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PROLOGUE

Myuran Sukumaran and Andrew Chan got what they did not deserve. They did not deserve to be tied up to wooden crosses and shot dead in the early hours of the morning in April 2015. Nor did the six others who were with them in the darkness.

Their parents did not deserve the torture they were forced to endure for months and weeks beforehand and the torment of knowing they had just 72 hours left. They did not deserve that final painful farewell, walking away knowing they would never see their sons again. The jail guards and officials who respected and liked Myuran and Andrew did not deserve, through duty, to be forced to police those final hours.

The 96 men of the firing squads did not deserve their job of sighting the beating hearts, using red laser beams, and then silencing those hearts.

I did not know the six people who were executed with Myuran and Andrew that night but I had met some of their relatives and heard some of their stories. I know they all had families that loved them.

But I did know Myuran and Andrew. I was there in Bali when they were arrested, all full of swagger and bravado and smart-alec quips, full of everything except contrition. And I was there in that small town in Central Java called Cilacap on the night they were shot dead, ten years and eleven days after they were arrested.

True, Myuran and Andrew had been convicted of heroin trafficking. They had admitted their role in attempting to bring 8.2 kilograms of heroin from Bali to Sydney. They had been found guilty of a very serious crime and one that would have brought untold misery to those who used that heroin and to their families. They deserved to be punished and severely. They knew that. They never asked to be freed. All they asked was for an acknowledgement that they had been rehabilitated and for their good deeds to matter.

When I first met Myuran and Andrew at the Denpasar police headquarters the day after their arrest, they were brash and bold. Andrew suggested that what happened to Schapelle Corby happened to him. Back then, I was ambivalent about them. Certainly there were not many reasons to have sympathy for a group of people caught red-handed with drugs. As a crime reporter for most of my career I had seen plenty of criminals come and go, many refusing to admit guilt in the face of overwhelming evidence, lacking in any kind of contrition.

But this story turned out to be different. There was not one moment that I doubted their reformation and rehabilitation was genuine. True, the death penalty provides a powerful incentive to reform or pretend to reform. People would often ask me if I believed the transformation was genuine or an act. I did believe them. And as I got to know them better and better I became more convinced that this was real.

When their jail projects were in their infancy and before Myuran had even picked up a paintbrush, his enthusiasm was infectious. He was so excited he couldn’t stand still as he showed me around the jail workshop and computer room. He kept telling me how happy he was to have finally found something worthwhile to do in jail and how he was becoming a better person. He asked me if I agreed he was a better person. I did. Andrew was the same as he talked of helping others through his Christian ministry, giving examples of lives that had turned around and of souls that had been saved. He suggested I talk to those people to get a clearer picture of him. As he said, you can always talk yourself up but the true test is what others say about you. As the projects grew, so too did Myuran and Andrew. They became men of whom their families were proud.

As a journalist my job dictates objectivity and neutrality. I don’t have to like or dislike those I write about. I just need to tell the story, accurately and honestly. Of course, it’s human nature to feel compassion. And when you spend ten years covering a story like this one, it’s difficult not to feel compassion. Myuran and Andrew became more than subjects on whom I was reporting.

For the first few years after their arrest and as their legal cases came and went I saw them regularly at various jail events and at court. They were still brash and not very likeable. They tolerated me but they didn’t trust me. After all, I was just doing my job. For my part, I didn’t care too much what they thought. It was in 2010 when I got to know them better. The jail boss had allowed me inside for several days to interview the Bali Nine and see how they were beginning to transform the jail. I spent hours with Myuran and Andrew as they showed me around and opened up to me. I was allowed into their cells, in the so-called death tower. Nothing had been off limits. They asked me to bring them McDonald’s. I knew they were desperate to be portrayed as real people, doing good in the jail and I left after those visits with no doubt they were changing. They were no longer the two surly drug traffickers I first met in 2005.

