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This book is dedicated to the undercover agents 
who took drugs for the NZ Police administration 
and to their families who witnessed the outcome. 

Peter Williamson
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FOREWORD:

Apart from Peter Williamson and his family, names in this book have been 
changed to protect the innocent and the guilty. 

Peter Williamson joined the police force as a young, idealistic rookie who saw 
his new job as the start of a bright future. He is a master of the martial arts 
and  acquits  himself  in  a  series  of  daring  and  dangerous  operations.  He 
marries a young policewoman, Jude, and is committed to his career. 

After Jude works undercover in an attempt to smash a schoolgirl sex ring, the 
couple are approached to join the undercover program. They are told it will be 
a  sure  step  to  promotion and are  recruited  as  the  first  husband and wife 
undercover team. 

When  their  bizarre  training  begins  they  reassure  themselves  with  the 
knowledge that many of their superiors had also worked in the program. They 
learn how to roll joints, how to smoke them, the language and lifestyle of NZ 
drug peddlers. 

On their first mission they stumble onto a drug ring which brings them into 
contact with Mr Big himself. They move on to an operation in Coromandel 
and when the police  make dozens of  arrests Peter is  left  with a  feeling of 
disquiet. He feels lost in a world of double-dealing, as suspicious of the police 
as he is frightened of the dealers he is setting up for betrayal. Stoned on Duty 
is an unforgettable journey into the dark side of police work. 
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Chapter 1 

The day after he let the prisoner escape he sat on the verandah of his little 
house looking over the sea and thought, I just don’t give a fuck. 

The guy had done a mini  rampage in a bottle  store in Balclutha and he’d 
tossed him in the slammer. Let him pay off his debt to society by spending his 
Saturday night  in  the  pokey thinking  about  how he  was  going  to  pay the 
publican. Except he hadn’t closed the cell door properly. Had known the thing 
was hard to shut and ….just didn’t give a fuck. Went out and smoked a joint in 
the  patrol  car  -  the  one he’d  damn near  wrecked a  couple  of  weeks  back 
rodding it over a rough country road when he was stoned, police radio turned 
right down, stereo so loud that Pink Floyd had drowned out the sound of the 
tyre ripping free from the wheel and the rim grinding itself to pieces on the 
gravel. When he came back the guy was gone. He’d just opened the cell door 
and walked out of the police station the back way, and gone home. 

Peter Williamson eased his long frame back in his chair. He thought how he’d 
felt when he saw that empty cell. Nothing. Not a pang of remorse. He’d simply 
wondered how he was going to get out of this one. He couldn’t tell the boss 
about it. He’d fucked up enough already. 

He  wished  he  had  someone  he  could  tell  what  he’d  done.  Some  of  the 
undercover agents who came down to the coast  to stone with him, or the 
Harley  Davidson  freaks  who  parked  their  beautiful  machines  beside  his 
polished black Superglide in the yard. He’d had the pipes shortened and the 
Harley boomed,  a huge,  ferocious roar that got  right up other cops’  noses 
because the bike and the black leather Peter wore on it  just reeked of the 
underworld. When he bought his first Harley he might as well have said “I’m 
different, I’m alien.” 

He stretched his legs. There were houses on either side but he couldn’t see 
them. He’d had his builder block off the ends of the verandah. That way the 
neighbours couldn’t see what he did on the deck. The population here hardly 
reached three figures and people liked to know what their neighbours were up 
to. Lucky they couldn’t see the way he’d done the inside in pink and black. 
That would get them going. 

He watched the white seagulls criss-crossing the dark blue sea. All his life he’d 
known this deeply carved coastline, loved it. At the foot of the cliff the sea 
creamed against black rock. Away to his right reefs were stark against the 
blue. A dangerous coast. No havens. Fishing boats here were pulled right out 
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of the sea. The little string of islands ending at the lighthouse on Nugget Point 
marked the start of the series of harbours and promontories running down to 
the bottom corner of the South Island at Slope Point. Once, only a few years 
before,  a  big American schooner had been swept  onto the rock shelf  near 
Tauruku and a crewman’s leg was ripped off as he tried to get ashore. 

To his left the coast smooths into a long, golden bay running past the mouth 
of  the Clutha.  On a clear day he could see the Otago Peninsula,  grey hills 
rising out of the sea. 

He sighed. It was perfect. All his life he’d wanted to come home and live in a 
place  like  this.  Now  he  was  here,  among  the  cottages  and  the  old  green 
general store, the local boy made good. He smiled at that. 

Something splashed at the edge of his vision. A shag. He’d fished off the rocks 
here often when he was a boy in the old house down the road. 

The Maori boy. He’d never thought of himself as Maori until he went to high 
school in Balclutha. His mother didn’t want him to be Maori. The pakeha way 
was the one to the top. Well, maybe she was right. Williamson didn’t know 
one  way  or  the  other.  He  looked  Maori,  thought  pakeha.  That’s  me,  he 
thought. Amoral, a racial, a-every other fuckin’ thing. The ideal undercover 
cop. Took on whatever persona they gave him, until he’d lost himself. 

He went inside, took a bag of dope from the kitchen sink. He didn’t hide his 
stuff. Why should he? He was a policeman, for crissake. Back outside, he took 
two papers and carefully filled them with a line of marijuana. Buds.  Good 
gear. Should be - it had come from some of the best stashes Balcutha could 
offer. 

He always knew where the stoners kept their stuff. After all, he’d been taught 
the mysteries of the magic weed by some of the best cops in the land. Got 
there first.  Pinched it.  He wondered briefly what these guys thought when 
they checked their houses and flats after a drug raid and found their gear gone 
but no charges against them. Word must have got around. He was so often in 
on  raids  when  -  officially  -  nothing  was  found.  He  imagined  the  stoners 
mulling it over. “The bad news is we were raided. The good news is it was 
Williamson. The good news is they never found anything they could charge us 
with. The bad news is the dope’s gone.” 

Fact was, he was more likely to be caught than they were. It wasn’t a matter 
any more of if he was caught, but when. 

He lit the joint and pulled the smoke into his lungs. It went to a good cause, 
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boys,  he  thought,  and blew out  in  a  stream that  blurred the  edges of  the 
Nuggets for a moment. 

His mum and dad down the road wouldn’t think it was funny, thought. He’d 
made his way to the top from humble beginnings. That’s the way they saw it. 
Overcome  the  obstacles.  Made  something  of  himself.  Good  job,  good 
marriage. Solid achievements for the boy from Kaka Point and now he might 
as well wrap them all up and throw them in the tide. 

He didn’t think it was funny either. He’d been a good cop, loved and respected 
the force,  worked hard to  become a policeman.  He thought  of  the leather 
jacket incident. Two skinheads had staunched up a guy in a Chinese takeaway 
in  Dunedin and forced him to hand over  the  twenty-cent  coins he’d been 
playing the slot machines with, then stolen his leather jacket. The guy had 
been so scared he’d pissed himself. They’d humiliated him. 

Peter found himself clenching his fist. Christ, he hated bullying! He’d known 
helplessness and fear from his own childhood and it had been one reason he’d 
taken up karate later, so he’d never have to know it again. 

He’d thrown himself into that case with a passion. The takeaway owners had 
been recent immigrants and he’d got an elderly Chinese couple he knew to 
translate  the  descriptions,  the  bizarre  tatts  worn  by the  bigger  of  the  two 
skinheads. 

For days he’d patrolled the streets looking for him and a week went by before 
another cop had called and said Peter’s man was walking along George Street. 
He’d got away that night, diving down an alley, and Peter had lost him, but by 
then he had a name and a mugshot, formally identified by the victim. 

Peter had worked out where he lived and early one morning broke down three 
doors,  one after the other.  He knew the guy probably had a  knife  and he 
wanted to get to him quick, before he’d worked out what was happening and 
reached for a blade. 

The guy had been in bed with a woman with blue hair and was struggling to 
put on a pair of jeans. A lot of men wouldn’t have a go at you if they were 
naked. They stopped to put something on first. He’d looked pathetic, like a 
cadaver with his bald head, and he’d just sat down on the bed and given up 
without a fight.  Peter had been sorry. He’d wanted to give the guy a good 
spanking just to show him the circular nature of violence. His mate had been 
in another bedroom down the hall. He hadn’t even woken up. The jacket had 
been hanging neatly in the wardrobe, a brown suede thing with fringes and 
tassels. 
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Peter sighed. He had believed in the forces of law and order then. It was why 
he’d become a cop. But if they found him out now it wouldn’t be any good him 
pleading high-minded devotion to duty.  Smoking dope,  stealing it,  goofing 
off. 

He’d been a good cop when they’d asked him to go undercover, to join the 
elite in the sharpest of battles. He’d jumped at the chance, not knowing that 
almost  half  of  all  undercover  cops  dropped  out  of  the  force  with  drug 
problems. 

Now he was addicted to  marijuana.  He knew he couldn’t  go on for much 
longer. He thought of the man he hadn’t bothered to lock up and said out 
loud, “What the fuck was this policeman doing?” 

The sudden noise startled a seagull. It glided off the end of the fence and he 
watched until it became a white dot against the sea. Turning in a danger to 
himself and the public, that was what this policeman was doing. 

And Jude. He’d loved her once. They’d met when they were both young police 
officers in Dunedin, not long out of police training school. Jude had been a 
good cop too. 

The two of them had gone undercover. The first genuine husband-and-wife 
undercover cops.  Together  they’d busted the Coromandel  drug scene wide 
open and there’d hardly been a moment when he wasn’t scared for her. Afraid 
for himself,  but terrified for Jude.  And somewhere amongst  the bush and 
beaches their marriage had collapsed. 

They’d  become hooked on dope  almost  from the  first,  smoking more  and 
more until their lives revolved around it, until they couldn’t talk to each other 
or  even  have  sex  without  a  joint.  Their  marriage  had literally  gone  up  in 
smoke. They’d been locked in; they wanted more dope so they’d had to stay in 
the undercover programme and let their relationship go bad. They couldn’t 
tell the department what was happening to them or their careers would be 
over. 

He grinned sourly. Maybe he still loved her. He didn’t know how he felt. At 
least Jude had faced up to the problem and quit the force. 

He ran his hand over his face. It was a good face, he liked to think, strong, 
with regular features. Regular? They should be, they’d cost enough. He felt his 
rebuilt  nose,  his  surgically  flattened  ears,  his  re-designed,  transplanted 
hairline. Plastic surgery as a response to depression? He grunted. He had to 
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get out of the police force. It wasn’t fair to stay. And if he didn’t they’d catch 
him and kick him out. 

He wondered what his parents would think. His mother would support him, 
although she wouldn’t like it; his father wouldn’t understand. They’d be sad. 
And angry.  Only a few kilometres lay between the old wooden house he’d 
been brought up in and his new place here in Kaka Point. But it seemed a hell 
of a long way.

Chapter 2 

Kaka Point. Sometimes that remote place must have seemed to Peter’s father 
not to be so far from home either, yet it was half a world away. 

Philip  Magnus  John  Williamson  caused  a  stir  when  he  arrived  in  New 
Zealand from the Shetland Islands. He was only five. He and his older brother 
John,  who was seven,  and his big sister Ellie,  ten years old,  were entirely 
unaccompanied. They stood forlorn on the docks amongst their new kin, who 
marvelled that children so young had come so far on their own. 

Those chilly isles to the north of Scotland, without the North Sea oil money 
that now feeds their economy, were too poor to support their people. New 
Zealand was an escape from bleak poverty. So Phillip’s parents put him, his 
brother and sister on the boat. They never saw their mother and father again. 

What sort of scars did such a wrench leave on a young mind? Peter never 
found out. Phil Williamson didn’t give much away about himself or his family. 
He wasn’t that kind of man. He seldom discussed his feelings at all, dodging 
emotional  potholes  in  his  path.  He  came  to  New  Zealand  from  a  harsh 
environment  and  he  found  himself  in  another  almost  as  severe.  No  one 
offered him compassion and he gave little in his turn. 

Somewhere in his life he became a violent alcoholic and his kids were doubly 
cautions about how they spoke to him. They worried their questions would 
strike some hidden trigger within the man, firing a fresh burst of rage. 

Phil would bounce his kids on his knee, blow rumpty noises on their cheeks, 
tickle their faces with his beard. Fleeting moments of compassion especially 
when there was beer in the house. 

The  children  knew  that  his  middle  name  had  something  to  do  with  the 
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Norwegians who settled in the Shetlands. They knew their grandfather’s name 
was Scott and that he was a brilliant violin player. Phillip brought a violin 
with him that might have been a Stradivarius, he said, but his children never 
had the chance to find out for sure. Phil sold it to buy booze. 

The early days in New Zealand were murky. Ellie married young; the boys 
lived with her and her husband. They were bad years,  made worse by the 
Depression, and Phil left school early. He worked as a labourer, on farms, in 
fish  shops  and  dairies.  Then  he  found  his  life’s  work.  He  took  an 
apprenticeship and became a carpenter. 

Peter knew little about his mother’s origins. Rona was raised by an aunt who 
was in turn brought up by a rangatira from Kaka Point, Ihia Opotiki. A few 
fading black and white  photographs showed an old man standing tall  and 
proud. 

Peter would stare at  the pictures for hours.  “He stands here like Cochese, 
man,” he told his brothers when they asked why Peter felt a bloodline back to 
the  old  man.  He  dreamed about  him.  Intelligent  and  proud and  fair  and 
honest and decent and he looked like he wouldn’t take shit from anybody. 

But  Rona  never  talked  much  of  her  upbringing.  Her  Auntie  Emma  had 
followed the immersion theory: Maori had to be absorbed into society as it 
was  going  to  be,  not  as  it  once  was.  She  hadn’t  encouraged  large  Maori 
gatherings, marae activity. She’d encouraged Rona to be a nurse, get into the 
pakeha establishment. 

Rona  had  been  raised  in  an  extended  family.  Kaka  Point  was  mostly 
European.  Peter wondered whether,  even here on her turangawaewae,  she 
was embarrassed to talk about such a Maori childhood. 

Peter saw a lot of himself in his mother. They shared the same handsome 
features,  the  broad  forehead  and  wide-spaced  eyes,  the  strong  chin.  He 
imagined himself  as proud as she was.  He had the vaguest  sense of  being 
Maori; hers was stronger, but suppressed. She didn’t want to be reminded of 
it, nor did he. She didn’t want rellies coming around. It suited her, as it did 
him, to move on. He saw her as too strong ever to be a party to anyone else’s 
cultural expectations. She wanted her kids to go places, the pakeha way. 

Phil,  though,  got  along  with  Rona’s  family.  He  was  affectionate  towards 
Auntie Emma. Emma died at home, in the house with the rusty roof and the 
erratic green paint where Rona was raised at Kaka Point. 

Rona met Phil  in Balclutha, and the two, now nurse and builder, married. 
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They lived at first in the old Maori house at Kaka Point. It was cheap, and 
Phillip could catch fish when times were bad. They often were.  Later they 
bought a house of their own, not far away, a place almost as old, but solid. 

Phil already had three children from an earlier relationship and the couple 
had nine more.  He’d come from a hard background into a loveless youth. 
Perhaps the rigours of all the children around him emphasised the voids. He 
started drinking heavily. 

His  children soon understood the symptoms of  alcoholism.  The telephone 
would  ring  with  a  job  offer.  Phil  would  go  off  to  Queenstown  to  build 
apartments, saying he’d be gone for a month or two. But within a week he’d 
be back, fired. He would come home in a taxi, already drunk, carrying his jars 
of beer. The kids learned to make themselves scarce at these times. Phil would 
sit at the kitchen table and drink, become violent, break crockery, furniture. 
The children would run out of the house and hide in the dark, listening to the 
noise inside the house and trembling. 

When Phil was sober he was completely different. He was articulate, he spoke 
well. He might be building a boat or a set of drawers, or showing his pigeons, 
or adding to his collection of shells. He loved Rona. The two spent their life 
together, and were still living in the old house at Kaka Point. 

Drunk, the man was a demon. His accent would click in. He’d sound Scottish, 
as if he was retreating to somewhere deep inside him. 

The children learned to deal with their father’s drinking in their own ways. 
Mark, Peter’s youngest brother, would get a tickly, and old piece of blanket or 
towel, and stroke his palm with the tip of it. Peter would lie down on the mat 
and rock his head from side to side on his white pillow. The family worried 
about him at first, then came to accept it; this was just something that Peter 
did. 

But he was blocking out the yelling. The pillow brushed against his ear as he 
rocked and the sound drowned the noise. He’d lie in bed at night, rocking his 
head until he went to sleep. He couldn’t stand the violence. 

Later he became preoccupied with brute force and how to deal with it,  an 
expert in martial arts. But in those days he’d reproduce the violence, spend 
hours drawing pictures of guns, always strike out first at school. 
Peter was fourteen when he fought his father. Phil was drunk. He’d punched 
Rona. He’d been drinking all day and stood before her, shouting. Peter could 
hear  him from down  the  road as  he  came home from school.  He  walked 
through the front door,  down the hall,  into the kitchen at  the back of  the 
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house. His father had his mother trapped against the wall. He stood in his 
working  clothes,  his  fists  up.  Peter,  in  his  grey  school  shorts  and  shirt, 
watched. 

Peter had thought about what he’d do in a situation like this. As Phil’s fist 
crunched into Rona, Peter took a deep breath and struck. Felt his fist on his 
father’s face. Saw his father rock back. Then he and his mother were running, 
through the kitchen and out of the house. 

Peter just kept on running. He stayed that night with one of his teachers, a 
man who’d given him extra tuition in English. The two had become friends. 

Next evening he crept back into the house at Kaka Point. His mother had gone 
home  late  the  previous  night.  Peter  listened.  The  house  was  quiet.  He 
undressed soundlessly and climbed into bed. 

The door burst open. His father stood there. 

Phil  stalked  into  the  room.  From  where  Peter  lay  under  the  blankets  he 
seemed enormous. Phil stood over the boy, spray flying as he swore at him, 
his  fists  raised.  But  something  stopped  him.  Perhaps  he  could  not  bring 
himself to hit the boy in bed. 

The violence was often only threatened, but no less real for that. Phil’s cursing 
terrified his family. At night, as the family sat down for dinner, he’d lay his 
bamboo fishing rod on the table. The message was clear. Complain or irritate 
and … No one ever did. 

Nights were worst. When Phil was drunk Rona would patrol the house like a 
dormitory monitor. Her scared children lay in their beds in the dark, listening 
to the rising volume of swearing from the kitchen. They couldn’t have slept 
because of the noise and anyway it was crucial that they stayed awake. They 
had to be ready for the command. 

Rona wouldn’t let them get out of bed. She didn’t want them milling around. 
Phil might guess that something was going on and that might provoke him. 
Rona  always  hoped  that  she  could  calm  him  down.  She’d  give  situation 
reports.  “It’s  all  right.  It’s  all  right.”  But  she’d  walk  around  opening  the 
windows, just in case. 

Phil would begin to rampage. Something would break. Rona would say “Go. 
Go out now.” That was the command. The lot of them would race out through 
the doors, jump out of the windows, the garden full of fleeing figures. 
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The children would huddle in the dark,  listening to the noise from inside. 
Their mother would try to soothe Phil. The noise of a chair breaking would 
crash through the night to the children in the bushes, then the thud of a fist 
against a wall, and slowly the sounds would die and the children would creep 
back to their beds. 

Christmas brought the most exciting, the most violent two days of the year. 
Peter would put the strings across the kitchen for the Christmas cards. There 
were  always,  it  seemed  to  him,  hundreds  of  cards.  The  children  loved 
counting them. Their mother, they thought, was incredibly popular. And she 
was. Rona, hard working and big-hearted, earned the respect of the district. 

Christmas Eve began early for Rona and the kids, late for Phil. He got out of 
bed at ten or eleven. Started drinking in mid-afternoon. People would come to 
the house. The family would be euphoric and Phil would be as happy as all of 
them,  his  laugh ringing  around the  house.  He  clowned with  the  kids.  He 
would pick up a set of deer antlers, still attached to the skull, that lay around 
the section. He’d tap them on the window, rattle rattle, and shout a glad “Ho! 
Ho! Ho!” 

The children would go to bed early,  around eight,  before it  was dark.  Phil 
would stay in the kitchen, drinking, and at about eleven pick up his old white 
guitar with the cowboy painted on it and pick out a tune. The words of ‘The 
Old Rugged Cross’ would creak through he house. Phil wasn’t a good singer. 
“On a hill, far away, there’s an old rugged cross, It’s a sign of remembrance 
and pain….” Rona would remain silent. 

Phil would put down the guitar, swear at something, begin talking about his 
pigeons. He wanted the boys to love them as much as he did, take them over, 
follow in their father’s footsteps and watch them soar. 

He’d come into Peter’s bedroom, where the boy lay awake, listening. “Come 
on.” Phil  would lead the way out of  the old house,  picking the way to the 
pigeon shed with his torch. “There’s old Rock, there’s Blue.” Peter could see 
the deep, secret colours in the torchlight, green, blue. His father would let him 
go back inside. 

He  would  hear  Phil  twanging  another  song  on  his  guitar,  swearing  more 
steadily now. A clatter as the guitar was leaned against something and fell. 
He’d hear his father go into his brothers’ room, get someone else out of bed 
and begin talking about pigeons. The boy - which one was it, Mark? Magnus? 
- would remain silent. Scared. Pretending to listen to every word to placate his 
father. 
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Phil would go back to the kitchen, grumbling angrily. He’d been humiliated, 
thrown off jobs for nothing, no reason at all. Replaced by people who knew 
noting about carpentry, had as much skill in their whole body as he, Phillip, 
had in his little finger. Those Dutch bastards who’d moved into the district! 
Taking all the work. Wouldn’t even drink with a man. 

By  midnight  he’d  be  drunk,  drinking  flagon  after  flagon  of  draught  beer, 
smashing  things  in  the  kitchen,  punching  the  wall  in  a  rage  no  one 
understood. 

Christmas morning. The most exciting day of the year. The kids would get up 
very early while Phil was still asleep. 

The family was poor but they always got good things at Christmas. Rona had 
big socks to stuff the toys in. She loaded them onto their beds at night around 
two. The kids would hear her sneak in.

The next three hours would be full of furtive rustlings. In one sock there’d be 
an  orange,  an  apple,  Mackintosh’s  toffees,  perhaps  a  toy.  The  kids  would 
whisper to each other, scared to make too much noise. Let sleeping dogs lie. 
But from five o’clock it was a free-for-all. 

Peter would dive for his sock. A big plastic ray-gun water pistol. And him a 
gun freak! Santa Rona knew everything. 

Christmas dinner, the big feed, was always in the middle of the day. Roast 
mutton with everything, pumpkin, potatoes, peas, Christmas pudding, trifle, 
fruit salad, jelly, cream. In the evening Phil would start drinking again and the 
good  time  would  be  over.  Sometimes  the  children  admired  their  father’s 
violence, listened spellbound to his stories. 

Once, one of the local men beat him up when he was drunk. Phil’s neurons 
may have been impaired,  but  they weren’t  out of  action.  He remembered. 
Next morning he got up early, went around to the man’s house and into his 
bedroom and punched him out as he struggled to get out of bed. 

Phil had evened the terms, see. The man was bigger and stronger than he was 
and even if he’d been sober he might not have won. The message was clear 
enough to Peter: if you were going to be violent, be smart with it. 

Bicycles were once the Williamsons’ main means of transport. Phil and Rona 
kept theirs leaning against the wall of the house outside their bedroom. As 
they lay in bed one night two local  youths sneaked through the gate.  Phil 
heard them stop outside the bedroom. One whispered, “I’ll take this one.” The 
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other was starting to say, “I’ll take the other…” when the demonic, wiry figure 
of Phil flew through the window grabbing one of them by the hair and crying 
“And I’ll take this one.” The children loved the story. 

Occasionally Phil’s violence backfired. Once he’d done some carpentry work 
for someone who hadn’t paid him what Phil felt he was owed. The customer 
came to the house; Phil took a swing at him. The man, much bigger, hit back 
hard.  Blood  poured  over  the  walls,  the  lino.  The  kids  conferred  among 
themselves and agreed. Phil, pissed as a rat, had got his beans. 

Their  father  was always an enigma to them.  He was passionate about  his 
shells, made his contribution to a worldwide collectors’ network from his tiny 
base in a place so remote that if his fellow collectors had looked him up on 
their world atlas they would have found him standing undecided between the 
South Pacific and the Antarctic. 

His shells were an occasion for ceremony. “This,” he’d say, showing Peter a 
triton’s trumpet, “is a Tritonali tritonis.” 

And he’d hold up the shell, cradling it in his hard carpenter’s hands, and Peter 
could imagine the huge bellow it would make if he dared blow into it. When 
visitors  came  it  was  the  children’s  job  to  bring  the  shell  cases  out  to  be 
admired, one by one. Noone ever dropped one. The idea was too awful. 

Policemen came often. One would go to the front door, one to the back, and 
Phil would be marched out. Rona would complain that he needed treatment 
under the Alcoholism and Drug Addiction Act and the magistrate would sign 
the warrant. 

Phil would see them coming and know. But he never struggled. The kids knew 
too, although Rona did her best to distract them. She’d get them out of the 
house but they’d see their father in the back of the police car, a diminished, 
forlorn figure being taken away. 

Those were the best times for Peter. Just Rona and the kids. Phil would spend 
three or four months in Cherry Farm near Dunedin. Once he spent a year in 
Dannevirke, at a drug and alcohol centre run by the Salvation Army. The best 
year  of  their  lives,  Peter  thought.  Phil  wrote  home,  telling his  family how 
much he wanted to be back, how well he was doing. At last, the day arrived. 
He was dropped off at Balclutha by the Salvation Army and took a taxi home 
to Kaka Point. 

Peter, his brothers and sisters were torn. They wanted him to come home and 
they didn’t . Their faces pressed up against the glass watching him come up 
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the driveway, intent on the figure in the back of the car. They could see his 
head. They knew. He was drunk. He’d been to the pub and got a flagon, just as 
if  he’d  never  been away.  As he  climbed out  of  the  car  he staggered.  Nine 
hearts sank. 

Phil  came into the kitchen, happy to be home,  delighted to see his  family 
again. He sat down, poured a beer, then several more and the change was 
instant. His Scottish accent thickened his voice. He began to shout. 

The children went to bed. It was a long night, for they stayed on guard all of it. 
Rona wouldn’t let them sleep. 

Phil had perfected the art of getting booze while stuck in his remote home 
without transport. A visitor would call. Phil would say “Here, take this jar and 
fill it up at the bottle store in Owaka.” He could be aggressive. People didn’t 
like to say no to him. A drunken Phil was not to be taken lightly. 

If he had no alcohol he’d send one of the kids to the Kaka Point store to get 
some methylated spirits. He kept a preserved pipefish in a bottle, a long, thin 
thing that floated in spirits, looking mournfully at the world from its spot on 
the dresser. 

Phil would say to the children, “Pop along to the store and get some meths for 
the  fish.”  They  had  to  convince  the  shopkeeper  their  father  needed it  for 
bottling  specimens.  Small-town  morality  tolerated  drunks  but  baulked  at 
serving them meths. The children never wondered until much later why the 
fish needed so much meths. The fish preserved their innocence. Men working 
on the road outside the house were easy targets. They appreciated a man’s 
thirst, his need for a drink. Off they’d go to the bottle store. 

Why  did  Rona  tolerate  her  life?  Partly  because  women  of  that  period, 
especially  in  rural  New Zealand,  put  up with  their  men,  stayed wit  them. 
Partly because she always loved him. 

Peter saw his sisters stand up to their father , but never saw his mother do it. 
Yet she gave them a guarantee of security. The children were sure that she 
would  stand  between  them  if  their  father  turned  his  violence  in  their 
direction. She was a courageous woman who had no fear of personal injury. 
And strong. She had to be, to raise nine children in an isolated part of the 
coast with never enough money. 

Eight  children,  before  long.  She  found Rhonda  dead  in  her  cot  early  one 
morning. The big white cat had slept on her face and suffocated the little girl. 
Phil took the cat outside and killed it. “A white cat is a death cat, “ he said 
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afterwards. 

Phil never hit his children. Some curious inner code told him that hitting his 
wife  was  acceptable,  but  not  his  kids.  Whatever  reasoning  went  into  this 
decision was certainly treacherous, but it kept the delicate link between father 
and children intact. 

Somehow  the  children  understood  what  was  troubling  their  father, 
comprehended the nature of alcoholism. They were always able to distinguish 
his violence from hatred.  They knew he loved them. He just couldn’t  help 
himself. 

Despite his drinking and his violence and the fear he put into his household, 
Phil instilled a respect in his children for the things he loved; for study, for the 
beauty  of  his  shells,  his  pigeons.  He  spent  hours  seeking  to  explain  the 
perfection of a bird or a shell. 

He was a fine-boned man, sinewy and muscular,  without fat.  He was very 
strong.  He  and  his  children  would  walk  along  the  beach  and  he’d  return 
carrying a huge log for the fire on his shoulder. He prided himself on hard 
work. 

The children saw photographs of him doing gymnastics on building sites, at 
the weekends when the builders had knocked off.  They’d compete to carry 
bricks. Or they’d lie on their backs with their legs in the air, and a box of nails 
on their feet. And someone would just keep adding nails to each box until they 
could take no more. 

He’d tell about bosses who’d always have two coming and two going on big 
jobs because the work was so demanding; and there were so many people out 
of  work.  He  survived  those  times  and  the  idea  of  survival,  competition, 
became wedged in the minds of his children. 

Peter remembered the lessons from both his parents. Think smart. Be tough. 
Stick up for yourself. Rely on yourself. Be competitive, better than the rest. Be 
fit, humble in public, but maybe a little arrogant inside. That was the pakeha 
way. You could only achieve if you had a go. Who dared, won. The winners 
were the calculated gamblers. 

Years later Peter told friends that he’d had a very happy childhood, a spirited 
one. Maybe he’d been motivated through fear, he thought. Their father had 
been hard but perhaps that had equipped the children. Perhaps. And that was 
many years later. 
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The sea was in their ears every night. The house was so near the water they 
could stand in front and throw a stone and hear it splash. 

At first there was a road between them and the water. A big bank separated 
the house from the road and Rona grew iceplant on top of it. People would 
drive by, stop their cars and help themselves. 

Phil conspired with his children. “We’ll fix them.” 

When they heard a car stop the kids would tear inside and get eggs from the 
kitchen. They were very fine eggs, from their own fowl run, but this was a 
good cause. They’d hide behind the bank and lob a couple in the direction of 
the voices near the  iceplant.  Imagine them splashing down,  spreading the 
yolk  of  righteous  vengeance  on  the  intruders.  And  they’d  dance  silently 
behind the bank, clutching themselves with laughter. 

Then the council rerouted the road around the back of the house and their 
front garden dropped straight into the Pacific  Ocean. They could walk out 
their  front  gate  and stand on  the  shore.  On the  rare  occasions  they  went 
inland  or  into  the  city  the  children  couldn’t  sleep  without  their  sea.  The 
silence made them restless. 

It swooshed onto sandy beaches, with the reefs running black out into the 
water. They’d catch greenbone off the rocks. The fish had small mouths and 
would rarely take anything but a hook so small they’d often spit it out. 

Peter fished with a bow and arrow. He made the points of arrows from barbs 
he bought at a sports shop. Then he’d coax the greenbone to the surface with a 
mussel  on the  end of  a  string,  admiring them as they moved through the 
water,  large  fins  waving  gracefully,  their  bodies  the  colour  of  kingfishers’ 
wings. They never tired of the sight, he and his brothers and sisters. They’d 
fish for hours on end, never losing the excitement of seeing the flash of blue 
that marked a greenbone rising to the surface. 

The fish would quiver on the end of his arrow, long and beautiful. And there’d 
be  rock  cod,  and moki.  For  the  children the  sea  was  one long adventure. 
Together they shared its fascination, and grew closer. 

Later  they  fished  from  the  clinker  dinghy  their  father  built.  He  carefully 
shaped each plank to fit the next, the wood so perfectly worked it needed no 
glue,  only  the  fastenings  to  keep it  watertight.  Phil  gave  it  a  high bow to 
handle the seas. The boat rode beautifully. It was easily the best in the district. 
The dinghy wasn’t big, but it was heavy, and took all of them to move it down 
the beach into the water. 
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The house was very old, standing proud on that rugged coast. Some of the 
walls were made of sod. Phil, a skilled worker who crafted intricate cabinets 
for his shells, smoothing mahogany and dovetailing joints, added a bedroom, 
a big kitchen, a dining room. 

There was a wash house but no flush toilet until 1978, simply a can under a 
wooden seat with a hole in it. Not even a nightman. They’d put powder over 
the contents to hide the smell and when the can was full they’d dump it into 
the sea.  The tide  would clean up the  mess quickly but  the children never 
fished directly outside their home. They were always embarrassed about their 
toilet when visitors came. It was a reminder of their differentness. They were 
not rich, they were poor, even in this tiny coastal settlement where noone was 
wealthy. 

Their father was choosy about who called, anyway. He did not like religious 
visitors. Rona was polite, would ask them in for a cup of tea, and Phil didn’t 
want her wasting her time talking to them. He was a possessive man. If he 
spied the dark suits and ingratiating stance that signalled religion to him, he’d 
leap into action. “Right, you kids, shut all the doors, turn the radio up full 
bore and nobody answer the door.” It was his way of saying, “Piss off.” He’d 
take his jar off the table and move out the back until they’d gone, when he’d 
re-emerge triumphant. 

Rona kept the house clean and neat but not spic-and-span enough for Peter. 
He was obsessed with cleanliness. His brothers would walk mud over the floor 
and he’d get out the hearth brush and shovel and clean it. They’d call him a 
pansy,. He’d shrivel, but keep on. To him it was a simple question of pride. 
He’d erupt in anger when his brothers made a mess. He’d try to explain to 
them, “At least we can be clean, we can be proud of that.” Pride. He used the 
word often. 

He had a mate who lived thirty  kilometres down the road at the Nuggets, 
where the fishing boats were pulled up. Peter would walk there at weekends. 
He’d get up early on Saturday mornings, when the world seemed fresh and 
clean and the sun sparkled hope off the sea. 

He’d put on his shorts and shirt and knot a tie. He always wore one, even at 
weekends. He loved putting on his shirt, doing up the top button, turning up 
his collar and, after he’d wound a neat, smooth knot in his tie, patting the 
collar down flat. 

Ties made him feel he was on up on everyone else, that he was better than the 
next guy. His best find ever was at the rubbish tip. Someone had dumped a 
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suitcase of  ties.  A whole  suitcase!  He came home with fifteen of  the  best, 
orange diamonds, green stripes, brown ties with red specks, yellow ties with 
black spots. Works of art. 

The  kilometres  stretched  endlessly  in  front  of  him  those  Saturdays.  Like 
walking to Australia, he thought. He didn’t know where Australia was, but it 
couldn’t  be  much  further  than  this.  They’d  play  cowboys  and  Indians  all 
weekend, deep in the bush. And on Sunday night Peter would trudge home 
again, and spend the week trying to recapture the forest’s beauty. He’d draw 
the trees. Then he’d draw tanks. And Colt six-shooters, on the orange-yellow 
x-ray paper his uncle brought him from the hospital. 

Peter  and his  dad had drawing in  common.  Peter  was  one  of  the  best  in 
school, painting shells and horses, trees and guns. Phil would sketch Rona, 
animals, but mostly birds. 

Their school was in Port Molyneux, a few kilometres north along the coast 
road. The port, once a haven for whalers and later a bustling harbour town, 
stood at the mouth of the Clutha until the 1870s, when floods so altered the 
course of the great river that the town was left high and dry behind a sand 
bank. 

The school was small, two rooms, fifteen children to a room. Rona had sat 
behind a desk there when she was a child; now her eight children made up a 
fair proportion of the school roll. In every school photograph there’d be three 
or four of them. 

They were the only Maori family in the district. Peter didn’t know that at first. 
At primary school he realised he was different; that was easy enough. Sitting 
in shorts and looking along the rows of legs he could see that his were brown, 
theirs were not. 

Racism  didn’t  intrude,  at  least  not  in  the  usual  sense:  the  children  were 
seldom called names. The teachers in the tiny school would sometimes talk 
about  Maoritanga,  Maori  fishing  perhaps.  And  Peter  or  his  brothers  and 
sisters would be singled out and asked, kindly enough, if they were familiar 
with the methods. 

They’d say no, hiding their heads in embarrassment and turning red. They 
were ashamed. They wished they could die. They had no reason to be proud of 
their culture and background. They hardly knew they had a culture, and their 
background  was  ruled  by  much  more  venal  influences  than  history  and 
tradition. 

- 19 -



Others were more certain of their race. The bus driver, for one. They had to 
walk a couple of kilometres for the bus to pick them up and carry them to 
school and one day the bus driver accused one of Peter’s sisters of swearing. 
The sisters said they weren’t guilty. And if the kids said they weren’t then as 
far as Phil was concerned, they weren’t. He met the bus himself the next day. 
Staunched up to the bus driver,  told him if  he had any more trouble he’d 
flatten him. 

Phil, from one of the whitest environments in the world, knew instinctively 
the kind of bigotry his kids would face. He told them not to take any shit. Not 
about being Maori. Not for anything. 

The children didn’t. They stuck up for each other. If someone wanted to have 
a go at one of them he knew he’d be taking on the lot. But they never stuck 
together because they were Maori. To them it was a matter of survival. 

They weren’t ashamed of being Maori. Just of being different, and they felt 
different enough already. They were poor. There was always food on the table 
but sometimes it was basic. Rona would get up at sunrise, light the old coal 
stove  and cook  the  porridge,  her  big-boned body  bringing life  to  the  cold 
dawn. When the children got out of bed they dashed into the kitchen, where it 
was warm and cosy. 

They were aware of their Vegemite sandwiches at school and looked enviously 
at their friends’ lamb and mint sauce fillings. They could only have friends 
within walking distance, although that might cover a lot of ground. 

Phil owned a car once, am impractical Ford coupe, but he crashed it when he 
was  drunk.  After  that  it  was  taken  for  granted  that  their  father  was 
incompatible with cars. It was just too dangerous. 

Later, when Peter was at high school, Rona bought a Morris Minor, driving it 
without a licence. And much later, Peter’s younger brother David was killed in 
a car accident. The grieving Rona bought a small car, a Datsun Sunny, and got 
her driver’s licence. Within a week she’d driven it to Christchurch, hundreds 
of kilometres to the north. She was fearless. When the city became too much 
for her she’d simply pull up at an intersection and ask someone to drive it on 
for her. 

Peter mixed with other Maoris only when he went to high school in Balclutha. 
They  spoke  a  different  language,  talked  of  hangis  and  mana.  Peter  didn’t 
understand.  They didn’t  have hangis,  eat  kina.  They ate  only  mussels and 
occasionally paua, never kina or hard core Maori food. 
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Rona always said she didn’t like mussels and Peter thought later she’d been 
trying  to  discourage  them  from  eating  what  she  was  as  Maori  food.  She 
wanted them to be part of the modern world, the pakeha world, to forget their 
Maori roots. Maoris had to move on. She wanted her kids to achieve. 

Peter learned how to grow a shell, how to cut himself off. When he was ten 
one of his sister’s boyfriends brought him a pup as a present. It was a fox 
terrier, white with black and tan spots. Peter loved him on sight. The dog had 
spots over his eyes and when he was asleep it looked as if his eyes were open, 
so Peter called him Spy. 

He made a kennel for Spy out of an old drum.. He covered the entrance with a 
sack and put rocks to hold it down. Every few days he’d get fresh hay from a 
neighbour,  clean out Spy’s  drum and make him a new bed.  The two were 
inseparable. Of his friends, Spy was Peter’s soul mate. 

Spy was three when he died. He was on one side of the coast road, Peter was 
on the other. One of the local fishermen drove by in his truck. Peter watched, 
mesmerised, as the dog ran in front of the truck and was bowled. 

The fisherman climbed out of his cab, nearly as upset as Peter. He lifted the 
tiny dog, still alive, onto the tray of his truck and drove him home. 

“Take him to the vet, please take him,” Peter sobbed. But when they stopped 
outside the house Spy was dead. Peter lifted him out of a pool of blood and 
carried him to the empty section next door. He buried Spy there. He wanted 
the dog near the house.  For the next two days he dug down into the soft 
brown earth to where he’d laid the body. Just to feel his fingers against the 
fur. 

Later he got another dog. A black Labrador. Peter called him Spy, too. But he 
wasn’t the same. Nothing was the same. He liked the dog. But he wasn’t going 
to commit himself. Not ever again. 

Chapter 3 

Peter knew about violence. He’d learned from his dad. He wanted to make his 
own mark. He went to high school in Balclutha and wrestled with other kids. 
He worked on overcoming his fear. And he was resolute. 
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He never forgot.  He once got  a  black eye at  school.  Much later,  at  a  part 
beside the Clutha River, swift and dark in the late evening, he found himself 
drinking with the youth who’d given him the shiner. The boy had come a long 
way. He had a big reputation as the local hit-man and he had a couple of 
mates who always hung around him, looking heavy. Peter had seen him in 
action. The youth would go to parties and hit someone without warning. His 
opponents were always psyched out before the fists stared flying. 

The two started to push each other around, jokingly at first, then in earnest. 
Peter threw him to the ground, stood over him with his fist raised. To his 
amazement the other gave in. It wasn’t so much a fight as a grapple. But he’d 
out-grappled the hit-man! 

Peter was both fascinated and repulsed by force. He wanted to be geared for 
violence, to cope with it, to deal with it. He imagined himself as the Phantom, 
and much later the Karate Kid, bopping people in a good cause, just as he’d 
done with his father. 

Peter got four subjects for School Cert, turned fifteen and quit school in 1973. 

He wanted to buy a motorbike. He imagined himself climbing into the saddle 
and with a simple  twist  of  the throttle  roaring away from Balclutha,  from 
Kaka Point, from all the shit that was sticking him to the spot. For the first 
time in his life, but not the last, he became obsessed. A Norton Commando 
Roadster completely filled his vision. 

He found a job as an insurance clerk with Commercial Union in Dunedin for 
$30 a week, boarded with his sister, saved every cent and bought the bike 
within six months. Then he quit for the Finegand freezing works at Balclutha 
where he could earn big money. The motorbike had merely taken him back to 
Kaka Point, for he was living at home again with his mum and dad. 

He was a labourer, staying on at night and hosing the blood and gore from the 
walls  along the chain.  He thought  of  himself  as disciplined,  goal-oriented. 
Rona was pleased. She wanted to see him get out and have a go at the world. 

Between seasons at the freezing works he found a job in Dunedin, assembling 
Champion appliances and living with his brother Magnus. He worked in the 
press shop, stamping out the components for refrigerators,  ranges,  clothes 
dryers. And there, among the clanking machinery and the clash of steel, love 
hit him like a hammer. 

When he first saw Sonia he couldn’t take his eyes off her. She had nice hair 
and he liked her smile but she wasn’t particularly attractive. Nowhere near 
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the  woman  he’d  dreamed of.  But  Peter  was  wholehearted.  He  became  as 
obsessed with her as he had been with his Norton Commando. 

The Commando had gone. He had a Mark 3 Zephyr instead. It was beautiful. 
The car cost him $3000 and he needed every bit  of  obsession and single-
mindedness to get that much money together. 

To him the car was beautiful. Standard engine with Chev Impala in-line shift. 
Fairing on the back, moulded scoop on the bonnet. The car had extra lights 
moulded into the tail  fins, purple paint with huge flames erupting from in 
front of the doors, mag wheels, wide tyres, black leather Mark 4 upholstery, 
black  leather  dashboard and a  wonderful  guttural  noise  from the  exhaust 
which convinced Peter that this car was worth every cent of the three grand. 

But Peter was not good at looking after machinery. Love alone couldn’t keep 
the car pristine. When he went out with the boys they left beer stains on the 
carpets, cigarette burns on the black leather. The purple paint became stone-
chipped and noone retouched it. Peter and his friends liked to get drunk and 
find a good stretch of road where they could lockup the brakes. 

And at the same time as the Mark 3 was growing more tawdry in his mind, 
Sonia  was  becoming  more  desirable.  She  was  the  same  age  as  Peter, 
seventeen, and he could see she had a real strength about her. Not to mention 
the most prestigious job in the metal-pressing shop. She worked alongside a 
woman the men on the factory floor had voted better-looking but Peter just 
couldn’t see anything in that one. 

His problem was a near-terminal case of shyness. He just didn’t know how to 
approach  the  woman.  So  he  fell  back  on  traditional  male  bravado.  At 
lunchtimes he went into the toilet and pumped his biceps. One hundred each 
arm, until his muscles strained at the sleeves of his white t-shirts. 

Peter had admired guys with big biceps ever since school, when one of the 
boys took off his shirt and Peter was astonished by his arms. His biceps were 
huge, and never mind that he’d gone to borstal later. When Peter worked at 
the freezer all he could think of was getting big arms. They were the best thing 
about being a man, he reckoned. He was as obsessed by them as he was with 
violence, his motorbike, his Mark 3 and Sonia. And he reckoned Sonia would 
be pretty impressed by them too. 

So he’d pump up his biceps in the dunny and speed out onto the shop floor. 
He had to hurry. He could add about twenty-five centimetres to his biceps 
with solid pumping but they’d go down within an hour. 
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He’d work steadily closer to Sonia until  he reached the optimum position, 
where she could see him properly  in profile.  Hell,  she couldn’t  miss these 
babies! There they were, pulsating, veins raised, making a giant lump in his t-
shirt! Sonia worked on. Bugger it, didn’t she see? 

