	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​Crystal Ice


[image: ]


New Zealand Gangs, Drugs and Terrorism

––––––––
[image: ]


By

​​​Warren Miner-Williams

First published as Kindle edition in 2021 by Warren Miner-Williams

Revised 2023

Copyright © Warren Miner-Williams 2021

The right of Warren Miner-Williams to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by him in accordance with the copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise) without the prior written permission of the publisher. Any person who does any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, re-sold, hired out, be lent, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent.

A CIP catalogue record of this book is available from the National Library of New Zealand

Please visit my website for details of other publications:  warrenminerwilliams.com

If I have seen more clearly than others it is because I have stood on the shoulders of giants.

Sir Isaac Newton, English mathematician & physicist, 1642 – 1727, (adapted from a quotation in a letter to Robert Hooke, February 5, 1675)

––––––––
[image: ]


To my family: Lynda, Cheryl, Corinne and Ruth

––––––––
[image: ]


The science behind this story is real and could happen today. This work is a blend of fact and fiction. Whilst many historical details and backgrounds are based on published historical sources, the principal characters and events in this work are fictitious. Any implication that any real persons mentioned in this work are complicit in illegal activities is completely unintentional.

​​

Other publications from Warren Miner-Williams

Dream Thieves; You Invaded My Mind. (Fiction)

Camp 22; Escape from Tyranny. (Fiction)

My Dad’s Tall Stories. (Semi-fiction)

Taboo: Prohibited by its Sacred Nature. (Fiction)

Conspiracy; Toxic to Democracy. (Non-Fiction)

Orca; Assault off the Azores (Fiction)

Captains Three; Three Generations on the Frontline. (Fiction)

Terror: Nuclear Waste, Dirty Bombs & US Demands for Greenland Sovereignty. (Fiction)

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Part I


[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Colour of War




[image: ]


Contents

Crystal Ice

Part I

The Colour of War

1. Zagreb

2. Alex MacLean

3. Tony Graham-Collins

4. Trieste

5. ‘The Finches’

6. Ice

7. Rewa

8. The Necktie

9. Sharon

10. The Weapon

11. Lavender’s Blue Dilly Dilly

12. Tangihanga

13. Ngaire

14. Dilemma

15.  The Ceremony

16. The Truth Will Set You Free

17.  More Eggs!

18.  Essential Oil

19.  Turangi

20.  Damage Limitation

Part II

America

21.  Air Fresheners

22.  The Start of Things to Come

23.  An Epidemic

24.  A Pandemic

25.  The Four Horsemen

26.  Point Sources of Contagion

27.  More Deaths

28.  The Breakthrough

29.  Hope

30.  Biotechnology versus Bioterrorism

31.  The Enquiry Falters

Part III

An Empire Falls

32.  Bitter Celebrations

33.  Questions

34.  Nexus

35.  Just Fishing

36.  Mother Lode

37.  Molotovs

38.  Amongst the Ruins

39.  Searching

40.  Running out of Time

41.  The Bubble Bursts.

42.  The Fish that Get Away

43.  Epilogue.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​

1.  Zagreb


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


Having placed the open bottle of Kraski Teran at the centre of the table Branko Kovač saw a single drop of the red wine run slowly down the side of the bottle and onto the starched white tablecloth. At the same moment, his attention was diverted to a small six tonne fuel tanker passing the restaurant for the third time. The driver was struggling to engage the correct gear, making a real hash of it. Odd Branko thought he couldn’t remember seeing a fuel tanker like that in this district. There weren’t any gas stations close by. It was a similar vehicle to the one his father had driven. As a boy he had accompanied his father many times around the local farms, refilling their diesel tanks with fuel for the farm vehicles. 

“Excuse me. Excuse me.” persisted the customer he was serving. “Could I have your attention please?”

“Certainly madam, I’m sorry, I was distracted. What can I get you?”

The same single drop of red wine that had reached the tablecloth slowly spread through the white fibres of the linen cloth, staining them blood red. Branko was once again distracted from the needs of his customer. The blood red stain reminded him of a photograph he had seen in an exhibition of war photography, of a body wrapped in a snow-white shroud with a single red stain at the centre of the cadaver’s chest. 

“Did you hear what I have just said?

“Yes Madam, I did, you wish to start with the Krompirjeva Juha, the potato soup. Have you a guest joining you today, Madam?”

“No, I’m on my own today.” 

Branko smiled at the woman he had admired so often. Her daily lunches at the restaurant were something he looked forward to. She was tall, elegant, and blonde with pacific blue eyes that sparkled when she spoke. Juliet Allen was a woman of natural beauty and used very little make-up, he could see the small auburn freckles that dotted her nose and cheeks. Her perfectly tailored business suit hugged her slim figure and telegraphed her feminine curves. He had decided long ago that he loved her dearly.

What about the soup then?”

“Yes, madam immediately.” And with that, he scuttled off to the kitchen to place her order.

***
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Casimir Zupančič was shaking almost uncontrollably as he drove the tanker along Velika Gorica. Having fouled up the gear change the high-pitched screeching sound was drawing the attention of bystanders. Eventually, he forced it into gear and continued along the highway. After passing under the Lipovac-Varaždin highway overpass he turned left at the fifth set of traffic lights before finally turning right into Thomas Jefferson Street. The very thought of the Americans naming a street in Croatia after one of their presidents renewed his resolve to finish what he had been assigned to do. As he neared the American embassy, he floored the accelerator to ensure that the truck would smash through the bollards protecting the front of the building. After 9-11, the Americans had strengthened the protection around all of their consular buildings, but Casimir’s leaders had accounted for that. The chassis of the tanker had been strengthened considerably to deal with the obstructions that circled the embassy. In any event, the tanker didn’t need to be too close to the front of the building to be effective. The tanker was full of ammonium nitrate dissolved in diesel fuel with just a small detonating charge of a single kilo of Semtex explosive. 

The name Casimir meant peacemaker, ironic that he should be chosen for this particular demonstration and that his name should not be forgotten.
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Branko Kovač delivered Juliet Allen’s potato soup just as two other American Embassy officials sat at her table.

“That looks good Jools, I think we should have the same. You don’t mind us joining you, do you?”

“No Charles I don’t mind at all,” and looking straight at Branko she winked her left eye that told him that she did mind. “Another two soups please Branko.”

“Yes, madam certainly.”

“Fraternising with the enemy again are we Jools?” Branko heard as he turned back towards the kitchen. 

He had taken an instant disliking to the man Juliet Allen had addressed as Charles. He was a massive, powerful man with short ginger hair, who stood over two metres tall with very broad shoulders and narrow hips. His broad chest looked as if it would burst through his shirt at any moment and his hands were enormous. His neck was so thick that he could not button up his collar and his tie looked ridiculously small as it hung over his barrel chest. Charles was probably a ‘military attaché’ if that is what they call their military personnel. The second man whom Juliet Allen had not identified could have been Charles’ twin. Dark haired and only slightly shorter he too shared the same powerful build that demonstrated he too was military and not to be messed with. Unlike the light-hearted and relaxed demeanour of Charles, this man took his work very seriously and remained constantly alert. 