Over the next few years I got to know them better and I stayed in touch with them when I moved, from Indonesia to Nigeria to live in 2012–2014. In 2013 I came back from Nigeria to do another series of in-depth interviews with Myuran and Andrew and their families. By this time they were well and truly reformed. From that time on, I communicated regularly with them and as their executions neared, I shared many late-night conversations with them that often turned into counselling sessions. Myuran once asked my advice on making videos for his family to watch after he was dead. With every new announcement from the Indonesian side he asked my advice, he pleaded with me: did I think they were nearing the end, what should they do, how could they save themselves, how much time did they have left? I was a journalist, I wasn’t trained for this, this wasn’t about me, but I had promised them both I would tell their story. Many times in those last few months I hung up the phone and cried.

Those final 72 hours in Cilacap were excruciating. I had to muster all my strength to hold it together. I will never forget arriving in Cilacap soon after Myuran and Andrew had been read their death warrants. I was directed into the hotel meeting room being used by the legal team and the Australian government. One of the first people I saw was lawyer Veronica Haccou. I looked at Veronica and just collapsed in her arms, sobbing and sobbing. Julian McMahon stood silently and stoically nearby. He knew everyone needed to cry at some stage, even journalists. I just couldn’t believe, after all these years, Myuran and Andrew were actually going to be killed. It was like we were all in shock. I was embarrassed that the end of the story was only starting and I was already falling apart in public. Reporters just didn’t do that. This wasn’t about me. My grief was nothing compared to that of the families. I knew I shouldn’t be showing my emotions like this but I just couldn’t help it. I didn’t mean to cry, it just came out in a gushing torrent. I didn’t have time to try to stifle the tears as I have always done on other stories. I scrambled to find a tissue amongst the notebooks and tape recorder in my cluttered handbag. Veronica and Julian were silent. There was nothing to say.

Then there was the dreadful day, the last day of Myuran and Andrew’s lives, when, as the family walked through a media and police throng to get to the port to pay their last visit ever, Myuran’s sister Brintha howled and cried. She had to be carried through the crowd. It was agonising to hear and watch. A police dog bit me that day. So shocked was I by its savageness that again I broke down in tears. I don’t remember it, but someone reported that I was saying, ‘I can’t believe they are doing this.’ And I couldn’t. My colleague and friend, Tom Allard, to whom I will be forever grateful, consoled me. I could barely speak as I sobbed and Tom hugged me. The story had become deeply personal. Two people, who I knew so well, were about to die in the most gruesome way.

When they did die, I stood silently at the dusty, hot and noisy Cilacap port, looking to the night sky for a few seconds as the generators whirred around me, phones rang and television reporters did live crosses to Australia and Jakarta and the world. I had no words, just disbelief and a deep, overwhelming sadness, a kind of sadness I still can’t adequately put into words. But I can feel it, I can taste it, every time I think about that dreadful night. My Balinese assistant, Komang Erviani, who had been by my side on this journey for so many years, was crying. She was on the phone to Mary Jane Fiesta Veloso’s lawyers who were over on the island in the waiting area for families and officials. They were telling her how the authorities had cruelly let Mary Jane’s sisters believe, as they heard the shots fired, that she too was dead.

Myuran’s brother Chinthu called me from the hotel in town where the Australian families were huddled together, praying and waiting for news. He begged me to tell him, his voice cracking, was it over, was I sure they were dead? I have to tell Mum, I have to be sure before I tell my family. Is it true that Mary Jane was spared? Maybe Myuran was saved too? They are gone, I told him. I knew they were gone. I didn’t know what else to say. There was nothing left to say.

It was wrong. The death penalty is abhorrent. Myuran and Andrew were reformed, and killing them was so utterly pointless. By shooting them, Indonesia lost the best anti-drugs ambassadors they could have ever had.

The outpouring of public support for them in Australia in those final days of their lives was amazing. So many people were galvanised to action, calling for an end to the death penalty, attending vigils and lighting candles. Their legacy demands that we continue that fight, here and now, and not wait until the next Australian is on death row overseas and about to be killed. The Pastor and the Painter wanted everyone who cared so much about them to keep fighting. I promised both of them I would do that. This is their story and the story of those who worked so hard to save them.


