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Nearly fifty years ago three small Malay states ruled by traditional Islamic Sultans joined forces to form the United Sultanates of Negara Bagus. USB for short.  

Sultan Hari Hassanal of the Sultanate of Ayer Kelabu was elected Supreme Sultan to co-ordinate the Armed Forces, Trade and Justice.  The premiership changes when he abdicates or dies.  HRH Hari Hassanal is now in his seventies.

Sultan Zachariah Baru  is the  young leader of the Sultanate of Bukit Hitam.  He is unmarried.

Sultan Amran  is the current ruler of  the Sultanate of Sungai Hitam.  His father was Suleiman (Solomon).  Sultan Amrnm has a terminal illness, opening the way for a feud to develop among his possible successors:

His younger brother is Wahid, a military man, strictly conservative and next in line.

His youngest brother is Koffre, father of  Suffian, too young to rule except through a Regent. Jasmin is Koffre’s daughter, Suffian’s sister.

The sons of daughters may also rule, and the next closest male is Razeen Besar, son of Fawzia, the sister of Amran, Wahid and Koffre.  
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1.

In Paris in the Nineteenth Arrondissement a man named Firash sat on a park bench munching a hamburger.  Firash had come to France as a young man, a refugee from Afghanistan and an expert in explosive devices that he had improvised since he was at primary school.  Firash lived in the arrondissement.  Life was tough because there was little or no work for refugees, especially for illegal immigrants like Firash.  He made his way in life through petty theft and doing odd jobs.  Some of the odd jobs were decidedly odd and some were lowly tasks that demeaned him, such as washing cars for the Afghani manager of a car showroom, a man Firash called Uncle but who was no relation.  

Two days ago Uncle Abdullah had stood behind Firash as he hand washed a rental car, part of the fleet of cars rented out by the company, and whispered, “I have a job for you.  It needs special skills and you will be paid ten thousand dollars.  American.”

Many Afghani people often have no second name but may have a nickname added.  Firash had a nickname Young Farish and the manager of the showroom was Uncle Abdullah.  For residency where the form asked for Family Name Abdullah had put Ghani.  Nobody suspected it was the name of their nationality.  

“Uncle Abdullah, you know my skills.  Do you need my old skills or my new ones?”

“Old ones, my little brother.  I have a car to dispose of.  It is a rental car.  It must disappear in a puff of smoke.  I will tell you where and when.”  

Firash was twenty four years old and the money would set him up for life.  He knew the car would have someone in it.  He did not question the manager.  He asked for a cash advance so that he could buy what he needed; an electronic timing device, a stolen cellphone, a detonator and some explosives.  He could buy the supplies from people in the arrondissement with no questions asked.

“It must be ready in two days,” said Uncle.  “Bring me your package to place under the gas tank on Friday.  That is when the car goes out.”

“Do you want an instant explosion or do you want a delay?” asked Firash.  “Delays can mean problems.”

“I want it done.  You sort out when,” said Uncle. “On Saturday at noon the car will be left near the Restaurant at the Park.  I cannot give you the time because the driver is going to eat lunch there with a companion.  Come.  See the car.”

Uncle did not move..

“Which one is it Uncle Wahid?” asked Firash.

“The one you are cleaning.  Then there will be a reason if your fingerprints are found on something.”

“Uncle, I will return tomorrow with your package,” said Firash.  “On Saturday I shall eat my lunch where I can see the restaurant and where the car is parked, but not so close that cameras will capture my image.”

“You are a clever young man,” said Uncle.  “Your French is very good, your English is excellent.  I have other work for you.  Would you like to be rich, to marry, buy a house anywhere in the world and start a business, perhaps selling cars?”

Firash could hardly believe the offer that was being made to him.

“Yes Uncle.  I would like that very much.”

2.

Saturday was sunny and fine, a true June day.  The early morning joggers had finished and were preparing for their one o’clock lunch.  The Nineteenth Arrondissement was quiet.  The affluent had left to go to their places of work while other residents were drinking coffee and eating croissants as they prepared for their day, which started late and ended early in the morning.  These were the street vendors, the stall holders and the petty criminals who snatched and thieved and picked pockets for their living.  

