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I n t r o d u c t i o n

Thanks for downloading Anthology, a series of extracts from a collection 
of my works. Every one of the books chosen for inclusion has been a 
bestseller. Five of them were national #1 bestsellers while many of the rest 
reached #2 or #3.

Some of my books are not included because we restricted entries to 
currently available titles.  

For years people have asked for a written catalogue that contains a bit 
of information about each book. We’ve gone one better, making available 
a chapter or two of each so you can really get a feel for the books.

Your local bookstore, anywhere in the world, can order any of these books 
in for you, or you can order them using the links at the end of each extract.

As you’ll see, it’s been a long and varied career since the first title— 
The Paradise Conspiracy —was published back in 1995. In the space of 20 
years I’ve covered big business scandals, murder mysteries, political biog-
raphies, history, social issues, religion and climate change.

Anthology is yours to review at your leisure, and free to pass on.

—Ian Wishart, November 2015
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PROLOGUE

If You Have Nothing To Hide...

Neo: ‘What is the Matrix?’
Trinity: ‘The answer is out there, Neo, and it’s looking 

for you, and it will find you if you want it to.’
– The Matrix

If you follow that hoary old chestnut to its oft-quoted ending, you would 
not fear any of what you are about to read in this book. Unfortunately, 
it is one of the most cunning propaganda phrases ever unleashed into 
the conversation of ordinary or garden variety members of the public. It 
is designed to imply that only the criminally guilty have any reason to 
hide their affairs from lawful authority. In the gaze of public and media 
pressure, who amongst us would not drop their trousers at the request 
of authority and expose our buttocks to the nice Homeland Security 
officer at the airport?

That’s exactly what happened to American-born Shoshana Hebshi after 
a flight from California to Detroit:

“During her several hours in detention, Ms. Hebshi was subjected to an 
invasive and humiliating strip search, which required her to strip naked, 
bend over, and cough.”1

It’s a more modern take on the leery old doctors’ motto, “please remove 
your top and say ‘ahhh’.”

1 http://www.aclu.org/files/assets/01_-_complaint.pdf
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Hebshi’s crime, although American by birth, was to be of Middle 
Eastern ethnicity and seated next to a couple of likely characters from 
South Asia on the flight who were acting suspiciously and both went 
to the toilet for long periods. Hebshi didn’t know the men, she was a 
victim of random airline seat allocation. In fact, had they bothered to 
ask they would have found Shoshana was the symbol of multicultural-
ism – daughter of a Jewish mother and Saudi Arabian father, married 
to a doctor, and a freelance journalist to boot. For all we know, perhaps 
that last fact was her real crime.

Alternatively, perhaps the security officials were suspicious that anyone 
would voluntarily fly to Detroit, a city now bankrupt and in large portions 
turned to ruin, where even cattle and chickens can be found foraging on 
abandoned city blocks.2

Regardless, Shoshana was dragged off the plane at gunpoint, as her 
lawsuit against the federal government lodged 2013 makes clear:

“Agents and employees of the FBI, the TSA, CBP, and Wayne County 
Airport Authority Police collaborated and put into place a plan to divert 
and board the aircraft, arrest Ms. Hebshi and the two men sitting next to 
her, and remove them to a detention facility at the airport for questioning.

“At approximately 4:25 p.m., Defendants Carmona, Bohn, Johnson and 
Defendant ICE Special Agent Brumley, along with other officers, boarded 
the plane, heavily armed, and ran down the aisle where Ms. Hebshi and 
the other two men in her row were seated. 

“Several officers shouted at the passengers to keep their heads down and 
put their hands on the seat in front of them. Ms. Hebshi was stunned 
when the officers stopped at her row and yelled at her and the two men 
seated beside her to get up.”

Shoshana soon found herself in an interrogation room with an officer 
named Toya Parker, and was instructed to drop her tweeds for Uncle Sam:

“Defendant Parker took off Ms. Hebshi’s handcuffs and told her to 
remove all clothing, including her underwear and bra, so that she was 
completely naked. Defendant Parker instructed Ms. Hebshi to stand 

2 “Can’t solve the problems because the problems are cultural,” Washington Post columnist 
George Will told ABC. “You have a city, 139 square miles. You can graze cattle in vast portions of 
it. Dangerous herds of feral dogs roam in there. You have 3 percent of fourth graders reading at the 
national math standards. Forty-seven percent of Detroit residents are functionally illiterate. Seventy-
nine percent of Detroit children are born to unmarried mothers. They don’t have a fiscal problem, 
Steve. They have a cultural collapse.” http://dailycaller.com/2013/07/28/george-will-detroit-doesnt-
have-a-fiscal-problem-but-a-cultural-collapse
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facing the wall, away from the video camera, so that at least part of her 
body would be concealed. 

“Ms. Hebshi was instructed to bend over, spread her buttocks, and 
cough while Officer Parker stood a couple of feet away and watched. 
Defendant Parker then instructed Ms. Hebshi to take her hair down from 
its ponytail so Defendant Parker could feel through Ms. Hebshi’s hair. 
Defendant Parker lifted Ms. Hebshi’s eyelids and looked in her mouth.”

Lifted her eyelids? 
The long and short of the story is that despite having every orifice 

searched, Shoshana Hebshi ended up having nothing to hide. It also 
turned out she had everything to fear.

“Before Ms. Hebshi was returned to her cell, her handcuffs were 
removed, and she was fingerprinted and asked her date and place of 
birth, weight, and height. Defendant Unknown TSA Officer 2 then came 
into Ms. Hebshi’s cell with Ms. Hebshi’s phone and required that Ms. 
Hebshi show the Twitter messages she had sent out from the airplane 
upon landing, as well as her Facebook profile. 

“At approximately 7:30 p.m., Defendant Brand authorized the release 
of all three suspects. Ms. Hebshi was finally allowed to call her husband 
and let him know that she was okay and could leave soon. As soon as she 
started to speak to her husband, Ms. Hebshi cried.”

One can understand, post 9/11, people and flight crews being jumpy 
about suspicious looking Middle Eastern passengers. But surely a hand-
shake and a discussion over a coffee in the interrogation room is a more 
productive introduction than a booty-shake and a slap on the rump.

After that experience, you might be thinking, ‘who in their right mind 
would book a flight to Detroit these days?’, but on a more serious note 
Shoshana’s story encapsulates the risk of assuming that just because you are 
innocent, your day won’t turn to custard at the hands of the Government.

I began this chapter with the infamous quote, if you have nothing 
to hide you have nothing to fear. A more accurate restatement of the 
proposition is:

“If you have reason to fear, you have reason to hide.”
The essential question this book asks is a simple one: do you have 

reason to fear? Have we reached a point where the power of the State, 
worldwide, has become overbearing and unreasonable? Have we given 
our respective bureaucracies too much power in the name of creating a 
protective nanny state?



PROLOGUE | 9 

This is not a book about shadowy conspiracy theories. Everything in 
this book happened, as is described. The details are meticulously foot-
noted and cited, where possible with a web address as well so you can 
check it for yourself.

As you will discover, the agenda is actually “hidden in plain sight” for 
the most part and there’s nothing shadowy about it. What this book aims 
to do is bring together different parts of the jigsaw and reassemble them 
to make it easier to see the big picture.

Only then can you truly make an informed decision as to whether the 
powers of governments, aided by modern technology, have tipped the 
balance too far in favour of the State and its lobbyists.

This, also, is where the “slippery slope” argument kicks in. Prick your 
ears up and sit up straight, because based on the evidence now emerging 
we are on the brink of a powershift tipping point, or a point of no return.

The danger is that, for the first time ever, the State is morphing into a 
global entity which will be too large for any individual, or indeed any indi-
vidual nation, to challenge. It is, in a sense, a political arms race in which 
the outcome is a kind of ‘superstate’ capable of legislating and enforcing to 
protect its own existence, even against the protests of the people.

If you don’t take my word for it about the implications, then perhaps 
you will listen to the words of David Rockefeller, the 98 year old patriarch 
of his family who, perhaps more than anyone else over the past century, 
has done more to push globalisation as the endgame:

“Global interdependence is not a poetic fantasy but a concrete reality 
that this century’s revolutions in technology, communications and geo-
politics have made irreversible. The free flow of investment capital, goods 
and people across borders will remain the fundamental factor in world 
economic growth and in the strengthening of democratic institutions 
everywhere,” says Rockefeller in his 2002 Memoirs. 

Americans watching hundreds of thousands of illegal aliens crossing 
their borders every year have more reason than most to wonder about 
Rockefeller’s vision, but Europe and Australasia are equally destinations 
for immigrants both legal and illegal. The removal of national borders 
was, ironically, a key foundation for the founder of communism, Karl 
Marx, as well because, like Rockefeller, he knew it would create the social 
mood for a new world.3 

3 “On the Question of Free Trade” by Karl Marx 1848, http://www.marxists.org/archive/marx/
works/1848/01/09ft.htm#marx
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“In general, the protective system of our day is conservative, while the 
free trade system is destructive. It breaks up old nationalities and pushes 
the antagonism of the proletariat and the bourgeoisie to the extreme point. 
In a word, the free trade system hastens the social revolution. It is in this 
revolutionary sense alone, gentlemen, that I vote in favour of free trade.” 

With free trade eventually comes freedom of movement, although it 
is not yet fully operational as US theologian Daniel Groody noted in a 
paper on migration:

“The fact that in our current global economy it is easier for a coffee 
bean to cross borders than those who cultivate it raises serious questions 
about how our economy is structured and ordered.”4

However, these men – including Rockefeller for all his sins – are only 
saying exactly what the premise of this book is: that new technology and 
political aspirations have made a single command post for the entire planet 
not only possible, but almost unavoidable. For the first time in human 
history those with ambition who nurse a genuine desire to control the 
world might actually achieve it. The questions you should be asking are 
no longer ‘if ’ this will happen but ‘when’, and who are those ambitious 
people? What do they stand for? What do they believe?

To one extent, the title of this chapter is correct: if you don’t buck 
the status quo, if you accept the limitations on freedoms your ancestors 
fought hard to gain, if you don’t stand out from the crowd and just go 
about your own business, doing what you are told, then you probably 
do having nothing to fear. But if, one day, you decide the State has gone 
too far and you begin to challenge those limits politically, you may well 
have something to fear. Just look at the IRS monitoring of conservatives 
revealed recently.

What we need to be publicly debating, in bars, on talk radio, around 
dinner tables, in newspapers, is whether we want that future, because by 
my reckoning we have about five years to prevent it. 

You might be a left-wing voter. You might hate conservatives. You 
might think it’s a good thing that the IRS and other government agencies 
are spying on and harassing your political opponents. But think about 
something else for a moment: an infrastructure and political system that 
allows such outrages on one side, can equally be used against you when 
the time comes. Who, then, will you run to?

4 http://kellogg.nd.edu/faculty/fellows/dgroody/articles/TSSeptember09Groody.pdf
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As German pastor Martin Niemoeller said:

First they came for the communists, and I did not speak out – 
because I was not a communist;
Then they came for the socialists, and I did not speak out – 
because I was not a socialist;
Then they came for the trade unionists, and I did not speak out – 
because I was not a trade unionist;
Then they came for the Jews, and I did not speak out – 
because I was not a Jew;
Then they came for me – 
and there was no one left to speak out for me.

The whole “nothing to fear if you have nothing to hide” argument is 
presumptive. That is, it is made from a presumption that the State has 
the right to know your innermost thoughts or private dealings. It also 
presumes that you truly know the motives of the State, because if you 
actually don’t know the motives, how can you possibly truly know if you 
have something to fear or not?

The whole point of “freedoms” is that they are seen as things the govern-
ment has no right to touch. In the US Constitution, such freedoms are 
defined as given by God to all people, not given by the State. The reason 
for this was not because the founding fathers of the US were rampant 
Bible-bashers – far from it in many cases. What they were actually doing 
was creating a legal framework to say that “we the people” who are writ-
ing this constitution derive certain fundamental rights that the State 
should never be able to touch, therefore we allocate the giver of those 
rights as an authority higher than the State. If the State were to become 
the Supreme Being in a legal sense, it could cancel those fundamental 
rights at will. God is in the US constitution not for spiritual reasons but 
for legal reasons.

If you now approach issues from the presumption that the State reserves 
all rights to itself in the first instance, then you have already surrendered. 
Yet that is what is happening.

Take a look at 9/11. Under the guise of “national security”, our daily 
lives have changed for the worse. Taking a flight is no longer a dream 
reminiscent of the TV series Pan Am, but a black comedy/farce. 

How did it happen? A crisis presented itself and spin doctors leapt on the 
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opportunity to “sell” the public a solution – tough new laws and regula-
tions. Go back and look at the public debate at the time, we practically 
begged for it, begged for big government to make us safe.

The same sort of crisis talk and manufactured solution is rife in the 
climate change debate as well, but with the added twist that they’ve 
been so successful on the climate issue that a massive global governance 
framework is a mere whisker away from being implemented on the back 
of that Trojan Horse.

We are entering, I argue, what you could call the “post-democratic 
age”, where the needs of the State are seen as trumping the needs of the 
citizens. The public exist, in the eyes of the elite, as a means of serving 
the State, not the other way around.

In a sense, this is not a new concept. It has been traditional throughout 
Western civilised history that the State was supreme, usually embodied 
in its monarch, and the people were subjects, not citizens. 

The American and French revolutions in the 18th century put a span-
ner in that system of administration for a while, but supporters of the 
“supreme state” doctrine have regained the upper hand, even in the heart 
of America itself.

They have achieved it not through force but through propaganda and 
the persuasive powers of similar thinkers sprinkled as commentators 
and news editors in the mainstream media, they have done it with the 
assistance of idealists in the education systems who have ensured two 
generations of children have been indoctrinated into “thinking globally, 
acting locally”.

We have become our own civilisational executioners, without even 
realising. We have delivered the bullets to be used against us, we have 
voted for those who will ultimately sell our freedoms down the river in 
return for a cushy retirement fund and big campaign donations.

The system is “post-democratic” in the sense that it is no longer true to 
the original principles. Sure, you still get the vote, but all elections seem 
to do is rearrange the deck chairs on the ship, while its unseen captains 
continue to steer their own course. Red, blue, left, right, nothing really 
changes, because the system looks after itself and throws up successful 
candidates who know the rules and know who they owe their success to.

Why is this? Who is really steering this ship? The answer, later in this 
book, may stun you.

Second century Roman satirist Juvenal coined the phrase (or at least 
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he gets the credit for it), “give them bread and circuses”. It was a cynical 
analysis of how the Roman powerbrokers manipulated the public with 
distractions and handouts and how the crowds loved it. Two thousand 
years later, have we really changed?

Intriguingly, Juvenal’s Satires also gave us another phrase worth remem-
bering: quis custodiet ipsos custodies? In English, “who watches the watch-
ers?” An early forerunner of “power corrupts”.

