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			Friday night

			He is still Eric as he closes the door behind him and slips out into the night, feeling the sting of air on his face. He breathes it in, watches his breath floating beyond him into the dark.

			He needs the chill and darkness, the sharpness of the night. Needs the lights and the weight of heat behind him. Stretched as tight as he is, all his nerves are straining like a jittery animal.

			But it’s always this way. He’ll be better after tomorrow. Saturday’s the big one. After Saturday it’ll almost be over.

			He stops by the letter box, takes the package out and zips it into his duffle bag. He walks along the pavement, softly lit by the street lamps, by the houses close against the fences and the cars swishing past throwing up slicks of light. Into the dark, across the green, then he’s pushing through the swinging double doors into the pub and swathed again in the heaviness of heat radiating from the gas fire, the brightness of the overhead lamps.

			‘All right, mate?’ The bartender is standing in front of him.

			‘A handle of the dark, thanks.’

			‘Big one tomorrow, eh?’

			‘Yeah.’

			He pays for his beer and takes it to the table he usually sits at, away from the fire and near to the window. He hardly sees the street, though he’s staring out at it while he drinks his beer. He comes in here often, they know who he is, know as well what he is and it doesn’t matter: nobody says anything. Even when he comes in, his eyes still darkened with residues of make-up, his lips lined and slightly discoloured, nobody says a word. They know him here; he thinks they like him well enough.

			And he’s still Eric as he goes back out into the night and uses the phone in the box outside, clinking in the coins he picked up at the bank the day before and brought with him. He leans against the wall while he waits for the call to connect and for the phone to be picked up an ocean away. He smiles when it is and he starts to speak, holding one hand over his ear to block out the sounds of the band starting up again in the pub.

			‘Yeah. Yeah, I’ll be OK. Not long now.’

			He shoves his hands into his pockets and, ducking back into the town belt, walks head down, thinking about the phone call, thinking about tomorrow but not so tense. The time away and the beer and the talking has taken off the pressure.

			A good feeling walking in the silence. The grass feels sodden underneath his feet. He hears the swish and muffled crunch as he treads over mounds of fallen leaves.

			He’s halfway across when he first hears them, the voices, the footsteps, and is gripped by the realisation that they are coming up behind him. There is the astonishing crack and hurt of the first blow, he flails out with his arms but he’s already slipping, falling.

			Falling into leaves and mud.

			Him. Eric. His face, Eric’s face, in the muck.

			He covers his head with his arms against the boots, the boots which come one after another after another, trampling, shattering muscle and tissue and bone.

			His mother chose it. Eric. The first had to be James, of course. Jim. James was the family name; the first son must have the family name. After that it was given over to the mother to choose. 

			Eric.

			Eric the red. Because his first baby hair was faint, fuzzy red. Even though it later turned to blond, that distinctive white-blond mop. But during those first months he was her Eric the red, her little ginger-top.

			She told him when she was still soft towards him. While he was her favourite.

			My Eric. Stooping, smiling, the warm, firm kiss on his cheek, the sharp, dry scent of her perfume.

			Her favourite.

			Eric the red.

			When she watched him. The spinning that was flying. Around and again. Around and one more time.

			Boots. Smashing, splintering. There is the hot splash and stink of urine on his skin. 

			But he is Eric still, in the mud and the night and the leaves.

			The dog found him in the morning and he wasn’t Eric any more but the body the man dragged the dog off and vomited beside, the body as he retched over and over into leaves stained red.

			The body. Car doors snapping shut, cameras clicking over and over in the still of early morning. 

			It’s a nasty one.

			The body. 

			Collected, labelled, braced, sliced; focus and click and click and another one here and click.

			The body.

			Watching Eric dance. 

			Eric’s body. So beautiful.

			The body.
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			I’m in the editing room. The title flashes up onto the screen: 56 Days. Mike and Tim sit beside me and I watch their faces watch the images I’ve become accustomed to. The grim-faced police, the dogs, the crouched, dazed woman with blood on her face. The protesters trying to climb fences, trying to rip them down. The singing, the chanting, the placards. The sound of helicopters clap-clap-clappering, the plumes of smoke drifting upwards. All those sad, surreal images moving against the backdrop of our familiar Wellington buildings, roads, bridges. Don Taylor is there. ‘We made history, I suppose, but it was a sad way of making it.’

			And here are the lambs. Marching at the edge of the police lines, running, zigzagging in and out of the crowds. The white lamb wags a finger at a police officer. They turn around, wiggle their bums at the line of police, wave up at the crowded stands.

			And now they’re dancing, turning into spinning tops, leaping together, rocketing through the air. 

			The bright blue sky enfolding and framing them as they spin, spin, spin.

			As they spin.

			Back to the beginning. 

			Touch wood, cross fingers, my granddad used to say. Hold off those hovering gods eager to upturn buckets of cold, green slime on your head. Just when things are getting good. 

			Because they were good, maybe, looking back, too damn good. In a matter of days I’d be off on a blissful holiday. Rarotonga. Partially subsidised by the network since it was partially — very partially — work. And I had the best of stories to dive back into when I got back. This was going to be a good one. 

			I knew there was something of the crusader in me and I knew from past, bitter experience I had to curb it but I had a particularly warm glow in the pit of my belly over this one. I was going to expose Denny Graham for the total shit he was. 

			Denny Graham was an ex-cop from Wellington who’d moved to Auckland in the early eighties, bought motels in Mount Eden and got his start by getting around council by-laws and selling the units off separately as ‘ownership flats’. He now owned and managed an Auckland-based company which dealt in investment properties. YourWay Prime Investments: ‘Your choice, Your properties, Your way.’ His company had spin-offs: short-term loans, nightclubs, massage parlours. All of which were still happily humming away while he was doing time for embezzlement.

