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​Auckland, New Zealand.  Now.
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1.

Auckland City, New Zealand, is home to one and a half million people.  It is a pretty place with green hills, cameo views of the sea, a collection of small villages, many of them charming.  Auckland is a vibrant place, the hub of New Zealand’s economy.  Living and working there is the dream of ninety nine per cent of all immigrants, who want to live there in comparative warmth and safety.  Some immigrants are in their fifth or sixth generation.  They bring diversity and energy and wealth, making Auckland a true multicultural society.

Kim Yeong is a recent immigrant.  Known to her police colleagues as Kim, she is in a patrol car in a southern suburb of Auckland, a run-down place of small shops and narrow alleyways running off the one main street.  The street is always full of people of all nationalities, mostly non-European, for Auckland is a city of many races.  

Kim is worried.  The shops are open, there are signs on the street outside the shops.  The signs are all colours, mainly in English, with colourful lettering.  Shop doors have signs hung in them saying ‘Open.’  Some shops have flags and banners saying the same thing.  The windows she can see from the road are full of goods for sale.  

But where are the people?

Kim was recruited from Korea to join the New Zealand Police Force as part of a government initiative to place more Asian officers on the streets. Kim is in her fifth year in New Zealand and now has a passport.  She loves Auckland and is saving for a small apartment.  She has a friend, a Japanese woman called Blossom.  Her real name is Momoni Sakura and Kim cannot understand why she is called Blossom. When she asked a friend, she was told, ‘Well, look at her name for a start.  Then there’s her face.’

That did not help Kim.  She speaks good English but some things are beyond her.  Like rugby. And cricket. And the Kiwi sense of humour.  Kim no longer has a boyfriend.  In her twenty-eight years, she has only had three boyfriends, one in Seoul and two in New Zealand.  Her work hours were too erratic for the last one. 

Kim’s friend Blossom is also a recent immigrant who works for a telephone company, Nokia.  She was a Department Head for Nokia in Yokohama.  When her relationship broke up she sought a job overseas. The plan is for both women to contribute to a fund to create a deposit for an apartment.  

There are still no people.

Kim comes to the end of the commercial area.  There is a barricade across the road.  ‘No Access’.  She calls the Station.  The road is closed at both ends until further notice.  

“Why?” she asks.

“Don’t ask,” she is told.

Kim makes a U-turn.  There is usually great difficulty in doing this.  Kim often has to use a side street to drive around in a square to get to a traffic light where she can make her turn. 

Today the street is empty.  

The road was not blocked when Kim began her street patrol but it must be blocked now because the road is empty. Has there been a warning about a tsunami or a bomb or a gas leak?

Kim speeds up.  There is no reason to go slowly.  She feels apprehensive, needing to know as quickly as possible what is going on.  She takes comfort that she is in a police car, a strong and powerful Australian Holden, made in Thailand. She feels safe behind the wheel.

As she approaches the end of the shopping area, she sees men on both sides of the street.  They are moving as a group as if just leaving a football match.  She sees some are holding softball bats. They are smashing shop doors and windows.

Kim pulls up, intending to get out of the car and address the group of men on her left.  She pauses to turn on her video camera before calling for assistance.

Suddenly, the windscreen of the Holden is shattered.  Someone from the right-hand side has smashed it with a bat of some kind.  The glass is crazed but still in one piece.  She reaches for her microphone.  A further hit on the windscreen smashes the crazed glass completely.  Now all of the car windows are under attack. The car rocks from side to side as heavy blows rain on it. 

The car door is wrenched open with a metal bar.  A man reaches in and pulls her  by the arm.  She punches her alarm button to summon help.  She is dragged from her seat with the seat belt caught around her neck.

Kim is brought to the ground be a large hairy white man.  He smells.  A second man presses his knee on her neck.  He is choking her.  With her head sideways on the tarmac surface of the road, she can see he is wearing police-issue boots.  Beyond the boots, she can see windows being smashed in the shops.  Her ear hurts where it grinds into the road.  Something obscures her vision.  Unable to breathe, she calls for her mother but Kim’s world goes black as men are shouting abuse.

“Go home!”

“Go home. You are not welcome here.”

“Bloody immigrants!”

“Chinese go home!”

There are very few Chinese shops.  The owners or lessees are Korean, Indian, Malay, Pilipino, Polynesian.  

Kim is left unconscious on the ground. A team of First Responders finds her beside her patrol car, which is now on its side.  She has no next of kin living in New Zealand.  Blossom hears of Kim’s fate on the radio and hurries to Auckland Hospital.

2.

The Organisation for People’s Liberty is a well-respected section of the political Right in many countries.  TOPL is not a political party in its own right, although several short-lived political parties have sprung up from time to time.  

TOPL’s modern base is in the United States.  It is well-established in some European countries, especially England and Germany, where Nationalistic political parties have been formed.  Right-Wing Extremist parties appear increasingly in France, Italy and other European countries.  

At the most basic level, TOPL believers wish to subjugate populations descended from slavery or conquest, to return to a situation where White Rule created great wealth from the misery of the oppressed. Of course, they do not speak in these terms, instead using phrases such as ‘Make our Country Great Again’.  The believers point to the high proportion of arrests of coloured people and immigrants, statistics that have been enhanced by some in an attempt to create the  belief that coloured people are inherently inferior. 

TOPL believers agitate for an economy based on low wages for the unskilled in order to keep inferior people in their place. Many of the low-paid jobs are held by immigrants, many of whom are highly qualified in their own land.  

There is an active but hidden side of TOPL that foments unrest and discontent against immigrants. Their methods include using fake immigrant groups and the release of false news , especially to social media.

3. 