1.

BUSTED

Something was bothering Raji Sukumaran. Her hair was still wet from the shower when she went out into the street, outside her home in Auburn, in Sydney’s west, hoping to see an approaching taxi. Myuran had gone on holiday to Bali but he should have been back. It was about 5.30 p.m. on 18 April 2005, the day after his 24th birthday.

Raji had bought seafood from the market and cleaned it before putting it in to the freezer. She planned to serve it for her son Myuran’s birthday lunch or dinner. The family always had a special meal when it was a birthday. And seafood was Myuran’s favourite. Raji loved cooking it for him.

Earlier that day Raji had gone to the shopping centre with her sister and her sister’s children. Raji’s daughter, Brintha, had a university exam. Raji felt down but didn’t know why. When she got home, Myuran was not there. Perhaps his flight was arriving in the evening? Raji had made up his bed with fresh linen and cleaned his room. She had folded his clothes and left them on the bed for him. She knew he liked to put them away himself.

When Brintha had got home at 5 p.m. she was keen to know if her big brother was back yet. No, her mum said. Brintha was disappointed.

Outside in the street, her hair wet, Raji couldn’t stop thinking how odd this was. Could he have been in a plane crash, or a car accident? No, it wasn’t time to panic yet. She should go back inside and dry her hair.

The front door was locked. That was strange – she hadn’t locked the door when she’d come out. She knocked again and again but no one answered. She started to worry. The family’s dog started barking from the other side of the door, which at last was opening.

Raji saw Brintha’s scared face. She was shivering as she reached out and pulled her mother inside. Raji started shaking her, wanting to know what was going on.

Brintha could barely speak. She stood there shaking. ‘Myu, Myu, Mum, Bali, Myu, Bali, arrested …’ It was all she could get out.

A chill ran through Raji’s body as the words sank in. Immediately she fainted, collapsing to the floor in a heap.

Brintha had been watching the television news. The lead story was about nine Australians arrested in Bali. Brintha recognised her brother’s T-shirt – and there was no mistaking the distinctive tattoo sticking out from under his sleeve. It was Myuran, no question.

As Raji dragged herself up from the floor, her younger son, Chinthu, appeared. At the same moment the phone started ringing: it was the Australian Consul-General’s office in Bali. They asked to speak to Chinthu. He went upstairs to take the call, not wanting to talk in front of his mother and sister before he found out what was going on.

At that moment he knew only snippets: he had heard about nine Australians being arrested in Bali on the car radio as he drove home. The consular officer told Chinthu that his elder brother had been arrested on drugs charges, an offence that could send him to jail for at least ten years.

Raji was stunned. She called her parents, and her brothers and sisters. They all rushed over. They cried, prayed and tried to comfort each other. They knew very little except that Myuran had been arrested and was locked up in a police jail. He could get ten years in prison! Raji couldn’t believe it. ‘What are we going to do for ten years?’ she begged Chinthu. ‘We have to visit him.’

With the news now out, media started arriving at the Sukumaran house. The family had to get out of there. At 2 a.m. they grabbed some clothes and went to Raji’s sister’s home. Raji’s head was still reeling. She didn’t know a single person in jail. She didn’t even know anyone who knew someone in jail. Her son lived at home with her and the rest of the family and she never had any reason to suspect that he was involved in drugs.

On that same evening, about ten kilometres away in Enfield, Helen Chan was in shock. Her hands trembled as she dialled her eldest son’s number. Michael was in the middle of doing his grocery shopping. ‘Your brother’s in trouble,’ Helen told him. All Helen knew was that Andrew was overseas and appeared to have been arrested. She and her husband, Ken, hadn’t even known Andrew was overseas. By the time Michael rushed to the family home, everyone was in hysterics, desperately trying to work out what was going on. Michael left the next day for Bali.