			Murray Turner, Graham’s long-discarded business partner, was on the phone. Again. He’d got into the habit of phoning me at any old time and venting. Still, even though it took considerable effort, I had to indulge him. I had to be unreservedly tolerant since he was the kind of source journalists usually only dream of. He had clung for years to a virulent resentment of Denny Graham, a resentment which made him itch for Graham to get his comeuppance. He’d worked with him until they’d had the falling out which had left Turner down and broke and Graham blithely moving onwards and upwards. 

			‘It’s a fucking joke,’ he said, ‘him living in that fucking great castle of his. Get this. He’s allowed out to do his shopping. All he has to do is phone his probation officer and away he goes down to New World to stock up on his bloody wine and pâté.’

			At present Graham was on eleven months’ home detention wearing a monitoring electronic bracelet. Turner was right. Denny’s incarceration was far from irksome. For most people, the idea of roaming around the four hundred or so square metres of house, enjoying the pleasant vista from the tower and whiling away time in the gym, the pool, the spa and the entertainment room would be the kind of luxury holiday they could only dream of.

			‘It’s a fucking joke,’ Turner repeated, ‘that sentence. Just a tap on the hand. He gets off with a hundred and fifty hours’ community work and he’ll get around that one, you wait and see, and $500,000 reparation. That’s bloody peanuts to Denny.’

			Graham, of course, had had a top criminal lawyer acting for him. He would keep his head down, do his time, if you could call it that, and be absolutely OK at the end of it. Unlike the people he’d persuaded to invest their retirement funds into buying chalets in Rarotonga which had failed to materialise.

			‘You said you had someone else who might talk to me,’ I said. ‘One of the women who was involved in the seminars.’

			‘Dunno about her. Can’t make up her bloody mind.’

			‘What if I contacted her?’ 

			‘Not a good idea. If you phoned she’d be scared shitless.’

			I laughed. ‘I’m not all that scary, am I?’

			‘Not you, darling. It’s Denny she’s frightened of upsetting. Give it a few days, eh? We’ll get him, girl. What Denny’s gone down for’s just the tip of the bloody iceberg. There’s a whole lot more I can tell you. A whole fucking lot more.’

			I made grateful noises and hung up. Yep, this was going to be big. And while I didn’t have much sympathy for Turner I was confident he’d give me what I needed.

			The couple of times I’d met him I’d come away feeling a bit grubby. His shiny black leather jacket, stringy ponytail, the heavy gold rings on his fingers and the ever-so-chivalrous way he had of addressing my breasts while he talked reminded me of some slimy character straight out of The Sopranos. I was fairly convinced that if Graham hadn’t done the dirty on him, as Turner put it, he’d still be right there alongside him wheeling and dealing and ripping off susceptible people. 

			But I needed everything I could get on Denny Graham. He still had a few loyal sympathisers about who were vocal in their disagreement with the charges made against him and his conviction. ‘He’s done a lot for Auckland.’ ‘The economic downturn isn’t Denny’s fault.’ I wanted to shut all that fellow feeling right down, show him for what he was.

			Because I had the ordinary, everyday, trusting people who’d been badly hurt by Graham queuing up to talk. They’d never get their money back, money which was supposed to be for their security and for their families, money which had taken whole lifetimes of work to save. I wanted to do my bit towards stopping Graham from surfacing out of his ‘prison’ and bulldozing the next batch of ordinary, everyday people with his next big scheme. If that meant playing nice with the Murray Turners of this world for a few months, I could do it.

			Denny had originally made his money out of buying low and selling high in Auckland. He was particularly adept at prising valuable properties from elderly people by offering deals where he would generously swap their sprawling villa for one of his ‘brand-spanking-new townhouses’. Graham believed in the personal approach. He’d turn up at some old pensioner’s door and sweep them off their feet with his ultra-white, wide-snapping grin and sharp suits. Denny was a real charmer.

			I’d met Denny. It was in the early days of Saturday Night, the first TV series I was involved with. It was right in the middle of those heady years of the rising property market and YourWay had recently expanded into the holiday home market, buying up land and putting up blocks of holiday apartments. I was in Auckland working on a feature about fairly primitive seaside holiday cottages which had turned, almost overnight it seemed, into million-dollar properties. I was invited out for drinks and Denny was there.

			We were introduced. He flashed that famous grin at me and that was all there was to it. Except for the feeling which hit me deep down in my belly as he squeezed my hand and his pale, slightly slanted eyes — lizard eyes — scurried up and down my body. My gut instinct was to leap backwards, to thoroughly wash the clammy, cold sensation from my hand. I watched as he moved from person to person, group to group, swooping in on the important people, exhibiting the smile. His hand reached out to pat shoulders. I saw those pitiless eyes flickering, assessing.

			There had been whisperings about Denny for years about deals which were questionable if not downright crooked. The retirement apartments that had no soundproofing between the units and, more often than not, had mould growing in the bathrooms and problems with the drains. The holiday cottages that were much smaller than the suggested images in the brochures and had cheap, tacky kitchen and bathroom fittings. And where were the luxurious carpets and tiles? Where were the vast decks? Where was the pool?

			‘Artist’s impression only.’ That was the statement on the glossy brochures which covered all the variations, though how Denny Graham got around building specifications was anybody’s guess. Those were the kinds of questions I intended asking. It seemed Denny Graham might have had friends in rather high places.

			Of course there were buyers who complained but they hadn’t read the fine print. Denny was particularly skilled at covering his back — ‘It’s all there in black and white.’ He also tended to build his resorts in places a long, long way from anywhere, the kinds of places where people think they might want to be before they actually are. Seclusion. Tranquillity. Paradise. 

