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timber,  They were rough and

reaidy, but they were home fo |
this litle bond of pilgrims.
And keeping strange company
with these ltle  colonial
shackhs were pieces of Crown
CDerby, paintings by Bomney
and  Rembrandt, delicate

anditiatures. of brothers end

sisters  lefi - behind, plaie
from Londvn's most famous
silversmiths, '

NIy so was born the eity of
“ (hristehurch, largest in the
South Island of New Zealand,
and world-famous to-day as the
most English city outside Eng-
land. ' o o

- Westwood had no hapkering
after life in a town. His mind
was young eunough to be filled
with tales of*derring-do, and he

. had visions of wvolling sheep
‘eonntry with the fresh wind
‘blowing in from the Pacifie and

the smell of the open tussock
eountry in his nostrils. So he

struck o bargain with the Can-

terbury Association and beeame

the owner of a good stretch of

" land bordering the banks of the

Ashley River. Sheep had been
brought from England, and he
purchased some of them.. He
bonght a couple of cows from

. the Deans brothers, He built a
eottage and a stable. He cleared

land and put up fences, He
was happier than he had ever
been in his life. :

*

- AND then-something happen-

2d to complete this picture
of colonial confentment.

When he had first gone fo
Edinburgh as. a medical
student, young Westwood had
carried a letier of wntroduc-
tron o a manufacturer there.
 T'his man had. several daugh-
ters, bonniest of ell bewmg
Nellie, o bright-eyed Scots
Tass of sevenicen., She looked
shyly at the tall end gowky
Yorkshiremmi—aoand romance
“was born.

Then he went away .. . and
the girl’s family. considered
the little romance ot an end.
But not Nellie,  She had o
few pounds, she bought @
fieket for New Zealand, and
travelled all that long and
danyerous  journey for -the
seke of the man she loved.
SThey were married in the tiny
“Anglican Church 4n Christ-
chureh . . .. the beginning of
60 ncurs of happy merried

{ife.
RABOUT thiy time there was
another young Knglishman
in Canterbury who had felt the
“gall of the eolonies.  But he
was less interested . in  sheep-

Canterbury’s earliest
- colonists were no tough-
as-feather immigrants . . .
there were. men from
Oxford and  Cambridge,
women whose lives had
been lived in. sheltered

vicarages. v

farming than in writing—for
~which the world ean be thank-’
ful. He was Samuel Butler and

T have stood on the doorstep
of his lonely little cottage in
the foothills of the Southern
Alps and tried to turn my

mind back to the days when he |

had sat far into the night writ-
ing the words that went forth as

the famous ‘‘Frewhon.”

You ean’t imagine a more
peaceful, lonely spot. From the
door of the little one-roomed
shack-—it’s falling into ruin
to-day—there is a magnificent
view of mountain peak and
green hill and turbulent river.
To-day, Samuel Butler’s sheep
gtation is a part of the huage

run owned by Sir William

Nosworthy, a former Fosi-

master-General.

AS T have said, Nathan West-
* wood’s little sheep station
was prospering. The cottage
had * grown info quite a
house, the stables and sheep
pens and stock had grown,
t00. There was 3 howmely
woman’s touch about the
neat curtaing, the Iiile
chicken run, the healthy
~well-cooked ~ dimmers, And

80 into the ’sixiles when
Westwood fook his little
store of capital fo buy more
land,

. But the gods who had
smiled on his every eniey-
prise now turned away their
heads. - Late ome winjer’s
affernoon, a ierrific rain

storm = broke . . . the rain
lashed down il night, and

" b

all the next day, sud all the
next night, feo. The Aghley
River rose zlarmingly. I¥
flowed across the garden,
seouring out the sturdy little
oaks and the willows, If
flowed through the stables
soaking the hay and scaring
the horses.

l'.[‘ ran across the paddocks
‘where the sheep stood in
desolate little groups up to
their bellies in water. On the
third morning the water was
flowing through the house and
~the young ecouple decided they
would have to leave. They
went out into the paddocks,
opened gates, turned the ¢attle
and the horses loose, chased the
ehickens out of their peng. And
with no more than a dfew
clothes and a canary iu a cage
which the young wife insisted
on taking with hexr, they turn-
ed their horses’ noses into the
grey, mounting waters and

and young Nathap went to.
work for an engineer.

*

i

little colony, had become a
respected citizen of the grow-
ing town of Christchurch. He
died twenty years ago, but he
lived long enough to see Christ~.

- ehnreh grow into a proud eity,

showed surprising aptitude
at his work, was entrusted

HE

.with some of the plans for the

Lyttleton Tunnel, the big tun-

nel that was driven through -

the hills under the very Bridle
Track over which the pilgrims
had travelled not so many
years before. Orderg flowed in
for all sorts of work, The
Provineial Government was
building bridges and buildings,
roads and tunnels.

rode down toward Chyrist-

chureh. 5
That flood of the eighteen-
. sixties is still talked about in
Canterbury. The rivers hecame
mad, swirling scas spreading
out over the plain, desolation
and destruection in their race to
the ocean, The Waimakariri
River flowed down into Christ-
church, washing houses away
and tervifying the people.

*

N ATHAY WESTWOOD

went back to his farm as
soon as the waters had sub-
sided. 'The house was gous,
the stables and fences and
stock were no more. Where
his most fertile paddocks had
been the Ashley River unow
flowed in a stony bed nearly
two miles wide, ’ :

There was no such thing
as appealing fo the Govern-
ment in those days, If you
chose 2 colonist’s life you
chose hardship and hazard.
There was no use cursing the
folly that had caused him to
spend nearly all his capital
afdding mew aecres to his
sheep run. A tiay coffage in

Christchureh became the

young ecouple’s new home,

W’J{THIN ten years Westwood

‘' had become a partner in
the firm, was taking an interest
in the politics of the thriving

a city where the culture and
scholarship of the old world
was allied io the vigorous
apirit of the new.
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 “The Vigorous Endeérbys.”
Days, by C. II. Gordon.

“New Zealapnd—Nursery of
0, N, Gillespie.

Ken Alexander.
“pream Places,” the charm

women's world, .
60 good pictures, -
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Evéfy month you have the real life and co‘ioui' of Néw
Zealand given by well-qualified writers.
big features of the Jabuary isgue:— .

“Little Barrier~—A Tapu [sle of Birds” by James Cowan. ‘

_sHe's Telllw’ Us/” some humorous philosophy of life, by

Chats on sporf, books and authors, New Zealand verse,

An ideal gift for friends or relatives vverseas.
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the Thoroughiﬁi’ea Horse* by ‘

of Kauriland, by Leo Fanning.
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