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THIRTEEN YEARS BEFORE

1.

It was a good party.  Ten-year-old Zoe Herewini and her younger sister Teresa, known at school and within the family as Trisha, were allowed to stay up late. The party was for a cousin who had recently married and being Saturday night, followed the rugby on television. When the game had finished, more people began to arrive until the lounge room was full.

The party had been going for some time. Medi Herewini looked around the house at her whanau, her wider family. Old Polly was there sitting in the recliner chair as usual, legs up on the raised leg rest, the hem of her skirt pulled down to her ankles. It was black. Her cardigan was fastened to the neck.  It was a light brown cardigan, a man’s cardigan, over her black shirt.  The cardigan had been her husband Keru’s favourite before he passed away. He always wore it when he came to watch rugby.  After Keru passed away she continued the ritual. She missed Keru

One of the older grandchildren, was it Rehua? arrived with buckets of Kentucky Fried Chicken and French fries. 

“Youse guys go to bed after the meal, eh?” said Medi.

“Aw, Mum,” said ten-year-old Zoe. “Do we have to? There’s no school tomorrow.”

Trisha yawned.  She was eight and normally went to bed before nine o’clock.

“It’s half past nine now,” said Medi.  “Have some kai then Trisha can go to bed and you can stay up another half hour.”

The children never argued with their mother and father, Mac. Decisions could be discussed, sometimes questioned but they would not argue against or disobey a ruling. A quick smack would follow, usually across the backs of the legs and sometimes on the upper arms but never around the head for the head was tapu.. 

The kai was good.  Zoe liked hangi kai, the food prepared in an earth oven, but she preferred fish and chips, chicken and chips, hamburger and chips and pizza. Sometimes she took a slice of pizza to school to eat at lunch time.  If it was a big enough slice, she could share it or trade part of it for something nice.

There was beer.  Zoe did not care for beer.  There was a hangi.  Food from an earth oven was always a fantastic treat for eight year old Trisha but Zoe found the steam-cooked food rather bland compared with a Mac burger and fries, which she much preferred.

The singing started.  ‘Ten Guitars’ brought lots of foot-stamping and ‘Country Roads’, still popular, was sung at the tops of people’s voices. Zoe sang ‘Nobody’s Child’.  As she sang, she thought of a poor orphan with no parents sitting by a chain mesh fence among the weeds, looking out with sad eyes for the car that never came to take her away. When she finished there was a long silence. Blood rushed to her face.  Lost in the song, she might have sung something wrong or left out heaps of words.  Then clapping and whistling began, followed by stamping feet.

“That was wonderful Zoe,” said Medi, her mother. 

“Nice one kid,” smiled her father.  Mac Herewini  was a teacher in the local Glendale Area School.  Sometimes he taught mathematics to the high school kids but mostly he taught years seven and eight, the eleven and twelve year-olds. It was hard having a father teaching in the same school.  Zoe got teased quite a lot.  Older kids took it out on her if her dad punished them. Life sucks sometimes. She said nothing to Mac.

After singing her song, Zoe was tired.  It was Trisha’s turn to sing.  She tried to sing ‘I Will Always Love You’ but it was too hard for her and she faltered on the chorus. She lost her words and began to blub up.  Zoe stood beside her and took her hand.

“Come Trisha, try it again.  I’ll help you with the hard bits,” she whispered.

With Zoe holding her hand Trisha felt more confident.  Her tears stopped and she started again. Zoe squeezed Trisha’s hand as the eight year old approached the chorus. Zoe joined in on the high part, her strong voice supporting Trisha’s and together they finished the song.  There was clapping and people called out, ‘Well done, Trisha.’

“Time for bed, girls,” said Mary their mother.  “Say goodnight.”

2.

The girls went around the room saying goodnight to the different groups of people.  They got hugs and kisses and cuddles.  There was one man Zoe didn’t know.  He was a big man, strong, old like her father Mac. He put his arm around her and felt her chest.  She didn’t have any breasts yet but his touch made her feel dirty. Mrs Frater, her teacher, told the class about yukky touching and how she should tell someone but now was not the time. Zoe thought she would tell her mother in the morning.  

Zoe got into the bed behind the door.  It was alright when the door was closed but if someone came into the room the door swung across so she could not see.  Trisha slept in the bed by the window.  The room was small - the whole house was small, with only two bedrooms - and the only way to fit two beds in was Zoe’s along the left side wall and Trisha’s under the window. Both girls were tired and like little puppies they fell asleep.

The girls went around the room saying goodnight to the different groups of people.  They got hugs and kisses and cuddles.  There was one man Zoe didn’t know.  He was a big man, strong, old like her father Mac. He put his arm around her and felt her chest.  She didn’t have any breasts yet but his touch made her feel dirty. Mrs Frater, her teacher, told the class about yukky touching and how she should tell someone but now was not the time. Zoe thought she would tell her mother in the morning.  