			The Sunshine Coast, for example: ‘fifty k’s from concern, cares and clatter’. Which actually meant fifty k’s away from shops, medical care and, in most cases, beaches. Then there were the Far North Chalets, far being the operative word. For the new owners who might have wanted to protest about substandard building processes, the locations made it difficult to drum up any interest. The media really weren’t keen on trekking off to some remote place in Oz, not just for a few leaks and kitchen cupboards that had fallen off walls, nor did solicitors and building inspectors want to travel miles up the Karikari Peninsula. 

			It was difficult to work out exactly how he got away with it but buyers generally either sold up at a huge loss or got out their deckchairs and barbies and got on with it. New Zealanders are do-it-yourselfers and there’d always be someone they could count on to give them a hand to fix up the electrics or sort out the plumbing for the exchange of a week or so at the bach. And it was a whole lot easier and cheaper to pick up discounted floor coverings and a Para pool than to try to take it through the courts. 

			New Zealanders don’t like to be seen as whiners, they don’t like being made fools of and they certainly don’t like anyone else knowing they’ve been taken for fools. Denny Graham knew that. He knew how to exploit it.

			Those who did continue to complain eventually fell silent. That was something else Turner had told me. 

			He likes to get his own way, does Denny. Denny doesn’t like being crossed. 

			He doesn’t like it at all.

			I could tell you stories, my girl. Stories about our Denny that’d make your hair curl.
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			I checked the time. I’d set up a phone interview for 2.30 with Gill Ross, one of the many Denny Graham victims. She and her husband, John, had lost around $350,000 to their Rarotongan dream. We were already on first-name terms and I knew them well enough to be certain they’d give a clear account of what had happened.

			‘Rebecca, how are you?’ Gill was a vibrant and intelligent woman, a well-respected former secondary school teacher. She would interview so well and create exactly the impression I wanted. Graham conned her out of her money? Jesus, what a bastard.

			‘Hi, Gill. I just want to run through things we’ve already talked about. OK if I tape it?

			‘Absolutely fine.’

			‘Can you tell me how you and John initially became involved with YourWay Investments?’

			‘Well, first of all we received an invitation through the mail. I’ve got it right here. It’s printed on lovely, thick, cream paper with italic writing and invites John and me, by name, to a function — I’m quoting now — “celebrating YourWay Prime Investments’ good fortune in purchasing a top-quality piece of land in Rarotonga for the purpose of constructing an exclusive community of high-quality villas situated among a paradise of private and abundant gardens”.’

			‘So you decided to go along?’

			‘Not at first. In fact, I was going to put it into the fire and forget all about it and, my goodness, I wish I had. But enclosed was a brochure and the homes, well, they did look lovely with the decks and the big windows and the pools and palm trees and all that glittering sea. You see, we’d not long been to Rarotonga and we’d loved it, absolutely loved it. We found out later that Graham had targeted couples around our age who’d recently been there.’

			‘What happened next?’

			‘We had a follow-up phone call. John answered it. He said the woman who spoke to him was very pleasant and friendly and told him that she and her husband had themselves invested in a YourWay community and were more than happy with the outcome. She said the planned function would be fun, there’d be drinks and nibbles and interesting people would be there and there’d be absolutely no pressure or expectations.’

			‘That persuaded you to go?’

			‘We still um-ed and ah-ed a bit. We had absolutely no intention of buying a second home at that point. But then John said, “There’s free drinks. What have we got to lose?” So we went. “What have we got to lose?” I’m afraid I’ve thought back over those words many, many times.’

			‘Tell me about the function.’

			‘Looking back, I understand how precisely those things were planned. Just thinking of the people who were there I can see they’d decided to appeal to investors who were moving just beyond middle age and likely to have accrued a reasonable investment portfolio. Well, there we were, all those couples fortunate enough to have been selected to attend as we were told later. This is after quite a prolonged period when we were treated to some lovely wines and exquisite hors d’oeuvres.’

			‘Effective marketing strategies,’ I said.

			‘Very effective. Well, after getting just a little sozzled we all sat down and this very tanned and fit-looking couple around our age began their talk — oh, and there was a gigantic screen behind them so we had a series of simply gorgeous images to look at as they spoke. Anyway, the woman came first and she rhapsodised about her wonderful home, her amazing kitchen, her fantastic bathrooms and the absolutely oodles of room for the kids and grandkids — that is if you wanted the kids and grandkids to stay. Everyone dutifully giggled and then she went on about the pool and the spa and the benefits of the changes they’d made to their lives. I can almost see her there, taking her so-called husband’s hand and giving us all a little smile and a wink.’ Gill’s voice took on a sing-song, high-pitched bleat. ‘“I’m fitter and slimmer than I was in my thirties and we’ve never been happier and, um, more active”.’

			‘Then it was the man’s turn?’

			‘It was. The sound and durable construction, the low maintenance. All he ever had to do was change the light bulbs. The boat, the golf course, the freedom. I could feel John begin to quiver with excitement beside me. We had the big old villa then in Parnell. There was always something that had to be done.’

			‘Were you starting to feel actual interest in the scheme at that point?’

			‘Not entirely. It didn’t seem quite real.’ She laughed a little. ‘And it wasn’t. The only apartments Graham had built in Rarotonga were for the exclusive use of him and his friends and family.’

			‘So this couple were just part of the scam?’

			‘Of course. Anyway, then the couple drifted off into the background and we were addressed by a financial advisor and he absolutely oozed respectability and, to be quite honest, he really did seem to make good sense and that’s when we started to take notice. What he said was that for an outlay of from as low as $200,000, investors were assured not only of holidays in luxurious accommodation for the remainder of their lives but a guaranteed income as well. For those who may not choose to live there permanently — though, he told us, more and more YourWay clients were finding it almost impossible to leave their tropical paradises at the end of a stay — those people were able to have their home managed by YourWay Prime Investments as a holiday rental property whenever it wasn’t in use by the owners, thus earning excellent returns on their original investment.’

			‘You thought that sounded feasible?’