New Zealand Police Superintendent Robert McGlashan is fully aware of TOPL, and of the beliefs of those at the far right of this very Right-Wing group.  He is a Superintendent of Police, in charge of a unit engaged in counter-terrorist investigations. 

Bob McGlashan lives in a Christchurch suburb with tree-lined streets, a stone’s throw from the shops, an old suburb little affected by the 2011 earthquake.  He and Ann bought the house when they were first married and both were working.  The mortgage was crippling but as time went by the monthly payments became cheaper than paying rent.  It was a hard struggle with Ann teaching and Bob studying for promotion.  There was the ever-present fear common to all front line law enforcement officers and their families that one night he might not come home.  

Bob and Ann raised three children, making the three-bedroom house busy and crowded, but now the nest is empty and the small house seems spacious.  The children are scattered, two in America and the other a Conservation Department field worker in Canada. Although the temptation when the house was full had been to sell up and find a larger house, Bob and Ann are pleased they opted to stay.  The house is more than adequate for the two of them.  Ann can host gatherings of the groups to which she belongs, while Bob can cultivate his irises in the large garden

“Ann, have a look at this,” says McGlashan as he holds out a letter.  “When did this arrive?”

“Oh, it came by courier today,” says his wife of twenty-five years.  “I had to sign for it.  I left it on your desk for you to deal with.”

The letter is from the Commissioner of Police, Basil Spence.

‘Dear Bob

Following our talk yesterday, I wish to formalise the current situation.

You were recently involved in foiling a terrorist plot to harm the Muslim New Zealanders Society. My sincere congratulations for that. I am sure commendations will follow.

As a result of the terrorist incident, I have ordered a Police Conduct Enquiry into Extreme Right-Wing elements within the Force. The PCE is having some difficulty establishing whether Ms Kalle Kennedy is telling the truth and has been the victim of a false arrest and interrogation or whether she is a deranged schizophrenic.  This is an important issue not only for the enquiry but also because the integrity of Senior Officers is involved in her alleged arrest.

With continued adverse publicity regarding the authenticity of your informant, Miss Kalle Kennedy, and with the continuing sensitivity of the enquiry, I have decided to release you from your other duties for the duration so that you can focus entirely on Counter-Terrorism and establishing the truth of the Kennedy issue.

Sincerely

Basil Spence

Commissioner.’

“What does it mean, Bob?” asks Ann.

“One long holiday,” replies her husband. 

“Can we travel at last, without the call of the job interfering?”

“No, but that won’t stop us having some fun along the way.  We have to go to America but why don’t we go via London and see your cousin Caroll?”

“She’s in Belgium now.  But it’s cheaper to go through London anyway.  My main reason for going to the States is to see the kids.  Perhaps Glenn will fly down from Canada to join us?” Ann replies.  “What does the Boss want you to do?”

“The first thing Baz wants me to do is to find out if Kalle Kennedy is telling the truth.  That won’t be easy, even with the Commissioner’s authority behind me.  I also have to keep the Counter-Terrorism Unit ticking over.  But I will no longer have to go into work.  No telephone emergencies, no political meetings.  All my routine duties – gone.  No more bean-counting until this is over.” 

“Sounds boring to me,” says Ann. She will soon find out how wrong she is.

Bob McGlashan rings Basil Spence the next day.  They are old friends. 

“Thanks for the special commission, Basil,” he says. “This might be our chance to catch TOPL with their pants down.  If they did send Kalle Kennedy to an internment camp in the States, then they are in serious trouble.  And if the States are still holding her ex, Martin Carter, then we should be able to declare them a terrorist organisation.”

“I’ve been looking at the videos of the Auckland protest that got out of hand.  Are Kiwis really that het up about immigrants?” asks Basil Spence.  “The current violent protests, I mean.  Have you found out who the protestors are?”

“I don’t think so, sir,” answers Superintendent Robert McGlashan.  “Ordinary people just like to see new people making a go of things.  The people on the videotape cannot be traced to any previous organisation and many have no traceable house or home.”

“Rent-a-Gang,” Basil Spence comments. 

“Highly organised Rent-a-Gang,” McGlashan adds.  “There have been violent mobs in towns where there is a high proportion of Asian businesses.  Queenstown, of all places, Ashburton, Wellington, even Invercargill.”

“Where are you, Bob?” Spence asks.

“Basically in Christchurch, sir.”

“I meant in your head.  Bob, this is Basil speaking.  Your old mentor.  You don’t need to touch your cap when you speak to me,” says the Commissioner.

“OK, Basil.  But you are the pinnacle of the Police,” McGlashan replies. “The top man.”

“I may not be for much longer if TOPL has their way.”

The Organisation for People’s Liberty is allied to the Liberal Party, a member of the current coalition that was needed to form a government under New Zealand’s Mixed Member Proportional voting procedure.  The Leader of the Liberal Party is the current Deputy Prime Minister, Ivan Schmisek, who is also the head of TOPL.

“Why don’t they ban TOPL?” asks Bob McGlashan. “They just stir up trouble at every chance they get.”

“Bob, wash your mouth out,” laughs Basil Spence. “Mustn’t criticise freedom of speech and all that civil rights stuff.  Seriously, if you can prove TOPL complicity in the current protests and unrest, I will be happy to have them banned.”

“Being released for this special project might just be what I need to nail them.”

“Be careful Bob.  You are a nice guy with lots of savvy but these guys might nail you to a cross, or have Carter and Kennedy killed if they think you are on their trail.  Watch out for Millichamp in particular.”

“Our old friend, Stanley Millichamp,” he says.  ”I get more complaints against him and the way he treats Maoris than I do about anything else.  I pass them on to Human Rights, but nothing seems to happen.”