Across the road from the park was the upmarket Restaurant at the Park where Firash had been told the rental car would park shortly before noon.  Uncle Abdullah was right; the car arrived just before twelve o’clock.  It held two passengers.  Firash was surprised.  One was a woman, a beautiful film star from India, he thought.

The young woman and an older man crossed the road.  The woman seemed pleased with the choice of venue.  Outside the restaurant she turned to admire the view.  She chatted and looked around, waving her hand at the park but her eyes floated over the refugee sitting eating his lunch.  She focused the mobile phone on the pond behind him where the model boat club were enjoying their toys with their radio controls.  Firash realised that was why Uncle wanted a manual detonation system.  The remote controls of the model boats might well set off a wireless based system.

The man took the woman’s elbow as if to hurry her into the building.  He looked worried, scared perhaps that he might be mugged.  The thought made Firash laugh. 

Through the window he saw a waiter direct the couple to a table, holding their chairs back to make room before tucking them in.  Firash laughed again.  That would not happen where he ate.

Before handing over his parcel to Uncle Abdullah Firash had set the timer on his device for ninety seconds delay to give enough time for the car to be driven away from the restaurant and for him to walk off.  All he had to do was touch a speed dial on his mobile. A minute and a half later the car would explode.  He had finished his hamburger but kept the paper on his lap where it was ready to be screwed up and thrown into a nearby rubbish bin to reinforce his alibi that he had simply sat in the park eating his lunch on a lovely summer’s day.  He settled down to wait for the right moment to press the speed dial number on his phone.

The restaurant overlooked the park and was on a rise high enough to look across the park to the lake where people were playing with little model boats and feeding the ducks.  Inside the restaurant it was cool and dark.  The couple were shown to a table beside the large window. It was bright there, and the sun would warm the couple who came from a warmer climate than France.  The woman was young and beautiful. She wore clothing from Paris but in the Muslim style of South East Asia. She wore a vivid white scarf that covered her hair and most of her face. The garment fell softly over her shoulders and chest. Her yellow dress was one piece that fell from her shoulders to her golden sandals.  She was from the United Sultanates of Bagus but was studying Medicine in New Zealand. 

The man was in his early fifties. His face was tanned and his skin was taught. He looked fit and athletic.  He wore spectacles to read the menu, looking over the frames as he spoke to his niece.

“Charming, Uncle Wahid,” said the young woman.  “This place has such character.”

“Jasmin, you are too romantic,” said her uncle.  “It is pretty but pretty does not mean safe.  According to the travel brochures, the Nineteenth Arrondissement is an up-and-coming suburb with green parks and a lake. The redevelopment is bringing prosperity to what had once been a centre for crime and protest.  But it is still a nest of vipers and saboteurs according to one French newspaper.”

“How do you know so much Uncle Wahid?” asked Jasmin.

“I have invested in the renovations in Paris, the refurbishment of rundown suburbs like this one.  I looked at this area and decided I would not like to invest my money here.  You can paint a leopard a different colour, even hide its spots, but it is still a leopard,” he replied as they settled into their seats.

Jasmin looked out of the window.  “It is a lovely view,” she said.

“Why have you brought me here, Anak Perempuan Jasmin?” asked the older man. “It is not an attractive place. Change seats please.  Sit here.  I will keep watch on the car.  This arrondissement is full of refugees and other terrorists.”

She was not offended by being called Anak Perempuan, a Young Woman. Her uncle was old-fashioned; he did not even have a Facebook account. Even though he was dressed in Western-style with a grey-blue two-piece suit, a business shirt and a tie, his clothing did not disguise his military past.

The young woman rose and changed places so that she faced into the room and her uncle could look at the car, which was across the road on the right-hand side of the road. In The United Sultanates of Negara Bagus, cars were driven on the left as in Britain so it seemed strange to her to park on the right. Her uncle was right. It would pay to be vigilant.  

Uncle Wahid said, “Look, out there in the park, a refugee sitting on the bench.  I told you this was not a safe place.  I will watch the car.”

“It is pretty here, and quiet, Uncle Wahid,” Jasmin answered. “He is just a young man having his lunch. He is not near the car.”

“Near enough.  And please call me Pengiran.”  

