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DEDICATION

This adventure is for Elaine, who has lovingly shared my life through chapters as frightening and as emotional as any fiction.

DISCLAIMER

This novel is a work of fiction.  Names, places, characters, organisations, events and incidents are the creation of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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I.

I struggle against the large policeman’s strength, my mind racing with fear. He's going to kill me, I realize as I wriggle and shout, his grip iron-tight against my side. 

The water beside the pathway roars, a deafening soundtrack to my desperation. I see a woman approaching, and I scream for help, trying to wave, but Morrison's hold is unyielding. I manage to wave one arm. 

She sees me. Her mouth forms a 'Stop!' but her words are lost to the rapids' roar. I redouble my efforts to escape. 

The woman runs towards me on the narrow gravel path. The big man pulls me by my arm, lifts me on to the guard rail. For one second he holds me there. I have a moment of hope but the next second I am falling through the air.

The water's icy grip grabs me as I splash into it. My breath is stolen by the chill; my lungs stop breathing. I tumble over and over in the current. I hit  a large smooth stone and bounce to the surface. I gasp for air, then get pulled under once more.

I am used to water. Back home in Thailand Dad always said,  ‘Don’t fight water, go with her and she will spit you out.’

I do what Dad says and relax. Rapids churn around me, cascading over stones polished by time, back when the stream was a mighty river. With each rise and fall, I gulp breaths. Then a collision with a boulder leaves me winded.

The water presses me against the boulder. I reach up and use the rough stone to pull me up so I can breathe.

I fight the panic that threatens to overwhelm me. The water may not be deep, but its ferocity is undeniable. I rest here as long as I can but a current is nudging me towards the bank.

I thank the river and leave my boulder.

On my back with my head towards the current I kick my legs.  The water holds me up so I can breathe.  I lift my head. I see the stream disappear as it flows over a ledge.  

Nearing the ledge the water shallows and my feet strike the streambed. I stumble forward and over the edge I go, carried in an arc away from the rock face. Trees and faces blur above me as I descend into the pool's embrace, five meters down.

A strong green current grips me, pulling me down, whirling over and under like a pinwheel. I'm dragged to the bottom of the pool, then across it, and up against a sheer rock face. Just when I think the water will eject me from the pool, my foot catches on a rock, leaving me half-submerged and immobile.

I am gasping for air; my head finds a pocket of space beneath the waterfall, the water jet curving over me.

I struggle to move, but the rock has my foot and the water's force pins me against the stone. 

I'm trapped.

I cough and splutter as water splashes over me, the relentless pressure holding me fast. Desperately, I try to free my leg, but it's no use; the current's backwash is too strong. 

I'm helpless.

I am Buddhist.  If this is my fate I must accept it.  I hope I am worthy enough to be reborn as a human.  

‘Dad!  Help me!’

Something hits me, perhaps a log of wood. No, it's a large monkey, like an orangutan. Am I reborn as a monkey?

I imagine being cuddled by a warm, furry creature, but what's holding me isn't furry at all. It feels like a woman, pressing warmly against me, offering protection from the chilly current. At first, I think I'm hallucinating, but then, right against my ear, I hear, "Boon? Are you Boon?"
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2.

I am Alexandra West, married to my wonderful husband Richard.  I am of Maori descent so I have light brown skin and brown eyes like a horse.  My father is a policeman so I was brought up to face all sorts of crises. I am five foot seven tall and weigh ... too much.  To stay fit and flexible now I am almost in my forties I swim and gym.

Although my hair is black and shiny with lovely waves like kelp swirling in a dark pool, my daughter Jo has fair hair like her father’s.  She is at a boarding school in Wellington while Richard and I sort out our problems.

Richard when he doesn’t slouch is just under six feet tall, around one metre eighty. His pink skin doesn’t like too much sun  or his eyes look like two pieces of polished paua shell on a piece of raw pork. He is fit because he goes jogging and often joins me at the gym. He is not so keen on water.

He is not a wonderful husband now.