“Sanderson at HR is TOPL,” says Basil Spence.  “But don’t say I told you.  Came out of his wife’s mouth to my wife’s ear.  I want to stay happily married so don’t let on that I told you.”

Sanderson?  TOPL?  thinks Bob. Well, you never would guess.  The man in charge of Human Rights in New Zealand a member of the most racist group around?  Unreal. 

4. 

Dunedin is a pleasant city with its trees and the harbour and the hills that keep the buildings fenced in around the harbour like a shepherd guards his flock.  Dunedin is the administrative centre for a large geographical area called Otago, famed for the gold dug from its rocky hills and sucked from its frigid snow-melt streams.  The gold paid for beautiful buildings, parks, a university and a beautiful Botanic Garden.  It also brought crime and poverty, both of which are present still.  The Town Belt is a reserve to keep the city green, something the citizens hold dear.

Crime is present, as in any town of a hundred and twenty thousand.  Dunedin and its far flung provincial centres has a central police station, a large modern concrete structure that replaces the original Victorian brick police station and prison right in front of the railway station.  Practical people were the Victorians, but the jail is no longer in use, nor is the railway station.  In charge of the Police District is Inspector Stanley Millichamp, a man with a distinguished career.  

Stanley came from Australia, where his family settled after the first Millichamp was transported from England.  Stanley is proud of his heritage.  His ancestor Sylvester Millichamp came from Prussia to England in the reign of George III and married into a wealthy English family.  Although the Georgian Monarchy had come from what is now Germany, Sylvester’s wife Marguerite wanted a name that sounded English so they created the name Meecham, which they spelt as Millichamp.  

Sylvester was a violent man who beat his wife and lost his temper with staff.  In a London Gentlemen’s Club, Stanley beat a prostitute to death.  Normally, such an act would result in hanging but his wife was a Ponsonby who lobbied friends in high places to have him transported to Australia.  She provided the money for him to start a new life once he was paroled.  Finding the Tasmanian climate ideal for growing apples, Sylvester made a personal fortune that allowed him to become accepted in Colonial society.  He married despite having a wife in England but tragically his first wife died in childbirth.  He married again, a younger woman with a place in the social hierarchy.  As his wealth grew he was able to buy more land to provide livings for his five sons. The man who had left a life of grinding poverty in Prussia had made a rich life in a new land.  

Farming continued through the generations but Stanley left his father’s cattle station to become a police officer.  His father was disappointed but he had three other sons and two daughters to find situations for.  He was pleased to settle his obligations to Stanley with a large sum of money instead of breaking up his land-holding.

Stanley was a shrewd investor and a hard-headed negotiator who might have become a successful businessman or investor.  Instead, he craved power, the authority that he thought would be held by an officer in the army or by a senior officer of the law enforcement services.  He chose the latter, graduating from the New South Wales Police Academy with top grades.  He soon made a name for himself, but it was not always a good name.  

Stanley was violent. He was tall and powerfully built. He had sharp features and fair hair cut short.  He looked like a surfer, a sport at which he excelled.  He had taken to hitting his wife when she raised her voice to him or answered him back.  In defence of her son, she attacked him with a knife and landed in the hospital with a broken jaw.  To avoid a difficult situation, his boss arranged for Millichamp to take up the offer of an Officer Exchange to New Zealand.  

In Auckland, Millichamp’s strong sense of discipline and his physicality made him a stand-out.  He called himself Millichamp, the way he wrote it.  His staff called him Milly Chump because they found some of his management decisions to be strange. 

Millichamp had his reasons that were not at all strange, he was mustering a list of people who shared his views and who could be made to be loyal to him rather than the Service.

He was stationed in South Auckland where there was a high percentage of unemployed and many immigrants with low levels of education and poor life prospects.  Mopuku is a poor suburb with absentee landlords of run-down housing demanding very high rents.  In order to pay the bills, it is normal for both parents to work. It is common in many families for children to fend for themselves before and after school before Mum or Dad comes home.  Some couples work Cox and Box shifts.  Although church attendance is high, family violence is rife, as is child abuse and neglect.  

PC Stanley Millichamp was well-respected for his work with youth offenders, and for being a ‘hard man’ in a violent area.  He was brutally tough in a brutal community, preferring to walk the beat while his colleagues feared to leave their patrol cars.  

Stanley blamed the people of Mopuku for being poor and unskilled.  Poverty was their fault.  They were not working hard enough and were too lazy to gain qualifications. However, Stanley was not seen as racist because his attitude that God had made the White Man superior and had put everyone else on a lower plane was accepted by many in this community, alongside the view that a man was Head of the House.  In an environment where it was felt right that a man should discipline both his wife and his children, Millichamp’s attitude was consistent and accepted, although he was quick to intervene when a man went too far.  Millichamp’s form of justice was swift and effective and did not involve the Courts unnecessarily.  Because the treatment of accidents and injuries was funded by a government social insurance agency, the punishments he inflicted were always blamed on playing sport or falling.  

On the other hand, youths found that he listened when they confided in him. He organised Youth Groups and made sure young people attended them.  He called in on latch key children to make sure they were safe and that predators were kept away.  He was extremely busy and was soon picked out for promotion.  

When Millichamp’s twelve month’s exchange finished, Millichamp asked if he might stay on in New Zealand.  New South Wales was only too pleased to release him.  He sat and passed his Sergeants’ examination and from then his career soared.  

In Auckland, Millichamp belonged to the Conservative Club, which led to his joining The Organisation for People’s Liberty.  Quite quickly, Millichamp became a Police Inspector in charge of a Station.  He was transferred to Dunedin where the social demographic is quite different from South Auckland. 

