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INTRODUCTION: ​BOON IN TROUBLE
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Takisha Sukbunsung, known as Boon, struggled against the large man's strength.  She knew he was going to kill her.  She wriggled and shouted as he held her roughly against his left side, on the edge of the path above the flowing water as it surged and boiled over rapids on its way from the power station to the river. The water was roaring, deafening those on the pathway.  Boon could see a woman approaching.  Boon screamed for help and tried to wave to the woman but the man she knew as Morrison held her tightly. The woman waved her arms, seeming to say 'Stop!' but Boon could not hear her words, only sounds of a shout above the roaring rapids. 

Boon redoubled her efforts to escape.  The woman ran towards them on the narrow gravel path.  The big man turned sharply, standing on the river bank above the gushing water. Boon was on his right, the direction from which the woman was running.  He pulled Boon by her arm and as she stumbled with the force of his pull, he lifted Boon over the guard rail and hurled her into the raging water.  Boon fell through the air and into the water below.  It was very cold.  It took her breath away.  She couldn't breathe.

Under the water she went, where the current caught her and swept her into the mainstream.  She hit a smooth rock that threw her upwards.  She breathed in before the current took her down again.  

The rapids surged over rocks worn smooth from the age when this stream had been a full river.  Boon rose and fell, each time sucking in air.  She crashed against a large boulder and was momentarily breathless. 

The water wasn't deep but it was fierce.  It surged and whipped and tore at Boon's clothes.  Boon was determined to stay alive.  That meant controlling her breathing and not panicking.  If she could. 

A stray current took Boon closer to the bank along which she had earlier been dragged.  Ahead of her, the rushing stream fell into a deep pool, the Pool of the Taniwha, ko te poka wai o te taniwha.  At the top of the fall the water shot out from the ledge falling to the pool below where it created a surging current, like an invisible vertical waterwheel going round and round.

As the stream carried Boon closer to the drop, it became shallower. She hit the bottom of the stream with her feet and tumbled forwards.  Head first, she shot over the top ledge and was carried out from the rock wall in a large curve of water.  Boon could vaguely see trees and some faces looking up at her before she landed in the pool five metres below. 

A strong green current gripped her and took her down, the current whirling over her and up again like a pinwheel, down to the bottom of the pool, then across the bottom and up against a vertical sheet of rock.  Just as she thought the water was going to propel her right out of the pool, she stuck, one foot caught by the rock,  just out of the water but unable to move. 

Boon gasped for air.  Her head was in a clear space under the waterfall, while the jet of water that had carried her into the pool arched above her head.  She tried to move but she was stuck, held by the rock that trapped her foot and the pressure of the water against the flat rock.  She could do nothing.  Water splashes made her cough and splutter.  The water was crushing her, holding her tightly to the rock.  Boon tried to move her trapped leg but couldn’t.  She tried to bend down to free it but the backwash of the current wouldn’t let her.  She was trapped. 

Something hit her, a log of wood perhaps.  No, a big monkey like an orang utan.  She imaging being cuddled by a warm furry creature but the thing holding her wasn't furry.  It felt like a woman pressing warmly against her body to give her protection from the cold current.  At first Boon thought that she was hallucinating but then against her ear she heard, "Boon?  Are you Boon?"
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​PART ONE:  CHIEF HENRY EVANS
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1. EIGHT YEARS EARLIER

Built soon after settlement began in 1848, the University of Christchurch opened in 1873.  Earthquakes in 1881, 1888 and 1901 caused chimneys to fall around the city centre while some stone buildings were declared unsafe.  The University was not unduly affected, its solid stone construction giving confidence to those working within. 

The town rapidly spread its low buildings out from the business district.  The old stone university buildings were supplemented by modern medium rise buildings of reinforced concrete, although buildings over ten storeys were not common. Now the university was actually in the heart of the town, its old stone buildings a target for tourists and photographers.  

The University Registry was in one of the old stone buildings, a charming place of stone and wood and recessed windows.  This was the office where all the records were kept.  It was a secure place with trusted staff.  Miriam Samu had worked there since graduating; before, actually, because she had worked there as a student and had simply stayed on.