Over the course of a couple of hours that day, nine families across Australia – most of whom had never met and had no clue their children were friends, let alone that they were all in Bali together – were learning about the arrests. In most cases they found out from the media, and soon after received consular calls.
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The first letter was written on 8 April 2005. Addressed to the Bali police chief, I Made Mangku Pastika, and copied to the intelligence director, the narcotics director and the director of criminal investigation in Bali and Interpol Jakarta, it was written by the Australian Federal Police’s liaison officer in Bali. It had been translated into Indonesian and contained an extraordinary amount of detail about what nine young Australians were planning to do in Bali.

Two days before the letter was sent, four suspected heroin couriers had flown from Sydney to Bali: Renae Lawrence (27), Matthew Norman (18), Martin Stephens (29) and Si Yi Chen (20). Another three were due to arrive that day: Tan Duc Thanh Nguyen (21), Michael Czugaj (19) and Scott Rush (19). Andrew Chan was already there. He had flown in on 3 April. What was not in the AFP letter was the fact that Myuran Sukumaran was also flying to Bali on 8 April. At this stage, he was not on the AFP’s radar at all.

The AFP officers did know, however, that the plan was for the couriers to fly back to Australia on 15 April with heroin strapped to their bodies. They also knew that the couriers would be given baggy clothes to wear, told not to carry any metal and to wear sandals so they would not alert airport scanners; they should also have some souvenir Bali wooden objects with them to declare. They would be told not to smoke leading up to the trip, to ensure they did not appear nervous when the crunch time came and they had to pass security while strapped with heroin.

The point of the AFP’s letter was to ask the Indonesian police to conduct surveillance on the eight Australians in Bali: to find the source of the drugs they were to carry, and gather as much intel as possible to catch those higher up the chain. The letter asked the Indonesians to take whatever action they deemed appropriate. It didn’t specifically request the arrest of the eight young people, but it was hard to imagine that the Indonesian police would ignore the chance to do so.

A second AFP letter, written on 12 April, provided details about the group’s planned return to Australia. Andrew Chan and four couriers – Lawrence, Norman, Stephens and Chen – would fly home on 14 April. Two days later, Rush, Nguyen and Czugaj would follow. The letter suggested that if some of them were arrested on 14 April, the other three would likely become suspicious and abort their mission. The AFP requested that Nguyen, Czugaj and Rush be searched soon after the first group was stopped.

It was Wednesday, 13 April when Bali police intelligence and narcotics police met at the Hard Rock Hotel to arrange a plan for surveilling the Australians. It was a big job and their resources were relatively limited. Two officers checked into the White Rose Hotel in Kuta. Across the corridor, in Room 1022, were Si Yi Chen and Matthew Norman. Two other officers headed to the Aneka Beach Hotel, where Scott Rush and Michael Czugaj were in Room 404. They watched and followed the young men as they went for a day’s rafting trip to Ubud, and later met up with other members of the gang – including someone to whom the surveillance team referred as ‘the black-skinned man’. This was Myuran. He was staying at the Hard Rock Hotel with Andrew; the pair always seemed to be together. The surveillance team at the Hard Rock was finding it difficult to get any information on Andrew; he had instructed the front desk staff not to reveal his identity or presence there to anybody.

The surveillance team log noted that on Friday, 15 April, at 9 p.m., Andrew Chan walked from the Hard Rock Hotel to the Seaview Cottage. He was there for just ten minutes, then went back to the Hard Rock. At 2.45 a.m. on Saturday, 16 April, Andrew and Myuran left their hotel, carrying two suitcases to a small hotel in Kuta called the Plamboyan. At 3.15 a.m. they arrived back at the Hard Rock without the suitcases. At 7.40 a.m. they went back to the Plamboyan and emerged with two suitcases. This was the handover of the heroin.

When Andrew went to the Sea View Cottage, it was to meet the woman who was supplying the gear. Cherry Likit Bannakorn, a 22-year-old Thai woman, had flown in from Thailand with the drugs, and Andrew had gone to her hotel. The surveillance team, however, had not seen this meeting or even laid eyes on Cherry. The all-important drug handover had been done without them having a clue. It was Cherry’s second trip to Bali, and her second meeting with Andrew. The first time she met him had been before the Indonesian surveillance started.