As Branko delivered the other two soups to Ms Allen’s table the three Americans were deep in conspiratorial conversation that stopped immediately as he approached. Just as Branko turned away a Mercedes-Benz 560SEC parked at the curb side. The driver did not get out of the car and seemed to be waiting for someone to leave the restaurant. Most of the patrons had only just started their lunch so he was in for a long wait. 

As Branko Kovač moved behind one of the concrete support pillars at the rear of the restaurant his world disappeared in a blinding, thunderous instant. The blast from the car bomb ripped through the front of the restaurant and shredded both its structure and the feeble flesh of its customers. From outside, blood, bone, and flesh were blasted through the front windows. Car parts, furniture and glass became missiles that tore into the customers sitting inside the restaurant. 

Although the concrete pillar beside Branko buckled and bent like a stem of wheat in a windstorm, most importantly for him, it withstood the initial blast. As the pressure wave passed outwards from the seat of the explosion a vacuum soon developed which sucked debris back in the opposite direction, out of the restaurant. It was this that caused most of Branko’s injuries. He was pelted with articles from the bar, bottles, glasses and chinaware alike. If a colleague of Branko’s had not been in between him and the bar when this assault took place Branko would most surely have died. Torn and battered Branko was lifted bodily and blown back into the very pillar that had previously protected him. In an instant later the lifeless body of his colleague collided with both Branko and the pillar. A visceral, sickening snap telegraphed the breaking of bones in Branko’s left arm and he slumped to the floor. The whole world had turned upside down and inside out as thick choking dust replaced the flying debris. 
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Whilst the attention of the Embassy guards was drawn to the sound of the distant explosion the tanker Casimir Zupančič was driving accelerated up Thomas Jefferson Street towards its target. Casimir had also heard the explosion and this was his signal to start his final ‘bombing run’. As the truck crashed through the traffic bollards the guards turned back towards the embassy in unison. With their weapons drawn they fired at the truck in the forlorn hope that small arms fire alone would halt the progress of the tanker. With pieces of concrete flying in all directions the momentum of the truck finally diminished and the moment Casimir had trained for arrived. With little further progress towards its target, the truck finally came to a halt and for a single second Casimir, Zupančič hesitated. Bullets whined like angry bees as they ricocheted off the metalwork of the truck. People leaving the main entrance of the embassy foolishly turned back, re-entering the building, little realising that death would soon overtake them all. Holding the detonator firmly in his hand Casimir started to pray that in the next instant would accompany his brother Peter into paradise. Guards were already racing towards the stationary truck in a vain attempt to halt the inevitable. As Casimir Zupančič pressed the detonating switch he initiated the irreversible chain reaction that would culminate in an explosion so powerful it would be recorded on seismometers in Italy. In the first milliseconds of the blast, the structure of the diesel tanker peeled apart and rent Zupančič’s body into pieces. Then the immense pressure wave pushed outwards, accelerating cars, people and masonry towards the embassy at near supersonic speeds. Within milliseconds a firestorm was created and like an avenging angel all before it burst into flames. As the ensuing blast lifted the concrete lintels of the first floor, the supporting columns upon which they rested were flung aside and the front of the embassy collapsed. Death and destruction had been metered out on an unprecedented scale. The blooded broken bodies of more than a hundred people lay around the epicentre of the explosion, whilst many hundreds more lay buried beneath the front of the embassy itself. In the seconds that followed the catastrophe an unearthly silence shrouded the entire area. Amid the wailing sirens of police cars rushing to the scene of the first explosion the cries of the maimed and injured around the embassy slowly rose to a ghoulish crescendo.
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A deafening high-pitched white noise greeted Branko as his consciousness returned. His head was spinning and pain pounded at his temples. His eyes, thick with dust, refused to open and he felt rising nausea that accompanied severe shock. Having vomited the obnoxious smelling fluid coursed unobstructed down the front of his shirt. Seemingly paralysed he could hardly breathe and struggled for every life-supporting breath, it was as if a giant hand was pressing on his chest, holding him down. As his senses slowly returned, he turned his head to the side and using his free right hand he wiped the dust from his eyes. It was then that he discovered that the giant hand forcing him down was what remained of his colleague lying on his chest. Summoning up what little strength remained he pushed the body away and tried to rise. Miraculously he felt little pain and found it difficult to identify which part of him was injured. Only when he tried to use his left arm to lift his body off the floor did a sheet of pain overtake him. Close by lay the body of a woman, her nearly naked body was grotesquely bent and broken. Bile rose into his mouth as he stepped over her lifeless body. Staggering upright using the lifesaving column for support Branko Kovač tried to survey what remained of the restaurant around him. There was little left that he could recognise. Tens of bodies lay all around him. Only a few people were still alive. Slowly as other survivors recovered consciousness did the cries of the maimed pierced the shroud of white noise in Branko’s ears. He ignored them all and staggered out into the light. By some unexplained loyalty or perhaps just shock, he checked for the customers at his allocated tables. They all seemed to be dead or dying. The last table he came to was where Juliet Allen had been sitting. When he stooped over her body, he realised that her eyes were open and she was staring directly at him, attempting to smile. By some miracle, she was still alive. When Branko looked for her companions, he saw what remained of Charles. His body was torn apart and crumpled like a paper doll. Juliet Allen had probably been shielded from the blast by the upturned table and the bulk of Charles’ body. Her other companion was nowhere to be seen. Branko knelt beside Juliet Allen and cradled her head with his right arm. As she tried to speak Branko bent down to hear what she desperately wanted to say.

“Any chance of a coffee Branko?”

Almost speechless he didn’t know what to say. Eventually, in a rasping dry voice, he replied “Be still Madam you are badly hurt, save your strength.”

“Juliet. Call me Juliet.” She whispered. “What has happened to Charles and Rudy?”

“I think they are gone, Madam.”

A single tear appeared in the corner of her left eye. “Shame. Rudy was a nice guy.” As she coughed blood appeared at the corner of her mouth. “His wife is expecting another baby.” After pausing for breath, she continued. “They were my bodyguards. I escaped from them for time on my own.” Juliet Allen looked at Branko and smiled once more

“Save your breath madam, help will be here soon.”

As Branko smiled in return a small bubble of blood emerged from her mouth. He was helpless, he had no idea how to help her. With her voice failing Branko had to stoop even further to hear what she was saying.

“Have you a wife Branko?”

“Not yet, I’ve not met the right woman. Are you married?”

Juliet never answered. Her eyes slowly shut as some pain deep inside her made her whole body stiffen. When her muscles relaxed, she had gone.

