The trouble was ς it was in distant Asheville. We told the mobile park 

owner we had to move and he instantly bought our renovated house! 
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* Fall-Apart Boston Butt 

 

 1 (4lb) Boston butt pork roast 

 1/3 cup Worcestershire sauce 

 3/4 cup light brown sugar 

 1 cup apple juice 

 

 Preheat oven 200°C. Lightly grease casserole or deep roasting dish. 

 

 Soak Boston butt in Worcestershire sauce. Coat with brown sugar, pressing down to form a crust. 

Put in roasting pan. Pour apple juice in pan, not pouring over sugar-crusted roast. Cover pan tightly. 

 

 Place roast in oven, and immediately turn the heat down to 100°C. Bake for about 5 hours. If the 

meat doesn't fall apart easily, cook for another half an hour. 

 

 Note: this recipe can also be done in a crockpot. Put apple juice in the bottom of the crockpot and 

add 1/2 a teaspoon of salt to the apple juice. Place the roast in. Set crockpot on high for 30 minutes, 

and then turn the setting to low and cook for 8 hours. 
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3. 84 Piney Mountain Road, Leicester, NC, USA 
February 2002 ς January 2003 

 

¢ƘŜ ŀŘǾŜǊǘƛǎŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ά¢ǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƭƻƎ Ŏŀōƛƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎέΦ L ƘŀŘ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ŀ ƭƻƎ 

cabin with a productive vegetable garden and a cow. All I need do was ride on a horse to town every 

six months to get spices for pickle-ƳŀƪƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ 

 

 
 

The house, well most of it, was logs. It was on the corner of a not very busy road in a hilly area. It 

had a terrific-sized veranda and spacious grounds. It was next to a creek, and apart from a couple of 

houses within view it was set in forest and farmland. 

 

 
 

So much was new to me coming from little New Zealand! Snakes and turtles and groundhogs and 

salamanders and skunks and racoons and squirrels and woodpeckers and bats and hummingbirds 

ŀƴŘΧ bŜǿ ½ŜŀƭŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ǎƘŜŜǇ ŀƴŘ Ŏƻǿǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƴŀǘƛǾŜ ōƛǊŘǎ ƴŜŀǊƛƴƎ 

extinction. I revelled in it! At least I did until the family of groundhogs I had encouraged decimated 

my vegetable garden overnight. I was busy purchasing anti-groundhog things from the garden centre 

ǿƘŜƴ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƘŜΩŘ ŘŜŀƭǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƎǊƻǳƴŘƘƻƎǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ŦƻǊ ǎŜǾŜƴǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ 

what you do. I did it, and the groundhogs moved house! 
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Eric made a nesting box for the bluebirds, and I fed the hummingbirds. 

 

  
 

We had apple trees that produced apples by the thousands. I made apple sauce and apple pies and 

quite frankly anything with apples. A bale of turtles set up their living quarters under the apple trees 

ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘǳǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǎƻƴΦ ! ƭŀǊƎŜ ǎƴŀƪŜ όL ŘƻƴΩǘ know what sort but it was fat and long) would 

bask in the sun on the ledge of the garden shed. A woodpecker that we called Charlie was 

profoundly attracted to our tin chimney and would wake us early each morning. Rata-tat-tat-tat. 

Rata-tat-tat-tat. The only drawback was a family of Harley-5ŀǾƛŘǎƻƴǎ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƴŜŀǊōȅΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ 

Harley-Davidson has never heard of mufflers. The creek next to the house had whistling frogs and 

you knew when they began their evening whistling that it was time perhaps for a pre-dinner glass of 

wine. 
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Just up the road a family from Florida was building a two-story log house. Janice and Ted had three 

children, and young Jed was wheel-chair bound and had been so all his fourteen years. He had a 

wish: to mow a lawn (what fourteen-yŜŀǊ ƻƭŘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘΚύ ! ƭŀǿƴ-mower manufacturing company 

donated a specially designed mower that he could pull behind his wheel-chair. It arrived! Dad Ted 

ǎŜǘ ƛǘ ǳǇΦ 5ƻǿƴ WŜŘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ Ƴƻǿ ƻǳǊ ƭŀǿƴΗ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎƭƛŜƴǘǎ ŦƻǊ άWŜŘΩǎ 9ŀǊǘƘ-Friendly Lawn 

/ŀǊŜέΦ We gave him a cap with his logo embroidered on the front. And we gave him an envelope 

ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇŀȅΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻŎƪ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛǘΤ ǘƘŜ 

next day Jed died. It was profoundly sad. 

 

 
 

Janice and Ted remained our good friends for a few years, but over time distance can cause people 

to drift away. 

 

I had never liked dogs much. Growing up on a farm with sheep dogs we were encouraged not to 

view them as pets. I had never had a pet dog and regarded those who had them as a bit silly. At the 

log cabin we had a visitor; a large long-haired dark brown-black dog that looked like a cross between 

a collie and a chow-chow. It learnt to take the lids off our trash cans at night and would scatter 

rubbish over our lawn in search of food. The mailman told me where the dog lived. He said the 

ƻǿƴŜǊǎ ǘƛŜŘ ƛǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜŀǘ ƛǘΦ bƻƴŜǘƘŜƭŜǎǎΣ L ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴŜǊǎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ 

dog for three weeks. 
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Then one day it was pouring with rain. I was on the veranda. Coming up the road was the dog. He 

was drenched. He saw me and began to run. He dashed up the veranda steps and all seventy pounds 

of saturated canine leapt into my arms. He was covered in welts and flea nests and gorged blood-

sucking ticks. He never left again, and since we did not know his name we called him Doggie. I 

started to love my first pet dog! He was the most intelligent dog in the world! And the best looking! 