For days the surveillance crews watched the comings and goings of the group, to and from their various hotels. On the final day the Australians converged at the Adi Dharma Hotel. Rush and Czugaj checked out of their hotel and went to Nguyen’s room at the Adi Dharma. Norman was already there. Andrew and Myuran arrived with a suitcase and set about strapping the heroin to the bodies of Rush and Czugaj. A little later, in a different room of the same hotel, they did the same with Lawrence and Stephens.

The plastic packages of heroin, strapped to each thigh and around the waist, were secured with a good amount of tape and bandaging. Pepper was used to disguise the smell. The configuration of mules going back to Australia with the heroin was different from what the AFP had outlined in its letter, but the modus operandi was the same. There had also been a delay in the dates of their return: there had not been sufficient heroin, so the group had to wait for more to be transported to Bali.

Rush and Czugaj, both from Brisbane, got into a taxi and headed to the airport. So too did Stephens and Lawrence, from New South Wales. The mules were carrying some 8.2 kilograms of heroin between them. The two groups had been kept apart in Bali: there was no need for them to meet – ever, if all went to plan.

Andrew got into his own taxi and also headed to the airport, giving the driver a hefty tip at the end. He was jovial and at ease. They all checked in for their flights, passing the first wave of security without problem. Andrew wasn’t carrying any drugs. He did have a big wooden fish and what was described by police as a voodoo stick. (Years later, he told me there was no particular reason he had these objects; he said he just liked the stick and bought it.)

The five young Australians’ journey to the airport had been monitored. When the mules and Chan had checked in and were in the departure area, police pounced. Chan had been sitting in a chair reading a Michael Moore book, waiting to board his flight. The four mules were taken away, and within minutes the drugs had been uncovered.

Back in Kuta, the Indonesian police did exactly as their AFP counterparts had asked and intercepted those not catching that night’s flight. Chen, Norman and Nguyen were all in a room at the Melasti Beach Bungalows, in the heart of Kuta, when a knock on the door ended their hopes of heading out on the town to celebrate Myuran’s 24th birthday. Myuran was outside the door when police struck. All were placed under arrest. Two plastic bags, containing 334.26 grams of heroin, were found in the Australians’ luggage, along with pepper, rubber gloves, medical tape, adhesive tape and cloth tape. They were busted.
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Still wearing oversized shirts with flower motifs, which they had bought at the markets for barely nothing, the group found themselves the next day at police headquarters in Denpasar. Before long, word spread that nine Australians had been arrested at the airport with drugs. The arrested young people cowered in the offices and holding rooms of the drug police, attempting to cover their faces as the media tried to get photographs.

Andrew was led out into the car park area, taken from one building to another. ‘Whatever happened to Schapelle Corby happened to me,’ he declared boldly. Under questioning, he and Myuran had provided little assistance to the investigators, denying any knowledge of the drugs. Of more assistance was Renae Lawrence, whose lawyer encouraged her to tell the truth; doing so was a better bet than clamming up and saying nothing, she was advised. At least it would mean a discount on her sentence.

It emerged that this was not Renae and Andrew’s first drug run from Bali. The previous October, with several others, they had succeeded in taking heroin to Australia. Another trip had been planned in December 2004 but had not gone ahead, possibly due to a lack of heroin.

Almost from the moment of their arrest the group was dubbed the ‘Bali Nine’. Three were from Queensland and the rest from New South Wales, although some were meeting for the first time at the Denpasar police headquarters. Myuran and Andrew had both attended Homebush Boys High School but had barely known each other at school. Myuran was older. It was not until 2002 that the pair became friendly, meeting through friends of friends at a mate’s house. Andrew had worked with three of the others – Renae Lawrence, Martin Stephens and Matthew Norman – at a catering company that serviced the Sydney Cricket Ground. Si Yi Chen and Matthew Norman had been friends, as had Scott Rush and Michael Czugaj, from Brisbane. They became involved in the drug run through Tan Duc Thanh Nguyen.
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Raji Sukumaran went into the room where her son was being held. She couldn’t believe what was happening; it felt like some kind of dream. It was now several days after the arrests, and she and the family had flown to Bali.