***
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Matej Korošec had watched the tableau from a high-rise block of flats at the edge of the Buzina district that overlooked the American Embassy. Everything had gone to plan. He had seen Casimir Zupančič, the peacemaker, hesitate and drive around the block three times. He had witnessed the hesitation after he had smashed through the protective bollards in front of the target. But he had done what was wanted of him, he and Peter Bizjak, the driver of the Mercedes, had succeeded in striking a devastating blow to the heart of the Americans. Tonight, their heroism would be broadcast in news bulletins all across the World. No one would take their fight for the freedom of the oppressed peoples lightly anymore. They had proved that they were a force to be reckoned with. 

At just 1.68 metres tall Korošec was not a big man. Dark haired, slim and lightweight he was nothing to look at, but he was an inspiring leader. He had learned from the best of the Bosnian mujahideen, Enver Hadžihasanović, Rasim Delić and Amir Kubura. As he put his binoculars away, he turned to his loyal lieutenant Tomaž Rozman and smiling at him said,

“They did well Tomaž, they will be remembered as heroes of our cause. Today has been a good day for all the oppressed peoples of the World. Tonight, everyone will hear of our action to free the oppressed.” Tomaž Rozman was a giant man, his huge frame was that of a professional wrestler. With a squashed nose and heavily scarred eyebrows, his face reflected the many fights he had won and the few he had lost. At well over 2 metres, he looked down at Korošec and replied.

“Yes sir, we have shown the World that the little people too have a voice.”

Turning away from the scene playing out behind them on Thomas Jefferson Street, Matej Korošec patted his lieutenant on the chest and replied, “Yes Tomaž they will, they certainly will.”

***
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Ten minutes later, in Trieste, Goran Sumovich answered his pre-paid cellular telephone only after it had rung for three cycles, fell silent and then rang for another three cycles.

“Dino, nice to hear from you again, I have good news for you, Matej Korošec has just called to say what a successful day it has been. You should be watching the television, I’m sure that it will be very entertaining tonight, or is it the morning where you are?

“Thank you, Goran, that is good news I will put the television on as soon as the country wakes up. It is just after two in the morning here. I have just come home from work.”

“I hope business is good, I shall be with you soon and I am looking forward to eating in your wonderful restaurant. My mouth is watering already. It is unusual for you to call me so close to my sailing, is there anything wrong?”

“Yes, Goran there is, I need Matej’s assistance in a little matter. I wonder if you could get a message to him.”

“Certainly, after today he should be only too willing to help you. What shall I say to him, my friend?”

“I need an expert; we have a little trouble with the natives here and it requires a demonstration that one cannot renege upon contractual obligations. I have all the details ready to e-mail to you, your phone can still accept e-mail?”

“Yes, yes it can. You have me intrigued now Dino. I will telephone Matej as soon as I receive the information and decrypt it. You know we sail tomorrow; I hope that Matej has someone suitable who can sail with me at such short notice, you know ‘tide and time’ and all that stuff.”

“Yes, I understand, but please give it your best, this is a critical matter.”

“I am sure it won’t be a problem; he will certainly be in a good mood after today. I will ring him directly.”

“Thanks, Goran I think I’ll get off to bed now. Come by the house on Ocean Beach Road as soon as you dock, Frančiška is looking forward to your visit and the Slovenian food you always bring. I’m sure Fran can cook a much better meal than we would serve you in the restaurant. See you soon.”

“OK Dino, see you just before Christmas then.”

***
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Half a world away from Trieste Dino Sutic sat in the lounge of his luxury house in Mission Bay, Auckland, New Zealand and flicked his ‘Sky’ controller onto CNN, just in case an early bulletin carried news of Matej Korošec’s great achievement. While he was waiting, he keyed the special number into his pre-paid phone and sent Captain Goran Sumovich the e-mail requesting the help of Matej Korošec the terrorist leader. Once the message had been sent, he removed the Sim card from his phone and destroyed it. Opening the file, he had on his HP Compaq Notebook he looked up the serial number of the next sim card from a sequential list and then fitted it into his phone. He did this every tenth call, inconvenient but safe. To those who might need to call him, like Matej Korošec or Captain Sumovich, Dino sent them both a coded text message each time he changed his sim card, informing them of the new number. It was standard operating procedure as Dino was the money mine.

Dino Sutic was short and compact with a mass of dark hair bunched into a short ponytail. He wore fine rimmed glasses that gave him a geeky appearance that disguised the hatred he held deep in his heart. He was a planner, a leader and an entrepreneur. His public image was that of a restaurant owner and loving family man. However, behind that façade, Dino was a drug manufacturer, an enterprise that generated millions for the battles ahead. 

At 2.35 a.m. the bulletin he had been hoping for appeared on CNN, it described in detail the carnage that had occurred at both the American embassy and at the restaurant where many of the embassy staff were eating lunch. The CNN reporters close to the scenes of the two explosions told of a death toll of over three hundred. It was also believed that more than five hundred others were injured as a result of the bombings. Graphic pictures illustrating the ferocity of the attacks were also broadcast. Throughout the newscast, Dino sat thoughtfully watching and listening intently to the facts and figures that were being quoted. He filled a tumbler with his finest brandy and drank it in three quick swallows. Dino was not a heartless man, he had a wife and three daughters, he knew how devastated he would feel if someone had killed his family. But this wasn’t a war about individuals. It was regrettable that innocent lives were lost, fathers, mothers, sons and daughters. The bulletin detailed that many Croatian nationals had lost their lives, but their sacrifice was justifiable, they were martyrs. They were what the Americans called collateral damage. 

The American military had condoned the ill treatment of prisoners in post-war Iraq. Only when pictures of such brutality were made known to the World were, they forced to apportion blame. Then it was the little people that carried the can, the poor foot soldiers that were following orders. No senior officers were court-martialled. No politicians were censured. No U.N. condemnation. It was all a whitewash. There was never any justice for the oppressed. Without equality, the powerful will always control the weak. Dino knew that nearly 1500 prisoners were being held without trial in the stockades and cages of Guantanamo Bay. Where was justice for these brothers? Where were the pro-bono lawyers to represent them? It was always different when American nationals were imprisoned without charge. Dino felt that the entire civilised world stood witness to the crimes of America and did nothing. Just as the whole world watched the genocide of his brothers in Croatia and Bosnia. In law those who witness a crime and do nothing are accomplices. In law, they are just as guilty as the perpetrators of the crimes. The Americans and all the others who stood, watched and did not intervene were complicit in genocide. They were as guilty as those who pulled the triggers, as guilty as those who raped the women and children, as guilty as those who tortured the sons and daughters. They would all be made to pay. As long as he had breath in his body he would fight for his people.
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2.  Alex MacLean
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Alex MacLean, a talented chemistry teacher, stepped back into the shadows cast by the buildings of the Science Suite of the North Harbour High School. Any respite from the scorching sun overhead was very welcome. Alex had been teaching chemistry, his passion, to high school students for just over five years. He was a good teacher, one of the really good ones. But now he had decided that he needed to move on. He loved teaching, chemistry especially, but he was disillusioned by the introduction of the new National Certificate of Educational Achievement, (NCEA), he could not stand in front of his students and lie to them about the advantages of the new exam. Alex deplored the achievement standards that were so subjective no one could agree on what the examiners wanted. If things were so good why were the top schools now offering Cambridge exams? Alex could no longer comfort students who had failed to attain the requirements for university entrance because the goalposts had been shifted. In truth, Alex believed NCEA had devalued knowledge and was breaking teachers like him throughout New Zealand. 