 

 
 

Once again we had the opportunity to own our own home. Our log cabin adventure was to end. It 

was a time filled with happy and sad memories. But our new place was to be not far away. You know 

ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōǳȅ ƎǊƻŎŜǊƛŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎǘƻǊŜΗ 
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4. 448 South Turkey Creek, Leicester, NC, USA 
January 2003 ς November 2003 

 

We were renting the log cabin. Eric and I used to often dream of owning our own home again and 

would sometimes pop in for a look when we passed a place that sold mobile homes. 

 

We found a house we really liked. It was parked way at the back of rows of mobile homes for sale. It 

was a double-ǿƛŘŜΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻƴŜȅ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŜΩŘ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘȅ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƛǘ Ŏƻǎǘ 

ς just for fun! 

 

άhƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜΗ LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘ ǘǿƛŎŜΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎƻƴƎΦέ !ƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘΗ [ƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛŘ ǿŜ 

know when ǿŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻǿƴƛƴƎ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜΗ ¢ƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŜ 

had nowhere to put it! 

 

¢ƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǘƛƴȅ ŀŘǾŜǊǘƛǎŜƳŜƴǘΦ ά[ƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƭŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻōƛƭŜ ƘƻƳŜΚ tƘƻƴŜ 

aŜǊǘƻƴΦέ aŜǊǘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘŦǳƭ ƻƭŘ ƭŀŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜŘ to meet. The site was on a farm. Very 

quickly we had approval. The water and sewerage and power were hooked up! The piles were in! 

The two parts of the double-wide arrived! All watching were horrified! We insisted they install the 

house facing the wrong way round! 

 

  
 

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ŦŀŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƘŀŘ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎ 

ƎŀƭƻǊŜΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƻǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΤ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴǘ aƻǳƴǘ IŀƴƭƻƴΦ 

hƴŎŜ ƛƴǎǘŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ǾƛǎƛǘƻǊ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜƴǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅ ά²ƻǿΗ [ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǾƛŜǿΗέ 
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We asked Merton if we might have a vegie garden. Next thing her younger son, Grover, came and 

ploughed half a field. Our vegie garden stretched to Timbuctoo! 

 

 
 

But none of this is what I really want to tell you. I want to tell you who Merton really was. 

 

Merton was one of six daughters (all in their 80s and 90s) of Appalachian Minstrel Bascom Lamar 

Lunsford. 
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L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ 5Ŝǿ ƴŀƳŜŘ ƛǘǎ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ .ŀǎŎƻƳΩǎ ǎƻƴƎ Mountain Dew. It was Bascom who 

saved Appalachian music and dance from extinction. He set up folk music festivals ς since popular all 

over the States. He went around collecting songs that the old folk used to sing around the fire. Living 

in a strict religious neighbourhood Bascom, his wife, son, and six daughters were sometimes 

regarded as conspiring with the devil. The dance and music events were a scandal. 

 

Bascom Lamar Lunsford - His Mountain Music Style 

 

 
 

Bascom was long dead when we came on the scene, but the daughters, being our neighbours, took 

us to every festival and concert within driving distance. I almost learned to dance the Appalachian 

ǿŀȅΗ bŜƭǎƻƴΣ aŜǊǘƻƴΩǎ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ǎƻƴΣ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ hŎŎŀǎƛƻƴŀƭƭȅ ǘƻƻ ǿŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ ŀƴ 

ŜƳŜǊƎŜƴŎȅ ŎŀƭƭΦ hƭŘ ŀƎŜ Ŏŀƴ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴǘΥ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƪ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

bottle. Could we pop over? 

 

What a wonderful time it was! To be immersed in a traditional Appalachian family (children, 

grandchildren, great grandchildren) was a great joy and privilege. 

 

 
 

SƻƻƴŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƭŀǘŜǊ 9ǊƛŎΩǎ ǿƻǊƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ vǳŜōŜŎΦ L ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘ ƻǊ ǎƻ ǘƻ ǇŀŎƪ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ 

up, to get DogƎƛŜΩǎ ǾŀŎŎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǇŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǎŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=B3M5dJl2SgA
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5. 13775 10th Avenue, Saint- Georges, Quebec, Canada 
November 2003 ς May 2004 

 

It was a three day car drive for Doggie and me from South Turkey Creek in North Carolina to Saint-

Georges in Quebec. Doggie despised travelling in a vehicle. He climbed into the back seat, lay down, 

and for the next three days of travel never once looked out the window. 

 

Neighbour Jo, one of the six daughters of Bascom Lamar Lunsford, belonged to the Automobile 

Association. She not only armed me with maps, but also with a list of every hotel and motel along 

the way that would allow dogs. 