			‘It was starting to. He went on to tell us Rarotonga was not only a beautiful place to visit, it made good sense for New Zealand citizens to retire there. For one thing, it was only a hop, step and a jump away from New Zealand for whenever anyone wished to return, faster than a road-trip between, say, Auckland and Taupo. As well as that, any New Zealand citizen living there would be entitled to full New Zealand superannuation. Rarotonga was an economical place in which to live. A huge saving on power bills, for a starter. Again the dutiful giggles, but I could tell everyone had become more intent on listening. Then he put a whole lot of figures up on the screen which demonstrated how retirement in Rarotonga did actually make economic sense.’

			‘And then?’

			‘And then they handed out more glossy brochures and John and I went home and we talked all night. You see, we’d always hankered after a holiday home but there was no way we could afford something anywhere near-decent in a place where we’d like to holiday, not in New Zealand. We’d both fallen in love with Rarotonga and this seemed like a dream come true. The upshot of all that talking was we decided, if it all panned out, we’d sell the house in Parnell and replace it with a small apartment.’

			‘You would have checked out the contract with your solicitor?’

			‘Yes, of course we did. What we never considered was the possibility Graham hadn’t begun — or would never begin — construction on the project. The plan was we’d spend our retirement living in both Auckland and Rarotonga. So we sold our lovely old family home with its big garden and now we live in a two-bedroom box in the middle of the city. We have no garden, no view and very little savings left.’

			‘Thanks for talking to me, Gill,’ I said. ‘I’m sorry this has happened to you and John. It’s just so unfair.’

			‘It’s unfair, all right,’ she said.

			I put down the phone. It was unfair. And it had happened to too many people. Far too many. 

			Denny Graham had been smart. He’d worked out that by the time people are edging just that little closer to old age chances are they want to hang on to, maybe recapture, their youthful energy and good looks and chances are they want to have their dreams now. Wouldn’t it be so much nicer to enjoy your money in the form of a luxurious villa, architecturally designed and finished to the highest standards? Wouldn’t that be so much nicer than having it tucked boringly away in a government-guaranteed investment or some dreary old bank?

			Why shouldn’t aging couples enjoy the fruits of their labour? And why wouldn’t they be tempted by those palm trees, that pool glistening in the sunlight with the perhaps older, but still very attractive, couple stretched out on sun loungers (‘outdoor furnishings not supplied’) clinking wine glasses and beaming into the camera.

			And those gorgeous villas (‘artist’s impression only’). Investors who had the eyes able to make out the infinitesimal print had been assured that construction on the project had begun. Those who wanted to visit were encouraged to wait until the buildings, pools and landscaping were completed for safety reasons.

			The economy fell to pieces and the villas couldn’t be built. There were other far more pressing requirements for the investors’ money. Denny had his yacht and his own holiday villas as well as the classic sports cars, the SUVs, the Porsches and the houses to maintain. His houses and his women. Denny and his wife Helen lived in a mansion set in half an acre or so of waterfront grounds in Milford. But Denny was a busy boy. There was also the woman in the inner-city apartment and the two or three regulars at the massage parlours. 

			All that came out around the time of the court case. That was the second time I saw Denny, sitting beside his solicitor in court. His thick gold watch shone against his wrist and his suit was impressive. He appeared composed and untroubled. 

			‘Mrs Brooke, can you tell the court how much money you and your late husband invested in the YourWay Rarotongan scheme?’

			‘It was $400,000. All our savings.’

			His eyes run over her, indifferent, vaguely curious.

			Lizard eyes.
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			The phone rang almost as soon as I had put it down after talking to Gill Ross. It was Helen Graham. ‘Rebecca? Rebecca, I, I really don’t think I can do this.’

			Helen Graham was needy. Now that I’d finally managed to persuade her to stop yelling ‘Bitch!’ at me and thumping down the phone, I’d turned into her new best friend, the only person she ‘could really talk to any more’.

			‘Helen, hi. Just tell me what’s going on.’

			‘I won’t be able to do it. Not TV. What will people —? I’m too nervous.’

			Her voice was shaking. I’d discovered it was best to let her talk. Just make the right kinds of noises and let her go for it. God, if I can only get her to front up on camera. 

			‘If I talk about Denny the kids will never speak to me again.’ 

			It wouldn’t be tactful to remind her that they didn’t speak to her anyway. Denny’s kids knew very well what side their bread was buttered on. Helen now lived in a modest apartment and drove a Toyota Corolla.

			She was crying. ‘I can’t do this. It’s all too stressful. I’ve been . . . I’ve been through too much already.’ 

			‘You have been through a lot,’ I said as soothingly as I could manage. ‘You’ve been through so much. But you’re very strong and it’s some time away before we actually start filming and by then —.’

			‘That bastard shouldn’t get away with it.’ 

			This is the way the conversations usually went. Fragility. Helplessness. Bitterness and wrath.

			‘He shouldn’t.’

			‘I brought up the kids. I did everything. The house —.’

			So arduous with a cleaner, a gardener and a nanny.

			‘Helen, I know.’

			‘He had those women. He used to stay out nights. He used to stay away entire weeks. I couldn’t leave him, I had to think of the children.’

			All of whom had been packed off to boarding schools. 

			‘And then he takes everything. People think, oh there’s Denny Graham’s wife, she’ll have come out of it well set up. She’ll have done all right for herself. And me working.’

			Part-time on way-above-average hourly rates as a receptionist at the health clinic of a doctor who felt sorry for her.

			‘Helen,’ I said, ‘you can do it. Just tell the truth. That’s all you have to do.’

			‘I’ll try,’ she said. ‘I really will try, Rebecca.’