Maybe this  other  guy was winning,  Peter wondered.  He was Maori.  Okay, 
Peter looked Maori, but he wasn’t. The other guy was pretty handsome but 
maybe he was behind in the biceps department. He had a nice black-and-
white Valiant, newer than the Mark 3. Not as prestigious, though. He had a 
better line in talk, because Peter wasn’t talking at all. 

Peter had to work on that. “Hello,” he said to her one day. 

She smiled. “Hello.” 

Was that all? Didn’t she know the sweat that had gone into that one word? He 
had to build up the dialogue.  He worked over what he’d say and one day 
sprang it on her. 

“Where’s your boyfriend taking you tonight?” 

She looked at him. “I don’t have a boyfriend.” He was in. 

The Mark 3, tired of being abused by callow youth, had broken down. She 
gave him a ride home to his brother’s place in South Dunedin. 

They talked desultorily  in  one of  those  drizzly  Dunedin  evenings  that  can 
wither the most romantic soul. Peter didn’t mind. It gave him time to figure 
out his next more. 

“There’s a party on at my brother’s place tonight,” he said. “Like to come?” 

“Sure,” 

He told her to come around about eight and began working out how he could 
organise a part in two hours. The moment she was out of sight he raced up the 
stairs. 

“How about a party tonight?” he asked Magnus. 

“Okay,” Magnus replied simply, for these were young men and they needed no 
reason for a party. “We’ll get some of the boys around.” 

So  the  boys  came  around  and  later  Sonia  arrived  and  they  played  some 
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records and drank some beers  and Peter was absolutely  in love.  After the 
party they slept together, undressing each other in Peter’s small bedroom. 

Peter had had sex with three or four women before Sonia. A couple of years 
earlier Magnus had jacked him up with a sure thing. Valerie. Peter found her 
unappealing and probably the feeling was mutual - young men in the pursuit 
of their first sexual experience are usually not endearing. 

Several  others  had  followed  Valerie.  Peter  was  tall  and  good-looking.  He 
thought women were easy and he was arrogant with them. Sometimes he’d 
screw them in the back seat of his car, grunting against the black leather while 
his mates in the front seat laughed and tossed their cans into the street as the 
car sped through the dark city. At home in his flat he’d take them into his 
unmade bed and leave the door open. 

Sonia was different.  She wanted to take charge.  She was interested in her 
orgasm. Peter was surprised. Other women hadn’t mentioned it. 

His world quickly reduced to one small woman with light blonde hair. Ah, but 
how gutsy she was. He loved everything about her. The way she wore clothes 
other people weren’t wearing. Her faintly discernible facial hair. Her delicate 
face, small breasts, the hair on her legs that she refused to wax. 

One evening they were walking past Woolworths in George Street and she 
looked at a picture of Rod Steward on an album cover in the window. Peter 
was  crazed with  jealousy.  He  wanted to  punch the  singer’s  lights  out.  He 
wouldn’t listen to ‘Maggie May’ for a month. 

They became engaged and moved into a small flat together and now he got 
into fights everywhere. Sonia was popular, a man’s woman. She could talk 
cars. She did all the mechanical work on her Mark 2 Zephyr. Men liked her, 
and  every  man  who  showed  that  he  did  won  Peter’s  immediate  enmity. 
Someone had only to look at Sonia and Peter would swing wildly. Sometimes 
he won. Sometimes he was beaten up. His passion suspended his self-control. 
Sonia liked her friends, and she didn’t like Peter punching them. She told him 
so, forcefully. So Peter gave up punching people and started hitting objects 
instead. One evening he was so enraged (Sonia had been discussing cars with 
a  man  she’d  known  for  years)  that  he  punched  a  window.  Heard  the 
wonderful satisfying crash, then felt his arm scraping past the shards of glass. 

He pulled his  arm back.  Blood was pumping from the  wound,  bright red, 
splashing  onto  the  floor.  Oh  Christ.  He  clamped  a  handkerchief,  looked 
frantically  for someone sober enough to drive him to the hospital.  He felt 
scared  and  stupid  at  the  same  time.  Later,  the  wound  stitched,  his  arm 
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bandaged, he felt pangs of remorse and for the first time knew how his father 
must have felt when he realised what he’d done. 

For three years they lived together, until Sonia could take no more of Peter’s 
rages.  She  dumped him for  someone else  and Peter  learned the  agony  of 
rejection and jealousy. Night after night he sneaked around to her house, the 
same place they’d lived together, and hid under her bedroom window in the 
dark hoping he would - terrified he would - hear them in bed. 

His memory tortured him. He could imagine her astride her new man - a 
younger, skinny, wimpy little man - coaxing him, holding him back, intent on 
her own pleasure, her tiny face set in the way he loved so much. He leaned 
against the little shed in the backyard in despair, not moving until three or 
four in the morning. Surely they must be asleep by then. 

Did Sonia know, hear the slight rustling in the dark and guess it was him? She 
gave  no  sign.  For  Peter  it  was  like  digging  through  the  brown  earth  and 
touching his dead dog Spy. He could not accept the loss. He remembered his 
vow never to commit himself again and wept tears of regret. 

And when he finally crept out of her yard, he climbed into his Mark 3 and 
roared out onto the Taieri Plains, gunning the big car until the tyres shrieked 
on the corners and it seemed nothing could stop it plunging off the road. He 
hoped it would. 

That was 1979. The year Peter joined the police. 

Sonia split up with her man. He knew she would. A man should have grit and 
he had none. She wanted to get back together with Peter. But Peter’s pride 
had made him impenetrable. He said, savagely, “Fuck you.” 

Three months of Trentham police college passed and Peter was never free of 
the pain in his  stomach.  Sometimes he  hurt  so badly he couldn’t  sleep at 
night. He knew he couldn’t go back to her. She wasn’t reliable. 

He’d never let a woman get to him like that again. From then on he’d make 
sure he stayed ahead of the game. 

He was engaged to another woman three years later. Terri. She was tall and 
attractive, athletic. He’d always admired good bodies. Terri could outrun him. 
Once they had a race on the beach at Kaka Point and she beat him. He was 
surprised, and a little anxious, too. 

But she was too loyal. Sonia always had him on edge. He told his younger 
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brother Mark sagely, “The woman who can put you on edge is the woman 
who’ll hold her man. But you don’t tell them that.” 

Another  obsession.  Martial  arts.  He  discovered  the  mystical  Asian  art  of 
fighting in 1977. Magnus had tried it. He’d enjoyed it. “Come along,” he said 
to Peter. So Peter went for a look. 

Boy! Those guys could fight! They knew how to scrap and how to hit hard and 
how to duck and dive.  They were strong and fit  and their  endurance  was 
incredible. They could do push-ups and sit-ups for hours. 

Much more importantly, marital arts came complete with a philosophy that 
Peter was immediately drawn to. Karate, his instructor told him, as a quest 
for peace and tranquillity. Violence became a non-issue because karate gave 
its disciples the confidence and strength to walk away from it. 

Peter was open-mouthed. It was as if his whole life, everything he’d wanted to 
do, was centred right here at the karate studio and weight-training gym in the 
YMCA in Carroll Street. 

Peter trained in the classes then went home and practised the moves in front 
of his mirror. He’d always wanted to sit between his legs, but he’d never been 
able to do it. He got a stack of books and sat on them. Then he’d take a book 
away, and another and another, until he was almost flat on the ground. 

Next day the pain was unbelievable. He’d done everything wrong. He should 
have warmed the muscles then stretched them a little, held the position and 
eased back, then gone a little further. But he was in a hurry. He wanted to 
catch up. Peter got so close to sitting flat he could feel his balls brushing the 
floor. He knew it was bad for him but he’d do it again, night after night. Then 
he’d start on his kicks. 

He  practised  by  lying  in  bed  with  Sonia  then  leaping  out  and  kicking  at 
himself in the mirror. The kicks were good, he judged, but not good enough. 

At his karate classes he wanted to be better than anyone, to beat everyone. He 
wanted to take on his instructors. Why, Peter could beat them! He found out 
how many kicks the others were doing at home then he did more, and more 
sit-ups too. 

He went rapidly through the gradings, often two at a time. White belt, then 
yellow, orange, green, blue, brown. He got his black belt in just three years. 
Pretty fast, everyone agreed. Even before they split up, Peter decided Sonia 
would have to take her chances with karate. He was still passionate about her, 

- 27 -



but this was his new obsession. She could see it was doing him some good. He 
stopped attacking her friends. 

It seemed to Peter that his instructor was telling him something he’d always 
believed  but  never  found the  words  for.  Violence  was  always  close  to  the 
surface, said Murray, but karate gave you the confidence to walk away. Your 
pride might be hurt but if you knew what you could do, you didn’t have to 
prove it. 

Murray was an ex-cop, a huge man. He’d been a dog handler. He was pro-
police.  He told his students,  “If  you ever get  into a fight with a cop don’t 
bother coming back here.” Peter revered him. He reckoned the man could 
catch a fly with his chopsticks. 

Peter  was  working  in  a  steel  mill  then.  The  job  suited  him.  It  was  hard, 
manual work and he didn’t need to go into the toilet to pump up his biceps. 
He was lifting huge chunks of metal each day. His body, already strong, filled 
out. 

He liked the work. The red mouths of the furnaces, the molten metal slicking 
into the moulds. Inside the foundry he would get so hot he’d tumble into the 
sleet outside in his t-shirt, revelling in the sudden blast of cold. He got the flu 
every three or four weeks and was unworried. Each day he’d pass the police 
station on his way to work. It was in the front of the old Dunedin prison then, 
a  Victorian  structure  so  forbidding  it  filled  every  delicious  fantasy  of  a 
dungeon. 

His mate Chook said to him one day,  “That wouldn’t  be a bad job.”  Peter 
thought  about  that  all  morning.  When  he  passed  the  station  again  that 
lunchtime, he made up his mind. In the afternoon he said to Chook, “I’m 
going in to see the recruiting guy.” 

The session seemed simple enough to Peter. The recruiting sergeant started 
with a simple IQ test and followed it up with a picture of a car accident. Peter 
was asked to remember every detail. Then a multi-choice speed test. 

Altogether they took only an hour and Peter must have passed because at the 
end the sergeant said, “If you want you can go and do the medical.” And while 
he was getting that organised, the sergeant said, the police would look into 
Peter’s background. 

That worried Peter. What would they discover about his father? Would they 
have the son of a violent alcoholic, a man, as they say, known to the police? 
He worried as they interviewed neighbours,  employers,  workmates,  family, 
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friends, relatives, his mother and his father. Then accepted him. 

Peter now saw himself as a man on a mission. “We are a way of reducing 
violence in the community,: Murray told him, “not of increasing it. Not like 
America and their guns. The more guns, the more violence. The more martial 
arts, the less violence. Nor like the films. The films abuse the philosophy of 
martial arts. 

Peter was reborn, community-oriented. I can embrace this, he told himself. If 
I go into the police I can make a difference. 

He went through a transformation. Almost is if he’d found religion. He knew 
he’d go to jail if he continued as he was, probably for assault, and that would 
have been the end of it - he would have been in the cycle. The police offered 
much more to the reconstructed Peter than a life of minor crime, and they 
paid better too. 

As for Sonia, Peter thought she’d betray him anyway, in the end. He worried 
about the damage to himself. He loved her dearly, he’d treated her right, he’d 
stayed away from environments where he might attack people but none of 
that was enough for her. He’d get hurt, he told himself. 

So when she came back he said no. And not long after that the recruiting 
sergeant telephoned. He said, “You’re away to Wellington in eight days.” Peter 
was in. 

He handed in his notice at the foundry, telephoned Rona. “I’m away to the 
police. Can you come through town and give me a hand?” 

She came up the next day. Together they got him into shape. They bought him 
a $90 suit. Peter had his long hair cut back into a short back and sides. They 
bought him a Swanndri. 

When he saw the plane sitting on the tarmac at Dunedin airport, Peter knew 
he  was  on  his  way.  To  him,  the  government’s  spending  power  suddenly 
seemed  immense.  They  were  going  to  fly  him  home  halfway  through  the 
training course, and again at the end of it. Peter had never been on a plane 
before. They would buy his boots, his whole uniform. 

He’d already glimpsed the down side too. His mates had said, “Good on you.” 
But cops weren’t like everyone else. They didn’t have ordinary friends. For 
one thing they worked different hours, they drifted apart from people they’d 
known before. But they made people feel uncomfortable too. If you’d done 
something, been in a pub fight, let your warrant of fitness expire… you just 
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had to watch what you said around a cop, that was all. Not long after he’d 
become a constable back in Dunedin Peter ran into a guy he’d worked with at 
the  foundry.  Peter  knew he  was  a  disqualified  driver,  and  he’d  seen  him 
driving  around  Dunedin.  He  told  another  constable,  “I  think  that  guy  is 
disqualified, just keep it in mind.” A few days later the man was caught and 
charged. Peter didn’t catch him, but he sowed the seed. He understood then 
that he couldn’t be part of his old social life and a cop at the same time. 

But that was later. The Boeing touched down at Wellington airport.  A stiff 
northerly blew down the tarmac. Peter spotted other trainee cops. They all 
looked fresh, newly trimmed. Instructors began to round them up and herd 
them onto buses.  They were under control,  and quite suddenly,  their  lives 
were no longer their own. 

Peter hadn’t been told what to do before. He was twenty-one now and he no 
longer had complete control over himself. He found, to his surprise, that he 
liked it. ‘It’s like getting out of your Ford Escort,’ he thought, ‘and parking it 
and climbing into a big Cadillac with someone else driving.’ 

The buses arrived at Trentham and disgorged the recruits into the yard. Two 
policemen  hassled  them  into  lines  and  began  drilling  them.  Christ!  The 
recruits looked at each other but noone said anything. They’d handed over 
their souls to the police, and in three months’ time these same two policemen 
might be making the decisions about who had a future in the constabulary. 
Noone was going to jeopardise their career by making a fuss. 

The  young  men  and women  marched  up  and down  diligently  in  the  cold 
twilight. Peter wore his new black suit, blue shirt and blue tie. Two recruits 
were bawled out for not marching properly and stood to one side. Not me, 
Peter thought, and swung his arms more precisely. 

The motley collection trooped back and forth, their thin clothing beginning to 
lose the battle against the cool Wellington air. Even the most zealous were 
beginning to flag when they noticed that they had an audience. Police cadets. 
And they were laughing. And then the instructors took off their caps and they 
were laughing too. Hell. These guys were just cadets and this was a standing 
joke, always played on a new intake. The trainees tittered politely. 

Next morning Peter had his first taste of institutional cooking. He loved it. 
Only young men who’d lived with their mothers complained about good food 
cooked by somebody else. Men who’d been flatting, doing their own cooking, 
knew  when  they  were  well  off.  Shepherds  pie  and  peas.  And  dessert 
afterwards. As other trainees grizzled around him, Peter was a little oasis of 
contentment. 
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That night in a strange bed in a strange room with a strange man snoring in 
the second bed, Peter took stock. 

The other man was, well, different from Peter. His father was a doctor. He’d 
been to university. Peter was untried at academic work but planned to make 
up  any  deficiencies  by  being  top  gun  in  the  phys-ed  hall.  And  this  guy 
wouldn’t eat the food. He went to the shop and bought pies and potato chips. 
He’d crunch the chips at night. Peter tried not to listen. 

The other guy didn’t last. Trainees had to run two miles in fourteen minutes 
and that was what got him in the end. The instructors said they had to be in 
shape within six weeks or they were out. The guy just ate too many potato 
chips. Tough, thought Peter, but he couldn’t have been hungry enough for 
things  other  than  pies  and  chips.  For  Peter,  by  now,  had  become  single-
minded about doing well. 

This was a winter course, starting in May and running over four months of 
Wellington southerlies. That first morning, as with every other, they got out of 
bed  at  daybreak.  They  had  breakfast,  climbed  on  the  buses  and  went  to 
Wellington  for  their  uniforms.  The  excited  young  men  and  women  fitted 
themselves  out  with  tunics,  trousers,  belts,  caps.  The  New Zealand  Police 
didn’t believe in wasting a bus trip. On the way home the bus stopped at the 
morgue. Several bodies say on steel tables. Soon, one lay on the floor - one 
man fainted. 

Peter hadn’t seen a dead body before. Curiosity fought a primeval dread. He 
steeled  himself.  He  knew  he  and  the  other  trainees  were  being  watched, 
monitored. Don’t fuck up, he told himself. 

Four bodies stretched out on the cold tables.  They didn’t  look like human 
remains. They seemed more like live people, asleep. Except not many went to 
bed with tags around their toes. All four were old, naked. All of them thin. 

A  pathologist  in  a  white  coat  appeared  with  a  saw and,  with  a  theatrical 
flourish,  started to  whack the top off  a  cranium. Pink flecks spattered his 
white  coat.  Thonk!  Another  trainee  walloped  onto  the  deck.  The  doctor 
ignored him. Continued hacking into the body. Blood ran along the floor and 
soaked into the unconscious man’s jacket. Faces went whiter. 

Bottles of body parts lined the walls, pancreases, livers. Peter thought of the 
freezing works. Blood and gore, he told himself, couldn’t up set him; he was 
used to it. 
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The doctor finished sawing around the skull. He lifted the top neatly. Just like 
the feast scene in the Indiana Jones movie. Put in his fingers and pulled out 
the brain. Held it up and began pointing out items of interest to the pale faces 
surrounding him. 

The eighty trainees did their  best  to walk out of  the place in a police-like 
manner, sucking draughts of the raw Wellington air. Everything seemed so - 
alive. 

The bus buzzed with the reaction, but the Maori trainees sat quiet. In their 
culture  you  didn’t  degrade  the  dead.  Peter  watched  them.  He  knew 
instinctively how they felt, but knew too that he didn’t fit. They were North 
Island Maoris, he thought. Different. That night a group of them got together 
with a guitar. They invited Peter along. He went, happy to sit with them and 
sing.  But  he  wondered  what  the  white  boys  were  doing.  Getting  through 
police college, he figured, as not about half a dozen young Maori singing in a 
dorm. 

Everyone  tried  on  their  uniforms that  night.  Peter  sat  on  the  edge  of  his 
narrow bed, feeling every bit,  the rough blue cloth,  the heavy leather belt. 
When he tried it on, he didn’t feel right. The clothes were foreign, he knew 
nothing of them. A policeman, he thought. A long, long way from Kaka Point. 

Next  day  it  began.  The  lectures,  the  physical  training.  The  regimental 
discipline of the barracks. Instructors licked their fingers and ran them over 
the lino under the bed, looking for dust. Fatigues. Trainees did much of the 
work around the camp. There were always plenty of unpleasant jobs to serve 
as punishments. 

Peter  washed  his  window  every  day,  folded  back  his  top  sheet  to  the 
regulation depth, opened his drawers in the proper sequence for inspection, 
put everything in his closet in the right place. His martial arts training made 
discipline second nature. He was happy to be marched, directed. When they 
ordered push-up he did push-ups, twice. He was never put on fatigues. He 
never got any punishment at all. 
Most of all he enjoyed the physical side of his training. All those exercises, the 
weight training, the running, the fighting were his way to the top. 

When teams of twenty trainees compete to carry a power pole over a hilly 
eight kilometre course, Peter never took a break. He wanted to inspire the 
others. He was aggrieved when they came in third. He thought some of the 
others were pansy and he wanted to say to them fuck this, this is nothing. 

Martial arts were part of the training. The police taught the fundaments, how 
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to drop someone. Peter knew more than some instructors, but he never let on. 
That would have been fatal, he guessed. He kept his black belt to himself. 

Of course, the instructors knew they were dealing with someone pretty sassy. 
Police training included boxing, and the most traumatic event on the boxing 
calendar was a three-minute bout with only one rule: go for it. 

The fighters put the gloves on, squared off in the ring and tried to beat the 
crap out of each other for three minutes. A couple of them were knocked out. 
A few were very good. 

Peter was paired with the course smart-guy. Fitter than Peter, faster, a much 
better  rugby player  (Peter  was  no good at  team sports,  they  didn’t  fit  his 
psyche),  capable  of  mega  push-ups  and  chin-ups,  he  was  a  formidable 
opponent. 

The  two  climbed  into  the  ring,  put  their  gloves  on.  Peter  watched  his 
opponent carefully. The guy had to be stronger than he was. At best, just as 
strong. Peter might have the advantage in a free for all, a karate competition 
where  he  could put  the boot  in.  A  karate  fighter  didn’t  mix  punches with 
boxers. He knocked them down with his feet. A boxer could beat a martial arts 
fighter  if  the  boxer  could  keep  the  fight  on  his  terms  and here  he  could. 
Kicking was outlawed. 

They squared up to each other. Pow! He landed one on Peter’s nose. Fuck, the 
guy was a natural puncher too! They circled around the ring, caution gone 
now. The gym echoed to the whack of leather against skin. Peter was getting 
hurt. He felt his nose flatten under a blow, tasted blood. Then they signalled 
the end of the bout. 

Peter was astonished. It shouldn’t have ended like that. In any decent story he 
would have won. “Why didn’t you kick the guy’s arse?” asked an instructor. 

Peter  was  chagrined.  He  felt  humiliated  because  the  blood  from his  nose 
made it look as if he’d been beaten. ‘I’ll look at the hurt and pain and come 
back stronger,’ he managed to tell himself. ‘I’m like a tree. They cut a branch 
off me and it stings but he more pain, the stronger I’ll be.’ 

He had the last laugh. He won the top phys-ed award. At self-defence, baton 
skills, arrest skills, exercises, he was the best. Academically he had to work 
hard.  Peter realised early  he was no Sherlock Holmes.  He didn’t  care.  He 
wanted the coalface of police work. 

Policemen,  though,  had to  do more  than acquit  themselves  well  in  a  riot. 
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Peter had to study the basics of criminal law, know the principal statutes. He 
had  to  study  social  skills,  public  relations,  how  to  treat  people  without 
prejudice or racism. He had to learn what irritated the public about police 
officers - notably, officers abusing their badges. Officers were expected to be 
moderate but firm. They had to learn to deal with the media, to use the radio, 
to type. 

Their lectures were often esoteric affairs. Sitting in the classroom they’d hear 
from outside, “You fuckin’ arsehole!” The instructor would stage a fight with 
someone. He’d throw a punch, the other would fall down, smashing an old 
radio on the way. Who assaulted who? Were other offences committed? Was 
the radio wilfully damaged? 

Trainees had to get sixty percent of everything right to pass the course and 
Peter was an average student. He studied for an hour and a half every night to 
keep up. And this was hard, because he’d met a woman. 

Only five women were in their training wing. Meg was one of them. She was 
from the Waikato. 

Sex was not permitted among the trainees. Peter was scared of compromising 
his  position.  Their  instructors  hammered  home  the  message  in  the  3-P 
lecture. Piss, Pussy and Property. The three principle death traps for coppers. 
Get drunk and you had a problem, never mind the police bars. Pussy - well, 
sometimes went for the uniform (they were told), and sometimes policemen 
were  in  a  position  where  they  could  take  advantage,  for  example  when a 
woman had been assaulted, or when her husband had walked out. Then there 
were  all  the  pitfalls  for  unwary constables  around the  police  station -  the 
typists,  court  reporters,  policewomen,  wives  of  other  cops.  Cops  worried 
about their wives when they were on night shift. They knew other cops were 
keen to nip around and pile into bed while they’re busy on the beat. Property - 
well, police officers were in warehouses, in shops all the time. Often noone 
else  would  be  there.  If  a  burglar  alarm  went  off  -  so  what,  you  were 
investigating. 

Peter knew the three Ps off by heart and there was no way he was going to fall 
over the second one with Meg. Besides, he reasoned, he couldn’t have sex with 
her, not with a conscience. For one thing there was nowhere to do it on the 
loveless  institutional  hectares  of  Trentham  police  training  school.  For 
another,  she  was  a  country  girl,  and  he  worried  that  she’d  think  he  was 
cementing something permanent. 

On the other hand, it was prestigious to have one of the five women on the 
premises. The competition was fierce. The guy who gave him a bleeding nose 
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in  the  big  fight  got  one.  But  Meg  was  definitely  the  best  looking.  He 
compromised. They had sex, non-penetrative. 

The trainees practised the pass-out parade for weeks. Everything had to be 
immaculate, their formations perfectly engineered, their shoes spit-polished. 
Peter paid for Phillip and Rona to come up for the big day. Bagpipers were 
leading the march so he knew Phillip would like it. He introduced his parents 
to Meg. Rona thought it wonderful that not only was Peter going to be a cop, 
he was going to marry another cop. They’d be rich! The Minister of Police 
presented Peter with his phys-ed award, shook hands with him, and they all 
marched around the parade ground just as neatly as if they were one body. 
Peter was a cop!

Chapter 4 

 
Peter flew back to Dunedin as a sea of mud carried away a huge chunk of 
suburban hillside  and left  dozens of  families  homeless.  The hillside  above 
Abbotsford  had begun to creak and move like  some prehistoric  animal  in 
June 1979. But noone expected what followed. 

On the night of 8 August a crevasse the size of a football field opened above 
the suburb and released millions of  tonnes of  mud downhill.  Moving at  a 
metre  a  minute  it  slid  down  into  the  Green  Island  valley,  taking  roads, 
footpaths,  powerlines,  playgrounds  and  seventy-six  homes  with  it. 
Miraculously noone was injured; the slide gave enough warning for families 
to flee. Many, though, saved only what they were wearing. 

That night the entire suburb stood abandoned and Peter had his first real job 
with  the  New Zealand Police.  He became a sentry,  standing guard over  a 
suburb full of rich pickings for looters. 

They saw none. For eight hours every day he and another constable sat in a 
little hut and kept an eye on their sector of devastation. Nothing moved there 
- at least, nothing illegal. It was not much as he’d been told it would be in 
police college. Peter’s sergeant looked him up and down on his first morning 
on duty. “You don’t know anything,” he said. “Here, you’ll have to relearn it 
all.” 

Peter found a flat and an old Mark 1 Ford Cortina. The car was a heap but it 
only cost $500. Peter smiled. Everyone thought cops were rich. Well,  they 
were. He came out of police college and straight onto around $40,000 a year. 
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A few weeks after he started he went onto full pay. By the time he added back 
pay, allowances, overtime .. “I got money coming out my ears,” he told his 
mates. 
The flat was a good deal. Dundas Street, at the student end of town. He lived 
with three women; two nurses and a student. They liked toga parties. Peter 
did well out of the parties and visiting girlfriends. He did well out of his karate 
too. Karate carried a certain cachet in the cops. Some policemen, Peter found, 
were keen on violence. Many, though were uncertain. They liked to know that 
someone knew what to do when the bottles started flying. 

It wasn’t long before trouble found Peter. Before his first four months were 
out he was at gunpoint. 

November  in  Dunedin.  The  city  basking  in  the  late  spring,  its  ornate 
Edwardian facades cheerful under wisteria and clematis. 

At  eleven  o’clock  the  night  patrols  had  been  briefed.  A  carload  of  borstal 
escapees  from Invercargill  were  on  the  loose.  They  were  believed  to  have 
headed  north.  They  could  be  anywhere  and  all  police  patrols  were  being 
alerted. 

When two officers driving through Musselburgh saw a car with two youths 
inside, they pulled it over as a matter of routine. They radioed, “We’re going 
to stop a carload of guys.” 

The night had grown into a peculiarly black pitch, the southern black that 
came  before  high  summer  shortening  the  darkness  to  almost  nothing.  In 
those early hours of the morning two patrol cars were on the streets. Peter 
and another constable were in the second car. They’d just turned over a car 
full of youths themselves and, having found nothing incriminating, they were 
free  for  the  moment.  They heard the  radio  message.  Peter  turned the  car 
around and headed for Musselburgh. 

They found the street and turned into it. The other police car was parked at 
the side of the road with another car behind it. The two cops were sitting in 
the front seat of their own car. Strange, thought Peter. Maybe they’d arrested 
the  guys  and  had  them  in  the  back.  Peter  did  not  suspect  anything  was 
seriously amiss. This was just a routine turnover. He pulled up behind and the 
two of them walked up to see what was going on. 

They came up from behind the police car, Peter on the footpath side, his mate 
Graham on the other side of the car. There were two men in the back seat, one 
Maori, one pakeha. As Peter came up to the back windows of the car he saw 
the shotgun. It was pointed at the driver’s head. For a moment he couldn’t 
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believe it. Then he remembered the briefing. Shit, he thought. 

Now the gun was swinging towards him. Fear clutched at his stomach and he 
saw death. The barrel swung close. 

A sickening thud. 

Graham had reacted instinctively. He pulled out his baton and smashed the 
man on his side of the car across the face. The blow split the boy’s face open. 
Blood spurted onto the door, the seat in front. 

The  gun  barrel  swung  away  from  Peter  and  towards  Graham.  The  two 
policemen jumped back as if pulled by the same string. They backed towards 
their car, knowing now that the situation could very easily be lethal. 

The gun followed them. The youth holding it jumped out of the car. 

“Come back here,” he ordered, and now there was a dangerous hint of panic 
in his voice. “Get out,” he said to the two constables still  in the car. “Back 
against the fence.” 

He opened the shotgun and showed the policemen the two cartridges inside. 
The gun closed with a snick, sharp in the cold morning air.. Peter knew the 
youth was scared too, but he could see the boy was thinking clearly enough 
and meant what he said. 

The four policemen moved carefully into line and stood, waiting. They could 
see the youth clearly now. He was maybe eighteen years old. 

The boy with the cut head stopped cursing for a moment. He turned a rabid 
gaze on the four cops as they were herded together and started a steady flow 
of invective. 

“Give me the fuckin’ gun,” he pleaded. “I’m going to do this bastard.” 

The gunman looked at him uncertainly, but kept a tight hold on the weapon. 
The  four  policemen  watched,  tense.  Blood  kept  pouring  from  the  cut.  It 
enraged the youth. “Give me that fuckin’ gun, man,” he said again. “Just give 
it to me. I’ll do him.” 

Lights were going on in the houses along the street. Dawn was breaking and 
people were climbing out of bed, getting ready for the day. Christ, how Peter 
would have loved to be one of  them, just another dull,  boring day to look 
forward, to. 
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A little way up the road stood a dairy. The ice-cream sign was still  on the 
footpath. He looked at it and thought, I’ve been in that shop a hundred times 
for an ice-cream when I was on duty and, Christ, look at me now, I could soon 
be lying on the ground with my guts over the deck. 

The gunman looked at the policeman, looked at his mate. He seemed to be 
thinking something over. Peter knew if the youth handed over the gun, his 
furious mate would kill Graham. His mate cursed steadily, but the youth kept 
his hold on the gun. With each passing second Peter knew they were safer. 

Faces began appearing at windows along the street. Thank Christ. Them Peter 
could see, over the shoulders of the two youths confronting then, two faces 
across the road. The cavalry! There were two cops living in the house directly 
across the street, and one of them belonged to the Armed Offenders Squad. 

The four hostages knew the two policemen across the street would be talking 
to police headquarters, that the police would be marshalling. They tried to 
shuffle  down the road a little  so the surveillance from the house opposite 
would be improved. 

The street was fully awake now. Everyone knew something was happening. 
They stayed inside, watching the two police cars, the huddle of figures beside 
them. 

Peter began calculating the odds. If he could get in one clear blow he’d stand a 
chance of disarming the guy. If he could push the gun away and get two hands 
on the barrel he could get in a blow with his foot. Either to the groin or to the 
knee. He’d tried it in karate classes often enough. 

The  chance  never  arose.  The  six  of  them  talked,  hassled,  negotiated, 
bargained. Half an hour passed, an hour. Away down at the far end of the 
road they could see the Armed Offenders Squad arriving, the cars disgorging 
armed police in dark clothes and berets. 

The hostages kept talking to  their  captors,  trying to  pacify  them. The two 
youths were demanding passage out of the city, an aeroplane to fly them out 
of Dunedin. It was bullshit. They’d been watching television. But now wasn’t 
the moment to mention it. 

The  borstal  boys  wanted  one  cop  to  drive  them  out.  The  four  policemen 
looked at each other. The most senior of the four volunteered. They climbed 
into one of  the police cars,  the constable driving,  the gun trained on him. 
Peter and the other two hostages were free. 
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The police car pulled away from the kerb and Peter tried not to imagine what 
the remaining captive must be feeling. They drove to the airport and bedlam 
broke out. Police cars emerged from every direction. CIB cars picked up Peter 
and  the  other  two  freed  constables  and  set  off  in  pursuit.  The  detectives 
pumped Peter for everything he could tell  them. Peter tried desperately to 
remember anything that might save his friend. He was badly worried the two 
youths might panic. 

Certainly they’d be badly spooked. The lone police car headed a cavalcade. 
Marked police cars, plain cars followed them in a long convoy. The procession 
wound  over  the  hill  and  out  onto  the  Taieri  Plain.  For  hours,  police 
threatened,  bargained,  cajoled.  And  at  the  end  of  the  three  hours,  they 
disarmed the youth and released the hostage. 

It was over. The four of them got commissioner’s commendations. In court 
someone had a good word for the borstal youth who refused to hand over the 
gun to his injured mate. 

Peter never opened up to the other three. As far as he knew, none of the four 
constables ever told each other of their true feelings. They were young cops 
with a certain status to maintain. 

Peter liked to volunteer for the tough ones.  He wanted to be the one who 
kicked the doors in and the gates down. He got his chance soon enough. 

The briefing had the slightly tense, urgent air of adventure. A girl had been 
raped. Members of the Southern Vikings, a motorbike gang in north Dunedin, 
were suspected. The place had to be busted, searched for evidence and the 
suspects identified. A dozen cops made up the raiding party. Two detectives 
carried guns. The rest of them carried long batons and wore helmets against 
the bottles they believed the gang would throw at them as they came through 
the gate. 

The police  cars  pulled up outside the  house  with a  rush.  They had to get 
through a locked gate. No use asking to be let in. Besides, it would give the 
gang time to hide evidence. 

Peter’s job was to kick the gate in. He sized it up. Chained. Behind it, two 
German shepherd dogs barked insanely. He aimed carefully.  A karate kick 
that would disable an opponent. He had to hit the gate just right. 

Crack! It splintered. They were through. The dogs! They barked, but backed 
away.  Then they were into the  house,  crashing through it.  Gang members 
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stood around, trying to look nonchalant. The two sides glowered at each other 
while the detectives went through the house for evidence. 

Peter’s penchant for kicking went quickly around the station. A few months 
later, they needed him again. The Southern Vikings were rumoured to have a 
sawn-off  shotgun,  clubs  and possible  stolen  property.  Police  fretted  about 
them building up an armoury. They had to be busted. 

The gang had moved. Now they were in the city, in a big house fortified with 
extra posts  in the high wooden fence and mesh around the perimeters.  It 
looked more like the Falls Road than quiet, central-city Dunedin. 

The gate was the weak link. Peter had studied the problem of gates. Breaking 
them down was a knack, he’d decided. To kick down a gate or a door you had 
to put the flat of your foot against it, and put your whole body into the blow. 
Good karate kickers had the power of two or three people if they knew what 
they were doing. 

This one looked as if it needed three men to get it down. Peter found the right 
spot, kept his eye on it while he took the stance. Wham! The door was shaken 
but unmoved. Whack! The door staggered under the blow. Pow! It crashed 
open. 

Goddamn! Another German shepherd. Peter had a theory about dogs too. A 
savage dog would back off under a committed assault, he reasoned. Of course, 
it  was one thing to calculate the odds from a police station,  quite another 
when you could see the slime on the fangs. Christ, though, the shepherd was 
backing away. Peter was right. 

This wasn’t a glamorous operation. Gangs never were. They found iron bars, a 
rifle, knives, a slasher. Peter got his picture in the newspaper. Hell, this was 
why  he’d  joined  the  police  force.  Wasn’t  it?  Action  while  serving  the 
community.  Strength  versus  evil,  the  triumph  of  good.  The  charter  was 
identical to his martial arts philosophy. Peter was a fulfilled man. 

When  the  next  major  operation  came  around  his  place  in  the  team  was 
assured. The briefing was bigger this time. Some twenty police officers were 
involved. 

“This gang is called the Wrecking Gang,” said the officer in charge. “White 
guys, not patched. They’ve bought a building in the central city. Downstairs 
there’s a garage. Upstairs they’ve got a bar. We suspect the place is being used 
for gambling and drug dealing.” 
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The police cars pulled up outside. The officers poured out. The place didn’t 
look much. Just  a dark,  nondescript  building.  At that time of  night in the 
southern city not many people were around. 

Peter was by now the acknowledged door smasher. He eyed the door. It didn’t 
look a problem. He lined up his kick carefully, balanced body weight and let 
fly. Crash! Christ! His foot went right though the door. And his shoe dropped 
of on the other side. 

He pulled his foot back, trying to be dignified in his sock. Well, who needed a 
shoe? The impact of a karate kick shouldn’t hurt your foot if you got it right. 
The heel did the damage, the body weight drove it through. He kicked again, 
and again. Two more holes appeared in the door. But it didn’t open. 

The police began negotiating through the holes. “Come on, let us in. You can 
see we’re resolute, we’re going to get in anyway. And give us our shoe back.” 

The wounds of the gang rushing to hide their money and their gambling gear 
drifted  out  through the  holes.  Finally  someone  unlocked the  door  and let 
them  in.  The  raiding  party  poured  upstairs.  Detectives  scurried  round, 
collecting  evidence  of  gambling.  They  found no  drugs.  The  young officers 
were disappointed. “Shit,” said one constable to Peter, “these guys are just 
partying and pissing up.” 

By now Peter was creating his own myth. He was called to a house where a 
man with a knife had been threatening people. The man had a psychiatric 
history. Treat him as dangerous, Peter was warned. 

He raced to the address with another constable, Ben. The man was inside the 
house with a butcher’s knife. No hostage but definitely strung out. A good 
chance he’d race right out of there and deal to someone. Who could tell with 
crazies? 

The two circled the house carefully. They could see the man inside, holding 
his knife. He didn’t seem to be doing anything. A window was slightly open. 
Peter forced it up. Okay, it had to be done. 

He talked the man back a little, got his leg through the open window, then his 
shoulders. He was vulnerable now. But he’d calculated finely. He reckoned 
this man wasn’t going to fall on him and carve him up. Behind him he could 
hear  Ben  radioing  his  progress  back  to  base:  “He’s  going  in  through  the 
window, the guys in there with the knife…” 

Peter was inside now. He moved toward the man, taking all the time, holding 
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his attention with his flat, dark eyes. And as soon as he knew the guy was 
watching his eyes he lifted his foot in that effortless karate kick that no one 
could see coming if you distracted their attention properly. He felt his foot 
connect with the man’s solar plexus. Behind him Ben was saying, “He’s going 
to take the knife off him, he’s taking him, the knife’s gone…” Bonk, the knife 
went one way, the body another. Peter moved in to put on handcuffs but there 
was  no  need.  The  kick  had  left  the  victim  gasping,  sure  he’d  never  draw 
another breath. 

Peter, though, considered himself non-violent. He saw his skills as control, 
discipline  and  good  nature,  and  he  worked  on  them.  Later  he  preached 
restraint to younger constables. Don’t aggravate the public. Don’t have a go if 
you didn’t have to. They came out of police college wanting to do damage. 
“Young, dumb and full of come,” everyone said of them. 

“You can be staunch if you like,” Peter would say, “but keep it to yourself.” 
Peter’s forte was defusing violent situations. He was cool, sure. He could do 
the bizzo. But he was never so egotistical as to start anything if it could be 
avoided. “You can train in martial arts all your life and still get hit over the 
back of the head and killed,” he said to his martial arts students. “You’re a fool 
if you flaunt your resource.” 

He never liked the finer points of police work. His paperwork was merely all 
right. Articulate but not detailed. He’d omit things the boss would later ask 
about.  He  never  had  the  patience  nor  the  desire  to  be  a  detective.  He 
fingerprinted a door once and a detective came along. “What the fuck you 
doing?” He’d only done a tiny bit of the door. He was so humiliated he did the 
whole thing again, every square centimetre of it. 

The first stabbing Peter saw was at Port Chalmers. A man had stabbed his 
wife all the way down the stairs. To Peter the place seemed red from top to 
bottom. He was a scene guard, and it was a hot day. The gore was beginning 
to cook and a foul smell drifted down to him. Detectives had drawn a graph 
on the wall and they were taking off flakes of blood and marking the heights. 
He watched them working on the wall with tweezers and decided, firmly, that 
it was far too boring a job. He’d much rather settle a pub fight. 

He saw himself as a good public-relations man for the police. He set up his 
body language to say, ‘I’m humble but I’m not to be fucked with.’ He was in 
demand with women’s groups,  youth groups.  He’d teach them elements of 
self-defence. He got a good deal of publicity but never let it go to his head. The 
Kaka Point syndrome. He could hear his mother’s message. She was always 
humble. ‘Don’t forget your roots.’ You lived in a white man’s world and you 
didn’t piss him off. 
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One night his patrol stopped a carload of Mongrel Mob members in the city. 
The night was dark, and it seemed very lonely out on the street, for they were 
beside a patch of bush in the green belt and there were few houses around. 
Branches swayed in front of the street lights, making the shadows move. 

One of them wasn’t a shadow. It was a guy coming straight for him. And he 
was a full patch member, not a prospect out to make his name by decking a 
cop. Peter didn’t  waste time working on his reasons.  He spun around and 
landed a kick just below the breastbone. The Mongie sat down and took no 
further interest in proceedings. 

In  court  later  the  gang member’s  lawyer  said  his  client  had  already  been 
bashed by the police and this should be taken into account by the judge. 

“How do you mean?” asked the judge. 

“Well  sir,  I  understand  this  man  was  knocked  to  the  ground  by  a  well-
executed karate kick.” 

The judge turned to Peter. 

“It was just a reflexive action, your honour,” said the policeman. “I brought 
my let up at the last minute.” Trying to play it down, his leg not his foot. 

The lawyer looked at him critically. “No constable, wasn’t it more like this?” 
And set about doing karate kicks in the courtroom. He knew his client had got 
a spanking and he wanted the court to know too. The Mongie was convicted 
anyway. Whenever the lawyer saw Peter after that he winked. 

Peter used the same kick on a man who came to the door of a house the police 
had been called to and raised his fist.  Peter decked him straight away. He 
went down, yelling and making a terrible noise. 

Peter  knew he  was  acting  but  he  was  worried  because  this  guy  was  so…. 
unrelenting. No sense of dignity, the bastard. He wanted to bring some head 
down on the cops for decking him. The neighbours came rushing out of the 
houses and the woman who’d called the police because he’d been bashing her 
fell  on  her  knees,  crying for  her  lover  and cursing the  cops.  Christ,  Peter 
thought, I’m in deep shit. 

The bosses might have thought an assault charge against him was possible, 
but by the time Peter had impressed them with his humility they went away 
shaking their heads and saying, “He’s an incredibly quite guy, he wouldn’t do 
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it.” 

And ordinarily he wouldn’t. But a part of him thought that sometimes it was 
good to do these things.  Violent people needed to know they wouldn’t  get 
away with taking a shot at the cops. 

That was how Reg’s jaw got broken, really. 

A brawl had broken out in St Andrews Street, God knows what over. At that 
time of night who needed a reason? Carloads of cops poured onto the fray. 
There was Reg, no neck and all muscle, with Peter’s mate John in a headlock. 
Cops were leaping into the fight on all  sides, hauling out the pugilists and 
arresting them. So Peter just reached over and punched Reg neatly in the 
chops, wham. Reg let go the headlock, John shook himself free, and the two 
cops went on with the riot. 

The brawl ended as suddenly as it began. Someone bolted and the rest veered 
off like reef fish. Except Reg. He lay on the ground. 

“What’s wrong with him?” someone asked. 

“I don’t know,” said Peter. 

They  locked  Reg  up  for  disorderly  behaviour,  which  was  a  good  general 
charge when they weren’t certain what they could nail him for. They didn’t tap 
Reg as the guy who had John in the headlock until later, when John had a 
chance to get a look at him. 

That night Reg was taken to hospital. His jaw had been broken by that clip of 
Peter’s and had to be wired up. They charged him with assault and the court 
was told Reg’s jaw had been broken in the course of freeing a constable from a 
headlock. The judge nodded. Guilty. 

A couple of times Peter found himself in scraps he never should have been in. 
Like one night he was out with two of his mates, both called John, one the 
constable he’d freed from the headlock. 

They’d often go out drinking and, all right, they got into fights. They weren’t 
looking for trouble but they didn’t step out of its way either. Invincible, they 
were, especially after a few drinks. 

One night they were walking past some guys sitting in a car parked at the kerb 
with its doors open. Someone in the front seat said something nasty. Peter 
was eating a sausage roll and he threw it. Let fly with the sausage, into the car. 
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The guy leaped out and began to staunch up. He had tomato sauce on his face. 
Peter decided there was merit in getting in first. His arms went out in front of 
him  in  the  classic  martial  arts  stance,  meeting  the  youth  with  his  eyes, 
distracting him with his hands and - whack! Up went the ball of his foot into 
the solar plexus. 

Science, Peter always argued, gave you the edge over strength. And he liked 
that kick. Much better than a blow to the groin because it didn’t damage the 
other person and besides, Peter had sometimes smacked people really hard in 
the groin and they hadn’t gone down, especially if they were hopped up. 

This youth didn’t  appreciate  the distinction.  He fell  back into the car and 
when he recovered he went straight  down to the police  station and laid a 
complaint. 

An inspector interviewed Peter. His defence was simple enough. “If someone 
calls you a fuckin’ pig and you chuck a sausage at him that would be quits and 
if he takes a shot at you and gets decked, that’s quits too.” Except he didn’t 
mention the sausage because he thought it might go against him. 

The inspector frowned thoughtfully. All right, the other guy started it, Peter 
hadn’t really hurt him. “But,” he added, “you’re under a cloud.” 