 

We left mid-afternoon. I had planned the first section of the journey but grew tired with all the last 

ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ L ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘΦ ²ŜǊŜ ǿŜ ƛƴ ¢ŜƴƴŜǎǎŜŜΚ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ 

remember. We came upon a large hotel. I enquired if they allowed for dogs, and they did. They gave 

us a room. Unbeknown to me there was a huge (and I mean huge) American Dog Show based at the 

hotel that week. There were dogs everywhere all manicured to perfection. Here was shaggy, 

unclipped Doggie amidst them. The head judge for the event was apparently a New Zealander. I 

must be the spouse ς ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŘƻƎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜΗέ 5ƻƎƎƛŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎƻ ǇŀƳǇŜǊŜŘ ōȅ 

owners of refined poodles and distinguished Chihuahuas scrambling for favour! 

 

 
 

The house rented in Saint-Georges, the town where we worked, was owned by a friend of the boss. 

He was very rich, spoke immaculate English, and had an Irish surname. I asked about the surname, 

because Irish names are not uncommon in French-speaking Quebec. He said years ago the British 

brought boatloads of orphaned Irish children and dropped them off all along the east coast of North 

America. 
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The house looked smallish on the outside but inside it was huge. There were five or six bedrooms, 

two living rooms, a gigantic billiards room (complete with billiard table), and an entrance parlour 

ōƛƎƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ Ƴƻǎǘ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ LΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴΗ Lǘ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ŜƴƻǊƳƻǳǎ ōƻƛƭŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ 

just as well because we were there for the winter and Quebec winters can be chilly! 

 

  
 

The house was furnished. It had beds but no bedding. Work was at a textile mill so we had piles of 

offcuts, and I used them to sew bedspreads ς ŀ ǎƪƛƭƭ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ L ƘŀŘΗ 
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My French was zilch. I used to smoke and would joke that I could speak French because I would go 

into a French-ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǇΣ ǎŀȅ άaŀǊƭōƻǊƻέΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ǇŀŎƪŜǘ ƻŦ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜǎΦ hǾŜǊ 

time my French stayed remarkably inadequate. 

 

It was during this time that Eric slipped in an icy carpark and broke an ankle. Upon slipping, the car 

keys in hand flew into the air and went splat into the icy river we were next to. We went to the 

hospital and I explained in anglais équitable what had happened. The woman in charge gabbled 

ŀǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜΣ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ CǊŜƴŎƘΣ ά.ƭŜŜŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǇŜƴƴȅ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ƎƻǘΦέ 

Unbeknown to her, Eric was from France! 

 

 
 

Saint-Georges is a lovely town and is the largest in the Chaudière-Appalaches region of Quebec. The 

Chaudière River flows through the town. I could have lived there permanently! 

 

We were in Saint-Georges for only six months before work called us to uproot and move to the small 

village of Saint-Victor. 
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6. 594 Rang Sainte- Catherine, Saint- Victor, Quebec 
May 2004 ς February 2006 

 

 
 

What can be said about the house at 594 Rang Sainte-Catherine? It was a fairly new building, but 

ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘŜŘ ǳǎƛƴƎ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ƻŦ ŀƴ ŜŀǊƭȅ vǳŜōŜŎ ǎŜǘǘƭŜǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ ŦŀŎƛƭƛǘȅΦ Lǘ 

was set on seventeen acres of woods and lawns, with tracks through the forest. The trees were 

mainly maples, firs, and pine. Outside the sitting room window was a large lake with trout. Near the 

lake was a maple syrup building where maple syrup could be processed once extracted from the 

trees. 
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We dug a large vegetable garden. What a productive garden it was! With the freezer full there was 

no need to buy vegetables over winter. 

 

 
 

From the fallen pines Eric chopped up firewood for winter. 

 

 
 

We bought a ride-on mower and mowed the substantial lawns and the tracks through the woods. 
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The wild life was fantastic. Herds of deer would pass through. An elk came to sniff the firewood. 

Radio warnings would be given of bears on the loose. How comfy it was to snuggle up in bed at night 

and hear packs of wolves out ƻƴ ŀ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǿƭƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǿƻƭǾŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǳǎŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛƴŜ ǘƻ 

ǘƛƴƎƭŜΤ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƭǾŜǎ ŎƘŀǘǘŜǊƛƴƎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΚ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƎƻƛƴƎΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ 

are planned? The trout in the lake would crowd to the edge for food. 

 

Doggie was getting old and more comfortable in his ways. We though he could do with a companion. 

²Ŝ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ǊŜǎŎǳŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƭƭ ƛƴ ƭƻǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŘƻƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōŀǊƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǳǎΣ ōǳǘ 

was standing on his hind legs as if pleading to be taken. He had been the most abused dog that 

Animal Rescue had seen in years. Of course we took him. He was a big dog, and we called him Rusty. 

