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Hayden Tyrone Poulter

Hayden Tyrone Poulter was born in August 1961, to a British couple who later moved to Auckland, New Zealand. Poulter’s father was abusive, and Poulter often found himself on the wrong side of his father’s temper. A few years after moving to Auckland, his father went back to Britain and left his wife to raise their young son alone. His mother got married again, and Poulter was subsequently raised by his stepfather and mother. In his teenage years, Poulter became a frequent fixture in foster care and various “boys homes” – government care and protection residences. According to Poulter, he suffered physical and sexual abuse during his time in the government care system. 

In 1978, after he turned 17, Poulter decided to join the Navy but was later discharged. To make ends meet, he began working various manual jobs, including fishing, shearing, demolition, and advertisement. He was also epileptic and prone to suffer from depression, but sought no psychological help to help him cope. Instead, he heavily relied on drugs and alcohol to help him cope, which further exacerbated his condition. Sinking deep into depression brought on an intense desperation to end his own life, and he survived three different suicide attempts. By 1990, Poulter had become a habitual offender, and had racked up 67 convictions. However, his crimes were all non-violent. In the 1990s, as he approached his 30th birthday, Poulter decided to turn his life around. He started a drug and alcohol dependence treatment at Odyssey House in Auckland. There, he met single mother Trudy Spiers, who was at the rehab facility to deal with her alcohol abuse problems. The two quickly hit it off, and they began dating near the end of Poulter’s recommended stay. They checked themselves out of the facility – their treatments incomplete and issues unresolved. 

After their early exit from rehab, the couple rented an apartment together in Avondale, a suburb in west Auckland. Poulter took a job as a demolition worker in order to pay the bills, and Spiers, a part-time masseuse, picked up sex work part-time. According to Spiers’ sister, Donna Ngawaka, the couple was very normal, saying that they were “normal and nice. If [Poulter] and Trudy had an argument — Trudy’s very fiery – he used to go for a walk.” She added that her interactions with Poulter were positive: “Hayden was very polite. He was a nice, everyday man – you couldn’t say anything bad about him... He was very polite, very nice. The kids all like him, except one, my littlest didn’t think very much of him.” As the early 90s wore on, Poulter’s life remained pretty much the same. By 1996, the couple’s drug and alcohol abuse had gotten even worse, but they did not make an effort to seek treatment.

Spiers Gets Locked Up

On August 29th 1996, Spiers picked up a large knife from her kitchen and walked over to the Lee Jackson Superette just before 5:20 p.m. She entered the shop and walked straight to the back. She then turned left, making her way behind the counter where the dairy owner, Suresh Patel, was standing. She crept up behind him, and then quickly reached over, placed her left hand on his chest and reached around him with her right hand and pressed the knife to his chest. Patel, not willing to risk his life, made no move to escape Spiers’ hold. She then told him “Give me all your money.” Patel promptly complied, and handed her all the notes that were in the till, as well as $1 and $2 coins – a total of $198.00. Instead of taking the money and leaving, Spiers told a stunned Patel “Get the pigs, get the bastards.” 

With the knife pointed against his collar bone, Patel did as he was asked. He called the police and explained the situation. In the background, the dispatcher heard a woman saying “If you don‟t f*** come here I‟m gonna kill [your] mate.” As the police made their way to the shop, Spiers spoke about her motivations, telling Patel that “everybody is doing this, why shouldn’t I?” and “I’m not doing this for the money.” To try and deescalate the situation, Patel suggested that maybe the police had already arrived at the scene. Spiers moved with Patel towards the front, and knocked over the bread and chips stand. A few moments later, officers walked into the shop. The first officer, a female constable, asked Spiers to put down the knife. She refused, and began hurling insults at the officer. The officer, not willing to escalate the situation, left the scene. When the second officer, also a constable, asked Spiers to put down the knife, she replied: “You better not have a gun on you or I will kill this guy.” She repeated the threat two more times. She then pulled Patel with her and stopped behind the counter. A third officer walked further into the shop and stopped when he was directly opposite the pair. Spiers asked the third officer, a sergeant, to place a call to her sister. She took the shop’s phone and placed it on top of the ice cream counter for the officer to use. She moved Patel closer to the till. On the phone, Ngawaka told the sergeant that her sister was an alcoholic and that they did not really get along. Spiers then told the sergeant to call Bianca Norris, a friend of hers. The two spoke for a little while, and made plans to get Norris to the scene. After the conversation came to an end, Spiers stated that she wanted a cigarette. Patel reached over the counter to take a pack of cigarette, but it fell to the floor.

Spiers moved left and bent over to pick up the cigarette, still holding the knife against Patel’s body. When she bent over, she exposed her left side, giving the fourth officer a clear shot. He fired twice, hitting Spiers in the left arm and shoulder. Spiers dropped the knife and fell on the ground, where she was handcuffed and taken into custody. She stayed in hospital for two weeks, with Poulter by her side. According to Ngawaka, Poulter “practically stayed by her side for the whole two weeks.” Spiers was sentenced to four and half years in jail for armed robbery and other charges related to her actions on that day. Without his girlfriend, Poulter was unable to afford their apartment on Avondale. Losing Spiers broke him, and the anguish he felt pushed him over the edge, and in his own words, triggered something in him, “Something that was building up for years.”