Peter knew he’d used his karate in circumstances that didn’t really justify a 
fight. Okay, you could smack a guy around the face with a baton and get away 
with it in a way you couldn’t  if  you kicked him. Just one of  the ironies of 
police work. 

On the other hand, the scraps he got into might not have been justified by the 
strict  martial  arts  code,  but always guys had staunched up to him and he 
staunched back. 

So he thought it was all right when he and his mates got into a fight. They’d 
already been to a couple of bars when it happened. They ran into someone 
John - one of them - had arrested. Next thing they were rolling around on the 
floor. Peter was reaching down trying to pull the other guy off his mate when 
a long baton smacked against his head. Christ, it hurt. The cops had arrived. 
“Settle down, man,” he said, pretty evenly for a guy who’d just been whacked 
in the face with a PR24. “I’m just fuckin’ breaking this up.” So they arrested 
the  other  guy for  assault  and because he’d ripped John’s  jersey  the judge 
made him pay for that too. And Peter had the sore head. 

He didn’t feel guilty about the fights he was getting into, but then he didn’t 
feel proud either. Wounded pride was no licence, he told himself, for violence. 
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Still, there was the matter of mateship and if he and the two Johns were out 
and about and someone staunched up, well,  he’d always be keen on a go. 
Comradely transgressions. 

At work, in the thin blue line, he did what he was good at. He was put in a 
team policing unit. To outsiders they were detuned stormtroopers. Peter did 
three terms, when the usual was only one. He trained the team police in self-
defence and baton work. He was good in bars, didn’t aggravate the drinkers. 
Team policing units monitored the pubs, broke up party riots, acted as the 
heavies in CIB drug raids. Peter found it tedious work. 

Distractions were to be had,  however.  Women, mainly.  He liked them. Or 
some  of  them.  They  had  to  be  attractive,  for  a  start.  Or  intellectually 
appealing. And slim. He equated fat with losing, worried that an overweight 
girlfriend might give him no sense of achievement, be a psychological downer. 
You  couldn’t  blame  someone  for  being  poor,  but  fat  was  different.  He 
wouldn’t give a fat woman a hard time. He just wouldn’t spend very much 
time with her. 

He  liked  powerful  women,  though,  muscular,  and  women  who  wouldn’t 
be….there. Nowadays he was going out with a woman who’d told him to fuck 
off quite a lot. They’d make a date and she’d ring and cancel it. He got pissed 
off but turned on as well. Peter thought she played the game as well as he did 
until she began talking about babies. That surprised him. 

He  was  at  a  party  one  night  in  1983  when he  saw Judy.  They  made  eye 
contact, only for a second or so, but he could tell. He read the message. 

Judy Devlin came from Oamaru. She was six years younger than Peter. He’d 
seen her around the police station. 

Cops liked going out with other cops. Their kind of work often made them 
incompatible with ordinary human beings. And it was a good thing to hang 
out  with  another  cop  because  two  of  them  together  could  make  wads  of 
money. They usually paid off the mortgage quick, maybe bought a small farm 
or  a  couple  of  flats,  and  the  policewoman  would  quit  then  take  her 
superannuation. Nice. Cops were materialistic as a group. They could afford 
it.  One  couple  had  this  suite,  another  had  that  car.  Keeping  up  with  the 
Constable Joneses. On the other hand, the competition was stiff. There were a 
lot of policemen and only a few policewomen. 

Jude  worked  in  the  control  room  when  Peter  saw  her  first.  He’d  catch 
glimpses of her in there. Across a crowded room perhaps, but no chemical 
reaction. When he saw her at the party he merely thought Jude was attractive, 
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but one thing led to another and before long he was asking her out for dinner. 
Jude was interested in him and his karate competitions, which were getting a 
bit of publicity at the time. They were full contact stuff, two fighters in a ring 
bashing the crap out of each other without any protection except their cotton 
karate suits. The theory was that to be committed to non-violence you had to 
know a lot about violence, or else you were like a fireman who’d never been in 
a fire. 

Jude was curious about these bouts. She wasn’t into karate. She didn’t like the 
brutality but she appreciated fitness and she enjoyed hard male sports. Peter 
didn’t like organised sport such as rugby. He didn’t like the macho element, 
and especially not the fighting. Fighting was fighting, rugby was rugby, and 
the twain shouldn’t  meet.  And all  those guys in the stands,  getting off  on 
players punching each other. 

Before long Peter was wondering about love. He thought that a measure of 
love was whether you could make the other person insecure or jealous. Judy 
could make him jealous. She was popular. She enjoyed male company, liked 
talking rugby with the boys. He got real jealous about that. 

And insecure. Once Judy in the control room told Peter in the patrol car an 
address to go to. He didn’t hear it properly and she said it twice. The way she 
corrected  him over  the  air  embarrassed  him and  he  nutted  off  later.  “I’d 
appreciate it if you didn’t fuckin’ embarrass me like that.” 

He knew she hadn’t tried to embarrass him, but he hated looking silly. He felt 
insecure, and a little jealous. She didn’t know it but she was screwing him 
around. She was giving him such a hard time, he reasoned, he must be in love. 
The two of them went to Australia on holiday. Peter had a karate competition 
in Sydney. He was down for the heavyweight competition but he was really 
only a middleweight and he was up against a giant Swede. This guy’s going to 
kill me, he thought. 

Only the Swede didn’t turn up. Instead, he fought someone else and decked 
him three times with solar plexus kicks before he was disqualified for kicking 
him  in  the  groin  as  well.  He  didn’t.  He  reckoned  the  guy  had  done  a 
Hollywood to kid the judges. 

Overall, though, things had gone well enough, and he was in a pretty good 
mood when he and Jude headed off to stay with fiends in Albury. They went 
for  a  walk  one  day  and  came  across  a  place  called  Nail  Tin  Hill.  Peter 
proposed to Judy there. It was his third proposal and he was getting pretty 
good. He said, “Shall we get married?” and she said, “Yes, I think we should.” 
They bought a ring, a small one with the diamond slightly offset. All of the 
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parents were elated. Rona and Phil both liked Judy. Phil would take her out 
and show her his shells and always gave her a big kiss. Peter thought his dad 
was cashing in on his age and wondered whether he was craftier  than his 
family imagined. 

Jude’s parents liked Peter, and he them. Jude’s father was the classic working 
man, much of his working life spent at the freezer, same breakfast every day. 
Conservative, workingmen’s club. He took Peter to the club sometimes, but 
Peter felt people were looking at him. There wasn’t a Maori in the place. 

Her  dad shook his  hand and said,  “Very  good,”  when they told  him.  Her 
mother, a quiet woman who collected dolls, said “Oh, lovely.” 

They were married late in 1985. Peter was Presbyterian, Judy Catholic. The 
priest’s only stipulation was that their children be brought up Catholic. Peter 
agreed. They never had children. 

It  was  a  good  time  for  him,  and  a  bad  one.  David,  his  second-youngest 
brother, was by then a butcher in the freezer at Balclutha. He was driving to 
work with two friends one morning. They made a right turn onto the main 
highway and pulled straight into the path of a huge stock truck and trailer. All 
three of them were killed. 

Peter  was training in  a  karate  club in Bondi  Junction in Sydney when he 
heard. He didn’t believe it until he saw the body. David had his polo neck 
jersey on. He looked fine. 

Peter made the arrangements, became the link between the horror of what 
had happened and his family’s need to put it into a manageable perspective. 

At the funeral he tried to cut off, as he’d learned in the police, preoccupying 
himself with names, dates, family details, the paperwork. But it didn’t work, 
and he thought he might never get over the hole his brother’s death left inside 
him. 

Chapter 5 

Peter and Judy lived in a small house Peter had bought in Pine Hill. It was an 
ex-State house in a poor suburb, brick, two bedrooms, perfectly symmetrical 
with steps up two terraces to the front door.  Everyone said it  was a  good 
starter. The house cost $19,000 and he’d borrowed $10,000. Between them 
they were earning almost $90,000 so there was a bit left over each week. 
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Peter scarped and sanded all the doors and varnished them. He wallpapered 
the whole place. His friends said it was beautiful and Peter was proud of it. 

Elderly  people  lived  on  both  sides  of  them.  They  liked  having  two  police 
officers  for  neighbours  because  it  made them feel  secure;  and Peter  liked 
them too. He made appoint of mixing with them because he was passionate 
about his job and felt he was an ambassador for the police. 

Life was proceeding along strictly conventional lines, therefore, when Jude 
was asked to go undercover as a schoolgirl. 

A  Dunedin  entrepreneur  was  said  to  be  organising  sex  shows  for 
businessmen. The detective in charge of the case wanted Jude involved. She 
looked very young, hardly old enough to be out of school. She could pass for 
sixteen easily. The detective thought Judy was the right cop for the part and 
she agreed. 

The businessman had a couple of agents, a woman and a man, working for 
him procuring young girls. They placed newspaper advertisements beginning, 
‘Young people with drama skills and ambition….’ 

Jude answered the ad.  Wired for sound,  she met the agents and passed a 
cursory inspection. They arranged a meeting with the boss, on the top floor of 
a suburban pub. 

He explained the job. “I’ll give you a role. You’ll be appearing on stage and 
there’ll be a small group of very respectable people watching you. Other girls 
will be with you. All you have to do is come out on stage and take your clothes 
off.” 

Of course, there had to be an audition. Judy’s cue to the listening detectives 
was, “I’ll go and get changed.” She said the words, they kicked the doors in. 
Maybe they should have let things go a stage further because they never laid 
any charges. Jude spent a lot of time being interviewed, and detectives seized 
a good deal of evidence, but somehow the case just died. 

The schoolgirl sex affair, though, proved to be one of the turning points in 
their lives. 

Judy came home to Pine Hill a few months later that year and found Peter in 
the kitchen. She looked at him sombrely. 

“Brian Tancred and Stu Goodley talked to me today. They asked if you and I 
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will consider going undercover. Together. As a couple.” 

Peter was astonished. Christ, this was big! 

“Yeah,” said Jude. “If you want to take a step further its entirely up to you. I 
don’t care one way or the other. But if you want to, they’ll come and see us.” 

The words seemed to lie on the table, both scary and dazzling. Here was Peter, 
committed policeman, martial arts expert, the epitome of straight. Neither of 
them had any idea what was involved. He’d never thought about undercover 
work, but he knew it was for the elite. Drugs? Sounded exciting. In fact, Peter 
was blown away by the idea. 

“Okay. We’ve got nothing to lose. I think we should tell them to come and see 
us.” 

Tancred and Goodley came to the house the next night. Goodley articulate, 
tactful,  a  natural  diplomat.  Tancred big,  ambitious,  the  kind who took  no 
prisoners. Together they were imposing. 

Peter had never had very much to do with the CIB. If you wanted to grease up 
the CIB you had to get into their faces, go to their dinners, have smoko with 
them, make yourself known. Go the extra distance with the paperwork. That 
always impressed them. Peter had never wanted to be a detective, but he was 
flattered by the attention of the two men who came walking into his house so 
dramatically. 

Peter made coffee for the four of them. Instant. They sat in their little lounge, 
the two big detectives side by side in the gold-upholstered armchairs. A wall, a 
whole cliff of police presence. Tancred did the talking. 

“I understand Judy has told you why we wanted to talk to you.” 

“Yeah, I was pretty surprised,” said Peter, adding, “and curious.” 

“We’ve got a couple of operations in the pipeline you might be interested in 
training for. Its not going to be easy, it could be dangerous.” 

Peter was hooked. The words squeezed the macho nut inside him and cracked 
it open. His code was never to back away. Justifiable danger was engraved in 
his job description. 

Deep in his psyche echoed the words: ‘I will not back down.’ 
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He couldn’t resist it. But he had to. He wasn’t the only one involved. What 
about Jude? He looked at her. She said nothing. Maybe it was transference, 
but he sensed she was keen. 

Tancred said, “We’ve got an undercover agent working in the North Island. 
He’s getting bashed by the people he’s working with. The trouble is, they think 
he’s an undercover cop. It’s a very good operation and we don’t want to pull 
him out if we can help it. But we don’t want him exposed either. You’re good 
at karate. So we’re looking at training you and getting you in there to run with 
him.” 

Peter thought about that. He said, “All right.” 

“And,” said Tancred, “we’ve got an operation in a steel mill.  We know you 
worked in a foundry and you know something about steel.” 

That surprised Peter. They must have gone right through his file. And Judy’s 
too, because they knew she was a good cook, often had dinner parties. 

“There’s a canteen there,” Tancred said. “We want Judy to work in it.” 

Workers  at  the  steel  mill  were  ripping  off  the  place,  stealing  metal 
components  and  selling  them.  The  mill’s  management  were  more  than 
worried.  Pillaging  had  become  such  an  epidemic  they  warned  that  the 
business was in danger of collapsing. Oh, and there was drug dealing going on 
too. 

“What we’ll do,” said Tancred, “is send you to Christchurch and you’ll meet 
the undercover head man and an ex-agent. We’ll check you out thoroughly 
and make sure you’re the right material. There’ll be a medical. If you measure 
up you’ll go onto a training seminar in the North Island. 

“All your money goes straight to your bank accounts when you’re on a job. 
You don’t touch your pay, we give you an expense account. And you’ll go onto 
a senior constable’s salary.” 

Christ! Not as good as a sergeant’s, but a few extra grand. 
Peter felt the words twanging in his brain and making all the right chords. 
“In the next couple of weeks,” Tancred said, “we want you to think about what 
we’ve said and whether or not you want to take the next step.” 

Peter had only one reservation, Judy. What if they were on an undercover job 
and they were separated and the villains started closing in on her…. On the 
other hand, he reckoned Jude should be proud. Peter felt the two detectives 
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were bestowing an honour on them. The martial-arts code said you didn’t 
walk  away  from  an  honourable  situation  only  on  account  of  the  violence 
involved. Here was a fellow officer, a colleague who needed help. And a steel 
mill that might go belly up, taking dozens of livelihoods with it. 

Peter  was  feeling  hot,  special,  wanted.  The  day  a  policeman  was  getting 
bashed and he, Peter Williamson, found something to do elsewhere was the 
day he’d get out of the force. 

He wondered about the guy getting heavied by the gang members. Must be a 
bizarre world he lived in. Drugs, probably. Peter handled marijuana virtually 
every  week  in  the  police  but  he’d  never  thought  of  taking  some  home, 
smoking it. He’d never smoked marijuana. He was so straight then. A decade 
earlier he’d have gone to fight in Vietnam, feeling it was for his country. 

Peter  and  Judy  watched  the  cops  walk  down the  steps  to  their  car.  They 
looked at each other. 

“Oh fuck,” said Peter. “This sounds exciting.” 

They seemed to be asking each other, ‘Are you sure you want to do it?’ Neither 
wanted to say they’d go until the other did. 

They’d be the first undercover couple in New Zealand. The police had used an 
undercover husband and wife team on the radicals scenes with groups such as 
Halt All Racist Tours. But the rad scene wasn’t crime, the really dangerous 
stuff. 

Peter  knew  Jude  had  plenty  of  courage,  craved  excitement.  He  felt  she’d 
accept  if  he  would.  Later  they  couldn’t  remember  who  said  it  first.  But 
someone said, ‘Lets do it.’ 

Jude contacted the two CIB bosses and told them they wanted to have a go. It 
was the last time they ever dealt with them. 

Two weeks later they got a note saying there was a Ministry of Agriculture and 
Fisheries meeting in Christchurch. Peter and Jude looked at each other and 
laughed. But they were intrigued. Real cloak-and-dagger stuff. They travelled 
up to the meeting in plain clothes, trying not to look over their shoulders. 

At the meeting they met Hank, the most famous agent in New Zealand. Once 
he was working undercover in a small town and someone rode a horse into 
the hotel’s public bar. Hank found out it was against the law to ride horses 
onto licensed premises. So later the horseman was included in the haul from 
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the operation, just to build up the statistics. 

Peter’s  policeman-like  sensibilities  were  shocked  by  Hank.  He  had  teeth 
missing. He was overweight. He was scruffy. His black hair was slicked back 
and every second word he said was ‘fuck.’ Yet, overall, Peter was impressed. 

Hank, in fact, was by far the most impressive part of the undercover checkout 
meeting. Peter and Jude were interviewed by a doctor. The doctor asked Peter 
whether there’d been a drug or alcohol problem in his family. Years later, the 
police  were  to  claim  they  had  no  knowledge  of  any  family  history  of 
alcoholism. The inspection seemed to them both to be basic, but the idea of 
undercover work had caught their imagination. 

Back in Dunedin time seemed to drag. Jude worked at aerobics. Peter threw 
himself into his training, concentrating on his karate with the fervour of a 
boxer working up to the big fight. Days passed. The two were in a fever of 
excitement. 

One  day  the  telephone  rang.  The  caller  introduced  himself  as  Basil 
Duckworth. He sounded like… well, he sounded just like an ordinary bloke

“Your leave has been arranged,” he said. “You’ll be in the North Island for ten 
days. Tell anyone who asks that you’re going up north for a holiday. Choose 
your clothes. Bring some that look tidy, and some that don’t.” 

“And think about your cover. Don’t forget - you’re not police.” 

The telephone rang again before they left.  Several times. Each time it  was 
Duck. Sometimes the call would be quite ordinary. 

“Hello, Peter here.” 

“Gidday Peter, its Duck. You all set?” 

Other times, Duck would be cryptic. 

“Hello, Peter here.” 

“Oh shit, I must have the wrong number.” 

Peter slowly put it together. This guy loved the routine. He enjoyed the power 
over the vulnerable, fresh faces going into this amazing covert world. He was 
playing his little mind games on the telephone just to get his people used to 
picking up the phone and thinking who they were supposed to be right at that 
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moment. Why had he ever thought his man sounded ordinary? 

“If  you had your cover worked out you might have exposed yourself  then, 
son.” He always called Peter ‘son.’ Or ‘mate’. Very unpolice-like, but that was 
the idea, total withdrawal from mainline police conduct. 

Plane tickets to Rotorua arrived in the mail one morning. They weren’t to tell 
anyone where they were going. “Security,” Duck said darkly. 

Peter thought that one over then told a few people where he was going. Jude 
did  the  same.  Peter  told  his  father  and  mother  and  brother,  some of  the 
people from the karate club. Security works both ways, he thought. He wanted 
someone to know just where he was going and what he was doing. 

They were silent as they drove out to Dunedin airport. What were they getting 
themselves into? 

At Rotorua airport, they were reassured. Other cops hung about. Nobody was 
supposed to know they were cops, but to Peter they were unmistakeable. He 
counted eight of them, all of them trying not to look at anyone else, especially 
each other, because Duck had told each of them, “You’re not a cop when you 
come up here, mate. Think of your cover, think of your cover…” 

Cover, shit. Peter thought that if that was the best they could do they might as 
well save themselves the trouble, just wear their uniforms. Their t-shirts, their 
jeans, their straightness and, especially, the way they didn’t make waves all 
screamed ‘Cop!’ 

If everyone else was dressing in jeans and t-shirts, Peter thought to himself, 
that was what a cop would wear. You’d never find a cop who dressed a bit 
differently. If you got three of them together they looked like Huey, Dewey 
and Louie. 

The tyro undercover agents moved furtively towards baggage claim and were 
still trying not to look at each other when Duck marched in. 

“Fuck,” he said, “what a weird-looking lot.” 

Peter  looked  at  him.  Who  was  this  joker  calling  weird?  He  looked  like  a 
caricature  of  a  British  drill  sergeant.  He  looked  like  he  was  a  practising 
eccentric. 

“The fuckin’ bus is out in the yard,” Duck said. “Let’s get out of here.” The 
posse of trainee spies shuffled out of the airport terminal to a beaten-looking 
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bus. Some twenty others were already aboard. Definitely cops. Some of them 
wore collars and ties and were real cop cops. The others were a mixed bag. 
One  was  Chinese.  Peter  looked  at  him.  “Fuck,”  he  thought.  “That’s  good 
cover.” Jude was the only woman. 

The last light of the day lit up the forested hills as the bus creaked down road. 
Duck sat near the driver, every now and then trotting up the aisle with pieces 
of paper, checking this, listing that. They drove for a couple of hours, the worn 
seats digging into backs, the sprints too tired to bother ironing out the bumps. 
They dozed sometimes, talked little. No one complained, speculated. The bus 
could go on forever. For all they knew it was some kind of test. 

And it seemed to have been on the road for half a lifetime when Duck started 
getting out of his seat and peering into paddocks in a mysterious sort of way. 
He pointed to along line of trees, just visible in the dark. 

The  bus  pulled  off  the  road  and  drove  up  the  avenue  until  it  reached  a 
gravelled car park. Only two cars were parked there, two old Rover V8s, one 
blue, the other brown with rust patches showing through. Hard-case looking 
vehicles,  Peter  called  them.  Beyond  them  they  could  see  the  outline  of 
buildings. 

“We’re here,” Duck announced. “Hang on a minute.” 

He  climbed  down  from  the  bus  and  disappeared  in  the  direction  of  the 
buildings. “This is good,” muttered Peter to Jude, “real James Bond shit, he’s 
going to check the bath or something.” 

Duck came back.  With a flourish he produced a piece of  paper and began 
reading from it, names and room numbers. “The keys to all the rooms are in 
the doors,” he said. “There’s a meeting in half an hour.” 

The embryonic agents climbed stiffly from the bus and began getting a fix on 
the building. It looked flash. A V-shape, with what seemed to be a conference 
centre at the apex and wings of accommodation leading away from it, near the 
Waikato River. 

Inside it was plush, a place for high-level, confidential conferences for people 
who didn’t seek attention. But the people who used it were obviously wealthy. 
Racks of shotguns lined a wall above clay target machines. An airstrip outside. 
Peter and Jude walked along the hall, their feet sinking into the thick carpet. 
Glass  shades  glittered  the  light  off  brass  fittings.  Paintings  of  improbably 
serene Maori faces were evenly spaced along the walls. Goldies? Peter wasn’t 
sure. The central heating seeped into his bones. Whatever the quality of the 
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art, this was some place. 

Their room was midway down a corridor. They threw their suitcases onto the 
floor and collapsed onto the bed. The luxurious silence of the place enfolded 
them. Christ, what a day. That lousy bus ride and now this. Why didn’t they 
just fucking fly everyone up here? Land on the airstrip right outside? They 
sure liked extremes in this branch of the police force. 

They lay on the bed and talked until it was time to go along to the conference 
room.  Peter  looked  around.  The  faces  from  the  bus  and  a  few  he  didn’t 
recognise.  Perhaps  thirty-five  people  in  all.  The  room  was  quiet,  a  few 
muttered conversations breaking the uneasy hush. 

The  blast  shocked  everyone.  An  unearthly  shriek,  like  the  horn  of  a 
locomotive. They jumped in unison. Even Peter, who’d trained himself not to 
twitch. Jumping gave you away. 

Duck strode to the front of the room, an air horn in his hand, clearly enjoying 
the effect. 

“Lets get this show on the road,” he said. “We’ll start with some introductions 
so everyone knows who’s who.” 

Duck  started  it  off.  He  introduced  himself,  then  the  officer  in  charge  of 
training,  then  the  chief  superintendent  in  charge  of  the  undercover 
programme. The boss talked of how pleased he was to be there and see the 
arrival of another intake. 

“This is the most highly spoken of programme in the country, even among the 
military. Your training staff are the best in the country. You are in a great 
brotherhood and in the years to come you will reflect on it with pride.” 

Peter sneaked a look at Jude. She was listening intently. He thought, This is 
definitely big time. 

It was the training head’s turn. He said, “You’re here because you’re the best 
training  material  in  the  country  for  this  job.  You’ll  be  part  of  the  most 
successful and most honourable operation in New Zealand. Your training will 
leave no stone unturned. Your welfare will be monitored from start to finish 
of you deployment. We’ve got health professionals on this course and they will 
look after your health all the way through.” 

The doctor got to his feet. A little, round man, about fifty. “If you stay here 
and get through the course your welfare will not be compromised. And risk 
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from disease and sickness can be minimised if you follow the guidelines we’ll 
teach you. You won’t put on weight or become obese if you do what we tell 
you. We’ll tell you about dieting, how to eat junk food without putting weight 
on. After all” - he allowed himself a joke - “its not appropriate for drug dealers 
to go jogging.” 

Two psychiatrists followed. “People are just like engines,” said one. “You can 
pull them to bits, have a good look at each part. Then you can put them back 
together and, what’s more, keep them together. I’m just like a good mechanic. 
If there’s anything wrong with you I’ll find out about it and we’ll get you back 
on track.” 

Peter looked around the room again. He could see that the trainee agent were 
mainly  constables,  and  the  detectives  in  the  room  would  probably  be 
operators,  the  people  who  acted  as  the  middlemen  between  programme 
headquarters in Wellington and the agents. 

But there were some he couldn’t place. They had to be cops - who else would 
they be, here? - but frankly, they looked like bums who’d been cleaned up for 
a court appearance. 

When they began speaking, though, they galvanised their audience. They were 
the agents, the real ones, the people who’d been … out there. The trainees sat 
there  like  boxers  who’d  suddenly  found  themselves  at  Madison  Square 
Garden, like rookies arriving in the war zone and meeting real soldiers. 

These guys had done it all. They were the guts of the thing, the success stories. 
Everyone else there was bullshit. They were it. 

The agents introduced themselves one by one. Hank first. His hair was slicked 
back like Elvis but he didn’t look silly. No one smiled. 

“Good to be here,” said Hank, “and I hope a few of you cunts will take notice 
of what I say.” 

Just like that. Peter was blown away. Christ, he thought, here are all the top 
people and here’s Hank using language like this! 

“If you don’t listen to what I say,” Hank was saying, “that’s cool, but you’ll get 
the crap kicked out of you when you get out there.  Some of us have been 
bashed - I personally haven’t - and some of us have bashed people.” Fuck, 
what’s he saying, he’s assaulted people? “Its no big deal. Don’t fuck around 
while you’re here. Listen real fuckin’ hard because the only person who’ll get 
screwed is you. If you haven’t got your shit together they’ll fuck you up. Be as 
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cool as you can while you’re here, take in as much as you can.” 

Hank sat down. The room was silent. Peter was thinking that the man wasn’t 
bragging, that he had to be one courageous bastard. Peter was supposed to be 
a mine of bravery and courage and suddenly he felt inferior, that up to now 
he’d only been watching the movie and here was the real thing. He started 
worrying about Jude again. 

A small man rose to his feet. His name, he said, was Patrick. He was very 
slightly built. The room was perfectly quiet, so quiet they could hear the clink 
of a dish as a meal was prepared for them in another room.

I’ve just got in,” said Patrick. “I’ve been out for a year. I’ve been living with the 
Mongrel  Mob  in  the  Manawatu,  been  a  patch  member  for  the  last  three 
months. I played league with them. I helped make a hundred arrests four days 
ago. There’s a bounty on my head. 

“Be honest with yourselves. If you don’t think you’re right for it don’t make 
the mistake of getting out there and getting done over. Make your mind up 
now, do everyone a favour.”
 
The room remained very still.  Peter could almost hear them thinking.  The 
guy’s white as a snowflake and he’s been in the Mob! As a patch member! 

“You’ll be out with guys who you have enough information on to put them 
away for six or seven years,” said Patrick. “Manslaughter’s only eight or nine. 
If half a dozen of them in your scene get onto you they’ll definitely think about 
doing away with you. If you only get bashed you’re lucky. So don’t fuck up.” 

One by one the agents stood up, spoke a few sentences, and sat down. They 
spoke flatly, without emphasis and certainly without drama. It was what they 
said that was powerful. 

Kennedy was the last. He spoke carefully, with a plummy accent. He’d busted 
some of Mr Asia’s mates in New Zealand. He’d been around for a long time 
and he  was impressive in a  different  way.  He wasn’t  staunch,  but  he was 
clever.  He  used  his  wit  as  an  entrée  to  the  crime  scene.  He  was  funny, 
unconventional,  someone  who  wouldn’t  get  his  hands  dirty  by  actually 
grappling with a villain. 

Duck took over. “I hear some of you think we should have flown up there,” he 
said. “We’re trying to show you this is serious. We didn’t want to do anything 
that would indicate you were here, that you were anything special. We were 
followed all the way up here - by our own people, to make sure we weren’t 
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being followed by anyone else. 

“There’s only a skeleton staff here. The ones who are here have been told of 
the areas that are off-limits to them. You won’t see anyone. They won’t see 
you. The meals will be in the dining room before you go in there. Same with 
smoko. 

Okay. We don’t want to do anything too normal around here.” He looked at a 
trainee agent. “You can serve the meal tonight. See me and we’ll discuss what 
you’re wearing.” 

When they went in for their meal half an hour later the man was dressed in 
knickers,  suspenders  and a  singlet.  He looked very  uncomfortable,  a  man 
wearing drag in the line of duty. 

Peter was horrified. “I’m flatly refusing to do that,” he told Jude. 

But other things took their attention. The menu. It was wonderful. Crayfish, 
schnitzel, turkey. Peter ordered venison. 

Peter found himself next to Tan, the man he’d seen on the bus. The Chinese 
people  he’d  met  back  in  Dunedin  were  reserved,  conservative,  treading 
carefully in their adopted country, indifferent to them at best, hostile at worst. 
Tan was different. He made jokes, took the piss out of people he didn’t know. 
“He’s too confident,” Peter told Jude later, with all the wisdom of the tyro 
undercover. “He’ll make a good agent because he’s got big balls but he’ll be 
bashed if he’s not careful. He’s an airhead.” 

He liked Phil too. Phil was a ski racer, destined to sniff out drugs in the ski 
scene. He was athletic, streamlined - maybe too fit to be a drug dealer, Peter 
thought - and worried about his weight. “If I’m on pies and McDonalds’s for a 
year it’ll knock the shit out of my competitiveness,” he told Peter. 

He was more standard police issue than Tan, with less anarchic humour. The 
three became friends. 

Peter never had to dress up in suspenders. But Duck and his team had other 
ways of breaking them down. Two mornings later they went in for breakfast 
and found none of the muesli, bacon and eggs that were usually there, not 
even the toast and coffee. Instead, a stack of chickens lay on the lawn outside. 
They’d been dead for some time. 

“I hear some of you have been challenging your operators,” said Duck. “Okay. 
Here’s  breakfast.  I  want  you  to  pluck  them,  make  a  fire,  cook  them  and 
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present them to me on a plate. Looking like a meal. Make it good.” 

The pairs of operator-agents looked at the pile of poultry glumly. The smell of 
putrefying  flesh  drifted  towards  them.  Peter  reached  for  one  and  began 
gingerly to pluck it. All around him fully grown police officers were doing the 
same, spit-roasting the birds and arranging the remains neatly on plates. No 
one  questioned  the  order.  Maybe  he  would  have  worn  knickers  and 
suspenders, he thought. Better than being kicked out of the course. 

Two days after that they got out of bed and were told to go and swim in the 
sewage. 

The  river  had  a  tributary  running  off  it,  a  blind  stretch  of  water  without 
current. Pieces of excrement floated on the surface. The cops climbed down 
the bank without enthusiasm, expecting the worst. 

“Right, here’s what we do,” said Duck. “Everyone has a go at this.” He pointed 
to a drum, a plank and a piece of rope. “You make a raft out of that and you go 
across to the other side.” 

The trainees looked at the assembly of parts doubtfully. Noone could make a 
raft  out  of  it.  The  rope  wasn’t  long  enough,  for  a  start.  But  when  you’re 
confronted by a pond full of shit, optimism floats high. 

Peter  and  Jude  worked together.  “What  he’s  saying  here,”  Peter  said,  “is, 
you’re going in the shit pond.” He wondered why. Maybe Duck was saying 
someone  here  was  too  uppity.  Perhaps  he  was  trying  to  show  them  that 
sensibilities didn’t count if they were in a gang house and a patch member 
said, 'If you don’t eat that spew you’re a cop.' 

Whatever the idea was, Peter decided, it was stupid. He was tired and pissed 
off.  None of  them had been getting enough sleep because they were being 
woken during the night. 

The two of them climbed onto the drum and tried to use the plank to stabilise 
themselves. But as soon as they kicked off from the bank they rolled into the 
water and surfaced,  their  heads bobbing around among the turds just like 
everyone else. 

These things made some days easier though. Days spent largely in classrooms 
studying law,  entrapment,  health,  how to drink just  enough without going 
over the limit, how to swear, how to use the right slang, how to roll joints. 

Bags of dope lay around the classroom. The agents showed the trainees how 
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to inspect it, both as a buyer and a dealer. How much each kind was worth. 
How to know what was what, even in a single joint. How to haggle, how to 
smoke… 

In the classroom they used tobacco for smoking practice. The agents showed 
them how to pretend, to simulate, as they were required to do except when 
their cover was in danger. 

Patrick said, “When the guy passes you the joint, you put it up to your mouth 
but just beside it. You put your hand around it so he can’t see. You suck. Then 
you pass the joint to the next guy.” 

When the class was over, Patrick said, “Listen, if you do that in a real situation 
you’ll get smashed over.” 

Slowly  the  trainees  began  to  understand  the  way  things  were  done. 
Simulating was the  official  line.  That’s  what  you said when you went into 
court to give evidence, because otherwise how could you remember the fine 
details? But if you simulated in real life, man, you’d be dead. 

And they spent a lot of time trying to avoid that. They spent hours on scenario 
training, basic role-playing. Always Duck was there with his air horn, blasting 
mistakes. Soon any one of the trainees would have paid money to shove it up 
the man’s arse. 

87 
Slowly, though, they conceded that he had a point. If you made a mistake out 
there the consequences were far worse than a loco blast in the ear. 

The agents were good at scenarios. They were completely plausible as dealer 
and buyer. When Peter tried it he just felt silly. 

Yet  gradually  they  all  became  consummate  actors.  Peter  would  be  the 
undercover cop going in to buy, someone else would play the bad guy and give 
him shit, tell him he’d seem Peter at the graduation parade because he’d once 
been a cop too. By the end of the ten-day course, both sides were sounding 
plausible. 

Peter had changed. He didn’t know when exactly, only that at some point in 
the course his personality irreversibly altered. “Like someone going abroad 
for  a  couple  of  years,”  he  said  to  Jude,  “and  changing  in  the  middle  of 
Stuttgart,” 

One morning he walked into the classroom. An agent looked at him bleakly. 
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“Fuck, here’s a policeman.” 

Always in role, that was the rule. So Peter said, “Where you coming from, 
guy? 

“You’ve combed your hair. Get the fuck out of that habit, it’ll get you bashed.” 
Peter didn’t comb his hair for the remainder of the course, didn’t wash the 
flakes out of his eyes. He learned that his targets felt more comfortable with 
mess, that he shouldn’t change his clothes or even wear underwear often, so 
that when he was in the toilet a guy could see he wasn’t wearing underpants. 
Uncouth was what he should be at all times. 

He learned to duck into the toilet and flick soapy water into his eyes so when 
he came out his eyes were red as if he’d been smoking dope. He learned to say 
‘fuck’ all the time, and ‘cunt.’ 

He learned to walk through a door in front of Jude, to fart often no matter 
who was around. At the start of  the course the cops said no,  they weren’t 
going to do that, they drew the line at farting. For Peter, whose manners were 
careful, it was also out of sync with his martial arts, his role as champion of 
decency. By the end they were all doing it. 

The coaches were unrelenting. “If you spill something on yourself, never clean 
it off. Just let it go. Be as grubby as fuck. Don’t clean your teeth. Dirty teeth 
are good. Get oil on your hands. Fuck around with your car engine before you 
walk into a house. Don’t speak intelligently. Stutter on words that are easy, 
make deliberate mistakes. A word like ‘accentuates’ you’d never use. You’d say 
‘It eccentrics the noise.’ Because there’ll be someone on the scene who’ll know 
the real word is not eccentric. 

“Make people around you feel geared up by playing yourself down. Never be 
the one to add up the score, make out you can’t add. Get a guy you want to 
cement  your  rapport  with  to  do  it,  make  out  he’s  a  real  fuckin’  genius. 
Struggle with a word you know someone else is going to come out with and 
they finish it and they seize power and all the time you’re fucking them. 

“Leave a bogus assault summons screwed up on the car floor, the other guy 
will see it while you run into the pub to get half a dozen. He’ll be thinking you 
can’t be a cop. Better than you saying “Hey, I’m not really a cop.” Its not what 
you say, that’s not worth a knob of goat shit, its what you don’t say, its what 
you do, how you act. These things are simple but they’re crucial. This is how 
you survive. 

“Be  careful  of  women.  Women  are  more  perceptive  than  men.  Most 
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undercovers are sussed by women, not men. Women take an interest in men 
initially. Maybe they think they’ll have a fling. So they’re sussing you out more 
intimately than the bloke. He’ll think you’re just one of the boys but if she’s 
looking at you as a possible bed partner maybe she’ll see something wrong. 
You’ve got all this cash and you’re cementing yourself amongst the guys so 
inevitably  you’ll  become  of  interest  to  the  women,  suddenly  you’re  a 
significant player in their circle. If you get nervous, it’s a bad, bad buzz if a 
woman says to  one of  the targets,  “Fuck,  that  Pete’s  nervous.”  Next  thing 
you’ve  got  two people  behind your  back having a  conversation about  why 
you’re nervous. Dangerous. 

“So you’ve got to be very careful with women. If one does suss you out, accuse 
you of being an undercover, don’t rule out punching her in the face. Blokes 
likewise. You must deal with it somehow. You can’t let it go. You’ve got to 
know when you’ve gone home to your flat that you’ve settled the situation, 
otherwise its  dangerous to be in the flat at night.  We call  these situations 
‘challenges’. Challenges are among the worst things you’ll have to cope with 
when you’re undercover.” 

Peter hung on every word. Gradually he and the others got good at it. They 
followed the rule that the more conviction they had, the safer they were. ‘Be 
who you say you are.’ Method acting. It was seared into their memories. Peter 
was in, hook, line and sinker. He was going to be the best, the most successful 
undercover in the wing. 

Jude was much less certain. She thought of the agents as the black t-shirt 
brigade and considered they knew nothing of  women. They wanted her to 
wear  black  leather  miniskirts  and  look  like  a  moll,  to  say  ‘fuck’  often  … 
everything was foreign to her. A few days after the course started she wanted 
to quit. But she stayed. 

Second night there was dope night. The coaches said, “Come to our room at 
eight o’clock. Wear your scene gear.” 

Peter  and  Jude  talked  it  over  for  a  long  time.  What  should  they  wear? 
Everything,  they  decided.  Beads,  earrings.  Peter  had  had  his  ear  pierced 
specially, and bought an earring in the shape of a big snake. They both wore 
jeans, Peter an old t-shirt, Jude a shirt, bare feet. 

As they walked into the corridor Pink Floyd’s ‘Brick in the Wall’ blasted out of 
the  coaches  room.  It  became  a  signature  tune  for  the  undercovers.  They 
opened the door and walked into Hades. The room was bathed in red light. 
People were sitting on the floor, on the beds. Hank was on one bed rolling up 
joints. He had it spread all around him, caps of oil, heads, papers. “Everyone 
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roll up some joints,” Hank commanded. They rolled up three each, lit some. 
Five or six joints began going around the room. 

Peter caught Tan’s eye for a moment. This is it, he thought. Here’s a fuckin’ 
policeman smoking marijuana. He heard Tan take a big puff on the joint, felt 
it being passed his way. He took a hit, held his breath. Nothing happened. He 
chatted on to Kennedy about judo. 

The joint kept circling. The room clouded up, pungent with marijuana. Peter 
could scarcely see the people on the other side any more. The joint came back 
to him again. Still nothing. The third time he thought, Stop having me on, 
Tan.  Because  Tan kept  passing him the  joint  and he  couldn’t  grab it.  His 
fingers kept plucking air. Tan must be pulling it away from me, he thought. 
Stupid thing to do. 

People were laughing. The laughter seemed to sit in pockets around the room, 
with shrill voices in the gaps. 

Peter felt fine. Self-control, he told himself. Always wins. He got more and 
more involved in his conversation with Kennedy. They began talking about 
push-ups and next thing Peter was on the floor, pushing himself up between 
the legs. He climbed to his feet and began some karate kicks, marvelling at 
how high his  feet  were  flying.  Then he  sat  down again.  The laughter  was 
increasing, bodies emerging and disappearing in the fug. 

Peter thought,  This is the most important thing that has happened to me, 
these are the most significant people I ever met. This is the greatest thing I’ve 
ever experienced in my life, these are the greatest people. 

His fingers felt greasy. He looked at them. Oily. He’d put cannabis oil on the 
paper and rolled it up but he couldn’t remember doing it. He wondered how 
Jude was doing. Saw her sitting on a bed. She was incredibly beautiful. He 
jumped to his feet, grabbed her hand and moved her through a doorway. He 
held her, kissed her, began undoing her shirt. Then he had her shirt off and 
people were coming to the door. He could see a line of heads sticking around 
the jamb. 

Just  one big  happy family,  he  thought,  all  these  nice people watching me 
having a good time. I know, he thought, we’ll all have a good time, after all 
she’s the only woman here and these nice people deserve it. He started taking 
off her bra, Jude objecting, quite gently because she was stoned too. “There 
are people here,” she was saying, “maybe this isn’t so cool.” 

Kennedy stepped into the room. “Come on,” he said simply, “come back in 
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here with us and have a bit of a rave.” Peter followed him obediently. They 
listened  to  more  music,  the  room  spun.  Peter  was  consumed  by  his 
heightened  senses.  The  redness  of  the  room  was  astonishing,  the  music 
beautiful, Jude the only woman on the planet, these the best people he had 
ever met. He was in wonderland. 

Their room was only two doors away. The journey took them an hour. They 
held each other, zig-zagging along the hall. When they got inside they couldn’t 
find the bed. There seemed to be someone else in the room. They found a bed, 
made love. It was the best sex he could remember. 

When they woke in the morning there was a policeman in the other bed. He 
was non-committal. They’d needed his room so he’d slept here. Or something. 
Peter  was remorseful.  He could remember clearly  what  had happened the 
night before. He was appalled. Shit! It was a whole new world, though, and he 
wanted to experiment  with it.  He’d tapped into areas of  himself  he didn’t 
know existed. He was a reserved man and the dope had opened doors. He was 
ashamed of himself - but he’d get better. 

Two coaches took him aside. “You were a bit loose last night. Don’t do it out 
on the scene or they’ll rape your missus. Otherwise you were okay. Next time 
you’ll be amazed how you handle it.” 

“But,” said Peter, “how would I ever be able to drive home. I couldn’t even 
walk.” 

They said, “It’ll just happen.” 

Three or four nights later he could have driven stoned. They smoked every 
night. The theory and practice slowly became one. It seemed to Peter that 
anything he’d known before was shit. That was where it was at. He slipped 
easily  into  his  role,  heavy  user,  dealer,  a  persona  he  felt  amazingly 
comfortable with already. He would be whatever they wanted him to be. If 
they wanted staunch, he’d be staunch. Relaxed, cruisy, that was all right with 
him. He knew already what he wanted - continued access to drugs. 

The penultimate night of the course brought the test. A drug deal, run as a 
proper police operation. The trainees were briefed.  “This is a practice. But 
some of the people you will  be dealing with are real,  not cops.”  Fuck,  the 
trainees muttered,  how do you handle that? Only one way,  Peter decided. 
Treat everyone as real. 

The scenario was this. Ben, an intermediary, would pick them up at eight and 
take them to meet Joe, who was a supplier. They’d buy off Joe and give Ben a 
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cut as commission. 

Their operator worked out the logistics, gave them the cash and briefed them. 
He seemed stressed. “Listen, man, we don’t know who’s real and who’s not. 
The cunts won’t tell us. I’m pissed off, we should know one way or the other.” 
Ben arrived to pick them up. Peter recognised him straight away. They’d been 
at police college together. But he played along, called him Ben anyway. 

“They tell me you’ve got some money to spend,” said Ben. 

“That’s cool,” said Peter. 

They drove  for  a  while  into the  dark countryside and pulled up outside  a 
building. It was a gang house. Patch members lined the bar. Peter began to 
get scared. They sure weren’t cops. They were out there. Real dealers. Peter 
wasn’t going to fuck with them. Ben had given him and Jude a smoke in the 
car and he was nervous. Accentuated fear syndrome, they called it, paranoia 
caused by marijuana. The dope had made classroom acting pleasant but it 
made the real thing terrifying. 

Ben took him across the smoky room to meet Joe. Joe wore a Mob patch. In 
the dim light he looked evil. 

“You new around here?” 

“Yeah.” 

“I hear you out for some smoke.” 

“If its going man, I’m keen.”
 
“The problem is, man, I don’t fuckin’ know you, how do I know you’re not a 
cop?” 

Fuck, there is was straight off, the challenge. Peter felt his bowels loosen. 

Fuck, man, you must be fuckin’ joking. I’ve just done a three month lag in 
Dunedin for burglary.”  And could have hit  himself.  Stupid!  The guy could 
know someone who’s in there and start dropping names and he’d be fucked. 

Jude stood behind him, saying nothing. That was her role. She was his bitch. 
It wasn’t cool for her to open her trap. Peter would have told her to fuck off if 
she had. He told her to go and get him a beer. 
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Joe  didn’t  pick  him up on  the  prison  thing.  He  looked at  him for  a  long 
moment then took him outside and opened the boot of his car. He took a bag 
and tossed it to Peter. “We’ll have a bit of a roll-up and see what you think of 
it.” 

Peter  fumbled.  He  hadn’t  had enough practice.  The dark  and the  menace 
made him paranoid. Joe stood over him, deliberately pressuring him. Peter 
thought,  If  its  doing this to me it’ll  fuck the other guys.  At least  he could 
handle Joe if things got violent. 