Doggie understood English; Rusty understood French. The two got on well. They both had free-range 

of the large property. It was the deer ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎ ǎŜŀǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ wǳǎǘȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦ ²Ŝ ƴŜǾŜǊ 

saw him again. We think he may have been shot by hunters. 
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On weekends we would often go for a drive around the countryside. On this particular day we went 

to Thetford Mines. And there it was! A little puppy in the pet shop window! We brought her home 

ŀƴŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ {ŜŘƻƴŀΦ 5ƻƎƎƛŜΩǎ Řŀȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ {ŜŘƻƴŀ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŎƪǎ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ŘƻƎΦ IŜ 

would take her out in the snow way beyond the house and send her home on her own. The next day 

he would take her to the other side and do the same. He taught her to bark at squirrels up trees, and 

toss a ball, and even to eat the wild raspberries that grew in the woods. He taught her to lie in the 

snow with only the eyes showing. 

 

 
 

The summers ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƻǾŜǊƭȅ ƭƻƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘŦǳƭΦ ²ƛƴǘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǾŜƴƎŜŀƴŎŜΦ 

¦ǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǿŜŜƪǎ ŀǘ Ƴƛƴǳǎ пл /ŜƭǎƛǳǎΦ LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ȅƻǳ 

might as well have one! Getting up at 4.30 am to snow-blow the driveway to get to work was a 

common activity. Once, a big storm came and the snow was piled higher that the garage door. It was 

far too much snow for our snow blower. Eric stopped the snow plough on the road as it passed. Do 

you reckon you could do our driveway? If the drƛǾŜǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƪƛƴŘ ǿŜΩŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƘƻǾŜƭǎΦ 
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All things must end. I developed chronic heart disease. We would have to go to New Zealand for 

treatment. Eric resigned from work. We found homes each for Doggie and Sedona.  I can still see the 

little boy in Saint-DŜƻǊƎŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ 5ƻƎƎƛŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ άǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ǘŜŘŘȅ ōŜŀǊέ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ƎǊŀƴŘǇŀΦ 

 

We sold our mower and snow-blower. We sold the furniture. We sold the good car, and kept the old 

car to take us to the train station in Quebec. The train would ǘŀƪŜ ǳǎ ǘƻ aƻƴǘǊŜŀƭ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜΩŘ ŎŀǘŎƘ ŀ 

plane to Los Angeles. As it turned out we decided, once we were on our road, to drive to Montreal 

ourselves where we sold the car for $100! 

 

 
 

The early morning was frozen. Our driveway was a sheet of ice. We slid down the drive in the car to 

the road like a skier. The last phone call at this delightful place had come in the middle of the night. 

It was a brother in New Zealand. It had been sudden. My mother had died. 
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7. All over the place, New Zealand 
February 2006 ς June 2006 

 

 
 

The flight from Montreal to LA to Auckland was long, uneventful, and boring.  We had arranged to 

stay with friends, Wencheng and Tim, in Auckland for a few days. There we set up a new bank 

ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ŀƴŘ 9ǊƛŎ Ǝƻǘ Ƙƛǎ bŜǿ ½ŜŀƭŀƴŘ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ƭƛŎence. One of my brothers and his wife came to 

Auckland with a car for us! That was wonderful! 

 

 
 

LƴŎƛŘŜƴǘŀƭƭȅΣ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦǳƴŜǊŀƭ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƻǳǊ Řŀȅǎ ƻŦ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜƴŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘ 

followed by a series of national holidays which meant the delay of the funeral would go on and on. I 

ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀƘŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŜΦ {ƻ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƴŜΦ 

 

.ŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƭŜŦǘ vǳŜōŜŎ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŜŘ ŀ άŦŀǊƳ ǎǘŀȅέΦ Lƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ŦƻǊ ƳŜŀƭǎ ŀƴŘ ŀŎŎƻƳƳƻŘŀǘƛƻƴ ȅƻǳ 

work on a farm. Margaret in Otane, Hawkes Bay, had a horse farm complete with pigs, cows, sheep, 

and chickens. We were to stay about three months (we had rooms in the stable) while we did some 

essential things on the side such as try to find work! 
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Getting Eric residency was a breeze. It took about an hour. Mainly what we needed to do was to 

show old bills that proved we had lived at the same address for several years. We had come 

prepared. Margaret let us leave the farm on the odd day to job hunt. At times she went away herself 

and left us to run the farm on our own. It was enjoyable enough, but after a time we realized that 
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we were more and more being used. We feigned job hunt success, loaded the car, and with 

considerable pretended glee drove off to goodness knows where. 

 

Eric worked in the textile field. The head of Sarah Lee in America (in fact back then the largest textile 

ƳŀƴǳŦŀŎǘǳǊŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘύ ƘŀŘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ 9ǊƛŎ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƛƴŘǳǎǘǊƛŀƭ ŎƘŜƳƛǎǘǎΦ όIŜ 

ŀŘŘŜŘΥ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŜƳǇƭƻȅ 9ƛƴǎǘŜƛƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊΦέ 9ǊƛŎ ƘŀŘ ƭƻƴƎ hair!) We 

should find no problem in getting work for him. New Zealand being a farming economy meant there 

were textile plants from one end of the country to another. Of course, unbeknown to us at the time, 

ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘŜȄǘƛƭŜ ƳŀƴǳŦŀŎǘǳǊŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƳƻǾed to China were planning to do so. 