To understand where we’ve come from, and why powerbrokers want to 
take us back there, we will have to reacquaint ourselves with a little history. 
Above all, Totalitaria is a story about the drive to hold power over others. 
Do not assume for a moment that just because we drive flash cars and 
use smartphones, that the age old lusts and ambitions that have always 
driven human affairs are not still there, lurking just under the surface.

The essence of this book, then, is not conspiracy theory but “convergence 
theory” – the idea that sometimes a tipping point is reached because a 
range of different social threads begin to interweave amid a convergence 
of opportunities. The phenomenon is similar to a shark attack. The smell 
of the prey lures otherwise independent sharks in for a feeding frenzy. 
None are acting in concert, each has their own personal agenda, but they 
share a target: you.

As we shall discover, some groups in this story are motivated by eco-
nomic power, some by political power, some by religious power and some 
by idealism. Some are motivated by a combination of these factors. To 
understand, we have to find out what drives them.

This book is split into two main sections. Firstly, an analysis of just 
how totalitarian-like our modern civilisation has become. What are the 
technological and social changes that encroach on our basic freedoms? 
What are the systems that might be acceptable to us today for one purpose, 
but which can be used against us by a future administration?

The second part of the book is devoted to finding out what drove 
our civilisation to this precipice, and meeting some of the people and 
groups behind it. Whereas part one is illuminating, I suspect you will 
find part two explosive as the book moves into top gear and accelerates 
to its conclusion. 

Let’s begin.



CHAPTER 1

The Facebook Generation

“You take the blue pill, the story ends, you wake up 
in your bed and believe whatever you want to believe. 

You take the red pill, you stay in Wonderland, and I 
show you how deep the rabbit hole goes.” 

– Morpheus, The Matrix

Totalitaria to·tal·i·tar·i·a
noun \(|)tō-|ta-l -|ter-ē-a\ 
: a state where the people are controlled in a very strict way with 
complete power that cannot be opposed

There are, at the simplest level, three basic types of people in this world.
First, there are the ‘conspiracy theorists’. These are the people who see 

design in all kinds of seemingly random events. “Join the dots,” they warn, 
“and you’ll see what’s really going on”. Some conspiracy theorists become 
so concerned at what they believe they’ve discovered that paranoia can 
set in, triggering that old joke: ‘it’s not paranoia if they really are out to 
get you’. Virtually everyone employed as a CIA analyst or FBI field agent 
is a conspiracy theorist.

Then there are the ‘coincidence theorists’. These people can often be 
found writing newspaper columns or pontificating on a liberal talk radio 
station somewhere, playing down any nefariousness in business or poli-
tics. To the coincidence theorist, everyone has the best of intentions, 
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everything in public life is done above board and for altruistic or sound 
commercial reasons, and we should all just let the government get on 
with it because, let’s face it, we gave them a mandate by electing them. 
Coincidence theorists see design nowhere. Everything that happens is 
genuinely random. Things are what they seem, end of.

The third category of people are the ordinary punters going about their 
daily business. They’re usually too busy living their lives to devote time 
to studying chicken entrails and old newspaper archives. If a conspiracy 
theorist makes a really good point, they’ll give it some attention. They’re 
just as likely to be swayed the other way by a persuasive, velvet-voiced 
coincidence theorist assuring them “there’s nothing to see here, move on”.

I suspect a lot of evolutionary psychological development has gone into 
fine tuning these categories of humans. After all, in the fight-or-flight 
world we used to live  in, the paranoid were usually the first to run for 
safety. Sure, nine times out of ten they may have been spooked by noth-
ing, but that tenth time was always a killer for those who stuck around.

Just look at birds of prey as you drive. The ones in the air, they’re the 
conspiracy theorists. The pile of flattened feathers on the white line – 
that’s a coincidence theorist. They missed the lesson on cause and effect.

The fact that conspiracy theorists usually survived to breed is probably 
a good indicator of why conspiracy theories are still as popular as they 
ever were. Most of us are prepared to give the occasional theory a slice 
of our attention.

Coincidence theorists, on the other hand, were traditionally the slower, 
more lumbering, antelopes in the herd. By the time they’d stopped laugh-
ing at the conspiracy theorists and finally realised there really was a lion 
in their midst, it was usually too late.

The truth, often, is found closer to the middle than either extreme. 
Sometimes events just happen. The odds may be heavily against you 

winning the Lotto jackpot, but the odds also tell us that someone some-
where is usually in the right place at the right time.

Sometimes, however, events happen for a reason. They result from 
months, years or even decades of planning, and they happen because 
somebody wants a payoff of some kind. Usually, these somebodies don’t 
wish to draw attention to themselves – particularly if they are jockeying 
for money or power. Like all humans, however, they are prone to bravado 
and speaking loosely to crowds they perceive as friendly.

The 20th century was the age when future historians will write that 
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privacy died. Ironically, the sword that killed privacy is a double-edged 
one; the same technology opening up our lives is also helping expose 
some of those who’d prefer to stay hidden.

Some of the events in this book are the result of deliberate planning by 
two or more people. Some are just random coincidences that protagonists 
have taken advantage of. Some defy rational explanation altogether.

One of those random coincidences that big players have taken advan-
tage of is Facebook.

In early 2011, Facebook welcomed its 600 millionth user, to great 
fanfare, ahead of its planned initial public offering. Sometime in 2013, 
Facebook welcomed its 1.15 billionth user, to no fanfare whatsoever. 

Four hundred and twenty five million people rely on Google’s email 
provider Gmail. Twitter has some half a billion users, four hundred mil-
lion use Outlook.com and Dropbox has racked up some 200 million 
people whose mobile phone and computer documents are backed up to 
the Cloud storage system.

Every day there are literally billions of communications taking place 
over the internet, and there is an enormous amount to be said for the 
convenience of the information superhighway. The revolution is over, 
social media has won. Or has it?

With that level of exposure, you’d be hard pressed within your circle 
of friends not to find at least one of them (and probably a lot more) are 
on Facebook. The level of interconnectedness is legendary; everybody 
knows somebody. 

Back in the early 1990s, a story began doing the rounds about “the 
Kevin Bacon phenomenon” – the strange fact that every Hollywood 
actor could somehow be linked to Footloose star Kevin Bacon within six 
degrees of separation, based on movies they’d appeared in. For example, 
Elvis Presley had appeared in a 1969 movie with Ed Asner, and Asner 
had two decades later appeared in a movie with Bacon, giving Asner a 
Bacon-separation of 1, and Elvis a Bacon-separation of 2, even though 
he and Bacon had never met.5

Sociologists have discovered the same thing in public life – that virtu-
ally all of us can be linked through our acquaintances and friendships, 

5 Your humble author and Elvis Presley share a common *.grandfather several generations back, 
Andrew Presley of Paisley, Scotland in the early 1700s. Yet I have interviewed New Zealand singer 
John Rowles and Beatle George Harrison, both of whom met Elvis, giving me a “separation” of 2 
as well.
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within six degrees of separation, to anyone else on the planet – even to 
Kalahari bushmen.

This “interconnectedness” is one of the driving principles that Facebook 
is designed to exploit, but in doing so has it created a monster? Facebook 
is now officially cited as an aggravating factor in one in every five divorces. 
The opportunity to reconnect with old flames or new ones is more than 
many can resist.

While it can be argued infidelity is as old as the hills, it’s certainly a lot 
easier now in this era of mass communication, than it was when people 
were confined to small villages for most of their lives as they were prior 
to the industrial revolution.

But just as it has made infidelity easier, Facebook has also made it easier 
to track, and that’s where the Big Brother twist comes in. Just as you can 
detect and trace a partner or friend’s online activities, so can others. To 
understand, though, how much your own privacy may be under threat 
from social networking, it’s worth going back in time a little. 

Former Israeli intelligence agent Ari ben-Menashe published a book 
called Profits of War in 1992 that caused a worldwide sensation, because it 
described for the first time a plan by Israeli spy agency Mossad to create 
a computer programme capable of monitoring individuals and working 
out who their circle of friends were. That programme was called PRO-
MIS, and it was picked up not just by Mossad but also the CIA and the 
NSA in the US. 

A commercial version of PROMIS was developed and sold to companies 
and government entities around the world, including New Zealand and 
Australia. Unbeknownst to clients, the software had a built in hack that 
allowed the CIA or other spy agencies to suck out the data on individu-
als that had been collected by, say, the New Zealand IRD or the local 
power or telephone utility.

“We can use this programme to stamp out terrorism by keeping track 
of everyone…All we had to do was ‘bug’ the programme when it was 
sold to our enemies,” wrote ben-Menashe. “It would work like this: 
using a modem, the spy network would…tap into the computers of 
such services as the telephone company, the water board, other utility 
commissions, credit card companies etc. PROMIS would then search 
for specific information.”

Information, said ben-Menashe, might include phone records that 
showed who the target associated with, or locations that he regularly 
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visited. “The programme…would have the ability to track the movements 
of vast numbers of people around the world. Dissidents or citizens who 
needed to be kept under watch would be hard put to move freely again 
without Big Brother keeping an eye on their activities.”

That was 1992. In those days, the “internet” was a dial-up entity reliant 
on telephone lines working at speeds of 2.4kbs, as against today’s broad-
band speeds of 10 or 20 megabits per second or more. It was as slow as 
a wet week and very little substantive information could be exchanged. 
Nonetheless, PROMIS was state of the art. When the whistle was blown 
the intelligence agencies ran for cover, and organisations around the 
world that had purchased PROMIS ditched it. But the dream of track-
ing social networks via computer did not go away. Imagine the fun to 
be had if people voluntarily waived their rights to privacy and uploaded 
their personal information and friendships online for everyone to see.

“It’ll never happen,” muttered cynics in the spook community.
In 1998, the CIA ostensibly gave up the fight to lead the world in IT 

intelligence software.
“The leadership of the CIA made a critical and strategic decision in early 

1998. The Agency’s leadership recognized that the CIA did not, and could 
not, compete for IT innovation and talent with the same speed and agility 
that those in the commercial marketplace, whose businesses are driven by 
“Internet time” and profit, could. The CIA’s mission was intelligence col-
lection and analysis, not IT innovation,” reports the CIA’s own website.6

Instead of developing software, the CIA set up a company called In-Q-
Tel in 1999 to go into venture partnerships with private capital firms to 
develop and fund promising new technologies that could help the CIA 
“data mine” for useful intelligence.

“In contrast to the remarkable transformations taking place in Silicon 
Valley and elsewhere, the Agency, like many large Cold War era private 
sector corporations, felt itself being left behind. It was not connected 
to the creative forces that underpin the digital economy and, of equal 
importance, many in Silicon Valley knew little about the Agency’s IT 
needs. The opportunities and challenges posed by the information revo-
lution to the Agency’s core mission areas of clandestine collection and 
all-source analysis were growing daily. Moreover, the challenges are not 
merely from foreign countries but also transnational threats.”

6 https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/additional-publications/in-q-tel/index.html
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The CIA’s website makes In-Q-Tel’s mission clear:
“In-Q-Tel’s mission is to foster the development of new and emerging 

information technologies and pursue research and development (R&D) 
that produce solutions to some of the most difficult IT problems facing 
the CIA. To accomplish this, the Corporation will network extensively 
with those in industry, the venture capital community, academia, and 
any others who are at the forefront of IT innovation.”

The first CEO of In-Q-Tel was Gilman Louie, and he and his CIA 
subsidiary were appointed with seven others to the Board of Directors 
of the National Venture Capital Association of America in 2004. The 
chairman of the NVCA was James Breyer of Accel Partners, and one of 
his first tasks was to give a young student named Mark Zuckerberg US$13 
million in venture capital.

What for? Well, in February 2004, Harvard student Mark Zuckerberg 
launched Facebook, a new social networking service designed to help 
fellow students stay in touch with each other.

James Breyer was also chairman of BBN, a Silicon Valley company 
whose Arpanet technology had helped kick off the internet with the 
assistance of the US Defence agencies. Joining Breyer at BBN in 2004 
were both In-Q-Tel’s Gilman Louie and Dr Anita Jones, a colleague of 
Gilman Louie’s at In-Q-Tel, and a former advisor to DARPA, or the 
Defence Advanced Research Projects Agency.

In Facebook terms, these CIA and US Defence Department types were 
just one degree of separation from Facebook itself, and their chairman 
James Breyer was one of the initial bankrollers of Facebook. The first to see 
the potential was PayPal founder Peter Thiel, who kicked in half a million 
dollars of funding to Facebook just a couple of months after the project 
started. All of these people could see the potential stretched far beyond 
the “hot or not” photos of female students that Zuckerberg had pioneered.

One of DARPA’s projects was “scalable social network analysis”, or 
SSNA, which researcher Sean McGahan described this way: “The pur-
pose of the SSNA algorithms program is to extend techniques of social 
network analysis to assist with distinguishing potential terrorist cells from 
legitimate groups of people ... In order to be successful SSNA will require 
information on the social interactions of the majority of people around the 
globe. Since the Defense Department cannot easily distinguish between 
peaceful citizens and terrorists, it will be necessary for them to gather 
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data on innocent civilians as well as on potential terrorists.”7

Think of the premise behind the hit TV series Person of Interest, and 
you will get the idea. Not so much of a system that can predict a fatality, 
but one that can predict potential fatality or “subversive activity” based 
on sophisticated algorithms. These programs – once they have enough 
access to background data from a population – can quickly identify and 
isolate disturbances and deviations from the average. Today, those algo-
rithms are looking for terrorist cells. Two decades from now, who might 
be classified as a “terrorist” then?

As New Zealand Herald journalist Matt Greenop reported8, DARPA 
and its new Information Awareness Office (whose official US govern-
ment logo appears to have come straight from The X-Files) were planning 
to strip-mine the internet in search of whether ordinary citizens were 
somehow, through “friends of friends”, linked to subversive or terrorist 

organisations.
“The IAO has the stated mission to 

gather as much information as pos-
sible about everyone, in a central-
ised location, for easy perusal by the 
United States government, including 
(though not limited to) internet activ-
ity, credit card purchase histories, 
airline ticket purchases, car rentals, 
medical records, educational tran-
scripts, driver’s licenses, utility bills, 
tax returns, and any other available 
data.”

If you’ve been paying attention, you will note the mission statement is 
remarkably similar to the former covert PROMIS project from the late 
eighties/early 90s. Only this time, US intelligence agencies have been 
able to do it largely in the open.

Well, not entirely in the open.
In July 2013, revelations from former CIA analyst Edward Snowden 

rocked the entire globe: intelligence agencies have been trawling virtually 

7 Ethier, Jason. “Current Research in Social Network Theory”. Northeastern University College of 
Computer and Information Science
8 “Facebook – the CIA conspiracy” by Matt Greenop, NZ Herald, 8 August 2007, http://www.
nzherald.co.nz/technology/news/article.cfm?c_id=5&objectid=10456534
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every email, every social media post and every phone call for traces of 
terrorist or subversive activity. They’ve been doing it through precisely the 
kind of backdoor programmes mentioned above – scalable social network 
analysis systems designed to harvest information out of the ether like a 
Dyson on speed.