			Naturally Helen feels hard done by. She’d been with Denny nearly forty years, had been photographed over and over again, quietly smiling at his shoulder at the charity functions and the dinners and balls, his intelligent (BA Eng), blonde, slimly attractive, impeccably presented wife. But when it was all made public — Denny’s women, the shonky deals, all that deceit — and Helen was forced to acknowledge what she had elected to disregard, she was left with two choices. Either she did her ‘stand by your man’ routine or she left. 

			She opted to leave. Helen did have her pride and, besides, she fully expected to be well looked after. What she didn’t take into account — surprising since she had lived with him for all those years — was just how much Denny liked to win and since settlements largely depend on who has the best legal representative, he was more than happy to splash out on the best. There were trusts and mortgages and re-mortgages and syndicates and consortiums. In fact, if you were to believe his solicitor, Denny actually owned nothing at all. 

			In the last interview she’d given before everything blew, Helen is pictured in a double-page article in the Australian Women’s Weekly, a West Highland terrier (Bobby) on her lap, sitting on a wrought-iron bench. She is dressed in cream linen, pearls and the kind of shoes I’d have to spend around a couple of weeks of my salary to get. Behind her looms the Graham glass-and-steel residence. Around her are gnarled, monstrous trees of the sort usually seen in botanic gardens, set off by dewy white roses and drifting hazes of lavender clipped into careless and burgeoning abandonment. ‘We were so incredibly lucky to find this gracious old garden on which to build our home.’

			Helen is herself described as ‘gracious’ and, when asked if she ever regretted not pursuing her own career, she is said to thoughtfully purse her lips. ‘Denny is a wonderful man. A self-made man. I’ve always admired that about him and we have made a very happy life together.’

			I actually didn’t have a lot of sympathy for Helen.
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			So there I was at my desk working through a list of people I needed to check in with before I left and idly wondering how the Graham story might compare with How About Me?, the documentary we’d done about the effects of violent crime on survivors and their families. We’d got a Qantas Award for that one — best one-off documentary. Of course, the Graham doco would be very different, but equally controversial. Maybe it would make it somewhere up there as well. 

			I wore a blue dress to the last Qantas Awards night — midnight blue, short and sexy, little straps. Maybe I’d go for red next time. Maybe I should take the blue dress with me to Rarotonga. 

			Rarotonga. Ten days of sun and sandy beaches, warm sea and delicious food. Lounging on deckchairs at the end of every day, sipping an exotic cocktail and watching the sunset. 

			With Rolly. 

			Rolly and I had never been away for such a long time before. He’d been dropping sneaky little suggestions that this trip may be significant. Commitment time? Maybe even a ring. A ring and then — babies. The blue dress would be good for going out somewhere special, somewhere gorgeously romantic. I’d very happily be proposed to in my blue dress.

			‘What do you know about the Tour?’ 

			‘What Tour?’ The palm trees and the sunset had disappeared and Tim Morrow materialised in their place right in front of me.

			‘The Tour. The 1981 Springbok Tour. What do you know about it?’

			‘Not much,’ I said, looking down at my list and putting a question mark beside a name — she could wait until I was back. ‘Uh, wasn’t there a riot somewhere?’

			‘Hey,’ he said, tapping my shoulder. ‘Hey, Rebecca? Remember me? I’m the boss, the important one, the one who makes sure you get your salary. Could I beg just one short moment of your time?’

			I looked back up at him and put down my pen. ‘OK, you’ve got my full attention. The 1981 Springbok Tour? I believe I was around four years old at the time and, oddly enough, was neither involved nor particularly aware of what was going on.’

			‘The thirtieth-year anniversary is coming up next year. We need to make a doco about it.’

			‘Sorry?’

			He spoke slowly and loudly. ‘What are your thoughts, Rebecca, on making a documentary about the 1981 Springbok Tour of New Zealand?’

			I shook my head. What in hell was he on about? ‘Just now,’ I said, ‘my thoughts are fixed on my long-overdue and well-earned holiday. And after that my thoughts will be entirely taken up with the Graham story which you have approved.’

			‘Whereas my thoughts,’ Tim said, ‘on that have changed. We’ll ditch the Graham story for now and just as soon as you get this long-overdue and well-earned holiday behind you, we’ll get going on this one. In the meantime I’d like you to start moving towards it. I want a two-part doco, fifty-minute slots and we’ll do it on consecutive weeks to coincide with around the time the Tour ended and just before the start of the Rugby World Cup. Everyone’ll be thinking rugby then. So let’s say the first one on Saturday August 27 with the next on the following Saturday. Keep this under your hat, won’t you? We don’t want anyone else getting in on it.’

			‘You must be joking.’ I stared up at him. ‘I’m all set up for this thing on Denny Graham. It’s ready to go. I’ve had the worst time getting the names of investors in YourWay and then tracking them down. I’ve managed to get them to talk about how Graham swindled their money out of them. God, Tim, they trust me. How can I possibly tell them the story’s been dumped?’ 

			‘Not dumped. Put on hold. It can wait.’

			‘It can’t wait. I’ve finally got Helen Graham talking to me but she’s all over the place. She could just as easily change her mind and if I tell her we’re delaying, god knows what she’ll decide. I’ve got a good source but, same thing, he might opt out. Tim, I’ve worked too bloody hard on this to chuck it.’

			I heard my voice starting to get way too loud. OK, Rebecca, down a few decibels.

			‘Graham’s still news,’ I said. ‘He’s on home detention until around the middle of next year, the same time the doco is supposed to be out. Remember that was the arrangement? But after that no one will want to know. Shit, Tim, you can’t do this. That case is important. People lost their life savings because of Denny Graham.’

			‘It’s important, I’ll give you that. But it’ll keep. A lot of people lost money from property investments during the downturn and it’ll be topical for a while yet. This is more important right now.’

			‘Because a thirty-year anniversary is coming up? How many people care about that?’

			‘Plenty,’ he said. ‘Plenty of people care.’