He had $250 to buy an ounce. It was the going price. He tried to remember 
number plates, details of the building’s interior, what people had said, their 
names, tats, scars…. He was stoned properly now. Scared for himself and for 
Jude, back there alone. He was still scared long afterwards, when they were 
out of the place and back in their room. 

Next day they learned everyone in the gang house was an undercover agent, 
brought in for the occasion. Everyone. The trainees couldn’t believe it. These 
guys were worse than anyone they’d ever met! 

A couple didn’t make it. One threw up while he was smoking, couldn’t handle 
the dope. One operator cracked up under pressure. One supervisor, a senior 
officer, couldn’t take the uncertainty. The other trainees could hear him in the 
corridor, shouting at his people. “We don’t know what the fuck’s going on, 
they could be watching you, they could be watching me. I don’t know who the 
fuck they’re watching.” 

Peter always found it hard to explain the pressure. After all, they were only 
training. It was to do with the status of the programme, he decided. They’d 
been told time and again that this was the most elite programme run by the 
state. You couldn’t fail this programme without being humiliated. You’d never 
rid yourself of the stigma. That, and the fact that when they’d been told the 
operation was partly real, they believed it. 

Peter and Jude passed. Next day they were given their first operation. The job 
in the steel mill had been cancelled. And the operation in Hamilton, where the 
agent was getting bashed, was on hold. Everyone else had assignments. They 
were in limbo. “Go to Napier,” said Duck. “Find your feet.” 
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Chapter 6 

A plainclothes policeman was waiting for them in Wellington. He drove them 
around  the  harbour,  the  Orongorongos  dark  and  mysterious  behind.  The 
mountains  seemed  to  match  his  mood,  for  he  scarcely  spoke  until  they 
stopped outside a warehouse. “We’re here,” he said. 

He unlocked a small door and motioned Peter and Jude inside. They stepped 
through and stood open-mouthed. Neat ranks of cars stood on the concrete 
floor.  What was so surprising was they were totally unsurprising.  Toyotas, 
Holdens, Fords. All older, worn, patched paint, a little rust. Dozens of them. 

“The undercover car pool,” announced the detective. “Old but reliable. They 
may not look much but they’ve all got bloody good motors, they don’t burn 
oil. All registered to places that can’t be checked. Take your pick.” 

Peter walked along the lines of cars. They all looked the same. He stopped in 
front of a little green Corolla 1600 of indeterminate age. “This one.” 

He and Jude threw their bags in the boot, climbed in and drove out of the 
warehouse and onto the highway that would take them over the Rimutakas to 
the Wairarapa. Just like that, scarcely a pause. 

“Its all go in the undercovers,” Peter remarked. 

Jude grinned and concentrated on the road past the low red roofs of Lower 
Hutt. She was a good navigator. Peter was erratic and could never find his 
way around a strange city, perhaps a legacy from a carless family in a tiny 
town. 

The two wound up the island through the Wairarapa plains, the small  car 
rocking in the nor’west wind, through the Norse country around Dannevirke, 
across the Takapau plains and onto the twin cities of Hastings and Napier. 

Peter hadn’t been there before. But he barely took in the Norfolk pines or the 
famous  art  deco  look  of  the  seaside  city.  This  was  his  first  assignment 
undercover, practice or not. He concentrated on reading the map for Jude, 
who was trying to find Treacle’s place. 

Treacle was to be their operator, the detective who would direct them, supply 
them with cash and instructions from above. Treacle was a short, rotund man 
who habitually ran his fingers through imaginary hair. His dome shone with 
the constant polishing.  He had the  bright,  round eyes of  a  possum in the 
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headlights.  Noone  would  pick  him  as  a  cop,  with  his  macabre  sense  of 
humour. Yet he was, and, as Peter was to find out, an ambitious one. 

Treacle and his wife lived out of the city, in an old house that had been the 
home of a prosperous farmer once, when farmers were still well-to-do. Peter 
and Jude found it down a narrow country road. They’d been told to drive past, 
and if any police cars were parked in the drive, to come back later. But the 
driveway  was  empty.  They  drove  straight  into  the  double  garage.  Treacle 
popped out of the house and pulled down the garage doors. 

Inside, the house was comfortable in middle New Zealand browns, with the 
expensive  touches  -  good  stereo  but  not  state-of-the-art,  dishwasher, 
microwave - that went with police salaries. 

“We’ll put you in a hotel,” said Treacle, when they’d finished talking about the 
course and the trip up. “You’re only going to be here a couple of weeks while 
Wellington finds an operation for you. Just go round the bars, get used to the 
scene.” 

“Cruisy,” Peter said. 

Treacle handed them a bag of marijuana. “Good gear.” 

It was. Good dope was basically heads and buds. Stalks were extra weight in a 
bag and you couldn’t smoke them. You paid by weight so stalks discounted 
the price.  Leaf was inferior.  An ounce of leaf might cost $40, an ounce of 
heads up to $300. So buds, no stalks, and not much leaf was a good bag. 

The bag of dope was about the same size as an ounce of tobacco bought from a 
shop. Peter put it in his underpants. The agents had been taught that cops 
often missed it there if they frisked you, but Peter knew that already. Cops 
just did not like grabbing a suspect in the groin, they preferred to stay away 
from his nuts. As often as not a cop wouldn’t find dope stashed in underpants, 
or even in socks. 

That was important. Being picked up by cops became one of their dreads. If 
the cops found dope, the agents would be forced to disclose their identity. The 
operation would be ruined, because the cops would certainly talk and word 
would get around. And the agents would lose their dope. For Peter and Jude 
were already into marijuana, only a fortnight after they’d first smoked it. 

“You’re in the King’s Arms,” said Treacle. “While you’re here I’ll show you 
some photographs. You never know. Besides, it’ll be good for your training 
just to identify these people, if you see them.” 
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He laid out two dozen photographs on the kitchen table and began working 
through them one by one, giving a brief profile of each. Smith, a well-known 
burglar. Jones, known to be a fence, a receiver. Peter and Jude studied each 
one, trying to remember a nose, the way a pair of ears stuck out, packaging 
the faces with the descriptions. One thing became clear: a quite unreasonable 
number of targets had violent histories. 

Night had fallen by the time they left Treacle’s house. They drove along the 
dark country roads back to Napier, around the city’s back streets looking for 
the hotel. “That’s it,” said Peter, pointing. 

They looked at their new home in silence. This had to be the oldest hotel in 
New Zealand. Its wooden façade seemed to sag under the street lights. “Will it 
last the operation?” Peter breathed. 

Their room was upstairs. A bed, its working parts mercifully hidden for the 
moment by a mustard-coloured candlewick bedspread, occupied most of the 
liver-pink carpet.  A power point,  a  twin-element cooker  and a  hand basin 
(‘cooking  facilities’)  took  up  a  corner.  An  old  oak  wardrobe  and  a  chair 
completed the room’s appointments. The bathroom was somewhere down the 
hall. They’d face that one later. 

“Rude,” said Jude. 

“Hard case,” Peter agreed. 

They dumped their suitcases and went down to the bar for a drink. It was 
surprisingly full, but they didn’t stay. 

Tired  after  the  drive,  they  went  upstairs  and  climbed  into  bed,  which 
immediately rolled them into a tight ball  in  its  middle.  The floor creaked, 
accompanying every movement. 

They slept in the next morning, because it was expected. Went down to the 
bar at 11.30, soon after opening time. That was the proper thing, too. 

“If you’re into piss and drugs you’re in the bar early,” the undercovers had 
told  them  at  the  lodge.  Peter  and  Jude  were  anxious  to  establish  their 
credentials as low-life quickly. 

Peter wore jeans and an old white t-shirt. He’d put on some jimmies, thought 
about it, and taken them off again. Bare feet, he thought. He might even get 
told off for having bare feet in the bar and that could be good for his cover. 
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He sniffed often. If anyone asked, he’d be evasive; the implication was that 
he’d  sniffed  a  lot  of  powder,  maybe  even  cocaine.  Even  if  no  one  asked, 
sniffing was a drug mannerism. His snake earring dangled from a lobe. 

Jude wore a t-shirt with a long muslin dress and sandals. The clothes were to 
become a uniform. 

They’d bought plenty of old jewellery, rings, bracelets, necklaces, earrings, so 
much that they clanked slightly when they moved. In bare feet and dripping 
with trinkets Peter looked more gypsy than drug dealer. 

A few people were already in the bar when they arrived and by lunchtime it 
was filling up. Peter was surprised. He’d been taught the politics of the public 
bar and here, on the first day of his first assignment, was a perfect working 
model. 

Any old city hotel bar had a hierarchy. The established drinkers carried a deal 
of mana. They presided over the pool table, had set places where they stood or 
sat, got their drinks before other customers. A careful observer could spot a 
bookie working from one room to another; different people in the bar would 
talk to him, he might have a pen and a piece of paper, go into another room to 
take bets and listen to the races. A dealer would be a little aloof, slightly cool, 
but other patrons would drift up to him. He might go to the toilet or out to the 
carpark a few times. He might be dealing in stolen property, or drugs, and in 
the bar hierarchy he was a little above the bookie. 

Peter and Jude watched the traffic intently. Three prostitutes walked into the 
bar. Treacle would be surprised, Peter whispered. “He didn’t know this was 
going down.” 

Despite their tenseness they started to have a good time, enjoy the company. 
They fell into conversation with a group of older people sitting in a corner, 
drinking sparingly from a couple of jugs on the table before them. 

“You’re new in town,” they said. “Where you from?” The question Peter and 
Jude had rehearsed for. 

“Down south,” he replied. “Invercargill.” 

Jude told them she was from Timaru.  He was a  freezing worker,  she was 
unemployed, and they were living together. It was an easy cover to maintain; 
he could talk endlessly about the works, she of Timaru. 

- 71 -



Other people came in, nodded to them sometimes. Newcomers weren’t asking 
who the  hell  were  those  guys  in  the  corner,  because  they  were  talking  to 
locals, who were now busy telling them what they should do while they were 
in Napier, things to see, places to go. 

Some  of  the  faces  coming  into  the  bar  began  to  swim  into  focus,  like  a 
photograph  in  an  old  family  album.  A  huge  man  walked  in.  He  was 
intimidating, easily the staunchest guy in the bar. Peter recognised him from 
Treacle’s pictures and nudged Jude. He could see the man looking over at 
them occasionally  and realised they stuck out,  strange faces in their  fancy 
dress. 

Prostitutes came in and out, sometimes with Koreans and Taiwanese off the 
fishing boats in the harbour. A couple of shoplifters appeared, working the 
bar, showing people what they had in their plastic bags. 

And a suave-looking man, slightly overweight. He wore a shirt and jeans with 
cowboy  boots  and  he  looked  intelligent.  He  hadn’t  appeared  in  any  of 
Treacle’s photographs. 

It had gone four now and Peter was getting pissed. The newcomer followed 
him out to the toilet. 

“How you going, man?” 

“Gidday.” 

“You’re new around here, aren’t you?” He spoke well. 

“Yeah, yeah, man,” Peter answered. “We’re from down south.” 

“That’s  good.”  Much  later  Peter  realised  that  the  guy  wasn’t  offering  an 
opinion of Invercargill. He simply wanted to do business with out-of-towners. 
Peter decided to take a punt. After all, this was only a practice. 

“Are you on for a smoke, man?” 

“Oh yeah. Yeah, I’ll have a smoke, man.” 

So Peter rolled on up and they stepped out into the hotel carpark. 

The man introduced himself as Ken and said, “That’s good gear, man.” 

Peter was on a different level already. Dickheads offered leaf to a stranger, but 
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offering good stuff was a class act. He told Ken his name was Bill Evans, and 
that he was between seasons at the freezer. 

Ken nodded. He sucked appreciatively and said, “Do you want to score?” 

Peter sensed a trap. And even if it wasn’t, he shouldn’t appear too interested 
too early. “No man, maybe some other time. We’re not holding right now.” 

“That’s  cool,”  Ken  said.  “Do  you  want  me  to  take  you  around,  show  you 
Napier?” 

“Fuck, man, that’s great.” Peter could scarcely believe it. In on the first day! 
He went inside and collected Jude, and they climbed into Ken’s well-kept old 
cream Rover. 

The two undercovers were on edge. They knew the pitfalls of the most casual 
conversation.  Cops  had  a  bad  habit  of  dropping  police  sayings  into  their 
conversation. “Oh, roger that.” Or pulling up to an intersection and saying, 
“Clear left,” the front sear passenger’s  job on a chase.  One piece of  verbal 
shorthand would expose them. This was their first job, and they weren’t used 
to being full-time actors. 

But they made no slips. Ken drove them around the city like a tour guide - 
Marineland, the port, the best of the art deco buildings. Dropped them back at 
their hotel. 

The two undercovers were delighted. That night they drove out to Treacle’s 
place, taking elaborate detours, making sure they weren’t followed, going by 
the book. 

Treacle was as pleased as they were. And much more gratified when, later in 
the week, Peter talked to Ken again about buying. 

He told Ken they were looking for ways of making a few bob and they had 
mates in the south who’d buy smoke off them if they could get it wholesale up 
there. 

Ken listened gravely. Then he said, “Yeah, I think I can see you right there,” 
And he mentioned a name. Clarrie Pigeon. 

Peter had seen so many photographs the name rang no bells. But it rang the 
whole set of chimes with Treacle. “Clarrie Pigeon? Fuck! He’s the top man 
here.” 
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Treacle reached for the telephone and called Duck. “Christ man, we’re onto 
Pigeon, we can get to the top guy here! Lets do some evidential buying.” 

If Duck was surprised that the novices had turned up something big in their 
first days on what, after all, was not even a proper operation, he didn’t let it 
show. Okay, he said. Do it. Clarrie’s the guy we want. 

The die was cast. The two-week practice operation rolling into six weeks of 
serious work. 
Peter and Jude worked hard at cultivating Ken. The drug-runner was a heroin 
user. They discovered his habit one day when he asked if he could use their 
room.  He  turned on the  cooker,  put  on a  pot  of  water  and boiled  up  his 
syringe. Sometimes he called his needle his pick, or blue lady: “Got myself a 
blue lady, to see me through the night,” he sang. 

He put a belt around his arm and pulled it tight, tightening and relaxing his 
muscles to bring up a vein.  He had an eggcup instead of  a spoon, and he 
mixed the powder and water in it then heated the bottom. He put a cigarette 
filter  on  the  needle  and  slowly  drew  the  contents  of  the  eggcup  into  the 
syringe, squirting out a tiny bit to make sure there was no air in the needle. 
He slid the pick into a vein. 

Peter and Jude watched, fascinated by the ritual. They’d never seen it done 
before. They hoped it didn’t show, and tried to look blasé. 

Ken  sat  in  his  chair.  His  eyes  began  to  roll  around.  He  began  talking 
nonsense. After an hour he got up and left. 

Their  relationship  was curious.  They got  along easily,  and Ken seemed to 
accept them from the start. Oddly, he was racist. When he saw a black actor 
on an American television show, for example, he’d mutter between his teeth, 
“There’s the token black. He’s not there because he can act, he’s there because 
he’s black.” Peter, who looked Maori, wondered what excuses Ken made for 
him in his mind. Jude said he was gay. Peter never knew why. 

They met other people in the bar. Ken introduced them to Penn, a fence and 
small-time dealer. He was starved-looking. As if he’d never had a decent meal. 
He liked to be known as a wheeler and dealer and kept a pencil behind his ear, 
which he’d snatch at intervals to scribble on one of the innumerable pieces of 
paper he kept in his pockets. 

Ken told them Penn was good for business. He might be able to get them 
some stuff they could sell down south. 
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One day Penn asked then, “You guys want to buy a pound of dope?” 

“Fuck yeah,” replied Peter. “We’ll buy it.” 

Penn said, “Its real cheap, its only leaf.  You can have it for eight hundred 
dollars. You should be able to do better than that down south, turn a good 
profit.” 

They argued with him, got the price down to $700, $400 down, and $300 on 
delivery.  They  had  some  money  saved  up  from  the  works  season,  Peter 
explained. Afterwards, their capital could be explained by saying they’d made 
a bit of profit on the last deal. 

They gave Penn the $400. He looked at the notes. “Want to buy a video too?” 
he asked. “I can get you one real cheap. A hundred dollars.”
 
Peter was a little carried away. Hey, the thought, we’ll get this guy for selling 
dope and for selling stolen videos. 

“Sure,” he said, and made the classic mistake of taking just too many buying 
opportunities. They’d been told this was often a test of undercovers. Just offer 
them all this stuff and if they said yes yes yes, fuck, they had to be cops. You 
were either into dope or you were into videos. A dope dealer wasn’t a video 
buyer. 

Penn drew them a map of where to pick up the dope. A bridge a couple of 
kilometres out of Napier. The dope would be in a plastic bag stashed by the 
first pillar. 

It wasn’t there. 

Penn was supposed to bring the video to their room in the hotel that evening 
at five. He didn’t come. 

The truth began to dawn on the two undercovers. Penn had ripped them off 
for $500, counting the video. Peter was relieved Penn had only shaken them 
down,  that  it  hadn’t  been worse.  But  they were  worried.  The $500 didn’t 
belong to them, it was government property. And they were worried about 
making fools of themselves, being ripped off so easily. Peter thought about 
staunching  Penn next  time he  met  him but  decided  against  it.  Too risky. 
Instead, he fronted the small man. 

Penn pleaded innocent. “I put it exactly where I said I’d put it,” he whined. 
“Fuck, there were people around. Maybe one of them saw me.” 
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Peter didn’t believe him, but it could have been true. And if he dealt to the 
guy, what about the rest of them? Penn had some standing. They were new 
and they were in his patch and he knew a lot of heavies. What if he suspected 
they were cops? 

“What about the video, mate?” Peter asked. 

“Its coming, its coming.” 
But it didn’t, and in the end Peter and Jude took the money out of their own 
account rather than tell Treacle the truth. They didn’t tell Ken either. It might 
have mucked up the deal with Clarrie if he thought they were buying from all-
comers. 

Their cover seemed to be holding. The double act was working. One of their 
contacts in the bar had already told them, “I had my suspicions about you 
mate,  but you’ve got  a  missus,  you couldn’t  be a  cop.”  Undercovers  made 
friends easily, partly because it was a requirement of the job, partly because 
they always had money. Peter and Jude would buy the pies, or the fish and 
chips, for everyone. 

They were seeing quite a lot of Ken. In his mid-thirties, Ken lived with his 
mother. She was a nice woman who was proud of her son. She thought of him 
as entrepreneurial, making his money from doing a job here, a little business 
there. He told her he worked for various firms, sometimes a book company, 
sometimes an electronics firm, anything that meant he’d have to be on the 
road often. Once she told Peter, “He’s never in the same job more than six 
weeks, he’s as busy as a bee, my son, but he just can’t stick to a job.” 

Peter and Jude had to be careful not to reveal they had more money than they 
could explain, but they could run to half a dozen beer or a bottle of wine. Ken 
fancied himself as a wine buff, and Peter would let him pick a bottle then pay 
for it. It was a way of the three of them getting together over a drink. 

Then the problems with Treacle began. 

Treacle  wasn’t  happy  with  progress.  He  wanted them to  push harder.  He 
wanted the numbers. Peter was more interested in the significant players and 
felt they should play the hand they’d been dealt because, so far, it was a lucky 
one. 

Treacle  would  say,  “Go  and  meet  this  guy”  stabbing  his  finger  at  a 
photograph. But how could they? Peter would argue that this was one of Ken’s 
mates,  true  enough,  but  they  hadn’t  been  introduced  to  him.  They  could 
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hardly go round and knock on his door. They could only reach him through 
Ken,  otherwise  it  would  look  as  if  they  were  soliciting  people  and  they’d 
immediately be suspect. 

Treacle was under pressure from Wellington by then. They saw that this was 
no longer an aside in the programme, but an operation with real potential. 

Peter and Jude resisted. They wanted the big fish, and Ken had made it clear 
that if they played the field they were not going to meet Clarrie. That, he’d 
implied, was an exclusive club. 

Sometimes  they  thought  of  their  small,  neat,  safe  house  in  Pine  Hill  and 
wondered  what  they  were  doing  here  in  this  dive  among  the  duds  and 
greaseballs. But not often. This, they told themselves, was adventure. 

One  morning  they  got  out  of  bed  a  little  earlier,  showered  and  cleaned 
themselves up and filled the Toyota with petrol. They drove away from the 
city, laughing like truants, feeling free. They bought crayfish. Wine. On the 
house. They picked up a receipt off the floor of the nearby supermarket to give 
to Treacle for expenses. They drove down to Waimarama beach and sat on the 
sand, watching the surf and letting the clean autumn air freshen the weeks 
amongst the low-life. 
 
They sneaked away when they could,  after that.  Sometimes they’d go to a 
restaurant  and have  an expensive  lunch.  What  the  hell,  if  they  were  seen 
they’d say it was an anniversary or something. 

After  all,  they  were  paid  to  live  a  lie,  and  they  were  getting  good  at  it. 
Sometimes Peter would tell Jude a blatant untruth and watch her growing 
look of disbelief. She’d wave a finger at him, “You’re getting too good at this. 
When we get home it had better stop.” 

They were into their fourth week in Napier when Ken said, “I’ll take you to 
meet Clarrie.” 

He drove them in his old Rover to a house on Napier’s Bluff Hill. They caught 
glimpses of  the sea as  the road wound through houses packed onto every 
available site. Clarrie’s place was a 1930’s Californian bungalow, a pleasant 
place  that  was  renovated  and  obviously  looked  after.  Shrubs  grew thickly 
between  the  front  door  and  the  footpath,  and  the  path  to  the  front  door 
wound between them. The street looked expensive. Clarrie seemed to have 
done well out of dope. 

Ken had told them that Clarrie was an avid rugby league fan, that he often had 
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league players at his house, but Peter was not prepared for the two huge men 
who  met  them  at  the  door.  Clarrie,  dark,  almost  pixie-like,  sharp  and 
intelligent, seemed tiny beside them. 

The big men eyed them closely, belligerently. Peter could see the welcome had 
been planned. Clarrie wanted them to glimpse his power, to see what might 
happen if they crossed him. He was himself courteous, letting the two gorillas 
give the other signals. 

Ken rolled them all a joint. 

They smoked amiably for a while, then Clarrie turned to Peter. 

“Come through here for a minute.” 

It began. “Where you from? Invercargill eh? Been to Dunedin much? Ever go 
and see any of your mates in prison there? Where’s the jail again down there? 
What do they call that street off the Octagon again? Its different on the other 
side  of  the  Octagon  isn’t  it?”  All  worked  casually  into  the  conversation, 
references, cross-references. “What are you up to down there? Which freezing 
works? Which steel mill?” And, when Peter showed him the burn marks from 
the foundry on his arms, “No tattoos?” 

Peter was scared. The interrogation was going on far too long. Jude was in the 
other room alone with the two heavies. He tried to tell himself that it was just 
the  usual  paranoia  after  he’d  smoked  a  joint,  but  fear  kept  churning  his 
stomach. 

Clarrie  watched his  eyes  intently..  At  last  he  said,  “What  are  you  into  up 
here?” 

“I’m out of  work. It’s the off-season. I  wouldn’t  mind scoring some smoke 
because my mate in Invercargill  will  come up to Picton and take it off  my 
hands. I could really use the money.” 

Clarrie sat back. “Okay. We’ll see how it goes.” 

That was all. They went back into the other room. Jude sat silent. The two 
men had said nothing to her in the whole half hour they’d been gone. They’d 
ignored her completely. 

As they left,  Peter  realised something.  Clarrie  had never  mentioned drugs 
once in the two hours they were at his house. 
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Back at the hotel they went straight to their room and lay on the bed. They felt 
drained, physically and psychologically. Their first encounter with a drug boss 
had reduced them to  a  couple  of  automatons  and it  was  two more  hours 
before they could rouse themselves enough to telephone Treacle from the call-
box down the street. 

Four days passed, slowly. Far too slowly for Treacle, who by now felt the pace 
was  definitely  falling  away.  But  on  the  fourth,  Ken  called  again:  Clarrie 
wanted to see them for coffee. 

It was just after dark on a Thursday night when the old Rover ground up the 
hill again. Clarrie didn’t like callers in daylight hours. It made him look out of 
work and some of his visitors stuck out like, well, like villains at a tea party in 
that part of town. 

The  city  opened  away  to  the  south,  scarcely  pausing  before  the  lights  of 
Hastings began a few kilometres inland, but Peter didn’t feel like admiring the 
view. He was tense, keyed up, anxious. 

Only one of the league players was with Clarrie. He was mean-looking with a 
heavily  pock-marked  face.  Peter  examined  the  possibilities.  He  found  it 
soothed  him.  This  guy  was  much  bigger  than  he  was,  but  Peter  had  the 
technology. Yes, if he could get in a single kick before the man got to him, he 
might have the edge. He’d just have to keep a close eye on him, looking for the 
early warning. 

Clarrie  took  him  into  the  other  room,  again  leaving  Jude  alone  with  the 
minder. He told Peter that if he fronted him $1500 he could get him a pound 
of  mix,  leaf  and  buds.  It  was  very  cheap.  Peter  knew he  could  resell  the 
marijuana for $2500. 

“But,” said Clarrie, “I have to have the money up front.” 

Peter didn’t like it. Only a few weeks ago he’d promised himself never to pay 
money in advance of a deal again. Yet he felt Clarrie was testing him, that this 
was a test deal. “I’m a little bit uneasy about that, I don’t want to question 
your honesty but I don’t want to get burnt.” 

A glint came into Clarrie’s eye. “No, guy. This is the way it is. My people won’t 
hand me the  dope  if  there’s  no  dough.  You’re  asking  me to  get  the  dope 
without  money.  At  the  other  end there’ll  be  a  guy handing me over  dope 
without any money and that’s dangerous for him. You’re the new guy here. 
You have to fall in with the system.” 
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It made sense. But Peter didn’t want to seem eager. “Well, it’ll probably be 
cool. But its half Jude’s money, not just mine. I’ll go home and talk to her 
about it. If she’s agreeable I could get the money out of the bank tomorrow. 

He rang Treacle from the call-box near the hotel. “I think he’s sincere. I don’t 
think he’s trying to rip us off.” Then, seeing the irony in insisting that the 
dealer was not a crook, and remembering Penn, he added “But he could be.” 
Treacle thought for a moment. “We’ll do it.” 

Peter  drove to  Treacle’s  house  later  in the day.  Treacle  went  to  the  metal 
cashbox  he  kept  in  a  wall  unit,  covered  by  books.  Peter  had  seen  the 
strongbox often.  Treacle  doled out  the cash in  lots  of  $600 to keep them 
going. 

He  counted  out  $1500  and  handed  Peter  the  money.  Peter  checked  it 
carefully, mixing the denominations. They never used new bills; they’d made 
the dealers nervous. Nor were the notes in bundles, neatly bound with rubber 
bands.  The  rule  was,  never  make  the  money  look  as  if  it  had  been 
professionally handled. It had to look used, thumbed over. 

Peter called Clarrie the following day. The deal was on, he said. He drove up 
to the dealer’s house that evening and handed it over. On his own, because 
Clarrie wanted it that way. The fewer witnesses the better. “I’ll have the stuff 
for you in a few days,” he said. 

“A pain in the arse,” Peter told Jude when he got back to the hotel. “I like to 
be more definite.” But he had to be careful. Precision was the police way. 

It  was  five  days  before  he  talked  to  Clarrie  again,  and  it  was  Peter  who 
telephoned. For the last three days he and Jude had been turning over the 
deal between them. 

Maybe Clarrie was ripping them off, knew they were cops and wouldn’t bash 
him. Perhaps they’d been wrong to pass themselves off as new to the town. 
Sure, it had encouraged people to help them, but it also sent a message of 
vulnerability, that they wouldn’t do anything heavy because they were away 
from home, off their patch. 

“What’s the fucken’ story man?” Peter didn’t have to work at getting the right 
touch of anger and indignation in his voice. It came naturally. “We’re out of 
pocket fifteen hundred dollars and we’re spewing. If you haven’t got the dope 
just give us the bread back.” 

Clarrie seemed unruffled. He merely said, “I’ve handed over the bread, man. 
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I’m waiting on the dope.” 

Peter rang again the following day, and the next. “Come round and see me,” 
Clarrie said at last. 

On the eighth day he drove up the hill again. 

“Come for a walk,” Clarrie said. 

They walked along the street and down one of the narrow walking tracks that 
linked streets on that part of the hill.  Clarrie talked brightly. He told Peter 
about how the hill had collapsed at one end in the great earthquake of 1931, 
burying everything below. He became quite mawkish when he spoke of the 
city, of how nice it was to live there, with the underlying need of small town 
citizenry that visitors agree. 

He  spoke  about  rugby  league,  but  Peter  was  used  to  that.  Clarrie  always 
reinforced his league connections, as if saying, ‘I’m only a skinny little guy but 
I know some real staunch bastards.’ 

Peter  was  nervous.  It  was  getting  dark by  now,  after  tea  in  early  August. 
Gloomy. Noone around. A lonely track. A good time for an attack. 

They came to a set of concrete steps with a pipe handrail down one side. They 
could see the lights of the harbour from there. Clarrie pointed to a bush, well 
down the steps, only just visible in the dusk. 

“See that wee bush down there,” he said. “Don’t do this now. I’m going to 
head back up to my place. When I’m out of sight, look at the bottom of that 
bush.” Without another word he turned and went back up the steps. 

Peter waited until he was gone. Then he went down the steps to the shrub and 
felt  underneath  it.  His  fingers  touched  plastic.  He  pulled  it  out.  A  plastic 
shopping bag. It was packed with foils, maybe twenty tinfoil packages, each 
containing something under an ounce of marijuana. 

Ken had been right. Clarrie had come through. 

Peter put the bag under his black leather jacket, squeezing it under his arm. 
He walked back up the steps, wondering about Clarrie’s style. 

The dealer had never had his hands on the dope. If Peter had been wearing a 
wire,  with  police  back-up,  they  could  have  snapped  the  dealer  if  he’d 
physically given Peter the dope. As it was, Peter would have had a marginal 
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case in court. 

But  Peter  was  delighted.  Not  only  because  he’d  scored  the  gear.  Clarrie 
couldn’t have known they were cops, otherwise he never would have risked 
getting them the dope. Their cover was good. They’d done their first deal with 
the top man. 

He had a new fear. What if the local police saw him driving past and it was a 
slow night and they decided to turn him over? He was carrying a pound of 
dope. He’d had a smoke himself and he stank of it. He was terrified of the 
cops, as scared of them as of anyone else. 

He drove the little Corolla back to the hotel very carefully, went inside and got 
Jude, and together they drove out to Treacle’s place to do the paperwork. 

The statement had to contain all the details, times, places, amounts, what was 
said, who said it, how much money was involved. That was the first time Peter 
compromised himself. He discovered the fine line trod by undercover agents 
in New Zealand. 

He couldn’t remember some of the details. He’d been smoking dope. They’d 
always shared a joint at Clarrie’s place. The first time there Peter was shit-
faced. But undercover agents were supposed to simulate, to pretend to smoke. 
Peter thought of the way Clarrie and his two bodyguards had watched him. 
Catch him putting it on in a situation like that! So he’d smoked, and that had 
made his memory hazy. 

Yet  he  couldn’t  say  so.  Instead,  he  wrote  that  he  had  simulated  smoking 
marijuana  at  all  relevant  times.  Then  he  filled  in  the  details  he  couldn’t 
remember. 

Peter knew this had been a trial, a pilot deal only. Clarrie was big time. If this 
deal worked out all right they could do more. 

Wellington decided that Peter and Jude had more than proved themselves by 
getting to the top in a completely unplanned operation. Headquarters had 
something much bigger planned for them. 

Treacle told them about it the next day. “You guys are going to Wellington to 
take that car back and get a new one. Then you’re going to the Coromandel.” 
Peter and Jude were astounded. What about Clarrie? They knew they could 
get him, even now. He’d never convince a court it was pure coincidence there 
were drugs under that tree. 
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“They want  you to  go up there  as  intelligence  agents.”  That  meant  they’d 
never be revealed as undercovers, never give evidence in court. They’d pave 
the way for evidential agents to move in and stitch up the case. 

If they appeared in court in Napier giving evidence against Clarrie they’d be 
useless in the Coromandel. The peninsula was not far enough north for them 
to be confident their identities would remain secret. 

Clarrie went free. He was never caught. 

Chapter 7 
 

They left Napier the same afternoon, elated. Although they’d lost the big fish, 
they felt  successful.  They’d found their  man and got the goods on him. It 
wasn’t their fault the department had a last-minute change of heart. Besides, 
no matter what they were going into, it could hardly be worse than the vile 
carpet and the sagging floor and the cranky black and white television. 

For a while they were silent, enjoying the peace as the Corolla cruised through 
the orchards and into the rich farmland of Hawke’s Bay. Years later, sitting on 
his  verandah at  Kaka  Point,  Peter  would  decide  they’d  been  hoodwinked. 
They’d been recruited to work in a steel mill. Drug use had been played down. 
Now they were going into the biggest drug scene in the country and Peter, 
although he didn’t know it then, was already psychologically drug-dependent. 
Hooking the big one in Napier had changed the department’s objectives for 
them. 

But they were career cops, a couple of young up-and-comers, who’d just had a 
win. As they drove south the world looked a bright and wonderful place to be. 
Back through the Wairarapa and into Wellington, where they discovered the 
bosses had a surprise for them. 

They booked into a motel, looking forward to a hot bath. And were surprised 
when the telephone broke the evening stillness. 

It was Duck. “Gidday,” he said. “Hows it going? Good job in Napier. Christ, 
they’re all patting you on the back round here. 

“Look, I want you to go to Tatum Park near Levin. There’s a training seminar 
for a bunch of new guys. We want you to be coaches. Just for the weekend. 
Scenario training. You’ll be the heavies in the bar.” 
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They checked out of the motel in the morning, threw their gear in the Toyota 
and made the journey to Levin in one and a half hours. They found Tan there, 
from their own training course, and Phil, the skier. Friendly faces, thank God 
for that. And when they’d finished hugging each other and shaking hands they 
went outside into the dark and rolled some joints. 

Treacle had been liberal with the dope and Peter and Jude had plenty, a large 
bag of heads. They kept it in plastic bags in their undies. An agent who did a 
good job was always assured of a good supply. Their operators knew what 
made them tick. 

They were lounging against the fence, smoking and yarning when they heard 
someone coming. Duck. They stubbed out the joints hastily. Duck stuck to the 
rules,  even if  the rules themselves couldn’t  stick.  They didn’t  want him to 
catch them smoking. 

Duck  was  in  good  humour.  “Fuck,  you’re  a  shabby  looking  lot,”  he  jibed 
happily. “What an ugly looking pack of mongrels. Fuckin’ hell. Come with me 
and we’ll have a rave.” 

He led the way along the road and into a building. There was a bar in the 
corner, with chairs and tables. It looked like a licensed bar. 

“This is the story,” Duck said, pulling out a chair and tearing the tab off his 
beer. “These guys will be coming in here one by one. Their operators will drop 
them off.  They know this  is  an exercise,  but  they’ve  been told a  group of 
transients are renting this place from the council and they’ve set up an illicit 
bar. It could be real.” 

Peter  looked around him.  The  bar  looked genuine  enough.  The  story  was 
plausible. 

But the first person to come into the bar that night was Wendy, who’d worked 
in uniform with Peter in Dunedin. Duck’s fault. He’d assumed she was from 
Christchurch and he’d blown it. 

Peter and Jude said nothing. They sat in a corner passing a joint between 
them and trying to look intimidating. The lights were dim but Peter could see 
Wendy recognised him. He gave her a warning look. Wendy wasn’t to know 
whether  or  not  they  were  in  there  as  undercover  cops  anyway  and  she 
shouldn’t relax. Peter thought back to his own training, when he’d been so 
worried by the patched-up guys in the bar who looked real. He cranked up his 
scowl a notch or two. 
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Phil  had  brought  Wendy  into  the  bar  and  now  he  was  shotgunning  her, 
reversing the joint in his mouth and blowing the smoke into hers. 

Peter could see her getting stoned, looking around, trying to take note of the 
building and the people in it.  “Fuck,” he said loudly to Jude, “she’s a nosy 
bitch.”  Wendy  stopped  looking  around.  She  and  Chris  went  out  into  the 
carpark and did a drug deal and he took her home. She didn’t seem to have 
been frightened out of her wits. “That was funny,” she told Peter later. “The 
place was full of cops.” 

Peter met two other people that weekend who would later play a major part in 
his  life,  Larry  and  Craig.  Larry  couldn’t  handle  the  dope.  He  threw  up 
constantly.  He  wanted  to  leave,  get  right  out  of  the  programme.  In  the 
meantime, Peter put the acid on them both, enjoying the power. He could see 
the fear start. Jude sat pretending to be submissive, her usual role. 

The new agents all looked like cops to Peter. They had too many silly things 
on, bangles and badges and necklaces and they looked overdone. Just as Peter 
and Jude had been when they started,  a bare six  weeks before.  Peter was 
already learning that the best drug dealers were nondescript. 

Peter sensed a friend in Larry. He slipped him some joints, telling Larry to 
return the favour later on. Peter and Jude would be finished as undercovers 
before Larry and they could see it was in their interests to befriend up-and-
coming agents to maintain their supply. 

The coaching revealed how much they’d learned in a short time, how street-
wise they had become. They’d only been out eight weeks and they thought 
they’d become good agents, good bullshitters. 

It was a fine feeling and he talked to Larry about it later. He knew Larry didn’t 
drink, so wasn’t used to getting drunk; knew too, that often people who didn’t 
go for alcohol were vulnerable to the marijuana kick, just as heavy drinkers 
didn’t usually enjoy marijuana. 

Peter  liked  to  think  that  smoking  marijuana  was  more  intellectual  than 
smoking.[sic] He’d much rather smoke than get pissed and talk rugby and 
racing. He preferred to get stoned and talk about fashion, or sex, or gay rights, 
something a bit off the wall. Come to think of it, he detested the mainstream. 

Besides, mainstreamers made bad agents. A guy in this seminar, for example, 
just couldn’t take changing his straight-up square-jaw police persona to crafty 
undercover cop. They tried to humble him by calling him Arse but that only 
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made  him  angrier.  The  madder  he  got  the  more  everyone  needled  him. 
Eventually he just fell out of the programme. 

Peter  and  Jude  left  the  seminar  in  Levin  as  blooded  agents,  the  trainees 
looking up to them as much as they’d admired their own coaches. But Peter 
had changed.  He found himself  in  some sort  of  neverland,  still  a  cop but 
outside the law, no longer one of the establishment nor one of the boys. 

Back  in  Wellington  he  was  ushered  into  the  inner  sanctum,  high  in  the 
national  police  headquarters  building  in  Molesworth  Street.  They  climbed 
into  the  lift  in  the  basement  and  at  ground  floor  level  a  senior  sergeant 
opened the door and got in. Peter recognised him immediately. He’d been one 
of his instructors at police college. 

The  senior  sergeant  glanced  at  him  and  frowned,  trying  to  remember 
something. But the man in front of him didn’t look anything like the neat, 
zealous police cadet who’d won the phys-ed award at Trentham. Peter was 
bearded, scruffy. The snake earring dangled from his earlobe. He wore dirty 
jeans. Beside him Jude wore a long dress, her hair cut short and dyed. 

The  lift  stopped.  The  senior  sergeant  was  about  to  step  out  when  he 
remembered. “Oh,” he said.  “Williamson.” They grinned at each other and 
shook hands and the senior was about to say something else when a few other 
things clicked into place. The way Peter looked. The fifth-floor button lit up 
on  the  control  panel.  These  guys  could  only  be  informants  or  undercover 
cops, and they obviously weren’t informants. 

The  man’s  face  changed  from  cheerful  recognition  to  something  close  to 
despair.  It  was more than the  usual  standoffishness  between uniform and 
plainclothes,  as if  he were thinking,  All  that  effort turning out a good cop 
wasted. He said nothing more, just stepped out of the lift clutching his files.
 
The lift door closed behind him. Peter would like to have talked to him longer. 
Why the look? Did he know something Peter didn’t? 

Years later Peter remembered the moment. Maybe the senior sergeant already 
knew that forty percent of undercover cops were dropping out of the force, 
realised  that  he  was  teaching  cops  and  another  branch  of  the  force  was 
breaking them. 

The lift stopped at the fifth floor. His escort used a swipe card and a punch 
number to get in. 

Peter  looked  around.  The  place  was  a  hive.  Little  offices  everywhere. 
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Computer screens glowing on every desk. Files on every flat surface. Galleries 
of villain’s pictures. Plainclothes detectives bustling in and out of rooms. One 
whole floor, with a commanding view over the city. 

Duck met  them and ushered them into his  office  with  a  proprietorial  air. 
Another man sat in one of the chairs arranged in front of the desk. “Peter and 
Jude,” Duck introduced them, “Kevin. He’s going to be your operator.” 

Kevin got up and shook hands. He was huge, hulking. Peter was tall, and this 
man  was  not  much  taller,  but  his  bulk  seemed  to  diminish  the  two 
undercovers.  He wore  shorts  and a  t-shirt  and,  he  told  them pretty  soon, 
drove  a  BMW.  He  was  on  surveillance  and  his  cover  was  a  document 
destruction business in Tauranga. 

Peter  was  immediately  suspicious.  The  man  was  too…  smug,  he  decided. 
‘What’s in it for these forty year old guys?’ he thought to himself, but he knew 
the answer. Promotion. If they were forty and still a detective they could only 
go up. If they got the statistics. So the heat went on to the undercovers to get 
the numbers. 

Peter’s face darkened. How could a guy run a business and be committed to 
police  work  at  the  same time? His  experience  in  Napier  had soured him. 
These guys had it easy in their safe houses, but it was the undercovers who 
had their necks stretched over the block. 

Duck began the briefing. 

“You’re going to meet a man we’ll call Edsel. He is the key to this operation. 
Edsel is the best informant we have in the scene in Auckland.” 

Peter leaned forward, intrigued. He hadn’t worked with an informant before. 
Edsel was prominent in rugby league circles and he had a bodyguard of league 
players. He made frequent trips between Auckland and the Coromandel. He’d 
buy drugs on the peninsula, take them back to the capital and distribute them. 
The police let him do the business and in return he gave them information.
 
Edsel would come to Waihi, in the broad sweep of the Bay of Plenty, after 
Peter and Jude had set themselves up there. He’d tell people he knew there 
that he’d met Peter and Jude, and that they were cool. The two undercovers 
would be quickly accepted and integrated. 

Peter and Jude would be intelligence agents in a three-stage operation. They’d 
go in with Edsel and meet people. Then Edsel would drop out, leaving them to 
work on their own. But if they did the busts themselves, Edsel would be blown 

- 87 -



immediately. Hence the third stage. 

Peter and Jude, now accepted by the local community as drug runners, would 
introduce more agents, who would gather the evidence and make the arrests. 
One of the agents would post as a middleman, taking the drugs the two would 
buy on the Coromandel. 

They had to  show the  people they were dealing with where  they got  their 
money from, otherwise they wouldn’t be plausible. They couldn’t simply have 
unexplained  funds  or  they’d  be  suspected  immediately  of  being  cops.  So 
they’d be able  to  point  to  their  contact  and say,  ‘That’s  where  we get  our 
money, man.’ 

Edsel  would  be  two  stages  removed  from  the  busts.  The  operation  was 
complex, but designed to protect him. He was just too valuable to the police to 
lose. Treachery by a dealer operating at that level was a capital offence in the 
drug world. 

Peter and Jude left the Molesworth Street building agog. Some operation! As 
if  to  underscore  its  importance  Duck  had  booked  them  into  a  waterfront 
hotel. 

Peter  was  becoming  suspicious  of  glad-handing.  The  more  they  spent  on 
cosseting the agents, the more they were going to ask of them. After all, at 
first they’d only been going into a foundry to deal with some pilfering. Now 
they were being sent into the top drug scene in the country. 

The  evening  stretched  in  front  of  them  like  the  lights  on  the  water  of 
Wellington harbour. They needed company, and they remembered they knew 
someone here. Bird. He’d been one of their coaches at the undercover school 
in the Waikato. 

Jude liked the Bird. Peter hadn’t changed; it made him jealous. Bird was cool, 
yes, he was one cool bastard. He didn’t look much with his hooded eyes and 
his receding hairline but he was switched on, he had a charisma all of his own, 
and Peter was acutely aware of it. He longed to emulate these laid-back men 
who nothing seemed to ruffle. Jude had his number and she called him. The 
Bird came straight over, with a bottle to break the ice. 

He was a serving detective now. They talked of the police, of crime, of other 
agents and where they were now, and then Peter produced a bag of dope. 
They rolled up some joints and if anyone thought about three serving police 
officers sitting in a hotel room committing a criminal offence, noone bothered 
to mention it. 
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“What are you up to?” asked Bird. They told him about Edsel. They’d been 
told not to mention the operation to anyone but already they understood that 
if secrecy was okay somewhere else, it was not among undercovers. And Bird 
knew Edsel. “He’s one big fish in that town. Looks like you’re doing well,” he 
said simply.  They smoked three joints.  When they were all  shit-faced they 
gave Bird some dope and he went home. 

They flew to Auckland and met Edsel the next night. Peter, Jude, Kevin and 
the detective who was running the informant. The detective collected them 
from their motel in his car and took them to his house. 

Peter and Jude walked into the kitchen expecting a villain. Sitting there with 
his elbows on the green formica top was an articulate man whose crookedness 
was not visible to the naked eye. 

Edsel was short, athletic, slightly paunchy but still solid and fit-looking. Dark 
hair framed a tanned, friendly face. He wore the smart casual clothes seen in 
bars catering for sports people,  canvas and suede,  dark green jacket,  deep 
blue shirt and beige trousers. He stood up as they came in. “Pleased to meet 
you,” he said. His voice was squeaky, slightly scratchy, seeming to brush the 
listener rather than demand attention.
 