While he was Deputy Principal at Saint Angela’s Academy for Girls he was falsely accused of having an unlawful relationship with one of the pupils. At the same time Jo was abducted to stop Richard investigating the murder of a journalist.  Dad was Minister of Police but his hands were tied by his political role.  It was an awful time .

Although Richard’s name was cleared it was all too much.  I owned a business selling whiteware so we opened a branch in Christchurch and Richard found a university job.  He loves the students but not the organisation.  

Jo is also a mess.  June Crawford, a lovely police officer, suggested Jo stays in a mixed boarding school in Wellingyon under her watchful eye while she receives counselling and learns to trust again.  June was transferred to Wellington and she looks after Jo when Jo gets a leave pass.

My business is flourishing.  The move from Weatherston to Christchurch has been successful. I wish my marriage was.  Richard is still suffering post traumatic shock.  I am just about over mine.  Both sets of parents have given fantastic support and say he just needs more time and a purpose for his life to get his mojo back but we still have broken nights as he fights his demons.
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3.  

Eight years earlier, Miriam Samu is at work in the Christchurch University Registry when a striking man walks in. He is tall, handsome, and his skin tone matches hers.

She feels an immediate attraction, and it's clear he notices it. Miriam puts on her famous film star smile, flicks her black Polynesian hair back from her face so the man can see more clearly her large eyes, brown as the cob nuts her grandfather calls filberts. 

He requests files on students from the island of Tibu. Miriam retrieves the files from the main file registry in the Reserve Room, a place restricted to certain staff members.  Miriam flicks her eyes upwards to reveal the whites of her eyes, look at me, I am beautiful, pauses to the count of three, turns and then walks away in the hip- swaying Pacifica manner. She feels his interest on her brown back, slashed to a Vee to just above bra line.  At the filing cabinets she turns sideways to the man so she can she him.  And he can see her profile.

He coughs politely to get her attention, calls to her over the counter.

"I don't usually come myself," he admits. "But I was with the PM, and this was on my way back." 

Show off. No, Miriam decides, he's not just name-dropping; he is  used to power and mingling with the influential. His name escapes her, but she knows he's a Member of Parliament, involved with Immigration. 

Meanwhile, her colleagues are engrossed in their computer screens, but despite the office bustle, every word the couple exchange is absorbed and will be remembered.

She returns to the counter. “Name, please?”

“Henry Evans," he says with a grin, "Chief Henry Evans. I hail from Tibu. New Zealand is my home. Ever since my days at Auckland Grammar." 

His grin is infectious.  She smiles and twinkles her eyes. She leans forward and follows his eyes down her cleavage. 

“Miriam Samu," she responds, "I'm Pacifica too. A pleasure to meet you." 

He looks at the bustling office, to see if the apparent busy-ness is a facade. It is not.

"It's the beginning of the term," she explains. "Next week, calm returns. The extra staff will depart, leaving the place nearly deserted." 

Miriam processes the files on Henry's list, secures them in plastic sleeves, and instructs him to sign the release book.

Chief Henry Evans expresses his gratitude and hints at a return visit the following week.

“I am very grateful,  I shall return at this time next week, Miss Miriam Samu.  Miss?” 

How to answer? Miss left-on-the-shelf?  Mrs-don’t-want-to-know-you?

“Neither.  I am Ms. Miriam, unattached.”

“So am I,” the man. “No, not Ms.  But unattached.”

Once he leaves Miriam allows herself a moment of mirth.  Her mind paints a portrait of him: tall, dark, and striking—likely a family man even though he says he is unattached. Yet, his charm isn't lost on her, and she wouldn't object to his reappearance. 

She doesn’t notice that all the records in the folder she has given him are for female students. 

He arrives at the counter a week later and asks her to have dinner with him.



Henry regularly invites Miriam out after their initial meal together.  He sees her at least once every week. During parliamentary sessions in Wellington, he showers her with flowers and messages.  He insists on discretion but openly enjoys her company at social gatherings. 

Miriam, with her Polynesian heritage, stands tall and radiant, her skin a luminous bronze. Henry, of Melanesian descent, carries himself with the stature and strength of an athlete, his blond hair marking a common trait among his people. 