“No, I shall not, Uncle.  Neither will you call me girl child Jasmin again.”

The young male waiter standing nearby heard every word for he spoke English well. He moved closer to the table and held out his order book, waiting for the man to speak. The waiter’s name was Francois. He looked at the woman with interest that he tried not show. This young woman was beautiful. She had honey-coloured skin, a well-shaped face with lips that parted slightly to show white teeth against her red lipstick. She wore a white headscarf that covered her head and fell over her chest leaving only the outline of her face and her chestnut brown eyes to flash interest at him as he stood waiting for an order from the older man. 

As his eyes lingered on her chest the young woman glared at him. With a practised downward flick of his eyes he looked at the red carpet between him and the guests. Her gaze made him shiver involuntarily. In this district there were many Arabs; the waiter decided he had better not stare at the woman’s classic beauty again. People got the knife for less. 

“May I help you, sir?” the waiter asked politely in English, the language the couple were speaking. He studiously ignored the young woman.

“Coffee, black Arabica.”

The older man’s tone of voice was sharp, as an officer might speak to a soldier.

“And for you, Miss?”

The woman began to speak but was cut short by the older man.

“I will speak for her,” he snapped.

“I beg your pardon, sir,” the waiter answered. He touched his collar and surreptitiously turned on a microphone used by staff when they had a difficult customer.

“No, Uncle Wahid. We are not in the Sultanate of Sungai Utan. It is appropriate for me to order.”

“Girl, mind your manners when you speak to me,” barked the man. “I am your protector not your servant. When my  brother passes away you will be my subject because I will be the Sultan of Sungai Utan. It is I who deserve respect.”

“And I do not need a protector,” the woman said in a firm voice. “Un café au lait, s’il vous plait.”

“One coffee Arabica and one flat white,” said the waiter. “Something to eat?”

“No,” said the man. “It is Puasa, fasting time.”  Puasa was the Bagus name for Ramadan.

“Yes, a small pastry please.  You don’t mind, do you Uncle Wahid?  After all, I am drinking coffee.”

The woman had a cheeky look on her face as if she was deliberately teasing. 

“Not in the circumstances,” said Uncle Wahid. “Even though I strongly disapprove it is allowed to not fast at certain times in a woman’s life.”

Her smile lit up her face. She caught the waiter’s eye and held his gaze for just a little too long. He blushed, which surprised him as he was used to chatting up female clients.  

“Certainement, Mademoiselle,” he said. “For you Mademoiselle, one white coffee and a small cake.  And a black Arabica for you, sir.”

As he turned, the manager stepped up to the table.

“Good afternoon,” he said in English. “I am M. Edil, manager for the day. You are ‘appy with your service?” 

The older man glared. “Of course. But it is not my service. It is yours. You should say ‘Are you happy with my service.”

“Bien sûr, Monsieur. Are you ‘appy with my service?”

“Yes. Leave us in peace.”

‘Merde,’ thought the manager. ‘Rich Saudi arrogant bastards.’ 

Later, the manager said he could see in the young lady’s half-opened handbag what appeared to be a small pistol pointing at the older man but at the time he simply said, “Thank you. Please ask if there is somethink I can do for you.”

The young waiter brought the order while the manager stood in the background.  The young waiter placed himself behind and to one side of the uncle so that he could make eye contact with the woman.  When she smiled at the waiter the uncle turned and said, “You may go now.” 

There were other people in the restaurant and some noticed the beautiful woman and smiled. It was Paris in Summer after all. Some remembered that when their coffees were nearly finished the man said in a loud voice, “I think it is a stupid idea that will bring shame on the family. You must stop it immediately.”

There were covert smiles as listeners heard the young woman reply, “Why? Zachariah is happy with it.  We will marry as soon as it is confirmed.”  

The couple finished their drinks in what seemed like an angry silence. The manager returned with a leather folder enclosing the bill which he set down next to the uncle. There was silence as if some sort of endpoint had been reached. 

As they both stood up to leave the young woman said, “I know what I am doing Uncle and I thank you for your concern. I believe that like me you are in danger. Although you are shocked, please remember I love you very much. Please take great care.”  