Edsel tried to explain himself to the new people. “Look, I always wanted to be 
a policeman. I never got to be one and now I’m on the other side of the law. 
But I work in with the police and it validates my work in the community, you 
know? Because although I also work on the other side, I’m kind of doing my 
bit.” 

It was bizarre. Peter was a cop pretending to be a crook and here was a crook 
posing as some kind of  cop. It  occurred to Peter that there was not much 
difference between them. They both lived on their  wits,  their  ability to be 
plausible in any situation, to lie easily. Peter and Jude were vulnerable and 
this man was their lifeline. 

The detective,  listening,  merely nodded sagely.  Edsel  was his baby and he 
wanted him to feel good about himself. 

“How do you reckon Bill and Jude will go up on the Coromandel?” he asked. 
They were using Peter’s  cover  name so Edsel  wouldn’t  get  confused.  Jude 
used her own. 

Peter waited anxiously for the answer. 
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Edsel looked at them both for a long moment before replying. He knew that 
his credibility depended on theirs. If they blew it, they blew him too. Then: 
“They’ll be fine, they’ll be fine.” 

He traced the pattern on the formica table with his finger. “I’ll show you how 
things are done up there later.  How they roll  joints.  They smoke one-skin 
joints up there, only one paper not two. We’ll do a bit of work on that. If I’m 
around, let me roll the joints. Basically they’re a bunch of hippies and as long 
as you’re cool they’ll be fine. They’re not surveillance scientists or any shit like 
that. They’re good country people. But you have to do the basics right. The 
dangerous thing about them is that they’re all inter-mixed. So if one thinks 
you’re a cop they all will. It’ll get round real fast.” 

Peter found himself studying Edsel closely now. He was the first informant 
he’d  met.  This  man was  a  serious  criminal  because  he  ran  drugs.  But  he 
adopted a high moral tone. He even liked to think of himself as a respected 
member of the middle class. His wife and daughter liked ballet, and he went 
often. Edsel, patron of the arts! 

The other police officers in the room treated him politely. Television always 
gave the impression that cops treated their narks savagely, tell all or you’ll be 
down the road faster than a speeding bullet. He wondered about the quid pro 
quo. If Edsel or one of his runners was caught, would his protection run that 
far? Probably, he decided. “Would you like some coffee?” the detective asked 
Edsel. And, “How about a chocolate chippie?” 

Later Peter realised that Edsel had so many contacts he could probably afford 
to burn a few in the Coromandel. He knew that some of the people busted in 
Peter’s operation would be his own but he was unruffled. The cops got a few 
drug dealers,  he  could  find  some  more,  and  meanwhile  he  operated  with 
impunity. All the time being able to tell himself, not to mention passers-by 
such as Peter and Jude, that he was doing his bit for the community. 

Peter was worried. Would this man really do what he said he would do? Burn 
his mates? What kind of bizarre code was that? Peter thought the informant 
was a low bastard, but he took his cue from the others and kept his face open 
and smiling. If Edsel had some warped sense of public duty, might as well 
cultivate it. 

Peter wanted to succeed. He wanted to catch the bad guys and be at least as 
good as his coaches, who were undoubtedly the most impressive people he’d 
ever met. He was an idealist and, besides, Wellington was starting to bill him 
as a good prospect. Doing well in this operation would buff a fine sheen on his 
career. 
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The informant showed them how to roll joints the Coromandel way, but they 
didn’t smoke them. That would have embarrassed the detective. Detectives 
outside the programme still knew where the line was drawn. 

They checked out of their motel next morning and flew back to Wellington, 
where a car was waiting to take them out to the motor pool. This time their 
new car had been selected for them. Peter took one look at the vehicle and his 
heart  went  out  to  it.  The  car  was  an  early-model  Chrysler  Valiant 
stationwagon, beige, an absolute minter. He sat on the bench seat with its 
unmarked oyster upholstery and turned the key. The big six-cylinder engine 
roared and settled back to a quiet rumble. He fell in love. 

Jude  drove  again.  It  was  part  of  the  cover.  Peter  could  say  he  was  a 
disqualified driver and that distanced him just a little more from the law. 

This time they took the turn-off for the Ngauranga Gorge, the big car breezing 
up the  incline  and cruising easily  along the  motorway north.  They whiled 
away the hours going through what  they’d learned at  their  briefing,  every 
detail  of  their  cover  -  names,  places,  descriptions,  pictures,  impressions, 
ideas, theories. They’d driven up to the Coromandel from Invercargill.  The 
cover was consistent. His name was Bill Evans, hers Jude; Evans too if anyone 
asked, but people seldom did. It tied in with Napier, should someone who 
knew them from the bay city had moved to the Coromandel. 

In  Tauranga  they  stopped  and picked  up  a  caravan humble  enough for  a 
couple of itinerants to call home. The salesman scarcely glanced at them as 
they hooked it onto the Valiant’s towbar. All the paperwork had been done, all 
the details looked after. 

They drove on, skirting the tidal flats of Tauranga harbour until they reached 
the turn-off to Waihi Beach. The sea appeared before them, the Bay of Plenty 
grey in the afternoon rain, Mayor Island just visible through the murk. They 
took the road running alongside the sandy beach and pulled into a camping 
ground. 

Peter and Jude got out of the car, stiff after hours on the road. The wet, sweet 
smell  of  the  bush  mingled  with  the  faint  scent  of  the  sea.  Already  it  felt 
warmer.  They loved the soft greens of  the comfortable landscape.  Hard to 
believe  they  were  in  the  nation’s  drug  capital.  It  seemed  too  safe  and 
innocent. 

The proprietor came out to meet them, led the way to a tiny, cluttered office 
and put out a form for them to fill in and sign. Peter started to write his name. 
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Peter W … oh shit. The proprietor was looking at him curiously. A moment 
before Peter had said his name was Bill Evans. 

He  improvised  hastily.  “Look,  mate,  its  my  nickname.  The  W  stands  for 
Willie, because that’s what Jude calls me. Peter is my middle name. Bill Peter 
Evans.” 

It was hairy, he knew. It sounded false to his own ears. Hoping to cover up, he 
pulled out some money and paid their first week’s camping fees in advance. 
The proprietor seemed satisfied. At least he said nothing. 

Peter and Jude climbed back in the Valiant and set off down the track to their 
caravan park. It was a bad start. 

“What a cock-up,” Peter moaned. “If he’d been someone serious that would 
have been a bad mistake.” He just had to do better, to focus. The small errors 
could be fatal. 

The park was right opposite the sea. Pheasants crossed the road in front of 
them.  The  trees  dripped  under  the  misty  rain.  They  would  have  been 
entranced but for the constant reminders of their mission here. 

They set up camp in a corner where they could watch without being watched 
themselves. Neither of them had ever put up a caravan awning before. The 
thing looked like a pile of knitting. The elite arm of the police force, sent to 
outsmart  the  cunning,  struggled  with  pipes  and  canvas.  At  last  the 
contraption was up, looking more or less as it should. They went for a walk on 
the beach to celebrate. 

Next morning dawned fine. Sun streamed through the windows of the small 
caravan.  Peter  lay  in  the  double  bunk with a  sense  of  contentment which 
vanished the moment he began thinking about the rest of the week. 

This was Wednesday. Their meeting with Edsel was scheduled for Friday in 
the bar  of  one of  the local  hotels.  The time had been fixed for  maximum 
impact. The place should be crowded then. 

They drove into the township, bought groceries at the supermarket and lunch 
from the takeaway bar. They bought petrol at the service station and aspirin 
from the pharmacy. They wanted to interact with the locals, become familiar 
in the community. Then they went to the bar. 

This was a difficult moment for Peter. He’d found in Napier that he could not 
walk  into  a  bar  without  feeling  like  an  undercover  cop,  and  waiting  for 
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someone to say so and expose him. 

He found himself  silently repeating a catchphrase, ‘we’re only here for the 
beer, we’re only here for the beer.’ More like the fear, he thought. 

A few people were playing pool, a few more at the bar. 

Newcomers  in  drug towns were  always  treated sceptically.  Peter  felt  their 
glances wing over the two of them. 

They ordered a beer each, tried to joke with each other, put out a few laughs 
to the audience.  Peter ordered a pie.  He hated pies.  In fact,  he hated any 
unhealthy food. 

He watched what the locals did, how the pool table was operated. You could 
make a real john of yourself over the pool table if you didn’t know what coins 
it took, where the coins went, where the balls rolled. The best thing was to 
wait for someone to ask if you wanted a game, that was the best in, but here 
noone looked remotely inviting. 

First impressions in a bar counted. If you did something wrong and looked 
like a dickhead it was a hard thing to shake off. You had to look bar-wise and 
street-wise, look as if you’d grown up in a public bar. 

Peter finished with the pool table and started working on the politics of the 
bar. A tall man walked in. Peter noticed the creased face and the heavy gold 
ring. He decided he would try to get close to him. The man had significance 
written all over him. He was a player. He was tall and thin, his fair hair long 
too, but receding. He exuded that enticing aura of indifference and strength. 
The man was aloof, and Peter knew better than to approach him. His body 
language was wrong. 

Peter  had studied body language,  critical  in  martial  arts.  A  fighter  had to 
know  about  his  opponent.  He  might  only  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  other, 
kneeling on the mat, or walking into the changing room before the fight. The 
opponent might do no more than blink, but for someone determined to read 
everything, it went into the picture any good fighter should build up before he 
got onto the mat. 

Same with women. He never dared say so to Jude, but he reckoned noone 
should get turned down when they were hustling up a woman, because if they 
were switched on they’d be able to read whether it was on or not. 

Peter worked it out like this. If women wanted someone suave they looked for 
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someone else. He reckoned he could draw a mental line to a woman, make 
himself receptive to her. If she gave him any one of the signs he’d learned to 
recognise  he  would  reciprocate  in  a  subtle,  inoffensive  way,  returning  the 
signal with his own body language. 

Simultaneously  he’d  identify  his  competitors  and  start  making  them  feel 
inferior.  They  could  be  younger,  better  looking,  better  dressed,  but  Peter 
could intimidate them. Men knew Peter was street-wise without him saying a 
word. Women expected him to be macho with other men, with his powerful 
physique and tough looks, but when he wasn’t they thought that was cool too. 
Peter had worked out all of this with mathematical precision. He’d isolated 
the techniques that had worked with women and with his karate opponents 
and boiled them down to their essence. And he knew the man in the gold ring 
did not want any approach from him. His body language said, ‘I don’t trust 
you guy, and that’s that.’ 

In the  notes  they made when they left  the bar  that  day they dubbed him 
Stretch. Jude talked into a little dictaphone they hid under the glovebox of the 
Valiant. They opened the glovebox door and let it fall back. Then they could 
reach up and under the glovebox to a small shelf they’d installed there, which 
fitted the tape recorder exactly. Every day Jude made an entry, date and time, 
followed by details. Later, they would also document every time they smoked 
dope with one of their targets. 

When they called Kevin that night they found they had a new operator. His 
name was Dennis.  They knew him. He’d been on the same seminar they’d 
trained on. Come back to Tauranga tonight, said Kevin, and talk to him. 

Dennis was in his mid-thirties, a straight policeman who always seemed to 
have to force himself to say ‘fuck.’ Peter thought he was out of his depth. But 
it  was  no  use  arguing.  Headquarters  had  assigned  him  to  them  as  their 
operator, and there was nothing to be done about it. 

Dennis lived on a small farm, inland on the road to Hamilton. The drive took 
an hour, and they would get to know the road well, because they took it every 
Sunday. They’d deliver information and pick up money and dope, although 
the dope was always handed over reluctantly. Dennis was mean with it. He’d 
say, ‘Don’t smoke it all  at once,’  or ‘Fuck, you guys really get through this 
stuff.’ 

Dennis told them, ‘Edsel will meet you in the bar some time between six and 
ten Friday night.’ 

The day arrived. 
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Peter and Jude slept late, then walked on the beach. They stayed out of the 
township.  As evening drew near,  they got into their bar gear. They looked 
each other over.  Good.  Simple.  They rolled a couple of  joints and smoked 
them because they wanted their clothes to smell of dope, their eyes to be red 
and glossy. Then they got into the Valiant and drove into town. 

The  bar  was  pumping.  Peter  bought  a  beer,  Jude  stood  beside  him,  then 
someone moved and they had a seat. The life of the bar swirled around them, 
noise, laughter, the hiss of the beer hoses. 

Everywhere people were having fun on the last night of the working week and 
Peter hoped the strain didn’t show on their own faces. This was the critical 
point of the operation, the pivot on which the whole thing would balance or 
fall. He felt a lead weight in his stomach. He felt that if someone stripped him 
open he would be a little oasis of fright in a room full of cheerful people. 

Then they caught a glimpse of Edsel through the crowd. He was at the tables, 
playing pool. 

Edsel was concentrating on his game, working his way methodically through 
the overs. He was a man who had nothing more on his mind than winning a 
game of pool after work on a Friday night. 

He missed what should have been an easy shot, laughed, stood up, turned 
around and saw Peter and Jude sitting at their table. “Hey,” he said, a man 
spotting, by chance, two people he knew well, here in this bar! “Hello mate.”
 
He rested his cue against the wall and walked over to the table. Shook hands 
with  Peter  and  kissed  Jude.  The  actions  were  simple,  but  Edsel  was 
performing. He was a master of ceremonies and people were watching him. 
He was saying to them, these guys are more important than my game of pool. 
“Gidday Bill,  good to see you again. Gidday Jude, how’s things going?” He 
went to the bar and bought a jug of beer and put it down on the table. Then he 
went back to the table and finished his game, concentrating as hard as before, 
winning and clapping the other player on the shoulder. 

He walked over to Peter and Jude again and finished his beer, standing at the 
table and joking, sometimes with them, sometimes with passers-by. Then he 
went back to the group he was drinking with. 

That was all, but it was enough. Peter and Jude felt curious eyes on them from 
all around the bar. The bishop had blessed the newcomers and they were no 
longer  a  couple  of  transients  who,  though  of  no  consequence,  were  best 
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treated as dangerous. They were significant people and, what was more, safe 
people.  Still  noone  spoke  to  Peter  and  Jude.  But  the  reserve  now  had  a 
deferential quality. 

Next day, a blue Hillman Hunter arrived in the caravan park, crossed to the 
far corner, and pulled up outside their caravan. Two men climbed out of the 
old car. Peter had seen them coming and was waiting for them. His approach 
was cool.  He ostentatiously looked behind them to see if  anyone else  was 
coming before he let them inside the caravan. 

The fair-haired one was Andy. He was a gib-stopper. The other introduced 
himself as Jason. A motorbike mechanic. The two parties circled each other in 
young men’s staccato preliminaries. 

“Saw you in the bar last night mate. Edsel said you were cool.” 

“Oh yeah, yeah, fuck, yeah, that’s okay.” 

“What are you guys up to?” 

“We’ve only just got here, man, we’ve only been here a few days.” Holding 
back,  not  offering a  thing,  wanting the  two men to prise  open their  lives. 
“Come in for a coffee.” 

The three of  them huddled in the small  caravan while Jude made them a 
coffee and took hers outside. They looked approving. That was good, yeah. 
The  women fucked  off  when the  conversation  was  coming  down  between 
men. 

Their  nostrils  twitched.  The caravan stank of  dope.  The three men sipped 
their coffee and talked erratically. 

Andy said house-building had slowed right down, he was working in fits and 
starts,  not like a couple of years ago when he’d been flat out seven days a 
week. Jason said he’d once fixed motorbikes for the Black Power in Auckland. 
Maybe he  figured this  would hit  a  chord with Peter  -  but  Peter was non-
committal.  He just  listened,  nodding,  occasionally  muttering ‘Yeah?’  in  an 
encouraging sort of way, or giving an admiring ‘Fuck!’ 

“Anyone  want  a  smoke?”  he  said,  eventually.  The  two  men  grinned  and 
relaxed. He was singing their song. He rolled them up a joint, then another. 
Nice big heads. They looked at Peter respectfully. ‘Good gear.’ And tried him 
out with a few questions. 

- 96 -



Where were they from, what did they do for a crust, did they know….? Peter 
gave them the barest details. Invercargill. Freezer, having a look up here. A 
few days later Jason came back with his wife, Liz. Peter and Jude saw a lot of 
them after that. 

The two agents kept their heads down, at first.  They walked on the beach, 
letting the clean salt air convince them that they might be up here to look over 
this part of the country, maybe even to have a good time, driving along the 
coastline like tourists, admiring the bays and inlets of the Coromandel’s east 
coast  with the islands dolloped offshore.  It  was winter but the breeze was 
gentle on their skin, the air mellow, so different from the south where winter 
was still presiding over a harsher, more dramatic landscape. 

The police car driving into the caravan park took them by surprise, wrenching 
them back into reality. 

“Fuck, it’s a cop!” yelled Jude. The car was coming directly towards them. 
They  stubbed  out  the  joint  they  were  smoking,  ripped  out  a  couple  of 
marijuana seedlings they’d germinated in Napier and were growing in pots in 
the caravan. Peter screwed the plants into a ball and popped them into his 
underpants. Jude watched the car until it moved out of sight behind another 
caravan. “Now!” 

They  nipped  through  the  caravan  door  and  walked  briskly  away,  keeping 
caravans and trees between them and the police car. With any luck, if the cop 
was looking for them, he’d look inside and think they’d gone out and maybe 
he wouldn’t notice the empty pots and the smoke. 

They  ducked  behind  a  hedge  and  risked  a  look  back.  The  police  car  had 
stopped beside their caravan. A uniformed constable got out and knocked at 
the door of the caravan beside theirs.  Their neighbour had parked his van 
there only the day before. He’d moved down from the other camping ground 
and  there’d  been  a  murder.  The  constable  was  on  routine  enquiries, 
interviewing everyone who’d been at the other camp site. 

Peter learned all of this after they’d walked along the beach for three hours 
before venturing back to their caravan. They felt silly. They’d panicked, not to 
mention ruined a month’s growth. It was the first time they’d met a cop going 
about police business but they knew the police were as dangerous to their 
cover as dealers. 

This one might have caught them smoking, or growing marijuana, and taken 
them back to the station. They carried no identification. They could have got 
the police to call  their operator and check their story but that would have 
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ruined  the  operation  because  experience  had  shown  that  as  soon  as  a 
uniformed cop knew, then everyone knew. 

That night Dennis laughed appreciatively. Peter had to grin, although he was 
still rattled. Of course it was ridiculous to be so frightened of the police, but it 
was  hard  to  explain  the  mind-switch,  how  thoroughly  undercover  cops 
embraced the transition to the other side. Even to the point where the police 
were their own enemies. 

The combination of dope smoking and living a lie made them permanently 
paranoid,  alive  to  every  nuance.  They  were  drinking  in  the  bar  when the 
caravan park owner came in and greeted them, “Well, here’s Bill and Jude, 
the quiet achievers.” 

The quiet achievers? What did the guy mean by that? Did he know something 
wasn’t  right?  And  Jason  and  Liz  were  within  earshot.  Peter  didn’t  like 
inexplicable remarks. He didn’t welcome anything that made him and Jude 
the focus of attention, even for a moment. When people wondered about you 
it was dangerous. 

Excitement could change instantly to fear, especially if strangers were about. 
They knew they stuck out in this small town and Peter gave thanks Jude was 
with him; the combination threw his doubters off the scent. Yet the potential 
for violence always existed because here the drug scene was a tight network of 
people who knew each other well. If one smelled a rat, they all did. 

As it was, these people saw undercover cops everywhere. Someone told Peter 
in  the  bar  one  evening,  ‘At  Christmas  time  there  can  be  up  to  thirty 
undercover cops in this town, You can tell them, they wear walk shorts.’ 

“I wonder what he’s on?” Peter said to Jude after he’d told her the story. But 
all  the  time  they  were  conscious  of  Stretch’s  cold,  unnerving  stare.  The 
community was getting used to them, slowly, but Stretch wasn’t having any of 
it. He kept his distance. 

Peter wondered whether he’d stumbled across another detective’s informant. 
He knew that one danger of going undercover was that the agent could be 
collecting evidence against an informant working for a detective not involved 
in the operation. If the detective found out about the operation he’d warn his 
informant not to do business with the undercover, knowing that they were 
jeopardising the operation and betraying another police officer but doing it 
anyway because detectives were always jealous of their narks and definitely 
did not want them snapped. 
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He never knew, one way or the other. Stretch remained an enigma. 

The bar was one big room divided into two, lounge bar at one end, public bar 
at the other. Holidaymakers and the local bourgeoisie used the lounge bar, 
everyone else the other end. 

Peter and Jude were starting to build up a picture of the bar’s hierarchy, who 
ran  it,  who  were  the  senior  players,  who  was  doing  drug  deals,  who  was 
allowed to deal in the bar and who was not, who was doing deals out in the car 
park. 

On Sundays they’d rake over their notes with Dennis. The operator would sift 
the information carefully. That guy’s just rats and mice, he’d say, or that one 
is worth looking at, check out the car he’s driving, who he’s with. Slowly they 
built their dossier. 

They’d  seen  a  funny  little  man  dashing  around  the  town  on  a  trail  bike, 
knapsack on his back. Often he’d pull up at the bar and come in for a drink. 
He had to be running drugs, Peter and Jude told each other. 

For want of a better name they called him Goatee, after the struggling tuft of 
hair which started underneath his chin and strayed towards his adam’s apple. 
It looked ridiculous. 

One day he said hello to them. He was in his early twenties and spoke very 
slowly, as if beating time to a slow-moving brain. The ice was broken. Goatee 
would come in for a drink and a chat and after a while Peter asked if he could 
get them some smoke. 

The rule was, never ask first. But they’d reached the stage where they were 
smoking joints together in the car park after dark and hell, a guy had to start 
somewhere. So he asked. 

“Just a little bit. An ounce maybe.” 

“Fuck no,” said Goatee, and Peter’s heart sank for a moment. “I can get you 
heaps. How many pounds you want?”
 
A few days later they heard the two-stroke engine as Goatee’s bike turned into 
the caravan park driveway and accelerated over to their site. Goatee got off, 
put the bike on its stand and walked into the caravan with a tremendous air of 
self-importance.  He  put  his  knapsack  on  the  table  and  opened  it  with  a 
flourish. 
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Nine pounds of dope were stuffed in plastic shopping bags and crammed into 
the bag, around $18,000 worth of dope. They crowded around the table, Peter 
and Jude admiring the stash and looking at Goatee with new eyes. He took it 
as respect and made the most of his moment. 

“All…good…gear…man,” he said. “How…much…you…want?” 

He was stoned. In fact, they’d never seen Goatee when he wasn’t stoned. They 
decided his brain had been damaged by prolonged exposure to drugs. A good, 
scientific  sounding  diagnosis,  they  thought,  much better  than  the  simpler 
version around the bar, which was that Goatee was fucked in the head. 

They  bought  an ounce  from him.  The  department  was  not  keen  on  them 
spending a lot of money on buys because they were intelligence agents. They 
were there to find out what was going on and who was behind it, and any 
money they spent on buying dope was dead money.  The evidential  agents 
would do the buying. 

Six  weeks  went  by.  They’d  quickly  grown sick  of  living  in  a  caravan with 
barely room to squeeze past each other. When they saw a notice advertising a 
beach house for rent, they tidied themselves up and answered it. 

They were used to this dual role. The town’s shopkeepers and business people 
might be needed as allies, and they took care not to offend them. They didn’t 
want  some  suspicious  shopkeeper  discussing  them  with  the  local  police, 
maybe getting them turned over. Scumbags in the bar, they’d go through a 
metamorphosis when they went into a shop, checking that they weren’t being 
watched then becoming very proper and polite. 

The house was perfect. It was very small, right above the beach with a steep 
drive leading up to it. There was a little kitchen and a single bedroom. It was 
ideal for them and their cover. Jude spoke nicely to the owner, they paid a 
fortnight’s rent in advance and it was theirs. 

Even  the  garden  offered  unexpected  advantages.  A  big  datura  tree  was 
planted in front and Peter told Jason he’d boiled up the flowers and had a go 
at it. 

Jason was incredulous.  “You crazy prick.”  He said,  ‘that  stuff  wrecks your 
brain.” 

Jude chimed in with her part. “He got absolutely shit-faced.” 

Jason went down the drive shaking his head. That Bill. He was one crazy guy. 
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The two of them planted marijuana out in the back garden. In the mornings 
they’d get up, smoke a joint or two and, stoned, walk out in the vege garden 
with the sun warming their backs to admire their dope plants. “What a thrill it 
is,’ Peter would murmur, “to grow your own dope and know that you’re going 
to  get  away with  it.”  Unless  they  got  caught  by  the  local  constabulary,  of 
course. They made sure the plants were well hidden from prying eyes. 

The neighbours were a mystery. Peter and Jude never met them. They knew 
people lived permanently on both sides of them and Peter got the impression 
of established people living ordered lives. 

He and Jude made sure they didn’t upset anyone. The neighbours tolerated 
the newcomers and Peter made sure they never hassled them, never made a 
lot of noise late at night when they came home. Peter could see no mileage in 
offending people unnecessarily, especially the public they were supposed to 
be protecting. He tried not to shuck off a sense of decency when he put on his 
assumed identity. 

Inside the house the yahoos and stoners and potheads might carry on, but 
Peter tried to make sure they didn’t leak outside. 

He was doing quite well as a stoner himself. 

In  the  bar  he  never  kept  score  when  he  played  darts.  He  told  people  he 
couldn’t add very well and let on that he was embarrassed about it. He could 
see people thinking, poor Bill. He told them he wasn’t good at spelling either, 
and someone would take the chalk and write names on the board for him. 
Jude always drove, because he was disqualified. He stumbled on names and 
words to accentuate his illiteracy. 

He showed a few people the slashes on his wrist where he’d punched through 
the glass window when he’d fallen out with his girlfriend years before, except 
that he passed off the scars now as a suicide attempt. He said he’d been very 
unstable. 

Rather than have people ask what he did he’d let them see cuts on his hands 
and tell stories about the freezing works where he got them, endless stories 
that could glaze the eyes of the most assiduous listener. Some were true, most 
not. He tried to push his cover in his targets’ faces and not allow them to sit 
back and wonder about any of his past. 

His biggest worry was that he looked too athletic. His wide shoulders tapered 
down to a waist that stayed stubbornly tight despite the pies. He tried to cover 
himself  up  as  much as  possible,  wearing  loose  t-shirt,  never  singlets,  and 
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never acted staunch or talked karate talk. 

Everything seemed to be working well until the day he was driving home from 
a  nearby  town with  Jason  in  the  passenger’s  seat.  He’d  drive  sometimes, 
parking the car around the back of the pub out of sight but knowing people in 
the bar would see him and say, look at that mad prick, they’re going to get 
him for  sure.  Peter  was taking a  big  risk,  Jason always said,  him being a 
disqualified driver. 

They’d just done a drug deal, and Peter had bought a whole pound off Jason 
and a friend of his. Maybe the idea of risk fixed in Jason’s mind. 

“You know,” he said idly, “you and Jude could be undercover cops. You could 
have come in here and we could be introducing you to people and you could 
be going to snap everyone.” 

The  dreaded  challenge.  Anger  and  shock  were  considered  to  be  the  best 
reaction. Some undercover cops hauled off and hit their accuser right in the 
face. Peter decided on fury. 

“That  is  the  most  ridiculous  thing  I’ve  ever  fuckin’  heard,”  he  said, 
emphasising every word.  “How do I  know you’re not an undercover cop?” 
Putting the accusation straight back on Jason. “That sort of shit really fucks 
me off.” Treading the fine like between genuine indignation and protesting 
too much. 

“Hey man, sorry, sorry,” Jason was repentant. “Don’t take it to heart. I’m only 
having you on.” 

But Peter’s legs were trembling. He hoped Jason wouldn’t notice. They drove 
back to town in what Peter hoped was affronted silence on his part, contrite 
silence on Jason’s. 

But he was badly shaken by the incident, and even more worried the night he 
and Jude discovered they’d picked up a tail. It was a Sunday and they were 
driving  back  from a  meeting  with  Dennis.  Jude  looked  in  the  rear  vision 
mirror and found two uniformed cops behind her in one of the local prowl 
cars. 

They’d often wondered about the local police. None of the locals had ever said 
they’d been hit by them and Peter had found them almost invisible. But they 
were only too visible now. 

The  Valiant  was  a  trove  of  illicit  substances.  Dennis  had  just  re-supplied 
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them. They had $2000 in cash and a fresh bag of dope. They’d been smoking 
and the car reeked of it. 

A kilometre passed, and another. The police car was still behind them, the two 
constables watching them through the windscreen. Jude drove on carefully. 
When they turned down their road the police car went the other way. A wave 
of relief swept over them. Genuine dealers could not have been happier. 

They settled into a Coromandel way of life. They’d get out of bed late, perhaps 
go to the bar soon after it opened at eleven o’clock. It was fun sometimes, just 
being decrepit.[sic] Others in the bar would call them stoners and pissheads, 
but not as an insult. Sometimes they’d stay in the bar until eleven at night. 
Sometimes they’d cruise the Coromandel in the Valiant or go walking. 

Peter liked the recklessness of the life.  But Jude had always been on good 
terms  with  certainty.  She’d  been  a  champion  swimmer,  head  girl  at  high 
school.  She’d  wanted to  be  a  social  worker  but  had settled for  the  police, 
where there was even less room for uncertainty. 

When she went into the scene everything became grey. In this looking-glass 
world the baddies were goodies. She would be forever unsettled by Waihi. 

A pattern began to appear in the kaleidoscope of their new community, an 
intricate tracing of buyers and sellers, wholesalers and retailers. And right in 
the middle, where every line led, one name began showing faintly, them more 
and more clearly: Tam Bones. 

Chapter 8 

 
Edsel  knew  Tam  Bones.  He  also  knew  better  than  to  wish  a  couple  of 
undercover cops on him. Bones was big money, big deals, big contacts. 

Andy and Jason knew who Bones was. The two had become Peter’s guide into 
the maze, introducing him and Jude to their friends and contacts. Could they 
help  Peter  and  Jude  make  contact  with  Bones?  Peter  didn’t  know.  He 
suspected  that  Andy  and  Jason  were  cultivating  the  two  undercovers, 
reasoning that  if  he  and Jude  knew Edsel  they might  also  have  access  to 
Bones. And Bones could put a lot of business Andy and Jason’s way. 

Each side worked on the other. 
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Peter  and  Jude  spent  much  of  their  time  in  the  bar,  honing  their  act, 
strengthening their characters, bonding. They’d be in the bar five days a week, 
sometimes staying until eleven at night. They were cool. The only time Peter 
ever staunched up was when someone new walked into the bar and he’d seen 
Andy and Jason looking at the newcomer. All of them were paranoid.  

Peter would say, “That dirty bastard looks like an undercover to me, a good 
kicking wouldn’t go astray.” Undercovers wouldn’t talk about undercovers he 
reasoned, and he’d get Jason to follow the stranger into the toilets to see if he 
was writing down car numbers. 

Peter had no intention of kicking anyone. Undercovers had to be careful about 
jumping into fights. If they were defending a mate it could be good, but if they 
punched someone who later turned out to be an important link in a drug 
chain, well, it would certainly close that door. 

He almost gave himself away one day, writing down the number of a car that 
had pulled into the carpark,  scribbling it  in  the margin of  his  newspaper. 
Jason came over. Peter saw him staring at the paper and realised the number 
was in full view. “I’ve just been checking out this car in the classifieds,” he 
said  hastily,  circling  an  advertisement  and  smudging  the  number.  Jason 
seemed satisfied. At home Peter mused, I must have been pissed. 

Andy became their running mate. He was good-natured, with fair, spiky hair 
and a beard,  a heavy smoker in his  mid-thirties.  He took the undercovers 
everywhere. He lived with a woman, when they weren’t fighting, and they had 
a three year old daughter. 

Jason was about the same age, but he was a slob. He had a tuft of hair under 
his lip and to Peter he looked like a child molester. He was slippery, cunning, 
but at least, Peter thought, he was easily identifiable.
 
The two of them introduced Peter to Rotty. Rotty was playing pool at the time. 
Peter put out his hand. Rotty looked at it for a while - long enough to make 
Peter  think  he  wasn’t  going  to  take  it  -  then  shook  it  perfunctorily  and 
returned to his game without saying a word. But the unspoken message was 
clear enough: ‘Don’t fuck with me.’ 

“This one’s going to be a hard nut to crack,” Peter whispered to Jude later. 

Rotty was thin but dangerous. Psychotic, Peter thought. He’d go off his head 
for  no  apparent  reason  and  attack  people  much  bigger  than  he  was  and, 
because his rage was so pure it could burn holes in steel doors, he’d win. He 
was one of the surfies who haunted the coast year-round and his hair was 
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bleached to the colour of hay. 

Peter  worked  on  him assiduously.  If  Rotty  won at  pool,  Peter  would  say, 
‘Good one.’ If he’d said any more than that Rotty would have thought him 
greasy, but Peter would watch his games closely and he knew Rotty liked the 
attention, although nothing was said. 

Peter laughed at his jokes. Not that they were easily recognisable as jokes. 
‘Look at that moron, I’d love to hump his missus,’ Rotty would say. Or, ‘I’m 
going  to  stick  that  guy  up  the  arse  with  a  cue.’  Peter  would  chuckle 
appreciatively. 

Besides, he sensed something good in Rotty, even it if was invisible to the 
naked eye. Rotty had a rotten inferiority complex and it made him erratic. So 
Peter admired his pool game and laughed at his jokes because they were the 
two things that meant more to Rotty than anything else, and gradually Rotty 
became user-friendly. 

Peter even managed to buy him a pie one day. Rotty liked to buy pies, lift the 
lid and fill them with tomato sauce. He was at the bar, and he didn’t have 
enough change for his pie and Peter had handed over the money without any 
fuss before he noticed. 

The breakthrough was unexpected. It came one afternoon in the bar. “Come 
out for a barbecue,” said Rotty. 

Rotty liked his barbecues. The one at his house was the start of a friendship 
between him and Peter. 

Peter bought a barbecue himself and set it up behind the little house above 
the sea. They had a macho thing going there. Even when it rained Rotty would 
stand outside, prodding the chops with the long barbecue fork. The insecure 
Rotty never missed a chance to push his manhood. Peter would go outside 
too, standing in front of the glowing charcoal and watching the chops slowly 
blacken. They were mates, and mates stood by each other even over burning 
chops in the rain. 

They had barbecues until  Peter felt swamped in sizzling meat. He was not 
fond of red meat. That was the game he was in, however. He shouldn’t have 
liked  Rotty  either,  but  he  became  the  person  Peter  liked  best  on  the 
Coromandel. Something to do with the way Rotty, the perennial underdog, 
would face all comers whatever the odds, appealed to him. 

Tentatively, painfully slowly at first, Peter and Jude developed their roles. 
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To Andy and Jason, ‘Bill’ was an itinerant freezing worker who did whatever 
came  into  his  head in  the  off-season.  He  told  them he  might  go  back  to 
Invercargill,  because  he  wanted  them  to  work  at  keeping  him  on  the 
Coromandel. His line was, if things didn’t come right up here, he’d go back; 
he was hoping he could make few bob, but if he couldn’t he was out of there. 
He needed the money,  he had the HP on the car and fines to pay,  not to 
mention the groceries and rent. 

It worked. One day Andy said, “I can get you some dope, man, if you want.” 
Then Jason started too. 

Peter bought small quantities at first. His cover meant he was too broke to 
buy any more than that. That’s where Matt came into the picture. 

“Look,” he told Andy, “I haven’t got the money up front to buy dope. I can 
take the gear but I’ll have to put it through someone else, an intermediary.”
 
“You mean Edsel?” 

“No mate, Edsel takes too much of a cut. I’ve dealt with him over the years 
and he wants too much. I’ve got my own man.” 

Matt had trained with Peter and Jude. He looked like a male model with his 
dark hair always brushed back. Dappper. He was to be a fashion promoter 
from Auckland. He had a beautifully kept old Jaguar with a rack built into the 
back and on it he’d have men’s clothes with well known labels which he’d 
show people proudly. All good gear, see, this is Pierre Cardin. He had a reason 
for trekking around the country, good cover for a drug runner. 

They introduced him carefully. For weeks before they actually met him, Andy 
and Jason, Rotty, Goatee and anyone else in the bar who took an interest - 
even Stretch with his sceptic’s eye - would see Matt’s Jaguar parked outside 
the rented house by the beach.  Peter and Jude said nothing,  gave no hint 
about the car’s owner. They knew the others were tantalised. 

Eventually Jason could contain himself no longer. He called at the house one 
night while Matt was there. 

Peter introduced them economically. Matt had taken pains. He was wearing a 
suit and a tie and people who dressed like that had to be either detectives or 
Mormons. Matt didn’t  look like a detective and he couldn’t  be a Mormon. 
Jason was hooked. 
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Matt merely shook his hand and said to Peter, “Okay Bill, I’ll see you later.” 
And walked out of the house. Put Jason in his place. His attitude said, ‘I don’t 
want to meet people.’ 

Jason stayed for half and hour and left too. “I’ll just shoot down to the bar for 
a drink.’  He was bursting with Matt.  The money man! Noone had said so. 
Noone had said anything at all. Jason had worked it out for himself. 

Next day he was back. “Look mate, I don’t want to be nosy, its none of my 
business but on the other hand it is, because if this Matt guy can take some 
dope we can do some business.” 

Peter was encouraging but cagey. A week later he asked Jason to come up to 
the house with a couple of ounces. “Matt just wants to look at it, see if its any 
good.” 

Jason brought in the dope. Matt left the room. He was saying to Jason, ‘You 
do the deal with Bill. He’s the one. I don’t get my hands dirty.’ Jason knew 
this was a cool thing for an upper-echelon player to do. 

Peter took the dope off Jason and carried it into the kitchen where Matt was 
leaning against the sink talking to Jude. They opened the bag on the kitchen 
bench and went through it carefully. It was good gear; and Peter carried it 
back into the living room. 

“Yep. Its all go.” He handed Jason $600 for two ounces. 

Jason knew Peter had no money, so Matt must have given him the notes. Now 
he was in no doubt. Matt was the king pin and Peter was Matt’s runner. Jason 
left the house with the air of one who knew how to deal with the big-wigs. 

From then on there was no need to prompt Jason. He and Andy hounded 
Peter. ‘Have you seen Matt?’ 

Peter would look around to see if anyone was within earshot, clearly irritated. 
‘Who?’ Building Matt up, knowing that later he and Jude would slip out of the 
picture and Matt would be dealing with the locals direct. 

Bones remained elusive, just a name in the smoky depths of the public bar. 
One by one they’d touched the strands leading to him, small time runners like 
Goatee and Jason, more prominent ones such as Andy. They’d found two men 
who were either as big as Bones or only slightly smaller players; one a huge 
man with dreadlocks, the other an articulate gent who starred in a television 
commercial. 
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But Bones himself remained a man of mystery. 

The  operation  was  taking  shape  now.  Derek  and  Sue  moved  into  Waihi 
township,  a  few kilometres  inland.  They  now called  themselves  Operation 
Pyramid, Peter and Jude on one side, Matt on another, and Derek and Sue on 
the third. 

The last  two undercovers were also to be evidential  agents,  introduced by 
Peter and Jude, then dealing direct.  Both of them were police officers, not 
married. They posed as man and wife and slept in the same bed, sometimes 
letting people see them in bed together to cement their cover. 

Life on the Coromandel became a mosaic. Peter would see Goatee flashing by 
on his motorbike, Jason in his Hillman. Sometimes he would even see the car 
pointed out to him as Bones’s, a big Holden Statesman with an aluminium 
fishing boat on a trailer behind it.  The driver would always be a  shadowy 
figure with indistinguishable features. 

As  for  the  setting,  it  was  splendid.  Warm,  humid,  the  perfect  climate  for 
growing huge quantities of dope. The bush, stripped of its kauri but still thick, 
was  a  warm  green  cloak  for  the  phantom  army  of  growers  who  worked 
beneath it. Growers who worked their own patches, from a few square metres 
upwards. At the top of them all was Bones. Shrewd, reliable Bones was the 
only player big enough to take all of the growers’ product. 

Bones might make $500 on a pound of marijuana he sold to smaller dealers 
for $2000. On a twenty pound deal his take was $10,000 and he could do 
plenty of those deals. The margins became smaller and smaller as the dope 
moved down the line of distributors, and the risk grew and grew. Bones stood 
to lose most if he was caught but his chances of getting caught were least. 

The only thing for the undercovers to do was to persevere, just keep chipping 
away at the structure until they broke through. 

Matt bought a big poundage from Goatee. It was cabbage and he paid only 
$100 an ounce for it but they knew the courts didn’t’ worry about quality, only 
weight. For the police department the deal made sense. The penalty was the 
same but the evidence was cheaper. 

Peter knew already the way the statistics were compiled.  The police would 
raid a cannabis patch and tell the media they’d seized marijuana with a street 
value  of  $100,000.  But  they  weighed  it  stalks  and  all.  Dried  ready  for 
smoking, it was only a fraction of its wet weight. He knew all that, but it was 
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part of the game. 

He fronted Goatee some money for dope, ignoring the lesson they’d learned in 
Napier. Goatee promised to have the dak back to him within eight hours, by 
five that evening, and rode off with the $2500 in his backpack. 

At  eleven  that  night  the  two  undercovers  were  sitting  in  their  house 
wondering how they were going to explain to Dennis that Goatee had ripped 
them off. The sound of Goatee’s bike roaring up their drive was pure melody. 

He burst through the door. “Here’s your dope, friends. Sorry I’m a bit late.” 

He took some oil out of his jacket pocket and spotted a line of blobs on a piece 
of tinfoil. Then he held his cigarette lighter under each spot and inhaled the 
smoke through a rolled $5 note. 

Peter and Jude watched the performance sourly. Peter wanted to grab the tuft 
on the dickhead’s chin and shake it and scream in his ear. ‘Don’t get stoned 
and fuck around when you’re working with me!’ But he didn’t. Goatee was 
tuned to a fine pitch. They never knew who he was buying from. Jude had 
tried to follow him a couple of times, with Peter as passenger. But Goatee’s 
paranoia was so bad that he’d stop his motorbike for no reason. They’d have 
to drive past, give him a big wave and make out they were off for a drive, then 
stay away for hours to make it plausible. 

They’d say to him, ‘Look Goatee, you’re charging us too much, we need to go 
to the wholesaler.’ But Goatee would shake his head, waggling his beard, and 
say, ‘No, no, no.’ 

All the time the friction with Dennis was increasing. They’d usually go to his 
place for dinner on Sundays, sometimes lunch. They’d top up with money, 
$2000 most Sundays, for food, rent and dope buys. A lot of money, but they’d 
always pretended to be doing deals with intermediaries between them and 
Edsel. They told people that Peter had saved money from his season at the 
works, knowing they wouldn’t believe it and assume that the cash was drug 
money. 

Before the meal they’d talk business. The police expression was ‘taking your 
coat off.’ It meant that you dropped your cover and became a police officer 
again, safe within the precincts of the operator’s house. Peter regarded the 
notion as headquarters bullshit. You didn’t ever take your coat off, you never 
unwound. The stress in the scene was too great, the pressure to bust it open 
too strong. 
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Peter thought Dennis was stingy with the dope. So he stole more. He’d say he 
bought  fourteen  ounces  when  he’d  really  bought  sixteen.  Dennis  was 
suspicious, of course. Deals didn’t go down in fourteen ounce lots, they went 
through in pounds. Dennis was irritated and the combined effects of dope and 
stress made Peter unreasonable. 

Every day he and Jude had to perform for twenty-four hours. Jesus, whenever 
they met someone new they were interrogated all over again, who were they, 
where did they come from, why were they here,  how did they make their 
money, did they know so-and-so, such-and-such. There was a constant, dull 
ache that came from knowing one slip could cost them, at best,  the whole 
operation and, at worst, their lives. 

Peter had already broken down some of the phobias of a lifetime, his absolute 
favourites.  Once he’d never go to the toilet and sit  down when there were 
other people around. He’d speak sternly to his bowels and wait until he got 
home. Being an undercover cop certainly cured that one. Fear loosened his 
bowels and he had no choice. It was now, or now. 

Then there were the nightmares, of people coming into the house with clubs 
while they were in bed. He woke at the slightest sound and lay there with his 
heart racing. Often he’d get up and check the house, although they kept it 
locked… not cool in Waihi. One of them would have to get up in the early 
morning and unlock the door in case someone called. 

In the morning he’d shake until he lit the first joint of the day and his life 
smoothed  out  for  a  while.  Until  something  stressful  happened,  maybe 
something as small as the telephone ringing. He was smoking to get by, to get 
some balance,  but  the  trauma was  compounding  and each day  he  had to 
smoke a little more. Undercovers were only supposed to smoke when their 
cover was in  danger,  but  Peter  knew his  cover  was in  danger  twenty-four 
hours a day. People in the scene didn’t telephone before they called at the 
house. They just walked right in. So he smoked all the time, just to be on the 
safe side. 

All those people in the bar; how many of them believed his cover? Couldn’t 
they just be pretending, knowing one day he’d fuck up and he’d be theirs? He 
thought of Stretch’s distrustful eye. He was one guy who wasn’t buying it, for 
a start. 

Even Edsel was in a better position than he was, he figured. If they killed him, 
or Jude, or bother of them, the police would simply put Edsel on a witness 
protection programme and ship him off to Australia. They’d done it before. 
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It wasn’t even as if he and Jude had only the dealers to worry about. They’d 
taken Matt to a barbecue one day and Matt was a lousy stoner. Brave, but 
implausible when he was stoned. Matt smoked by the book, only when he had 
a good reason to. At the barbecue he got so stoned, so out of control, that he 
kicked the bag of dope into the fire. 