In is early fifties, Millichamp has been in Dunedin for fifteen years and is now in charge of the Central Police Station, the regional headquarters for the Otago district.  He brought over from Australia Michael Manson, a younger man with similar strong views, both believing White Supremacy is the answer to the issue of World Order.  

Millichamp has TOPL members within the uniform branch.  Millichamp often asks these people to write Press releases.  Several recent articles have been about Kalle Kennedy, written to denigrate her story of being taken from Dunedin and placed in an interrogation centre.  

Stanley Millichamp is both puzzled and angry.  He cannot see why the plan to blow up an international meeting of Muslim dignitaries failed.  It was meant to be fool proof, a man who could be described as a Syrian or Afghani placed a bomb in a box on a dining table.  The box was identical to others, each holding souvenir presents for those attending.  Kalle Kennedy and her mother, Faransin Al Amalfi, found the box and took it away before the bomb could be triggered.

Millichamp is angry that McGlashan and the young woman, Kalle Kennedy, somehow outwitted him over what should have been a straight forward plot.  He is especially angry with Mike Manson who mishandled the whole thing from start to finish.  He was too heavy-handed. The cost was high, eighteen months work lost, favours called in from the United States to place two individuals in an Interrogation Centre in New Mexico, and two TOPL agents in the police force under arrest.  Plus, and this is a big deal, the risk of exposure by Detective Superintendent Robert McGlashan, newly appointed to a special unit for counter-terrorist activity.

The failed attack at the mosque is still hot news.  To divert attention away from the attack, Millichamp is casting doubts on the credibility of Kalle Kennedy, whose mother, Faransin Al Amalfi, is a leader within the New Zealand Muslim community. TOPL held her daughter, Kalle Kennedy, in a secret place so that Millichamp could threaten Ms Al Amalfi with her daughter’s death if she continued to support immigrants and Muslims.  It worked while nobody knew where Kalle was but Millichamp has lost his advantage now Ms Amalfi is back in action and Kalle Kennedy is actively seeking her missing partner, Martin Carter, also known as Martin Boyd.

Martin was abducted at the same time as Kalle Kennedy so TOPL could place a mole in the Muslim community.  Millichamp rubbishes Kennedy’s story about her being taken to an interrogation centre in the USA, Las Cruces in New Mexico, where Martin is currently being detained.  He promotes the idea that she is mentally unstable by arranging for his staff to plant false news in the national daily newspapers.  Millichamp is currently reading the latest article released.  

Stanley Millichamp puts down the newspaper as a young constable knocks and brings in a tray with two plain biscuits and a mug of hot coffee.  The constable places the tray on a low table that sits in front of a grey sofa that Millichamp can fold down and use as a bed.  As the constable silently leaves the office, Millichamp stands up and pours a cup of coffee for himself.  Millichamp takes the biscuits and the coffee back to his desk and reads the article again.

‘Detective Superintendent Robert McGlashan of Christchurch has been given a special commission to investigate claims by Kalle Francine Kennedy that she was held for eighteen months in an overseas interrogation camp for terrorists.  Ms Kennedy disappeared after being detained by the Dunedin Police for questioning regarding connections to a terrorist group.  The New Zealand Police claim that she was in Auckland undergoing treatment for a mental disorder.

‘While there has been much speculation that Ms Kennedy has not been truthful, her gallant actions in the recent attack on an international conference of the New Zealand Muslim Society have earned her story a great deal of credibility, especially when the arresting officer, Detective Sergeant Michael Manson, has been charged with being an accessory to a terrorist act, namely an attempt to detonate an explosive device at the International Conference of Islamic leaders. 

‘Detective Manson has also been charged with attempted murder and being party to the alleged abduction and torture of Ms Kennedy, the situation Superintendent McGlashan has been appointed to investigate. Detective Manson remains in detention until his trial, which is scheduled to take place in October.

‘Ms Kennedy’s boyfriend, Matini Auai-te-tangata-Ka-ta (a.k.a Martin Carter and Martin Boyd) from the Cook Islands, disappeared at the same time as Ms Kennedy. Her lawyer, Mr Kenneth Lydiard, who was responsible for Ms Kennedy’s release after months of applications to the Justice Department, has vowed he will find Mr Auai-te-tangata Ka-ta and bring him back to his home in Rarotonga.  Mr Lydiard and Ms Kennedy recently visited Carter’s mother, Jezebel Carter, also known as Jezebel Ka-ta, in Rarotonga.

‘“I believe that like Kalle, he will be in a secret interrogation camp run by the CIA,” says Mister Lydiard.  “I am appalled by the attacks on Miss Kennedy’s character, attacks that are intended to discredit her testimony that she was held in such a camp.” 

‘Doctor Harcourt of the University of Otago echoes Mister Lydiard’s sentiments.  “Kalle is a well-balanced young woman who has been through a traumatic experience,” she says. “I knew her before her abduction, and she is in my current classes.  She is honest and frank but affected emotionally by her experiences at the hands of the authorities in New Zealand and the attempt to kill her mother and others at a conference.  Who wouldn’t be upset?”

‘When spoken to by telephone, Detective Superintendent McGlashan said, “I have already begun tracing the rumours regarding Ms Kennedy back to their sources.’”

Inspector Millichamp is still annoyed when he thinks of how matters have reflected badly on him.  He lost a promising recruit, PC June Barnes, who has been suspended pending trial for pointing a pistol at Superintendent McGlashan.  Millichamp will re-instate her as soon as the Coup occurs. He also had to ease WPC Michelle Malcolmson out of the service because she was asking too many questions about Kennedy and Carter.