While the waiter watched the man got up and helped the young woman rise from her chair. They walked off together. The waiter opened the folder. An American hundred dollar bill had been left, far too much for two coffees and a small cake.   The waiter saw the young woman had left her cellphone beside the half-eaten cake.  Before he could pick it up the young woman returned. 

“Hi,” she said. “Oh, there it is.”

She pointed to the phone. In French, she said, “I am Jasmin. Can I give you my phone number? Perhaps you can take me to a nightclub tonight?”

Before the waiter could answer there was an explosion. 

The glass of the window looking out to the street and across the park to the lake shattered. The shock hurt their ears like simultaneous blows to the side of the head and a flash of bright light temporarily blinded everyone in the room. The fiery blast tumbled chairs and tables across the room and threw people to the floor.

The waiter and the young woman were thrown down in a tangle on the floor.  The waiter sheltered her with his body.   A second hot wave of air blasted them burning the shirt on his back. He screamed. The young woman could not get out from under the waiter’s body. She pulled off the silk headscarf that covered her head and chest. Reaching around his body, she tried to smother the flames on his back.  

As if pulled by a string, a table on its side moved across the floor towards them.  Its top protected them from the scorching blast as through the broken window oxygen poured into the room to feed the voracious flames. People screamed. Men shouted.   Flames danced up the curtains. The manager arrived carrying a fire extinguisher which he used on the curtains.  Kitchen staff came to help turn the fallen tables back on their legs and to help the injured.  A thick cloud of smoke and dust still filled the air, making people choke and cough.  

The manager saw the waiter’s legs poking out from under an upturned table.

“M. Francois, are you all right?” he called. He pulled the smoking table off the waiter. A girl lay underneath him, the girl who had ordered coffee and a cake. He pushed Francois off the girl. With his back still covered by the silk headscarf, the waiter screamed in agony as red patches began to soak through the white silk. 

“Get help,” she said she wriggled out from under Francois. “He is burnt.  Get help.”

The manager saw she had a cellphone in her hand. He assumed it would not work in Paris or she would have used it to call for help herself. 

“Are you well?” he asked.

“Oui. Get doctors and emergency services.  Hurry please.”

After he made a call to the emergency services the manager turned his attention to the rest of the people in the room. He organised for the walking wounded to be taken to another room and for attention to be given to those more badly injured. A kitchen hand threw water over Francois’ back then went back for another bucketful. 

Police arrived first at the blown-up car. It had been blown across the pavement and the grass border and had smashed the low wooden railing that surrounded the park. The car was still ablaze but all the glass had gone from the windows and the car was a twisted upside down wreck. The body of Haji Wahid Suleiman was unrecognisable.  

Ambulance and fire crews began moving around those lying on the floor.   Two first responders took over from the manager. When he returned to where he had left the young waiter he found Francois sitting up.  The waiter's face was black. His eyes had puffed so much he could not see. The kitchen hand arrived and threw more water on Francois’ back. The silk had not stuck to the skin, which was red and puffy and oozing blood in some places.  

Gradually the rescuers cleared the floor, sending some people home, some people to hospital and some to the morgue.  Although he searched for her, the manager found no sign of the young woman. 
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3. SATURDAY

I am Simon Standish, a lawyer living in Dunedin in New Zealand’s beautiful South Island.  I graduated in Law from Otago University and went into my father’s firm.  Somewhere along the way I lost my mother.  She went on a holiday to Australia and never came back. I wish she had told us what she wanted to do but she just left and that was that.  When I was older I realised that she had become an alcoholic and probably a drug user. Hearing nothing from her I came to believe that she had died or been murdered.  It was a bad time for both my father and me.  We niggled and grumbled and in the end I moved away from my home.  I went to Auckland.

Auckland made me appreciate what I had left behind.  I emailed Dad regularly.  When I had had enough of Auckland he welcomed me back.  Houses were relatively cheap compared with now.  Dad helped me buy The Purple Palace. 