Zoe got into the bed behind the door.  It was alright when the door was closed but if someone came into the room the door swung across so she could not see.  Trisha slept in the bed by the window.  The room was small - the whole house was small, with only two bedrooms - and the only way to fit two beds in was Zoe’s along the left side wall and Trisha’s under the window. Both girls were tired and like little puppies they fell asleep.

Zoe was woken up by the door hitting her bed. Although she was snuggled into the covers and was hard to see she saw a man’s face looking down at her. It was the man who had touched her.

“Zoe?” he asked.

“I’m Trisha.  Zoe’s by the window.”

Zoe pulled the covers back over her head. She began to sob to cover the noises that manage to come through the bed covers. She did not know why she had lied. She did not know what was happening.  She did not know what to do. 

3.

A Forensics Officer, a dog team and several constables from Christchurch spent a week with the Grafton force.  

Zoe could remember nothing.  A sergeant from the Christchurch office was very good with children.  She got nowhere.

“I was asleep,” said Zoe.

Zoe went back to school after Trisha’s funeral. The sergeant asked Zoe’s teacher to help.  The teacher asked Zoe in the quiet of the Principal’s Office.

“I can’t remember anything,” said Zoe.  “I sang my song and helped Trish with hers then we went to bed.”

Keeping the Press at bay was a major issue.  

“How old was the girl?” asked a television journalist.  

“Her mother says she was eight,” said DC Travis, the designated team leader.

The journalist persisted.  “Can we speak to the mother and father?”

Rose McCann was well-known for being insensitive.  She was also known to retaliate if she did not get her way.

“PC Jackson, would you handle the Press,” said DC Travis.  “I’ve got more important things to do.”

“Talk to the parents? Not yet,” said PC Jackson.  He had been assigned to the task force to help Travis in any way and to liaise with the parents.  “It is a devastating time for them.  Their whanau is arriving by car any time now.  When the family arrives, it will be easier for Mac and Medi to talk to you, and the older girl Zoe will have other family to comfort her.”

“Was she in the same room?” asked McCann.

“As far as we know,” said PC Jackson.  

“I would like to speak to her,” said McCann. “I want to find out why she didn’t stop her sister being murdered.”

“She’s only ten for Heaven’s Sake,” said PC Jackson.  “She is not speaking at all and needs time to get over the shock. Could you please go back behind the tapes?”

McCann grudgingly slipped under the police tape.  Jackson turned away.  He went back into the house to sort Mac Herewini out.

Zoe was distraught over the loss of her sister.  She would not eat.  She had nightmares and she cried a lot.  She stopped singing. She did not play with her friends.  She became sullen and withdrawn at school.  Although the teachers were kind to her, they could not cheer her up.  The school Principal asked her father, Mac Herewini, to take her to a doctor.

Mac had always been a drinker.  With Trisha’s death and Zoe’s surly behaviour, his drinking became heavier.  Parents were tolerant for some time but began to complain.  He was asked to take sick leave while he sorted out his problem.

Travis was made Lead Investigator.  Jackson filed evidence and assisted Travis. DC Travis was tall and solid.  He had black hair and a dark expression. Where Jackson tended to step back and survey the scene, Travis tended to fasten on details.  He was a party goer, a flamboyant dresser when not wearing his business suit.  He liked, and achieved, fast results.  He saw himself as an Inspector in a few years’ time, on big money for ruining a whole police district.

PC Jackson was of medium height and of slender build. He had brown hair.  Jackson’s pleasant face was remarkable only for his steely grey eyes.  He was a serious officer with a strong belief in justice, which meant solid evidence and a fair trial.

After the Forensics Officer and the team from Dunedin had left the crime scene, Travis and Jackson carried on with gathering evidence and interviewing persons of interest.  For a start, the pair reviewed what they knew so far.

“The curtain’s pulled back and the window’s open,” said Travis. “The guy who did this climbed through the window while the party was going full swing.”

Jackson thought that was likely.  The small room held two beds.  One was against the master bedroom wall with the bottom end facing the outer wall.  There was a narrow gap between the end of the first bed and the side of the second bed, just wide enough for a small child to slide along to get into bed. At the end of the second bed was a window.  It was swinging open, the metal arm that should have pinned it in place hanging limply like a broken arm.  The curtain was pulled back and had come loose at the top.

“I think so,” said Jackson. He qualified his agreement by saying, “But the room is small.  It’s winter.  The girls would not have opened the window.  Someone must have squeezed past the little girl’s bed to open it for some fresh air.”