Miriam Samu had been at work in the Christchurch University Registry when a striking looking man came in.  He was tall and handsome and brown like her.  She was immediately attracted to him, and she knew that he sensed it.  He wanted some files on students from the island of Tibu.  She got the files from the main file registry in the Reserve Room where only certain staff was allowed.

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

She knew he wasn't name dropping.  He was too matter-of-fact, a man used to power and the access it gave him to the powerful. She couldn't remember his name. She knew he was a Member of Parliament, something to do with Immigration. Behind her the rest of the team were staring at computer screens or searching with a mouse.  In spite of the noise of a busy office, every word would be heard and remembered.

"Henry Evans," he said with a grin. "Chief Henry Evans. I'm from Tibu but I have lived in New Zealand since I came over to go to Auckland Grammar."  The use of his English name and his tribal title made her laugh. 

"Miriam Samu," she said.  "Pleased to meet you."

"Is it always this busy here?" he asked. 

He looked around but everyone in the office was attending to their work. It crossed his mind they were faking inattention because he always attracted attention, especially from women.

"It's the start of a term," she said.  "By next week it will be a lot quieter.  Our extra staff will have gone, and by five each night the place will be just about deserted."

Miriam loaded each file on Henry's list, pressed the print button, and then went into the photocopy room to retrieve them.  She placed each file in a plastic sleeve.

"You have to sign the release book," Miriam said.

Henry signed the school exercise book in which print copies of student file were kept.

"OK," smiled Chief Henry Evans. "Nice job, thanks. Next week, after 5 o'clock. I'll be back then."

After Chief Henry Evans had left, Miriam Samu smiled.  She wondered if he would be back, but she knew he was only joking.  She dwelt on her image of him, tall, dark, handsome. Probably married with six kids.

Still, he was an attractive man and she wouldn't mind if he did come back at some stage.  Miriam should have checked that he was on the approved list for student information.  He was.  He was listed as Chief Henry Evans, the Government of Tibu's official representative, with approval to access all information regarding Tibu students on  government scholarships. 

She saved the files she had opened to make photocopies for him.  She made a note on each file that he had received copies.  She didn't notice the students concerned were all females.  She went back to her work.

Much to her surprise, he came back a week later, in the early evening.  Miriam had finished her work and had tidied up the tea room.  She was alone in the Registry and she knew she was just filling in time until Chief Henry Evans came.  If he came.

She thought she would go home now.  It was six o'clock.  He wouldn't be coming.  Then a shadow fell across the glass door.  The glass was etched with a pattern that made it impossible to see into the office but from the inside you could see shadows and the shapes of people who stood close to it.  Falling on the obscure glass was a large shadow.  She knew it was him so she went to the door and unlocked it before he knocked.

He stood there with a bunch of flowers in his arms.

"Here," he said. "Beautiful flowers for a beautiful lady."

She felt warm and flattered.  She had never had flowers before, not from a man for no reason.  Her grandmother sent her flowers on her birthday.  Grandma lived in Solu, part of the Rarotonga group of islands, to which Miriam had returned every year since she had ceased being called Sela Ngata and had moved to New Zealand to study.

"Hi," he said. "I said I would come and here I am.  Sorry to be so late."

His dark eyes melted her.  "Thank you," she said. "These are lovely." 

"Won't you put them in a vase?" he asked.

"I'll take them home with me," Miriam said.  "I don't want to leave them here."

"It's late," he said. In fact it was just after six. "Why don't I run you home, put the flowers in a vase, and then go out for dinner?"

"OK," Miriam said, surprising herself.  She had misgivings about taking a man to her flat, especially a man she didn't know.  But he seemed very honest and sincere, and Amy would be home by seven. "My flat's small. I share with a friend from the University. She'll be home shortly."

"We're only putting flowers in a vase," he laughed. "I've got a taxi waiting in the Registry car park.  Are you ready to go?"