My idea was to refurbish the monstrosity in North East Valley then sell it and buy something better.  It was a large square wooden box painted purple by a previous owner, who rented the multiple rooms to students.  Sitting opposite the Botanic Gardens town the house was on a steep slope with the main floor at street level and a second floor with the most fantastic views and lots of sunshine.  That was where we lived.  We had our own lounge room but mainly used the one on the main floor.  Below the main floor was what had been a basement but which had been made into five bedrooms all with ensuite bathrooms.  There was a bedroom on our floor that we called the Guest Room, and another bedroom we let on the main floor. With six rooms filled with students the weekly income was enormous, so much so that selling The Purple Palace became something I kept putting off.

North East Valley is a lovely sunny valley, the old market garden area for early Dunedin.  It was the only land route north in the early days of European settlement.  The narrow road led to the Mount Cargill Road with fabulous coastal views and a practical top speed of sixty.  Kilometres not miles per hour.  Eventually the Northern Motorway supplanted it and although it has some beautiful views they are not as striking as the those from the Old Mount Cargill road.  

The Purple Palace was built for a rich merchant in the goldrush days.  It became a boarding house for travellers then a family home again.  I worked hard refurbishing the house.  From Student Job Search I employed  Stephanie Jones to help me. During the summer break I took over the top part of the house as my quarters.  

Steph and I fell in love.  We moved in together and ran The Purple Palace as a boarding house for students.  These became more than tenants.  They were great fun and when they graduated and moved on they stayed in touch and a new batch moved in.  

My father, Frank Standish, gave me cases from the low earning side of his business, defending wrong-doers.  Most were just that and by getting to the truth I was able to get the best deal for my clients.  Others were innocent victims of the Justice system; ill-educated with no cultural capital, often full of hatred for authority.  I found I had a talent for resolving their issues, of finding out if they had been set up by fellow criminals or by vindictive police.  My popularity rose with my clients and surprisingly, with the police.

Through my Court experiences and my friendship with two ex-convicts, Rose and Ricky Welsh, I specialised in criminal law and began to make some good money.  I developed excellent relations with the police and had the support of the judges.  Stephanie completed her studies and went to work as a social worker for a charity advisory group.  Steph and I planned to marry but that is all we did.  Plan.  She was resistant to marriage because she was unlikely to have babies due to something that happened in the past.  We don’t talk about that.

I became known as the go-to person for those needing a defence lawyer in Court.  The Welshes and Steph devoted their lives to assisting those who had been on the wrong side of the law while I focussed on keeping the Court system fair. 

I could never say life had become a routine matter but we had certainly settled into a predictable pattern.  My work load had increased to the point where I was looking for a legal assistant, something that Steph wanted for me so I could spend more time at home. I watched rugby as part of my relaxation programme.  Mostly I watched the game on television but I attended a live game whenever I could.

On Saturday night there was a game of rugby football in the Forsyth Barr Stadium.  It was an important game between the local team, the Otago Highlanders, and an Australian team, the Western Force.  Although I wanted to see the game I could not go to the stadium because I had to go to Waitati, a small district ten minutes north of Dunedin, to interview a man called Joe Emslie who had hit his wife over the head with a square mouthed shovel. He said it had been an accident.  She happened to walk past his truck as he was unloading some road metal, gravel he needed to repair his driveway.  

It was winter in Dunedin.  The Motorway was clear of ice, thanks to the contractors who spread the gravel that gave tyres some grip in ice.  I turned the heater and the stereo up high and headed north.  Waitati is a mixed community with commuters who loved the relaxed atmosphere and the proximity to town, small holders who ran hobby farms of ten acres or so and farmers who ran hundreds of heads of stock on quite large units.  

Sergeant Kramer of the Dunedin Police had told me that Joseph Emslie was a small-time farmer who supplemented his income by contracting out himself and his machinery for whatever work was available.  Joseph had a contract with the Dunedin City Council to spread gravel on certain roads in icy weather.

“He’s a bit simple,” said Karl.  “Honest as the day is long but not the brightest bulb in the chandelier.”

“What happened?”

“Late in the afternoon St John Ambulance received a call that Mary Emslie needed assistance after being struck on the head.  We were notified and attended the scene,” said Sergeant Karl Kramer.  “Joe Emslie said he had been filling his truck with gravel to put on icy spots on the roads.  When Mary passed by the truck she got hit on the head with his shovel.”