Millichamp knows that he will have to bring down Superintendent Robert McGlashan.  Technically TOPL is a wing of a political party and not a terrorist organisation.  However, there is a possibility that McGlashan as head of the police effort to investigate potential threats to law and order might stumble across TOPL’s plan to seize control of the Government of New Zealand. If Kalle Kennedy’s story is proven to be true, and the failed bombing is tied to her story, then TOPL will be seen for what it is, an extreme Right-Wing neo-Nazi group plotting for White Mastery in New Zealand.  

McGlashan will have to be discredited.  So will Kennedy.  Millichamp intends planting LSD in Kennedy’s bedroom, a lot of LSD so that he can accuse her of being a user and a dealer.  He can round up several acid heads who will, for a consideration, say that Kalle is their supplier.  He knows just the people to break in and hide the stuff.  He picks up his phone and arranges to meet a man in a bar in twenty minutes.

Inspector Millichamp also plans an attack on his superior, Superintendent McGlashan but Kennedy occupies his thoughts at the moment.

5. 

In a village in the Cook Islands, Michelle Malcolmson is sitting in a café with a large white coffee on the table in front of her.  She is dressed in fawn shorts with a white blouse over her bikini top.  She is waiting for her fares to come out of the next door motel to join her for a full day tour of the island.  The tour includes a search of rock pools in the lagoon, lunch with a local family, a visit to a home museum showing the history of Pitcairn Island, the final destination of the mutineers from the ‘Bounty’, a visit to a local pecan orchard, a swim at high tide when the lagoon is filled with water, and a stop at the shop that sells local black pearls.  They will see a video there, and will probably buy some jewellery.  Then she will drop them at the wharf for a Sunset Dinner Cruise.  When the boat returns, she will take the family back to their motel in the van that the company uses as a taxi.

Michelle misses her past life in the police force.  She felt that she was doing a good job keeping people safe.  She rather wanted to move into the Detective Division but her approaches were always blocked by Inspector Millichamp.  Michelle was upset by the turn of events surrounding Kalle Kennedy.  The Matron at Roseneath Retirement Home where Kalle’s Great Grandmother resided complained that the young woman had taken the old lady’s money.  Detective Constable Manson took over the enquiry from Michelle and Kalle disappeared.  

Michelle did not like working for Millichamp and the equally bastardly Sergeant Sims.  When Millichamp suggested she pause her career she accepted a job as a taxi driver in Avarua, the capital of the Cook Islands.  The term Rarotonga was used freely as the name of the Cook Islands, and because of the airport, the de facto name for Avarua.  She still thinks about what might have happened. Her cellphone buzzes.  

“You busy?”

It is Police Chief Murray, known as PC, in charge of the local police force, which is understaffed due to maternity leave.  Three women are pregnant at the same time.  

“Will be shortly.  Got a tour on.”

“Missing wallet.  A place near you.  Got time to call in at Lagoon Breeze Holiday Cottages and get details for me?”

“I think so.  If I don’t call back, I’m on it.”

Michelle is five foot eight, even more blonde than previously in the tropical sunshine, which bleaches her hair and makes her fair skin a golden tan.  She moves lightly on her feet to the shelter of the Office.

“How long will the Kinraids be?” she asks.

“They haven’t had breakfast yet.  I’ll give you a bell.” The Receptionist is an Islander.  She is known as Bella because ‘I’ll give you a bell’ is her most used expression when she needs some time.  She is related to Jezebel, Martin Carter’s mother.  

“I’ll be back.  Got to do something for PC.”

The Lagoon Breeze is a short distance away.  Michelle leaves the van unlocked, motor running to keep the air conditioning on, and walks across the road and two hundred meters anticlockwise.  Nobody will steal the car.  There is nowhere to go except around the island, either clockwise or anticlockwise.  There is only one road.  It circles the island.  Buses run every half hour, one clockwise and the other anticlockwise.  The Kinraids will see the van and wait for her if she is delayed.  

Talking to Bella brought to mind Jezebel and her son, Martin Carter and the young man’s strange disappearance.  Kalle Kennedy disappeared too.  Michelle still feels responsible for her disappearance.  She was called to Roseneath Rest Home in Dunedin when the Matron, Mrs Winchester, claimed that Mrs Simpson’s money had been stolen by her Great-Grandaughter.  It was a storm in a tea cup.  

A quick call to the bank should have sorted it out, but it was almost as if there was a conspiracy at the sound of the words ‘stolen all her money’.  Detective Sergeant Manson told her to bring Kalle in, which she did.  

Kalle was never seen again.  

Then Michelle heard the boy was missing too.  He was a Raro boy, at the Uni in Dunedin.  He was driving buses in his spare time, something he could not legally do until he was twenty five.  He was a very large man and obviously nobody had questioned his age, nor checked his licence.  He would have been about seventeen in the photo his mother Jezebel showed her when she asked if Michelle could find the boy.  He would be twenty three or twenty four by now.  How could someone that big just disappear?

Michelle is not long at the Lagoon Breeze.  The wallet has been found.  The Armstrongs are sorry for making a fuss. PC is right, it would have been a waste of police time to drive the ten miles from Raro, especially when Michelle was close at hand.

After Kalle Kennedy disappeared Michelle left Dunedin.  Pressure was applied to her over the Kennedy affair.  She hated working for Inspector Millichamp.  She liked Sergeant Willis but otherwise the Station was full of tension and blame.  You were either ‘in’ or ‘out’ and she would always be the latter. 

As she gets back to the van, she sees the Kinraids emerge from the small restaurant.

“Ready, everyone?” she calls.  “Sunscreen?  Togs?  Insect repellent?  And a top to put on if you start to burn?”