Now, you may argue that if you have nothing to hide then what could 
possibly be wrong with data-mining of this nature. After all, we all know 
that messages over the internet can be intercepted and read. Well, yes they 
can, but most of us have approached that scenario over the past twenty 
five years on a law of averages basis: ‘the chances of my communications 
being viewed by a spotty-faced 14 year old nerd in a dark bedroom in 
Chicago somewhere are slim to negligible, therefore I can be reasonably 
confident that of all the antelope in the herd at this moment on the 
internet, I’m not the one being singled out by lions’.

We call this the “it won’t happen to me” scenario, and it’s a behaviour 
we bring to all sectors of our lives. We know, for instance, there is a 
statistical risk involved in crossing the road. Every day around the world 
thousands of people die doing precisely that, but not one of us, anywhere 
on the planet, begins our day assuming it will be us.

The lesson from Snowden’s document drop, however, is that it is us. 
We are all antelopes today.

Now, again, let’s review this in line with the ‘nothing to hide’ meme. 
Today, the primary enemies of the state are Islamic terrorists and the like. 
Most of us will tick the box saying “I’m not one of those” and rightly 
assume that whatever they’re harvesting from your emails and phone 
calls, “good luck to them”. However, once again that doesn’t take into 
account the longer term.

Firstly, is there a moral imperative for us to appear metaphorically 
naked in front of the State saying “search me” for the greater good? If 
you answer ‘yes’ to that question, how would you feel about a team of 
police turning up once a week to search your home and all the work 
you’d been doing that week, just to make sure you were not connected 
to terrorists? How would you feel about paying for all that surveillance 
through your taxes? Because you already are. The vast cost of trawling 
through all your internet data is being paid by you as the budgets for 
these massive programmes are increased each year.

In short, do you feel it should be normal or ‘business as usual’ for the 
State to assume that all citizens may be rogue and to treat them accordingly?
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Secondly, even if you decide there is a moral imperative to treat every-
one as a potential al Qa’ida threat in today’s circumstances, do you agree 
that such powers should now be granted to the State for all time and all 
circumstances in the future?

What if, ten years down the track, a leader comes to power who you and 
many of your friends believe does not have your country’s best interests 
at heart. Suppose that leader begins to treat political dissent as akin to 
treason, and because of his or her popular support (maybe they’re a master 
of rhetorical and inspiring speech) they introduce laws restricting your 
rights to protest. Are you still of the belief that, in those circumstances, 
government agencies should have the power to trawl through your emails, 
phone calls and documents on your computer at will, with a view to find-
ing out whether you meet their definition of ‘subversive’?

Should such an administration have the power to open microphones 
and cameras in your home and effectively bug your conversations in the 
name of the State?

It doesn’t matter whether such a leader is left-wing or right-wing. Once 
the infrastructure is in place, as it is today, and the public have by acquies-
cence given governments the power to use such infrastructure, it becomes 
very hard to roll it back short of a revolution.

This is the long term problem that arises from short term solutions. It 
is far too easy to come-up with a kneejerk solution to a pressing current 
problem, but bureaucracies by definition tend to grow like cancer and 
the bigger they get the more powerful they become in their own right. 
In the private sector, occasionally, we reach a point where companies 
become so dominant, like the Bell telephone company in the seventies, 
that we break them up into smaller units. No such facility exists to rein 
in Big Government.

Remember PROMIS from a few paragraphs back, with its “backdoor” 
software patch allowing intelligence agencies to raid users computers? Fast 
forward from 1992 to 2013 and that development is now on the record.

The NSA and Britain’s GCHQ eavesdropping agency9 have been using 
a system for the past ten years (roughly coinciding with the CIA’s decision 
to set up a private sector IT company, In-Q-Tel) that “actively engages 
US and foreign IT industries to covertly influence and/or overtly lever-
age their commercial products’ designs”, according to leaked Snowden 

9 Together with New Zealand’s GCSB, Canadian and Australian intelligence
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documents obtained by The Guardian and the New York Times.
The document doesn’t name the technology companies whose products 

have been modified to aid the spy agencies, but it doesn’t take a genius 
to work out the greatest intelligence interest is in those applications and 
websites with the highest traffic or usage.

One target, for example, is commercial file encryption. The NSA and 
GCHQ agents working in the private sector have figured out how to 
“insert vulnerabilities into commercial encryption systems”. 

The Guardian reports that these backdoors would be “known to the 
NSA, but to no one else, including ordinary customers, who are tellingly 
referred to in the document as ‘adversaries’.”

The Son of PROMIS is on the loose.
“These design changes make the systems in question exploitable through 

Sigint [signals intelligence] collection,” says the NSA briefing paper, “with 
foreknowledge of the modification. To the consumer and other adversar-
ies, however, the systems’ security remains intact.”

Among the systems already breached are the internet encryption stan-
dard “https” used to protect your financial transactions and password and 
login details, and voice-over-internet-protocol (VoIP) used for telephony 
and video-conferencing.

What does this mean? It means that government agencies can collect all 
your passwords and enter in to various websites posing as you. It means 
they can, by the same methods, go into your bank accounts online.

If a covert operation was set up to play with your sanity, item #1 on the 
list might be to clean your bank accounts out, or alternatively arrange for 
a sudden deposit from a bank in Medellin, Colombia, to appear in your 
account along with a polite covering note thanking you for assisting in 
the cocaine delivery!

The Snowden document sets out in clear terms the program’s broad aims, 
including making commercial encryption software “more tractable” to NSA 
attacks by “shaping” the worldwide marketplace and continuing efforts 
to break into the encryption used by the next generation of 4G phones.

They probably won’t have to work too hard, judging by this recent 
news report showing each mobile phone can be individually tracked:10

10 “Stanford researchers discover ‘alarming’ method for phone tracking, fingerprinting through sensor 
flaws”, San Francisco Chronicle, 15 October 2013, http://blog.sfgate.com/techchron/2013/10/10/
stanford-researchers-discover-alarming-method-for-phone-tracking-fingerprinting-through-sensor-
flaws/
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“One afternoon late last month, security researcher Hristo Bojinov 
placed his Galaxy Nexus phone face up on the table in a cramped Palo 
Alto conference room. Then he flipped it over and waited another beat.

“And that was it. In a matter of seconds, the device had given up its 
‘fingerprints’.

“Code running on the website in the device’s mobile browser measured 
the tiniest defects in the device’s accelerometer – the sensor that detects 
movement – producing a unique set of numbers that advertisers could 
exploit to identify and track most smartphones.

“It turns out every accelerometer is predictably imperfect, and slight 
differences in the readings can be used to produce a fingerprint (see 
below for a further explanation). Marketers could use the ID the same 
way they use cookies – the small files that download from websites to 
desktops – to identify a particular user, monitor their online actions and 
target ads accordingly.

“It’s a novel approach that raises a new set of privacy concerns: Users 
couldn’t delete the ID like browser cookies, couldn’t mask it by adjust-
ing app privacy preferences – and wouldn’t even know their device had 
been tagged.

“ ‘I don’t know if it’s been thought of before’, said Dan Auerbach, staff 
technologist at the Electronic Frontier Foundation. ‘It’s very alarming’.”

In 2011, the power of social networking to shape geopolitics was laid 
bare in the Middle East uprisings. Both Facebook and Google proved 
crucial in mobilising networks of people instantly to force a revolution.

Coincidence? Who knows. But ultimately, as you enter your next Face-
book update or disclose your newest friendship online, spare a thought 
for the supercomputers somewhere that are storing your details, who you 
associate with, where you live and what you like. If you are a good little 
Facebook user you will undoubtedly have entered photos of yourself so that 
identification and face recognition systems can pick you out of a crowd. 

If you’re under the impression that Facebook have improved their pri-
vacy settings after a series of controversies, well, yes, but only to a point. 
Facebook’s terms and conditions make it clear that anything posted under 
the “Everyone” setting (which is the default setting when you first set 
up your account and details), is available to the whole world – possibly 
forever if the information is cached or taken by third parties.

If US intelligence agencies have figured out a way to tap into Facebook 
via the backdoor, as was planned with the original PROMIS software 19 
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years ago, then no amount of Facebook privacy settings is going to protect 
you from data mining. And the idea that spooks around the world are 
not tapping into the world’s largest database of private social networking 
information, or trying to, is probably naive, given the mission statements 
of the US defence agency DARPA’s Information Awareness Office and 
the CIA’s In-Q-Tel.

Think about it for a moment. Virtually every website you login to 
these days has an option to login using your Facebook account. When 
you do that, Facebook stores the login and password information you 
have just entered. That information is added to Facebook’s superprofile 
of yourself, potentially giving anyone with access to that information a 
built in dossier of what websites you have visited, and what your collec-
tion of passwords is.

George Orwell saw a time in his future where the State would force 
citizens to subject themselves to government monitoring through their TV 
sets, and history would be re-written by “the Ministry of Truth”. He had 
no idea a time would really come when people would voluntarily give up 
what governments had been unable to force them to: the intimate details 
of their personal lives, social networks and much more, all for the buzz 
of seeing ourselves on a computer screen watched by 600 million others.

While the focus is confined to finding “terrorists” one could argue that 
those who have nothing to hide have nothing to fear. But ten years from 
now, with the global political landscape changing and the increasing 
likelihood of some kind of UN global governance structure to monitor 
individual travel and carbon use, what will a dossier of your political and 
social views, and the names of all your friends, be worth to someone, 
somewhere, if authorities want to shut down dissenting opinions fast?

The truth may be out there, but the question remains: whose truth? 
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6     EVE’S BITE

Prologue

Read Me First
The End of the Golden Weather

“The Trojans wondered why the great Wooden Horse had been left be-
hind. And there were some who considered that it had been left there as 
an offering to the goddess, Pallas Athene, and they thought it should be 
brought within the city. Others were wiser and would have left the Wooden 
Horse alone. But those who considered that it should be brought within 
prevailed; and, as the Horse was too great to bring through the gate, they 
flung down Part of the wall that they might bring it through. The Wooden 
Horse was brought within the walls and left upon the streets of the city and 
the darkness of the night fell.”
Homer, The Odyssey

 The call came some time just after 2am. I’d been late to bed after finishing 
my national talk radio slot the previous evening, then killing a couple of 
hours on last minute deadline prep for our magazine, Investigate, due to 
go to press later that week. And so, when the phone trilled annoyingly 

beside my ear in the early hours of September 12, 2001, New Zealand time, 
it took a while to shake the fog of the night’s deepest slumber. So much so, in 
fact, that the first time it rang I dozily hung up on the caller without either 
listening or saying anything.

Seconds later, it rang again.
Fumbling for the receiver, the perfunctory greeting muttered, I was shaken 

into a sudden mental clarity by the familiar but this time urgent tones of 
Shayne Kavanagh, Investigate’s London-based photo-journalist. There was an 
edge to his voice that made me sit up this time, and pay attention.

“Listen you dumb #%@! It’s Shayne. New York’s been attacked. It’s been 
bombed!”

Nah. At two in the morning, with just an hour of sleep under my belt, that 
particular concept was refusing to register in any coherent way. Kavanagh 
probably guessed as much from my silence.

“Are you there? America is under attack! Planes have hit the World Trade 



PROLOGUE     7

Centre, New York’s burning, the Pentagon’s been hit, I’m watching it here in 
London on CNN. Do you want me to fly there?”

As a news magazine editor right on deadline, there are sometimes instant 
decisions you have to make. As a human being faced with the enormity of 
events like 9/11, sometimes there are instant decisions you simply can’t make. 
I remember pretty much dropping the phone with a vague promise to call 
Kavanagh back, and then scrabbling for the TV remote. That was the last sleep 
I got that night.

As a front-line news and current affairs journalist with a quarter century 
of reportage under my belt, I’ve seen some sights. I’ve witnessed the carnage 
of head-on road collisions and grisly murders, I’ve survived two near-miss 
air incidents, I’ve been inside a TV news chopper being shot at by a psycho-
pathic gunman on the ground below. I’ve helped tackle an armed bank robber 
who’d just wounded two people (admittedly I only realized he was armed 
when I came face to face with the weapon as a group of us wrestled him to the 
ground) I’ve even had to break the news (inadvertently, thanks to police for-
getting to notify the next of kin) to a mother and child that their airline pilot 
husband and father has just been killed after ploughing his commercial flight 
straight into the side of a mountain, with the loss of all on board.

I have experienced much, but nothing came close to preparing me for the 
gut-wrenching anguish of what flickered live across the TV screen from New 
York early that morning: the twin towers collapsing, the office workers jump-
ing to certain death rather than waiting to be burned or crushed, the then-
unaccounted-for Flight 93. In short, like millions of others across the world in 
those moments, I sat transfixed as the cathode ray tube in the corner balefully 
bombarded me with images of destruction, death and malevolent evil on a 
scale truly hard to fathom.

For an earlier generation, this sense of innocence lost was perhaps best ex-
emplified by the fall of Camelot – John F. Kennedy’s assassination in Novem-
ber 1963 at the height of the US/Soviet cold war. Whilst it is true that those 
presidential gunshots continue to ricochet through history even to this very 
day, what happened on September 11 will be writ large in history textbooks of 
the future  - probably in Arabic -  as the beginning of the end of the West, the 
straw that broke a civilization’s back.

Of course, the story of the death of the West isn’t quite that simple – its 
roots go back a century or more – but there can be little doubt that 9/11 
marked the point of no return.

As the tears streamed down my face in the reflected glow of the TV screen 
on that September morn six years ago, I grieved not just for those whose mur-
ders I was watching live on screen. I wept, too, in the realization that this was 
a new kind of war that the West was unlikely to win.
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No matter what President Bush, or Hillary or Obama or Kerry or anyone 
else tells you, the West is ultimately dead in the water on this one unless the 
citizens of the United States, Canada, Britain, Australia and New Zealand 
wake up one morning and smell the smoke from their civilization’s engine 
room. No amount of superior weapons technology, no amount of “surgical” 
air strikes, no amount of “dialogue” is going to make a blind bit of difference 
to Islamofascism’s inexorable advance across the surface of the planet. 

The reason for this is simple, but many in the news media and politics appar-
ently don’t want you to hear it – largely, I venture, because telling you would 
first involve having to admit that their own view of how the world should run 
is fundamentally and irretrievably wrong. And after all, pride comes before a 
fall – especially the fall of a civilization.

As you read this book, I hope you’ll join the dots and start to realize what 
you, your family and your friends are facing. The West will lose, unless we 
can end the poison that is now weakening our civilization by the day. It 
is our kryptonite, and until we neutralize it we cannot save the planet, let 
alone ourselves.