The taxi took them to her flat.  It wasn't far so she normally walked.  Miriam hesitated at the door.

"It's probably a mess," she said.  "I feel very nervous."

"Don't be," he said. "I live in a flat too. I pay for a cleaner.  Otherwise it would be a place for pigs."

The flat was small.  Miriam had lived there since she was a senior student completing her Bachelor degree.  There had been a succession of young women sharing the flat.  Probably she should save for a deposit on her own property as rents were always going up. 

Henry sat on a leather sofa.  It was old and worn but very comfortable.  "You go and shower and change," he said. "I'm quite happy sitting here just resting."

In fact, he wanted to prowl.  He felt Miriam was the right person for his plans.  She was naive and malleable, and obviously affected by wealth and status.  Assumed wealth, but that would change once his plan went into action. 

He searched her bedroom while she showered.  He looked in drawers, on shelves, in the wardrobe.  He found her bank account statements and her letters from home.  There was none from young men.  Mother, father, grandmother.

Miriam turned off the shower. Henry scuttled back to the sofa. Miriam called through the partly opened bedroom door.

"Nearly ready," she said. 

Through the small wedge of the nearly closed door, he could see her reflection in a mirror in her room.  He couldn't see much, but as she moved he could see that without clothes she was  a bit skinny.  He liked his women with plenty of flesh on them.  He like them Island Style.  He felt good about Miriam; he felt she could be persuaded to fit into his plans.

"Ready?" he asked as Miriam came from her bedroom, dressed for dinner.

"Sure, Henry," she said, hesitating over using his name.  "Let's go."

2. HENRY USES MIRIAM

Henry asked Miriam out regularly after that first meal together.  He asked her to go out with him at least once a week.  When the House was in session and he was in Parliament in Wellington he sent flowers and text messages to her. He asked her to keep their association private and yet was happy to be seen with her at parties and social events.

Chief Henry Evans had plans for Miriam Samu. He had selected her with care. Over time, the relationship intensified.  Miriam yielded to Henry's attentions and began an affair with him.  They made a striking couple.

Miriam was of Polynesian descent, statuesque, her bronze colouring seeming to glow.  Henry was of Melanesian descent, tall and well built, looking every bit an athlete. He had blond hair, a genetic characteristic shared with a quarter of the population of his homeland. They both had striking smiles that made people smile in return.  As individuals, they were full of life  As a couple, they exuded energy.  But Henry never asked Miriam to go to any official functions.  The occasions were always with friends or business associates in Christchurch.

Henry had ambitions.  After six months, Henry asked Miriam to apply for a position in the Visa Section of the Passport Office.

"There's more future for you there," he said.

"But I like working for the University," Miriam replied. "All my friends are there."

Henry had his way.  He needed Miriam in that office for his own reasons.  Working secretly in New Zealand, he was conducting illegal businesses so that he had the money to fund a private army.  His ambition was to take over Tibu in due course.  

Henry felt that his cousin had won the post of President unfairly.  Henry should have been chosen.  The tribal group he belonged to had designated him 'Chief', not his cousin.  His cousin, Malakai Mohi, was the son of his father's sister, a weakling, a nothing ruled by the USA and France.  

Henry was well-supported back in his homeland when he returned there each year. Every time he went back his tribe held celebrations in his honour. Every time he went back he held secret meetings with those who would help him rule.

While in Tibu, he lived at home with his immediate family, which was extensive, and his wife and their three children.  He told his wife New Zealand was not a good place for her and the children.  There were crimes and drugs and loose women. He could manage because he was a man, but it was not a place for women and children.  He would return permanently when they had enough money and they would all live together happily ever after.

3.  HENRY'S PROBLEMS

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

Henry turned to crime.  He exploited young women who came to New Zealand to study. He found them in the Immigration files under 'Applications for Student Visa'.  Initially, he found it necessary to go the University Registry. He was entitled to research information on Tibu Island scholarship holders.  