6.  

In Dunedin, Luke Norman wants another job.  For some reason, he has never fitted in.  The Dunedin Central Station is a busy place with a large staff covering a huge geographic area. He attends morning briefings, undertakes the work he is assigned and slowly works out the social interactions among the staff.  There are two groups.  You are either in, Batsman, or out, Fielder.  He cannot see how one could become a Batsman, who are clearly favoured, or why one is treated as a Fielder, on the outer. 

Luke asks a colleague his view over a cup of coffee in the canteen on the ground floor of the Central Police Station. 

“Hey, Peter,” he asks. “Are you Batsman or a Fielder?”

“Why do you ask?”  Peter has been with the Dunedin Police for some years.  He says nothing to anybody.  He just gets on with the job.

“Well, I seem to be offside, out of the mainstream,” Luke said.

“Join the club,” said Peter. “Hear no evil, see no evil, speak no evil.”

Mopuku was a busy Station for a large middle-class population.  The residents and business owners in Mopuku demanded instant attention.  Many of the calls were about minor issues.  

During his probationary period Luke saw no one higher in rank than his sergeant.  Even though his time at Mopuku Central Police Station allowed him to qualify, Luke felt that in the six months he had been at Mopuku he had learned nothing, made no friends, and made no progress.  

Luke applied for training in the Canine Unit, the Dog Squad. He had always loved dogs.  To his surprise, he was called to the office of the man in charge, Inspector Milligan.

“At ease, Norman.  I called you here to discuss your application for training for working with dogs,” said Milligan. “This is specialised work.  Why do you think you would be suitable for such work?” 

“Sir, I like being part of a team but I also enjoy working on my own, dealing with the unexpected,” said Luke. . “I like dogs.  I know that training requires an emotional distancing.  I am at the start of my career and ready to commit to something like the Dog Unit.”

Milligan made no comment about what Luke had said.  After a silence, he said, “Norman, you may recall a home invasion and a demand for the PIN and Debit card of an old lady’s bank account in Remuera.”

Luke remembered the incident.  It was one of elder abuse.  A group of men purporting to be roofers knocked at the door and said they were working in the area, and had noticed her roof needed a repair to the flashings.  The old lady said no, but the leader forced his way into the house.

“Yes, sir,” said Luke. “She was very distressed and did not want the police to make a report because she felt she would look stupid.  I remember her name, Mrs Milligan.  Is she related to you, Sir?”

Inspector Milligan said, “Yes. That old lady is my mother.  She did not want the incident to reflect on me or cause Staff to gossip.  You did everything right.  You reassured her, you went straight to an ATM with her late husband’s card, changed her PIN, then helped her check her balances and draw out money.  You convinced her to report the matter and, on her insistence, you gave the report only to me.”

“I was lucky, Sir.  While I was at the ATM an officer came to my assistance.  She saw I was dealing with a female and stopped to help.  She was a Dog Handler, on her way home.  Really, sir, that incident is what causes me to apply for training.  I know it is hard to get in, sir, but I believe I can serve best in that Division.”

“Between you and Officer Churchouse, you caught the men.  They had been intimidating older people, getting their cash cards and PINs.  We got a good conviction.  Because my mother was involved, I spoke with Officer Churchouse.  She said her dog trusted you and my mother said the same.  When I saw your application, I thought you would be ideal with the Canine Unit and pushed for you to enter training.”

Luke thanked Inspector Milligan.  He was the only one in the Station to bother saying goodbye.  They still exchange occasional messages.  Milligan had helped Luke to see that there could be humanity in authority.  
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7.  

The year 1806 began with a nation in mourning.  First came the funeral of the naval hero Vice Admiral Horatio Nelson. This was conducted over several days.  The whole nation was in tears for Nelson was seen as the man who had won the sea war against the French and halted the planned invasion of England.  His last battle at Trafalgar in October where he had been fatally wounded was memorialised for many years come.  The next sad event was the death at age forty six of William Pitt the Younger, the man who had skilfully guided the King and Parliament and created the United Kingdom.  William Pitt was seen as a guiding hand.  Who knew what might happen now that he was gone?

For there were many issues to be resolved.  Pitt had started Britain on a course that would end slavery, although the cost was not fully paid until the beginning of the twenty first century. The idyllic life portrayed in literature and art was not a reality for most Europeans.  Diseases such as cholera and tuberculosis swept through Europe. Life expectancy was low.  Infant mortality was extremely high and child mortality rates not much better. Matters worsened as the Industrial Revolution brought families to towns ill-prepared for the increases in population.  There were protests and social upheaval due to the impact of the Industrial Revolution, which had uprooted people in search of a more comfortable way of life than the grinding poverty of life in the country.  

Before the Industrial Revolution in Britain more than seventy per cent of workers were casual agricultural labourers.  They were paid when they worked but the work was seasonal.  The majority of farmers were tied to a landlord.  Younger sons with few prospects often found the Army, Navy or the Church was the only way they could make a living for themselves. The threat of invasion posed by Napoleon Bonaparte created a need to increase the army and the navy and this was a boon to the poor.  Officers on the one hand and priests on the other were given a small wage, and accommodation was supplied, often in houses on barracks but sometimes in nearby town or village. 

Fear of Bonaparte stalked the land.  With no effective border control, England was open to immigration from the Continent allowing access to many workers from Europe.  Some were  spies and saboteurs for Bonaparte.  Orders were issued by Bonaparte to take advantage of the protests and violence by striking at strategic targets such as arms factories and shipyards to weaken England and create distrust between workers and managers. By the turn of the nineteenth century overcrowding, low wages and unemployment in the cities, especially London, Manchester and Birmingham created social unrest.  