Travis stroked his chin. “Check outside for footprints.  Maybe the older girl was used to sneaking out.”

“Nah,” said Jackson.  “She’s much too young for that sort of thing.”

“Why didn’t Zoe wake up?” asked Travis. “He raped and killed an eight-year-old and the older girl heard nothing?  I find that hard to believe.”

“Are you saying she was in the know?” asked Jackson.  “I can’t go along with that.  She was exhausted and fell asleep.  Or maybe she had been drinking.  You know what kids can be like at a party.  Forensics need to check her out.  Maybe she was given something to make her sleep and assaulted as well.”

For the inevitable follow-up to an unsolved case, Inspector Kent continued to assign Jackson and Travis to the case.  Other tasks came and went but the murder of Trisha Herewini stayed open.  New leads were followed.  They were all dead ends.  The partygoers were interviewed again.  And again.  They knew nothing.

Some samples were traced to their owners, Mac and Medi Herewini, Zoe and Trisha herself.  The DNA material of one unknown male was carefully preserved for future investigation when the process might be more sophisticated.  Other than DNA and the interviews the only other information was calls from the public, often in response to repeated police programmes calling for anyone with any recall of the party whatsoever to call an 0800 line.  

The general opinion was that someone had heard the party, seen the open window, and climbed in.  Whether the man, it had to be a male, was searching for drugs and found what he thought was a sleeping woman or a burglar looking to find what he could carry away, no trace of him other than the trace of DNA was ever found.  

Travis and Jackson were given a time allowance each week to monitor any developments and recheck details.

4.

Murder investigations remain open until they are resolved.  A new Inspector took over the station.  Inspector Brough kept up to date with the Herewini case.  He reviewed the list of sex offenders who might have been in the area at the time.  The list was small.  He decided to expand the search to all sex offenders on the nationwide list.  He asked PC Paul Vicarson to undertake the task.

PC  Vicarson knew that many followed their rugby teams to games around the country.  He looked at the profiles of the sex offenders throughout the country.  He soon had a shortlist of offenders who followed rugby games.

“Sir, I need to speak personally to three men,” he asked Inspector Brough.  “They are all sex offenders who follow their teams around the country.  It opens the possibility of using rugby as a cover for molesting women in places where the perpetrator would not be known.”

Inspector Brough felt that PC Vicarson had good instincts.

“Three?” he asked.  “Where are they?”

“One is currently in prison in Auckland.  One is in Masterton and the last in Dunedin,” Vicarson replied.

“This is for the detectives,” said Inspector Brough.  “Have a word with DC Travis.  He has been on the case since the beginning.”

“Yes, sir.”  Vicarson was disappointed.  He had thought he might be asked to interview the three men, Greer, Harbrow and Siemens.

“Which one is the most likely?” asked Travis when Vicarson approached him.

“Siemens, currently in Paremremo,” said Vicarson.

Vicarson thought it strange that DS Travis did not follow through regarding Siemens.  He did not interview Greer.  Instead, he focused entirely on the other, Mitchel Harbrow.  He was on the sex offenders list because of toilet spying. He had been convicted of breaking into a Dunedin hostel shower room and planting a secret camera.

Travis called Dunedin to request Harbrow’s files.  After reading the notes several times, he felt that Harbrow might have been in Grafton at the time of Teresa Herewini’s murder.  Otago had played Grafton around the time of the attack on Trisha Herewini.  Travis flew to Dunedin to interview Harbrow, who was working in Milton in a car wrecker’s yard.  Travis took him to the local police station.

“You go to all the Grafton footy games, Mitch?”  he asked.

The prisoner wrinkled his brow as he tried to find what Travis was after.

“Yeah, mostly.”

“What about the party afterwards?" asked Travis.  “The night the girl was killed there was a wedding party and the footy.  Remember?”

‘Yeah, I think so.”

“Did you kill that little girl?” asked Travis.

“No, sir.”

“I’ll tell you what happened.  You went to the footy.  You met a cuz,” said Travis.  A cuz was a cousin or a fellow Maori, depending on the setting.  Harbrow had a dark complexion but he was not a Maori. “He asked you home to meet his wife and join a party.”

Harbrow was slow but understood the reference.  “No Mr Travis.  I ain’t been to no Maori party.”

“Shut up.  I’ll tell you what happened. You heard a young girl sing.  Dressed up beautiful, looked seventeen. When she went to bed you left the party, didn’t you.”

Harbrow saw an opening.  If he wasn’t there, he couldn’t be blamed. “I think so.”

“Now you’re being honest.  As you walked away from the house you stopped for a leak in some bushes and saw her window was open so you climbed in.  I’ve got prints from your shoes.”

“No, sir.”