She looked Myuran in the eye but he couldn’t bear to return her gaze. He looked away, sneaking glances at his mother when he thought she wasn’t looking.

Raji was angry: all she wanted to do was slap her son. But she couldn’t. Instead, she hugged him. And she cried, breaking down.

‘Don’t worry, Ma, don’t cry,’ Myuran kept telling his mother.

Ken and Helen Chan didn’t travel to Bali immediately. They were not well, and it was decided that Michael would go. He ended up spending the best part of a year in Bali. He would fly over, stay 28 days until his visa was due to expire, come home and then go back.

Andrew’s parents felt ashamed and embarrassed. Helen couldn’t accept what her son had done. She couldn’t sleep. It took her a long time to come to terms with her son’s crime. To Ken, it felt like a bomb had exploded when Andrew was first arrested. He was shocked. Only 16 months earlier he had finally retired after 40 years in the restaurant business. The couple had barely had time to enjoy their retirement, and now their lives had been turned upside down.


2.

HUKUMAN MATI

When the time came for the nine young drug traffickers to move from the various police holding cells to Bali’s Kerobokan jail, three months had passed. During that time both Myuran and Andrew had been kept separated from the others, in the holding cells of two different police stations – Myuran at the Benoa water police base and Andrew at the Sanur police station. The facilities at Benoa were dreadful; Myuran barely saw the sunlight and was on his own for much of the time. At Sanur, Andrew at least had the company of local prisoners.

The separation had been a deliberate investigation ploy on behalf of Bali’s drug squad. The police had only a limited time to investigate the case and get it ready to be handed over to the prosecutors in a process known as P21. During the three months the briefs of evidence went backwards and forwards between police and prosecutors, prosecutors asking for more information, until it was deemed complete. Then, once it was ready for court, the Bali Nine all moved to the infamous Kerobokan jail. Some of them, particularly the younger members of the group, were scared and they looked it. They were about to enter a place they had only heard about.

By this time Kerobokan jail was well known in Australia. Eight months earlier its most famous Australian prisoner, Schapelle Corby, had taken up residence there.

There was no doubting the Bali Nine crew knew all about Schapelle and her plight. After all, Andrew had even suggested, in the hours after his arrest, that he was walking the same road as the young Gold Coast beauty-therapy student. Kerobokan prison had become a tourist attraction since Corby got there. Daily, Australian tourists in Bali flocked to the jail, bearing armloads of goodies and the cosmetics they heard she loved. They all sought an audience with her and, after paying the requisite 5000 Rupiah to the guards at the front, were allowed in during visiting hours. In those early days, no one ever really knew what the 5000 Rupiah was for. It was just the way it was. Corby would see almost anyone who came to visit. She was a celebrity, and tourists wanted a story to take home.

Myuran and Andrew both hired the same legal team, led by local lawyer Muhammad Rifan and assisted by Australian expatriate lawyer Peter Johnson. Myuran and Andrew would be tried separately as would each of the four mules caught with the drugs on them. The four mules each had their own legal team. The other three, arrested at the Melasti Beach Bungalows, would face a joint trial, all three represented by the same team of lawyers.

The trials kicked off in mid October 2005, with prosecutors outlining the case against each of the nine, followed by a series of police witnesses who told of the AFP letter, the surveillance, the arrests and the interrogations. With the trials sitting only one or two days a week, they dragged on. What everyone was waiting for was the testimony of each of the nine, to hear what they were going to say in their own defence and about the others. Both Myuran and Andrew adopted the same strategy – deny everything.

It was January of 2006 when Myuran was finally called to testify at his own trial. He spoke softly. His voice seemed at odds with his shaved head and the picture police had painted of the kingpin of this heroin smuggling gang.