Riku Pajari was in England buying gunpowder and the new rifle barrelled Baker flintlocks.  The son of a Finnish merchant, Riku had been ruined by his brothers and sister but the King of Finland, Gustav Four Adolf, had offered Riku a lifeline as a gun runner as the King prepared for war with Bonaparte’s Continental Army and Alexander of Russia’s western ambitions. 

Riku needed to buy land to build a warehouse and he needed to negotiate contracts with gunpowder factories across the Thames in Faversham, and in Lincolnshire and Highbeech.  Riku had three ships waiting in the Thames to run the blockade imposed by Bonaparte.  Getting the powder and the guns was urgent.  He might lose his crews to the gay life of London if he delayed.  Riku needed to stay close to his suppliers, who were under pressure to supply the local British market rather than sell to overseas buyers like Riku. 

Rather than lodge in London, he chose to stay in quiet Highbeech where John Mortimer ran an important gunpowder factory.  He stayed at the Pineapple Inn, owned and run by the Mortimers, John and Agnes.  Riku liked staying there when he had to visit the works.  Faversham’s gunpowder mill was a day’s hard riding and a ferry trip over the river.  

John Mortimer had built a new factory some distance from the original abbey ruins where the old mill stood. The original three gunpowder mills were still in operation but the rooms they were housed in were cramped, dark and labour intensive as materials were moved from stage to stage of the production process.  

Mister Blyde and Schuster Brothers’ Bank had loaned the money for a more modern establishment.  The new mill was steam powered.  Its twenty grinding stones offered higher productivity at only a little more cost.  With new ideas from America, the factory was designed to load materials in the upper storeys, with each process being on a lower floor.  

Higher production meant that when the mill was commissioned by none other than King George himself, storage of the explosive powder needed careful management.  Riku had arranged to inspect the storage bins, a collection of sheds scattered across Mortimer’s property.  These were set where possible into a bank or slope to protect an explosion setting off a chain reaction with other stores nearby.  Riku wished to ensure that the storage sheds were dry and their volume adequate.  He also needed to ensure good access for transport to his ships, which had to be across the Thames at Gravesend for safety reasons.

While he waited for John Mortimer, Riku was drinking in the cool of the tap room with his companion and business partner Martin Lindholm.  On this day he had drunk a little too much and was beginning to ramble.

“I miss my children terribly but most of all I miss my wife Astrid,” he said to his companions. Riku had two children, Sakari who was twelve and Jenna, who would be seventeen later in the year.

He knew the other man in the bar room as William Winstanley.  They were not friendly enough for a conversation.  Somewhat strangely, William would only reply to questions, not chat and had something of a foreign accent.  Many people spoke French, especially the higher social classes for French was the international language. 

“Are you here for long?” Riku asked him.

“No,” William replied.

Riku wondered if William Winstanley was a rival, also seeking gunpowder. “What do you do?” he asked.

William Winstanley turned away as if he had not heard.  

Riku’s other companion, Martin Lindholm, was a friend of long-standing. They had drunk several tankards together and were at the confession stage of sociability.  

“Astrid is the light of my life.  She is a wise woman.  She follows what locals call ‘the old ways’.  Not a witch.  Highly respected for her abilities with the old ways, is my Astrid. It pays not to cross her because bad things happen to people who treat her unfairly.”

“Shut up Riku,” said Martin. “All Finns love their wives.  Don’t keep on about it.”

Martin was not married but instead had at least three lady friends in different places.  He was worried that Riku’s depiction of his wife having special powers might upset the very conservative and suspicious inhabitants of Highbeech.  It was, however, a long way from London, almost fifteen miles.  Because he liked Astrid, even loved her in a platonic way, Martin wanted no harm to come to her.  Witches were feared and often put to death in small communities.  In larger towns like Turku in Finland women suspected of black magic were ostracised.  In smaller places such as Porvoo they were physically driven out of the town.  

Waiting for further comment, Riku looked across at William Winstanley but William was not listening.  He had dozed off, his head rolled back against the high back of the leather couch.

“You must really love her,” said a female voice. “That is so romantic.  I wish my husband Mister Frederick Finton thought of me like that.”

Riku looked into the shadows of the hallway and saw John Mortimer’s daughter Lydia leaning on the wall of the hallway.  She must be about twenty, Riku thought.  Already she has two babies.  She is quite beautiful now, with her shoulder length auburn hair and her green eyes. 

Will she keep her looks? he wondered, knowing in his heart that this lovely flower of a girl would wither in the dreary rural life that was England in the early nineteenth century.  Perhaps I should talk to Frederick about Lieutenant James Cook’s wonderful new lands?  Surely they would have a better life as some settler’s farm labour than scraping a dangerous existence in a gun powder factory at the arse end of England?

Some Finns were already preparing to sail to the South Pacific, Martin Lindholm among them.  At the moment he could not decide if that would be to Australia or New Zealand.  Both were wild untamed lands with no European settlement to speak of, just prison colonies in Australia and whalers and sealers in New Zealand.  Many Finns besides Martin were despairing of the continued domination of Finland by Sweden and of the threat posed by the unmentionable big bear in the room, Tsar Alexander’s Russia.  

While many thought that a Swedish alliance with Napoleon Bonaparte would bring economic ruin to Sweden and thus to Finland, an equal number of others felt they would benefit.  For himself, Riku relied on the English Trade which Napoleon Bonaparte declared unlawful.  And yet here he was, at the express request of the King of Sweden and Finland, King Gustav IV Adolf, to trade whatever was needed for supplies of gunpowder. 