Natacha Hogan

Born in 1975, Natacha Hogan was the middle child of her mother, Raewyn Hogan and her father. Hogan was born with multiple birth irregularities, including cross-eyes, knobby knees, and disfigurements to her mouth and jaw which made it difficult for her to chew. Her cross-eyes were fixed soon after birth, but she still experienced ridicule and abuse from others. She fell when she was a child, and had a bone protruding from her nose. She couldn’t have surgery until later in life, and her schoolmates were ruthless when bullying her. 

“She broke her nose after a fall early in her childhood and, as a result, developed a disfigurement of the face that wasn’t operable until she stopped maturing. She had a bone protruding in one nostril and was called Bogey at school – that screwed her up no end. She never fitted in at school. Admittedly, she caused trouble but it went round in circles. Other people would be mean to her so she would react back. The teachers thought she was a disruptive child,” her mother told NZ Woman’s Weekly. As she got older, she underwent various surgeries, but never felt like her face really fit. At the age of 12, her parents divorced, and this further deepened Hogan’s emotional scars. “She spent her life seeking acceptance everywhere and ending up feeling rejected,” her mother said.

When she turned 16, Hogan dropped out of school and began working as a prostitute to finance her growing drug habit. Her family was oblivious to her line of work, and her mother was shocked to see her on 60 Minutes talking about the dangers of working on the streets. “That’s the risk you take,” Hogan stated. According to her mother, “She felt comfortable with the streets. It was the danger that I couldn’t cope with, not what she was doing. She had been raped and would come home scarred and beaten and still go back.” On her 21st birthday, October 17, 1996, Hogan canceled her birthday plans and chose to stay in her mother’s home, where she had been for most of the week. Her mother stated that Hogan had showed up: “She was desperate. She was absolutely lost and came to see me at work and said she needed a bath and somewhere to sleep.” On 18th October, Raewyn left for work in the morning and when she came back in the evening, she found Hogan in the house: “She went out that evening and that was the last I ever saw of her.” 

At 9:40 a.m. on October 19, 1996, Sister Janet Swindle was walking her dog along Karangahape Road when they entered Pigeon Park, near Symonds Street Cemetery. As they made their way near the public toilets, Sister Swindle discovered a horrific sight. She immediately called police. Authorities responded to Sister Swindle’s call at around 9:55 a.m. When they got to the scene near the public toilets in the cemetery, they quickly scrambled to secure the scene. On the ground was a young woman face down on the ground, her skirt bunched around her chest and her underwear pulled down to her knees. Her head had been caved in by a large rock, her body splattered with blood and semen. After a preliminary investigation at the scene, the body was transported to the coroner’s office. The analysis confirmed what detectives had already speculated – that she died of blunt force trauma. The rock on her head was around 33kgs, and its effect on her 44kg body was particularly brutal. The coroner also found a condom stuffed into the victim’s mouth. She was identified as 21-year-old Natacha Hogan. Her work as a prostitute had investigators wondering how they would narrow down from the large pool of suspects. They set up Operation Dove to work on Hogan’s case. 

The investigators began pouring through footage from Karangahape Road, and on a still photograph from a bank’s security camera was Hogan, last seen just before 5 a.m. She was talking to a man with a Union Jack Flag draped around his shoulders. They noticed that Hogan had a purse with her at the time, but none was recovered at the crime scene in Pigeon Park. They were sure that the killer must have taken it.

The Confession Letter

At 8:45 a.m. on October 26, 1996, a letter was delivered to the New Zealand Herald newsroom. Inside was a long letter written in a messy handwriting, filled with numerous misspellings. It began “To all you stupid fucks, I’m writing to you fuckers cause those pigs do not have a fucking clue, I don’t even think they can read. I thought they would have caught me by now.” As the reader continued, he quickly realized that it was a confession. The writer made a number of vulgar references against women, and claimed that Natacha Hogan was his fourth victim. He added that Satan was “telling me to kill all the filthy bitches.” The letter rambled on and on, and ended with the following statement: “I was covered in blood. It was good. That bitch I killed was the best. I like them young. Satan tells me to stop fucking around so if the pigs don’t stop me there is going to be more dead bitches. I think I might kill a bitch pig next. Signed, NBK.” 

The station reached out to investigators about the letter. When the detectives read the letter, they were convinced beyond a doubt that it was written by the killer. He had described details of Hogan’s murder that only the perpetrator would know, since the details were not released to the public. The New Zealand Herald began trying to figure out what the killer’s signature – NBK – meant. The most plausible conclusion was Natural Born Killer, which was a reference to the 1994 movie, Natural Born Killers. Before investigators could look deeper into the letter, they received some shocking news.

Cleopatra’s Massage Parlor

On October 26, 1996 at around 4:20 p.m., a customer walked into Cleopatra’s Massage Parlor, a brothel located on Fort Street. He walked up to Herbert Norris, the manager, who informed him that there were two Thai women available at the time, Ladda Nimphet and Angkana Chaisamret. The customer chose Nimphet, and paid $50 for an hour. Nimphet led him into the spa room. An hour later, Nimphet came back out to make coffee and told Norris that the customer had booked another hour, and added “It’s no problem, I feel sorry for him.” She then returned to the spa room with coffee. A few moments later, Norris and Chaisamret heard loud banging sounds coming from the room shortly followed by Nimphet screaming “Help me! Help me!” in Thai. The two quickly rushed to the door of the
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