As he made his way down the side of the science block many of the students, he passed wished him good luck in his new job. Surprisingly some of them he had never taught. Though he would not miss the school he knew he would miss the students, all those hard working, appreciative students, the unique characters who had made the job so rewarding. As Alex entered the science quad it was unusually quiet. Normally this area was filled with students eating their lunch, playing games and having fun. Strangely too the vertical blinds at the windows of his laboratory were closed. Only after unlocking the door to the lab did the “penny drop”, the lab was packed with students who wanted to say their farewell. Then as he stepped over the threshold of the room all the students cheered in unison.

“Sir we just wanted to say thanks for the tireless devotion you have given to teaching. Thanks for being there for us, for teaching us. We all clubbed together and thought that this small gift might help you remember us.”

Alex was stunned there must have been over sixty students in the lab, all smiling at him, all hoping that he would change his mind and stay.

“Thanks, Karen, thank you all, for once I am quite speechless.”

“That’ll be a first then Sir.”

“Thanks, Jessica, you know me more than most. Look, I’m not good at goodbyes they’re too emotional for me. Teaching you all has been a privilege; you have helped me perhaps more than I have helped you. We have had some great times, and a lot of good laughs. If teaching was just what happened in the classroom wild horses couldn’t drag me away from the job. Sadly though, teaching has involved more and more ‘administrivia’ as each year passes. Teachers are drowning in the stuff. So, I have come to the point where I have had to say enough is enough. You guys are what this job is all about and I will miss you all. Thanks.”

“I thought you weren’t going to say very much? I think I want a refund.”

“Thanks, Jessica, life is going to become pretty boring without you to keep me amused.”

“Open the present Sir, I want to see what I have bought you. I wanted to buy you a puppy but they said that they couldn’t gift wrap one at the pet shop.”

“OK, Jess’ give us a break.”

The whole body of students crammed in the lab laughed in unison as he started to unwrap the gift. As he opened the parcel, he found it contained a spy’s disguise kit, a set of spectacles with an attached plastic nose and a moustache. When Alex tried it on there were more hoots of laughter. 

“Thanks, this will be very useful. What do you think Jess?”

“Suits you Sir I always thought you were a spook.”

Another parcel was thrust into his hands and without taking off his disguise he carefully unwrapped this one too. It turned out to be a framed photograph of nearly every student in the room, on the back they had all managed to sign their names and a few had written a message. One stood out, signed by Erica Chan it was what he knew as mirror writing. He hadn’t a clue what it said and he would have to wait until he had access to a mirror before he could decipher it. As Alex MacLean looked at the photograph, he felt the emotion start to rise and a tear starts to form in the corner of his right eye.

“Give him the other one Karen before he starts to cry.”

Jessica Thomas had saved him yet again and as he started to unwrap the final parcel the melancholia thankfully subsided. Inside this parcel was a box that contained a cut-glass vase that was inscribed with the school crest and a simple four-word message; “You will be missed”. It was a unique vase, simple yet elegant, a gift that he would always treasure.

“Thanks, guys this is fabulous, all these gifts will be treasured, thank you all.”

With the formalities over Alex mingled with the other students as he helped himself to some of the delicacies from the smorgasbord buffet, they had organised. He was glad of the opportunity to speak to many of the quieter students that he appreciated as much as the more vocal ones. When the bell went to signify the end of the lunch break Alex gathered up his gifts and the cards that he had been given so that the room could be cleared and returned to its primary function, a science laboratory. Alex had two non-contact periods that afternoon and so his teaching career had just fizzled to a close. 

At the end of the day Alex MacLean was on traffic duty outside the school, he laughed and joked with a few more students before he had to face the farewell that his colleagues had organised. There were a few speeches of gratitude for what he had achieved in such a short teaching career, lots of handshaking then another gift, and another buffet. Several other teachers were leaving at the same time as Alex so he managed to float around the one hundred or so staff, saying his final goodbyes before fading away, out of the school gates for the very last time.
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Daniel Tua crashed open the door of 18 Waitemata Crescent, in the Otara district of Auckland, with a ferocity that almost took the door off its hinges. Daniel was nearly two metres tall and weighed over 120kg, he was the size of the proverbial brick shithouse. His hands were massive and as a demonstration of brute power, he would often crush walnuts effortlessly with just a single squeeze. Daniel was of Māori descent and he was fiercely proud of his heritage. The tattoos that covered most of his body were of traditional Māori designs. His long black curly hair was always neatly groomed and tied tightly in a ponytail. His face was contorted by his perpetual grimace of contempt for everyone he ever met. He was a thug and a bully that many feared and few respected.

“Sonny, where the fuck are you. Get your black ass down here.”

Like Daniel, the co-leader of the Skorpion Motorcycle Gang sat heavily in a protesting armchair dust and stuffing puffed into the air. Two minutes later Sonny Rewaka pushed open the door and stared menacingly at Tua. Sonny Rewaka, who shared the leadership of the Skorpions with Tua, was as tall as Tua yet had a more athletic build. At only 100kg it was always debatable which of the two would win a stand-up fistfight. Rewaka was of mixed race, his father Māori and his mother Tongan. He had always wanted to be a Rugby League player and would have been a very good one if he had not been side-tracked into gang life. Both men were co-leaders of an Auckland based gang that made vast sums of money through the sale and distribution of hard drugs. The current market leader was methamphetamine, crystal ice. At $1000 a gram, it was their most profitable line. With over two hundred patched members and probably twice that many hangers-on they ruled over an empire that had its roots in South Auckland and yet touched the lives of perhaps ten thousand people all over Auckland and Hamilton. Their clients ranged from high school and university students to young business people employed in many of the top firms that occupied the central business district of Auckland, New Zealand’s largest city. The Skorpions had connections with many top officials throughout Auckland, including the police and judiciary, through their many side-lines, the most shocking of which was prostitution. However, as co-leaders of the gang, they were so high up the food chain they could in all honesty say that they never directly touched anything illegal.

“Why’ve you disturbed me and my misses, Danny. Where’s the fucking fire that you need to do this so urgently you rude bastard?” said Rewaka adjusting the belt of his black leather pants.

“I’ve just had a phone call from Levorko Sutic threatening us, to pay up or face the consequences. Who the fuck does he think he’s talking to? Talking to me like that Bro? Doesn’t he realise that we could take him and his family out in the blink of an eye? In fact, why don’t we just fuck him over, him and his king shit brother, then take the business over ourselves.”

“Because Bro’ he is king shit, we might think that we’re the heavies but I know for a fact that both Dino and Levorko are heavily connected. If you want a war, just pick on one of their clan and you’ll reap a real fucking whirlwind. Don’t forget that they provide the raw materials for our business, they set up the meth lab, and it’s their chemist that makes the stuff. All we do is share in the profits.” 