By talking to these young men and women about their friendships,  he could find likely candidates for his massage parlour and brothel.  However, this was small potatoes. At the most five scholarships a year were awarded, giving him fifteen young people over the three-year study period.  With only fifteen people, if all the names he elicited became prostitutes, his scheme would soon be discovered.  He realised he needed to get sex workers another way.  The best way was 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.  She was bright and efficient, good looking and, best of all, malleable. He courted her, not for sex or romance, but for her talents. She responded to his attentions, although was obviously disconcerted when he would not let her into his public life as a politician.  Henry was careful to keep his political life separate from his social life, and even more hidden was his secret life.

4. THE VISA SECTION

Before too long, a vacancy occurred in the Visa section.  Henry urged Miriam to apply.  Although she didn't want to leave her cosy job in the University Registry, her attachment to him was such that she agreed to apply for the staff position.

Henry ensured she was favourably regarded.  The Head of Section received a healthy bonus. Mrs Jones, the Head of Section, knew a bribe when she saw one but she would be leaving for a job in the private sector as soon as she found one.  Not that Miriam needed favouritism.  She was excellent at her job.  

When the shortlist was brought to him as Minister, Henry did not declare a vested interest in any of the candidates.  The Appointments Committee Chair favoured Miriam for the job.  As Minister, Henry could sit in on the interviews should he wish.  He did so, and after Miriam's interview, he did not have to do more than say, "I think she is the best one we've got.  Well done, people."

Miriam was delighted when she won the job. She found the work of researching applicants' information and interviewing them to be more interesting than updating records of student enrolments and examination scores.  Used to working under pressure, Miriam made no mistakes.  She had a good sense of whether someone was telling the truth and she was a good judge of character.

5. MIRIAM IS PROMOTED

As time went by, Mrs Jones came to trust Miriam more and more.  Others in the office became a little jealous but Miriam was outwardly good natured and rose above the pettiness. She accepted her favoured role with good grace. She was asked more often to sort out problems created by her colleagues.  Sometimes this involved face to face meetings with clients who were very unhappy with decisions that had been made.  Miriam had the ability to calm matters down and negotiate to a middle ground.

However, Miriam was not a "Yes" person.  When necessary she could be firm in her decisions. She would not tolerate deceit or laxness in the office staff.  All in all, she was a good fit for the job and gained much satisfaction from her work.

Pam Jones confided in Miriam that she had had enough of the public sector.  Pam Jones was on the top of the salary range but could get more money with a private immigration company. She began to make errors and eased off her effort, resulting in deadlines not being met.  Miriam helped Pam Jones whenever she could, winning Pam's gratitude.

When she had job interviews for a job she was interested in, Pam Jones would ask Miriam to cover for her while she took time off.  Miriam was happy to help.  

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

Pam Jones came in late the next morning.  She was excited and called Miriam into her glassed off cubicle.

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

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

"My salary is nearly double what I get here," said Pam. "I have some passes in Law from Victoria University in Wellington.  Mr 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?" asked Miriam.

"That's a problem," said 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," said Miriam, wondering where that placed her. "You will need someone to take over here while your vacancy is advertised."

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

Miriam suddenly realised who Mr Evans was.  "Why don't you have a word with him before you give your notice to Mr Peterson?" she asked. "I know him.  I have his number here, and actually, I am seeing him for lunch. Will you join us?"

Pam Jones was surprised Miriam knew Mr Evans, but to her 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 was surprised at Miriam's text saying she was bringing Pam Jones to lunch.  He saw the sense in meeting with Pam Jones, even though it meant going over Samuel Palmer's head.  Still, it was a normal social occasion, a friend of his bringing a friend along for lunch. 

They met, Pam told Henry her news, and Henry wished her well.  He said he would have a word with Peterson but Pam needed to tell him in the first instance.  Jack Peterson was not unhappy to lose Pam Jones, who had been slacking off of late.  he was annoyed that Pam Jones would be leaving the office in the lurch but accepted Pam Jones's advice to use Miriam as a temporary office leader.

The office staff accepted Miriam without any issue.  She was firm but fair, and they knew she would be loyal to them.  There was even a higher salary to go with the temporary position

The job was advertised in the Public Service Gazette.  Miriam applied, was interviewed and won the job without undue influence on Henry's part.  