Travis stabbed the table with his finger.  “Don’t lie to me. You just said you left the party and I have prints of your shoes.  You climbed in the window and had sex with the girl.  Maybe she was up for it?  No problem; seventeen and up for it. No crime.  No worries. That right?”

Harbrow knew it was not a crime to have consensual sex with a seventeen-year-old.  He saw the opening Travis was offering and took it.  

Harbrow sighed with relief.  “Yeah, no crime, so no worries.”

“So, I’ll write it all up and you can sign it.  I’ll tell the judge you cooperated, so he’ll go easy on you.”

Travis left Harbrow while he typed up a statement.  

When Travis returned Harbrow asked, “Mr Travis, I ain’t done nothing.  Why is the judge going easy on me if I ain’t done nothing?”

“Just sign the paper, Mitch.  You told me the truth and it’s all on the tape.”  

Travis was bluffing.  There was no video of the interview. He knew Harbrow’s statement would be seen as a confession.  All he had to do was place Harbrow on the scene on the night of the murder.

Detective Constable Travis found several minor criminals who were willing to swear that they had seen Harbrow near the Herewini property on the night Teresa Herewini was murdered. Harbrow’s beanie was examined and found to have hairs from Teresa’s head and a smear of saliva in the folds.  Travis claimed this showed Harbrow had used his hat to subdue the little girl. The police report, written by Travis, stated that DNA tests on the saliva were inconclusive due to the age of the sample.

Harbrow denied murdering the little girl. He could not produce an alibi.  He could not remember where he was at that time and did not recognise the witnesses Travis found who identified him as being at the game and near the Herewini house on the night of the murder.  He was found guilty of the rape and murder of Trisha Herewini.  After the trial, the evidence was destroyed.

The newspapers and television made much of the arrest and the subsequent trial.  Zoe Herewini knew the man she saw that night was not Harbrow.  He was the wrong colour for a start. She said nothing.


GRAFTON

5.

Paul Finch did not know that Troy Brown and he would become bitter enemies, each attempting to kill the other.  Not that it mattered; in this world, you were stupid if you didn’t believe people who weren’t proven friends were enemies. Although they both worked in Humanities at the Grafton University their paths seldom crossed.

On this particular late afternoon, Paul Finch was doing his volunteer work with disabled children.  He was taking a severely disabled child for a pony ride along the riverside.

He held the reins lightly as he led the pony along the track through the trees.  Greg McKnight gurgled his pleasure as the horse moved underneath him.

“Like that Greg?” asked Paul.

Greg said, “Or. Or. Ligh or.”

Greg was a small boy.  He was ten years old and had the mental age of a three-year-old.  He recognised pictures.  He identified some sounds.  His main learning came from handling objects.  He handled anything that came into the small circle of his world.  If he wanted to handle something it took major force to stop him.  His small wiry arms and claw-like fingers had surprising strength.  Greg’s mouth was usually open, resulting in a lot of dribbles that ran down the corners of his mouth as he gaped.  He looked as if he was always smiling, a great big friendly grin that people found endearing.

The pony was owned, with other horses of varying sizes, by the Riding for the Disabled organisation that used horse riding as a therapy.  Paul’s lover, Sally-Rae, got him started when she asked him to help her with Greg.  He was too difficult for her to handle.

Once he was riding regularly, Greg’s behaviour changed.  The tantrums and the violence lessened.  Paul felt a sense of satisfaction that was otherwise missing from his life.  

“Come on, Colin, Let’s get Nellie home so she can have a good feed of hay,” said Paul as he cut the walk short.

“Ome, ome,” said Colin, smacking his legs against Nellie’s side.  He knew that after the pony had been groomed and watered Colin would be allowed to give her a nut bar, something she loved, and to show her gratitude the pony would wrap her soft lips over his little fingers.  It was the highlight of Colin’s week.

Paul Finch was a teacher of Sociology.  Although he favoured a strong and dominating approach that some called bullying, his manner pushed many students to achieve remarkable grades.  Excellent grades equalled success. He was very successful, more so with men than with women.  He was favoured to become a professor, a highly regarded rank, especially in New Zealand despite many complaints against him from women.

Paul believed there should be few rules in life, and no barriers to self-fulfilment. He socialized with like-minded people within the university.  Although there were women in the group, members believed that men were the strong fighters and women the compliant followers.  He belonged to an Anti-Establishment faction. 

The university Anti-Establishment group functioned as an Old Boys Club. They supported each other’s endeavours.  They had no qualms about lying to help a friend.  The Anti-Establishment cell in London falsified his academic achievements.  With the help of members of the Anti-Establishment movement Paul was able to win a job at Grafton University.  As a compelling speaker and an expert in the field of social movements, Finch was quickly accepted into the New Zealand Libertarian establishment.