He told the judges he had come to Bali for a holiday but had no business with Andrew. What did you do in Bali? ‘Just tourist things like shopping, restaurants, to bars drinking.’ He didn’t strap anything to Renae Lawrence and Martin Stephens, he said, nor did he ever have anything to do with heroin. What about the statements from the mules, that he had strapped heroin to their bodies? ‘I did not do that, what they said.’ He admitted that he knew Andrew from school, but denied knowing some of the others.

To many questions, he claimed not to know the answer. It became ridiculous. He told the judges he couldn’t remember what kind of mobile phone he had at the time. They had had enough. ‘Have you ever had the disease of amnesia?’ ‘Sorry,’ Myuran said. ‘Loss of memory, forgetting things,’ the chief judge said. Myuran now had an explanation. ‘Ah, amnesia. I have once, it’s so long ago I can’t remember. It was more than eight months ago.’ The judges were not impressed. ‘So, you have forgotten everything, then?’ Myuran mumbled something about being under a lot of stress. He ended his testimony, telling the judges he was not guilty.

A week later Myuran was back in court, this time called upon to testify as a witness at Andrew’s trial. He was having none of it. Three times he repeated the same thing. ‘I don’t want to make a statement because I am the same suspect in the same case.’ The judge warned him that if someone told him to take an objection or refuse to give a statement it was wrong. Myuran stonewalled. ‘I don’t know about that.’ And that was it. He said no more. Neither did the other three arrested with him – Matthew Norman, Si Yi Chen and Tan Duc Thanh Nguyen – who gave the same objection. It went on like that, each time a case came to court. Myuran and Andrew kept opting not to give evidence, despite the increasingly angry judicial admonishments. It was not boding well.

More than ever the divisions between the group were being laid bare. When Myuran and Andrew were called to testify as witnesses at Renae Lawrence’s trial the air was thick with contempt. ‘I’m not sitting with Andrew and Myuran and that. Tidak mau,’ Lawrence told the judges, using the Indonesian words for ‘don’t want’.

She sat with her lawyers, at the bar table, to ensure she did not come into contact with the others. By this time the judges were resigned to hear yet another refusal to testify.

When Andrew told the judges he was not willing to be a witness in Renae’s trial, they sighed, telling him his initial police statement, after his arrest, would therefore be read to court. It was not true, he said, that he had threatened to kill Renae or her family if she didn’t carry heroin. He had only come, with Myuran, to the room at the hotel where the heroin was strapped to the mules to lie down on the bed and watch TV and had only stayed there 45 minutes to an hour. Renae was angry. Asked her response to Chan’s statement, she was blunt. ‘Bohong,’ she said, Indonesian for lies.

Andrew was insolent. The judges persisted. ‘Did he understand why he had been arrested?’ ‘No.’ ‘Do you mean the police of Indonesia have arrested the wrong person?’ ‘I don’t know.’ ‘Do you know about a narcotic case called the Bali Nine?’ ‘I dunno.’ ‘Did you report to the Government of Australia that you were detained and arrested at the airport illegally?’ ‘I don’t remember.’ ‘Didn’t the Government of Australia object to the detention of its citizen in Indonesia?’ ‘I dunno.’ ‘Do you want to revoke your statement given to the police?’ ‘No, I don’t want to make a statement.’ ‘Can you explain why you don’t want to give a statement?’ ‘Um, I’m in the same case, so no, that’s why.’ ‘Can you explain what case you mean?’ ‘I don’t know.’ ‘At the time you said you are healthy, physically and mentally, in the police station.’ ‘Yer.’

It was becoming more than ridiculous. It was the same story when Myuran was called to testify. He didn’t want to give evidence. His initial police statement was read to the court. Renae said this too was lies.

Renae, giving evidence at Andrew’s trial, painted a very different picture.

When she arrived in Bali she met Andrew and was given a list of dos and don’ts. Don’t use the mobile phone to call Australia, don’t leave the hotel. ‘There was a lot of don’ts: don’t do this, don’t do that, don’t use my phone, he told me when to call my mum and when not to call my mum, he told me not to tell anyone.’ Andrew had told her to come to Bali to do something for him but she and Martin Stephens had not known what it was.