Miriam was delighted with her new role.  She already possessed strong leadership skills. In her new role, she attended courses, studied books and journals, and learned the skills needed to serve political masters. Management brought out the toughness in her character.  

Outwardly, Miriam was an ideal manager but with some of her staff she earned a reputation as a person you crossed at your peril.  Because of the secret life she was leading, Miriam developed strict rules and insisted that they were adhered to.  Anyone she took a dislike to ended up being harassed until they found another job, or sacked if they questioned Miriam's management practices.

6. ILLEGAL IMMIGRATION

From time to time Henry would ask Miriam to approve particular people for a three- month work visa.  She could see no harm in this.  Some were young men and some were young women.  They needed a place of work, which Henry supplied: letters of invitation, replies, contracts, everything was above board.

Miriam did not know that Henry had written all of the letters.  He needed addresses, which he obtained from newspapers, telephone directories and his own observations.  He favoured businesses with high staff turnovers, such as gymnasiums and fitness classes, fast food restaurants and motels.  He researched ownership so his forgeries would have a show of authenticity.

Using Miriam, Henry was able to invite men and women from Tibu to be trained as revolutionary soldiers.  He knew he needed more than fighters.  After the revolution he needed to place trained people into public administration.  The French were exploiting Tibu's mineral resources, taking millions of dollars out of the country and paying almost no taxes.  Tibu’s politicians, especially the President,  were growing rich and fat on bribes and secret deals.  Henry needed skilled people to take over and control the country when he kicked the foreigners out of his country.

There was a steady stream of women wanting to work in the sex industry.  Henry's contacts kept him well supplied with names so he could have Miriam issue short-term tourist or work visas.  These women, and a few men, worked in his brothels - happy houses he called them - and then he sent them home with lots of money.  It was good arrangement. That was the outward appearance of what was happening.  Prostitution was legal in New Zealand.  He was not breaking the law. 

The hidden practice was Henry was importing people from overseas, then simply exploiting them.  He was also diverting students whose visas needed renewing into his brothels. These people got sent home with almost nothing.

It started in a simple way, as most complex schemes seem to do.  The key players Chief Henry Smith used were Mr and Mrs Smith. While Miriam was still a clerk in the Visa Office, Henry used her services to help these two people from Ethiopia emigrate to New Zealand.  

The woman, Weizerit Gelila Zewedu, was a mathematician, but was now running a prison camp in Ethiopia.  New Zealand needed mathematicians. who tend to leave the country as soon as they are able to earn better money overseas.  However, her work in charge of a political prison had barred her from immigrating through official channels.

The man was very tall. He had been barred from immigrating to a number of countries. His name was Ato Addisu Habtamu, Mr New One, son of Mr Wealthy.  He was a military trainer, but on the wrong side of the conflict as far as New Zealand was concerned. 

A small nation, New Zealand has strict rules for immigration and Chief Henry Evans had been appointed Minister of Immigration to enforce these restrictions. He couldn't help either person by using official channels so he turned to an underworld contact who arranged for the pair to meet and form a partnership so they could pose as a married couple.  

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

Next came name changes. The names they had stolen were changed in Ethiopia quite legally, and new papers were issued in the names of Alicia and Joseph Smith.  The couple were now known as Mr and Mrs Smith. Titles were important in Ethiopia and used at all times except the most informal.  It was a custom they brought with them to New Zealand, where Joseph insisted on being called Mr Smith.  Alicia called herself Mrs Smith even though she and Joe were not actually married.

They moved in together and applied for refugee status.  New Zealand accepted them on the recommendations of the Head of the Visa Office in Christchurch, acting on Miriam's advice,  and the Minister of Immigration.  Mr and Mrs Smith, now thought by New Zealand authorities to be heroes of the fight against oppression, immediately bolted from the carnage of their war-torn country, their flights being paid for by the New Zealand Government..