Their smiles are infectious, prompting joy in others. Individually, they brim with vitality; as a duo, they radiate dynamism. But Henry never includes Miriam in official events.

Chief Henry Evans harbours specific intentions for Miriam Samu, having chosen her deliberately. As time progresses, their relationship deepens, with Miriam succumbing to Henry's persistent courtship, and together, they form an impressive pair. As he always planned.

Henry’s cousin, Malakai Mohi, was the son of his father's sister, a weakling, a nothing ruled by the USA and France. Mohi was chosen to be President over Henry. Henry feels that his cousin won the post of President unfairly.  

Since that time Henry has worked to depose Malakai Mohi.  He needs someone in the Immigration Office in Wellington.  Miriam fits the bill. Or will when Henry places her exactly where he wants.  And that is not the university registry,

Six months after meeting her, Henry persuades Miriam to seek a role in the Visa Section of the Passport Office, promising a brighter future than her current university employment. Despite her reluctance and attachment to her university life and friends, Henry prevails. 

Henry is well-supported back in his homeland when he returns there each year. Every time he goes back his tribe holds celebrations in his honour. He holds secret meetings with those who would help him rule.

While in Tibu, he lives at home with his large family, and his wife Aliana and their three children.  He tells his wife New Zealand is not a good place for her and the children.  There are crimes and drugs and loose women. Nobody goes to church.

Aliana can cope with crime and drugs but not a society that does not go to church.  He tells Aliana he manages because he is a man and goes to church each day but New Zealand is not a place for women and children.  He will return home permanently when they had enough money and they will  all live together happily ever after.



Henry has two problems, both of which can be facilitated by a friendly Passport Officer. The first problem is getting his trainees into the country. New Zealand is a difficult country to enter. Because officials are honest, corruption is rare in government departments. Security at the border is always tight. The second problem is that Henry needs to raise large sums of money. As a politician, he is highly paid compared with the rest of the workforce, but one man’s salary is nowhere near enough to pay for the upkeep, training, and ongoing retention of his army.

Henry turns to crime.  He exploits young women who come to New Zealand to study. He finds them in the Immigration files under 'Applications for Student Visa'.  

By talking to these young men and women about their friendships,  he finds likely candidates for his massage parlour and brothel, the Sex Trade, offering big cash rewards. 

However, this is small potatoes. He begins to import the women from the Philippines, Thailand and Russia. 

Finding Miriam was a lucky breakthrough.  He saw her not as his mistress but as his passport to power.  Now he must place her in the visa section.

Before too long a vacancy occurs.  Henry urges Miriam to apply.  Although she didn't want to leave her cosy job in the University Registry, her attachment to him is such that she agrees to apply for the position.

Henry makes sure Miriam is well-regarded.  The Head of Section receives a healthy bonus ‘With grateful thanks for  your support.” 

Mrs Jones knows a bribe when she sees one but she wants to find a job in the private sector as soon as she can.  She decides to support Miriam’s application, if Miriam is good enough.

Mrs Jones places Miriam on the short list. Henry attends all job interviews, including Miriam’s. He did not have to say more than, "I think she is the best one we've got.  Well done, people." For Miriam to get the job.  Disagreeing with a Minister is a shortcut to the filling room for the rest of your career.

Miriam is delighted. Used to working under pressure, Miriam makes no mistakes in the visas office.  She has a good sense of whether someone is telling the truth and she is a good judge of character. Happy in her new role, Miriam settles down, unaware of her partner’s influence in her appointment.

As time goes by, Mrs Jones comes to trust Miriam more and more.  She finds nothing wrong with the appointment process and is sure she has chosen the best of the candidates. 

Others in the office become jealous but Miriam is outwardly good natured and rises above their pettiness. She is soon asked to sort out problems created by her colleagues.  Sometimes this involves face to face meetings with angry or disappointed colleagues.  Miriam can calm matters down and negotiate to a middle ground and people are happy with her solutions.