Martin left the room to go to the privy.  English food was like the English people, stodgy and disagreeable.  As he left, Mrs Mortimer came through the door from the kitchen.  She looked old and frail, the black shawl around her shoulders, her hunched stance and her narrow lined face adding to the picture of someone looking into her grave.  

She must be at least fifty, thought Riku.  Old, true, but she looks to be seventy at least. 

She was closer to his own age than he liked to admit but she had worries he did not.  Her husband could be blown up at any time.  In fact, he could blow up the whole village were someone to be careless, plus she had the tavern to run.  No wonder she looked ground down like an old knife that had seen too much of the grindstone.  He thought for a moment of Astrid and how she retained her vitality and was again grateful that she was his wife.

“Mister Bah-yar-ee, sir? Are you still waiting?” asked the landlady.  Riku thought that the answer was self-evident.  How the English love to query the obvious.

“How much longer do you think Mister Mortimer will be?” he asked.

“I hope nothing has happened to him,” the woman replied. “He is in his sixties now, you know.”

This was another English trick with language, to say ‘you know’ when patently Riku did not.  John Mortimer looked a good ten years younger.  Riku refused to comment because he could not help her with any information as to the whereabouts of her husband.

“Sir? Mr Bar-yar-ee?  Do you think you could take a man and go and look for him?” asked Mrs Mortimer.  “You are young and strong and can lift him if he has fallen.” 

“I do not think it my place, Ma’am,” he said with a loud gurgling belch. “Perhaps Mister Mortimer will be offended if I am sent to ask what he is up to.”

“Sir?  I will go with you,” said Lydia.  “He is with my husband and if something untoward has happened to my father, the same might be said for my husband.  I see blood there in the mill.”

“Why do you say that, Mrs Finton?” Riku Pajari asked bluntly.

“I see things, sir,” she said in a matter-of-fact manner.  “Rather, I feel things.  I feel that something terrible has happened, and that something worse is about to happen.”

His tone was sharp but his mind was telling him that this young woman had skills similar to Astrid, who also foresaw things.  

“And you want me to walk with you into danger to prove that what you feel is true?” Riku asked.  

“Yes, sir,” Lydia replied without guile.

“Leave Mister William sleeping and let’s be off,” he said.  “I wish Martin were here but he will be some time, I think.”

“I will send him to you, Mister Bar-yar-ee,” said Mrs Mortimer, to conclude the conversation.

Riku stood.  Lydia walked past him and led the way outside.

“Where are you going to look?” he asked.

Lydia replied, “He might have walked over to the new factory but let us start with the material bins,” she said.

The main store was for the raw materials of the gunpowder making business.  Lydia made Riku struggle into a white gown that she indicated he should put over his clothes.  He had to put rough sacking bootees over his shoes.  Adopting similar clothing, Lydia led the way from the vestibule to the bins.

“If particles of sulphur and saltpetre catch on your clothing or shoes they could catch fire,” said Lydia.

To make any outbreak of fire easier to control, Mortimer had kept the saltpetre bins small in size.  There was a large number of small bins for the saltpetre, which had been supplied from the Continent by Riku’s companies, while the charcoal was in quite large bins called dens.  On the other hand, the sulphur was piled up in three sided bins with Baltic Pine floors.  The timber had been supplied from Finland by Riku’s father.

Because regulations had been brought in to reduce the risk of explosions, which were rare, and to lessen the damage should one occur, in Mortimer’s mill, only three people were allowed in the store and three in each of the milling rooms at any one time.  Nonetheless, manufacturing gunpowder on a large scale was a dangerous business.

“No-one here,” said Lydia. “Why is it deserted?  Where are the workers?”

Riku sensed danger so strongly that his mood changed from helpful to wary and cautious.

“Lydia, take care,” he said.  “Come behind me.”

Lydia sensed his unease and moved behind him.

“This way,” she said, touching his arm to direct him through the long line of dens leading into the dark at the end of the circle of dim light from a lantern.

Riku’s mind became focused, the effect of the beer melting away as his adrenalin increased.  

“What’s at the end of these storage bins?” he asked.

“The grinding mill,” replied Lydia. “That’s where they mill the powders as fine as they can.  Here I must extinguish the lamp.”

From the gloom left after the lamp was put out, they emerged into a dim semi-light coming from where the shaft of the water wheel entered the factory.  The horizontal shaft ended in a gigantic cog at right angles to a second shaft that was vertical.  It drove another horizontal shaft that propelled the enormous iron grinding wheel which slowly moved around a circular platform, milling the powders into a paste. 

Nothing was moving.  The water rushed and gushed in the flume but the vertical shaft did not move.  It jerked as if it wanted to resume its rotation but the horizontal beam that moved the huge milling wheel remained stationary, held back from rolling on by a large lump.  

“Stay here,” said Riku, but he was too late.  Lydia had raced forward to the lump.

She screamed.  “It’s Fred!  Oh My God, it’s Fred!”

Riku caught up with Lydia.  He put his hands on her shoulders and pulled her back into his body.

“Lydia, come away,” he said.  “Walk with me out of here, I will come back for your husband.”  

Lydia did not listen.  She pulled away from Riku and held Fred’s legs to somehow drag him from under the seven ton wheel.

“Lydia, where is the brake for the wheel?” asked Riku.

“Over there,” she said.

“Show me,” ordered Riku.

Lydia let herself be pulled away, turning towards where the shaft ran through the wall.  There was a metal lever standing up from the floor.  

“That’s it,” said Lydia. “Pull it backwards.”

Riku pulled the lever back, hearing a ratchet click as he did so.  A keeper on the handle clicked until Riku could put no more pressure on the lever.  The ratchet held the brake in place.
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