 

We decided to stay in a single-roomed beach house at Paekakariki. Paekakariki was halfway between 

ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ǘŜȄǘƛƭŜ Ƴƛƭƭǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƻ ǿŀƴǘ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ [ƻǿŜǊ Iǳǘǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǾŀŎŀƴŎȅ ŀƴŘ 

went bankrupt and collapsed out of existence about a month after Eric visited. The one at Levin 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǾŀŎŀƴŎȅ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǇŀŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ /ƘƛƴŀΦ 

 

 

 
 

We moved on, catching the interisland ferry which took us to Christchurch in the South Island. 
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We first stayed in a small motel in Armagh Street. The motel room flooded when the inhabitants 

above took a shower. 
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We found an apartment at 4/50 Champion Street, Christchurch. Yes! Christchurch would be our 

home, job or no job. We unloaded the car, bought some old furniture and resumed job hunting. 

 

 
 

 
 

We had hardly put the table together before the phone went. It was a textile company in Auckland 

that made exclusive fabric for window blinds for the overseas market. You have the job you applied 

for weeks ago. You will be in charge of the night shift. We dismantled what furniture we could and 

packed the car to the gunnels. On the way we crossed the Southern Alps to visit a sister there. 
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Once again we caught the interisland ferry to Wellington. 

 

 
 

We drove from Wellington and arrived safely in the City of Auckland; a town where we had started 

our job hunt four months earlier! 
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8. 96A George Street, Tuakau, New Zealand 
June 2006 ς October 2006 

 

After scurrying up and down New Zealand for four months or so looking for work, with every 

possession on earth packed into the car, we at last landed a job in Auckland, New Zealand. The new 

job put us up at a very nice hotel for two weeks. That gave us plenty of time to find a house to rent. 

 

We did find a house in one of the suburbs. It seemed quite nice, and would be available on the very 

Friday that we had to leave the hotel. We turned up at the rental agency to pick up the key. 

 

άhƘΣ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ǊŜƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜΦέ 

 

Needless to say, it was pretty devastating. We went straight to another rental agency and told our 

plight. The woman said she had two houses available. Have a look at both of them and say which 

one you want. One was in the suburbs and a bit run down. The other was in a little village called 

Tuakau some way out of Auckland. We chose the one in the little village. That night we unloaded the 

car of all our possessions in the world. No chair! No bed! No table! But we had a computer! We sat 

and ate and slept on the floor! 

 

 
 

The next day we purchased a dining table and some chairs. 

 

aȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŘƛŜŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǇŀŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ aǳƳΩǎ ŦǳǊƴƛǘǳǊŜ 

and freighted it to Tuakau, including a clothes dryer. With it he had included money to buy a 

washing machine! 

 

The neighbour had eleven dogs and seven cats. The palm tree outside our back door had a large 

ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƻŦ Ǌŀǘǎ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ōǊŀƴŎƘŜǎΦ όLƴ ŎŀǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ Ǌŀǘǎ ƭƻǾŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǇŀƭƳ ǘǊŜŜǎύΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ 

were snails in the wilderness around the house in the thousands. 

 

The house was a bungalow ς as the majority of New Zealand houses are. It had recently been 

painted inside. There was no heating; no wood burner, no heat pump. We bought a heater. We 

might as well have tried ǘƻ ƘŜŀǘ ǘƘŜ !ƴǘŀǊŎǘƛŎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǳǎŜƭŜǎǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŦǊŜŜȊƛƴƎΦ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ ŎƻƭŘ 

in my life. It was damp. When it rained the entire water from the street ran down the driveway and 

under the house. Quickly mould formed on the newly painted walls. 
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One of ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǳǊΩǎ ƪƛǘǘŜƴǎΣ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜƭŜǾŜƴ ŘƻƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƛȄ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŀǘǎΣ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ 

take up residence with us. She was the only warm thing in the house all winter! The neighbours had 

called her Bali because she had been born six months earlier while they were on vacation in Bali in 

LƴŘƻƴŜǎƛŀΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǎƻ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ tǳǎǎȅ 

Cat. 

 

 
 

I would manage the Village Bookshop when Penny the owner went away. It was a good way to 

άƳŜŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭǎέ. 

 

Our house used to be surrounded by a cottage garden. It was now all brambles and weeds. I decided 

to clear it. In fact I dug over the entire quarter acre by hand and planted a pretty cottage garden all 

around. It was delightful. In fact it was so delightful that the owner decided the time was ripe to sell 

ς ά²ƘƛƭŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǎƻ ǇǊŜǘǘȅέΦ 
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!ǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǊŜƴǘŀƭ ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜƴŎȅ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ά¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŀƎŜ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ 

ǘƘŀƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΦέ aƻǊŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴΚ L ǎŀƛŘΦ L ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŎƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƛǘΦ άLǘ ƛs more broken and you will not get your 

ōƻƴŘ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

 

 
 

We left with pleasure and with Pussy Cat. Over the next four months the house was sold four times ς 

ŜŀŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƛŦǘȅ ƻǊ ǎƻ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ǎŀƭŜΦ !ǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ άƳƻǊŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ 

ǿƛƴŘƻǿέ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ǝƻǘ ŦƛȄŜŘΦ 
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9. 331B Allen & Eyre Road, Onewhero, New Zealand 
October 2006 ς April 2010 

 

Having survived a winter in Tuakau that felt more freezing than the minus 40 Celsius in Quebec, we 

were determined not to repeat the experience. There was a farmhouse advertised in the paper: a 

small two-bedroomed house in a rural setting. To get to it we had to drive across the farm, opening 

and shutting gates to prevent herds of snorting bulls from escaping. 