To the police Joseph’s story did not ring true.  As a defence lawyer I was rostered to take his case pro bono.  His story did not ring true to me either so I told him to think about telling the police the truth and finding good reasons why he might have had a rush of blood to his head.  

“Can you come and talk to me?” asked Joe. 

Great.  I had to miss my rugby game in return for the pittance paid to lawyers whose clients could not afford a lawyer.

I had trouble finding the gate to the farm.  It was midwinter and as dark as the inside of a cow’s stomach.  I had not eaten since morning.  My car slipped and lurched up a muddy track that desperately needed coating with gravel.  Ironical, that.  I finally pulled into a space near the house.  Lights went on and Joseph and Mary came to meet me from a house that looked like a stable.  They were salt of the Earth people, dressed warmly in pullovers and heavy trousers.  They held out their hands for my handshake.

“Call me Joe,” he said.  “Come in, the game’s about to start.”

Lovely people.  Mary had a bandage wrapped around her head and was wearing a neck brace but she did not appear to be hindered in her movement. Joe had a firm handshake and a ready smile.  I could see why Sergeant Karl Kramer advised him to get a lawyer to work out a better reason for hitting his wife over the head with a shovel.

As we sat watching the rugby game Mrs Emslie made us a cup of tea and offered me dinner.  Apart from the bandage around her head and a black eye she appeared to be happy.  

At half time we were losing the game.  Joe put the decoder on hold. 

“Time to eat,” he said.  “Our Mary insists on no television when we eat.”

I was happy to sit at their table to eat roast mutton from their small holding.  It was delicious.  There was beer not wine to wash it down.

“Home kill,” said Joe.  “A hogget.  Can’t beat your own stock killed by yours truly for flavour.”

No doubt with the sharp part of a shovel I thought as I kept a straight face.  With her mouth full, Mrs Emslie began to speak.  “Joe, you tell him about young Charlie,” she said.

“Mr Standish, Mary wants me to tell you about young Charlie,” Joseph Tucker said.

“Go on, Joe,” I said.  “And call me Simon.”

“Well, he’s in hospital.”

“Yes, Joe?”

I finished the last delicious mouthful and put my knife and fork side by side on my plate.  I leaned back in my chair and waited for Joe to start.

“Well, I caught him and Mary at it on the hay bales.  I whacked him over the head with a shovel, same as I did Mary.”

I looked hard at Joe.  “You hit them both with a shovel?”

Mary Tucker said, “Well, we deserved it.  Poor Charlie has a cracked skull.  His head’s not as thick as mine.”

“I took Charlie to hospital,” said Joe.  “In the old Landrover.  Said it was a farm accident.  Told the police I was away loading gravel.  He’s conscious now but if he wants to keep his job he’ll say nowt.”

Mary said, “When I woke up Joe had gone with Charlie.  I called an ambulance and the police came with them and I told them I knew nothing about being hit on the head.  That was true.  I didn’t say nothing about Charlie.”

Joe continued their story. “So when I come back from looking after Charlie, Mary had gone in the ambulance and there was this copper who asked me what happened.  I told her I was standing on the bed of the truck shovelling gravel on to a soft patch in the yard and Mary passed by underneath, like.”

“But Charlie got hit as well,” I said, pointing out the obvious.  

“I forgot about him,” said Joe. “The cop didn’t know about Charlie.”

“May I ask you both if you are going to stay together?” I said.

They looked at each other in astonishment.

“Why wouldn’t we?” asked Mary.  “I was naughty and Joe whacked me one.”

“Then why have you laid a complaint with the police?” I asked. 

“Because the young cop explained it will make him go to an anger management course,” said Mary. “He’d never go unless I make him, would you Joe.”

“No.  Bunch of time wasters.  Never been real angry in their lives so how would they know?  I’ll see young Charlie right though,” said Joe.  “That’s only fair.  But he won’t go after my wife again.”

“Look,” I said.  “You two are complicating your lives.  Joe, I will arrange an anger management course for you.  Mary, withdraw your complaint.  As for Charlie, if he lays a complaint against you, Joe, you will go to Court.  There’s not much I can do until it happens.”

“He won’t do that,” said Mary.  “He knows he deserved to be whacked.”

“Come on,” said Joe.  “Let’s get back to the rugby.”