Currently, the Covid pandemic provided an ideal network to denigrate leaders and hence their followers.  The easiest target to suit their goals was the issue of Health and Safety regulations.  The New Libertarians focused their efforts on convincing people Covid was relatively harmless, an excuse for governments to bring in more and more social restrictions.  After nearly two years of falsifying Press releases and faking research reports, the New Libertarians were ready for the second phase, the legitimacy of authority.

The Prime Minister appeared daily on television, with her supporting experts.  Jennifer Allenby’s calm demeanour and her considered decisions won popular support as she pushed back against the flood of negativity. 

The police could find nobody they could clearly label as a leader but they found several ‘influencers’, McConchie and Windridge being two.  The police could lay no charges against the professional agitators, Forth, Trowbridge, Struthers and three Australians.  There was no law against peaceful protest so no action could be taken.  Paul Finch was not on the police list.

6.

Doctor Troy Brown was a psychologist and English teacher.  He knew Paul Finch as a fellow-lecturer at Grafton University.  Like Paul, Troy had no idea they would battle each other in a life or death struggle.

Troy married Renee and adopted her daughter Alison.  It was a happy marriage but Renee became terminally ill and passed away.  

After Renee’s death, Troy lacked focus and became withdrawn.  He drank gin.  Alison sometimes had to tell him to use a strong mouthwash.  Each morning before leaving for school, she checked that he was dressed and shaved and that his shirt was clean.  She was a loving daughter who knew what was wrong with her dad.  She had no answers.  She hoped he would fall in love and his new wife would change him forever, but he never went out on a date.

Troy was meticulous about his classes and the workload they entailed.  He was careless about his clothes and about money.  Where he had willingly sought projects and research topics, he now was lackadaisical.  Students began avoiding him as a supervisor for their Masters and Doctoral degrees.  

People began to say that his rocket had burned out and a fall must follow his rise. He did not seem to care.  Alison was his constant, his base, his reason for living.  Troy and Alison stayed in the family home.  

7.

Covid was rampant in the province.  Mandates were in place for masks, distancing between people, numbers that could meet, and a QR phone system to locate where one had been and therefore who was nearby.  The government could, and did, track people and alert close contacts.  This caused resentment for many.

As Troy approached Countdown Supermarket on Friday night, he turned his phone on and found the widget for the QR scanner that sent messages of where he had been to the Ministry of Health.  

He checked the inside pocket of his jacket.  His flask was still there safe and sound.  He turned into the loading bay where Countdown staff gathered to smoke cigarettes.  He faced the corner like a dunce in class. He opened the flask and drank deeply of the gin.  

‘Go to the Naughty Corner Troy’, he thought with a little giggle.

He wiped his lips with the back of his hand.  Then he put his mask on.  Back at the scanner, Troy lifted his phone to scan the QR code on the door into the supermarket.  He had difficulty holding his phone steady.

“Alcohol will stop me getting Covid,’ he muttered as he clicked on the QR code.

“Yeah,” said a man two metres away. “By the smell, mate, you’re well protected.”

Troy barely heard him.  He waved his phone at the pattern, which seemed to swirl in front of his eyes.  It would not stay still enough to take the photo.

“You finished there, love?”  asked an older woman.

Troy stepped away from the stand with the QR code on it.  He turned to say yes but the woman was no longer there.

‘What do I want?  Teabags?  Chops?  What did Alison want?’

Troy fumbled with his phone.  He pushed the telephone symbol and when it opened the phone for him, he looked for Alison’s number.  He couldn’t see clearly but he punched the top number on the list.

Troy’s daughter answered the phone on its second ring.  “Dad?  Are you alright?”

“Sure, Ali.  What did you want me to get?”

Alison could hear her father’s voice slurring even though he was making an effort to appear sober.

‘What if he teaches like this?  They’ll have to kick him out. Oh, God.  Help me please.’

“Teabags and bread.  Dad, do you want me to come and get you?”  she asked.  “You’ve been drinking and mustn’t drive.”

“Not driving, Renee.  Walking.  Going for a drink at the Club.”

The phone slipped out of his hand.  It crashed onto the concrete floor.  It bounced and flew apart.  Troy could not see where it skidded to.

“Hey, Mister?”  A boy, about Year Ten.  Fourteen?  “Here’s your phone.  Hang on.  I’ll fit the battery back in for you.”

Troy watched as the boy opened the back of the phone with his thumbnail.  He did something with the battery, pressed a switch, handed the phone back and said, “Should work okay now.  Bye.”

The supermarket had warning signs everywhere. ‘Stay two metres apart’, ‘Wear your mask’, Be Kind’.