“No. Fucking wrong actually, they share in our profits. You’ve got it all fucking arse about face again. We’ve got the distribution network, it’s our soldiers who market the shit, not theirs. We take all the risk, not them, and they take most of the money.”

“Shit Danny, you don’t know when you’re well off, do you? Why the fuck is he on your case anyway? What have you done?”

Rewaka could see by the look on Tua’s face that he had done something foolish.

“Come on Danny, tell me, what the fuck have you done?”

“I didn’t give them the last payment and sent them a little message to go screw themselves. I’m not going to take their crap any longer. They’re shafting us, Sonny, you know it, I know it, and they surely know it. I ain’t giving in to them, not any more. I ain’t scared of them, Russian assholes. Let them take some of the fucking risks.”

“Well, Bro we’re fucked. They’re the suppliers of the chemicals that the lab needs, so, even if we could take over the meth lab and turn the chemist to work for us, where the fuck do you think we’ll get the chemicals from? You stupid shit. What are we going to do now, because I don’t have a new source of all the stuff the lab needs and I know for a fact you don’t?”

“We can get more of that stuff. It’s only drums of chemicals anyway, it’s no big deal. I’ll get the boys onto it. We can steal some of that shit no problem.”

“Look shit-for-brains, you can’t steal the stuff on a regular basis to meet our demands. Those chemicals are on a special restricted list. You can’t buy them legit anywhere, and you can’t steal the stuff forever. We need the Sutic brothers, we need their stuff, and we need their connections too. So, make peace with the guy and don’t be stupid.”

Daniel Tua heaved himself out of the chair and fronted up to Sonny Rewaka nose to nose. “Look you black bastard stop calling me stupid, you don’t rule me. I don’t like your fucking attitude and I don’t need your fucking permission to do anything, so back off.”

“Danny, sit down again. We lead jointly and we’ve always made decisions together. When I want this club to change direction, I consult you. We do things together, that’s what’s made us so successful. We watch each other’s back. It’s you Danny that has made this decision alone and it could fucking sink us. You haven’t consulted me about jack-shit. You need to fix this Danny and you need to fix it quickly.”

Having sat down again Tua dropped his gaze to his feet, he knew that Sonny could take him if he wanted to “OK so I didn’t consult you, I’m sorry, but I thought you’d be behind me on this.”

“Not behind you Danny, beside you, and to be beside you I need to know where you are going. I’m telling you Danny as a friend you need to fix this. We can’t survive without them.”

“Well, you’re wrong, we have Tio onboard that ship of theirs. He can negotiate a deal without the Sutic brothers.”

“Tio Reihana is a brainless little shit. He couldn’t negotiate with his fucking mother. Anyway, who would he negotiate with, we don’t know where the stuff comes from. So even if Tio had got a brain where would he start?”

“Well, that Russian Captain would know wouldn’t he, perhaps we could negotiate with him?”

“Danny, Danny, they’re not Russian they’re Croatian and he works for the Sutic brothers and whoever backs them, they’re not going to negotiate with us, they’ve got the real power, not us.”

“Russian, Croatian, who the fuck cares, I’m not scared of those wankers. Got the power, my arse. They’re going to have to come to me if they want to stay in business with us. They’re going to have to give us a better share of the pie. So, let the fuckers come. What can they do Sonny, really, what the fuck can they do? Let them come, the boys and I’ll be waiting for ‘em when they come cap-in-hand; ‘Please Mr Skorpion sir let us back into the game.’ And I Danny Tua will tell them, what they can have and not the other way round. So, let ‘em come.

***
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It was Lisa Davis’ last counselling session. Jeanette Farmer, her counsellor for the last nine months, was giving her lots of encouragement now that her release date was just two days away. Lisa had been sentenced to eighteen months in Arohata Women’s Prison for the possession of 5 grams of crystal methamphetamine. Thirteen kilometres north of Wellington the prison housed the Te Araroa Unit for the rehabilitation of drug users like Lisa. The name of the prison, Arohata, means bridge and Lisa had responded well to the drug reform programme has survived the terrors of withdrawal all those long months ago. Lisa had spent three months on remand and it was during this period that she endured “cold turkey” from the drug that was slowly killing her. She had been one of the lucky ones, she had survived, many had not. Methamphetamine is a killer. Its long-term effects include fatal kidney and liver damage as well as lung disorders and irreversible brain damage. Lisa was a tall lanky blonde with exceptional good looks. Her ocean blue eyes and high cheekbones had made her a very successful model. Yet the pressures of living out of a suitcase in hotels all around Oceania had taken their toll. Suffering from stress had caused clinical depression and this had led to her taking methamphetamine as a release from the rigours of her modelling career. Each hit took her to an instantaneous high that sometimes lasted as long as 18 hours. The euphoria and sense of wellbeing, at first, allowed her to transcend the long and rigorous schedule that she kept up whilst on the modelling circuit. However, the drug-induced ecstasy slowly diminished and before long she became a wreck. Then the modelling agencies dropped her like a stone, and she became unemployable. 

With her savings depleted by her expensive drug habit, she soon fell into the clutches of the drug suppliers and her fall into prostitution became inevitable. Methamphetamine eats its victims alive and before long her beauty was gone. Her face became haggard as her cheeks hollowed; her brilliant white teeth became brown and scaly before eventually one of her front teeth fell out completely. Her ranking as a high class ‘Tom’ plummeted as her beauty diminished. Soon she could only ‘turn tricks’ with the perverts and the desperate for no more than $50 for a knee-trembler or $25 for a blow job. Eventually, she was picked up for solicitation. As her pimp was her drug supplier, he had thrust the methamphetamine stash in her pocket so that he could escape. Consequently, she took the fall for possession with intent to supply. However, the judge took pity on Lisa because officially he did not believe that she was in any condition to be a supplier, and unofficially, he had been a fan of hers in her heyday as a model. 

Prison is a hellhole and Lisa suffered terribly from the withdrawal symptoms even though her progress was monitored medically. However, her prison hell saved her life though and her entry to the drug rehabilitation programme at Arohata Women’s Prison was her salvation. She had responded well to the treatment and after a few months, her gay light-hearted personality soon started to shine through the mask of her suffering. Slowly she started to look more human, though whether she would ever regain her full beauty was thought to be unlikely. Thankfully she quickly made friends at the prison and had few enemies. Many of the other women prisoners remembered her past good looks and felt sorry for Lisa and the way the drugs had ravaged her body. 