We left clearing the table until later.  The three of us sat in front of a blazing log fire to watch the end of the game.  We won.  I drank no more beer because I had to drive home.  I found the whole of that Saturday night to be weirdly frustrating and rewarding.  As I drove I began to laugh at the thought of how Joe had solved his marital problem with his immediate rough justice.  At least it had been a flat shovel with a square mouth.

SUNDAY

4.

Dunedin is a green city with parks and trees on the west and a harbour and peninsula to the east.  My office was in the centre of town in a tall building with a view of the eastern hills behind Dunedin.  Although other partners had views of the harbour I was quite happy to be on the sunny side of the building with restful views of buildings sweeping up the hills.  I had a room with a large window and my nameplate on the door, Simon Standish, MA LLB. 

I enjoyed working on Sundays when things were quiet and one could focus on the issues at hand.  I usually took Wednesday off in compensation.  I went into the office on Sunday because I needed to finish up Saturday’s paperwork that had been interrupted by Joe Emslie’s case. I had already met big Joe Emslie and I was about to interview another key person, Bill Juggins.

Bill was a nice guy.  He was tall and well-but, burned brown by his days in the sun, with black hair and brown eyes which he rolled when laughing at something he found amusing.  He came across as a blunt man, short on words and impatient with people who appeared to him to be wasting his time.  His features were regular.  His demeanour was pleasant.  He looked like a million other young men and that was his problem.  Two more things were against him.  He worked on a farm where he was out of contact with people and he did not use the internet.  His biggest problem was to see any communication with a governing authority as a waste of time.  His world was a farm with animals and machinery and seasons and weather.  Everything else was unimportant to him.

When taken in a patrol car from his farm workplace to attend a police interview in Milton he reacted churlishly.  At first he refused to say anything except, “This is a load of crap” which did not help his case. His should have been an uncomplicated case to sort out, a defence of stolen identity against charges of a series of minor crimes.  I wanted to argue that my client, Bill Juggins one, had his identity stolen by Bill Juggins two, who was the person who committed the crimes.  To do that I had to establish that Bill Juggins one could not have been in the place where the crimes happened.  Bill worked on a farm so Saturday suited him for my interview. I began to sort out what had happened and why the police were so keen to put Bill behind bars.

What happened was Bill Juggins one lost his driving licence, a small plastic card with a thumbnail full-face photograph embedded in it.  A driving licence is the most used form of identification in New Zealand where there is no national identity card. Had he claimed to the police that the licence had been stolen Bill’s licence would have been placed on the ‘stolen’ list and would have been cancelled.  Bill was an honest man and said it had been lost not stolen.  That meant the police were not interested and he had to apply to Land Transport for a replacement.  While a new licence was being processed his missing licenced remained valid. His application was stalled somewhere in a huge bureaucracy that seemed more intent on issuing and collecting fines than doing mundane paperwork.

The stolen licence soon had a new owner.  Bill Juggins two bought the licence on the Internet’s Dark Web to disguise his true identity as a burglar.  Before long he was caught speeding in Tauranga.  The car had been stolen.  In the boot was a flat screen television set that he said belonged to a friend but he could not remember the name of the man who had given it to him.  Bill Juggins two answered questions politely and his record with the police was clean.  The judge decided he was trustworthy and released him on bail. After being told to appear in Court in a month’s time Bill Juggins two promptly resumed his true identity and disappeared from view. Bill Juggins one got a summons to appear in the Magistrates’ Court and his driving licence was sold once again.

In Dunedin a firearms dealer complained to the police that a William Juggins had stolen a lightweight cut down rifle usually sold to opossum hunters and people using traps.  William Juggins explained that he trapped weasels and stoats and needed a light gun because of the weight.  It would only be used at close range so the size of the barrel and stock were not important.

In the gun shop Bill Juggins Three identified himself with his driving licence.  He tried various pistols in the firing booth.  Then he remembered he had a dental appointment and left in a hurry.  It was fortunate for the merchant that shortly after Bill Juggins three left the shop a representative selling ammunition and holsters called to show his wares.  At that point the pistol was found to be missing.  Also missing was a hunting knife but there was no direct link to Juggins number three.

The police believed it was an open and
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