In one sense, this book is not really about Islamofascism at all. In another 
sense, it all is. The rise of radical Islam is merely the opportunistic or parasitic 
infection that sets in because of the victim’s weakened state. Rome fell to the 
barbarians not because the Goths truly were superior to Rome, but because 
they were one parasite too many on a civilization already weakened by its own 
depravity and introspection.

Likewise, if the West’s internal problems are not dealt with, it won’t matter 
whether it’s mad mullahs or members of a resurgent Pygmy tribe out of Africa 
– someone, somewhere, sometime will deal the West its death blow.

In terms of being in the right place at the right time, Islamofascists have 
become ‘catch of the day’ pretty much by default, which is why I’ve paid them 
due care and attention in the conclusion. But never lose sight of the underly-
ing plot: the cancer afflicting the West is the real story of Eve’s Bite, a story of 
seductive and destructive philosophies and social engineering that within the 
space of a generation have intellectually crippled the greatest civilization the 
world has ever seen.

My thesis is simple, that three intellectual forces over the past 150 years 
have converged and come to dominate Western society: Darwinism, Marxism 
and, to a lesser but nonetheless significant extent, Eugenics – Darwinism’s 
illegitimate child beloved of the Nazis and scientists. While public opinion 
polls show a majority of people don’t believe Darwin’s Theory of Evolution, 
and even fewer would describe themselves as Marxists, nonetheless much of 
the education curriculum in state schools is consistent with Marxist education 
theory and belief. Most students who’ve been through the state system have 
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never heard the phrase “Marxist” used in class and could not even tell you 
what it is, yet if you examine their beliefs you’ll find they have been heavily 
influenced by what their parents would once have called communism.

American philosopher Peter Kreeft set out 17 years ago how Marxism works 
for change:1

There is no objectively permanent moral law [and] no sub-
jectively permanent moral law; that human nature is malleable 
and that conscience can be shaped, reshaped, or eradicated by social 
engineering. This is the position of Marx and of Behaviorism. 
[emphasis added]

Is there anyone reading this who doesn’t think efforts are being made to 
socially engineer people by manipulating issues of conscience? Given that our 
students are now either voting or about to join the voting class, their indoc-
trination poses a major threat to democracy and the destiny of the West, and 
here’s why: civilizations can turn on a dime or, in sociological-speak, in a gen-
eration or two. That’s because ultimately a civilization put to the test must be 
able to physically and mentally defend itself. Traditionally, when push comes 
to shove, that means men aged 16 to 45. But if you create a culture where mil-
itary service is scorned, where defence forces are not maintained, and where 
a Marxist state education system drums into kids that there is nothing worth 
fighting for, then firstly you have a morale problem. Secondly, you have a real-
ity problem because large portions of the map don’t see the world the way you 
do and are increasingly excited about having a whack at an emasculated West. 
Thirdly, you have a bums-on-seats problem because birthrates in the West are 
so low that “our” next generation of potential combatants is much smaller 
than “theirs” - those cultures with birthrates 600% higher.

Which leaves the West relying on the only differential left on the board – 
technology, in the form of nuclear weapons. Given the speed at which Islamic 
countries are going nuclear, that differential won’t last much longer either.

It was clear Marxist policy, written decades ago, to strip the West of the will 
to resist. Congratulations, they’ve pretty much done it.

None of this is to argue that the problem is two-dimensional; that I am 
suggesting a grand conspiracy has somehow re-created Invasion of the Body 
Snatchers and everyone who attends a public school or votes for a left-wing 
government is automatically a vacuous robot. What I am arguing is that the 
political correctness and Marxist indoctrination taking place makes people 
more likely to see the world through those eyes, and makes it harder for any 
sustained defence of Western culture before the poison weakens resolve again. 

1  http://www.catholiceducation.org/articles/apologetics/ap0100.html
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To argue otherwise is to suggest Advertising doesn’t work and Propaganda has 
no effect on the human mind which, as you’ll see from the evidence in this 
book, is an utterly ridiculous assertion.

The State-directed brainwashing/re-programming/thought control (what-
ever you want to call it) of the public doesn’t prevent individuals from break-
ing free, but it does make it harder for individuals to do so. The biggest danger 
however is that it creates a mass bloc of voters who have been educated to 
believe in the same things that a socialist State believes in, and you end up in 
a self-perpetuating cycle of Marxism. As Soviet dictator Vladimir Lenin once 
boasted, capitalists will sell Marxism the rope that Marxism will use to hang 
capitalists with. This is where the West currently teeters. Contrary views are 
being excluded from the education system, and increasingly from the news 
media, and conservative politicians who attempt to articulate their views are 
often gently ridiculed by the media or, if it looks like their views may be get-
ting public support, aggressively targeted.

Marxists frequently rely on ridicule and name-calling to deflect attention 
from their agenda. For example, they’ll describe books like this one as pushing 
the “reds under the beds conspiracy theory”, or “Islamophobia”. They rely on 
the fact that most people won’t bother to read the book; the public usually rely 
on media coverage of the book to apprise them of the debate, so they won’t be 
exposed to the coherent, fully-documented evidence in here.

My critics will be begging and fervently praying to whatever Deity they don’t 
believe in, that none of you read this book, and none of you talk about it with 
your kids, friends and workmates.

So it is up to you, the readers, to slip below the radar of the State and in 
some cases a brain-dead media, to tell your friends what you’ve read and to 
encourage them to get hold of a copy of Eve’s Bite and assess the evidence for 
themselves, without being distracted by negative media spin.

The biggest problem, as I see it, is that since the mid-1800s the West has 
been in spiritual and cultural decline, even allowing for the American century, 
and that the twin vultures of Marxism and Islamofascism are now orbiting in 
ever-decreasing circles.

Can we survive? Only if we rediscover our core beliefs, rediscover what it 
means to be a Westerner – for all its faults the greatest civilization in history 
– and only if we re-educate ourselves and our children about the psychologi-
cal techniques of persuasion being used against us, and vote in new political 
administrations who’ll take a blow-torch to Marxism and Islamofascism in our 
communities wherever they show up. 

As Mark Steyn remarked soon after 9/11: we hand-wringing and soft liber-
als of the West are “sleepwalking towards national suicide” because we’re either 
too frightened or too stupid to wake up and do something about it.



PROLOGUE     11

Bored with our own history and achievements, we let our attention turn 
towards philosophical baubles and alluring ideas from other lands that washed 
up on our shores. And, like the naïve Trojans admiring a magnificent wooden 
horse on their city’s doorstep some 29 centuries ago, we too have welcomed 
modern day wooden horses into our homes, our cities and our lives. It is too 
late to shut the gate, the horsemen in this latter-day apocalypse are well and 
truly on the loose.
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1

School Daze
The Dumbing Down of a Generation

“The National Socialist state, growing out of a revolution, had the 
task of centrally leading both propaganda and education, uniting 
two concepts that are related but not identical, molding them into 
a unity that in the long term can serve the government and people.” 
Josef Goebbels, Nazi Propaganda Minister, Nuremberg, 1934

 In a Los Angeles school classroom, a teacher is stunned when her high school 
class has no idea what the Holocaust was. Across the Atlantic, in a British 
school, a survey reveals some students think the D-Day invasion in World 
War 2 was “against New Zealand”. The survey, taken for the 60th anniver-

sary of D-Day in 2004, showed massive levels of generational memory loss 
about the biggest conflict in recorded world history.2 Some high school stu-
dents believed D-Day happened in 1066 (the date of William the Conqueror’s 
invasion of England, or 1776 (the US Declaration of Independence).

One student, who correctly guessed D-Day was the date the Allies landed 
on the beaches of Normandy to begin the push against the Nazis, nonetheless 
incorrectly wrote that D-Day was led by Private Ryan, the fictitious character 
in Steven Spielberg’s WW2 blockbuster Saving Private Ryan. 

In all, only 28% of the students knew what D-Day actually was. The survey 
asked a range of other questions about the World War 2 event, most of which 
the students were unable to answer. Reuters news agency quoted experts saying 
“British pupils’ ignorance about the basic facts of D-Day probably reflected recent 
educational trends to move away from ‘dates and battles’ in teaching history”. 

As you’ll discover later in this book, history has been replaced in many cases 
by “Queer Studies”, “Women’s Studies”, and “Tolerance Studies”, reflecting 
recent educational trends to move away from knowledge-based learning in 
favour of social conditioning.

2  http://www.telegraph.co.uk/news/main.jhtml;sessionid=OCP2Z2YM22UTZQFIQMFCM5
WAVCBQYJVC?xml=/news/2004/05/30/ndday30.xml
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One child, however, scored a perfect 100% in the D-Day exam, stunning his teacher.
“I asked him how he knew material which we had not covered in school,” 

the teacher said, “He told me he had picked it up from a D-Day game he 
played on his computer.”

Thank God for capitalist endeavours! 
How is it that one of the most significant events of the 20th century could 

slip so soon into mythology for children undergoing a state education? Well, if 
you think the kids are rough, try their parents. Another survey of 2,000 Brit-
ish adults found a staggering 11% believe Adolf Hitler is a fictional character, 
and one in every 20 people (that’s nearly equivalent to the number of people 
who voted for the Greens in the last election) think that Conan the Barbarian 
is a real figure from early Nordic history.

Nearly 33% don’t believe the Cold War – between the West and the com-
munist Soviet Union – was a real event, yet more than 6% believe that the War 
of the Worlds, H.G. Wells’ science fiction tale about an invasion by Martians, 
is real.

New Zealanders will be pleased to know that one in every 30 British adults 
thinks “the Battle of Helm’s Deep in the Lord of the Rings trilogy, featuring 
slavering Orcs, actually took place,” reported Britain’s Independent newspaper.3

There is an oft-quoted saying from early 20th century philosopher George San-
tayana, “Those who cannot remember the past are condemned to repeat it.”

But what about those who aren’t even taught about the past in any meaning-
ful sense? Because that’s where our current generation of school students are 
at. A search of the entire NZ school curriculum for history and social studies, 
which can be done online4 at the Ministry of Education’s website, reveals the 
weighting given to various study topics. 

Unless a student is optionally taking History in years 11 or 12, they won’t 
find the Nazis on the formal curriculum during their entire time in school. 
The MoE offers one NCEA paper, which briefly explores how the Nazis rose 
to power in the years 1933 and 1934, and another on the Munich Crisis and 
the attempts to appease Hitler to gain peace. That’s it.  Additionally, approved 
optional classroom resources include a sprinkling of other external websites, 
one of which profiles Nancy Wake, the New Zealander known as “the White 
Mouse”, who helped lead the French Resistance; another tells the story of 
escapes from Colditz prison camp; the third provides information about the 
holocaust and the fourth discusses “victims of National Socialism in Germany 
and right-wing extreme movements”.

Presumably we might find “left wing extreme movements” being studied in 
the NZ curriculum, but they’re not described as such. On closer inspection, 
the only negative portrayal of a left wing extreme movement is the Pol Pot 

3  NZ Herald, April 6, 2004, “Hitler mythical but Conan real”
4  http://www.tki.org.nz/e/search/
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regime in Cambodia, but students are left feeling happy and validated because 
the good guys – in the form of the left-wing communist Vietnamese Army - 
came to the rescue and defeated Pot. In the subject list under social sciences, 
social studies or history, there is no heading for Socialism, nor Marxism, and 
no study of Soviet dictator Josef Stalin’s purges that killed tens of millions. 

There is a compulsory social studies unit on the Vietnam War which takes an 
anti-war perspective, and an optional History unit on the same where students 
are encouraged to convince their class why the communist liberation of Viet-
nam from the corrupt South Vietnamese and the Americans was a good thing.

There are however 101 items listed under the heading “Social Justice”, 157 
under “Women in History” including a large number of compulsory units, 
29 results on Women’s Suffrage, 96 on Diversity, 63 on Racism, 0 on the US 
Constitution, 0 on the Magna Carta…I think you probably get the picture.

It is amazing to see how far education has sunk since the State took over the 
curriculum, and in the spirit of the title of this chapter, it is worth looking 
at some of the history currently being rapidly forgotten. After all, an educa-
tion system that does not teach honestly about the major events of Western 
civilization is doomed to turn out dull-witted, uninformed people – in other 
words, the gene pool of left-wing voters.

How can a student recognize Marxism in government policy if their educa-
tion entirely overlooks it? How can a student recognize they’re being played 
like a piano by state propaganda if they’ve never studied Propaganda’s elite 
concert pianists, the Nazis?

In writing this book, it became self-evident that I would need to spell out 
some lessons of history before I could show how they’re being repeated.

The journey begins in the mid 1800s. Three major forces are at work in 
Western civilization at the time, all of which have played a major role in the 
events we examine in this book. The first - Charles Darwin’s On The Origin of 
Species better known as the Theory of Evolution – was scientific but massively 
religious in scope, and we’ll explore it elsewhere in this book. 

The second of these forces, Marxism, was political. The emergence of the 
modern Republic – the United States of America – on the back of a popu-
lar uprising against the tyranny of monarchial rule, heralded a new kind of 
politics in the late 18th century. Citizens started flexing their muscles against 
centuries of direct rule by either Kings or their parliaments. France was the 
next to catch the revolution bug when its King and Queen were beheaded, 
and the republican movement sent shockwaves throughout the ruling classes 
in Europe.

Monarchies had traditionally ruled via a chain of command that nominally 
began with God, then the King, then his subjects. The Republicans, on the 
other hand, saw it as God, then the People, then the Government. The idea 
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was that only individuals could have a personal relationship with God, and 
that truly free individuals were answerable first to God, rather than as “sub-
jects” or chattels of a King. The People, being sovereign themselves under the 
Republican system, then collectively delegated their sovereignty to a Govern-
ment and empowered it to act in their name for the common good of their 
country. The government was supposed to be the servant of the people.

But although the idea of revolution caught on, not everyone had the same 
view on the chain of command, or the values that the new nation-states should 
adhere to, and amidst the death throes of empires in Europe, there rose up a 
philosopher by the name of Karl Marx, the man whose name is synonymous 
with Communism, Marxism and Socialism.

Marx, for example, didn’t share any Christian values with the American 
revolutionaries half a century earlier.

“Religion is the sigh of the oppressed creature, the heart of a heartless 
world, and the soul of soulless conditions,” he wrote. “It is the opium of the 
people…The first requisite for the happiness of the people is the abolition 
of religion.”

In Christianity, which was the only major religion in Europe at the time, 
Marx knew he had a substantial foe. In Marx’s ideal world, the people would 
cease to believe in God and believe only in the state. Eventually, he figured, 
once the world had converted to socialism, individual states wouldn’t matter 
any longer either, and the people would simply believe in socialist ideals. Pick-
ing up on the Biblical warning that mankind cannot serve two masters, Marx 
figured outlawing one master was the only solution.5

“When Engels and I first joined the secret Communist Soci-
ety we made it a condition that everything tending to encourage 
superstitious belief in authority was to be removed from the 
statutes. Law, morality, religion, are to him so many bourgeois 
prejudices, behind which lurk in ambush just as many bour-
geois interests.