			‘Please, Tim. Please rethink this. You gave me the go-ahead on the Graham story. We’ve done most of the research, there’s a lot of public interest. Potentially this one is hot. Why would we want to do an about-face to work on something that’s thirty years old? Apart from the fact that it’s totally unfair to pull a story I’ve already done so much work on, the Tour’s been done over and over again. There’s no way I’m going to be able to come up with something original. Rehashing old stuff isn’t what we’re about; you’ve told me that yourself a dozen times.’ 

			‘I want to do this,’ he said, ‘because I lived through it. It’s part of my history and a part of a lot of other people’s as well. I want to do it because it affected me. The Tour was why I went to Sydney and couldn’t stomach coming home for twenty-four years.’

			I took a deep breath. ‘Yeah, well. Look, I sympathise. I understand. But is that a good enough reason to take on a topic that’s already been done to death?’ 

			I looked down at my list again. I wanted him to just disappear. Leave me to get on with my story.

			‘The Graham story is really starting to work,’ I said, ‘and I want to keep going with it.’

			‘It wasn’t only me,’ he said. His voice was raised. Only slightly, but nonetheless louder than I’d ever heard it before. His face was flushed. Odd. Tim rarely showed any emotion. ‘We’re too bloody complacent about what happened. A bit of a jolt every so often to remind people that given certain circumstances we’re not unshakeable isn’t a bad thing. Maybe you’re right and nobody cares any more, but they should, they bloody well should, and once you start looking into it you might see why.’

			He disappeared behind his office door.

			Fuck. What did I do now? Tim was stubborn, so bloody-minded when he got his teeth into something.

			There was only one way to shift him. I lifted up the phone. I had to get Graham to talk to me. If I could talk my way into getting an interview with Denny Graham with his home detention bracelet around his ankle there’d be no way Tim would turn me down.
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			I checked the number on my mobile, tapped in the numbers, listened to the dial tone. I felt slightly jittery. 

			Denny doesn’t like being crossed. 

			I gave my name to the woman who answered. ‘I’ll see whether Mr Graham is available.’ 

			Mr Graham? He’s got his PA there? I held on. I held on a long time.

			The jittery feeling was getting stronger. How long should I hold on? Perhaps he was finishing his pool laps or completing his daily workout before he deigned to pick up the phone. Then again, possibly he’d decided not to talk to me and was keeping me on the line as a source of amusement. 

			‘Graham.’

			That voice I’d heard during a dozen TV interviews, giving an opinion almost weekly on radio. The clipped, terse businessman’s voice.

			Denny doesn’t like being crossed. He doesn’t like it at all.

			‘Rebecca Thorne here from Zenith, Mr Graham. We’re presently putting together a documentary on your company’s business interests and I was hoping you may help us with that.’

			‘Rebecca Thorne, eh? You’re doing a doco?’ He was silent for a moment. Good. It wasn’t often Denny Graham was caught on the back foot. ‘Why wasn’t I notified about this?’

			‘I’m notifying you now. We’ve only just begun to work on it.’

			‘So who’s talking?’

			‘I’m not able to give you those details.’

			He laughed. ‘Anyone with a bloody grudge, eh?’

			‘If you agree to an interview you’ll have the opportunity to put your own side across.’

			‘I know how these things work. You’re going to weight this thing, tell the lies, stir it all up to the max. You won’t be doing Denny Graham any favours.’

			‘OK,’ I said, ‘I’ll come clean. We do have people with grievances who are prepared to give interviews but if you agree to come on board you’d be able to give your own version of what happened. You’d be able to say whatever you like.’ 

			He was still laughing, ‘I’d like to help you, Rebecca. You look bloody good on the telly. But I think I’ll pass.’ 

			The phone clicked. 

			That was it, then. No fantastic doco. No award. No strutting up to pick up the award in that red dress.

			I was so pissed off with Tim. I had Helen, I had Murray, I had past employees who’d been fired for objecting about what was going on. I had the investors, most of whom couldn’t even afford the plane fare to Rarotonga any more. I had them all ready and eager to tell all. What should I do?

			Maybe while I was away Tim would see how irrational it was to give up a great story for this lame idea he’d got into his head about the Tour. God, everyone would be doing rugby stuff next year. The World Cup. Yah-bloody-hoo.

			I could just sit on it, not say anything to anyone. As far as Helen and Murray and the rest were concerned, the Graham story was still on. I’d just stick it out. I wouldn’t make waves. I’d just wait it out and hope Tim would get over whatever was twisting up his undies. Because despite being pissed off with him now and despite the fact he sometimes annoyed the shit out of me, I’d grown to love him dearly. He could be bruisingly blunt, a bit of a dictator when pressed, but I knew he was on my side. Tim — and Zenith — had been good to me. Two years ago, after I screwed up on the Connor Bligh story — not only had I come out and said a killer was innocent I’d also been instrumental in getting him released from prison — I thought Tim would get rid of me. 

			Once the announcement was made that Bligh was back in prison and the story blew, Zenith was under siege: ‘irresponsible reporting’, ‘unfounded implications’, ‘interference in the processes of the law’. Everyone was out to get me and discredit Zenith at the same time. I had reporters and cameras camped outside my door. Detective Inspector Angus Strode, who had originally been responsible for putting Bligh away, had had a field day. ‘Reckless heedlessness of public safety.’ ‘Wrecked months — years even — of meticulous police effort.’ ‘The worst case of gutter journalism I’ve ever experienced.’ The previous network I’d worked for were more than happy to report I had ‘left under a shadow’.

			The easiest thing for Zenith to have done would have been to get rid of me and, in the circumstances, it would have been simple enough for them to work out a way around my contract. When Tim called me into his office that was what I expected, what I’d prepared myself for. I’d decided to go without an argument. I knew my career was gone, that no other TV network or reputable newspaper in New Zealand would take me on, but I had to take professional responsibility for what I’d done. I already had my speech prepared: Thanks for giving me the chance here. I made a major stuff-up. I can’t even begin to tell you how sorry I am. I totally understand I can’t expect you to keep backing me.