 

The house was near a shearing shed, and cleaǊƭȅ ƛǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƛƴ bŜǿ ½ŜŀƭŀƴŘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ά¢ƘŜ 

{ƘŜŀǊŜǊǎΩ vǳŀǊǘŜǊǎέΦ ¢ǿƛŎŜ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ŀ ƎŀƴƎ ƻŦ ǎƘŜŀǊŜǊǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘŜǎŎŜƴŘ ƻƴ ŀ ŦŀǊƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ ƻǊ ǎƻ ǘƻ 

ǎƘŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƻǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜǇΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀǊƳ ƘŀŘ ƛǘǎ {ƘŜŀǊŜǊǎΩ vǳŀǊǘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ Řŀȅǎ ǎƘŜŀǊŜǊǎ ǿƘƛȊȊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

farms in their expensive pickups from motels in town! 

 

 
 

The district was called Onewhero (pronounced On-ee-fair-ǊƻǿύΦ ¢ƘŜ άǘƻǿƴέ όǘǿƻ ƻǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƘƻǳǎŜǎύ 

had a garage for farm machinery, and a school that went from Kindergarten to the final high school 

year. Every country in the world shrouds the naming and numbering of school years in mystery. In 

bŜǿ ½ŜŀƭŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ά!ǊŜŀ {ŎƘƻƻƭέ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƎŜǎ о ǘƻ муΦ 

 

5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ŀǎ άǎƳŀƭƭέ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ-dining room and a reasonably-sized 

lounge ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ƻǇŜƴ ŦƛǊŜΦ Lƴ bŜǿ ½ŜŀƭŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ƛǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀ άƭƻǳƴƎŜέΦ .ŀǊō ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

liaison person with the rental agency and Neil was the farmer-landlord. Were they generous or 

what? 

 

Neil was an Exclusive Brethren and would never enter a home that did not hold members of his 

same church. He would drop off meat for the freezer when a bull had to be put down. For example 

during a storm two bulls were struck and killed by lightning. Seeing that we were avid gardeners he 

arrived with fencing equipment and doubled the size of the property. Barb saw to it that a log burner 

ǿŀǎ ƛƴǎǘŀƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƴƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ǿŀǎ άǊŜƴǘ ŦǊŜŜέΗ 
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One of the house drawbacks was the shower. It was one of those rose head showers that drop water 

from a great height into a cold concrete cubicle with wooden slats. You used to come across such 

showers at camping grounds ς at least in the old days. And it was right at the door entrance! I dare 

ǎŀȅ ŀ ƎŀƴƎ ƻŦ ǎƘŜŀǊŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ Řŀȅ ƻŦ ǎƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǎƘŜŜǇ to be showering at the 

ŘƻƻǊΦ ²ŀǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǊŀƛƴǿŀǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǌŀƛƴ ƳǳŎƘΦ 

Landlord Neil solved the water-the-garden-ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ōȅ ƘƛǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ƘƻǎŜǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊƳΩǎ 

creek water supply. It was great for the garden but not human friendly. We had to twice buy a 

tanker load of water. 

 

 
 

Eric was working at nights and I had a full-ǘƛƳŜ Řŀȅ Ƨƻō ŀǎ ƭƛōǊŀǊƛŀƴ ŀƴŘ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ŘƻƎΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

Area School. For example, seven of my forty hours were spent teaching Music and Drama even 

though my teaching certificate had long expired. Of course, because of that, I only got paid 

ƭƛōǊŀǊƛŀƴΩǎ ǿŀƎŜǎΦ 

 

Eric and I bought lawn-ƳƻǿƛƴƎ ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘǎ ƳƻǿƛƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ƭŀǿƴǎ 

and tidying their gardens. We had quite a number of clients, including a school property with large 

playing fields. And then disasters began to strike! 

 

The textile plant where Eric worked was cutting out its night shift. Eric was jobless. Earlier my heart 

disease had so deteriorated that I could no longer help with the lawn mowing. We had sold the 

mowing equipment. The hospital phoned to say a vacancy for a heart operation had become 

available and I had an hour to get into hospital! There was no money coming in and things had 

happened so fast that we were unprepared to live off the $2.60 that remained in the bank account! 

That was when Eric found a job online to translate a Chemistry document into French. And then he 

found another, and another. Of course, at the start, money from overseas doeǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ 

For my part, five days after a triple bypass I was back at work with a catheter bag strapped to my 

ǘƘƛƎƘΗ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǉǳŀƭƛŦȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŎƪƴŜǎǎ ōŜƴŜŦƛǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ŀƎŜƴŎȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 
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paid for the week I had away from work and that would be deducted from the next pay. Suddenly 

$2.60 seemed like a windfall! 