There was a family in the aisle.  They had two trolleys that seemed to be in a tangle.  Troy stopped for them; twin girls, around eleven or twelve, a younger boy, a tall woman and an even taller man, plus a girl around Alison’s age wearing the uniform of Grafton Girls High School.  

One twin ran towards the shelf where Troy was standing.  She looked at the shelf. Then she touched a packet.  As if changing her mind, she turned and blew her breath into Troy’s face.  She ran back to the trolleys that were blocking his way through and stood behind her father.  

Troy pushed past the man and the woman.  They laughed outright at Troy’s discomfort.

“Let’s do the next aisle,” the woman said.

Troy was thoroughly discomfited.  He bought tea bags and bread and a bag to put them in.  After his ordeal he needed a drink at the Tennis Club.

8.

In New Zealand, social clubs are a major venue for people to meet and socialise, rather like pubs in Britain but generally without the same character or tradition.  In Grafton, there were several clubs, the Returned Servicemen’s Association, the Bowling Club, the Vintage Car Club and one favoured by Troy, the Tennis Club.

The buildings were set back from the road, beyond the tennis courts.  A driveway ran beside the courts, with parking on each side.  Members had to leave their cars in these spaces and walk through a gate and into the clubrooms and the courts.  Troy was a non-playing member although the Tennis Club called on him and others at times to make up the numbers when someone failed to show up.

In various parts of the one storey building, there were several lounges each with one or more large screen television sets. Friends gathered in the Tennis Clubrooms to enjoy broadcasts of popular sports such as rugby or cricket or to watch the news.  Others sat near the windows or on the bleachers so they could watch live tennis.  

Because of the Covid pandemic, people had to sit at one table with no more than nine others.  There were no more than ten tables to comply with the mandate that no more than a hundred people could gather at any one venue.  Troy found where his friends were sitting and slipped into a chair.

“Boy, I need this beer,” he said as he sipped his ice-cold Speights lager.  “A funny thing happened to me just now.”

Because of Covid-19 restrictions on the playing of sport they were watching a replay of the Rugby World Cup semi-final, where the team from England put the All Blacks out of the contest. 

“Shut up and watch,” said Bert Simpson.  Sport is a serious issue in New Zealand.  Many people went to sports clubs where there would be no untimely phone calls, visitors or comments made by family members.  

Troy quickly finished his small bottle of beer.  He was thirsty so he ordered a jug of draft beer.  The game was not going well.  Troy gulped his drink down.  These days he seemed inured against beer.  He had the flask of gin tucked in his jacket but if he brought that out, he would be barred.  Only beer was allowed to be drunk at the Tennis Club. No spirits and no BYO.

All the spectators in the room knew the game and its result by heart.  The men at Troy’s table had watched this replay from October 2019 several time before but still felt disappointed and angry.

“We played like girls,” said Alexander du Pont, his full head of silver hair waving from side to side as he shook his head to show his disapproval of the efforts of the All Blacks. His hair had turned silver when he was in his twenties.  

“For most of the game,” agreed Bert Simpson, a man in his late sixties who followed the performances of the All Blacks with a fierce determination. “Then at the end, the captain got them out of a hole.”

“It’s the coach,” said Archie, who was bald except for a ring of hair.  His round face and the hair at the sides of his head made him look like a tonsured monk. “He just doesn’t know how to get the most out of the players.”

A sudden silence followed Archie’s words.  The coach was a popular sportsman who had been a Maori All Black.

“You won’t get much support for that view,” called Freddie. He had a rounded face on a rounded body.  His usually soft voice was sharp.  Archie had crossed the line shielding All Black players and coaches from criticism; even worse, the common belief that the All Blacks had the best coaching in the world had been challenged.  

“He has settled the team down so they can get on with the game instead of fighting with each other,” said a usually mild-mannered man called Malcolm, who was the sort of man who sat quietly observing and who seldom led the conversation. He sipped his beer, making one glass last an hour and stopping after two.

“Nah,” said Alexander du Pont.  He was quite new to the group, a rather unknown quantity. “All he’s done is make up new rules, lots of them.  He should let the players do what they’re best at, winning games.”

He stood up, holding the large glass called a handle in one hand, cradling it against his chest with the other.  His height and his appearance of strength and fitness were intimidating as he stood over the small group. That was his intention and it worked

“That’s not fair,” said Troy Brown. “You’ve got to have rules.  Without rules society would fall apart.  How could you win a war if everyone did their own thing?” 

Suddenly affability stopped and wariness crept in.

“Wars are made by rule makers who want to get their own way,” said du Pont.  “With no laws there would be no wars.  You just need the Ten Commandments.” .  

“Who made you God Almighty?” snarled Troy.  It was the beer talking. The group knew it.  “Don’t stand in Judgement over me.”

“Troy, let it go,” said brown-skinned black-haired Awhi.  ”He’s not worth arguing with.”