After the mandatory time to gain citizenship,  the new Mr and Mrs Smith were issued with New Zealand passports.  As Joseph Smith had been a military trainer, he suited Henry's purposes perfectly.  Alicia Smith was a university graduate who found part-time work at Christchurch University in the mathematics department as a side-line to her real employment of finding young women to work for Chief Henry Evans.

When Miriam rose in rank to the command of the Christchurch Visa Office, Henry saw a way to provide fresh stock for his brothels.  He tapped into the Russian and Ukraine pool of desperate women who  could be used as high-quality call girls and fashionable escorts.  This was all quite legal.  

What was not legal was Henry's exploitation and imprisonment of university women, tourists and students mainly. When the visas of these youngsters needed to be extended, Miriam took away their passports and then used Mrs Smith to place them in a safe house, under lock and key.  The youngsters were given a choice: work for Mrs Smith or go to gaol for being illegal immigrants.  

When the return section of their tickets expired the young women had no option but to work in the sex industry until they had enough money to but a new ticket home.  To keep them in line, Miriam threatened to expose them as illegal immigrants without any papers.  

For many tourists and student, their English was poor or non-existent so they couldn't properly explain their situation to the authorities.  Henry had made an alliance with a crooked policemen who dealt with any complaints.  The youngsters became invisible.  

While they were compliant, Henry housed them in Christchurch in a hostel he had bought.  When they needed discipline, Henry placed them in the basement of one wing of The Tall Oaks where they were re-educated by Alicia and Joseph Smith, who had experience of such treatment in their past lives. 

7. HENRY'S PROGRESS

Chief Henry Evans had come to New Zealand as a fifteen year old high school student.  At eighteen, he had entered university where he stayed for seven years to complete his doctorate in political studies.  Henry went to work in the Ministry of Foreign Affairs where a requirement was New Zealand citizenship and a passport.  He became a New Zealand citizen but he was not allowed the title of Chief on his passport, nor on his Grant of Citizenship.  

He made many contacts and travelled extensively as adviser to the Minister.  Henry's political boss, the Honourable Todd Simcock-Smith encouraged him to run for office.  The Party selected him for a Christchurch seat.  It was felt that as an Islander, Henry would win votes from the large number of Islanders in Aldham.  

He did not win the seat but was appointed as a List MP. In New Zealand, there is Mixed Member Proportional voting, which allowed each party a certain number of extra representatives in Parliament based on the proportion of votes that each party had won. Henry became a List MP because he was high on the Party list and had the ear of the Prime Minister.  He moved to Christchurch as Chief Henry Evans, MP for Aldham. His electorate included Christchurch University, and it was there that he met Miriam Samu.

Henry had begun the plan to gain control of his homeland, Tibu, while still at the Ministry of Foreign Affairs but he needed a great deal of money to finance his dreams.  His most lucrative activity was prostitution, but a growing income stream was extortion of money from students he kidnapped.  He learned about kidnapping when he went on an official trip to Mexico.  

Bandits would cross the border to the States, kidnap young people, and then demand ransom from their parents.  When the ransom had been paid, he would demand more money.  If the parents failed to pay or finally ran out of money, he put the victims to work in his brothels. 

Henry did not even have to cross a border to get his victims.  They came to him.  China's birth control programme allowed only one child per couple for the majority of China's population.  The Chinese had access to quite large sums of American dollars.  Henry would wait for a suitable victim, usually one going home to China or Thailand or Japan. The Chinese paid up immediately.

What Henry needed most now he had Miriam and a military trainer and a prison chief to run his sex workers was a place to train his troops.  He found it in the Matagouri Valley.

8. MATAGOURI VALLEY

The Matagouri Valley dam had been built to store water to be used to generate hydro-electricity.  The dam was a large project which had taken 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 and early 1990s, all over New Zealand, assets became redundant as Government organisations were dismantled under the Free Market Policy, the aim of which was to sell off assets and dismantle public services in order to use contractors to undertake tasks that had been done by the government.

These assets were mothballed or put up for sale by tender.  Some fetched risible 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.  As a full-time farmer, he failed to devote the time needed 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.  