Things then got tricky. The judges wanted to know if Renae had come to Bali before, in October 2004, with Andrew and others. They were clearly referring to her earlier police statements. She said she needed to go to the toilet.

Pressed, she said she had been to Bali before, on holiday, and had met others of the Bali Nine. Eventually, after much to and fro with the judges, Renae Lawrence withdrew her earlier police statements.

It became very tangled up. Martin Stephens too was a damning witness at Andrew’s trial. It was Andrew who had told him to come to Bali and do as he was told or his family would be hurt or killed. The threats, Martin said, had been made at Andrew’s home two weeks before the Bali trip. Martin said he had been offered no reward to come to Bali and carry a package. So why did he do it, the judges wanted to know. ‘Coz I had no choice. Coz my family, my mum, my dad and my life was at stake. I celebrated my birthday in the hotel room on April 13 coz I wasn’t allowed to go anywhere. So if I was here for a holiday don’t you think I would go out and party? But I didn’t, we weren’t allowed.’ Andrew had organised the whole trip.

For his part, Andrew said it wasn’t true before being called to testify in his own defence.

It didn’t get any better. No, he didn’t meet Myuran at the Hard Rock Hotel (where both were staying) and didn’t know Myuran as a friend. This was despite police surveillance photographs, taken by Bali police and part of the police brief of evidence, showing the two of them together.

By Andrew’s version, he was in Bali to go shopping, clubbing, eating, scuba diving, that kind of thing. He had never met any of the witnesses, the other Bali Nine members, who had testified against him. The judges were not convinced. A rooster crowed loudly. Court staff, who then lived within the court complex, kept roosters in cages for use in cock-fighting and as pets.

A judge raised his voice above the restless rooster. ‘You said before that you have never seen, you never met with the witnesses that sit here before, all of the witnesses. Just try to remember, have you ever met with them in Australia?’ Andrew was unequivocal. ‘I have never met them in Australia, no.’

What about Myuran, did you know him? ‘Ah, no.’ Renae Lawrence? ‘I didn’t know her, I have seen her around at work, I have seen her but I have never talked to her, coz it’s a big company.’ Martin Stephens? ‘No, it’s the same.’

The judges pressed on. ‘Why were you arrested,’ they asked him. ‘I don’t know, I asked the customs officer and they wouldn’t tell me. I asked the customs and there was police there.’ ‘So have you ever been investigated at the police station?’ ‘I have been questioned but I don’t know if it was investigated, like typed up something, I have been questioned but other than that I don’t know if it was typed.’ It must have been typed since he had signed it.

‘So, what about all the witnesses who claimed that Andrew had strapped packages on their bodies,’ the judges wanted to know. ‘You deny it? Which one is the truth?’ ‘Um, I never strapped any heroin on their bodies ever in my life.’ He denied knowing Renae, Scott Rush, Martin or Michael Czugaj.

‘So, as far as you know all of the witnesses are liars?’ ‘Are liars? From what I believe yes, from what I’ve heard, yes.’ The judges were becoming annoyed now.

‘How do you know they are liars, you don’t know them, how?’ Andrew charged on. ‘Well, no, they are saying that they know me but I don’t know them.’ The judges had had enough and told Andrew as much. ‘Please don’t tell the wrong story or lies because the judges, the lawyers, the prosecutor, all the people here are not stupid.’

And to make sure that Andrew knew where he stood, the judge instructed the female translator to tell Andrew not to lie to the judges, the lawyers and prosecutors. ‘Indonesian judges are not stupid people but we are the people who know the truth, tell him.’

Andrew was not the least bit perturbed. ‘Yer, I know they are civilised people and I’m telling the truth.’ The judges wanted Andrew to understand that all the other witnesses against him would only make his punishment more severe. ‘Um, yer I obviously do,’ he replied.

Tell the truth, who owns the packages of heroin? ‘I don’t know, I don’t even
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