			‘OK, Rebecca,’ Tim said. ‘How far are we on with this children of immigrants thing you’ve been working on?’

			‘Filming’s due to begin week after next.’

			‘You should have it wound up in a month, six weeks?’

			‘A month should do it.’

			He looked at me steadily across his desk. No facing-each-other, demonstration-of-consensus sofas for Tim. He was unquestionably in charge. 

			My mouth was dry. Here it comes. And I didn’t want to go. I loved the people I worked with. I loved my job. Say what you need to and try to get out without crying.

			I barely heard him say, ‘So what have you got for me after that?’

			‘Thanks for —. What did you say?’ I shook my head. ‘I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s going on here.’

			‘What do you mean?’

			‘With all that’s happened, I thought you’d called me in to tell me to pack up my desk.’

			‘Why the hell would I do that?’

			‘Because I’ve stuffed up so badly and I’ve put Zenith right in it as well. It was because of me that Bligh got out of prison.’

			‘Rebecca, it was the law that got Bligh out of prison and it was you who put him back in there. Look, you made a bloody fine doco. Sure, you got things wrong but you were acting on what you knew and the fact that other things came out later was just bad bloody luck.’

			‘But all this shit they’re saying about me is dragging Zenith down.’

			He chuckled. ‘Have you seen the ratings?’

			‘I haven’t looked at any ratings. I can’t bring myself to look at any of that stuff right now. You’re not telling me they’re up?’

			‘Too damn right they’re up. The fact is, all this flak we’re getting right now is making people switch over to us to see what all the fuss is about.’

			‘But haven’t I wrecked Zenith’s integrity?’

			‘Through one doco?’ He laughed. ‘Sweetheart, come on.’

			‘You really want me to stay?’ By now I was frantically dabbing at the tears streaming down my cheeks.

			‘I want you to stay, but for fuck’s sake don’t cry.’

			Yes, Tim had been good to me. Good to and for me. I’d learned to listen to what he said. He had an uncanny ability to see instantly what was working, what needed to be done, whenever we were in the editing suite running through film. He had an extraordinary knack for calculating what would come off. 

			And what did he always say? ‘No point in fucking around with stuff that’s already been done and dusted. What’s happening now, what might happen tomorrow, that’s what people want to look at.’

			So why was he going against his own judgment? Still, I owed him. Owed him a lot.

			And he was, after all, the boss.
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			I called in at Mum and Dad’s a couple of nights later and ended up staying for dinner. I knew they’d been involved in the anti-Tour movement but whenever it had come up I’d never really listened or asked questions. 

			‘Tim was saying it’s thirty years since the 1981 Springbok Tour,’ I said, ‘and I started wondering how much you two were caught up in all that at the time.’

			‘The short answer to that is we were very caught up in it,’ Dad said, measuring freshly ground coffee beans into his beloved battered and stained coffee percolator. ‘Same as anyone who had any interest in what was happening in the country at the time.’

			‘I think I can remember you going off to one of the protests.’

			‘We went to more than one,’ Mum said. ‘The first we went to was before the Springboks were even here. That was in May and there were marches in all the main cities. Thousands of people turned out throughout the country. Then there was another one in July with the same massive turnout.’

			‘What we wanted,’ Dad said, ‘was for the government to see how huge the opposition was and to insist that the rugby union call it off.’ 

			‘But in spite of all the resistance the government still let them come,’ I said. ‘How many protests did you go to?’

			‘I couldn’t really say,’ Mum said. ‘We joined COST, Citizens Opposed to the Springbok Tour. We went to the meetings and joined in most of the protests. You see, every time the Springboks played, there were marches throughout the country, so we were involved most Saturdays, sometimes during the week as well.’

			‘I can only remember one. Grandma looked after us and didn’t I come downstairs and you were all talking? I knew I shouldn’t be out of bed so I stood outside the door looking in. You were sitting on that grey sofa we used to have and you were crying.’

			‘That would have been Molesworth Street,’ Mum said. ‘I got hit, not badly, but enough to need a couple of stitches. We had to go to A&E and the waiting room there was so packed it was as if there’d been a civil emergency.’

			Dad came over to where we were sitting around the coffee table and poured coffee into the little green-and-white-striped cups they’d had for years and handed one to me. ‘That was the march following the Hamilton game being called off. ‘That’s not too strong for you, is it?’ 

			‘It’s fine,’ I lied. Dad is famous for his tarry coffee which keeps you wide-eyed, head buzzing for hours after. 

			‘Molesworth Street,’ he said. ‘Everyone was incredibly buoyed up after what had happened at Hamilton and we really believed if we could keep up the pressure the government would have to give in and send the Boks home.’ 

			Mum leaned back against the sofa. ‘We assembled in Parliament grounds. There were more police than we’d expected and they had dogs. Up until then, the police had certainly been a presence at the marches but they hadn’t seemed threatening, more just ensuring things stayed under control. But when I saw those dogs —.’

			‘I said we’d be all right, that they had them because of the rumours going around that protesters would attempt to get inside Parliament,’ Dad said. ‘Anyway, COST had been assured police dogs wouldn’t be used against demonstrators no matter what the circumstances.’

			‘We walked from Parliament and headed up Molesworth Street,’ Mum said. ‘It was all very orderly. The aim was to protest outside the South African consulate. As we got further on we could see rows of police up in front of us.’

			‘The police started to slow down and linked hands,’ Dad said. ‘I didn’t like what was happening but they didn’t tell us to stop, there were no warnings, so we just kept on going. In the end the protesters at the front were packed right up against them.’