Now she was almost free and determined never to use drugs again. Only the week before her ex-boyfriend Scott Pearson had contacted her again via e-mail. Lisa had sent him a photograph of what she now looked like. She had agonised over sending it, believing that he would not reply and back out of the relationship quickly, but she had been wrong. He sent her a newspaper photograph of what she looked like as she had stood in the dock awaiting sentencing. The improvement, though startling, was light years away from her former beauty. Scott had not promised to resume their relationship he just wanted to be there for her when she was released, but Lisa hoped. Scott lived in Nelson now and had offered her a spare bedroom in the house he shared with two others. Jeanette had encouraged her to take up the offer, as the first few weeks of freedom were the most dangerous period when addicts often slide back into their old ways, before ending up back in prison or dead. The world out there she was warned is a harsh environment in which to recuperate and she had been warned not to expect any of her old friends to stand beside her. She would be alone, perhaps even an outcast, unemployable, unloved and unwanted. The thought of her first steps into freedom had begun to scare her more and more as her release date drew near. She realised that she had not been cured; she was just in remission, just a step away from the pit from which her prison sentence had delivered her.

“Lisa over the next few hours I want you to go through all the self-analysis techniques and positive reinforcement exercises that you have learned over the last few months. Although we will just be a phone call away, at the end of the day you will still be on your own. You now have to make the decisions. Do you want to stay clean or face the devil again? It is going to be your resolve, your determination to be free of drugs that will make the difference. Do you have any doubts?”

“I have plenty of doubts, even fears, but I do believe I have the determination to remain clean. I remember very clearly the cesspool I’d fallen into and I don’t want to go there again.”

“Remember Lisa that emotionally you will be tested, disappointments, relationship difficulties, shortage of money are just some of the pitfalls that will leave you vulnerable. Seek help, phone the helpline or phone me anytime, I’ll give you my mobile number. I must admit I worry for all my patients especially those like you. You have a fresh start; you need to make the best of it.”

With that Lisa broke into tears, the unit was a sanctuary, a sanctuary from all her sordid past, from all that she had tried to escape from when using the drugs. Now like a fish she was about to be thrown back into the ocean, a vast impersonal void that could swallow her up again. The prison was hardly a haven but to Lisa, it was all she knew that had any goodness, no matter how small. Here she did have friends, she did have support and she could survive. Out there stalked her fear. Her present reality was confined to a small known area, out there, in the real world, there was nothing of her old life left, except perhaps Scott.

“God I can’t do this; I can’t do it. It’s too much, I can’t handle it, Jeanette.”

“All my patients that have reached the stage of being released, the ones who are in touch with themselves go through this terror of self-doubt. It’s to be expected. Remember all the sessions we’ve had; remember the skills you have learned. You can do this; you are just like a student who is about to sit her final exam and of course you are feeling nervous. But you are ready for this exam, you have self-knowledge, you have the skills. Lisa, you can do this, really you can, believe me.”

“I want to Jeanette; I honestly do but it all looks so hard.”

“Nothing worth fighting for comes easy. You have had nine months training for this, you can do it.”

As Lisa dried her tears, she looked at Jeanette and tried to smile and at that moment her resolve hardened. Yes, she would win this battle, because she certainly knew what would happen if she didn’t that’s for sure. The terror of failure was the key to success. Her strength to beat this would be drawn from the sure knowledge that in failure lay death.

Every prison film ends with the principal character saying goodbye to the guards and then stepping through the last gate to freedom. Not on Lisa’s last morning. After breakfast, she was shown into the chief warden’s office and congratulated on her success on the drug rehabilitation programme. Following that she was given back her property and shown to the family visiting area. As the door opened there was Scott. Just as he said he would be. Clutching the brown manila envelope with her discharge papers she shuffled towards him not knowing what to expect. As they embraced, she felt as if she was going to faint. The relief that he was there to support her was almost overwhelming. They didn’t kiss, he had said that he was going to be there for her, but not as a lover. He had confessed months ago that to see her slide down the path to self-destruction was more than he could bear. He couldn’t face that again; he had told her that if she succumbed to taking drugs again, he would abandon her in the interests of self-preservation. With the formalities sorted they walked together through to the car park. He still had the same old car, the white 1995 Mitsubishi Mirage he had bought with his student loan and they had affectionately called the Mitzuratti. It went like a bomb; it was a bomb.

One hour later they drove onto the Arahura interisland ferry that would take them to the South Island. Throughout their journey across the Cook Straight, Scott and Lisa stayed on the top deck. With a warm wind blowing through their hair and the ever-present seagulls soaring above the wake of the ferry it was a glorious day. They watched Wellington and Lisa’s old life disappear, then later as Picton approached so too did the beginning of her new life. 
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3.  Tony Graham-Collins


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


After Air New Zealand flight NZ104 touched down at Auckland International Airport, late on a rainy Sunday night, Tony Graham-Collins had no idea that life changing events would be initiated having been stopped by Customs. He and his wife Nadine, together with their two children Naomi 11 and Carol 15 were returning from their holiday in Australia. It was the first time they had ever been halted by the Customs Service. When one of the Customs drug dogs had reacted to Graham-Collins’ trousers they were all quickly ushered into the 'Red' zone. Although Tony was very concerned, his daughters thought it was cute that the dog had taken such a liking to their dad. Their entire collection of baggage was Category C searched and special Ion Scan swabs were taken from the inside of their cases as well as Tony's trousers. The Ion Swab from his trousers came back positive for Methamphetamine and so Tony was then subjected to a Category B strip search. Standing naked in the examination room Tony had the indignity of bending over and lifting his scrotum so the Customs officer could make sure that he was not concealing anything illicit. After the search a senior customs officer told them that although the one Ion Scan was slightly positive the other tests were negative; so, they could re-pack their bags and leave. The family had been delayed by two hours and as they left the international terminal to retrieve their car, they were all exhausted. By the time they arrived at Weldene Crescent, Howick, both of the girls were already fast asleep. One at a time Nadine carried the girls up to bed whilst Tony got their luggage out of the car.

"What caused all that fuss at the Airport Tony?" asked Nadine. "That drug dog was very interested in your chino's." Tony Graham-Collins heaved the bags out of the car and faced his wife. He was a tall, blonde and rather skinny thirty-five-year-old. Although he had acne scars on his cheeks, he had inherited good looks from his father. He also had his mother’s disarming smile that made him popular with the ladies.

"God knows what the silly mutt was reacting to. I tell you what though I never want to be strip-searched again. It may be routine for them, but it was bloody terrifying for me. Even though I had nothing to hide I just couldn't stop myself feeling guilty."

Nadine didn’t know whether to laugh or be concerned. "I wonder what happens now, do you think that they’ll keep us on record?" Nadine needed reassurance that this episode was over and Tony realised she was close to tears. It was important to play the incident down. Nadine was as tall as her husband yet with a more rounded feminine figure. Her long dark hair, high cheekbones and hazel eyes were a perfect contrast to those of her blonde husband. At thirty-two her innate beauty still turned the heads of many men she passed on the street.

“I wouldn’t think so darling.” Said Tony, embracing his wife.

“The team leader said that because methamphetamine was a Class A drug, they have to be sure, once they get a positive Ion Scan result, that we aren’t carriers. He told me that I might have sat next to someone who had the stuff on their trousers and that there might have been, err... What did he call it? Passive transfer, that’s what he said. Just bad luck I suppose.” Tony smiled at his wife his eyes conveying to her there was nothing to worry about.