“Communism abolishes eternal truths, it abolishes all reli-
gion, and all morality.”

Let that message sink in, for a moment, and consider the society in which 
you now live. Is it closer to Christendom now, or Communism? How many 
of you still believe in “eternal truths”, as opposed to “that may be true for you 
but not for me”?

Marx hated Christianity, and had done since his youth. He was six when his 
German-Jewish family converted to Christianity, and evidently he wrestled 

5  http://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Karl_Marx
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with it. In a letter written at the age of 17, Marx expressed the Christian mes-
sage in a nutshell:

“Union with Christ bestows inner exaltation, consolation in suffering, calm 
assurance, and a heart which is open to love of mankind, to all that is noble, 
to all that is great, not out of ambition, not through the desire of fame, but 
only because of Christ.”

Yet just three months later a letter of advice from his father suggests the 
teenager was starting to stray:

“Faith [in God] is a real [requirement] of man sooner or later, and there are 
moments in life when even the atheist is involuntarily drawn to worship the 
Almighty.”

Just two years later, Karl Marx’s atheism and ideas of transforming society 
led his father to write to the 19 year old:

“Since [your] heart is obviously animated and governed by a demon not 
granted to all men, is that demon heavenly or Faustian?”6

During his university years, Marx wrote that “criticism of religion is the 
foundation of all criticism”. He was heavily influenced by another German 
thinker, Ludwig Feuerbach, who wrote in Essence of Christianity three key 
principles that Marx picked up on: firstly, that “Man is the highest essence 
for man”, which meant he should bow to no god; secondly, that “Man makes 
religion, religion does not make man”; and thirdly that religion is simply man’s 
way of explaining terrestrial phenomena that seem supernatural to him.

How many times have you heard atheists and callers on talkback radio rely-
ing on these arguments to ridicule Christianity?

Marx knew that to achieve his aims of pushing Christianity out of Europe 
and eventually the world, he first had to brainwash his “proletariat” – to re-
educate them with Marxist principles – and then give them the vote.

“Democracy is the road to socialism…The meaning of peace is the absence 
of opposition to socialism.” 

Funnily enough, Islam has a similar definition of peace.
Marx was one of the first to call for a free state education for all children, al-

though of course his motives were ulterior. Later socialists like Italy’s Antonio 
Gramsci and France’s Louis Althusser developed more detailed plans for educa-
tion, noting that the ruling class, whatever it might be, determines the definition 
of “knowledge” or “truth” – which gels with the curriculum priorities I alluded to a 
few pages back: the current ‘ruling class’ in Western bureaucracies, being Marxist-
leaning, have determined that studying “isms” is more important than studying 
history and the foundations of Western civilization. Marx, Gramsci and Althusser 
would approve. They saw Marxist capture of education as imperative. 

There is an interesting discourse in Althusser’s Lenin and Philosophy and 
6  http://www.marxists.org/archive/marx/letters/papa/1837-fl2.htm
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Other Essays, where he describes the two branches of “State Apparatus”, the 
first being institutions of enforcement like Police or the Army, and the second 
being what he calls Ideological State Apparatuses, which are organizations or 
groups that determine how we think. Intriguingly, Althusser describes schools 
as a “Religious Ideological State Apparatus” [emphasis added], a clear hat-tip 
to the idea that schools are there to fashion children’s beliefs, not teach them 
objective facts, and he states that the “dominant ideological State apparatus, 
is the educational apparatus, which has in fact replaced in its functions the 
previously dominant ideological State apparatus, the Church”.

Hopefully you have begun to see why they don’t teach NZ school students 
the facts about Marxism – the brighter kids might realize they’re guinea-pigs 
in a Marxist ideological experiment. Socialists don’t really see schools as learn-
ing institutions, but more as Churches of the State, with your children as their 
congregation. They do teach religion in schools, just not the one you think!

Marxist thought came to dominate the young intellectual classes, and found 
an ally in Darwinism.

“Darwin, who I am now reading, is splendid,” wrote Friedrich Engels in a letter7 
to Marx soon after On The Origin of Species was published in 1859. Both commu-
nists could identify with “survival of the fittest”, and saw that the biological ideas 
advanced by Darwin could equally be imposed on society at large.   

The theme was later elaborated on by Soviet revolutionary Leon Trotsky, 
who first of all explained why atheism was crucial in the education system8:

“Religiousness is irreconcilable with the Marxian stand-
point. We are of the opinion that atheism, as an inseparable ele-
ment of the materialist view of life, is a necessary condition for 
the theoretical education of the revolutionist. He who believes 
in another world is not capable of concentrating all his passion 
on the transformation of this one.”

Trotsky then wrote that Darwin’s Theory of Evolution must be taught in 
state schools, not because it is a good theory but because it makes belief in 
God impossible – and that was the supreme aim of Marxism:

“Darwinism itself is … entirely irreconcilable with this be-
lief. In this, as in other respects, Darwinism is a forerunner, 
a preparation for Marxism. Taken in a broadly materialist and 
dialectic sense, Marxism is the application of Darwinism to hu-
man society.”

7  http://mmcconeghy.com/students/supsocialdarwinism.html
8  http://www.marxists.org/history/international/comintern/sections/britain/periodicals/

communist_review/1923/7/com_ed.htm
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Karl Marx, meanwhile, was so enamoured of Darwin that he offered to 
dedicate his thesis Das Kapital to the biologist, but Darwin turned down the 
offer, saying that endorsing the open attacks on religion that Marx was making 
could leave Darwin open to flak from members of his own family.

Not that other members of Darwin’s family were shy of jumping on the 
evolution, triumph-of-science bandwagon. One of these was Francis Galton, 
a cousin of Charles Darwin and now widely recognized as the father of the 
Eugenics movement, our third major ideology we’re exploring.

Galton believed that Darwin’s Theory of Evolution, natural selection and 
survival of the fittest all meant that science could and should intervene to 
improve the makeup of human society. Why leave it to nature, when the su-
perior intellect of Man could alter nature’s course and speed things up. To wit, 
Eugenics entailed selective breeding of the rich and bright, whilst preventing 
the poor and dullwitted from breeding.

Galton’s Eugenics Society hosted guest speakers like Professor Karl  
Pearson:

“We are ceasing as a nation to breed intelligence as we did 
fifty to a hundred years ago. The mentally better stock in the 
nation is not reproducing itself at the same rate as it did of old; 
the less able and the less energetic are more fertile than the bet-
ter stocks. No scheme of wider or more thorough education will 
bring up, in the scale of intelligence, hereditary weakness to the 
level of hereditary strength. The only remedy, if one be possible 
at all, is to alter the relative fertility of the good and bad stocks 
in the community.”9

It is important to remember that these advocates were the leading scientific 
lights of their time, early in the 20th century. Galton himself wrote of the need 
to worm eugenics into popular culture with an early form of propaganda:10

“There are three stages to be passed through. Firstly, it must 
be made familiar as an academic question, until its exact impor-
tance has been understood and accepted as a fact. Secondly, it 
must be recognized as a subject whose practical development de-
serves serious consideration. And thirdly, it must be introduced 
into the national conscience, like a new religion.” [emphasis added]

9  http://galton.org/browse/galton/search/books/essays-on-eugenics/pages/essays-eu-
genics_0086.htm

10  http://galton.org/cgi-bin/searchImages/galton/search/books/essays-on-eugenics/pag-
es/essays-eugenics_0049.htm
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What is it with these whacky 19th century philosophers and their obsession 
with creating new religions based on evolutionary theory? Anyway, Galton 
continues:

“It has, indeed, strong claims to become an orthodox religious 
tenet of the future, for Eugenics cooperates with the workings 
of Nature by securing that humanity shall be represented by the 
fittest races. What Nature does blindly, slowly, and ruthlessly, 
man may do providently, quickly, and kindly. As it lies within 
his power, so it becomes his duty to work in that direction…
the improvement of our stock seems to me one of the highest 
objects that we can reasonably attempt.”

I’ll return to Eugenics later in the book, because it has re-surfaced in mod-
ern times as genetic modification, stem cell research, euthanasia and selective 
screening and culling of fetuses. But suffice to say that by the early 20th cen-
tury, these three major ideologies were trying to achieve major social change in 
different ways: Marxism, through what philosopher Steven Pinker calls “social 
engineering”, Darwinism by inspiring the “death of God” movement across 
society, and Eugenics – applied Darwinism – leading to a brave new world 
based on selective breeding, killing of “inferior stock”, and the creation of “a 
master race” by science. 

All three doctrines are founded on atheism. These doctrines caused more 
bloodshed in the 20th century than had been spilt in all the recorded wars of 
human history combined, and two of these doctrines (Darwinism has been 
politically strong throughout) – albeit in modified form - are making a come-
back today in Western education and popular media.

To understand why they are so dangerous, however, first requires a return to 
what many students apparently now believe is a fictional event: World War 2.



We hope you’ve enjoyed this extract.

If you’d like to read this book, click here to get it from IanWishart.com. 

Or get it right now from Amazon or Kobo. 

If you’ve read it, please consider leaving a review on Amazon here.

http://www.investigatemagazine.co.nz/Investigate/product/eves-bite/
http://www.amazon.com/Eves-Bite-Ian-Wishart-ebook/dp/B006JT8A4E/
https://store.kobobooks.com/en-ca/ebook/eve-s-bite
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6

Prologue

The Sky Is Falling
“Chicken Little was in the woods one day when an acorn 
fell on her head. It scared her so much she trembled all over. 
She shook so hard, half her feathers fell out. “Help! Help!” 
she cried. “The sky is falling! I have to go tell the king!”

– Act I, The Story of Chicken Little 

The story of Chicken Little is the story of our times. Frankly, 
it should be a Hollywood blockbuster. Hang on, Al Gore’s 
already produced it. How silly of me. The tale of the chook 

that misinterpreted a natural event bears striking similarities to 
some modern roosters currently globetrotting the planet in a cloud 
of contrails and jetfuel, warning all of us the sky is warming, and 
the acorn trees are dying.

Despite two decades of hype and dire warnings though, the public 
are fast getting heartily sick of hearing about global warming and 
how all our grandkids are going to need flippers and a snorkel just 
to go downtown of a Friday evening. A recent Pew research poll 
found a staggering 41% of Americans now believe global warming 
has been “exaggerated” by its believers – the highest level of doubt 
recorded. On a list of the top 20 concerns for the public, global 
warming came in, well, 20th.

But don’t be fooled. Just because the public aren’t taking it seri-
ously anymore doesn’t mean vast armies of lobby groups, climate 
change believers and politicians won’t sign the new Copenhagen 
Treaty at the end of the year, selling your families into financial 
slavery to the UN and its multinational carbon-trading minions 
for the next century.

There is an awful lot riding on the global warming industry. Vast 
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fortunes stand to be made by some on the inside, and where there’s 
money there’s power and greed close behind. Would you be willing 
to bet next month’s wages that the Copenhagen Treaty won’t go 
ahead, just because the public increasingly don’t believe any more? 
I wouldn’t take that wager.

It’ll take more than a stake through the heart and a necklace of 
garlic to keep global warming believers from achieving their stated 
goals over the next few years.

Which is why I’ve written Air Con. I wanted to go on a voyage of 
discovery about global warming and to follow the evidence where it 
leads, using my experience as an investigative journalist. I explain, as 
we go through, what I believe about it and why, so I won’t distract 
you with the detail at this point. 

For the record, because I know the believers will work themselves 
into a lather over this book, I have not sought, been offered, nor 
accepted, a cent from “Big Oil”, “Big Industry”, “The Cigarette 
Smoking Man” or in fact anyone else, to write this book and pub-
lish it. Heidi and I own an independent book publishing, magazine 
and newspaper business which has published dozens of books by 
various authors over the years, many of them bestsellers. In fact, 
the publishing empire was born when major publishing houses were 
threatened behind the scenes with massive lawsuits if they handled 
my first book, The Paradise Conspiracy, on the international tax 
haven dealings of some major corporates. A security sweep at my 
office inside Television New Zealand confirmed the phone lines had 
been bugged, my home suffered break-ins, copies of the manuscript 
were taken and there was an attempt on my life when the brakes on 
my vehicle were sabotaged – an incident that prompted the Mit-
subishi dealership to call in police when they found the damage. 
Surrender, however, was not an option: the house was mortgaged, 
money was borrowed from family, and a fully-fledged publishing 
company emerged with a predatory wolf as its logo and a take-no-
prisoners attitude to match. Air Con is just the latest in that fiercely 
independent pedigree.

Planet Earth is in the grip of Chicken Little Syndrome, and frankly 
that makes this not just an important story but a compelling story. If 
humans are really the major cause of global warming via greenhouse 
gas emissions, and the planet will keel over and die if we don’t do 
something urgently, then I’d be among the first to be storming the 
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barricades of complacency. But if significant warming (catastrophic) 
is not actually happening, or if it is but it is caused by Nature, not 
humans, then frankly I don’t see the point in throwing the world’s 
economy down the plughole if it’s not going to stop the warming. 
King Canute found he could not order the tide to stop coming in. 
If global warming is a planetary tide that we have no control over, 
why waste money and time trying to stop it?

As you go through this book, you’re going to be reading some 
science. Nothing to be afraid of, in fact it’s essential if you have 
any hope of finding out whether you’ve been conned by the global 
warming industry. 

To try and make that journey a little easier, here are some basic 
tools to help you understand the main claims people like Al Gore 
make about climate change. This is what they believe:

Global Warming Theory: (usually called ‘climate change’ by 
believers in order to cover all eventualities). In simple terms, the 
theory says that by burning fossil fuels like oil and coal (hydrocar-
bons), humans have unleashed waste gases like Carbon Dioxide 
(CO2) and Methane into the atmosphere in such huge amounts 
that the planet is warming up uncontrollably.

Why? Because Carbon Dioxide (CO2) absorbs the sun’s heat when 
it is reflected off the planet’s surface back into the air, and traps that 
heat in our atmosphere instead of letting it escape into space.

What happens next? As the atmosphere begins to warm because 
of this trapped heat being stored by gases like CO2 and Methane, 
the extra heat melts icecaps and causes extra evaporation from the 
oceans. This evaporation turns into water vapour (steam, humid-
ity, clouds) which increasingly blanket the planet and cause even more 
warming, evaporation and humidity, and in turn more ice melt. 

How did this theory arise? Changing weather patterns have been 
with us forever, but our ability to study them is only quite recent. In 
the 1980s a group of scientists who suspected humans were polluting 
Earth to the point of sickness started discussing their beliefs. The 
US Congress heard testimony about “possible” global warming in 
1988, and by 1990 the United Nations had already assembled a team 
of experts to report on the new threat of global warming. If that 
sounds suspiciously fast for a bureaucracy to move you’d be right. As 
you’ll see later in this book, not much happens behind the scenes on 
global warming that has anything to do with coincidence. By 1992 
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the United Nations had convened a massive “Earth Summit” in Rio 
de Janeiro, Brazil, to talk about the future of the planet. 