However, Miriam is not a "Yes" person.  When necessary she is firm in her decisions. She will not tolerate deceit or laxness in the office staff.  All in all, she is a good fit for the job and gains much satisfaction from her work. She has become the de facto lieutenant of the boss.

Happiness all round.

The Head of Section, Pam Jones, confides in Miriam that she has had enough of the public sector.  Pam Jones is on the top of the salary range but could get more money with a private immigration company. She begins to make errors and eases off her effort, resulting in deadlines not being met.  Miriam helps Pam Jones whenever she can. Pam Jones is  grateful and trusts Miriam to hold the fort when she has job interviews. 

One afternoon, Pam doesn't return to work.  Miriam checks all the paperwork for the office, normally the job of the Head of Section.  Staff look to her quite naturally as Pam's deputy even though there is no such official role.

Pam Jones comes to work late the next morning.  She is excited and calls Miriam into her glassed off cubicle.

Pam tells Miriam, "I've been offered a job with a law firm specialising in immigration." 

"That's fantastic," said Miriam.  "I am really pleased for you."

"My salary is nearly double what I get here," says Pam. "I have some passes in Law from Victoria University in Wellington.  Mister Bradshaw wants me to pick up my studies again and complete a law degree. The company will give me time off to go to lectures.  It really is a dream job."

"When do you leave?" asks Miriam.

"That's a problem," says Pam. "They want me to start next week.  I am meant to give a month's notice, which means I will sacrifice my pay.  But Bradshaw and Bradshaw will reimburse me.  Isn't that fantastic?”

"It sounds like a dream come true," answers Miriam, wondering where that places her. "You will need someone to take over here while your vacancy is advertised."

"Will you do that?" asks Pam. "I can recommend you.  When I explain what I am going to, I am sure Mister Evans will understand."

Miriam suddenly realises who Mister Evans was.  Her partner.  Of course he will understand.

"Why don't you have a word with him before you give your notice to Mister Peterson?" Pam asks. "I know him.  I have his number here, and I am seeing him for lunch. Will you join us?"

Pam Jones is surprised Miriam knows Mister Evans but to her European eyes most Islanders looked similar so she assumed it was a social matter, two people from the same place meeting up for lunch.

Chief Henry Evans is pleased that Miss Jones has finally had enough. He accepts her request to appoint Miriam subject to Appointments Committee agreement.

The office staff accept Miriam without any issue.  She has been firm but fair and they know she will be loyal to them.  

The permanent job is advertised in the Public Service Gazette.  Miriam applies, is interviewed and wins the job without undue influence on Henry's part.  

Miriam is delighted with her new role.  She does not see it is Henry’s scheming and manipulation that has brought it about.

4.

Using Miriam as his passport to power, Henry invites men and women from Tibu to be trained as revolutionary soldiers.  He needs large sums of money for their accommodations and training. He employs more girls in his brothel - happy houses he calls them. He sends them home with lots of money.  Prostitution is legal in New Zealand.  He is not breaking the law.

He is also diverting into his brothels students whose visas need renewing. These people stay until their degrees have been completed and go home with funds to finance a career or a business. 

Henry is a busy politician.  He needs help to run his dark-side businesses, to keep him at arms’ length. He appoints Mister and Mrs Smith. 

Mrs Smith, once Weizerit Gelila Zewedu, was a mathematician, but lately ran a prison camp in Ethiopia.  That bars her from entering New Zealand.

Mister Smith is very tall. He also is barred from immigrating to several countries. His name was Ato Addisu Habtamu, Mister New One, son of Mister Wealthy.  He is a military trainer but is on the wrong side of the conflict as far as New Zealand is concerned. 

From her supervision of the political prison, Gelila knew of a couple  who were to be executed shortly. She and Addisu swapped their names and Gelila issued pardons for them.

The names Gelila and Addisu had stolen are changed in Ethiopia quite legally, and new papers are issued in the names of Alicia and Joseph Smith.  Titles are important in Ethiopia and are always used except the most informal.  It is a custom they brought with them to New Zealand, where Joseph insists on being called Mister Smith.  Alicia calls herself Mrs Smith even though she and Joe are not actually married.