 

There was a story behind my heart operation. The heart operation co-ordinator had phoned that 

morning and said you are way down the waiting list but sometimes things could be speeded up if 

you are prepared to go on another list. That other list is where you are operated on without much 

ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŘƛŜǎ ƻǊ Ǉǳƭƭǎ ƻǳǘΦ L ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜΦ !ǘ ǎƛȄ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ 

went. It was the heart operation co-ordinator. The heart surgeon had phoned her and said a gap in 

ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΩǎ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ Ƙŀd occurred. Who is next on the list? She said she was at a restaurant and 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǎǘΦ .ǳǘ ǿŀƛǘΗ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇǳǊǎŜ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ L 

contacted this morning. And that is how I jumped the queue ς by months! 

 

Eric got a job for about six months with a gardening company that maintained the gardens of 

mansions owned by rich Americas Cup yacht owners and cosmetic surgeons and the like. 

 

¢ƘŜ ōƻǎǎ ŀǘ 9ǊƛŎΩǎ ǘŜȄǘƛƭŜ Ǉƭŀƴǘ ǇƘƻƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǇƭŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ 9ǊƛŎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǎƘƛŦt. Eric 

thought about it and in the end said no. His translation business was growing and he did it all from 

home! Well actually he worked from the tiny laundry room no bigger than a cupboard, and had now 

bought a British-founded translation company that had a group of translating chemists around the 

world in 82 possible languages! 

 

I kept chickens, specializing in the Faverolles breed; a variety of French chicken where the hens have 

earmuffs and the roosters have beards. (Now you know in the Twelves Days of Christmas Carol what 

ŀ άCǊŜƴŎƘ ƘŜƴέ ƛǎΗύ 9ǊƛŎ ōǳƛƭt ŀ Ŧƻǿƭ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ bŜƛƭ ǎŀƛŘΥ ά²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƻ ōǳƛƭŘ ŀ Ŧƻǿƭ ƘƻǳǎŜ L 

ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǘƻ ōǳƛƭŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭǳȄǳǊƛƻǳǎ ƘŜƴ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦέ 
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Most years I was the chicken judge at the sŎƘƻƻƭΩǎ ŀƴƴǳŀƭ ά/ŀƭŦ /ƭǳō 5ŀȅέΦ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

school their lamb, calf, kid goat, or chicken they had hand-reared themselves to be judged by us 

professional breeders! There were very strict rules such as date of birth of the creature and the 

breedΦ aǳƳ ŀƴŘ 5ŀŘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ƻǿƴ 

doing. 
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Flocks of wild turkeys by the dozen roamed the area and mingled with wild peacocks. In springtime 

the turkeys would nest around the property. I got half a dozen turkey eggs and a bantam hen 

hatched them out. When they grew their loud gobbling was constant and their turkey poo was 

gargantuan. Fairly quickly they became inhabitants of the freezer. 

 

We got a middle-sized dog which we called Delia. Delia would parade the property with the rooster 

ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƴƻ ƘŜƴ ŦƭŜǿ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦŜƴŎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴΦ hƴŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘȅ ǿŀǎ 

challenged by a young upstart rooster and the old rooster lost the fight. Delia bit ofŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǊƻƻǎǘŜǊΩǎ 

head. He was no longer in charge or of use. Now and again Delia would bring home a wild turkey she 

had killed and we would have a feast. She would circle a turkey, around and around in ever 

diminishing circles. The turkey would turn and ǘǳǊƴ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎΩǎ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǘǳǊƪŜȅ 

would become giddy and fall over and that was it. I make it sound like she was a violent dog, but in 

fact she was the loveliest of the loveliest. 
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We became well known in the area and farmers unable, sometimes in years, to take a break from 

caring for their farm would call on us to look after their farm for a week or so while they went away 

on vacation. We would swap dahlia tubers and raspberry plants and plums and pears and such 

gardening things. At community parties Eric was always asked to cook the turkey. Not only could he 

cook a turkey to perfection, but they knew we had a convenient source. The cat thought so too. 

 

 
 

We would harvest firewood together with others from the community. I attended a year of once-a-

week night classes in cooking Indian recipes. Often on a Wednesday evening upon returning home 

there would be a neighbour or two waiting to taste my latest Indian creation. A neighbour kept 

ducks so my broody chickens were employed to hatched out and rear ducklings for them. 

 

One of the loveliest things about the property was the peach trees. Self-seeded peach trees 

produced hundreds (and hundreds) of the most succulent peaches imaginable. 

 

 
 

¢Ƙǳǎ ǿŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŦƻǳǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ 9ǊƛŎΩǎ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘƛƻƴ business had so grown that there was no space - even 

for a filing cabinet. Barb came to our rescue. I think I have just the place, she said. Indeed she did! 

  



42 
 

10. 174 Morrison Road, Pukekawa, New Zealand 
April 2010 ς January 2012 

 

This home was fifteen minǳǘŜǎΩ ŘǊƛǾŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ ŦǳǊƴƛǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ 

belongings ourselves. Never again! 