In 1995 the United Nations issued its second report on Climate 
Change via the group known as the UN Intergovernmental Panel 
on Climate Change (IPCC for short) – a select group of climate 
scientists who’d been invited to contribute.

The seeds planted at the 1992 Rio conference bloomed into the 
Kyoto Protocol of 1997, which you’ve heard so much about, and the 
UN Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change issued its third 
report on the problem in 2001, with a fourth bite at the cherry in 
2007. Each report was scarier than the last.

The Jargon: Boy, the global warming believers love their jargon. 
It’s part of the process of keeping the rest of us confused and content 
to let the “experts” handle things. Sadly, these experts are working 
for people who want to steal your money. You’re going to have to 
get down and get dirty in order to see what they’re up to. They use 
a lot of acronyms like “IPCC” to cover for horrendously long and 
ponderous titles – most of these you can check in the Index at the 
back of the book if you forget what they mean. Let’s take a look at 
some of the other key phrases, however:

Anthropogenic: It means ‘human-caused’. Essentially, believers 
argue that global warming is entirely human-caused because of the 
greenhouse gases we’ve emitted through pollution.

Climate Change: This is now the official phrase to describe global 
warming, because it is so vague it can actually describe any weather 
or climate event. “Global Warming” doesn’t sound convincing to 
the public when it’s snowing outside.

Greenhouse Effect: This is a way of comparing runaway global 
warming on Earth to the heat and humidity inside a greenhouse. The 
only problem is that – unlike a greenhouse – Earth doesn’t have glass 
walls or a roof, so heat actually can and does escape. Global warming 
believers know this, but they use “greenhouse effect” to paint an easy 
mental picture in the public’s mind even if it isn’t technically true.

Forcings: A word to describe things that “force” temperature 
increases on Earth. An obvious culprit is the sun (solar forcing), 
but global warming believers prefer to claim that carbon dioxide 
(CO2 forcing) is now responsible.

Feedbacks: Things that kick in after an initial ‘forcing’ to create 
merry havoc and cause even more warming. Examples might be 
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melting permafrost, which releases more methane and carbon diox-
ide to join the party, or water vapour which supposedly cloaks the 
planet in humidity and creates a speed-up in the warming/melting 
process (thus releasing more carbon dioxide from melting ice and 
permafrost and so on).

Summary: If it’s true it’s one of the biggest crises mankind has 
faced, because the Earth will indeed begin to warm up uncontrollably 
and sea levels will rise in catastrophic fashion. If it’s true.

There are, however, very good reasons to believe it is utterly wrong 
and that swallowing the lie that global warming is caused by humans 
will cost you, personally, thousands of dollars a year and cause the 
collapse of western civilisation (something the Green movement 
has been hoping for for decades).

This steamroller machine to introduce carbon taxes and emissions 
cuts at the end of this year has been sold to the public, the media 
and politicians as utterly essential, regardless of the cost, because 
“the science is settled”, and we are doomed if we don’t act now.

History is littered with the bodies of stupid people who did things 
in haste because their leaders assured them it was “utterly essential, 
regardless of the cost”. This book is a direct challenge to that kind of 
mentality, primarily showing that not only is the science not settled, 
but that the current panic over climate change has been deliberately 
provoked to cover a deeper agenda. I have bent over backwards in 
this book to quote peer-reviewed studies by leading scientists that 
show a healthy and ongoing debate about the reality and extent of 
global warming. I’m sure some of my critics will attempt to cherry 
pick their lines of attack, but the totality of the studies leaves little 
room for doubt that warming is largely natural in origin, and prob-
ably overestimated because of the dubious quality of international 
surface temperature sensors and sea level gauges.

After reading Air Con, if you hear anyone on a blogsite, in a 
newspaper or on TV trying to denigrate sceptics as just “deniers”, 
and assuring you “the science is settled”, I suspect like me you’ll 
be rolling all over the floor laughing so hard it’ll take you a week 
to stand up. The science may be many things, but settled it isn’t. 
And when there’s so much of your future and your family’s future 
at stake in the outcome of this debate, the last thing you need to 
hear are meaningless, patronising platitudes.

This book is a weapon against spin and propaganda. Use it well. 
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Chapter One

The Science Is Settled
“We’ve got to ride the global warming issue. Even if the 
theory is wrong, we will be doing the right thing in terms of 
economic and environmental policy”

– Timothy Worth, Council on Foreign Relations, 1990

 I f you believe 95% of the news media reports, Planet Earth is 
dying because of pollution from us evil humans. One report out 
in January of this year warns we’re now facing a “sea level rise 

of one metre within 100 years”, and notes that this is “three times 
higher than predictions from the UN’s Intergovernmental Panel 
on Climate Change (IPCC)”.1 On the other hand, if we’re going 
to hell in a handcart, another report at least provides some cold 
comfort – we won’t have to go without frozen confectionery as the 
planet heats up!

“Edible antifreeze saves ice cream”, screeched the headline in New 
Scientist magazine.2

Woohoo! Now that’s the kind of practical response to global 
warming we like to see. Why not drop the whole icecream thing 
and just go with flavoured antifreeze in a cone? 

If anyone epitomises global warming on a popsicle stick, it’s former 
US Vice President Al Gore, whose “documentary” An Inconvenient 
Truth broke box office records and scared political leaders the world 
over when it was released a couple of years ago. I use scare-quotes 
around documentary because a British court found Gore’s film 
was factually incorrect in a number of areas, and ruled that schools 

1 “Sea Level Rise of One Meter Within 100 Years”, Science Daily, 11 January 2009
2 New Scientist, 11 January 2008, http://www.newscientist.com/article/dn13178-edible-antifreeze-
promises-perfect-ice-cream.html
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wanting to show the film to kids should teach classes about all the 
points Gore got wrong.3

But if the old adage about never letting the facts get in the way 
of a good story is true, then Gore is a master storyteller. Take this 
transcript of a US National Public Radio broadcast:4

“Even once-sceptical Republicans are coming over to Gore’s side 
– and it seems the debate has shifted from arguing whether there 
is a climate crisis to disagreement over how to fix it.

“ ‘The science is settled’, Gore told the lawmakers. Carbon-dioxide 
emissions – from cars, power plants, buildings and other sources 
– are heating the Earth’s atmosphere. 

“Gore said that if left unchecked, global warming could lead to 
a drastic change in the weather, sea levels and other aspects of the 
environment. And he pointed out that these conclusions are not his, 
but those of a vast majority of scientists who study the issue.”

As Nazi propagandist Josef Goebbels once helpfully pointed out 
to the public relations industry, “If you tell a lie big enough and 
keep repeating it, people will eventually come to believe it”.

The biggest lie in Al Gore’s comments is this: “The science is settled”. 
It’s what practitioners of the dark arts of public manipulation refer to 
as a “lizard brain” phrase, that parks itself deep into the subconscious 
of listeners, thanks to a comforting appeal to authority figures (sci-
entists), and an assurance they’ve got it right (settled). Lizard brains 
are where instinctive, knee jerk reactions are generated often before 
the person consciously realises.

Around the world, politicians pushing a global warming barrow picked 
up on the “science is settled” phrase and its variant, “consensus”.

“These days the scientific consensus is almost total – climate 
change is coming ready or not. The sceptics are receding, just like 
the Arctic ice-sheet,” exclaimed New Zealand’s Minister for the 
Environment Pete Hodgson confidently.5

Journalist Andrew Bolt, writing in the Herald Sun, tried to chal-
lenge Australia’s Climate Change Minister Penny Wong with some 
inconvenient facts:6

3 “Al Gore’s inconvenient judgment”, Times of London, 11 October 2007, http://business.timesonline.
co.uk/tol/business/law/corporate_law/article2633838.ece 
4 NPR, 21 March 2007, “All things considered”, http://www.npr.org/templates/story/story.
php?storyId=9047642
5 NZ Herald, 16 February 2005, Op/ed page
6 http://blogs.news.com.au/heraldsun/andrewbolt/index.php/heraldsun/comments/im_sorry_but_i_tried/

http://www.npr.org/templates/story/story.php?storyId=9047642
http://www.npr.org/templates/story/story.php?storyId=9047642
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“At the Melbourne Press Club today, I asked Climate Change 
Minister Penny Wong the following question (from memory): 

“ ‘The IPCC, the UN’s climate change body, in its February 
report said it had detected human-induced global warming in just 
one 25 year period, up to around 1998. Since 1998, the consensus 
of the four bodies that measure the world’s temperature is that the 
world has not warmed. It has not warmed for a decade, and over 
the past couple of years has actually cooled. Minister, how many 
more years of no-warming will it take before you accept that the 
global warming theory on which you’ve based your huge carbon 
cutting scheme is actually wrong? One more year of no-warming? 
Five years? Or 15 years?’

“I’m afraid that Ms Wong did not answer my question. Then 
again, she did not question the premise, either. Instead she said 
she had to go with the ‘consensus’ science…But I suspect this is 
the question that will start to haunt her, because the facts – and an 
honest answer – are so deadly to her cause,” writes Bolt.

“Consensus”, too, seems to be order of the day in the journal Foreign 
Policy, with this claim from environmental writer Bill McKibben: 
“The science is settled, and the damage has already begun.”7

McKibben’s comments are worth further examination, because 
as you read this book you will see how utterly wrong he is. 

“Scientists Are Divided?” poses McKibben rhetorically, before offer-
ing an immediate rebuke: “No, they’re not. In the early years of the 
global warming debate, there was great controversy over whether the 
planet was warming, whether humans were the cause, and whether it 
would be a significant problem. That debate is long since over.”

Really? You can only put such a claim, made early this year, down 
to sheer chutzpah and old fashioned arrogance; it must be, because 
surely McKibben wasn’t unaware of this announcement when he 
wrote his dismissive comments:

“More than 31,000 scientists have signed a petition denying that 
man is responsible for global warming,” reported Britain’s Daily 
Telegraph in mid 2008.8 “The academics, including 9,000 with PhDs, 
claim that greenhouse gases such as carbon dioxide and methane 
are actually beneficial for the environment.”
7 Foreign Policy, January/February 2009 issue, http://www.foreignpolicy.com/story/cms.php?story_
id=4585 
8 Daily Telegraph, 30 May 2008, http://www.telegraph.co.uk/news/worldnews/2053842/Scientists-
sign-petition-denying-man-made-global-warming.html 

http://www.foreignpolicy.com/story/cms.php?story_id=4585
http://www.foreignpolicy.com/story/cms.php?story_id=4585
http://www.telegraph.co.uk/news/worldnews/2053842/Scientists-sign-petition-denying-man-made-global-warming.html
http://www.telegraph.co.uk/news/worldnews/2053842/Scientists-sign-petition-denying-man-made-global-warming.html
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There is no similar list of even 500 scientists who’ve put their 
names to a document supporting, like McKibben or Al Gore or 
Penny Wong, claims that humans are definitely causing global 
warming. In other words, far from a “consensus” or “settled”, the 
numbers of scientists prepared to publicly and visibly speak out 
against global warming hysteria seriously outnumber those who 
publicly list themselves as believers.

Keep repeating the lie often enough…
“Although the details of future forecasts remain unclear,” contin-

ues McKibben, “there’s no serious question about the general shape 
of what’s to come. 

“Every national academy of science, long lists of Nobel laureates, 
and in recent years even the science advisors of President George 
W. Bush have agreed that we are heating the planet. Indeed, there 
is a more thorough scientific process here than on almost any other 
issue: Two decades ago, the United Nations formed the Intergov-
ernmental Panel on Climate Change (IPCC) and charged its sci-
entists with synthesizing the peer-reviewed science and developing 
broad-based conclusions. The reports have found since 1995 that 
warming is dangerous and caused by humans. The panel’s most 
recent report, in November 2007, found it is ‘very likely’ (defined 
as more than 90 percent certain, or about as certain as science gets) 
that heat-trapping emissions from human activities have caused 
‘most of the observed increase in global average temperatures since 
the mid-20th century.’ 

“If anything, many scientists now think that the IPCC has been 
too conservative – both because member countries must sign off 
on the conclusions and because there’s a time lag. Its last report 
synthesized data from the early part of the decade, not the latest 
scary results, such as what we’re now seeing in the Arctic.”

McKibben, a former journalist turned environmentalist, is 
undoubtedly a nice enough guy, but he’s such an earnest global 
warming believer that even Al Gore looks up to him:

“When I was serving in the Senate, Bill McKibben’s descriptions 
of the planetary impacts... made such an impression on me that it 
led, among other things, to my receiving the honorific title ‘Ozone 
Man’ from the first president Bush,” said Gore.9 

9 http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bill_McKibben
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Well, now we know who to blame.
Politically, global warming is big news. Huge news. Not only is 

it the secular Armageddon story of our times, but it’s also tailor-
made for TV and Hollywood. Fortunes will, and already have, 
been made terrifying the public in the name of infotainment. This 
is Fear Factor, Storm Chasers and Who Wants To Be A Millionaire? 
all rolled into one.

For politicians, up until the world economic crash, global warm-
ing was seen as the “must have” issue on campaign tickets, to make 
it appear that the candidate or their party was listening to public 
[read “media-generated”] concerns. 

This media/political trendsetting exercise is a curious but effec-
tive parasitical relationship, somewhat akin to the remora fish that 
attaches itself to sharks. The media, who can broadcast sexy pictures 
of cute polar bears, and crashing glaciers, love the hype and excite-
ment and sense of urgency and drama that comes with these “end 
of the world” kind of stories. The politicians thrive on providing the 
solutions to media scare stories, and therefore looking like heroes 
and saviours. If the Bible’s Book of Revelation is Left Behind for 
intellectuals, then Al Gore’s movie An Inconvenient Truth is Left 
Behind for idiots.

And there’s something so very messianic about Al ‘the Baptist’ 
Gore and Barack ‘The One’ Obama’s tag team mission to change 
the world.

“Al Gore is lauded by the Academy Awards, by the Hollywood 
elitists, by the United Nation’s activists, by the far left, by the 
environmental extremes,” notes Republican sceptic Senator James 
Inhofe. “Katie Couric calls him the secular saint. Oprah Winfrey 
calls him the Noah of our time.”10

The insatiable media appetite for this kind of news meant, par-
ticularly in the early days, that they sought out people prepared to 
give them “bad news” soundbites. Those scientists prepared to speak 
up became high profile, and universities and institutions wanting 
to get in on the act provided research funding, at the same time 
approaching philanthropist donors and governments seeking money 
to pay for the grants to global warming researchers. The scarier 
the hypothesis, the easier it was to sell another round of “further 

10 James Inhofe, keynote speech, CPAC conference, 2 March 2007, http://www.conservative.org/
pressroom/2007/speech_inhofe.asp
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study needed”, and pretty soon hordes of academics, bureaucrats 
and journalists found themselves gainfully employed fulltime on 
the story of the century.