They move in together and apply for immigration.  New Zealand accepts them on the recommendations of the Head of the Visa Office in Christchurch  and the Minister of Immigration.  Mister and Mrs Smith, now thought by New Zealand authorities to be heroes of the fight against oppression, immediately bolt from the carnage of their war-torn country, their flights being paid for by the New Zealand Government. Such is life.

After the mandatory time to gain citizenship,  the new Mister and Mrs Smith are issued with New Zealand passports.  As Joseph Smith was a military trainer, he suits Henry's purposes perfectly.  Alicia Smith finds part-time work at Christchurch University in the mathematics department. This is a cover for her real job: finding young women to work for Chief Henry Evans’s dubious business.

5.

The Ministry of Works built the Matagouri Valley dam to store water for hydroelectricity.  The dam took ten years to complete.  A camp was built to house management and workers.  

The camp had a large Headquarters building, a Dining Room and associated kitchens, and two large hostel wings where single men could stay.  There were three Managers' houses, all of them three-bedroom buildings, built ranch style in Christchurch and trucked to Matagouri Valley, over the road Henry had just travelled

In the 1980s, the government adopted economic Monetarist policies.  Major assets were mothballed or put up for sale by tender.  Some fetched laughable prices but were sold anyway to reduce the cost of upkeep.  One such property was the Ministry of Works camp at Matagouri Valley.  

The Matagouri Valley property was bought by a neighbouring farmer, George Upson for one hundred and eighty thousand dollars. Upson called the property Upson Downs and developed a small resort.  It is doubtful that he saw the pun. 

As a full-time farmer, he had little time to develop The Camp for tourists.  He managed to attract fishermen and hunters, but they were not willing to pay the prices he needed to make his venture  profitable.  He put the property on the market for eight hundred thousand dollars.  It sold quite quickly to the sole enquirer.

The new owner had businesses in Australia, catering for the needs of homosexual men.  The Matagouri Valley property was ideal for his trade. It had good access, was in perfect order, and was well situated for tourists.  Above all, it was private. 

He opened a retreat for gay men, calling it 'The Tall Oaks'.  Local farmers, who were scattered over large properties, persisted in calling it Upson Downs.  

––––––––
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6.

Three years ago  Henry is driving to Queenstown over the Lindis Pass.  Feeling tired, he stops for a break. He turns off the road and rests for a short time. 

Intrigued by the excellent repair of the minor road he is on; he decides to follow it until he can find a place to turn around.

Suddenly, the road becomes steep, although its surface remains excellent. Henry drives for a few more miles until he emerges above a valley containing a large property surrounded by trees and shrubs beside the lake formed by the dam.

The road drops down into the valley. Henry approaches the chain link fences all around the property. He comes to a sign that says, ‘The Tall Oaks Retreat’.

Henry pulls his Mercedes into a driveway. Tall wire mesh and galvanized pipe gates are closed across the drive. He sees a camera on a post swivel and turn in his direction. Henry gives a small wave. The gates swing open.

Henry drives slowly along the curving drive to the entrance of a large two-story brick building. There is ivy climbing the walls.  Or is it wisteria? Never mind.  It makes the building look like an established college or university. 

Henry stops in the forecourt of what appears to be a reception area. There are columns, tall Oamaru stone columns as if this is a bank.  Steps lead up to set of glass doors. A sign reads ‘Welcome to The Tall Oaks Retreat’. 

Henry gets out of the car. He leaves the car at the foot of the steps. The air is hot and still after the air conditioning of the car. His shirt clings to his back as he climbs the steps and pushes open the glass doors. On the left, a reception counter.  Nobody. 

On the right. Another door. Henry goes through it and enters an atrium. Still nobody.  This hotel is deserted.  Beyond the atrium through another set of doors Henry finds he is outside.

“Would you like a drink?” asks a male voice.

Henry says, “Yes, please,” as he looks around to find the owner of the voice. Off to his left, he can see a man lying on a reclining lounger under a large sun umbrella. He is waving Henry towards him.