Three years ago, while Henry was driving to Queenstown over the Lindis Pass, he stopped for a break.  He turned off the road and rested for a short time.  Intrigued by the excellent repair of the minor road he was on, he decided to follow it until he could find a place to turn around. 

Suddenly, the road became steep, although its surface remained excellent.  Henry drove for a few more miles until he emerged above a valley containing a large property surrounded by trees and shrubs beside the lake formed by the dam.  The road dropped down into the valley.  Henry approached the chain link fences all around the property.  He came to a sign that said  'The Tall Oaks Retreat'.  

Henry pulled his Mercedes into a driveway.  Tall wire mesh and galvanised pipe gates were closed across the drive.  He saw a camera on a post swivel and turn in his direction.  Henry gave a small wave.  The gates swung open.  

Henry drove slowly along the curving drive to the entrance of a large two storey building.  He stopped in the forecourt of what appeared to be a reception area.  A sign read 'Welcome to The Tall Oaks Retreat'.  Henry got out of the car.  The air was hot and still after the air conditioning of the car.  His shirt clung to his back.  

"Would you like a drink?" asked a male voice.

Henry said, "Yes, please." as he looked around to find the owner of the voice.  Off to his left, he could see a man lying on a reclining lounger under a large sun umbrella.  He was waving Henry towards him.

"Over here,": said the man.  

Henry sat on a sun chair in the cool of the shade from the sun umbrella.  "Hello," he said. "I'm Chief Henry Evans."

"Hello, Chiefy, I'm Napoleon Brandy," said the man.  He was tanned, about fifty, starting to grey at his temples. "What would you like? Someone will be out in a minute."

Napoleon Brandy gestured at the tray on the table beside him.  Henry poured himself an orange juice.  As he moved towards the chair to sit down, a man hurried out of the double doors above the entrance steps.

"Hello," he said, holding out his hand. "I'm Trevor Green.  I own this retreat."

Trevor's handshake was limp and he held Henry's hand for a little too  long.

"Nice place you've got here," he said. "Have you lived here long?"

Trevor Green would not admit he was hard of hearing. "About two years," he said,  "I mean, I've owned it for two years.  I live in Australia and come here every few months."

He finally released Henry's hand. "You're straight.  I know.  I can tell every time."

"Can I have a look around?" asked Chief Henry Evans. "I've got plenty of time."

"Sure," Trevor replied. "I'll give you a Tiki Tour."

Although Henry was officially a New Zealander, he did not understand what a Tiki Tour was.  Trevor meant he would give Henry a tour of the whole operation, as if he was on a tour organised by the famous Tiki Tours company.  

"Hop in the ute," he said, nodding towards a small Mazda truck.

Henry stood up and finished his drink, then the two men walked over to the utility vehicle.  It was hot inside the cab.

"No air conditioning," said Trevor. "Don't want to spend the dosh to get it fixed."

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

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

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

"We have safaris out here regularly. EnZed has no snakes, nothing poisonous just some rather nasty spiders that came over from my homeland," said Trevor.  He was quite proud of his resort, and was keen to tell Henry its best points.

Henry could see an ideal training ground for his proposed elite force.  He could bring young people here and train them to be tough warriors.  That's what Tibu needed.  The French had softened his people with fast food and violent television programmes.  Here, he could re-educate the chosen few, feed them on good food, and have them trained as modern soldiers.  Mr Joseph Smith from Ethiopia would be grateful for the employment and a chance to use his military skills.  

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

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

It had taken Henry nearly six years to lay the groundwork. With Miriam appointed to the position of Director of the Christchurch Visa Office, and himself as Minister of Immigration, his prostitution and ransom business had flourished.  Since buying The Tall Oaks three years ago the business and the training had blossomed.  He had men in position in Tibu, waiting for his call.  He had people trained to take over government offices.  He had his central core of soldiers training under Mr Smith at The Tall Oaks and the rest waiting in Tibu, over one hundred people in total.  That would be enough.  If he delayed too long, Malakai Mohi would learn of his plans and be prepared for  Henry's challenge. 