“Well, “just bad luck” messed with the children’s heads, they thought their dad was going to be arrested for being a drug addict. You were sort of busy at the time but they were both crying. Thankfully the officer with the dog came back at which point the girls forgot all about you and made a fuss of the dog.”

“I don’t know what to say about that. Do they think more of a dog than me?”

Nadine saw the little boy behind her husband’s eyes. “Don’t be silly, they were stressed and the dog was a convenient distraction. Let’s go to bed and forget the whole thing. You go on, I’ll be a few minutes tidying up down here. Gosh, I am tired; it’s been a stressful couple of hours. I feel as if I could sleep for a week.”

“OK love, and don’t worry about tonight, it’s just Customs being cautious that’s all.”

***
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Alex MacLean had been in his new job for just seven weeks. He had been on the Customs Core Training and had a fair idea of how the New Zealand Customs Service worked. There was so much to learn, it was only now, having worked on Activity Reports for the last fortnight, that much of the practices and procedures were starting to make sense. Now slowly, Alex was beginning to develop the necessary skills to perform as an Intelligence Analyst. His ‘Collective’ Robin Hickman, his immediate boss, had been allocating reports to him that he could ‘Risk Manage’. These were Activity Reports that were sent from all New Zealand’s Airports and described all the interventions by customs officers whether positive, when illicit goods were found, or negative after passengers were interviewed or physically checked. Even in the negative reports, information from the frontline officers covered everything they did and any information they collected. Much of the information gathered, came directly from the answers passengers had given following the standard questions posed by the customs officer. When criminal charges are brought against passengers smuggling illicit goods into the country the activity reports become primary evidence in their prosecution. In incident reports where no contraband was found are still used to gather background information such as names, addresses, passport details and passenger movements that are verified by the intelligence analysts before being uploaded into the Customs database. There the information rests for a minimum of seven years. If such information surfaces again from subsequent reports, the original activity report and the intelligence analyst’s summary is retrieved. This allows the customs service to re-evaluate the risk posed by individuals to the security of New Zealand’s border.

When report AKP0672264 appeared on Alex MacLean’s work queue it was just another routine report detailing the actions of the customs officer that stopped Tony Graham-Collins and his family late on that fateful Sunday night. After Alex opened the file, he checked through the narrative that described what had transpired and the details of the Graham-Collins’ family. Alex then wrote an overview of what happened and then checked the details entered by the frontline officer, in this case, Phillip Butler. Alex noted that the Ion Scan reading was only 1.3, but because a second swab had also been positive Phillip Butler, the team leader, had deemed the strip search was warranted. 1.3 was nothing, just a glitch, but two glitches? Alex was new to the job and as keen as mustard to get it right and not let anyone cross the border that might be guilty of smuggling. He had not worked on any positive activity reports so far, but he might just get lucky with one of the near misses and he thought Tony Graham-Collins could be one of those near misses.

Alex checked the Customs database for any previous recordings of Graham-Collins. There were none, none for his name, his address, telephone number or his passport number. When Alex checked his international travel movements it appeared that he travelled abroad on average twice a year, his wife and daughters had always travelled with him so it looked as though they were family holidays. The countries they had visited over the last four years were not countries that posed any tangible drug risk, Australia, Rarotonga, and Fiji. However, two years ago they had travelled to Bali, a possible source of drugs. The Electoral Roll confirmed that 24 Weldene Crescent, Howick, was the residential address of Graham-Collins and that his occupation was a restaurant manager. There was nothing suspicious about Graham-Collins at all, every answer he had given Phillip Butler at the airport that Sunday matched the data that Alex had discovered. Every fact checked out except he had changed his job before the last census was compiled because his passport stated his occupation was a Biochemist. Phillip Butler had noted the telephone numbers recovered from the cell phone directories of both Tony Graham-Collins and his wife Nadine. The number Tony had listed as work was the same telephone number that Nadine listed as Tony’s work and that number checked out to be that of Terra Brasil, a restaurant on the waterfront in Auckland. Of the other numbers of interest noted from Tony’s phone, one belonged to Levorko Sutic, the restaurant owner, one to Jonathan Littman an import/export broker and a cell phone number listed to a guy called Petera Mokaraka. When Alex searched the Customs database for any entries against these numbers there were none. A search of the Telecom Whitepages confirmed the origin of all the numbers except the one for Mokaraka, which was probably a prepaid cell phone. Though Graham-Collins seemed at first a little suspicious, after all the checks that Alex had undertaken there was nothing of note. So having written the summaries for all the entities, names, addresses and phone numbers Alex closed the file with the concluding statement that “Tony Graham-Collins was of no further interest to Customs at this time.”

***
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It was 3 pm and standing outside 34 Vincent Street, Nelson, Lisa Davis watched the students of Victory Primary School swarm down Torara Street to the school crossing patrol. With large red and white stop signs, the two teachers in charge of the crossing momentarily stopped the traffic on Vincent Street to allow the students to cross. Vincent Street is a busy corridor that connects the Toi Totara district of Nelson to its town centre. Lisa was now a member of New Zealand’s taxpaying population; she was a nanny and as Julian Nichols came running towards her waving his arms and shouting her name in greeting, she wondered if she could still have children herself. Had the methamphetamine wrecked her reproductive system, as it had wrecked her face and body? Scott had said to her when they were lovers that he wanted three or four children, she had gently told him to sod off as having children would be the end of her modelling career. Her fanaticism for her appearance, what she saw as her marketable asset, had ultimately led to her downfall. Now having realised she could never be a model again her outlook on life had changed. Now all she wanted was to be what Scott Pearson had asked her a lifetime ago, his partner and the mother of his children. Sadly, she knew that that was not going to happen, Scott had told her as much before he picked her up from Arohata Women’s Prison. As little Julian Nichols jumped into her open arms her heart saddened as she realised this might be the closest, she might ever come to motherhood. 

“Hi Julian,” she said giving the boy a fierce hug, “how was your day at school?”

“Ouch, you’re squeezing me too hard.” He paused for a moment until he could take a deep breath. “Today was brilliant, we had a visit from the police and this handler guy brought his dog in. Lisa, he was so clever he could do all kinds of neat stuff. This other policeman ran across the playing field and Bob, that’s the dog’s name, ran off after him and grabbed his arm when he’d caught him. If he hadn’t been wearing this padded arm thing Bob would have ripped his arm completely off.” 

“Whoa! Slow down I can hardly understand you’re talking so fast.”

“The......dog......almost......bit......his......arm......off, is that slow enough for you?”

“Come on you cheeky so and so, let’s get you home, fed and watered.”