Consternation! The dope was the sacred cow. As one, the stoners made a dive 
for it, pulled as much as they could from the fire. Burning their hands and not 
giving a damn. 

And  Matt  laughed.  Threw  back  his  head.  Peter  wanted  to  punch  him. 
Someone who was new to dope stuck out like dog’s balls. Matt was supposed 
to be in the upper echelon, for God’s sake. It was so uncool and people looked 
at him askance. 

Peter and Jude spent the next day cleaning up the mess. Matt had started to 
use pills, they said. People understood that. Pills did things to you. 

Peter  believed  Dennis  understood  none  of  the  fear,  the  risks  involved  in 
taking  the  next  step  into  the  drug  hierarchy.  Peter  went  at  his  job  with 
complete  conviction  but  he  lived  on  the  edge  of  exposure.  And  here  was 
Dennis wanting him to knock on doors like some sort of Jehovah’s Witness! 
Relations between the two became so strained that Peter refused to talk to 
Dennis on the telephone, leaving the calls to Jude. 

Four months into the operation it boiled over. Dennis telephoned Peter at the 
house on Sunday morning. Andy and Jason were there. Startled by the sound 
of Dennis’s nasal voice on the line, Peter said into the mouthpiece, “Gidday 
Matt, how’s it going, man?” 

Dennis caught on. “You got targets there?” 

Yeah, Matt, yeah, great day, it was pissing down earlier but its good now.” 

“Won’t keep you long, I wouldn’t mind you going down to the bar tomorrow 
night, spend a couple of hours there and see if you can get alongside Stretch.” 
Goddamn, what was wrong with the man? Couldn’t he see what he was doing? 
“Got a flattie, couldn’t go anywhere.” Stressing. 

“You know I want you to go and see that guy, don’t you? 

“Okay, see you later.” Peter banged down the receiver. 

When they went over to Dennis’s later in the day Peter’s mood was already 
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black, and Dennis went at him like a tongue after a sore tooth. 

Peter tried to be cool. Told him they’d seen Bones in another guy’s car. Jude 
read the registration number off her notes. It was a simple matter to check the 
computer and come up with a name. The owner, Peter knew, was a friend of 
Andy’s and Jason’s but they hadn’t met him yet. It was the best route to Bones 
they’d happened on yet, and the approach would be critical. Peter didn’t want 
to get in his face, he needed time to work closer and come up with a plausible 
strategy. 

“Why don’t you go and knock on his door?” Dennis suggested. “Say Jason and 
Andy are charging us too much for dope, can you sell us some?” 

To Peter it was too obvious, too risky. If they met him in the bar, fine; but they 
needed a proper introduction. “Hang on, Dennis, we can’t  do that.  I  don’t 
know him yet. Its not cool.”
 
“Get  a  flat  tyre  outside  his  house  then  do  it.  Where  does  he  get  his  car 
serviced? Be down there one day when he’s got his car in the garage.” 

They were glaring at each other now, furious. 

“You’re dragging the chain on that guy,” Dennis accused. “If you don’t get it 
done we’re not going anywhere. We’ve got deadlines here.” 

“You’re  reading  it  wrong.”  Peter  shot  back.  “Because  we are  going places. 
We’re achieving everything we want to achieve. But I’m out there, I know how 
hard you can push, and I reject this shit, I can’t go any quicker.” 

Dennis lost his temper. “You’re not up to it and you’re shagging the whole 
operation. You just haven’t got the balls.” And, as Peter jumped to his feet, 
“You’re smoking too much dope, Bill.” In mode, even in extremis. “That’s how 
come you’re nutting off.” 

“Look mate, I’m not nutting off because of the fuckin’ dope. I’m nutting off 
because you’re fuckin’ out of touch with what we’re doing here. Shit, you’re 
even causing trouble between Jude and me. 

Dennis was, too. But it wasn’t all his fault. Peter and Jude had almost walked 
out on each other one night after an argument over the operator. Jude even 
had her bags packed. She’d sided with Dennis, suggested they go with what he 
said. Peter had replied no fuckin’ way, he wasn’t wearing it. One thing led to 
another and Jude had announced she’d had enough of this shit and she was 
out of there. Fuck off then, Peter had shouted back, and it was only because 
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there wasn’t a taxi handy that she had cooled off and stayed. 

The two men stood in Dennis’s comfortable middle-class house, smouldering. 
Then Dennis pushed past Peter angrily, and as he passed dropped a shoulder 
and butted him. 

The atmosphere was explosive now. Jude managed to push Peter outside and 
take  him  for  a  walk  in  the  cool  late  afternoon  air.  Dennis’s  wife,  who’d 
watched the argument develop, called Kevin. The detective drove up, found 
Peter walking moodily in a paddock in the failing light. 

The words tumbled out of the agent. “He pushed past me! That’s the level he’s 
taking this debate to! Tell him never to fuckin’ do that again or I’ll definitely 
lower him. He’s got no comprehension of what we’re going through, what its 
like out there, the stress… He thinks it’s a beach party, thinks he can sit there 
with a piece of paper drawing a path to Tam Bones. Bullshit! He can’t do that. 
He’ll get us bashed.” 

Many agents had been bashed. Peter regarded it as luck that he had not. But 
he had a recurring fear of Jude getting hurt. The jail terms for manslaughter 
and dealing in Class A drugs, the heaviest, were not significantly different. A 
serious dealer might weigh the options and decide a bashing was the better 
one. Or someone might just be drugged and attack you without rationalising 
at all. 

Christ, just walking down the road with one of these guys was a risk. New 
Zealand  was  a  small  country.  Someone  could  go  by  and  hang  out  of  the 
window: “Gidday Pete! You on leave?” And he’d be fucked. He’d have to sprint 
for the Valiant, grab Jude and get out of it. They kept the car carefully tuned 
just in case. 

Kevin was soothing. Peter had to realise Dennis was under pressure too. 
“Just tell him to fuckin’ back off,” Peter muttered. 

Kevin went back inside and talked to Dennis. They made an uneasy peace. 

Next  day  they  were  invited  to  a  top  officer’s  house  in  Hamilton.  He  was 
Dennis’s boss, but Jude and Peter were there on their own. The man didn’t 
mention  the  operation  once,  just  took  the  two  of  them  for  a  walk  in  his 
beautiful garden by the river, then inside for a meal. Peter washed the dishes 
after the meal and the brass examined each dish closely, sometimes putting 
one back in the water. Cheeky bastard! But Peter had to admit that it was a 
good ploy. They went back to the beach house several notches lower on the 
tension scale. 
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Maybe the crisis was an omen. It marked a turning point in the operation. 

Peter  and Jude decided on a  big  party  at  their  beach house.  Maybe,  they 
thought, they could stir things up and see what rose to the top. Collect as 
many people as they could and see what the mixture produced. They arranged 
to have Edsel come down from Auckland for the stir. They invited everyone 
they knew in Waihi, and hoped they’d bring their friends. 

It turned out to be a great party. They bought wine, not so much as to be 
ostentatious, half a dozen good bottles and a few cheaper ones. Crates of beer, 
because they wanted everyone to be as pissed as they could get them, and 
stoned too. They bought so many sausages and chops Peter thought he’d be 
sick even before the party started, all that red meat. The night was warm, a 
beautiful Coromandel evening, soft, scraps of cloud floating across the stars. 
The new moon gleamed off the water, which hissed softly as it washed on the 
sand below. 

The stage was set. The cops were going to shout every criminal in town - Peter 
hoped. He crossed his fingers, sat back and waited for the guests to arrive, 
starting every time someone new arrived at the door. Well, you never enjoyed 
your own parties. 

Edsel arrived early. Peter put a big bag of dope on the kitchen table and Edsel 
sat down and began rolling. They took it in shifts, Edsel rolling half a dozen, 
then Peter,  then Jude.  As fast  as they rolled the  joints,  they passed them 
around. They wanted everyone totally fucked. 

Dreadlocks and the television commercial star arrived. They brought friends. 
Peter sneaked out with a piece of toilet paper and jotted down a couple of 
numbers from cars he didn’t recognise. Goatee arrived, so stoned he simply 
stood  in  a  corner,  talking  to  noone.  Jason  went  down  to  the  back  of  the 
garden and threw up. Peter did too. He must have been nervous, because he 
never spewed. 

Everyone was there except Stretch. The man was consistent, you had to give 
him that. Forty or fifty people sat in the house or on the small patch of lawn 
out  the  back,  smoking,  drinking,  eating  the  sausages  which  Rotty  was 
determinedly turning just the right shade of brown on the barbecue. 

These people would never have got together normally. They were stoned, but 
controlled, a little edgy about mixing with people they were uncertain of. The 
only thing they had in common was dope. Every one of them was a stoner. 
Edsel pumped out the joints as the Stones howled and Jason puked. And in 
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the middle of it Tam Bones arrived. 

Edsel had invited him but even Edsel was still for a moment when the drug 
boss walked in. Noone could be sure of him. 

Peter tried to focus his mind. Bones wore his black hair in short dreadlocks, 
was in his mid-thirties. He had dark eyes and Peter could see the scepticism 
in them.

Edsel introduced him. “Hi Bill,” said Bones. That was all, although he was in 
Peter’s house. Even stoned, Peter knew better than to push. He simply told 
Bones he was pleased to meet him and went away. 

Bones and Edsel talked together. Peter could feel Bones’s hard eye’s on him 
from time to time and knew Edsel was filling him in. Or telling him to stay 
away from Peter because he was an undercover cop. As soon as the thought 
crossed  his  mind  Peter  banished  it.  He  tried  to  concentrate  on  Bones’s 
girlfriend instead, but she kept growing hazy, as if far away, and he gave it up. 
Bones stayed for half an hour. He left without saying goodbye, just walked 
into the dark and was gone. 

Peter felt the elation spreading through the mess in his mind. When the last 
villain had walked off down the drive he called Dennis. The operator, for once, 
was delighted. 

They  slept  late  next  day  and  Peter  awoke  feeling  his  head  belonged 
somewhere else,  someplace nasty.  Painfully  they dressed and drove out to 
Dennis’s house for their Sunday meeting. 

Surprisingly, they agreed on what to do next. Bones was a fisherman. They 
decided that the next time Peter met him, he’d ask if he could go fishing. 

The chance came ten days later. Bones made one of his rare visits to the bar 
and Peter happened to be there. He turned and said hello, and Bones was 
surprisingly receptive. So Edsel hadn’t blown them, after all. 

Peter took a breath and moved in as calmly as he could. “I hear you’re a gun 
fisherman.” 

“Yeah? Well, I get a few.” 

“Fuck, Jude and I would love to go out fishing, if you’ve got a bit of spare 
room in your boat sometime.” 
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“No sweat.” 

Just like that. Peter wrote down his telephone number and gave it to him. 
“Give me a call.” 

And two weeks later Bones did. “Come round first thing in the morning and 
we’ll go fishing.” 
It was late in the operation now. Peter and Jude didn’t have long to go before 
they  were  scheduled  to  leave.  They’d  been  introduced  to  everyone  in  the 
hierarchy but they still hadn’t got to the top man. Dennis’s early delight had 
given way to anxiety again.  He’d been trying to persuade Peter to make a 
direct approach to Bones but Peter flatly refused. “I’m not talking a drug deal 
with him until after we’ve gone fishing.” 

Haste would have blown any chance they had. All the same, they knew their 
part in the operation could not go on over its planned time, six months. Every 
other element in the plan would have to be shuffled, and that risked confusion 
and ultimate disaster.  They knew too,  the reserve plan was to get Matt  to 
Bones, but Bones would have blown him immediately. Bones was dangerous. 
Quite nice Peter felt, but clever. Everything hung now on the fishing trip. 

They were up at daybreak. Peter wore red jeans, snake earring, check shirt 
and a necklace. He wanted to be a city boy who didn’t know what was going 
on, calculating that the quickest way to alienate someone was to know too 
much. 

They followed the directions Bones had given them and arrived at a small 
bach. Just that. Not lavish, not trendy, just a pleasant, one bedroom place set 
in a grove of elm trees a hundred metres from the beach. Weatherboards, and 
corrugated iron roof. 

Oh fuck, this had to be a bum steer. The top guy couldn’t live like this, with 
nothing.  But  there  was  no  mistake.  Bones  was  the  man,  and  his  humble 
circumstances were part of  his  security.  A boat and a bach,  but when you 
thought about it, a perfect setup. Plenty of trees around, an easy trip down to 
the beach and, from there, access to any part of the Coromandel coast. Still, it 
was weird. Whatever he did with his money he didn’t invest it here. 

Bones appeared in jeans and a Swanndri bush shirt. His girlfriend came out of 
the house to meet them. She was relaxed. They shook hands and went inside. 
Basic. Bathroom, bedroom, kitchen/living, lino on the floor. They smoked a 
joint. At least Peter, Jude and Bones’s girlfriend smoked one. Bones smoked 
three. 
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They towed the boat the short distance to the beach, three of them in the boat 
and Bones driving an old tractor. The women stayed on the beach while Bones 
drove the boat, pulling the end of the net out and back to the beach in a big U-
shape. Then they pulled in the net from the beach. That was it.  Peter had 
imagined them out on the sparkling blue Bay of Plenty, lolling in the swell as 
they cast their lines. 

But Bones had a quota. He made a good living from fishing alone. The dope 
was a bonus, albeit a very big one. They shot the net again and again, and 
finished with three cases. Not bad for a couple of hours work, Bones declared. 
And each time the net came in he’d photograph the fish, throwing away his 
usual controlled stance and running out into the water with his camera until 
he was thigh-deep, photographing the fish thrashing as the net pulled them 
closer  together  and they could feel  the  shallowness of  the  water.  Then he 
handed Jude the camera and commanded her to take some photographs of 
the three of them. 

He was in high humour, and all of them trooped back to the bach for another 
smoke. Peter took his chance when Bones asked about the kind of work he 
did. 

“I’m  hoping  to  do  some  bizzo  up  here.  Edsel’s  been  seeing  me  right.” 
Cementing  his  association  with  Edsel.  “If  you’ve  got  any  pot  you  want  to 
move, I’ve got a buyer in Auckland who comes down and drops me off some 
cash. It might be mutually advantageous for us.” Held his breath as Bones 
dragged at the joint and sucked deep before answering. 

“It might be on, yeah.” Non-committal. Nothing that could be construed even 
as an offer. And he gave them a couple of fish to take home. 

Peter  left  on  a  high  that  for  once  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  dope  he’d 
smoked.  He knew he’d pushed hard by asking so  soon,  but  he  felt  Bones 
hadn’t been turned off. The only response to his forwardness had been the 
too-casual response. Bones was just being careful, that was all. 

A  few  days  later  Bones  called  at  the  house  and  left  two  more  fish.  His 
girlfriend stayed and had a couple of joints. A week after, more fish. Bones 
stayed. 

They never talked drugs. They discussed fishing, Waihi. Peter said they might 
stay in town. In truth,  both he and Jude had come to like the place. They 
loved the bush and the  warmth and the smooth sweep of  beaches.  It  was 
scaring the hell out of Peter, but otherwise it was nice. 
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He didn’t press for a deal. He felt Bones was too astute, that the dealer was 
sounding him out and an early move would be gauche. His girlfriend got on 
well  with Jude.  Peter felt  there was something familiar about the woman, 
then realised what it was. She was a like a solicitor’s wife whose signals read, 
‘My husband is a significant person.’ 

In Waihi’s underworld culture Bones stood at the top and she was first lady. 
Of course she knew what his business was. In a way it enhanced her status, 
because she had to consider carefully everything she said and it gave her a 
permanently thoughtful air. The two of them paid semi-regal visits to the bar. 
Only the barons would approach. They held court for perhaps thirty minutes, 
an hour on special occasions, and left. 

Peter and Bones played each other carefully. Bones probed, assessed. Peter 
was available. His references were impeccable, although he never mentioned 
a name. Bones knew who his referees were and the absence of names testified 
to Peter’s discretion. 

All  the  while,  time  was  running  out.  Peter  and  Jude  were  fighting 
continuously now. Stress and drugs were bringing them down. One day they 
went for a walk on the beach and fought and Jude walked a fifteen kilometre 
detour to avoid meeting him on the way home. 

He’d hardly touch her now unless he was stoned. He was depressed. He’d put 
on weight, too many pies and not enough exercise. He even went out jogging 
after  dark  once  or  twice,  although it  was  forbidden by  the  department  as 
dangerous to his cover. 

In his darkest times he wondered if they could go back, if he still had a place 
in  the  police.  He’d  go  to  Dennis’s  place  and  talk  business  and  he’d  be 
indifferent. ‘They’re a boring bunch of straight kids,” he said to Jude once. He 
was becoming more drug dealer than policeman. 

He’d see detectives on the street in a plain car and they’d seem to be on the 
other side, a threat. When they began working in the town Peter was scared of 
them because they were a danger to his operation; now he wondered whether 
he just didn’t like them any more.  Everyone in his scene hated the police, 
thought  they  were  the  scum  of  the  earth.  Many  of  them  told  stories  of 
persecution. Peter listened sympathetically, at first to support his cover, later 
because he felt persecuted himself, for smoking pot too heavily. Why should 
he, or anyone, be punished for that? Pot was good. 

They used to call themselves the good-times agents. Like having a party and 
not having to clean up the mess. The evidential agents would do that, would 
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go to court. Yeah, they were having a fine time. 

He and Jude avoided saying any of this to each other, tried not to burn each 
other out.  He was still  worried about  Jude,  his  paranoia  fuelling the fear. 
Once in the bar they suspected someone had dropped pills in Jude’s drink. 
Whether the drink had been spiked, or whether it was a combination of heavy 
drinking and drugs, she was violently ill. 

Peter was anxious that she’d be bashed or raped if something went wrong, 
and worried too that this anxiety was now the strongest emotion he felt about 
her. Love seemed to have been lost somewhere in the smoke from their joints. 
They could scarcely talk to each other unless they were stoned. 

What about the dope? The policy was, if you used it you declared it. But they 
were smoking all the time now. Declaring every joint would have used reams 
of paper. Writer’s cramp would have set in long before they got down to the 
finer points of the operation. If they had declared their smoking they would 
be  offside  with  the  police,  and  admitting  it  belatedly  would  make  things 
worse. Their careers would be over. 

He knew he was fucked up but he wanted more dope and to get it he had to 
stay on the undercover programme. Besides, a side of him, the ambitious bit, 
was  still  determined  to  make  the  operation  a  success.  He  could  see  no 
alternative to staying on the programme, although he knew by now it would 
wreck his marriage. His former life, his marriage and the operation were all 
grinding to a close. 

Dennis said he wanted Rotty. He knew Peter had been protecting him. By now 
Rotty was Peter’s mate. He counted as friends now only Wendy and Larry, the 
two undercover cops working in Northland, Jude… and Rotty. 

Rotty had shown Peter his special places, his forest patches and beaches. They 
went for picnics. Peter and Jude took wine, dope and sandwiches. Rotty and 
his girlfriend, a breezy woman, cruisy, who dressed in the local uniform of 
long dress, anklet and bare feet, took pies and tomato sauce. Rotty would find 
a rock or a tree and dive into the water, never checking the depth. Weird. 

When Rotty wasn’t being mad, he was sincere. He also made Peter laugh, and 
they enjoyed the same music. He and Peter regarded each other as friends 
and allies.  Peter spent more time with Andy, but Andy was aloof  whereas 
Rotty was…. Rotty. 

Peter refused to nail him. 
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Dennis persisted. “You guys are out of it in another week,” he said. “You’ve 
been sheltering this fuckin’ Rotty. You’ve got to close him.” 

“No way. You’ve got enough people. You don’t need him. He’s a mate.” Peter 
had few close friends. “At least leave it until I’m gone. Those other guys can 
get him themselves.” 

“What’s the problem? Can’t you do it? What kind of undercover cop are you?”
 
“Look I’ve got feelings,” 

“You’re sheltering him. You’ve got too close to him. You’ve got to harden up.” 
Peter wearied of the argument. Dennis wasn’t going to let up. “All right, I’ll 
fuckin’ do it.” 

Next day he walked over to Rotty’s house. “Can you get us some dope mate?” 
He felt a shit, a Judas. He couldn’t look the man in the eye. He’d never asked 
to buy dope from him before. 

Rotty didn’t pause. “Sure mate. How much do you want?” 

“A couple of pound. Matt will get the money. He’s holding the cash.” 

“That’s cool.” 

Next day Matt and Derek went around to Rotty’s and handed him the five 
grand. It was done. Peter had made Rotty a dealer. 

Rotty  had only got  him the  stuff  because he was a  friend.  The police  had 
designed the crime and created the criminal. 

Bones telephoned later in the day. “Come round and get a fish.” Jude and 
Peter drove to the beach. 

Bones said, “I’ve got a proposition for you. How about selling the car? Its just 
picture perfect for me.” 

Peter had told him he was worried how much the Valiant was costing to run, 
in petrol and hire purchase. 

“Would you take some dope for it?” Bones asked. 

Peter pretended to think about it. “Yeah. I’ll have to talk to Jude about it but 
I’m pretty sure it’ll be okay.” Knowing that Dennis would have to approve the 
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deal. The car was worth maybe $5000. Two pounds of dope, at least. 

“I’ve got Bones,” he told Dennis on the telephone. 

Dennis  was  indifferent.  Peter  was  leaving  town  next  day  and  last  minute 
changes did not go down well. “How do you mean, you’ve got him?” 

“He wants to swap some dope for the car. We’ve got him.” The excitement in 
his voice rattled down the line. 

“Settle down Bill,” Dennis said. “We can’t do it.” 

“Why fuckin’ not?” 

“For a start off, you’re not evidential.” 

“No, but that’s cool. I could ditch the car to Matt and Matt could do it.” Sure, 
there were a few rough edges, and it wouldn’t be easy to sell Matt to Bones, 
but Peter thought he could do it. 

Dennis  was  adamant.  It  was  irregular.  Headquarters  wouldn’t  approve  an 
eleventh-hour change. No. 

Peter shrugged. The business over Rotty had depressed him. He wanted to get 
out. Reluctantly he let it go. 

When they packed the Valiant they didn’t have much - their clothes, half a 
pound of dope they’d creamed because they knew there’d be a shortage until 
their next operation, and Mental the cat.. 

They were going to wait until dark the following day but they were impatient 
to go. At three in the afternoon they started the Valiant and drove out. 

There was a petrol station about a kilometre from their house, with the main 
bus stop beside it. Rotty was standing at the bus stop. He saw them coming 
and grinned.  As he realised they weren’t  going to  stop his  face took on a 
strange expression. Peter twisted his head to watch him as they went past. He 
knew Rotty had seen the packed car, the looks on their own faces. Rotty stood 
at the bus stop with his hands hanging by his sides, watching them go. He 
knew something bad was happening. Maybe, for Rotty, that was the moment 
the penny dropped. 

Rotty got three years for dealing. Tam Bones walked free and, as far as Peter 
knew, was never arrested.  The operation netted some thirty dealers in the 
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end. Stretch was not one of them. Andy, who’d introduced many of them to 
the  undercovers,  faced  a  bleak  future  -  when  he  finished  his  eight  year 
sentence. Despite Peter’s reservations, Matt moved up the chain and even got 
to some of the growers. 

Chapter 9 

 
The little house in Pine Hill seemed very quiet. It had the abandoned smell of 
a house left empty too long. For a while everything seemed strange, although 
they were back among their own clothes, furniture, music. 

Waihi  hung  over  them  heavily.  They’d  been  feted  by  the  police  brass  in 
Hamilton, taken out for dinner, shown off to local detectives. Hey, here are 
the undercovers who’ve been busting the Waihi scene. But Peter didn’t see 
anything to celebrate in the betrayal of his friends. 

To the police they were numbers, names, statistics. But Peter and Jude felt 
closer to the people they’d help snap then they did to the detectives sitting 
around the table in the expensive restaurant expecting them to join in the 
cheering over cleaning up the scum. 

They even missed the cat. They’d left Mental with Dennis, who gave him to 
Larry and Wendy. Peter wasn’t sure why he mourned Mental; the animal was 
erratic, perfectly capable of slashing him when he least expected it. When he 
handed over the cat he knew it was really all over. Six months of his life. All 
the relationships, all the baggage. 

They spent a week in Wellington, being debriefed at the police college. The 
administration made the two undercovers practise wearing their  uniforms. 
Peter had to cut off his long hair, shave, adopt a policeman-like appearance. 
He had to practise computer work, fitness, give lectures to detectives visiting 
the college on things such as where stoners hit their dope in flats. 

It was freaky. The uniforms were rough and alien. They didn’t feel right in the 
clothes, or in the classrooms. Worst of all were the police officers surrounding 
them.  Peter  could  barely  deal  with  the  regulation  interaction,  the  whole 
goddamn upright thing. 

He couldn’t wait to get out of the mess room. He and Jude would leave as 
soon as they could and go to one of their rooms, for through some quirk of 
police organisation they’d been assigned different units.  They’d have coffee 
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together and if they saw cops coming they’d lock the door. 

At night they’d sneak off for a smoke. Their marriage was in bad shape but 
they  were  each  other’s  only  allies.  Everyone  else  was  potentially  hostile, 
despite their eagerness to befriend the agents. Peter hated the way the regular 
police saw the world through a single filter. People who drove old Holdens 
and smoked pot were bad, and that was that. In the scene he’d been sent to 
clean up, he’d found some of the scum to be at least good company and at best 
friends. 

The government paid the police so handsomely that they’d become middle 
class and they had a bourgeois view of the world: if it didn’t fit, lock it up. To 
Peter  they  had  the  narrow  vision  of  rottweilers,  trained  only  to  go  for 
strangers. They thought in black and white. He knew he could never enjoy the 
company of normal police officers again. 

Meanwhile, they were worried that the police would smell the dope on the 
uniforms  that  fitted  them  so  strangely  and  that  disoriented  them  more. 
Scared  them  too,  for  despite  everything  Peter  remained  ambitious,  still 
wanting to make it in the police force. 

Something else was complicating his life. One afternoon in Waihi he’d had a 
telephone call from Dennis. Someone in Dunedin was trying to contact him, 
the operator said. 

Peter went down to a telephone box and dialled the number he’d been given. 
A  man’s  voice  answered.  “Steve  here.”  Christ!  It  was  one  of  his  karate 
students. 

“Hey, Steve, how’s it going?” 

“Not too good, mate. I’ve got a bad thing to talk to you about. I’ve got cancer 
and they want to cut my leg off. But it’s going to fuck my training right up. 
What do you think I should do?” 

“Hey, man, you keep your leg, tell them to fuck off.” 

But Peter knew Steve must have been offered an exchange - his leg for more 
time. 

When he and Jude returned to Dunedin he drew close to Steve, so close he 
wondered sometimes whether Steve was the person he was reaching out to 
rather than Jude. To an outsider it was a strange relationship. Martial arts 
were Steve’s religion. He called Peter ‘God’. 

- 123 -



Curiously, Peter was not embarrassed. He knew that the martial arts could be 
anything a follower wanted it to be, and to Steve it was a challenge, a source of 
mystery and of good. Steve prepared for his battle with cancer as martial-arts 
disciples prepared themselves spiritually for the fight. 

Peter found himself trying to live up to his newly-elevated image. He’d fight 
the entire class, twenty students one after the other, bang bang bang. Some of 
them would thrash him. He felt Steve’s eyes on him, and painfully rose from 
the mat to meet the next fighter. 

Peter had other reasons for burying himself in the battles. Three weeks after 
he returned to Dunedin he went to Christchurch for a grading fight. To win a 
black belt  in  his  karate  style  a  student  had to  fight  forty  opponents  for  a 
minute and a half each. Full-contact fights which left the combatants black 
and blue. 

Peter didn’t have to run the gauntlet; he was already a black belt. But he did. 
For one thing, Steve was watching. For another,  he was trying to allay his 
guilt.  He was still  having nightmares about Rotty.  For months he thought 
about it every day, the betrayal tormenting him. Rotty was part of the reason 
he spent so much time with Steve.  He could say to  himself,  ‘You’re  not  a 
betrayer, look what you’re doing for this man.’ 

He  did  everything  he  could  for  Steve.  Steve’s  doctor  even  became one  of 
Peter’s students. Peter wanted to cultivate the doctor, to make him a devotee 
of the martial arts, to win him over for Steve. The other black belts disagreed, 
arguing he should get the same treatment as anyone else. The poor man took 
some fearful floggings. 

For the first week back in Dunedin the relief from stress was so strong they 
spent  most  of  their  time in  bed,  sleeping,  waking,  eating a  little,  sleeping 
again. They reminded themselves during the night that they were no longer 
undercovers, there were no problems, they could go back to sleep and not 
worry about unlocking the door at dawn. He and Jude had to tell each other 
they were safe, that it was all right to go back to sleep. 

They’d had to think carefully all the time on the Coromandel: if  they were 
about to meet someone new they had to assemble the lies,  interview each 
other  to  squeeze  the  holes  out  of  their  stories,  ensure  that  if  they  were 
separated their stories matched perfectly. They’d had to lie about everything 
they did and liars need a good memory. Six months’ worth of lies was a lot. 

Peter began jogging again.  They ate.  They smoked.  They didn’t  want their 
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house to smell of dope so they’d usually go out to the tiny toolshed at the back 
of the house and share a joint. And another. They’d always go at dusk because 
if it was daylight their well-meaning neighbours would hassle them. ‘Nice to 
see you back, where have you been? Overseas? Whereabouts? What part of 
Sydney, my brother lives there?’ Later, when it was dark, they’d claw their 
way back to the house again.  It was only ten metres from the shed to the 
house but they’d be so stoned it might as well have been a hundred. 

Most of all, they were paranoid about the police. In Waihi they’d been scared 
of tripping up in front of the targets. Here, they were terrifed of blundering in 
view of the police. Sometimes police friends would call at the house and it 
would stink of  dope,  so they’d have to talk outside,  the friends wondering 
what the hell was going on. Or they’d say, ‘Sorry, we’re just going out.’ Once 
or twice they invented undercover cops who’d dropped by and, of course, the 
police friends couldn’t be invited in because that would jeopardise their cover. 
One day Peter found a roach in his uniform. He was in the canteen and he’d 
reached into his pocket for some money and pulled out the dead end of the 
roach instead.  He dropped it  back into his pocket hastily.  Sometimes he’d 
have burns on his finger or his lip, or a singed moustache where he’d been so 
stoned he’d held the candle too close. How could anyone miss the signs? He’d 
say to Jude dismally, ‘Fuckin’ Central know.’ 

The  trouble  was,  far  from  treating  them  as  errant  stoners,  many  police 
officers they met seemed to treat them as returning heroes, back from the 
front, people who’d actually been there. The Waihi operation was still running 
then. They couldn’t talk about it,  but of course that merely heightened the 
mystique. 

They didn’t need to make the scene out to be harder than it was, more brutal. 
They went the other way, finding, to their secret gratification, that it had more 
effect. Their replies were terse, spare, their audiences wide-eyed. 

Peter found himself playing to the gallery. Someone would ask, ‘How did you 
feel  doing  a  drug  deal  with  a  guy,  wondering  if  he  thought  you  were  a 
policeman?’ 

Peter’s reply would be calculated to entice. ‘Oh you live with it, its where its 
at.’ 

Their new personae gave them licence to swear, convincingly, blowing other 
cops away. ‘You don’t fuck with those cunts, or they’ll fuckin’ take you out.’ A 
uniformed cop saying it would sound silly, but Peter and Jude were cool. 

Peter wanted to think he was back, yet the cops around him gave him stage 
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fright, and a strong desire to get away. He tried saying to himself, ‘I’m back 
where I should be.’ But he didn’t feel back at all. The short back and sides and 
the shave didn’t worry him. The Coromandel had taught him that things like 
that were only trappings, on both sides of the fence. He knew he could wear 
his  short  back and sides  with  the  Mongies,  not  because  of  his  colour  but 
because he was good with the bullshit. 

Of course, other officers noticed changes. 

Going to the toilet after a session in the police bar late one afternoon and 
finding it crowded, Peter went into a cubicle. He heard feet clattering by the 
urinal outside as the occupants left. A moment’s silence, and he heard two 
men walk in. “Fucked if I know where he’s at,” said one, “but he just doesn’t 
seem to be on the same planet.”  The other gave an assenting grunt.  They 
zipped up and left, but Peter stayed where he was. This wasn’t pot-induced 
paranoia. They were talking about him. ‘I am different,’ he thought. ‘You are 
on a different planet, man.’ 

Some changes were easy to see. Once he was meticulous about the way he 
looked, now he was casual. He swore a lot, he was arrogant around women. 
Other differences he hoped were noticed only by himself. One evening he was 
working  behind  the  bar  at  the  police  club.  He  couldn’t  take  the  massed 
constabulary straight. He just had to have a smoke, so he popped out for one. 
And when he came back he could no longer work the till. He couldn’t relate 
the drinks to prices, he couldn’t add or even find the right buttons. ‘Just give 
us a  couple of  bucks,’  he  said desperately,  the first  time.  And made some 
excuse  to  the  other  man  behind  the  bar  that  night  and  got  out  of  it.  He 
couldn’t even plead that he was pissed. Being pissed was quite all right on the 
customers’ side of the bar. But it was definitely against the rules on his. 

Everything he did, saw, touched, seemed to shout at him, ‘Man, you’re going 
to  get  caught!’  Yet  he  seemed  trapped  in  his  own  web,  and  he  could  do 
nothing but entangle himself more. 

The first  sign of  his  next  undercover  operation was  a  telephone call  from 
Duck. He called quite early in the morning and seemed to have an intimate 
knowledge of  Peter’s  shifts.  Peter  heard his  voice  and adrenaline  pumped 
through his veins like fire.
 
“I want you to work with Noddy,” Noddy was an agent Peter had met at a 
training seminar. “I want you to go to Christchurch and meet some people 
there, then go over to the West Coast and do this deal.” 

It was an informer job. The Christchurch police had an informant who was 
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dealing with people on the West Coast and was going to rat on them. Duck 
skipped over the details. A few days in Christchurch, a few on the Coast. 

Peter  was  immediately  anxious.  This  was  too  close  to  home.  And he  was 
clean-shaven, far too neat. He told Duck he wanted a week off, knowing it 
would irritate his supervisor, who’d merely get the command from above and 
be told nothing. 

He got the week, and a week’s stubble. Jude wasn’t on this one. She’d been 
transferred to surveillance, and zipped around the city in a hot Toyota. After 
the Coromandel, they never worked undercover together again. 

The first part of the operation ran smoothly. Peter went to Christchurch and 
met his operator. They drove to the man’s house in Linwood, a nice place with 
a well-tended garden. On the way he handed Peter the all-important bag of 
dope. “Should be enough there for the weekend,” he said, “Keep the change.” 
The  mark  of  the  skilled  operator,  one  who knew the  way  to  motivate  his 
agents, was his generosity with the gear. A good agent was a big stoner. It 
went with the territory. Operators, at least, recognised it. 

Two detectives from the Coast were at the house to meet him. They explained 
the operation briefly. The informant, Jack, would introduce Peter to someone 
from the West Coast. Then Peter and the other agent, Noddy, would drive to 
the  Coast  and  Peter  would  introduce  Noddy  to  the  dealer  he’d  met  in 
Christchurch. That way Peter would remain relatively clean and they could go 
on using him as an intelligence agent, the link between the dealers and the 
evidential agents. 

Peter didn’t trust the informant. The man was mean-looking, shifty. 

“What  did  you  think  of  him?”  the  other  detectives  asked  Peter  when  the 
informant had gone. 

“He grossed me,” Peter replied. 

He hated putting his life in the hands of people like that. It was too scary, 
wondering whether the man was playing games. 

His  operator  understood.  “Look  man,  I’ve  told  him  that  if  anything  goes 
wrong his arse is in a sling.” 

Peter was to go to the Jack’s flat that night. The place was in Addington, a 
decaying residential suburb where the houses were giving way to factories. 
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It was exactly 8pm when the taxi let him out at a block of state flats.  His 
knock on the door was answered by a woman in a short red dress. On the 
game, Peter thought, and asked to see Jack. 

The woman looked him up and down, grinning. She wanted to talk. So there 
he was, giving her the old freezing-works line and she was saying he should 
come back some other time and he was saying yeah and getting a rat on. 

He brought his mind back to business. “Jack?” 

“Oh yeah.” She opened a side door and yelled up the stairs and Jack appeared. 
“Come on up.” 

His room was a mess. Records, takeaway wrappers, dirty underwear, socks in 
little heaps. A mattress on the floor. 

At 8.30pm there was a knock at the door. Two men came in. Peter could see 
Jack was surprised too. They’d both expected the dealer to come on his own. 
The second man was obviously the dealer’s heavy. He said nothing, just sat in 
the corner in his black leathers and menaced. A joint went around and when 
it was the heavy’s turn to pass it to Peter he ignored the agent, passed it back 
to his mate. Peter watched him covertly, worked out where to hit him if the 
guy staunched up. He liked to be prepared. 

They finished the joint and Jack took an old fish-and-chips paper from the 
heap and spread it on the floor. He tipped the dealer’s bag of dope onto the 
paper and studied it,  pretending to be Peter’s agent.  “Hey look,  this  looks 
good. Look at these fuckin’ buds, hey this is great gear.” 

“Yeah,” Peter said, “looks okay.” He took a scale out of his picket and tossed it 
over to Jack. Nine ounces. He counted out $1800 from the bundle of bills in 
his pocket. It was the minimum the department could get away with, a dead 
deal for them, done only to win the dealer’s confidence. 

The two got up to leave. “This is good business,” Peter said. “I wouldn’t mind 
coming over to the Coast to see you some time.” 

The dealer looked him over. He said nothing for a moment. Then: “If Jack 
says you’re okay, you’re okay with me. Give me a call.” 

Everyone relaxed. 

A few days later he went to meet Noddy, and found he was looking forward to 
the meeting.  Only other agents knew how he felt  now; they were his only 
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allies. 

The two closeted themselves in a motel, pulled the curtains and lit a joint. The 
talk moved to Noddy’s operation. 

“It was cut short,” Noddy said. “I got sprung. A friend of a friend spotted me 
in the fuckin’ bar then went away and asked around. He found out I was there 
buying dope off people and told them I was a fuckin’ cop and it all hit the fan. 
I was standing in the bar when I saw this guy walk in the door. I didn’t know 
what the story was but I knew something was wrong. I knew I’d seen the guy 
somewhere else but I couldn’t think where. And there’d been a few signs, like 
three of them were supposed to come and see me a few days before and none 
of them turned up. Then three or four people walked in behind this guy, I 
knew them all. I’d bought dope off them. They all made a beeline for me. I 
knew they were on to me. I just jumped off my seat and ran out of the pub and 
sprinted down the road and hid. I could hear these buys coming after me. And 
when they went away I went to my operator’s and they pulled me out.” 

He’d lived Peter’s nightmare. Peter knew he would have done the same thing. 
He’d thought about it often enough. 

Noddy  had  changed  completely,  Peter  remembered  him on  the  seminar  - 
cheerful,  perky.  Now  he  seemed  to  be  almost  melancholy.  Noddy  was  an 
extrovert, Peter was an introvert; Peter decided then that his was the better 
personality for undercover work. Naturally secretive. 

The thought  hit  him much later that night.  What  was his role  in Noddy’s 
decline? Had Peter fucked him up, appearing so cool at the seminar, strutting 
around,  inviting  envy  and  emulation  and  not  giving  a  shit  about  what 
undercover work did to people? 

Next day, in Noddy’s ute on the highway, his misgivings disappeared in the 
morning  sun  and clean  mountain  air  and the  stack  of  George  Thorogood 
cassettes which were the only music Noddy had. 

They smoked all the way through the Alps, through the crazy bends of the 
Otira and into the deep bush of the Coast valleys. It was humid. Steam rose 
from the forest and leaked down over the passes and through the ravines. 
Great climate for growing dope, Peter thought sourly, no wonder the Coast 
was such a big producer. 

When they got to their motel and tried to ring their dealer he wasn’t there. 
Nor the next  day,  nor  the next,  although they drove  out to  make sure  he 
wasn’t just refusing to answer his phone. 
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Two days of sitting in a motel room with the heavy West Coast rain thunking 
on the roof,  smoking pot  and listening to  Thorogood,  never going outside 
except  to  buy  milk  and  marvelling  at  the  local  uniform,  Swanndris  and 
gumboots. 

On the third day they drove to the dealer’s house and he was home. Peter 
offered up a silent prayer - thank God, no more Thorogood - and went into 
the house. 

The dealer was easy, “Sure, bring your mate in.” So Peter did, and introduced 
him, and asked can we buy some smoke, he’ll take whatever you can get him. 
And that was Peter’s job over. He went home and Noddy stayed on and from 
that one introduction he snapped a dozen people in the end. 

And Peter went back to Dunedin, shaved and climbed into his uniform again, 
put away his snake earrings and felt even more disoriented. 

Every night shift a couple of cops would wear plain clothes and walk or cycle 
around the  city  centre,  police  radios  in  their  pockets.  Maybe  they’ll  catch 
someone pinching petrol or urinating on a shopfront.

Peter drew the beat occasionally.  And one night he noticed a little red car 
parked outside the toilets which once occupied part of the Octagon, Dunedin’s 
dead centre. A man sat behind the wheel. Peter did a circuit of the nearby 
shops and when he returned the car and driver were still there. He knew why. 
The man was gay. He was looking to pick up someone. 

Peter was intrigued. Christ, he could use his undercover skills! Work on this 
guy just like a drug dealer. Maybe he was a drug dealer. Perhaps he was into 
child pornography! He imagined himself making those arrests while he was 
on the beat. It would be the talk of the station. 

He went into the toilet and waited. He knew that if he was right, the man 
would get out of his car, look around, and come down the steps. Peter felt 
inside his jacket where his police radio was hidden. He found himself turning 
the  volume  right  down.  But  not  off.  A  policeman  had  to  draw  the  line 
somewhere. 

He heard someone come down the steps, pause to see where he was, and walk 
to the urinal beside him. He felt the stranger’s eye on him, trying to read the 
situation. Good luck to him, he thought, he wasn’t too certain of it himself. He 
was unsure what to expect. 
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Peter went back up the stairs, emerging under the trees of the Octagon. A few 
cars passed through, but not many people were about at this hour. He felt 
invisible, pulling his jacket tighter about him and feeling the hard shape of the 
police radio in his side like an admonitory jab in the ribs. He was still excited, 
knew now that he was going to go through with it. He walked over to the red 
car and waited. 

The man emerged from the toilets. Later, Peter found it hard to remember 
how tall  he  was,  what  he  looked  like,  all  the  details  he’d  been  trained to 
notice. A middle-aged man, gentle manner, pleasant face, and that was all. 

He  came  towards  the  car.  Peter  shivered  slightly,  hunched  his  shoulders 
under the jacket and jersey. Maybe it was the chill air. He was stepping onto a 
whole  new world  and a  new thought  came to  him.  Christ,  maybe he  was 
bisexual! Could it explain the deterioration in his life? 

Yet he felt in control. Fuck it, he thought, I’ll pile into this guy, see what kinky 
things he’s into, what he wants to do. The man stopped beside him, watching 
Peter carefully. 

“Not a bad sort of night.” 

“Yeah, it’s a good night, yeah.” 

“What are you up to?” 

“Ah, just couldn’t sleep, just walking around trying to get some exercise.” 

“What to come for a ride?” 

“Yeah. Yeah, I’ll come for a ride.” 

Just like that. They climbed into the car. Peter ran through the breaches of 
police  regulations  to  date.  In  a  strange  car  while  on  shift.  Unable  to  be 
contacted. Outside his patrol area. Fucking off to South Dunedin somewhere 
with this guy. 

Peter  thought  about  that.  Shit,  he  loved  it!  Breaking  the  rules,  rushing 
headlong into some weird situation. He was getting the same adrenaline rush 
he had going into a drug deal - half terrified, half excited. 

They stopped outside a house. Respectable enough, Peter thought, although 
he couldn’t see much of it in the dark. Inside, his companion went into the 
kitchen and began making coffee. He came back and handed Peter a cup. 
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“Any dope around?” asked the policeman. Might as well… 

“I’m not into it.” He put a pornographic video in the player. Men having sex 
“What do you think of this?” 

Peter realised there was a woman in this man’s life. The house had a shared 
feel,  a  woman’s  influence.  It  was  a  married-looking  place,  solid,  family 
photographs on the mantelpiece. Peter guessed this man was married and his 
wife was out of town. 

The thought made him uneasy, and he said so. “I’d better go. Thanks for the 
coffee.” 

Peter  was  on  edge  now.  Edge?  Shit,  he  was  on  the  brink.  Intrigue,  fear, 
excitement,  the fascination of  stepping outside the boundaries fought with 
caution - and lost. He was out of there. 

The man didn’t argue. “That’s all right. I’ll give you a lift back into town.” 

Peter was intoxicated with the recklessness of what he’d just done. He wanted 
excitement, he wanted to break the rules, and he’d got both in one go. 

Most of all, he’d made a break with normality. Once a stickler for regulations, 
now nipping off into the night. That was the biggest kick of all. And he was 
scared, too. God, how he’d changed. 

He turned up his police radio. Took a note of the car registration and called 
in, asking control to check on it. He wanted to see whether they’d been trying 
to reach him; they said nothing. 

A week later the telephone rang and it was Duck. 

“I want you to go back to Christchurch, there’s a trip to Blenheim for you, ever 
been to Blenheim? No? Well, your tickets will be at the counter.” 

Jude was watching him. 