Henry's brothels in Queenstown  and Christchurch were run by Mrs Smith, and the extortion of illegal immigrants and  kidnapped students organised by Mr Smith.  These activities had earned enough money to allow Henry to buy into The Tall Oaks as an equal partner.  The Tall Oaks was to continue as a retreat for homosexuals, but would now take other guests.  It would function as hostel accommodation and a training centre for Henry's recruits.  Mr and Mrs Smith were returning a good dividend for his initial attempt at people smuggling.

Now Henry was in his ninth year as Minister.  The Party had been elected for three successive terms of office of three years each.  It was doubtful that the Party would be elected for another three years as the government's monetarist policy was losing popularity and its support from minor parties was slipping away. 

'Free market policies have made this country rich,' thought Chief Henry Evans. 'People have short memories.  They have forgotten how too much welfare from the government made people lazy, and how high taxes had been to sustain social policies.  Surely this government can win again by jogging people's memories?'

But in his heart of hearts, Henry felt it was time for change.  Old people wanted to return to the welfare state, which they had paid for but now when they needed welfare it wasn't forthcoming.  Young people weren't interested in politics and were happy to be consumers.  Everyone knew people were poor or unemployed because they were lazy. 

Even if the current government won the General Election again, Henry was still threatened, because if the total number of votes for his party fell, so would the number of List MPs.  He was now not as high on the Party List as he had been.  He knew his time was nearly up.

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

.
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​​PART TWO:  THE UNIVERSITY
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9.  ONE MONTH EARLIER

The Department of Modern Languages occupied several buildings on the Christchurch Campus. The lecture halls and classrooms were in newer buildings. It was in one of these that Richard West had his office.  Richard West was a Teaching Fellow, on a one-semester secondment from St Angela's College in Weatherston. Richard had previously been Deputy Principal at St Angela's for two years.  

Richard was taller than average, fit looking and fair-haired.  He was an academic but he kept fit by running and playing squash.  People were attracted to Richard, and things happened when he was around.  He was a catalyst for change, which was  helpful for his career as a teacher but sometimes dangerous.

He wished it wasn't so.  In February, his daughter had been kidnapped.  She was held in an old forestry village and was saved by a young friend who wished to join the army.  In order to discredit Richard, his Principal, Millicent Pentecost,  accused him of sexually molesting a fifteen-year old pupil. 

It was a horrible time for him and Alex.  After his plea hearing, the charges were dropped and the School Board, friends and pupils welcomed him back.  He was offered the post of Principal left vacant when Mrs Pentecost fled the country but Richard stood down to let the self-effacing Grace Bensemann take the position. 

Richard’s friend, PWC June Crawford, had initiated the investigation. She spent the rest of the term seconded to St Angela's, but the Police Force needed her, and she was told that if she didn't return to general duties she would lose her recent promotion. At Jo's insistence that she was now well, June applied for and won a position in Wellington as a Detective Sergeant. 

At St Angela's, Richard found some disturbing things were happening.  Although he had been cleared of any wrong-doing, there had been no trial.  His solicitor, John Caldwell, said that even if a trial had proven his innocence, many would still believe in his guilt. 

Several girls refused to go on a camp-out.  They would only go if he didn't.  He stayed behind so the camp-out could go ahead. The jogging he did with the girls was thinly attended, only four or five girls went with him.  The rest preferred to run in small groups without Richard. Even cricket practices were poorly attended.

Alex and Richard considered their future.  Alex ran a white ware shop, selling dishwashers, sewing machines, refrigerators and small appliances.  Alex's shop tied them to Weatherston

Ben Carruthers, Principal of St Cuthbert's, the corresponding boys' school, was very concerned about Richard.  He knew what Richard had been through and that he was suffering from reaction to the horrific events of the past few weeks. 

Ben thought that he had found a solution to Richard's problems so the next time he saw Richard, he broached the issues.

"Richard, you are not yourself.  You look like death dug up, and you are quite forgetful.  I think you need some time away from
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