Lisa held on to Julian’s hand as they walked along Vincent Street and made their way to Abraham Heights where Julian lived. The son of two doctors Julian was a very intelligent little boy and Lisa loved him as if he was her own. His father, Dr Timothy Nichols was a food scientist at the Cawthron Aquaculture research laboratories in Nelson. He was studying the feasibility of farming Paua. Known as Abalone in America and other countries Tim Nichols was trying to determine the concentration of dissolved chemicals that cause the metamorphosis of free swimming Paua larvae into crawling juveniles. The Paua industry in New Zealand is worth many millions of dollars and Tim believed that the best way to conserve the natural stock was to develop the commercial farming of Paua. Commercial farming could reduce the market price of Paua meat down to such a level that poaching them from their natural environment would cease to be economically viable. Timothy Nichols was married to both his job and Dr Celia Nichols a local GP who had a joint practice on Hastings Street in the Washington Valley area of Nelson. Both parents worked long hours and so they had employed Lisa to look after Julian until one of them returned home. That meant Lisa took Julian to school at 8.45 am, and then did housework for Celia until she collected Julian from school in the afternoon. She would then help the boy with his homework, fix his dinner and then entertain him until Celia or Timothy returned, which was usually between 6.30 and 7.30 pm. By the time Lisa herself returned home to Tipahi Street, she was usually completely exhausted. She loved her job but hated the hours. 

Lisa had just cooked Julian his dinner when Tim Nichols came home, early for once. Today was pay-day and Tim handed her a cheque for $840, out of this Lisa had to pay tax and because she knew that Tim Nichols claimed tax relief for employing a nanny, she had to be honest and diligently paid almost a third of her wages into a separate tax account. Knowing that she was now $560 better off gave her a little more spring in her step. Scott was taking her out tonight, to The Honest Lawyer Country Pub. She was early and planned to have a long hot bath before getting ready to go out. Lisa had the impression that Scott was up to something tonight and wondered what it was. 

As Lisa and Scott walked into the restaurant the place was packed out with customers, it was lucky they had booked. They followed the maître d′ as he wove his way through the tables to the rear of the restaurant and their table. Lisa’s heart almost stopped when she saw who was already seated at the table, it was Scott’s parents. In a mega-argument, they both had disowned Scott when he told them that he was going to help Lisa live a normal life after she left prison. In her previous life, when she was an international model, his parents had accepted her as a daughter and Scott often mentioned that back then he would tactfully have to dodge questions about their marriage every time he spoke to them. Lisa knew that following her drug conviction they hated her with a vengeance and they certainly did not approve of their son fraternising with a convicted felon. They had told him that only bad would come of his liaison with Lisa and if he wasn’t going to marry her why was he bothering with her rehabilitation? From what Scott had told her, his parents weren’t speaking to him anymore, so to meet them socially, here in Nelson, was a real ‘bolt out of the blue’. Judging by the look on his parents’ faces it was as much a shock to them as it was for her. Scott’s mother was first to speak;

“Come on Charles I think we had better go.”

Scott looked at his father, silently appealing to him to stay. 

“Moira, I think we need to stay, sit down please,” commanded his father.

“Well let me put on record that I am staying under duress. This girl is trouble Charles, you know it as well as I do. Nothing but pain and suffering will come of this relationship, of that I can be certain.”

“Oh, Moira sit down and be quiet for once, let Scott explain why he has arranged this meeting, give the boy a chance.”

“We gave him a chance before when he said he was still visiting the drug addict in prison. Against our wishes, he continued seeing her and now he lives with the girl. My son living with a convicted criminal is not something I can celebrate.”

“It’s me who should leave; I’ve caused enough trouble between Scott and both of you. I am sorry.” Lisa turned away from Scott and his parents and as she moved away, she started to cry.

“Lisa please stay, we need to get this sorted.” At first, she thought it was Scott’s voice, but as she turned back towards them, she realised that it was his dad that was speaking.

“No good will come out of running away, either for you or Moira. We need to talk about this and now is the time to do it. Sit down Lisa please.”

The atmosphere was tense as they ordered their meals, even the waitress picked up the negative feeling.

“Enjoy your meals; please let me get you a complimentary glass of house wine.” And with that, the waitress, with Amy on her name badge, scuttled off to get the wine.

“Look Mum, Dad, I know that you don’t approve of my actions but Lisa needs me now. She needs stability in her life, someone that cares about her, someone who is there for her when she is down.”

“She is a drug addict Scott,” declared his mother, “you need to think about yourself, your career, your future. You need to be looking for someone that you can spend the rest of your life with, settle down and have children with. Lisa made her own choices back then.”

“Please don’t talk as if I am not here. I have feelings as well I...” said Lisa until she was interrupted by Moira Pearson.

“As far as I am concerned, you’re not here, because if I’m honest people like you make me sick. You’ll not only trashed your own life you destroyed the lives of those around you, and as long as I have breath in my body, I’ll make sure you don’t destroy my son.”

This time it was Scott who rose to leave, and once again it was Charles Pearson who intervened.

“Scott, Lisa I am appalled by what my wife is saying. I love you Scott and like your mother, I want what’s best for you. I appreciate that Lisa needs you at this time in her life and I will support you as much as I can. I think Moira you have a short memory because it wasn’t so long ago that you were pushing these two into marriage.”

“Yes, and thank God, they ignored me. God knows what would have come of such a marriage.”

“Don’t be bitter Moira, it doesn’t become you. You should be standing beside your son not confronting him. If Scott told you that he never wanted to see you again you would wither away and die heartbroken. We have to put aside our personal feelings and help Scott and Lisa as much as we can, and I intend to do exactly that.”

Moira Pearson was stunned into silence; she did not know what to do. Her husband had just delivered an ultimatum that had boxed her into a corner. If she left the restaurant she would be on her own. She realised that she couldn’t bully Scott into abandoning Lisa. She had underestimated her husband, how he felt, and she had to agree with him that if she made an enemy out of her own son, she would only have herself to blame. She couldn’t live with that. Biting back the tears she looked at both Scott and Lisa and said,

“I am sorry Scott; your father is right; I have been bitter and selfish.” She turned briefly to her husband and tried to smile; the words had almost choked her. “I would be devastated if there was a serious rift between us. I know that you loved Lisa dearly before all the drugs. So, as you are going to support her, I will try very hard to come to terms with that. I admire your principles and I know that you are doing what you hope is the right thing. It was wrong of me to turn away from Lisa when she needs our support most.” 

With tears in her eyes, Moira Pearson stretched out and put her hand on Lisa’s. It was one of those moments when the world changes, one of those seismic seconds. Lisa stood up and left her bag on the table said that she had to go to the restroom. Thirty seconds later Moira got up and followed her. Both Scott and his father were speechless. Charles Pearson knew how much it had hurt his wife having to apologise, it was not her way to say sorry for anything she did. As Amy, the waitress served the complimentary wine, both men drank theirs in one go. As the women didn’t return for over twenty minutes, they drank theirs as well. By the time a second bottle was on the table, the earlier acrimony was almost forgotten.

Scott held Lisa’s hand as they were served dessert. He was happy with the way the evening had worked out. He owed a lot to his father’s management of his mother’s behaviour. With the beginnings of a successful reconciliation, between Lisa and his mother, Scott could sleep more peacefully. He hated being at odds with either of his parents and since he and Lisa had moved to Nelson talking to his mother on the telephone had been hell. The whole purpose
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