And what a story it’s turned out to be. In March this year, British 
economist Lord Nicholas Stern tried to ratchet up the fear factor 
just a touch by suggesting it is no longer a two degree rise in tem-
perature we face, but “six, seven degrees Centigrade” by the end 
of this century, bringing with it “deserts spreading across much of 
southern Europe, collapses in crop yields, rivers drying and perhaps 
billions of people being forced to leave their homes,” the Times of 
London reported.11

“What would be the implication of that?” Stern asked rhetori-
cally. “Extended social, extended conflict, social disruption, war 
essentially, over much of the world for many decades. This is the 
kind of implication that follows from temperature increases of that 
magnitude.” 

Stern’s threats are valid only if the temperature rise is real, and 
not merely the result of scaremongering hot air. Given that Planet 
Earth is currently cooling slightly, Lord Stern’s a pretty brave man 
making that kind of statement. But then, he’s preaching to the choir 
of fellow warming believers.

Science, like other disciplines, is influenced by the market. If the 
popular tide is flowing one way, it’s easier to get funding if you go 
with the flow and give the audience what they want. It’s not so easy 
trying to challenge herd-think, and it’s even harder getting research 
cash to carry out what many regard as flogging a dead horse.

There are politicians the world over – and I know some of them 
– who will stand up in their respective parliaments and congresses 
on any given day and channel Al Gore ad nauseum in debates 
intended for public consumption. Privately, those same politicians 
will admit they think anthropogenic [human-caused] global warm-
ing is a crock.

“But what can we do?” one told me. “If we are not seen to be doing 
something we’ll suffer a backlash from voters or other governments 
that could hurt our trade opportunities.”

The Emperor has no clothes, but politically few have the guts to 
shout it out.

11 “Nicholas Stern: politicians have no idea of the impact of climate change”, Times of London, 12 
March 2009, http://www.timesonline.co.uk/tol/news/environment/article5895518.ece
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At stake, however, are a number of things. And those stakes are 
now even higher thanks to the global financial collapse. If we are 
wrong about the extent of global warming, or if we are wrong about 
what causes it, vast amounts of taxpayer money – trillions of dollars 
potentially – will be thrown down a black hole for nothing.

That’s money that could be spent feeding the poor, providing good 
healthcare around the world, improving education opportunities, 
easing the pressure in world troublespots.

Instead, that cash is being earmarked for multinational corporates in 
emissions trading schemes, and governments through carbon taxes.

But will paying a carbon tax, or offsetting a carbon emission with 
buying a carbon credit, really make a blind bit of difference to the 
problem, or just create a new level of international bureaucrats and 
money-traders? That’s the question scientists, politicians, the news 
media and the public need to be asking.

Republican senator James Inhofe made an interesting point a couple 
of years back. He told delegates to a conference what the four biggest 
tax increases were in the US over the past four decades.12

“First was the Revenue Expenditures Control Act 1968, $35 bil-
lion; the crude oil windfall profit tax, $23 billion; the Budget Act 
of 1990, $29 billion; and then Bill Clinton’s tax increase of $32.3 
billion. Now these are the largest tax increases in the recent history 
of America.

“If you put this next to what the tax increase would be if we were 
to pass something like Kyoto,” said Inhofe, “it would be a $300 bil-
lion tax increase. It would be 10 times greater than the Bill Clinton 
tax increase of 1993.”

In dollar terms, every American household would be forking out 
an average of US$2,750 a year in extra taxes to help prevent global 
warming. And that’s assuming the Kyoto Protocol actually makes 
a difference.

One of the reasons the US did not ratify Kyoto is because its 
own climate change scientists didn’t think it would work. It was 
simply a feel-good scheme to fool the public. Tom Wigley, then of 
the National Centre for Atmospheric Research in the US, reported 
to the Clinton administration in 1998 that even if all industrialised 
nations in the world adopted the Kyoto Protocol and followed it to 

12 The CPAC 2007 conference, Washington DC, 2 March 2007. Congressional Quarterly Transcriptions.
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the letter, it would reduce global temperatures in 2050 by only 0.07 
degrees Celsius,13 or 7/100ths of one degree. That’s a figure so low it 
doesn’t even begin to emerge from the margin of error, it is actually 
scientifically undetectable. Every year at the moment we’re seeing 
climate swings of 0.5⁰C up or down based on natural variations. 
The Kyoto figure is meaningless.

The US Energy Information Administration ran its own figures, 
and declared that by 2010 the cost of to the US of ratifying Kyoto 
would be between $100 billion and $400 billion. President Clinton, 
naturally, realised Kyoto was a lame duck and it sank without trace 
in Washington.

Activists and pressure groups seized on US reluctance to sign 
up to Kyoto and rolled out a PR blitz, as these comments from 
KyotoUSA show:14

“Global warming is the most serious threat facing the planet 
today. Studies conducted by the world’s most respected climate 
scientists demonstrate that we must act collectively and immediately 
to make significant reductions in the amount of greenhouse gases 
that we are releasing into the atmosphere. Our failure to act now 
will result in catastrophic and irreversible consequences for all life 
on this planet.

“Countries around the globe are attempting to address this prob-
lem. In an agreement known as the Kyoto Protocol, most industri-
alized countries have agreed to cut their greenhouse gas emissions. 
Unfortunately, the United States steadfastly refuses to ratify the 
Kyoto Protocol and actively works against the efforts of the world 
community to reach its full implementation.”

Downunder, one of Australasia’s well known left wing bloggers, 
Russell Brown, also showed little appreciation for Kyoto’s ineffec-
tiveness at a practical, temperature-reducing level.15

“Speaking of global warming, the Australian government, in a fit 
of greed and denial, has confirmed its decision to ignore the Kyoto 
Protocol in case it costs some money. We hear so much about how 
the US and Australia aren’t ratifying that it’s easy to forget that 70 
other countries already have.”

There’s an old saying, “truth is not determined by majority vote”. 
13 Marlo Lewis op/ed column, “All cost, no bene� t”, Marlo Lewis op/ed column, “All cost, no bene�t”, Tech Central Station, 20 July 2005. http://cei.
org/gencon/019,05329.cfm
14 http://www.kyotousa.org/http://www.kyotousa.org/
15 Russell Brown’s Hard News, 7 June 2002, http://www.nznews.net.nz/hardnews/2002/20020607.html 

http://www.nznews.net.nz/hardnews/2002/20020607.html
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Just because a whole bunch of people (or in this case governments) 
believe something, doesn’t necessarily make it correct. Whilst the 
appearance of long lists of eminent names is relevant to clarifying 
whether debate on an issue is “settled” or not, big lists don’t actually 
prove the empirical truth of a claim.

Yet the Left very quickly turned Kyoto into a debate about ‘doing 
our bit’, and singled out countries they felt were not ‘doing their 
bit’ – like the US and Australia. The debate should never have been 
about everyone pitching in, it should have been about achieving a 
goal. And in real terms, reducing temperatures, Kyoto would achieve 
nothing no matter how hard we worked.

Brown’s native New Zealand, under the leadership of then prime 
minister and now UN appointee Helen Clark, was one of the first 
countries to ratify Kyoto in a blaze of publicity. Clark was the first 
leader outside Europe to initiate an emissions trading scheme. But 
(there’s always a ‘but’), Helen Clark’s legacy is a salutary lesson to 
the rest of the world about the flash over substance involved in 
political solutions to global warming.

“Helen talked of reducing net emissions to zero,” wrote blogger 
David Farrar.16 “Kyoto is about getting them back to 1990 levels. 
But surely Helen managed to at least keep them constant? Nope. 
From 1999 to 2006, this is the net increase (including offsetting 
with land use and forests) for various countries:

1. Sweden -61.8% [a 61.8% reduction]
2. Norway -31.8% 
3. Estonia -23.4% 
4. Monaco -21.4% 
5. Finland -9.2% 
6. France -6.3% 
7. Belgium -5.3% 
8. Hungary -4.6% 
9. Slovakia -4.5% 
10. Poland -4.3% 
11. Denmark -3.4% 
12. Netherlands -3.2% 
13. United Kingdom -2.6% 

16 http://www.kiwiblog.co.nz/tag/carbon_emissionshttp://www.kiwiblog.co.nz/tag/carbon_emissions
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14. Germany -2.0% 
15. European Community -0.9% 
16. Portugal +0.9% [a 0.9% increase in emissions]
17. Japan +0.9% 
18. United States +0.9% 
19. Italy +2.7% 
20. Ireland +3.0% 
21. Liechtenstein +3.9% 
22. Iceland +5.3% 
23. Bulgaria +6.2% 
24. Greece +7.0% 
25. Australia +8.2% 
26. Czech Republic +8.6% 
27. Switzerland +8.8% 
28. Canada +11.0% 
29. New Zealand +12.0% 
30. Spain +18.0% 
31. Turkey +33.3% 

“Only two industrialised countries (excluding those who are below 
their Kyoto targets) have a worse record than New Zealand under 
Helen Clark. We are also at 33% over our 1990 Kyoto target. The 
US is only 14% over, and Australia 7% over. The United Kingdom 
is 16% under.

“If Labour try to claim any sort of moral high ground on climate 
change, just remember these facts. Helen Clark’s record was one 
of the worst in the world on carbon emissions,” concluded blogger 
David Farrar.

The icing on the cake is that despite New Zealand being one of 
the worst performers in the world, even worse than the US which 
pointedly did not ratify Kyoto, the United Nations last year named 
Helen Clark as a “Champions of the Earth” award winner for her 
work on preventing climate change.17 

“New Zealand’s Prime Minister Helen Clark – whose country will 
host World Environment Day this year with the theme ‘Kick the 
Habit: Towards a Low Carbon Economy!’ – [is] among the seven 

17 United Nations Environment Programme release, “Climate Change Links 2008 Champions of United Nations Environment Programme release, “Climate Change Links 2008 Champions of 
the Earth Award Winners”, 28 January 2008 http://www.unep.org/Documents.Multilingual/Default.
asp?DocumentID=525&ArticleID=5738&l=en 

http://www.unep.org/Documents.Multilingual/Default.asp?DocumentID=525&ArticleID=5738&l=en
http://www.unep.org/Documents.Multilingual/Default.asp?DocumentID=525&ArticleID=5738&l=en
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environmental achievers chosen for this year’s awards, the United 
Nations Environment Programme announced today. 

“The Champions of the Earth prize, which will be given out at 
a ceremony in Singapore on 22 April, recognizes individuals from 
each region of the world who have shown extraordinary leadership 
on environmental issues.” 

It’s kind of like awarding Zimbabwe’s Robert Mugabe a Nobel 
Peace Prize because he allowed his soldiers to use their swords to steal 
other people’s ploughshares in furtherance of agricultural policy. 
Arguably, George W. Bush would have been a worthier recipient 
than the New Zealander – at least his country substantially out-
performed Helen Clark’s when it came to actually reducing carbon 
emissions. But this is the problem with the global warming industry. 
They’re so busy scratching each other’s backs and conspiring to get 
funding and awards for the “in crowd” that they’re all mouth and 
no action.

The irony in this case is that Helen Clark has just been appointed 
to the number three job in the United Nations, heading the powerful 
UN Development Programme with a $5 billion budget to promote 
a range of international projects including climate change policy 
and social engineering, among other things.

Environmental and other lobby groups (collectively referred to as 
‘Non Governmental Organisations’ or NGOs in UN-speak), which 
generally have very close relationships with the news media, are 
another sector who do very well out of environmental scare stories. 
For them it’s not awards or the lure of a cushy United Nations job, 
but money. The more punters they spook, the more donations they 
get and the more NGO funding and international conferences they 
can tap into.

Everyone’s a winner on the global warming gravy train except, per-
haps, the public and the polar bears. The polar bears lose because, in 
truth, none of the hand-wringing and tax gouging is actually going 
to change the course of global warming if it’s happening. And the 
public lose because they’re the patsies who’ll ultimately bear the entire 
financial cost through higher food and fuel prices, and higher taxes, 
all of which flow through every other aspect of the economy.

That’s why we have to be absolutely sure that anthropogenic global 
warming is taking place, before we commit serious dollars and 
time to possible solutions. Proof of ordinary, natural global warm-
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ing is not good enough. If it’s natural, there’s probably no hope of 
preventing it and we’re on for the ride whether we like it or not. 
And of course if no abnormal global warming is happening at all, 
human or otherwise, then we can all rest easy, take a paracetamol 
and get some sleep before turning to the real issues that face our 
civilisation in the 21st century.

Don’t misunderstand me: there are very good reasons to reduce 
pollution and protect the environment, and I understand that most 
who believe in global warming are genuine in their reasons. I respect 
that, but I don’t respect the people who have conned you. 

I only quoted you the most famous line from Nazi propaganda 
specialist Josef Goebbels at the start of this chapter, but so you can 
appreciate what this book is about, I’ll now print the entire quote. 
Read it carefully:

“If you tell a lie big enough and keep repeating it, people will 
eventually come to believe that. The lie can be maintained only 
for such time as the State can shield the people from the political, 
economic and or military consequences of the lie. It thus becomes 
vitally important for the State to use all of its powers to repress 
dissent, for the truth is the mortal enemy of the lie, and thus by 
extension, the truth is the greatest enemy of the State.”

In simple terms, propaganda fools the public by lying to them, and 
then using every available tool to marginalise opponents, write them 
off as “deniers” and “fools”, and passing laws to reinforce belief in the 
lie. It is not just the lie itself, but the efforts put into squashing any 
opposition to the lie, that are the mark of state propaganda. 

But truth is the mortal enemy of the lie, and in this book I’m 
aiming to put some balance back in the global warming debate by 
exposing some genuinely inconvenient truths.

You’ve probably detected from my tone I’m a global warming sceptic. 
I haven’t always been, but I am now. However, I’m also an investigative 
journalist who gets professional satisfaction from testing the evidence. 
Therefore, throughout this book, you’ll find me looking for the best 
evidence in favour of global warming generally, and human-induced 
global warming specifically, because I personally want to test that 
evidence for myself. I want to know whether global warming is real, 
and whether it’s caused by humans.

So should you. After all, it’s your money they’re after. So let’s 
find out.



We hope you’ve enjoyed this extract
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PROLOGUE 

The Ultimate Cold Case

“Juries are always told that, if conviction there is to be, the prosecution 
must prove the case beyond reasonable doubt. This statement cannot 
mean that in order to be acquitted the prisoner must satisfy the jury...it 
is the duty of the prosecution to prove the prisoner’s guilt. If at the end of 
and on the whole of the case, there is a reasonable doubt, created by the 
evidence given by either the prosecution or the prisoner, as to whether 
the prisoner killed the deceased...the prosecution has not made out the 
case and the prisoner is entitled to an acquittal.” 