“You a Jenny lover, Brown?” snarled du Pont. He was referring to followers of Jennifer Allenby, the current Prime Minister. “Are you a donkey f*****r?”

“No.  I just believe in a lawful society,” Troy replied. “Many people find your sort of language offensive.  Please don’t use it.”

“F***ing teachers,” said du Pont. “All of you teachers are f***ing Mandate lovers!  You build your careers on following the rules and making your own stupid rules for kids who should be allowed to learn as they wish.”

The men around the table knew this was not the effects of alcohol.  du Pont really believed in what he said.

“I’m leaving,” said Troy. “I’m not staying here to listen to political rubbish.”

He stood up to leave.  du Pont moved so that he was crowding Troy’s space.  Although not short, Troy was a good head shorter than du Pont.

“Sit down shortarse,” said du Pont. “Sit and listen to the truth. It’s do-gooders like you that don’t see these politician  guys are doing to the country.  First, they got MMP so they can get elected even if they don’t get enough votes. now they get appointed to positions without an election.  Is that your social justice?”

du Pont was referring to MMP, a mixed-member proportional voting system that allowed political parties to appoint extra members to Parliament in proportion to their total party vote.  Some saw this as an undemocratic process.  Others saw it smoothing out the imbalance of power felt by a minority population. 

Libertarians believed New Zealand was such a small country that decisions should be made by small elected advisory committees and internet referenda, and one man should have one vote.

“This whole country should be run by local committees,” said du Pont as he tried to push Troy down.  Troy could not leave while du Pont blocked his way.  

“Let me go by, please,” he said.

“No.  You a f***ing Mandate lover.  People like you and the Prime Minister should be put down like the sick dogs you are.”

“And you are a de deluded idiot,” Troy replied. He pushed du Pont hard in the chest.  du Pont staggered back as Troy pushed his way past him.

Troy never saw the punch coming.  As he turned du Pont hit him, a sharp blow to the side of the jaw.  Troy went down. Although he was not unconscious, he could not use his legs.  His nose was bleeding, and he felt one eye closing.  du Pont walked off.

His friends clustered around him.  Robert Golding, the Tennis Club manager brought a first aid kit over.  Troy checked his teeth.  They seemed to be all there with no jagged edges.  The inside of his cheek hurt and Troy could taste blood.

“Although you came out of it second best, you started it.  You are barred for a month,” said Golding.  “It takes two to make a fight so du Pont is barred as well.”

9.

A plainclothes policeman approached the table.  He stood tall above the seated drinkers then spoke to the men.

“I am Detective Sergeant Travis,” he said.  “I understand there has been a fight over racist comments.”

Troy’s drinking companions slipped away.  They did not want to be involved.  Troy sat at the table with just Archie for company.

“Now, who made the comments?” asked Travis.

“Alexander du Pont,” said Troy. “They weren’t racist.  They were political.”

Sergeant Travis knew du Pont but he did not disclose that to the two-remaining people, Troy and Archie.

“What was said?” asked Travis as he made notes in his book.

Troy struggled to clear his mind.  Words would not come when he needed them.  He had only drunk one glass of beer but these days it seemed to affect him very quickly.

He picked up a glass of water and slowly drank it while the officer watched impatiently.  Troy’s head cleared sufficiently as the alcohol in his stomach was diluted by the water.

“He said I was a f****g Mandate lover, and that people were being sucked in by following rules made by others,” said Troy.

Travis turned his attention to Archie. “That right?”

Archie replied, “More or less.  Except for calling the Prime Minister a donkey.”

“Do you wish to lay a complaint?” asked Detective Constable Travis.

“No,” said Troy. He began to mumble as the effect of the water wore off.  “That man is a deluded Libertarian.  Anyone should be able to do anything they want.”

“We are all entitled to our views, sir,” said Travis.  “If there’s nothing further, I’ll leave you to it.”

‘du Pont is doing a good job for The Movement,’ thought Travis as he left.  .

“Are you right now, Troy?” asked Archie.  “That was quite a blow.  Left you a bit confused.”

“No.  That was the alcohol.  It’s hitting me hard these days.  I’ll be alright,” said Troy.  “Next time I see du Pont I’m going to kill him.  He’s bad news. You go on home, Archie.  Thanks for your help.”

Travis was nearby, talking to Golding.  He heard Troy’s remark about killing du Pont.  He made a note in his book. It would be useful when the Occupation was over.

“Did you hear that?” asked Travis.

“Yeah.  He’s just sore he got thumped.  He doesn’t really mean any harm,” Golding replied. “He goes a bit stupid when he’s drunk and that’s most of the time.”

“It’s against the Law to sell drink to a person who is inebriated,” said Travis.