“Over here,” says the man.

Henry sits on a sun chair in the cool of the shade from the sun umbrella. “Hello,” he says. “I’m Chief Henry Evans.”

“Hello, Chiefy, I’m Napoleon Brandy,” says the man. He is tanned, about fifty, starting to grey at his temples.  He wears a pair of shorts.  That’s all.  

“What would you like? Someone will be out in a minute.”

Napoleon Brandy gestures at the tray on the table beside him. As Henry pours himself an orange juice, a man hurries out of the double doors from the atrium.

“Hello,” he says, holding out his hand. “I’m Trevor Green. I own this retreat.”

Trevor’s handshake is limp and he holds Henry’s hand for a little too long.  He is fit and bronzed like a bare manuka stick burnished by the sun. His white business shirt is open down the front and hangs over his tan shorts that end below the knees.  Knobbly with varicose veins on the calves. 

“Nice place you’ve got here,” says Henry. “Have you lived here long?”

“About two years,” Trevor replies. “I mean, I’ve owned it for two years. I live in Australia and come here every few months.”

He finally releases Henry’s hand. “You’re straight. I know. I can tell every time.”

“Can I have a look around?” asks Chief Henry Evans. “I’ve got plenty of time.”

“Sure, I’ll give you a tour. Hop in the ute.” 

Trevor nods towards a small Mazda truck.

Henry stands up and finishes his drink, then the two men walk over to the utility vehicle. It is hot inside the cab.

“No air conditioning,” says Trevor. “Don’t want to spend the dosh to get it fixed.”

Trevor takes Henry along a dirt track, and around what has been quite a large block of land.

“The Ministry of Works built the resort as a construction camp when the dam was built,” Trevor says. “They built it on the corner of a large block of farmland.”

He waves with his hand. The landscape is desiccated, hot rocks and gravel supporting little but thorny matagouri bushes. The mountains rise up on either side of the valley, towering over them in a menacing panorama of jagged sharks’ teeth.

“We have safaris out here regularly. New Zealand has no snakes, nothing poisonous just some rather nasty spiders that came over from my homeland,” says Trevor.

Henry can see an ideal training ground for his proposed elite force. He can bring young people here and train them to be tough warriors. That’s what Tibu needs. The French have softened his people with fast food and violent television programmes. Here, he can re-educate the chosen few, feed them on healthy food, and have them trained as modern soldiers by Mister Smith.

It does not take long to convince Trevor Green that he needs a partner in The Tall Oaks. Trevor is undercapitalized. He has paid eight hundred thousand dollars for the property and all of its contents. Although that has been a bargain price, the advertising and starting costs together with the premium on all freight costs have left Trevor with a large overdraft to service.

Bookings are steady, with many guests coming from Australia for a civil service equivalent in law to a marriage, even though they can now marry in their homeland. Trevor is succeeding, but he is not really making headway. He needs a cash injection and is prepared to take Chief Henry Evans as a partner.

The deal is done. Henry Evans now has almost everything he needs: a secret hideaway to train an army and a man to train it, money to finance his operation and a woman to organize his brothel, a partner to approve his imported working girls’ visas. What he lacks is a bent police officer.

He finds one through Mrs Smith. 

7.

Now Henry is in his ninth year as Minister. It is doubtful that the Party will be elected for another three years as the government’s monetarist policy is losing popularity and its support from minor parties is slipping away.

But in his heart of hearts, Henry feels it is time for change. Old people want to return to the welfare state, which they have paid for but now when they need welfare it isn’t forthcoming. Young people aren’t interested in politics and are happy to be consumers.

Even if the current government wins the General Election again, Henry is still threatened, because if the total number of votes for his party falls, so will the number of List MPs. He is now not as high on the Party List as he has been. He knows his time is nearly up.

Henry feels that he has to have his force trained and in position to take over Tibu by October. He plans to go ahead and stand for Parliament but will pull out of the election campaign in September, claiming family issues back in Tibu. At that point, he will strike. He is almost ready. Less than three months to go, then he will rule his homeland and exile his worthless cousin Malakai Mohi.