 

 
 

Of all the houses I have lived in this would probably be my favourite. It was built by a man who had 

only one leg, was a friend of the Rockefellers in America, and had sold the house to a family that 

bred exotic parrots and let them fly freely around the mature trees that were growing inside the 

three-story house. The trees in the garden outside grew close to the windows. You could almost 

reach out and touŎƘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ōƛǊŘ ƴŜǎǘǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǘǊŜŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ 

ordinary; they were spectacular flowering exotics. My favourite was the heavily flowering lacy 

pepper tree, but the China Doll trees, especially their straggly seed pods, were a delight. Flowering 

cherries abounded. 
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The house was huge. The staircase was so grand one almost felt it would be a travesty not to don a 

ball gown to ascend and descend. All was set on quite a few acres of land, some of which was rented 

out to a local farmer to graze cows. The carpet inside where the pots for the trees had stood was in a 

grotty state. But things had been majestically planned ς even the balcony that surrounded the house 

on three sides. There was a huge fishpond that leaked and was empty, over which went a rustic 

bridge. 

 

 

 
 

The vegetable garden stretched from one end of the section to the other and it was a wilderness. 

Next to the garden was a hen house and run. It was there that we stored our firewood because I had 

given away the poultry in the house move. We needed all the firewood we could get because the 

house had two greedy log burners. 
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When we took the property we had been assured that mobile phone coverage and high speed 

broadband were available. Once we came to set things up there was no such thing. Even from the 

roof of this tall building the broadcasting masts could not be seen. We wrote to the Minister of 

Broadcasting, who replied that they had no intention of laying cables down Morrison Road. The only 

thing for it was to pay for expensive satellite coverage. 
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The house being made of unpainted wood was a great attraction to paper wasps. Paper wasps 

would dance along wooden bannisters presumably collecting cellulose to make their bulbous nests. 

Once a week I woulŘ ǘƻǳǊ ǘƘŜ άŜǎǘŀǘŜέ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ŏŀƴ ƻŦ Ŧƭȅ ǎǇǊŀȅ ǘƻ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ƴŜǿƭȅ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ƴŜǎǘǎΦ 

 

 
 

The house was made for Christmas! And we had many a celebration and many a guest. 

 

 
 

In the meantime the dog and the cat were enjoying their new territory. Pussy Cat was entered into a 

weekly pet food photo competition, and her photo won the weekly competition six times in all, and 

that paid to feed both cat and dog for a year. She had the advantage of being photogenic because 

the white markings on her face were balanced on both sides. Delia the dog had her own popular 

ǿŜōǎƛǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ƘŜǊ ŦŀƴǎΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǳǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 5Ŝƭƛŀ ƘŀŘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎΗ 
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One side of the house opened directly onto farm paddocks so we were not infrequently spied upon 

by inquisitive viewers. 

 

 
 

The grounds had been let go to ruin a little, so it was a lot of work recreating almost a park. These 

days, having a peek at satellite online imagery, the trees have been cut down and a swimming pool 

has taken their place. It has somehow lost its wonderful charm but can now be seen and admired 

and fawned upon from the road. 
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People from our former road of Allen & Eyre came to visit. They lived just up the road from where 

we had lived. They had a proposition. The husband had been offered a farming job several hours 

away from where they lived. The new job came with a house on the farm. Would we like to rent 

their house for a price no higher than their mortgage? Their isolated house now had broadband. It 

was a tempting offer. We had long been wishing to save to one day get our own home. This was an 

offer, plus the thought of not paying expensive satellite connectivity, that called for common sense. 

We said yes even though we were reluctant to leave this wonderful place in Morrison Road. 
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11. 228 Allen & Eyre Road, Onewhero, New Zealand 
January 2012 ς February 2014 

 

Despite vowing never to move our own belongings ever again we had not learnt our lesson. We 

made 13 trips with a loaded down ute (pickup), 16 trips in the car, and 6 trips with a large borrowed 

trailer. Thank goodness for kind friends to help out, especially with the piano. 

 

 
 

This house was an old farm house and had been the childhood home of the current owner who was 

moving to run a farm several hours drive away. The husband and wife owners wished us good luck 

and set out for their farm job. The property we had moved to was a few acres of hilly land, and had 

an implement shed, a fowl-house, and a large barn and pigsty. It also had a lawn tennis court and an 

overgrown large bank garden designed as a rockery. It had wonderful pear and orange trees. The 

owner kept his four cows on the land. The neighbouring farm was a cattle farm, and Molly the cow 

enjoyed cavorting with the bull when it jumped the fence. There is no stopping a determined bull. 

The first time resulted in the birth of Prince ς which the owners said we were welcome to rear and 

ƪŜŜǇΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŀǘΦ tǊƛƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻǊǘ ŦƻǊ άtǊƛƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CǊŜŜȊŜǊέΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŦŜƴŎŜ ƧǳƳǇ ǊŜǎǳlted in a 

little girl called Lexie. 

 

 
Prince and Delia 
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Lexie 

 

It was a typical farmhouse set up. The house sort of meandered with no particular plan. This room 

had been added over time, and that room had been altered over time. It had an excellent log burner.  

 

Eric cleared the rockery and grew wonderful vegetables. The watermelons were the tastiest ever! 

 

 
 

I kept a new-for-me breed of chicken called Coronation Sussex. They were very pretty chickens; 

ǿƘƛǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƴŜŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƛƭΦ .ǳǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ L ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǾƛƻƭŜƴǘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

go near the hen house without walking backwards to keep an eye out for the attacking rooster and, 

believe me, he could peck and draw blood like a vampire. Anyway, they were lovely to look at and 

even lovelier to eat. I replaced them with ducks; a creature I had never kept before. 

 