“We don’t,” said Golding.  “When we think he has had enough we send him away.  But he has a flask of gin in his jacket so he is probably blind drunk by the time he gets home.”

Travis called the Station to alert them that Troy Brown had left the Grafton Tennis Club too drunk to drive and to be on the lookout for his car.

A SILVER LINING

10.

After Arthur left Troy went home.  He had sobered somewhat but was still a little unsteady on his feet.  His car was at the university car park, his home some distance further.

“Troy, I’ll get a taxi for you,” said Robert Golding.  “What’s your address?”

When the taxi arrived, Troy decided to go to his home rather than the university car park.  His car could stay where it was until he fetched it the next day.

Troy’s daughter was waiting for him.  Alison had researched how to deal with her concerns about her father.  She had no answer for his excessive drinking except to ask him to join Alcoholics Anonymous.  A programme called Tough Love seemed too hard to apply to someone older, like one’s father.  She decided to try both.

She saw the swelling and redness on the side of his face.  She decided not to question her father until he was ready to explain.  

“Hi Dad,” she said.  “How were things with the boys?”

“I got thumped,” said Troy. “I started to leave when a man started an anti-Mandate rant.  I told him I did not like his language.  As I went to leave, he hit me.  Now I can’t go to the club for a month.”

Troy was so upset and still not sober that he began to cry.

Alison saw the tears but said nothing.  

Troy was still too drunk.  He leaned forward and with his arm on Alison’s shoulder, he mumbled, “The Libertarians are real racists. They hate people of colour.  Like you and Renee.  But don’t worry dear.  I’ll walk away if it happens again.”

Keeping her voice level she said, “A wise decision, Dad.  You’ll never change some people. Mum used to say. ‘A man convinced against his will is of the same opinion still.’”

“I should report him,” said Troy.

“That would be the end of your social life,” said Alison. “There are kids at school like that, all bolshie, but they’re all talk.  There’s no real harm in them.  Now, go to the toilet then go to bed.  I’ll be in to check on you in five minutes.”

That was another saying of her mother’s but Troy did not make the connection.  He walked unsteadily to the bathroom.

‘I didn’t use much Tough Love there,’ thought Alison  ‘Perhaps it’s not all about Tough.’

The next day dawned brightly.  It was going to be another hot, humid day in Grafton.  There was no mention on the news or in the newspapers of the several meetings that had been held to discuss the dissatisfaction with the Government’s regulations, in particular the rules regarding soldiers replacing frontline workers such as police and lorry drivers, waterside workers and meatworkers. Teachers were threatening strike action if their non-vaccinated colleagues were not re-instated.  As schools were closed for the duration of the pandemic they were beating on a hollow drum.

Troy woke with a thick head and a sore face.  Barred from the Tennis Club.  Troy could not believe he had been so stupid. He felt around his face with his hand and around his mouth with his tongue.  Nothing had been broken except the skin inside his cheek.  

“Dad, if you’re not in that shower in ten seconds I’ll come and drag you in myself,” called Alison.  “And don’t forget to shave.  I’ll put some makeup on your bruise.  Just as well it’s the weekend.  You look a real mess.”

Troy knew has was relying too much on his daughter.  He knew that she must be feeling as bereft as himself but he could not stop leaning on her.  He joined her at the table for his breakfast.  Although clean, he looked like Alison said, a mess.

Alison had fun disguising the mottled colour on Troy’s jaw with her makeup.  The result was that without looking too closely, the bruising looked more like razor burn than the result of a fight.

An email from Robert Golding at the Tennis Club said that members had to learn to walk away from trouble and he was disappointed that Troy had antagonised a fellow member to the stage that unacceptable behaviour followed. Troy was annoyed at the Club President’s attitude but smiled when he read that his suspension would be for two weeks only.  Little did he know that for the following two weeks he was going to be far too busy to attend the Tennis Club.  He would be in Isolation until his Covid-19 infection was over.

TOUGHING IT OUT

11.

On Saturday Troy was too sore to do much.  Alison went to their nearest supermarket to get the next week’s groceries. Troy’s Covid-19 attack began on Sunday when he felt unwell.  On Monday morning he called in sick.  His car was still in its allotted space at the University.  

“Alison, could you rescue my car from the university?” he asked.  “I can’t leave the house with this wretched illness and I don’t want Security to think my car has been abandoned.”

Alison was a close contact of a known victim of the virus.  Like her father, she had received two vaccine shots.  The injections had not stopped Troy from becoming infected.  Although Alison was symptom free, she thought she might transmit the
































































ZOE’S PROBLEM


























































































































































ANTI-ESTABLISHMENT RECRUITS



































































































































































PREPARING A DEFENCE 
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THE ABDUCTION
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