.

8.

Matters have been going well for Chief Henry Evans, especially the training of his troops at The Tall Oaks. It is ideal for the purpose, remote and isolated, with a sense of mystery and an unwillingness on the part of people to challenge anything labelled 'gay'.  

At The Tall Oaks, Mister Smith has created a revolutionary culture within the training environment.  When their training is finished the volunteers return to Tibu and continue with their lives, ready to spring into action when the revolution begins. Of special note is Chief Henry Evans has inserted his trainees into the Presidential Guard. 

Henry nearly died of worry when the police followed him as he shadowed the car to find out where the Wests were going.  Although he has some status as a Minister of the Crown, and he can claim Diplomatic status as the Tibu government's representative in New Zealand, neither point will cut much ice if the police find he is training a revolutionary army.

Chief Henry Evans asked Joseph Smith, or  Mister Smith as he prefers to be called, to stop Endoh, the Japanese woman, making any more trouble.  Mister Smith didn't have to do too much, just a little roughing up and the threat of more to  follow.  Morrison would handle any police reaction, and these foreign students, especially the women, are at a distinct disadvantage when challenging the system.

Mister Smith is a loose cannon when he loses his restraint.  He certainly lost it with the Japanese girl.  It was even worse that the woman was found so quickly and was supported and sheltered by a professional couple and a policewoman, of all people.  Then there was the breaking and entering of the businessman's house, which was totally unnecessary.  Setting fire to the clinic that held forensic evidence was over the top.  

At least Chief Henry Evans intervened at the beating.  The little Japanese woman could have been even more seriously hurt if he hadn’t stopped Mister Smith and Samson in time.  The red herring of attempted rape was something Morrison could use to divert attention.  

Obviously the woman had been frightened off otherwise the police would have called him in for questioning.  

The next two deeds are less obvious: Mister Smith is to rough up the tall fair-haired teacher, and someone will claim West is a rapist.  Mrs Smith had sorted out the latter. Neither action would come back to him. 

Chief Henry Evans did not need a scandal now.  All his patient years of effort will be wasted if the police take any action against him.

Miriam did her usual good job with the young Thai woman.  She will be a tasty morsel for someone once her wounds heal.  Why hadn't Morrison realised he was ruining the merchandise? Could he really trust Morrison's judgement if Chief Henry Evans appoints him as Chief of Security and Police in Tibu?

Chief Henry Evans is also concerned about the hotel's manager, Napoleon Brandy. He never mentioned the women that Mister Smith had disposed of.  Brandy must have seen women simply disappear.  He must have seen them go for a walk with Mister Smith and never return.  Why did he not ask a question, or tell Mister Smith enough was enough?  Was Brandy keeping aloof from the dark side of the business so that when the time came he could turn Queen's evidence?  Chief Henry Evans will have to watch Mister Napoleon Brandy very carefully.
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UNIVERSITY
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9.

Ayumi is twenty-one, a student at Christchurch University, studying English so that when she returns to Japan she can finish her course to become a secondary school teacher of English. 

To Western eyes she is small and slim, with black almond-shaped eyes framed by straight black hair.  She does not need glasses.  Her lips are full. She wears no makeup except for a skin toner that makes her skin a little whiter. At home in Tokyo she thinks she is fat but here she looks slim.  Nonetheless, she dresses in dark colours to appear slimmer.

Ayumi is an earnest student. Her parents have made heavy sacrifices to send her overseas to study in an English-speaking culture. She will die before she lets them down by failing her course.  She is in Dr Don Gladstone’s classes. She likes that he is young. And clever.  But often he is hesitant, as if not sure of what he is doing.  He is also shy when girls talk to him..  

Ayumi has a lecture in the afternoon, English Literature.  She is also enrolled in a Language Centre course for the IELTS examination, which she needs to pass with a grade of seven or higher. 

Ayumi wonders if she has time to visit the Visa office.  There are always many overseas students like herself; they take up a lot of time because they are still learning to explain themselves in English.  

Ayumi decides she will wait for a day when she has more time
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