“I’m out of here,” he said. 

She shrugged. They were talking to each other less and less. 

Peter went to Steve’s house and told him what he was going to be doing. “Hell, 
man.” Steve said, trying to assess the danger, the risk to his friend, “be careful 
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up there.  Blenheim and Nelson and Motueka,  a  lot  of  real  heavy guys up 
there.” But Peter knew that. 

He flew to Christchurch. He was working with the same operator as before. 
“It’s a simple job,” he said. “There’s an undercover going to do a buy off a guy 
in Blenheim but he has a problem. He hasn’t got a plausible outlet for his 
gear. That’s your job.” 

The two of  them drove to Blenheim the following day,  Peter taking in the 
Kaikoura coast with the deep blue of the sea and the black rocks of the coast. 

Peter drove out to the undercover’s place the next morning alone. This was 
foreign  territory  to  him.  He  looked  at  the  blank  brown  hills  and  the  dry 
country with its perfect rows of grapevines and felt he was in a strange land. 
He wound his way through the confusing one-way street system to the tiny 
flat where the undercover lived. 

He didn’t know the cop, but he recognised the signs. The man was living on 
the edge. The job, he told Peter, was simple. All Peter had to do was come to 
the flat when the dealer was there and hand over enough money to show that 
the undercover was making a profit on the deal. The dealer was going to sell a 
pound of  dope  to  the  agent  for  $2000 and Peter  was  going  to  buy  it  for 
$2500, a ‘support buy’ in police language, done to reinforce the cover. 

Peter  was  waiting  by  the  telephone  when  it  rang  the  following  day,  the 
undercover asking him to come over. The dealer was a young man, his eyes 
glossy. They both stank of dope already and Peter shared another joint with 
them. 

The undercover picked up a plastic bag and passed it to Peter. “Here’s that 
pound, have a look and see what you think.” 

Peter went through the bag with an expert eye. “Its okay. I’ll give you the two 
and  a  half.  Listen  man,  this  is  good  shit  and  there’s  no  good  stuff  in 
Invercargill at the moment. So this suits me. As much as you can get I’ll take.” 
He pulled out the slides and counted out $2500. Took the bag of dope and 
drove off. 

What a great job! No fear! The department got the statistic, he got the dope. 
Sure, he had to account for it, but that was easy. He just skimmed half an 
ounce and made up the weight by holding his hands under the tap and letting 
them drip into the bag. It would dry out eventually, but there’d be a pound 
when the operator weighed it and the guy might suspect but he’d never say 
anything. 
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Back to Dunedin and into uniform. The paranoia went on with the tunic. This 
time Peter felt he wasn’t shucking his cover. He was an undercover cop and 
the uniform was just a cloak. 

Somewhere amidst all the to-ing and fro-ing, he felt he’d got lost. He talked to 
Jude about it in one of their increasingly rare conversations. ‘If you get a car 
battery and drain off  a  bit  of  the water and put some back it’ll  charge up 
again.  But  if  you  drain  too  much  you’ll  get  to  the  point  where  it  won’t 
regenerate, you’ve sapped it.’ Peter felt his cells were right down. 

Peter and Jude had bought another house now, in Anderson’s Bay.  It  was 
built on a terrace facing north, overlooking the inlet that drained into Otago 
Harbour. The house was big, brick and white roughcast, and it had an orchard 
in  front.  Peter  had always dreamed of  such a  house,  reeking of  affluence, 
respectability and sheer solidity. 

And one afternoon Peter heard the noise of  a big motorcycle in the drive. 
Larry! The two men were delighted to see each other again. They went into 
the garage and rolled a joint, Larry sucking it through his porcelain smoking 
stone. 

Larry had finished his operation in the Far North. He and Wendy had lived 
together at Ahipara, a tiny west coast settlement not far from Kaitaia. The 
place was largely Maori, which suited Wendy very well; she was Maori too. 
But Larry was the palest of the pale. White-blond hair topped chalky skin; he 
was  a  study  in  monochrome.  Larry’s  eccentricities  fascinated  local  people 
though.  He  could  dislocate  his  shoulders,  make  telephone  noises,  wander 
around on his hands. Larry got through simply by being Larry. 

For nine months Larry and Wendy went through the gamut of emotions from 
A to  B:  from fear  to  paranoia.  Ahipara  was  alive  to  undercover  cops;  the 
people saw them everywhere. The scene was heavy. A man living in the motor 
camp near their rented house was beaten regularly because locals thought he 
was a cop. 

Never knowing when someone would knock on their door, or who it would be, 
was  especially  oppressive.  They’d  found quickly  they couldn’t  sleep  in  the 
same bed. So Larry slept in a fold-out bed in the living room and got up very 
early so no one would catch them. As the oddly named Operation Arctic went 
on, their relationship grew more and more tense, until  they could scarcely 
share the same room. 

The house was at the end of a cul-de-sac, so a car driving past would have 
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them awake instantly. The only way of getting to sleep was by having enough 
dak to cross the fear threshold. 

Yet  Larry  and Wendy,  the  odd couple  with  their  dog  and car  and settled 
environment, were never suspected until the last moment. The police set up 
an  operations  room  in  Kaitaia  for  the  climax.  But  the  sophisticated 
communications  gear  get  the  game away  and  the  locals  put  two  and  two 
together. The target calculated that the undercover cops had to be Larry and 
Wendy. He threatened to blow them both away with a shotgun. They had two 
armed guards hidden in the house for the last forty-eight hours while they 
tried to salvage what was left, Larry putting together a terrifying last-minute 
deal. 

They nailed thirty people in the end. A string of court cases, for they were 
evidential agents. Both of them staggered along in the force for a time, but the 
operation had finished them. 

Peter was awed by the story. But he could see Larry had been permanently 
damaged. Fucked. Larry was suffering all  the paranoia Peter knew so well. 
Like Peter, he’d lost his desire to persecute the so-called enemy. He’d put out 
one joint and light up another and there they were, two serving cops sitting in 
a garage in a fug of marijuana smoke. 

Larry had something else though. A brand new Harley Davidson Superglide. 
Christ it was beautiful. Peter’s heart went out to it. He went and bought one 
too. Jude was astonished. Peter didn’t spend money. She’d used a wringer 
washing machine for three years because Peter’s mother had used one and he 
couldn’t see the point in getting a new machine if the old one still worked. 
When they’d sold the house in Pine Hill Peter would spend nothing until the 
new one was paid off. Then they could put in the new kitchen they wanted - 
but not until they’d saved the $20,000 and could pay cash. 

And here he was spending $18,000 on a motorbike, just like that! 

The bike set him apart now. It was too obvious, too much a symbol of the 
underworld for other cops to ignore. This mysterious man going off to God-
knows-where every few weeks and coming back and acting peculiar. And now 
he looked like he should have a patch or something, cruising around on this 
dangerous-looking bike. At night after his shifts he couldn’t wait to climb onto 
the bike and hear the big V-twin kick into life beneath him. He liked the ride, 
but he loved the sense of escape more. 

Every  time he  went  on a  mission or  up to  a  training seminar  he  and his 
undercover mates would blow away a whole new lot of wide-eyed tyro agents. 
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They’d  swap  joints  and  stories  and  snort  over  the  charade  of  simulated 
smoking and tell the trainees it was a lot of crap. And Peter would realise just 
how different he was. 

And how he was trained to be different, because now he was humbling other 
people,  breaking them down, exorcising the police officer in them, forcing 
them to abandon the standards they’d been indoctrinated with. Forcing them 
to adopt a whole new framework, to accept that they had to throw the book 
overboard or they’d be dead meat in some dark corner of the country. 

Back in Dunedin, Steve died. Peter felt a part of him died too, felt he’d lost 
another, vital hold on his life. 

Chapter 10 

The telephone rang. Duck. His voice echoed slightly on the line, as if he were 
calling from some secret place. Still irritating, even after all these years. Peter 
was  torn.  Duck’s  voice  meant  he  was  going  to  be  asked  to  do  something 
dangerous. But there’d be some dope in it for him, and he was running low. 

“I want you to go to Auckland for a week and meet Baz,” Duck said. Baz was a 
likeable, witty undercover agent with a pilot’s licence. 

Auckland.  Okay.  Peter  told  Jude,  who  merely  looked  at  him  coolly.  They 
hadn’t worked together since the Coromandel. She was still on surveillance, 
and  she  had  to  rely  on  Peter  for  dope.  They  both  knew they  couldn’t  do 
without  marijuana,  that  it  was essential  to  their  enjoyment of  each other. 
They’d try to stop smoking for a few days, but it rattled the bones of their 
marriage. They’d stop talking to each other, stop fucking. 

No use talking to his family about it. He’d go down to see them at Kaka Point 
and take a little  dope with him and they’d know it and there’d be a fight. 
“Shit.” Peter would say to Jude, “and they’d sit there skulling beer, the place 
littered with cans.” Peter would go out the back and have a smoke and next 
thing they’d be yelling at each other. So Auckland, what the hell. 

Peter booked into a flash hotel in Auckland. This was an expensive operation. 
Another  undercover  cop  was  involved.  The  two  undercovers  and  their 
operators met in the hotel seminar room and plotted the bust amid steel-grey 
carpet and plush pink upholstery. 
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The other cop’s name was Ted. He wasn’t much to look at. Good cover. He 
said he’d been working in Auckland for the past six months and he had a 
heroin dealer named Kerry on his string. Kerry was doing business with some 
big  drug  dealers  in  Palmerston  North  and  would  introduce  the  two 
undercovers. He’d be paid for the introduction. 

Baz would fly them down there in his own plane. Peter would be the money 
man drug dealer. It was going to be his first evidential case, the first time he’d 
give  evidence  in  court  against  the  targets.  He’d  be  affluent,  well  dressed, 
cashed up. His name would be Tim. Well, he thought, make a change from 
Bill. 

The two undercovers drove out to meet Kerry next morning, winding through 
the  streets  of  West  Auckland.  To  Peter,  used  to  the  tight  centre  and 
Edwardian houses of Dunedin, it was an untidy clutter, indifferent houses in a 
featureless landscape. 

Ted pulled into the kerb outside a house that was identical  to a thousand 
they’d passed. The door was open, noone around. 

“Where the fuck are you Kerry?” Ted called. An answering cry, far off. Peter 
looked along the hall, into the kitchen. Nothing. The cry came again, stronger 
now. Ted walked confidently into the small lounge. He pointed to a hole in the 
floor. “He lives down there mate.” 

A trapdoor lay back against the brown swirls of the carpet. 

Peter could see a ladder leading down into the hole beneath. He moved to the 
edge, trying to see down. A pale head was coming towards him. He looked at 
Ted, who just met his gaze, expressionless, as if some creature living in a hole 
in the ground was all the same to him. This guy, Peter decided, looking at the 
form emerging from the hole in the floor, was all fucked up. 

Kerry climbed slowly into the lounge and closed the trap firmly behind him. 
His stare was challenging. It seemed to say, ‘So what?’ He was thin and white 
and weedy and coughed incessantly, shaking his long, straggly blond hair. He 
said, looking at Peter, “I just can't handle the light much, the bright light of 
day.” Christ, thought Peter, even his voice was skinny. 

Ted started to explain what they wanted. “Hang on,” Kerry interrupted. He 
ran off down the hall and they could hear the sound of vomiting from the 
toilet. “Shit,” Peter muttered to Ted, “we should be taking this guy to hospital, 
not Palmerston North.” 
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Kerry came back, wiping his mouth on his sleeve. “Yeah, you want to go to 
Palmerston North and meet some of my friends, yeah that’s cool. It’ll cost the 
department some big money…. 

His  voice  faded  out.  Peter  waited  for  a  moment  and  when Kerry  seemed 
disinclined to say anything more, prompted him. “You just give us the intro 
there to one or two people and you can clear out of it.  That’s all  we need. 
There won’t be too much stress for you.” 

Kerry scratched himself. He scratched a lot, Peter noticed; another symptom 
of heavy heroin use. He said, “I’ll have to make a phone call and come back to 
you guys.” 

“Okay,” said Ted, “we’ll ring you back tomorrow.” 

Ted drove Peter back to the hotel. They shook hands, said goodbye. Ted’s job 
was finished and Peter didn’t see him again. 

He called Kerry the next morning. “Yeah, its all on.” Said the dealer, “We’ve 
got to be in Palmie tomorrow. You guys come and get me.” 

Peter went to bed early that night and checked out of his hotel promptly next 
morning.  He  picked  up  a  rental  car  and  drove  Kerry  out  to  Whenuapai, 
making  his  way  carefully  through  the  damp  streets.  Being  picked  up  for 
speeding could wreck the operation, especially if something about them made 
the police officer suspicious. Peter smiled to himself. Peter, dark, dangerous-
looking, Kerry junked to the eyeballs - what could be suspicious about them? 
He explained to Kerry that Baz was to fly them down. 

Kerry  allowed surprise  into  his  blank  gaze.  “Shit,”  he  said,  “you  guys  are 
pros.”
 
The two of them waited on the tarmac near a freight plane. The Auckland air 
was humid. How could you live here? Peter wondered. It was so… gummy. He 
preferred the clean cool air of the south. 

Baz’s Cessna appeared as a speck between the clouds, arcing around until it 
was  lined  up  with  the  runway.  The  Cessna  touched  down,  bumped  once, 
settled and taxied towards them. 

Crunch! 

They jumped at the impact. Baz had driven his wing tip into the fuselage of 
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the freight plane. Mechanics rushed out of the nearby hangar. 

Kerry was aghast. “Fuck,” he said, “oh fuck no, man we’re not flying with that 
guy. He’s only been here ten seconds and he’s crashed the thing already.” 
Peter  tried  to  reassure  him.  “Its  cool,  it  was  only  a  touch  when  he  was 
turning….” 

“No, man no.” Kerry’s voice was shrill. “There’s no way I’m flying with that 
cunt.” 

“Listen man, its all right, its fine, he’s fuckin’ cool, he’s probably just a bit 
stoned, he smokes a lot of shit…” 

Kerry’s voice rose to a scream. “Fuck no, no way man.” He turned to run. A 
couple of mechanics were watching them curiously. 

Peter  seized  Kerry’s  arm,  clawing  his  fingers  so  the  junkie  could  feel  his 
strength. “Fuck it man,” he said between his teeth, “we’ve got a fuckin’ deal 
and you’re not going anywhere.” 

The two stood there, Kerry shaking in his grasp, as Baz climbed down from 
his cockpit and studied the damage. A graze on the other aircraft, a small dent 
in the Cessna’s wingtip. But the mechanics were adamant. 

“We’ll have to clear it,” they told Baz. “We can’t let you fly out of here without 
checking this plane.” 

There  was  nothing  to  be  done.  Baz  shrugged  and  helped  them  push  the 
Cessna into the hangar. 

Peter eased his grip on Kerry’s arm, watching him closely. Kerry grumbled, 
but he’d got over his panic. Peter talked to him outside the hangar, away from 
the  plane,  soothing,  speaking  about  Auckland,  the  beaches,  the  lifestyle, 
getting Kerry to tell him about the Queen City. They waited for an hour and at 
the end of it Baz emerged from the hangar smiling. 

“She’s okay.” 

They pushed the Cessna out of the hangar. Peter bundled Kerry into the back 
seat, where he couldn’t escape. He sat abjectly. Baz started the engine and 
carried out his pre-flight checks. The Cessna ran smoothly down the tarmac 
and lifted into the air. They turned, flying over the estuaries and waterways 
and deep green fields of  the west  coast,  then headed inland.  Ahead,  great 
banks of angry grey cloud began to pile up. 
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“What’s the forecast?” Peter asked. 

“Atrocious,” Baz answered simply. 

They  crossed  the  Waikato  and  flew  south.  Ahead  they  could  see  light 
glimmering off Lake Taupo and beyond that, nothing. Finally Baz locked onto 
the Desert Road. “If we stick with that we’ll be okay.” 

The cloud forced them lower and lower. Peter had done some flying, including 
five hours solo. He knew the conditions were terrible and they shouldn’t be in 
the air. Occasional whimpers came from the back seat. 

Turbulence began to knock the small aircraft off course. Baz struggled to keep 
the road in sight. He looked calm, but Peter sensed the stress. Kerry did too. 
The whimpers grew into moans. 

Peter turned around. Kerry was white. Funny. Peter didn’t think he could go 
any paler. “Here man, have a joint,” he offered. 

“No way man, no way,” wailed Kerry. If he was going to meet his maker he 
was going to be straight.  Fright cleansed his soul.  “Are we going to be all 
right?” he kept asking. “Are we going to be all right?” 

Good fuckin’  question,  Peter  thought.  He  was  reading  the  map,  trying  to 
follow the terrain, find some landmarks for Baz. They could fly no lower. It 
was  too  dangerous.  Mountains  ranged  on  either  side  of  them.  They  were 
catching only glimpses of the road now. God knew what would happen if they 
lost it altogether. Now and then they’d see something through the murk, a 
hill,  a  sharp bend or a bridge that Peter could identify from his map. The 
aircraft bucked madly. They were in deep shit. They knew they should have 
turned back but that would have meant abandoning the operation. Now it was 
too late. They flew south on sheer adrenaline. 

The flight seemed to go on forever.  But slowly the weather began to clear 
ahead of them. At first the improvement was barely perceptible. The plane 
bounced through the sky no less, they could see no more. Perhaps it was just a 
lightening of  the  sky.  Then they could see  details  on the  ground below,  a 
farmhouse, sheep in a paddock, a car running along a country road. As they 
approached  the  Manawatu  they  were  flying  easily  and  they  landed  at 
Palmerston North airport in clear weather. 

193 
Baz taxied the aircraft to a stop. 
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“Fuck,” said Peter, “that was definitely one of the most terrifying times of my 
life.” 

Kerry didn’t say anything. He just tumbled out of his seat and landed on the 
ground in a flat-footed stance that said he’d be fucked if  he’d ever leave it 
again. 

The two escorted the nuked junkie to a motel and made him some coffee. He 
came round slowly. Come on, they said, there’s the phone. Get in touch with 
your people. 

He looked at them. “Okay,” was all he said. 

Kerry’s contact man came around late that afternoon. He took Peter down to 
the pub to suss him out, driving him there in a small Ford Escort van. He was 
solid,  intimidating.  Peter  estimated that  he’d be  around forty.  He said his 
name was Lee. Yeah, he said, they could do a deal - on his terms. 

“Here’s how we do it. I’ll never have the money and the dope together. That 
way we can’t get into trouble.” 

”That’s cool,” said Peter, but it wasn’t. He wanted this man. 

It was dark when Lee dropped him back at the motel and drove away in his 
little  van.  Peter  moved cautiously  along the  motel  driveway.  He knew the 
Armed Offenders  Squad was in  the  unit  next  to  his.  He wondered if  they 
might  also  be  watching  him.  He  had  $35,000  stashed  in  his  motel  unit, 
enough for fifteen pounds of marijuana, and a lot of regular police officers 
distrusted undercovers. The money was counterfeit, from the police stockpile. 
That was the only way the commissioner would authorise the operation. He 
wouldn’t allow them to deal in $35,000 of hard cash. Counterfeit or not, the 
money was a temptation and would cause a lot of trouble if it got onto the 
street. 

Baz and Kerry were inside the motel unit watching television. They went out 
for a stroll while Peter rang the detective handling the operation’s logistics. 

“You’ll be under surveillance,” the detective said. “We’ll have a car following 
you from the moment you leave the motel.”
 
“That’s a fuckin’ relief,” said Peter. “I don’t know where the fuck we’re going. I 
don’t know the area. The guy says we’re going to a farmhouse, that’s all. He 
wouldn’t say any more than that.” 
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Lee came back at eight o’clock. Peter asked him in, sat him on the sofa in front 
of the television. Technical surveillance had bugged the room the day before. 
They needed to get Lee talking into the mike, get him on tape. Peter rolled a 
joint for both of them. Baz sat to one side watching. 

They talked to him about the deal - what was the price again? - how much 
gear  there  was,  could  he  get  them some more?  “Sure,”  he  said.  That  was 
another offence - offering. “Shit yeah man, we’ll get you plenty more.” 

Lee said, “You bring the money out with you now, we leave it at a place only 
you and me know, you can say where it going to be, but you have to leave it 
there, by the side of the road maybe. We hide it and mark it. Then we’ll go to 
the place and get the dope. I’ll come back with you, we’ll get the money, I’ll get 
it and you leave. And I won’t have the money at the same time that you’re in 
possession of the dope. We split up at that point.” 

Baz jumped into the discussion. “No fuckin’ way man. This money doesn’t 
leave here.” 

He  and  Peter  joined  forces.  Christ,  they  couldn’t  have  this.  It  would  fuck 
things up properly. 

“Leaving thirty-five grand on the side of the road is just not fuckin’ on,” said 
Peter. 

The argument went back and forth. In the end Peter took a punt. “If we don’t 
do it this way the deal’s off.” 

Lee gave in. This was too big a deal to throw away. “All right come on, let’s get 
the fuck out of here.” 

Peter left the money with Baz and followed Lee out to the van.  He noticed it 
had a smiley face painted on the side. They drove through the city, avoiding 
the  town centre,  out  to  the  open country  on  the  other  side,  and into  the 
Manawatu Gorge. Peter had never seen the gorge before. He caught only a 
glimpse of it now. Stone walls rushed into the headlights. He sensed the drop 
into the invisible river far below. 

Without warning Lee trod hard on the accelerator. The little van shot forward 
into the next bend, its tyres screeching. 

“What the fuck are you doing?” yelled Peter. 
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“Listen,” Lee shouted back, concentrating on lining up the van for the next 
curve, “I don’t know you, you don’t know me. How do I know you’re not a 
cop? How do I know there’s not a cop following us?” 

The challenge. Peter went onto the offensive. It had worked before. 

“Listen you queer cunt. I don’t take kindly to being called a fuckin’ cop. I don’t 
know you for that matter. I’m not a fuckin’ cop. I fuckin’ hate cops. I don’t 
know you from a bar of soap. How do I know you’re not a fuckin’ cop?” 

A sheer wall of rock loomed in front of them. It flitted past and was replaced 
by a void. Far over the blackness Peter could see something on the other side. 
A big round dot. The mouth of a tunnel. The lights swung madly back along 
the low white barrier separating the van from the river. Peter hoped it was 
strong. 

The attack worked - a bit.  “Settle down, settle down,” soothed Lee. “I just 
want to do this for my peace of mind. What I’m going to do is, I’m going to 
stop up the road in a minute. If I see any headlights up my arse when I stop it 
has to be one of two things. Either it’s a traffic cop who’s got onto me ‘cause 
I’m speeding. Or it’s a police car and you’re an undercover cop.” 

The van raced on through the  gorge.  Peter  was thrown from side  to  side. 
Christ, how many bends could there be in one small stretch of road? His heart 
was pounding. He forced himself to be calm, assess the situation coolly. 

He looked at the bulk of the man beside him, the big hands on the wheel, the 
eyes intent on the road ahead. How could he deal with him? A reverse knife 
hand stroke across his throat would probably be best. A classic karate hit. 

But there was a good chance Lee was tooled up. The Armed Offenders Squad 
was in the motel because they’d been told that these were serious dealers, 
always  armed.  The  guy  was  big,  solid,  tough,  menacing.  In  normal 
circumstances Peter wouldn’t  have taken him on. He almost smiled at the 
thought. Normal circumstances? If only. 

He worked on a plan. The van would stop. Lee would watch for a car. But 
Peter would have the edge because he knew the car was there. The moment he 
saw a flicker of headlights he’d smack the guy. He’d have to be quick. But Lee 
would pause to pull  out his  shooter or a knife  and that would give him a 
fraction of a second more. He’d swing the edge of his hand into the man’s 
throat.  Either there or up under his nose.  It  would knock him out.  But it 
would have to be right first time. Peter already had him for the offer to supply 
$35,000 worth of drugs and that should be good for six or seven years in the 
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slammer. Lee had little to lose by taking him out. 

The van raced on. Two, three, four kilometres, every bend right on the edge. 
Shit, thought Peter, this had to be the second most scary thing in his life. The 
times were getting just too fuckin’ serious. 

Lee  reached  forward  suddenly,  flicked  off  the  lights  and  braked.  The  van 
screamed  to  a  stop  in  total  blackness.  Perfect  silence.  Neither  of  them 
breathed. Lee sat there stonily, looking in his rear-view mirror, then looking 
at Peter. Looking in his mirror, then at Peter. 

Peter kept his face frozen. He hoped he was giving nothing away. A single 
drop of sweat would be enough. He tensed, ready for the blow, waiting for the 
headlights because surveillance cops were trained to be good drivers, to drive 
fast. And he knew the car would be close. He had to hit Lee the moment the 
headlights appeared. The surveillance cops wouldn’t stop when they saw the 
van. They’d drive straight past.  But the second Lee saw that it  was a late-
model  Japanese  pocket  rocket  -  Christ,  those  cars  might  as  well  have  a 
flashing light on top! - it would be all over. 

Peter had to be in fast. If he injured Lee he’d have to say the man attacked 
him first. Peter’s word against his. Because no doubt about it, that kind of 
blow would definitely fuck Lee up. 

He felt his knees going. He couldn’t stop them shaking. His stomach cramped. 
He was cool on the outside, but inside things were going to mush. 

Ten seconds went by. Fifteen. Twenty. Twenty-five. And no car! No fuckin’ 
car! Peter couldn’t believe it. Un-fuckin’-believable. Thirty seconds went by. 
Peter knew he was safe but he had a new worry. Where the fuck was his tail? 
Here he was, heading into the lion’s den, and the cunts had gone and lost 
him! 

Lee glanced across. “You’re cool. You’re fuckin’ cool mate. Sorry about that.” 
And drove on. 

Peter  was  angry.  Now he had no need to  feign anything.  He was furious. 
“You’re compromising my fuckin’  life  with your fuckin’  cowboy antics,”  he 
shouted. “I don’t like being fucked around like that. I definitely take offence at 
that fuckin’ shit. I’ve been dealing with Kerry for years, there’s no need for 
that shit. I am really fucked off.”
 
Lee only smiled at him. “That’s cool man,” he said again. “That’s cool.” 
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They drove on through the night, sedately now, the two men silent. 

Near Woodville, Lee turned down a side road. Past some poplars, a clump of 
macrocarpas making weird shapes against the night. Lights showed ahead. 

“That’s the house,” said Lee. And kept driving. 

“What are you doing?” demanded Peter. 

“Just counter-surveillance.” 

He stopped a couple of kilometres past the house, turned around and waited. 
Nothing happened. He said, “I never drive straight to a house, always drive 
past to see if there are any strange vehicles there before I commit myself to 
going in.” 

He started the engine, drove back along the road and into the driveway. The 
house appeared in the headlights. It was small. Rented, Lee said. Dogs began 
barking  from  somewhere  unseen.  A  Mercedes  Benz  was  parked  in  the 
driveway ahead of them. It was a good sign, Peter told himself.  The cunts 
were cashed up and the drugs would be there. He looked forward to getting 
the dope and getting out of there. It had been a long day. 

Lee opened the door and climbed out. “Hang on a minute. I’ll go and check.” 
He went into the house and after a minute returned. “Yeah, coast’s clear, in 
you come.” 

A  man  stood  on  the  porch  with  two  dogs.  A  rottweiler  and  a  collie.  Lee 
introduced Peter to Bob. The two shook hands. 

“Gidday Bob, hows it goin’ man, good to see you.” Drug dealers’ etiquette talk. 
“Yeah, come in man, come in.” 

Peter walked into the house. Everything was neat and tidy, well furnished, 
good carpet. It looked like the home of a middle-class family. Except it stank 
of dope. He followed Bob through the kitchen, down a short hallway and into 
the lounge. A man was in there, sitting in an armchair with his back to Peter. 
He stood up, turned around. 

Not for the first time that day, Peter’s heart missed a beat. 

Fuck! It was Ken, the drug runner from Napier, the guy he’d met in the bar on 
the first day of his opertation. Peter had been Bill then, now he was Tim. Drug 
dealers did not like inconsistencies like that. They fucked up their day. Peter’s 
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too. This was definitely your nightmare undercover scenario. 

Only one thing to do. “How you going, Ken,” he cried. “You remember me. 
Tim!” And rushed up to him. Shook his hand enthusiastically. 

Ken was stoned.  He was a successful drug operator now. The Merc in the 
driveway was his. A lot of people had gone by since Napier. He recognised the 
face. Bill, Tim, one-syllable names, close enough. 

“Great to see you,” said Ken. And got off on the fact that he knew Peter. “I 
know this guy,” his body language told the other two men. “Here’s you guys 
bringing this hot new dealer to the house but I already know him!” He set 
about trumping everyone. 

“Good to see you man, come in and we’ll have a smoke, good to see you, how’s 
Jude?” 

“She’s cool man, she’s cool,” said Peter. 

“Where is she?” 

“Oh man, we don’t see much of each other these days, since we split up.” As 
he said it he wondered whether in fact it was the truth. 

Ken rolled up three or four joints and the four men set about getting seriously 
shitfaced. Half an hour went by. Peter was nervous. Ken could be dangerous. 
Any moment, something in the story he’d told Lee might not fit. 

Bob went  out  and returned with  the  dope.  Fifteen bags,  tightly  packed,  a 
pound of marijuana in each. Peter went through three of them, weighed two 
more. At random. Big deals needed only that kind of scrutiny. Anything more 
wouldn’t be cool. He checked to see whether it was leaf or heads and said, 
“Yep. Its worth two-two.” 

They packed the balls of dope into the dive bag Peter had brought with him. 
They’d been in the house an hour and now the deal had gone down Lee was 
the nervous one. He wanted to get out, get the money. 

They said goodbye, Ken grasping Peter’s hand and telling him to get in touch. 
Fuck, was that guy going to get a surprise. 

Lee  was talkative  on the  way back.  The deal  was done,  Peter’s  bona fides 
appraised and cleared by a man Lee knew well. 
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“Its my fortieth birthday tomorrow,” he told Peter. “My fortieth. We’ll go back 
to your place, I’ll get the money, go home and get changed and we’ll go out 
and celebrate.” 

“Can’t man,” said Peter. “Not tonight.” 

They parked the van beside the motel unit and got out, Lee clutching the dive 
bag. He kept it close, watching Baz intently as he looked through the gear and 
pronounced  it  okay  by  him,  especially  as  Peter  reckoned  he’d  weighed it, 
checked it out. Baz handed over the $33,000 in fake money. 

Lee spread out the cash. His eyes gleamed. He began to count it, note by note. 
Kerry  sat  at  the  table,  drinking  coffee  and  saying  nothing.  Lee  checked 
through  each  bundle.  He  put  a  few  packets  aside,  broke  them  open  and 
checked each banknote in turn. At last he declared himself satisfied. “Its all 
there.” They bundled the money into a plastic shopping bag. 

Lee hefted the yellow bag. The money made him expansive, although he was 
anxious to get away. 

“This guy’s a fuckin’ helldriver,” Peter said to Baz. Lee chortled happily and 
Peter went on. “These other guys are really fuckin’ cool, we’re right into them, 
I’m happy to do business with guys like you any time. Just give Kerry a ring if 
you can’t get hold of us.” Peter gave him a couple of bullshit numbers to call in 
Auckland.  Lee  was  going  to  be  busted  in  a  few  minutes  but  the  more 
comfortable  they  made  him  feel,  the  more  he’d  say,  and  the  tape  was 
recording every word. 

Lee  fidgeted.  He  was  like  someone  whose  uncle  had  just  given  him  his 
birthday money. He was trying to be polite but he wanted to get out. “Yeah,” 
he said, “I like the way you work, the aeroplane’s a great way to move stuff 
around the country. You guys are the most professional people I’ve ever dealt 
with. Just let Kerry know what the deal is, how much you want, I’ll have it 
ready for you. Don’t bring Kerry with you next time, just come down yourself, 
but give us a bit of notice and we’ll have a few beers. We’ll get together, drink 
some piss. Sorry I have to go out tonight or I’d stay and have a few now.” 

He was talking quickly now, excited by the money. His hands kept straying to 
the $33,000, as if he could hardly believe it and wanted to reassure himself 
that he’d pulled it off. Peter caught a sly wink from Baz. This guy should have 
known that the only people who could come up with money like that were 
undercover cops. 

Lee tried to put a business-like note back into the conversation. It wouldn’t do 
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to let these guys think he was easy. “Next time we work we’ll have to improve 
one thing.” 

“What’s that?” Peter asked. 

“The  money  and  the  dope.  We  got  them  together  this  time  and  that’s 
dangerous.  That’s  jail.”  He looked at  them sternly and repeated the point. 
“Never put the money and the dope together. Its jail.” 

Peter and Baz could scarcely contain themselves. 

Lee hefted the bag again and opened the door. This was a good note to go out 
on, and he looked at them meaningfully. “See you boys.” 

He took three steps along the concrete path. 

From the dark someone shouted, “Freeze!” 

Lee halted in mid-stride, his arms held comically away from his body. 

“Get down on the ground! Spread your arms and legs out!” 

Lee remained frozen. Cops appeared on both sides of him and he was flying 
through the air and landing on his face on the path, still grimly holding onto 
the bag. 

Three black-clad policemen pointed guns at him while another searched him 
carefully.  He  wasn’t  armed.  ‘Fuck!’  thought  Peter,  recalling  that  appalling 
moment  in  the  gorge.  But  he  had  no  time  to  dwell  on  what  might  have 
happened because a squad of policemen burst through the door of the motel 
and surrounded all  three of  them. They let  Lee see Baz and Kerry getting 
busted. They wanted to give Kerry some breathing space, let the bosses work 
out what to do with him, whether to relocate him out of Auckland. 

It didn’t matter about Peter. Lee would find out soon enough that he was a 
cop - Peter would be giving evidence against him. Meantime, they wanted Lee 
to think someone had talked and everyone else was in the bag. They slammed 
Lee into a car and whisked him away. Peter caught a glimpse of his white face 
at the window and didn’t see him again until he appeared in court. 

But they had other things to worry about right now. The moment Lee stepped 
out of the motel door Baz had rushed for the dive bag full of marijuana. Peter 
stood by the window watching Lee get dealt to. Baz undid the bag, fiddling 
with the zipper in his rush, and was just reaching in to grab some dope when 
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the cops came through the door. 

“Don’t move,” they screamed. “Don’t move! Stay where you are.” 

Peter and Baz looked into a thicket of  thirty-eights. Baz tried to stay cool. 
“Yeah,” he muttered, pulling his hand out of the bag - very slowly, for some of 
these cops were pretty young and hyped up. “Its all there.” 

Peter, Baz and Kerry stood stock still, their hands in the air. 

Fuck it, Peter thought. It was the best dope he’d ever seen. Premium. They 
watched it being taken into custody, but they had only a second to grieve, for 
these cops meant business. They knew this was an undercover operation but 
they didn’t  know who was a cop and who wasn’t  and they were taking no 
chances. Pointless Baz or Peter protesting. No one would believe them. They 
remained  silent,  as  scared  of  the  cops  now  as  earlier  they’d  been  of  the 
targets. Some of these guys got carried away. 

The armed officers spreadeagled them against the wall. They could hear the 
chink of handcuffs and Peter could feel steel pressing against his wrist when 
the detective in charge of the operation came bustling through the door. He 
had to mellow the squad out quick, before they did any damage. “Hang on, 
hang on.” He yelled. “These guys are all right.” 

Peter and Baz looked at each other. All right? It had been a very long, very bad 
day and now they’d lost their cut of the dope. What was more, the day had 
been terrifying right to the end. 

Lee and Bob got six years each. Ken went free. They had nothing on him. 

A few people in court sniggered when the prosecution read out the transcript 
of the conversation taped in the motel. “Never put the money and the dope 
together. It’s jail.” Even Lee smiled bleakly. 

As for Peter’s tail on the dreadful journey through the gorge, there’d been a 
cock-up. His surveillance was waiting for him all right - outside the wrong 
motel. Reprimands flowed, none of them from Peter. He offered up a little 
prayer of thanks. They’d saved him. 
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Chapter 11 

 
It was all over between him and Jude. Later, neither of them could say exactly 
when  or  how or  why  it  happened.  They  just  started  living  separate  lives. 
Stopped talking, stopped making love. And after a while all they were doing 
was sharing a house and their marriage faded away. 

The news goaded the police department into action. The administration sent a 
doctor to talk to them. The police told him they had problems and he agreed. 
And that, basically, was that. 

Problems? Peter felt himself carting them around in dray loads. Every time he 
got up in the morning he seemed to have new ones. 

Like the wife of a fellow policeman who wanted to get to know him better. She 
rang,  asking for Jude and hanging up when Peter  said Jude wasn’t  there. 
Called a few days later, with the same question. Peter said he was alone, but to 
come over anyway, and she did. 

As soon as he hung up he rolled a smoke. He smoked it while she drank her 
coffee. He could see she was intrigued but he knew she wouldn’t tell because 
she’d have to say where she’d been. Peter talked about sex and they both knew 
the next step was right there in front of them. Except Peter couldn’t bring 
himself to take it. She left and it was hard to say who was more confused. 

Peter realised he was trying to get off with another man’s wife like those alley-
cat cops he was so scornful of when he’d first joined. Whats more, he was 
smoking in front of her. Boy, he was pushing it too hard, he was going to get 
sprung for sure. 

He was excited by the episode. But he didn’t know why he needed excitement. 
His marriage had become boring, yet he knew Jude was all he’d ever wanted. 
After a while he felt nothing towards her, nothing at all, unless he was stoned. 
The  dope  had  become  a  crutch.  It  no  longer  heightened  his  feelings,  it 
usurped them altogether. 

If they had an argument, they’d simply reach for the bag and roll up a joint. 
Thank God for dope.  If  one of  them had a  bad day,  they’d have  a  smoke 
instead of talking about it. Or they’d get off on television. Marijuana could 
make Days of Our Lives into prime entertainment. 

Peter started studying for his sergeant’s examinations. He even passed two of 
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the four with good grades. He did it not because he wanted to be a sergeant, 
but to convince the cops he was sure were watching him that he was a serious 
policeman. Obsession, not ambition, was the spur. 

They  couldn’t  even  have  people  around  any  more  because  most  of  their 
friends were cops. If someone knocked on the door the two of them would 
scurry around hiding the dope. Whoever answered the door would always say 
he or she was just on their way out and the other wasn’t there. They couldn’t 
let anyone in. The marijuana smell was too strong. 

Peter  seemed  to  hear  a  low  groan  from  Kaka  Point.  He  knew  he  was 
aggravating his family, and he stayed away from them. He slid into depression 
like a climber slipping down an ice fall - knowing exactly where he was going 
but unable to do anything about it. He’d lost his faith in his police colleagues 
and they were increasingly dubious about him. He’d been so proud of  the 
force when he started. He couldn’t believe that now it was, if not quite his 
enemy, then the bane of his life.  

He despaired. He lived like a hermit without friends. His wife had become a 
stranger; he even dropped his karate classes. 

One day, for no reason at all, he started feeling self-conscious about the way 
he looked. His nose had been knocked about in karate fights, broken once, but 
Peter had never worried about it  because he knew it  would happen again. 
Now his nose seemed to him grotesque. He could scarcely bear to look at it in 
the mirror.  
Jude  was  dismissive.  “There‘s  nothing  wrong  with  your  nose,”  she  said. 
“You’ve never worried about it before, why are you so worried now?” 

Because, Peter understood much later, he needed things to fix. 

He went to a plastic surgeon. The doctor told him he’d probably regret having 
the work done because he’d get punched in the nose and would have to come 
back. Expensive. Peter tried to argue that the work was medically necessary 
but he was fooling noone - they knew it was cosmetic and so did he. 

So they straightened his nose for him, and a few weeks later it looked just as 
bad to him and he went back and told them it still wasn’t right. The doctor 
gave him a shot of silicon in the side that was annoying him. And a few weeks 
later Peter went back again. 

The doctor examined his nose carefully then sat him down. “Its fine,” he said, 
and refused to do any more. 
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The work had cost Peter $2000. Jude said she could hardly see a difference. 
Some people at work noticed, most didn’t. “Someone will smack it again in 
the next karate competition,” one cop said. Peter told him he wasn’t training 
any more and the cop looked at him curiously. Everyone knew about Peter’s 
obsession with karate. Boy, this guy was acting weird. 

Then Peter decided his hairline was his real problem. Jude argued, concerned 
now.  There  was  nothing  wrong with  his  hair  either,  she  told  him,  but  he 
telephoned the clinic anyway. Instead of talking about his hairline the doctor 
asked questions about his home life, his work. Peter hung up angrily. The guy 
obviously thought he had a psychological problem! 

He called a doctor in Christchurch instead. This one had no qualms. “Sure,” 
he said. “Come on through.” 

He would have three hair transplants in all, costing almost $4000. For the 
money he got a couple of small triangles of hair filled in at the corners of his 
hairline, pulling his luxuriant hair towards his temples. But Jude was around 
for only the first transplant. 

It  was  Peter  who first  said  the  marriage  was over.  They were  at  home in 
Anderson’s Bay and it was morning. 

Mornings were worst. They’d have been stoned the night before, maybe even 
had sex, although Peter always felt fraudulent afterwards because of the lack 
of emotion, and the house would be full of coldness in the morning. They’d 
get up and get ready for work like automatons, a time when people needed to 
cuddle.  Peter  couldn’t  and  that  seemed  to  seal  them  in  their  own  tight 
containers. 

So it was agreed. 

That’s when the shrink came to see them. But of course there were things they 
couldn’t tell a police doctor. The bosses knew he was in decline, but coming 
right out and saying the two of them had a bad drug habit was something else 
altogether. 

Peter always assumed the police suspected he was smoking dope and that’s 
why they agreed with such alacrity to his request for a transfer to Balclutha. 
Get him out of Dunedin, he could hear them saying, transfer the problem. 

Jude found herself with nowhere to go. She’d quit the undercover programme 
because she couldn’t wear the hypocrisy. Now she’d found she could no longer 
fit with straight cops either - she, who was once so straight herself she never 
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would have considered smoking a joint. She quit the force altogether. 

They sold the Anderson’s Bay house and most of their possessions. Jude went 
to  the  United States  for  an extended holiday and Peter  kicked the  Harley 
Davidson into life and roared south. 

Peter bought a section at Kaka Point, called a builder and told him to put up a 
two-bedroom bach. He was a constable in a small-town station now but his 
police work became a charade almost immediately. On good days he’d execute 
search warrants with local constables and steal dope. He knew where to look 
when they raided a place. He’d go straight to the stash and he’d have pockets 
full of it before the locals had got past the hall. 

A new detective had arrived in town, Rick, who’d once been a friend. Now 
Peter  found  him  tactless,  heavy,  powered  by  small  man’s  syndrome.  He 
harassed people over marijuana, first making sure he was accompanied by an 
officer like Peter to take the heat if he went too far and someone took a swing 
at him. 

Peter saw marijuana as the poor person’s palliative. He knew he could raid a 
street in Kaitangata, where there were a lot of beneficiaries, and guarantee 
finding marijuana in every second place.  They might not be able to afford 
beer, but they could keep a plant in their vege garden. Peter believed that the 
police were not attacking them just for using marijuana, but for their poverty 
as well. He felt that there had to be some kind of decriminalisation because 
the police were alienating themselves from a big section of the community. It 
seemed to him that much of the pressure to keep marijuana illegal came from 
vested interests in the liquor industry. 

One day four pounds of marijuana turned up. A youth telephoned the police 
station and explained nervously that the stuff, in four bags, had been sent to 
his address although it was not his name on the label. 

Peter went to pick up the bags with a detective and, while the detective was 
talking to the youth, Peter was stuffing dope in his socks, his underpants, his 
t-shirt.  The  detective  came  into  the  room and sniffed  the  dope-laden  air: 
“Jesus, its high around here.” 

They took the bags back to the station and into the property room. The reek of 
dope was everywhere. “Its permeated the whole bloody place,” the detective 
complained, while Peter could feel  it scratching his stomach and his balls. 
Then he weighed the bags and they were a couple of  ounces short of four 
pounds.  “A  couple  of  these  are  not  the  full  pound,”  the  detective  mused. 
“Someone’s ripping someone off.” 
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When he worked night shift Peter would get into the property room, get the 
exhibit bags, weigh them on the electronic scales, pinch out a bit then replace 
the  weight  with  rolled-up  grass  clippings.  Two  or  three  times  a  week 
sometimes. The bags would go to court as exhibits and only Peter knew they’d 
been tampered with. 

He bought another Harley Davidson, a big black Softtail, and put wide bars on 
it with a low, slinky seat. He and a mate on another Harley went cruising to 
Lake Waihola one fine morning and called at the Milton pub. A guy gave them 
some fish fillets  and a smoke in the carpark.  Peter put the fish inside his 
jacket and they rode on, stoned out of their faces and heading in an entirely 
different direction now. They were racing along the road to the old mining 
town of Kaitangata when his mate in front went around a corner straight into 
a sheep. 

Peter,  close  behind,  had  no  time  to  do  anything  but  lock  his  brakes  and 
choose between hitting the bike or its rider. A tough choice for a Harley owner 
but he chose the bike anyway and went skidding across the road in his leather 
jacket. 

His mate had cut open an artery and blood was pumping over the soft white 
fish fillets lying on the road. A carload of people arrived and someone saw the 
blood-soaked pieces of white flesh and began vomiting. 

Peter’s bike was still mobile and his mate sat on the back trying to hold the 
pressure  point  on  his  thigh while  they  raced  to  a  nearby  farmhouse.  The 
ambulance arrived fast but his mate nearly lost his leg. That worried Peter; he 
felt the other man had only smoked to be companionable. 

Peter went up to Christchurch for a second hair transplant. Then decided his 
ears made him look ridiculous. He hated the way they stuck out. He could see 
now why they’d teased him when he was a kid. Jug-ears. 