			Mum closed her eyes. ‘The people behind us were moving forward and I thought we were going to be crushed. Then the police spread out and started hitting people in the front rows. People were panicking, pushing and shoving, attempting to get away. Your father was trying to hold on to me but, with the pressure of the crowd, I was so frightened I’d fall and get trampled.’ 

			‘I got shoved sideways, across the street,’ Dad said. ‘I was trying to find your mother but there were so many people and it was winter, already dark.’

			‘I got hit,’ Mum said. ‘I could feel blood running down my face.’

			I was staring at them. My parents in a brawl? ‘You got hit by a policeman?’

			‘The police hadn’t been given the go-ahead to use batons in Hamilton,’ Dad said, shrugging. ‘The way I see it, some of them were itching to have a go.’ 

			‘Though we did hear,’ Mum said, ‘a lot of them were disgusted by what they’d been asked to do and really shaken up by what had happened. Some of them were so young. They looked like they just didn’t have the experience to deal with the situation.’

			I looked at them. Mum and Dad are usually fairly animated but I hadn’t seen them like this for a while. Mum’s face was quite pink and her eyes were bright. ‘I can hardly believe this. You two were real hippie protesters, weren’t you?’

			‘I met your mother at a protest,’ Dad said, ‘against the university prohibiting mixed flatting.’

			‘Whoo-hoo,’ I said. ‘You weren’t actually advocating mixed flatting, were you? Next you’ll be telling me you went on naked marches. What was it? Make love not war?’

			‘Well, actually, darling,’ Mum said.

			I plugged my fingers in my ears. ‘Too much information. You’re traumatising me. I’m your child, remember?’

			‘Change of subject,’ Mum said, grinning. ‘Isn’t it next week you’re going on holiday with Rolly?’

			‘Uh-huh.’

			Mum and Dad didn’t exactly exchange glances but I knew they weren’t entirely sure about Rolly being the right one.

			‘You’ve been seeing each other for quite some time now,’ Dad said rather too heartily.

			‘Yep, and he makes me happy,’ I said firmly.

			‘That’s all that matters,’ Mum said equally firmly.

			‘OK, so back to Molesworth Street. You got hurt.’

			‘Not badly but it shook me up. You know, when we were in the waiting room at A&E I heard someone say this was something we had to remember and tell our children and our grandchildren. Well, as a young mum I didn’t want to have to warn my children or any future grandchildren about misuse of power, not here in New Zealand. But I had to face it. Policemen and the military are trained to follow orders and if the wrong people are in authority those forces will be used against anyone who doesn’t agree with them. It doesn’t only happen in other places.’

			‘We were protesting against repression and the misuse of power in South Africa,’ Dad said, ‘and here it was, the same thing happening here because we were exercising our rights to lawful protest against what the government was doing.’

			‘After Molesworth Street,’ Mum said, ‘I felt somehow dissociated, as if I’d believed in an entirely different reality from the one I was now having to recognise. Up until then I’d been mildly alarmed about the Muldoon administration but after what happened that night I was terrified of what that government was capable of. Muldoon was determined to go ahead with the Tour no matter what happened.’ She made a face. ‘“The Tour has to proceed so law and order can prevail”.’

			‘Which meant,’ Dad said, ‘we had a government prepared to stifle opposition through brute force.’ 

			‘Some people gave up after Molesworth Street,’ Mum said. ‘We didn’t see them any more at the meetings and I could understood why. I was afraid as well and I was very tempted to step back from it all. But in the end I couldn’t do that because of all of those people in South Africa who weren’t able to simply retreat from what was happening around them.’ 

			‘They were trying to frighten us off,’ Dad said, ‘but they weren’t going to do that.’

			Driving home, I remembered.

			Standing on the front steps with Grandma and my brother Davy seeing Mum and Dad off as we always did. It was in the winter. Late afternoon. Getting dark. Getting cold.

			Mum and Dad weren’t dressed up like they usually were when they went out together, Dad in his suit, mum in her nice dress. They were all swollen up in big coats. It felt wrong. 

			I looked up at Grandma and she was smiling yet I felt her hand tightening on mine. Mum and Dad gave us our kisses goodbye and went down the steps, Dad holding on to Mum’s hand. I didn’t know what made me afraid but I started to cry and call them back.

			Mum dropped Dad’s hand and came back up the steps. ‘It’s fine, sweetheart.’ She picked me up and hugged me hard. ‘Mummy and Daddy have to go out for a while. We won’t be long. You’ll have a lovely time with Davy and Gran. OK?’

			She and Grandma looked straight into each other’s eyes. ‘You will be careful,’ Grandma said.

			‘Don’t worry, Mum. Nothing’s going to happen.’

			We baked. Chocolate chip cookies and Louise cake because Louise was my second name and so it was my cake. ‘Why isn’t there a Davy cake, Gran, why can’t there be a Davy cake?’ 

			‘Maybe we can make one up. How about a chocolate Davy cake?’

			Grandma had the radio on, a soft background blur, and every so often she’d go over to it and stand close, listening. 

			The phone rang and she answered it, her back turned as she talked.

			‘Yes. Yes.

			‘Yes, I understand.’

			Mummy and Daddy weren’t coming home for a while but we’d go out and get a treat. How about fish and chips? We drove to Kilbirnie in her car and Davy sat in the front seat because of being the oldest. There were people walking together along the footpaths. Some of them were on the road shouting and waving banners and Grandma drove very slowly, inching along the road. 

			Then hearing the voices, going down the stairs. Was Mum crying, her hand shaking as she drank that brown stuff out of one of the heavy visitors’ glasses? Was Dad’s arm around her shoulder and was it his voice I’d heard, raised and angry?

			Grandma scooped me up in her arms, stayed beside my bed until I slept.

			I remembered the blood on Mum’s face and in her hair.
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