When he was alone in the station he’d put sellotape on them and stick them 
back to his head to see what they looked like. So he had the tops done by a 
plastic surgeon, then the earlobes. He looked in the mirror at his remodelled 
face and wondered why he still didn’t like it. 

Alone on the night shift he’d turn the police radio down and the music right 
up while he cleaned the Harley in the shed, burnishing the black paint and the 
chrome, then locking it away. 

It  was  probably  the  night  he  wrecked  the  patrol  car  wheel  that  his  boss 
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became suspicious.  He’d had a couple of joints from the exhibit room and 
growled along a gravel road, never noticing the car shaking until he got back 
on the tarseal.  The tyre  was in ribbons,  the  rubber smoking,  the rim was 
chipped and bent. 

“What the fuck happened to that wheel?” the boss said next morning. 

“Well,” said Peter, “I saw a car I thought I should check out and I didn’t want 
to lose sight of it down those back roads, and I thought I might have had a flat 
tyre but these Falcons are so smooth anyway.” 

The boss looked at him quizzically. “You should have stopped and fixed your 
wheel.” 

“Look, I  was concentrating on this car and you know there’s been a lot of 
sheep stealing in this area.” 

The story was flimsy but the boss bought it.  “Well,  you’ll  have to put in a 
report for damage to a police car because that wheel is fucked.” 

The boss started to wonder what Peter was doing with his time. Twice he 
caught him watching television in the lounge when he was supposed to be 
working and, although Peter claimed it was his meal break, he knew the boss 
wasn’t  fooled.  Yet  it  gave  him  a  kick.  Same  as  that  guy  in  the  Octagon. 
Breaking with normality, throwing out the rules. To see what it was like. 

When someone from Kaitangata called complaining about a local youth doing 
wheelies in her street, Peter was told to investigate. No way was he doing a 
trash job like that. He typed up a false report saying the person who made the 
complaint had subsequently talked to the kid who did the wheelie. The kid 
apologised, the woman withdrew her complaint. Peter knew he was right on 
the edge. Christ, all the boss had to do was pick up the telephone and talk to 
the complainant and he was fucked. He worried for a day or two then forgot 
about it. 

He avoided paperwork too, which meant he was hardly doing anything at all. 
He  wasn’t  stopping  cars,  catching  anyone  for  anything,  especially  not  for 
dope.  When his ratings came through he was down in the Ds.  His ratings 
previously had always shown As and Bs. 

The boss called him in and Peter felt a surge of rage. “Fuck you,” he screamed 
silently, “you’re sitting there telling me I’m right down at the bottom, but you 
don’t know where the fuck I’ve been. I’ve been in the war and you don’t even 
know that.” He’d been instrumental in sending some forty people to jail in his 
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time as an undercover cop. A lot of cops might only send twenty people to jail 
in their entire career. But he said none of this to the boss, who didn’t know of 
his undercover work and was looking at him sourly. Peter merely said he was 
sorry about his ratings and he was going to work at lifting his game. 

He  still  had  some  credibility.  His  staunchness  earned  him  respect.  He’d 
quelled a couple of noisy parties and handled some violence. 

A woman called one night. She’d been beaten up by her boyfriend. Peter knew 
where to go because it had happened before, several times. He particularly 
resented this kind of violence. Abuse of power was against the code. 

He could hear yelling from inside when he pulled up at the flat. She came to 
the door and the boyfriend came up behind her, shouting over her shoulder 
that everything was all right and Peter should go away. 

No, said Peter, she’d called for help and he was going to speak to her. The 
woman invited him into the lounge but the boyfriend wouldn’t go away, kept 
pushing in between Peter and the woman. Peter had a couple of  ploys for 
cases like these. You could project toughness and intimidate the other, or you 
could pretend weakness and let him puff himself up so that when he attacked, 
you had surprise on your side. 

This  guy wasn’t  going  to  be  intimidated,  he  was  too  worked up,  so  Peter 
decided on the second. The man lost his temper and aimed a blow. Peter hit 
him with a kick to the solar plexus and was surprised by the pleasure the blow 
gave him. The man toppled over the back of the sofa. He lay winded, all the 
fight gone from him, humiliated. The woman lost interest in vengeance and 
Peter had to persuade her to leave the flat for the night. 

He wasn’t  going to leave her there.  He’d done that once,  in Dunedin,  and 
someone had been killed. He’d answered a call to a city flat and found one of 
the two youths there had killed the other’s German shepherd pup. Peter had 
followed the procedures, done the paperwork, but left feeling that something 
wasn’t  right.  An hour and a  half  later  he  was  called  back by  the  St  John 
Ambulance. A dead-on-arrival. Same address. The guy had a Staysharp knife 
sticking out of his chest. Dog-owner’s revenge. Peter had cruised around the 
streets and found the guy who’d done the stabbing. He climbed into the car 
without any fuss at all. He was the only murderer Peter ever caught, but he 
blamed himself for the death. 

He took the Balclutha woman to a friend’s place for the night. 

Because he’d used force, Peter had to write a report. The boss read it and said 
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only that Peter should have taken someone with him. But it helped Peter’s 
failing reputation. So did the machete incident. 

From his time as a young man in Balclutha he’d wondered whether he’d ever 
encounter Tebo, a huge man famous for lifting V8 engine blocks into cars 
without a block and tackle. Peter knew him and his family, but that didn’t 
stop him from working out what he’d do if ever he got into a fight with Tebo. 
Never grapple,  he told himself,  you had to fight these guys with precision 
blows to the testicles or trachea or eyes. 

He was a little sceptical when he got the late night call from two women he’d 
known at school. One of them was crying. She said she’d been beaten up by 
Tebo, who now had a machete and was promising that anyone who got into 
his face that night would get it. 

Peter took another cop with him. No one tackled a machete alone. They went 
to  the  friend’s  house  first.  Both  women  were  there.  The  one  who’d  been 
beaten didn’t seem to be injured. She’d been crying so much he couldn’t see 
whether her puffy eyes were caused by the beating or by the weeping. They 
talked  about  how he  liked  coming  back  to  Balclutha  and Peter  wondered 
whether it was a put-on, until they told him that Tebo was round at the house 
a block away and he still had the machete. 

The two constables drove straight over. The rain was sheeting down, a cold 
wet rain that soaked both of them as they crept up the pathway, every sense 
alert.  Peter  pulled out  a  PR24,  the  infamous long baton,  and they moved 
through the door. 

Music came from the lounge, but the room was empty. Peter moved along the 
hall to the bedroom, glimpsed a foot. He signalled to his companion. They 
checked out  the  situation,  made sure  noone was  behind them,  then Peter 
sprang into the bedroom, ready to do battle with his long baton. And found 
Tebo sound asleep, the machete lying beside the bed. 

The incident was a rare one. Most of Peter’s night shifts were as you’d expect 
in a country town - quiet. He simply turned off. He’d take the patrol car and 
roar  up  and  down  a  couple  of  long  straights  nearby,  the  speedo  needle 
hovering around 150 kilometres per hour, until he’d clocked up seventy or 
eighty kilometres, enough to make it look like he’d been patrolling all night. 
Then he’d drive the car behind a big willow tree in a rest area where he was 
invisible from the road, turn up the Pink Floyd, have a smoke and go to sleep. 

The day he let a prisoner go was a Saturday. The owner of a bottle store called 
him. “This silly bugger has smashed my window.” 
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The glass-breaker was a mild looking youth, dressed in a red and blue football 
jersey and jeans. His girlfriend was a minor and the storekeeper had thrown 
her  out  because  she  couldn’t  show  him  any  ID.  The  boy  had  felt  under 
pressure  to  do  something  manly,  so  he’d  kicked  in  the  window.  The 
storekeeper was well within his rights and Peter had no option but to lock up 
the boy for intentional damage. 

The youth reverted immediately to his non-threatening persona. He seemed 
surprised he  could have  done anything as  dramatic.  He sat  quietly  in  the 
police car on the way back to the station and walked calmly into the cells. 

The cell door had a new lock on it. Most doors shut with a satisfactory clang, 
but this one didn’t lock properly unless it was fiddled with. Other officers in 
the station had worked out how to shut it but Peter couldn’t be bothered. 

He swung the door to and went into the office to start on the file. Then he 
went out in the police car to get some lunch and when he came back the cell 
door stood open and the place was empty. 

The back door of the police station was open. It didn’t take long to work out 
that  the  prisoner  had scarpered.  All  right,  Peter  thought,  what  to  do?  He 
wouldn’t bother the boss with this one. He’d just sort it out himself. 

He went to the boy’s mother’s place. “Look, he’s done a silly thing. I had to 
arrest him for breaking a window in town and now he’s gone out the door and 
run off.” He didn’t use the word ‘escaped.’ That was a serious offence and he 
didn’t  want this  escalating.  “Tell  the silly  bugger  when he comes home to 
come in, or else you ring me. I’ll see if I can stop this from going any further.”
 
An hour before his  shift  ended the telephone rang.  The boy’s  mother said 
“He’s home.” 

“Bring him down,” Peter said. He wanted her to do as much as possible, to 
emphasise his point that it was up to them to fix it. 

The two of them appeared a few minutes later,  the boy looking repentant. 
Peter went down to the bottle store again and talked to the owner. The boy 
and his family would pay for the window. What about writing the affair off to 
a fit of temper? If the boy was charged, Peter knew the whole episode would 
come out. 

The storekeeper was agreeable. The boy’s mother paid for the window, Peter 
scrapped the paperwork and officialdom was none the wiser. 
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Yet Peter knew it was a crunch point. It wasn’t just that he’d left the cell door 
unsnibbed, because any constable might have done that.  The problem was 
that he didn’t care. 

He’d already given away half of his uniform. They’d been having drinks at the 
station to farewell a constable who was going to The Netherlands to live. On 
impulse Peter had said, “Here, have this gear as a souvenir. I don’t need it.” 
And handed over a tunic and trousers. The others had looked at him curiously 
but Peter was indifferent. 

Now  though,  he  recognised  a  clear  crisis.  Cops  didn’t  let  their  prisoners 
escape,  give  away  their  uniforms.  He  made  an  appointment  with  a  local 
general practitioner. The doctor did no more than ask what was wrong. Peter 
felt the story bursting out of him. “I’ve got this shocking drug problem,” he 
said, and felt tears welling. 

The words jammed themselves together. “I’m reaching the point where I’m 
really in dire straits with my career in the police. I’m a great risk because I 
have a drug problem, drug addiction I believe. I can’t shake it. I’m worried 
that I’ll be caught. I don’t know whether I want to leave the police or not. I’m 
an undercover cop but I can’t go to the undercover programme and tell them 
about it because they consider me to be one of their top people. It’d destroy 
my reputation.  They’ve  only  taken me off  undercover  work  because  I  was 
separating, that was all. I’d destroy myself. It’s throwing too much away. I’m 
slipping into this great despair and I can’t see any way out of it.” 

The doctor listened to the torrent of words without interrupting. Peter could 
see he was horrified. In the waiting room a backlog of patients built up as he 
struggled to make sense of Peter’s story. He offered to get Peter on sick leave. 

On his third visit, Peter accepted. The medical reason for the leave was stress. 
He took four weeks off and went home to his bach at Kaka Point, but the place 
offered no peace. 

Word  travelled  fast  in  the  subterranean  world  of  the  undercovers.  Larry 
arrived first  on his  Harley.  Two more  undercovers followed.  They smoked 
heavily, sitting on the deck on top of the cliffs, looking out to sea, the wings at 
each end of the deck shielding them from the neighbours’ gaze. 

Every  time Peter got  stoned he felt  the enemy sneaking into his  bed.  The 
enemy was the police. They were watching him back at the station, they had 
to know. Bizarre images filled his dreams. He grieved for Jude. 
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His friends in the Harley Davidson club came to see him too. One afternoon 
there were four Harleys parked in his yard and he could sense his neighbours’ 
nervousness. Peter felt more watched in that tiny town now than he had in 
Dunedin. 

At the end of the four weeks he went back to the doctor and said he needed 
more time, that he was staring at resignation. The doctor filled out the forms. 
Another two weeks. 

In the second week, Peter heard a car pull up outside. It was Rick. He was 
edgy. 

“Look,” Rick said eventually, “I’ve been told this by the boss in Dunedin who’s 
been told by Wellington. Either come back to work or sign on the dotted line.” 
Peter looked at him. The mongrel! All he said was, “I’m on legitimate sick 
leave. You’re out of order.” He knew they knew though. No one could bring 
themselves to say the word, that was all. 

Peter already understood that he’d become a liability to Wellington, that he’d 
broken the unwritten rule: if you’ve got a drug problem, keep it to yourself - if 
you want out, tell them you’ve got a sore back. 

He went back to the doctor and told him of the ultimatum. The doctor was 
angry.  He  thought  the  department’s  treatment  was  cavalier  and  wrote  to 
Wellington saying so. Meanwhile he sent Peter to a psychologist. 

Peter was feeling more precarious every day. He knew that if he stayed he was 
going to have to steal more marijuana. And they were on to him now, so that 
would get much more dangerous. Sooner or later he’d be caught. Worse, he 
hated himself, and what he’d become. He could only banish the spectre by 
smoking, or riding the Harley hard down the country roads. He loathed being 
seen in the police car. The light on top seemed to flash out the word ‘fraud!’ 

Then the doctor told him he’d had a letter from the undercover programme in 
Wellington. They’d said that, in the circumstances, they could deploy Peter no 
longer. It was final. 

The  psychologist  helped him write  his  letter  of  disengagement.  It  said,  in 
essence,  that  Peter  had  been  an  undercover  cop  for  three  years,  and  the 
trauma of the work combined with marijuana use had predisposed him to 
addiction. He was an addict and could not fulfil his police duties any longer. 

Two days after he sent the letter the telephone calls  from the programme 
bosses started. “What the fuck are you doing man? Your resignation letter has 
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caused a shit storm up here. Can’t you redraft it? Come and see our doctors 
and we’ll get them to talk it through with you. You might see things from a 
different angle. Stay away from that guy in Balclutha, he’s not doing you any 
good. You’re rocking the boat here. It’s not what we want. Its not good for us, 
for the undercover programme.” 

Two calls in the space of three hours. Peter noted that they said nothing about 
him. They weren’t concerned about his wellbeing, only about redefining his 
position. 

His resignation papers,  the official  terse version,  arrived.  The psychologist 
told him he had to do it. “You’re a liability to yourself and the public. Unless 
you can see yourself abandoning the road you’re on, you’ve got to leave. You’ll 
hurt someone if you stay.” 

Peter knew he was right. He signed on the dotted line in the psychologist’s 
office,  took the papers back to Balclutha and gave them to his supervisor. 
“Here’s the paperwork.” No ceremony, by tacit consent. No period of grace 
either. Peter was out forthwith. 

He cleaned out his locker, leaving behind what remained of his uniform, and 
strapped his small bag of possessions onto the Harley Davidson. 

He hammered the big machine down the road to Kaka Point, trying to void 
his depression into the clean air whipping past his face, voiding his soul and 
screaming into the wind, “It’s good to be the fuck out of there…!” Without 
meaning it. 

Chapter 12 

 
The euphoria  didn’t  last.  Peter left  his  Harley in the driveway and locked 
himself inside the house at Kaka Point. 

Jude  telephoned  from  the  United  States  the  next  day.  Peter  was  still 
sequestered inside with some dope and a hash block. “I’m out,” Peter told her. 
Jude said nothing. 

He told his mother as well. Rona showed no disappointment. “I know you’ve 
thought it through,” she said. 

“It’s a long story Mum,” Peter replied. “But basically I’ve got a problem. I’m a 
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danger to the public, the police are a danger to me. I can’t speak out, get help. 
There’s nothing I can do. You can’t cure a drunk.” 

Rona knew that. 

Not long afterwards, he sold the Kaka Point house. The tiny town had become 
claustrophobic. The neighbours would drop in trying to be friendly and freak 
him out. 

He moved back to Dunedin. He bought a three-bedroom house at the end of a 
street, safe from prying eyes. Paddocks all  around, neighbours on one side 
only. Big, leafy trees. In their shade he started his new life. He drank, smoked 
dope, trained on weights, slept with women, rode his Harley. One day Larry 
called and said Craig, an ex agent, was dead. Killed himself in Napier, Larry 
said. In his car. Swerved to the wrong side of the road and wiped out another 
driver as well. 

Peter was staggered. He couldn’t believe it. Craig? He remembered the little 
man with his blond hair and huge beard and his sharp wit. Ideal undercover 
material, colourful, bright, attractive and, most important of all, a good mixer. 
The police investigation concluded that it was an accident. Neither Peter nor 
Larry  believed  it.  Badly  damaged  by  his  undercover  work,  Craig  had 
disengaged from the police six months earlier. The department had first given 
him sick leave then came the ultimatum. Quit the police under his own steam 
or under theirs. 

Craig had resigned. He’d given a lot of evidence in court, almost always saying 
he’d simulated smoking marijuana.  He couldn’t  speak out.  If  he had,  he’d 
have had to admit to perjury, a criminal offence. 

The police had him by the balls. Maybe if he’d had a year off, Peter thought, a 
good solid support base… that might have saved a few of them. But there was 
no  help  for  them,  no  amnesty  allowing  them  to  say  they’d  perjured 
themselves, that they were heavy users. So Craig had had to go because his 
problem was shocking and it was harder and harder for him to hide it. 

Peter felt the rage welling inside him. Craig had done a huge bust in Dunedin. 
Dangerous work. He’d done it well. “He just had no recourse,” Peter grated at 
Larry. “He had everyone pointing the finger at him and saying he was a loser 
when he was a fuckin’ hero.” His death just had to be suicide. 

Jude went to the funeral in Napier. Peter stayed home that day. It didn’t seem 
important  to  be  there;  the  time  for  that  was  when  Craig  was  still  alive. 
Besides, the service would be rank with police brass and he didn’t know if he 
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could handle that. He might tap one of them. 

Larry rang him later. “No acknowledgement from the bosses that they played 
any part in his death, of course. No one said, ‘Maybe we should have done 
some more for Craig.’ A group of undercovers and ex-agents had gone to the 
beach and smoked hash and marijuana. It had seemed the right thing to do. 

Peter brooded for a week and came out fighting. Craig’s death infuriated him, 
tipped him, raging, out of his despondence. The police had to be confronted 
with what they were doing: teaching police officers to use drugs then refusing 
to accept the consequences. No magic formula existed, he knew, to determine 
who would be damaged and who would not. The situation was bizarre. The 
police invited their agents to walk into the lion’s den but wouldn’t take care of 
them when they were savaged. If some got out unscathed, why, that was just 
good luck. 

Larry was wary. “What are you attacking the undercover programme for?” he 
asked. “Sure, it fucked us up. But there’s nothing we can do. You know that. 
There’s nothing we can do.” 

“Hang  on  Larry,  there’s  plenty  we  can  do.  First  of  all  we’ll  get  accident 
compensation. Then we’ve got a government body recognising our addiction, 
and that it was caused by our jobs as undercover cops. You wait and see what 
we can do.” 

The ACC turned down his first claim, then his second. Peter started to believe 
the police were hijacking the claims, trying to prevent any government agency 
from recognising that his addiction was caused by his job. 

Yet in private, at least, the police acknowledged that they had a problem. A 
confidential memo from their chief medical adviser, Dr Hector Macdonald, 
noted  that  reports  from  health  professionals  supported  Peter’s  story  of 
cannabis dependence. Macdonald recognised that experience of cannabis was 
necessary  to  agents.  “If  agents  were  to  first  experience  cannabis  use  in 
challenging situations,’ he wrote, ‘this would increase the chance of adverse 
reactions to cannabis and the possible destruction of their undercover role.’ 

Macdonald’s memo also recognised the consequences of undercover training: 
‘People may be changed psychologically as a result of the programme, become 
dependent  on  drugs,  in  this  case  cannabis,  and may  ultimately  disengage 
from the police.” 

Peter’s problems, in short, were recognised internally. Officially, though, the 
police were saying nothing, and obviously hoping it would all just go away. 
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“There  is  potential  in  this  case  for  public  disclosure  of  aspects  of  the 
undercover programme by Constable Williamson,’ warned Macdonald, ‘and 
this could possibly be damaging to the police.’ 

Peter  was  insisting  that  he’d  become  dependent  on  cannabis  while  an 
undercover  cop,  resulting in psychological  stress  and ruined relationships; 
and the ACC was replying that a stress reaction was not personal injury by 
accident and smoking dope was not part of his job because he should have 
simulated - unless his life was in danger. 

The police were saying how many times did this man have a gun at his head? 
And the ACC said if he only smoked when his life was in danger, he’d only 
have  to  smoke  maybe  half  a  dozen  times.  Wrong,  said  Peter  again.  An 
undercover cop’s life was in danger every day. There was no one time. He 
grew angrier, more persistent. He appealed. 

The ACC review officer flew down to Dunedin. Peter studied him carefully. He 
seemed a reasonable man. Peter told him that his fear and anxiety during his 
operations  had  been  compounded  by  marijuana  use  and  vice  versa  and, 
despite himself, he’d become dependent on the drug. 

The Police Association supported him, telling the review that the programme 
was producing drug-dependent cops who were quitting and sometimes falling 
foul  of  the  law  in  turn,  and  the  care  given  to  ex-undercover  cops  was 
hopelessly insufficient. 

Larry,  Wendy  and  Jude  gave  evidence  in  his  favour.  So  did  another  ex-
policeman. 

The  ex-cop  had  busted  Peter  many  years  before.  Peter  had  been  doing 
wheelies around the Octagon in his Mark3 during his lunch break from the 
foundry. A policeman had stepped out onto the road and tried to stop him 
and Peter had ignored him. He had been charged with dangerous driving and 
failing to stop. 

He had concocted a story for the court hearing. His wheels had been out of 
alignment, hence the shrieking tyres and as for the cop, why, he simply hadn’t 
seen him. To his surprise the judge had accepted his story. The cop had been 
prosecutor in the case. 

The ex-cop hadn’t held it against Peter. Now he told the review officer that 
Peter had been a fine policeman whose whole character was in decline. Why, 
he said, the guy was coughing his guts out. Peter’s smoking had given him a 
bad chest cough. Look at him now, said the ex-cop, he was a human wreck. 
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Peter should have been depressed. Instead, he was elated. Let them try to 
deny that! 

Peter was becoming obsessed with his cause. Once he considered getting a 
gun and taking a hostage in the police commissioner’s office. He was going to 
make him smoke marijuana and at the same time scare him shitless, hoping 
to  get  him  to  recognise  that  fear  and  marijuana  were  a  dangerous 
combination.  With  any luck the  man would  be  the  commissioner  himself. 
He’d leave a message with Larry about what he’d done, contact Paul Holmes… 
Fortunately  for  Peter,  the  commissioner  and anyone  else  who might  have 
become entangled  in  the  scheme,  the  ACC made  its  decision.  Peter  got  a 
telephone call  from his  lawyer.  “You’ve won."  The ACC review officer  had 
accepted that cannabis smoking had been an essential  part  of  his  job and 
Peter had become addicted as a result. 

The key words. They were acknowledging that he’d become drug-dependent 
in the course of his work. It was worth every cent of the $11,000 he paid his 
lawyer out of his police superannuation - and he was on eighty percent of his 
police salary now, backdated. 

Cops looked at him differently now. Instead of being the undercover cop who 
lost it, he was the agent who got messed up by the police. It was the police’s 
mistake, not his, and he’d now been compensated for it. Serving cops came up 
to him on the street and said ‘Good on you. I don’t understand the intricacies 
of your situation but it’s good to see the administration being embarrassed. 
They deserve it.’ 

Larry and Jude and Wendy and a bus load of agents swung in behind him 
with their claims. He became a focal point for undercovers and ex-agents and 
he’d  take  a  half  a  dozen  calls  a  week.  The  ex-agents  formed  a  group, 
Undercovers Seriously Effected by Drugs. The misspelling was necessary to 
the acronym, USED. The group grew to some thirty members. They’d been in 
operations with names such as Phoenix,  Fork,  Arctic and apart from their 
experience and background, they had one thing in common. They were all 
casualties. 

They  reached  out  to  the  rank  and  file.  They  composed  letters  alleging 
continuing corruption within the police, arguing that undercover cops were 
having  to  perjure  themselves  in  court,  saying  they’d  simulated  smoking 
marijuana, in order to win cases; that the police knew that simulation was a 
nonsense and that they were compromising their agents. They accused the 
police of sending people to prison on the basis of perjured evidence. And they 
sent copies of the letters to police stations around the country. Addressing 
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them to the sergeant in charge, knowing they’d get around, that Wellington 
would get copies sent to it from Temuka and Hawera and Morrinsville and 
know USED was reaching out to the grass roots. 

Peter never regarded ordinary police officers as corrupt. The police force, he 
knew,  was  generally  straight,  and  very  likely  to  be  astonished  at  the 
allegations USED was making. The trouble was, knowing that the police force 
was  essentially  honest  bred  complacency;  no  one  looked  for  wrongs,  and 
when one appeared it was likely to be dismissed. 

The administration, though, was different. Peter was accusing the brass of 
being  corrupt  insofar  as  they  allowed  undercover  cops  to  smoke  dope 
knowing that, whatever the regulation said, they couldn’t simulate; knowing, 
too, that when the agent went to court he or she would have to say they had 
simulated in order to win their case, and that the accused would then go to 
prison because the judge would believe the police officer. 

The administration knew all of this was happening, and what was more, set 
out to cover it up. Peter had set out to expose the train of destruction left by 
the undercover  programme and the police  administration reacted like  any 
institution  under  threat  -  it  worked  at  labelling  the  ex-agents  misfits  and 
losers. The gloves were off now. 

Peter and his friends wrote to lawyers, politicians, lobbyists. He gave evidence 
before  parliamentary  select  committees,  appeared  in  newspapers  and 
magazines.  He  telephoned Television New Zealand’s  Frontline  programme 
and reporter Rob Harley flew down the same day. As Peter waited for him to 
arrive at  his  home, he became tearful.  He knew he would have to tell  the 
world that undercover cops, his close friends, were smoking dope, breaking 
the law. 

His message was always the same. The hypocrisy of the police, busting the 
public  while  letting  their  own  people  smoke.  Here  was  Peter,  publicly 
admitting  smoking  dope;  why  weren’t  they  busting  him?  The  police  had 
embarked on  a  campaign that  could not  be  carried out  without  casualties 
among themselves. The department knew this, but allowed the campaign to 
continue.  Without  the  safeguard  of  American-style  entrapment  laws, 
undercover cops were inducing people to deal who might not otherwise be 
drug  dealers.  New  Zealand  was  virtually  alone  in  the  western  world  in 
allowing these  practices.  A  guy might  be  a  purely  social  smoker  until  the 
undercover cop told him that he’d separated from his wife and she and their 
two kids in Invercargill were going to be thrown out of their flat if she couldn’t 
make her rent payments and the undercover needed to sell some marijuana, 
could  the  smoker  get  him an  ounce.  So  the  smoker,  sympathetic,  got  the 
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ounce and was snapped for dealing. Undercover cops would even have sex 
with people and once they had the emotional commitment, persuade them to 
deal.  The police  were spending hundreds of  thousands,  millions of  dollars 
creating  criminality  and  here,  right  under  their  noses,  were  their  worst 
victims of the alleged crime - the undercover cops. 

Typically an operation would take out forty or fifty people, maybe three for 
LSD, two for firearms - the police always liked to get a few firearms charges 
in, it sharpened public support - and the rest for cannabis. The cop would 
have to commit perjury to win many of the cases involving cannabis use, and 
maybe he or she would be ruined by the whole thing and have to leave the 
force. 

It wasn’t worth the price, Peter argued; the American surveillance undercover 
system would cost the same money and, while they might only net ten in an 
operation, they’d be serious dealers or Class A charges, and if you could get 
the big boys and save the cop, why, the hell with the cannabis charges. 

Undercover  cops  could  not  live  in  the  underworld  posing  as  serious  drug 
dealers without smoking cannabis heavily. The simulation policy was purely 
theoretical.  Reality  called  for  constant  smoking,  for  an  agent’s  cover  was 
always in danger. “When your life could be in danger without your knowing,” 
Larry pointed out in a long submission, “you don’t ponder the point, you just 
smoke.” 

Peter was,  in brief,  a load of trouble for the police. He was in a rage, and 
sometimes it boiled over. Two Christmases in a row at Kaka Point erupted 
into violence. 

His trouble was his isolation. His family simply didn’t understand what was 
happening to him. They’d be crowded into the old family house at Kaka Point, 
happy and expectant, drinking, laughing, and he’d be out of it and go away for 
smoke and come back wanting to play Lou Reed when they liked country and 
western. They could see he was stoned and it made them angry. 

It boiled over into a row with his sister. 

“What are you doing with yourself, why did you get separated, leave Jude?” 
she demanded. 

“We  just  don’t  get  it  on  any  more,”  Peter  replied,  resentfully,  using  the 
language that came naturally to him, now. 

“What are you talking that drug talk for?” 

- 167 -



“Where the fuck have you been for the last  three years? That’s where I’ve 
been, in the underworld, I’ve been living with these people, its where I’m at.” 

His sister was angry now too. “You never used to be like that. Why don’t you 
stop smoking that shit and have a beer with us?” 

“Because I think you’re fuckin’ boring. That’s how I find you.” 

Peter’s older brother leaped to his sister’s aid. “You might like to think we’re 
boring  but  we  think  you’re  isolating  us  and  living  like  a  hermit.  You’ve 
become fanatical and we don’t understand you any more.” 

“That’s not my problem,” Peter shot back. “Its your problem. You just don’t 
know where the fuck I’ve been.” 

The three of them were standing now, all of them rigid with anger. “If you 
guys can’t deal with me having a smoke and getting stoned,” Peter yelled, “its 
hypocritical, because have a look at you, you’re pissheads.” 

They shouted back,  “Its  not that we can’t  deal  with that,  its that  we don’t 
know you any more, you’re like a stranger.” And his sister added, “You’re a 
fuckin’ wanker, you’ve thrown in your job, your wife, your karate, all you do is 
smoke dope, you’re attacking the government - we don’t even know what for - 
you’re  saying  the  police  are  corrupt,  we  don’t  know  anything  about  that, 
you’re a fuckin’ wanker,” 

Peter  spat  in  her  face.  His  brother  stepped  between  them.  Peter  turned 
around and punched two holes in the kitchen door. Walked out of the house 
and went home to Dunedin. Missed Christmas. 

A year  passed,  another  year  of  decline  with the  family,  of  arguments  and 
recriminations. And this time they were in the public bar of the Owaka hotel 
when another row flared up with his older brother Magnus. Peter pushed him 
hard, across the bar. Was immediately ashamed of himself because he loved 
his brothers but couldn’t explain his three years of decline. How could they 
see? 

He attacked a couple of people in bars in Dunedin, once fighting two men 
who’d tried to barge past a bouncer friend of his and kicking the stuff out of 
one of them. The man complained to the police. Nothing happened. Could the 
police be backing off? 

Peter felt like a mouse attacking an elephant, but at least he could make the 
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elephant limp. He was compromising the credibility of the covert programme, 
letting the programme’s forty percent exit rate speak for itself. 

The  game  grew  more  intense.  Peter  had  had  a  constant  barrage  of 
correspondence from the police, denying that their undercovers were in any 
danger, denying that they were smoking dope with police blessing, denying 
that they were perjuring themselves in court. 

In November 1992 he handed police a copy of a court transcript containing 
evidence given by an agent known as Sly Keown. In the Christchurch District 
Court,  Keown  had  said  he  smoked  cannabis  only  when  his  cover  was  in 
jeopardy and had declared every occasion. 

The transcript was accompanied by a letter from Peter: Keown had rolled a 
joint and shared it with Peter and three undercover agents, an undeclared act 
and obviously  illegal  and if  Keown had told  the  truth  in  court  clearly  his 
credibility would have been undermined. Of course, Keown and two of the ex-
agents denied it: the third simply refused to make any statement. 

Peter took a deep breath. One day in 1993 he dobbed in fourteen undercover 
agents to the Minsters of Justice and Police, and the opposition spokespeople 
in those portfolios.  He supplied names of people he knew to have smoked 
cannabis; dates, times and places. 

He put them in the mail, then slumped over his kitchen table in tears. Many 
of those agents were good friends. Kennedy, for example, who he’d met on the 
seminar when he and Jude had trained for undercover work all those years 
ago. Kennedy had been both hero and confidant. 

And Baz. Peter and Jude had once hired a car to drive to a karate competition 
in  Auckland.  Baz  had  been  working  in  one  of  Auckland’s  outlying  police 
stations  and  they’d  stopped  to  visit.  Baz  had  put  a  sports  coat  over  his 
uniform shirt, got someone to cover for him, and drove them up the road in 
his car.  He’d pulled into a carpark,  whipped up the bonnet of  his car and 
pulled  off  the  air  cleaner.  Instead of  a  filter  inside,  he  had bags  of  dope. 
Different strains of marijuana heads, beautiful stuff. They’d had a smoke and 
Baz had gone back to his shift. 

Putting his name on the list was tough on Baz, but Peter was saying this man 
had a bad drug problem, the police caused it and they didn’t even know. Peter 
didn’t  feel  righteous.  Instead he was stricken. He was breaking one of  the 
deep-seated taboos among men generally  and the police  in particular.  But 
how else, he asked himself, could he make the police drop the subterfuge and 
recognise the problems they were creating? 
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The police investigated, interviewing Peter several times, and wrote off the 
issues Peter had raised. They said they found insufficient evidence to act on 
his complaint. Nothing was ever done to Baz. Peter didn’t know whether to be 
relieved or angry. 

Next he went after the police doctors. 

Five ex-agents alleged to the Medical Council that three doctors involved with 
the  undercover  programme  were  sanctioning  drug  use.  They  claimed  the 
doctors allowed drug use in the undercover programme to continue, knowing 
that some agents would become addicted or dependent. 

They complained that doctors gave new undercover cops the impression that 
they could use cannabis for, say, a nine-month operation quite safely and then 
go back to normal.  That,  said the agents,  was rubbish.  At least eighty-five 
percent of undercover cops continued to use cannabis and only a few ever 
admitted  it.  Drug  use  combined  with  the  paranoia  from  living  in  the 
underworld heightened emotional trauma and led to dependency. And how 
could anyone declare it safe when, at that time in September 1992, there was a 
long queue of drug-dependent ex agents outside the ACC door? 

In Peter’s case the doctor involved had simply said there was little any doctor 
could do to help undercover cops who chose to conceal their habit; yet Peter 
knew that this applied to most undercover cops who hid their cannabis use for 
the same reasons he had: fear of stigma and the ruin of their career. 

The inquiry was conducted by the Medical Council’s preliminary proceedings 
committee.  Larry  told  them  that  he  regretted  becoming  involved  in  the 
programme at all,  but was thankful  he was deployed only in the cannabis 
scene; he knew of one agent put into a heroin scene, and another into LSD, 
both with tragic results. 

Another  agent  testified  that  at  his  training  seminar  he  not  only  smoked 
cannabis and hashish but sniffed a white powder a coach was snorting in the 
kitchen. Out in the scene, under constant scrutiny, he found it impossible to 
simulate; at one stage, during a heroin purchase, he had to taste some of it, ‘a 
terrifying experience’ for someone who had never even seen the drug before.’ 

They put up the forty percent dropout rate among undercover cops, four or 
five times higher than the norm, as evidence of system failure. The eleven 
agents then given accident compensation for post-traumatic stress disorder, 
three of them explicitly and the rest implicitly drug-dependent, also formed 
part of their case. 
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The committee decided that the three doctors should not face charges. The 
report  said  that  undercover  work  was  a  risky  business  and  people  who 
couldn’t  stand  the  heat  should  simply  get  out  of  the  kitchen.  It  noted, 
however,  that  the  risk  factor  increased  if  there  was  a  family  history  of 
alcoholism. Most controversially,  it  reviewed medical literature and cited a 
1993  Australian  Task  Force  on  Cannabis  report  that  indicated  that  only 
chronic users ran a risk of dependency and the risk to moderate users was 
small. 

The  inquiry  overlooked  two  points:  firstly,  that  many  agents  were  heavy 
users;  secondly,  the  agents’  claim that  the  fear  and  paranoia  in  their  job 
heightened the effects of cannabis. 

The inquiry threw up another irony. The police department, on one side, was 
telling the public that marijuana was a danger. That was why it was illegal; 
because its use, unlike alcohol,  for example, was not in the public interest. 
The committee was now taking the opposite view; cannabis use, certainly by 
the  police,  was  quite  safe  in  moderation.  Naturally  this  conclusion 
embarrassed everyone  and the  Medical  Council  set  about  distancing  itself 
from its committee’s report. 

Yet the department seemed oblivious of the irony. The ex agents produced 
one example of an agent using cannabis, hashish and cannabis oil forty-nine 
times in 1993, each episode duly logged, and still giving evidence in court. The 
police were locked into a paradox of their own making. 

Peter and his group of ex agents were forcing some official action. Prodded by 
the flow of public revelations, the police embarked on a series of reviews. 

The  first  review,  by  Superintendent  Ted  Cox,  was  triggered  by  Peter’s 
disengagement. It grew into a review of the undercover programme generally. 
When  specific  allegations  of  criminality  were  aired  in  the  Frontline 
programme in early 1992 Detective Chief Inspector Bruce Scott investigated 
those matters and this became the second inquiry. 

Repeated  requests  under  the  Official  Information  Act  and  appeals  to  the 
Ombudsman finally elicited a limited response from the police in May 1994, 
four  years  after  Peter’s  disengagement  from  the  force  prompted  the  Cox 
review.  Confined at  first  to  a  survey of  Peter’s  fellow agents  to  determine 
whether Peter’s was an isolated case or a more general symptom, the inquiry 
grew into a complete review of undercover issues. 

But the police kept those issues to themselves. Except for some of the report’s 
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references to Larry, generally derogatory, a section which seemed to support 
existing training methods, the breathtaking observation that most stuck to the 
rules on simulation and that there were otherwise few problems of substance, 
the result of the inquiry remained secret. 

As for the Scott review, a similarly torturous process finally dragged out the 
author’s  conclusion  regarding  one  ex  agent;  he  had  no  one  to  blame  but 
himself. The substance of that report, too remained hidden. 

Allegations of perjury were dismissed, but even without other evidence Larry 
was  in  a  prime  position  to  know  it  existed.  His  own  reported  cannabis 
consumption during Operation Arctic in the Far North ran to three pages of 
incidents,  most  of  them,  he  said,  simulated.  Yet  Larry  now  admitted  the 
report was a fabrication; that his cannabis use was heavy, that he claimed to 
have simulated so that the evidence he gave in court would not be tainted as 
having come from a constantly stoned agent. 

Clearly though, the police remained committed to their course, for no major 
changes were made to the programme. Again, it was obvious that they were 
aware of  the truth of  the charges Peter and USED were making.  A former 
operator had telephoned Peter. The man was now a detective senior sergeant, 
and a rising star in the undercover programme. 

“I’m going to Wellington for a meeting on the programme,” he told Peter. 
“They’re against your stance, but there may be some good ideas in what you’re 
saying that could be incorporated into new policies. Can I sound you out? An 
informal yarn?” 

Peter signalled to one of his brothers. He couldn’t push the record button on 
his answerphone and record the conversation because the  detective would 
hear the click and hang up. His brother eased the answerphone out of the 
door where he could turn on the machine silently. 

The  detective  was  frank.  He  referred  to  Peter’s  allegations  against  other 
agents. “Off the record, some of those incidents you describe, I believe from 
my knowledge of the programme that you were telling the truth.” 

From a senior police officer, even off the record, this was an admission! The 
detective went on. He talked specifically about Peter’s allegation of perjury. “I 
believe an incident happened at another Christchurch operator’s house where 
he knowingly allowed them to smoke, so this sort of thing has definitely been 
going on and when I read those things of yours I thought to myself, yeah, well, 
that will  be fuckin’ right. But you have to accept that when those guys got 
interviewed by Scott they would have seen their jobs were at stake so they 
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wouldn’t tell the truth.” 

In all, the transcript ran to ten pages. “The bottom line,” the detective said of 
the Scott report,  “is that the department is always going to whitewash the 
department.” 

USED circulated the transcript widely. 

Late  in  1994  Assistant  Police  Commissioner  Allan  Galbraith  announced 
another  inquiry.  An  Australian  professor  of  forensic  psychiatry  and  a 
consultant  psychiatrist  from  Dunedin  would  consider  the  health  of  the 
undercover  agents,  the  potential  for  drug  dependence,  the  question  of 
whether  stress  increased  the  possibility  of  dependence,  and  whether  drug 
training for new agents was appropriate. A year later USED was still awaiting 
the results. 

By then Peter was no longer firing the bullets. Larry had taken over that role. 
Other things were demanding Peter’s attention. Most obviously, getting his 
own tattered life back together. 

Midway through 1994, quite suddenly,  Peter decided he’d had enough. He 
suddenly realised he’d written his own curriculum vitae: his experience in the 
undercover programme, surviving it, taking on the establishment. How many 
top business people, he wondered, had a background like that? He wanted to 
use his life experience and turn it into something positive. 

He took up karate again,  and weight training.  As his self  esteem began to 
regenerate he wondered how he was going to climb back into life when he was 
still on a teat. For four years he’d been taking in eighty percent of his police 
salary from the ACC, $500 a week in the hand. A man on his own could live 
very well on that. Now the money was becoming an impediment. ‘I’m never 
going to do anything when I’m getting this kind of money,’ he said to himself. 
For years he’d sat at home, watched videos, smoked dope and written letters. 
Gere,  Schwarzenegger,  Stallone  filled  his  days  and  nights.  Christ,  he  was 
becoming a vegetable with a mission. 

It was a wrench but he went off ACC. Took a deep breath and stepped into the 
cold.  He  sold  his  house  in  Dunedin,  bought  an  old  Masonic  lodge  in 
Mornington, a suburb clinging to steep hillsides. It was a quirky building, full 
of  eccentric  angles  and strange  staircases  and reached by a  narrow street 
winding  down  the  hill.  This,  he  decided,  was  going  to  be  the  Bodyguard 
Martial  Art Academy, a place where he could teach a brand of karate he’d 
developed himself. 
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He  could  see  the  need for  a  defensive  martial  art,  designed  to  enable  its 
adherents to protect their families and friends. He designed a mixture of self 
defence  techniques  taught  in  a  repetitive  martial  arts  environment.  Its 
philosophy  was  non-violent;  self  confident  people  could  defuse  potentially 
violent situations with self control and thought. Those, he believed, were the 
best skills. 

He  renovated  the  old  double-brick  building,  straightened  the  roofline, 
polished the big hall floor where his karate classes would be held, converted 
the ground floor rooms into a flat. He’d get an income from the flat while he 
developed his academy and, if it worked, he’d open another, and another and 
maybe franchise the technique. He bought a seven hectare block of land at 
Waitati, at the end of the motorway north of Dunedin. He planned a small 
house there, trees or vines where now there was gorse. 

For  a  time  he’d  been  lost,  a  casualty  wandering  around  no-man’s  land. 
Institutionalised by the police, cosseted by the ACC, he felt very alone. But he 
beat the government over his ACC claim and embarrassed the biggest agency 
in  New  Zealand,  the  police.  He’d  been  on  television,  in  newspapers  and 
magazines, bought his property,  restored his Masonic lodge,  developed his 
lifestyle  block  and  he  felt  he  was,  at  last,  a  person  who could  do  things, 
someone on his way up. 

The old Maori house at Kaka Point is just a small pile of wood and debris near 
the bush fringe now. The remains of the collection of houses which once stood 
there  can  scarcely  be  seen  amongst  the  scrub.  The  land and hundreds  of 
hectares of Maori land surrounding it stands vacant. 

Peter applied to the Maori Land Court to have part of the land restored to 
Rona, and won an interim occupancy order. Rona could build a new home 
there, above the sea, if she wanted to. She still dreams of it. 

Peter is at peace with his family again. All of the eight children got on with 
their lives and did well for themselves. 

Phil still drinks, when he can get something to drink. He has no car and he’s 
too old to go anywhere on his own. But he performs amazing feats of burglary 
on his daughter’s house next door. He cracks the most difficult locks to get in 
and find the beer. They’ve tried dummy bottles containing only water, hiding 
their beer in Coke bottles. But Phil is smart. He’s also consistent. If he finds a 
bottle of whisky he drinks it at a sitting. At eighty years old. 

He still chain-smokes his Virginia Gold. When he’s not actually smoking, the 
butt of a roll-your-own sticks to his bottom lip. He eats lots of eggs every day 
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and does no exercise and his children agree that it’s a miracle he’s still alive. 
He has rediscovered one of the children from his first marriage. She came to 
the house at Kaka Point one Christmas and embraced everyone in the family, 
even her father. The family thought this weird. They’re not much on hugging, 
they don’t cuddle each other. 

Christmas at Kaka Point is at last happy. The family spreads itself between the 
two houses. One of the sisters put a bottle of Speights on the dinner table last 
year. The whole family watched as she passed it to Phil. He lifted the bottle, 
his hand shaking. There was total silence, everyone watching him while trying 
to pretend they weren’t. They knew Phil could still be transformed by a drink. 
He drank the  bottle  in two hits  and sat  there  smiling,  ready for the next. 
Always. 

Peter  has  had a  succession of  girlfriends  but  none recently.  He  and Jude 
haven’t divorced. They still see each other quite often, although the intervals 
between meetings grow longer, and each time it’s a little easier to leave. 

Sometimes they ask each other whether they would have survived if they’d 
lived a normal life. They don’t know the answer to that. They do know they 
can’t live together. Peter loves her still. 

● http://obrien.wordpress.com
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