– House of Lords, definition of reasonable doubt in Woolmington, 1935

It begins, as all good detective stories should, with a tip-off:
Letter to Investigate, 31st May 2008 

Dear Ian 
About June 1970 the Crewe murders took place at Onewhero. As 

you are aware, as at today’s date no one has been convicted for this 
horrendous crime since Arthur Allan Thomas was released from prison 
with a pardon.

What would genuine new information about this mystery be worth, 
providing it is not absorbed, some idiotic fantasy or clairvoyant rubbish 
but undisputable facts, such as the name of the blonde woman who fed 
baby Rochelle? As you are aware, this has been the most asked question 
and one of the conundrums of this most infamous murder mystery and 
I firmly believe that I know who she was. 

I have had information since 1970 that I have been far too frightened 
to release. I made an effort to inform the police in 1970 and spoke to 
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a Sergeant Johnston (I shall never forget his name) and outlined what 
I knew about some people that should be interviewed. Imagine my 
surprise when he went right off the rails and told me that if I ever rang 
the police with that information again or made any attempt to have 
it made known then I would be the next bastard found in the river, 
further now he had my name and I was to shut my bloody mouth 
forever over this matter.

Sergeant Johnston is now dead. However with the information that 
I have I am still a threat because all of his buddies aren’t dead. The 
main threat is [Name suppressed] and what I believe I know about 
him could see him jailed for the rest of his miserable life...”

What you are about to read is the explosive new evidence in New 
Zealand’s most perplexing and well known murder case, the cul-
mination of a two year investigation, and a decision by the man at 
the centre of the mystery, Arthur Allan Thomas, to break a long 
silence and tell, for the first time, his complete story.

Because this book marks the 40th anniversary of the Crewe mur-
ders, many readers will not be familiar with the full background 
to the case. For that reason, we’re covering it as if you’ve never read 
anything about it before. The last book to comprehensively docu-
ment the Arthur Allan Thomas story was, in fact, David Yallop’s 
Beyond Reasonable Doubt in 1978, so a re-examination is probably 
overdue.

First, an observation on previous books. There has been some ster-
ling work done by the likes of Terry Bell, Pat Booth, David Yallop 
and Chris Birt. In many ways, this book rides on their shoulders, 
but to some extent that’s an advantage. The Inside Story builds on 
40 years of reportage on the Crewe murders. Pat Booth’s first book, 
Trial by Ambush, was published in 1975 – partly as an effort to get 
Arthur Allan Thomas released. Chris Birt’s offering, The Final 
Chapter, was released 2001, two years after Len Demler’s death, and 
was primarily a book written to document Len Demler’s alleged 
guilt. In the 26 years between Booth and Birt, pretty firm beliefs 
took hold that if Thomas didn’t do it, then Len Demler must have.

The development of this dualistic, either/or, approach is fairly 
easily explained by the fact that Thomas’ supporters were largely 
confined to working from the police evidence and court transcripts 
– what I call ‘in the box’ material. Within that police evidence, 
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there were really only two suspects, Demler or Thomas. Thomas’ 
defence lawyers worked to rebut the material ‘in the box’ or propose 
alternative constructions of it, but at a deep level they were confined 
largely to what was ‘in the box’. The only other potential killer ‘in 
the box’ was Demler.

In my own investigative work, however, I’ve often found it much 
more productive to widen one’s terms of reference to ‘outside the 
box’ material. In the case of the Winebox investigation, having 
circled the core documents I then went on a much wider information 
sweep, slowly working my way back into the centre but retaining 
intelligence I might otherwise never have collected. I did this kind 
of ‘driftnet’ fishing approach until I was confident I knew virtually 
all there was to know about the incident in question, and much 
more besides. I’ve adopted a similar wide-ranging approach to the 
Crewe murder investigation.

I have also in this book, where possible, sourced the earliest public 
comments by various witnesses, on the grounds that statements 
made closer to the time tend to be less corrupted by memory fail-
ings or the comments of other people. Of necessity, I’m indebted 
(again) to Booth, Yallop and Birt for gathering some of these original 
testimonies, and of course the various newspaper reporters before 
them who helped write the first draft of history in regard to the 
Crewe murders. Many of the key players are now dead, which further 
enshrines these early interviews as important historical material. 
They cannot be re-interviewed; their books are closed, their printed 
words effectively become their last words.

I am hugely grateful to Arthur and Jenny, who made available not 
just their time but their complete archives of documents, newspa-
per clippings, trial reports and notes on the case, spanning several 
decades. I’m grateful also to Ray and Des Thomas for their assistance 
over the past two years and for their tireless pursuit of the facts.

The one thing that struck me, reading the official documents, 
books and news articles on the Crewe murders, is how flawed the 
“either/or” approach of the police was, because it left gaping holes 
where other suspects might legitimately have been pursued. 

Forty years after the event, I have the luxury of not having to 
prove Len Demler killed the Crewes in order to exonerate Arthur 
Allan Thomas. In fact, I have the luxury of seriously investigating, 
for the first time in a book, the case against Demler being the killer.
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So who was it? As best I can tell, the killer was someone who 
wasn’t ‘in the box’. By assuming early on that the killer had to be 
a local – in the sense of a Pukekawa villager – police hamstrung 
their own investigation to the point where they couldn’t make a 
case stick against suspect 1 and therefore had to fabricate evidence to 
nail suspect 2. Of course, there’s always the possibility that someone 
in the police knew the killer, and had a reason to keep the killer’s 
identity out of official records of the case.
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CHAPTER 1

Darkness At The Edge Of Town

The blades slice across the glass, but they don’t cut the blizzard 
of raindrops exploding ahead of me like golden starbursts in the 
oncoming headlights. An elderly schoolbus, young faces peering 
from behind steamy panes, rumbles past and I wonder how many 
of these Pukekawa schoolkids are aware that – 40 years ago this 
particular June day – a darkness fell on their town whose shadows 
linger still. It’s a fair bet, I ponder as I throw the Toyota around 
another tight corner, that the answer to my silent question is ‘none’.

The roiling stormclouds from the June frontal system battering the 
North Island retreat into the rear-view mirror as the car penetrates 
deeper into this north Waikato heartland and weaves through an 
interruption of late afternoon winter sunlight, dappling through 
dank roadside swamps and fens whose now azure pools are starkly 
punctuated by the reflections of lush cabbage trees and the wispy 
branches of the occasional native pine.

Fantails, regarded in Maori legend as harbingers of death, flitter 
and dip above the waters, diving into clouds of midges and emerg-
ing satiated. 

The marshlands are still giving up their 20th century ghosts to this 21st 
century driver; decaying and abandoned farm sheds and homesteads 
dot the high ground, their ancient, scarred and often bare timbers now 
exposed to both the elements and the ethereal kiss of sunset.

It seems an oddly haunting moodsetter as the 70km/h speed-limit 
sign marking the edge of town flashes past. Ahead on the horizon 
another Everest-sized wall of tempestuous grey is rushing in from 
the Tasman sea and, behind, the equally squally system I’ve just 
confronted. Yet here, in the middle, the tiny hamlet of Pukekawa 
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pauses to draw breath in the stillness that hides between thunder-
bands, and a rainbow crests over the village school. 

“You’re researching the Crewe murders?”, the pump attendant 
ventures, semi-rhetorically, after discovering my interest in his vil-
lage, but betraying no hint that he knows the significance of the 
date. I watch as the fuel gauge ticks over at speed, and momentarily 
marvel that the $106 I’ve just chalked up for a tank of gas would 
have filled up seven cars back on June 22, 1970.

“The community’s still divided, even now,” the attendant adds, 
clanging the pump handle back into its holster. “It’s interesting 
to watch, see who won’t talk to whom, who won’t eat in the same 
room as someone else.”

It’s been forty years, and the events of a bitter winter afternoon 
still ricochet through time finding targets in the souls of villag-
ers – some of whom weren’t even born when the shots were fired. 
Yet, just as the countryside surrounding it, Pukekawa has changed 
little in that time. It still has one church, one shop, one hall, and 
the little, 100-pupil, settlement school established back in 1895 – 
behind whose wrought iron gates a boy named Arthur Thomas and 
a younger Jeannette Demler eventually shared a classroom together.

On June 22, 1970, however, those schoolyard connections were 
not at the forefront of anyone’s mind. Instead, just as the clock 
ticked one in the afternoon, Jeannette’s father Len was swinging 
open the creaky gate leading to the little brick and tile farmhouse 
Jeannette shared with her husband of four years, Harvey Crewe. 
Within the hour of that discovery, police cars would swoop and 
detectives be crawling across the property, as Pukekawa residents 
came to realise something unspeakable had happened to two of 
their own. It would be 144 days before the body search was called 
off, at a cost of 1,895,184 man hours of searching.1

In the just over 14,600 days since then, much has happened in 
the world. Colour TV arrived, replaced now by HD TV. Comput-
ers that in 1970 filled a large sized room and which could only do 
the work of an average desk calculator today, now compress 1,000 
times the computing power into a chip smaller than your fingernail. 

As the world turned, the Vietnam War ended, the China-Vietnam 
war began, and ended, crackly old 78 records and wind-up gramo-

1 NZ Herald, 18 April 1973
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phones gave way to 33’s, and then CDs, and now MP3 and iPod 
rule. The Beatles broke up. Elvis died. Abba came, and went, and 
came back again. Bowler hats and walking canes made way for 
baseball caps and skateboards, and New Zealand since 1970 has 
enjoyed the political leadership of Keith Holyoake, Jack Marshall, 
Norman Kirk, Hugh Watt, Bill Rowling, Rob Muldoon, David 
Lange, Geoffrey Palmer, Mike Moore, Jim Bolger, Jenny Shipley, 
Helen Clark and John Key. 

Yet despite all this, two murders that took place in a little country 
farmhouse on June 17, 1970, and which weren’t discovered until June 
22 that year, have transcended everything else, like a cultural anchor-
chain to the past that simply refuses to release itself and allow the 
dead to drift away peacefully to the land of the gradually forgotten.

The ghosts of Harvey and Jeannette Crewe still haunt the New 
Zealand Police force as a reminder of the day we began to lose our 
innocence; the first time that the public’s faith in the integrity of 
the police and justice system was seriously shaken.

Today, public distrust in the standard of major police investiga-
tions is at an all time high. Regardless of one’s views on individual 
guilt or innocence, few people would disagree that the police inqui-
ries into the Bain case, Rex Haig or Scott Watson were less than 
competent. Yet in those cases and many others over the years, one 
investigation has served as a yardstick to measure them against: the 
arrest and trial of Pukekawa farmer Arthur Allan Thomas for the 
murders of David Harvey Crewe and Jeannette Lenore Crewe, on 
or about the night of June 17, 1970, at Pukekawa, South Auckland.

I remember, in the very early 1990s during my time as TV3’s crime 
reporter, being briefed by Detective Inspector John Hughes on the 
Thomas case. Hughes had heard I was heading south to interview 
Thomas for a news story, and wanted to pass on his own wisdom.

“He’s guilty, I can promise you,” Hughes murmured conspiratori-
ally over a coffee, as if letting me in on a major police secret. “I’ve 
interviewed him. It’s in his eyes.”

Hughes was an old-school cop. Eight years in the Navy, and a 
champion boxer, before joining the wharf police and rising up 
the ranks. His first big inquiry was the Bassett Road machinegun 
murders in the mid-60s, and he became one of the central figures in 
the Crewe murder inquiry. In my time on the police beat, Hughes 
was a regular contact and a seasoned pro who knew how to spin 
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the news media in his favour. We worked closely in that symbiotic 
police/media relationship during the prosecution of David Wayne 
Tamihere for the double murders of Swedish tourists Urban Hoglin 
and Heidi Paakkonen in 1989.

An aspect of the case that still rings in my ears 21 years later is a 
memory of sitting in the courtroom, listening to a couple of police 
secret witnesses wheeled in by Hughes – fellow remand prison 
inmates who’d been celled up with Tamihere – regale us with lurid 
details of how Tamihere had confessed the murders to them, and 
described where he had killed them and how he had disposed of 
their bodies in certain locations. It would later emerge the secret 
witnesses – drug dealers – had cut special deals with prosecutors in 
return for testimony nailing Tamihere.

I remember, too, choppering across the dense, virgin Coromandel 
bush canopy during a golden sunrise on a crisp October morning 
two years later in 1991, landing atop a mountain bluff piercing 
through a cloak of mist, and then – buffeted by the helicopter’s 
downwash – scrambling down the foggy escarpment to a clearing 
100 metres below, where “police emergency – do not cross” tape 
surrounded the remains of a shallow grave marking the discovery 
of Urban Hoglin’s body. My TV3 cameraman Pete Stones and I 
were there, waiting patiently with smug grins on our faces, when 
Detective Inspector Hughes and his entourage drove in an hour 
later on mud-splattered tracks accessible only by four-wheel drive.

Hughesy took our presence in his stride and, with an affable smile 
masking steely eyes and a mind like a bear-trap, he assured me the 
discovery of Hoglin’s body dozens of miles away from where the 
secret witnesses had said it was – on the other side of a mountain 
range in fact and still wearing a watch police claimed they’d found 
two years earlier – did not materially alter the case against Tamihere.

It was only later that I discovered some equally dodgy jailhouse 
secret witness testimony had been trumped up against Arthur 
Allan Thomas as well2, as Hughes and the rest of the police team 
attempted to fit the farmer up for the Crewe murders. You could 
say there was a little bit of a pattern to John’s cases.

2 Ivan the Insane, a mentally-ill prisoner, was wheeled in by police at the Thomas Royal Commission 
hearings with testimony supposedly proving Thomas had confessed to him while they were in jail 
together. The Royal Commission, after hearing from psychiatric experts, told Crown lawyers the man 
was clearly barking mad and they were wasting the Commission’s time. The police refused to take 
the hint and kept asking questions of the inmate.
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I liked John Hughes. As a journalist, I enjoyed his company and his 
tip-offs. I later had good reason not to trust him further than I could 
throw him – he arranged for copies of my Winebox manuscript The 
Paradise Conspiracy to be stolen and given to Fay Richwhite & Co., 
who then attempted to stop the eventual #1 bestseller from being 
published. I did, nonetheless, come to forgive Hughes his sins.

One man who is not so forgiving of the police is Arthur Thomas.
“Dirty bastards,” he mutters as he reflects on the events that 

changed his life forever.
I look into Arthur Allan Thomas’ eyes, at the end of a long series 

of interviews – significantly more than police interviewed him for 
and much longer than John Hughes had face time with Thomas. 
As Arthur meets my gaze, there is the trace of a tear welling up. I 
don’t see guilt, but instead the pain of a man who has kept it all 
inside for so long.

All that, however, is about to change...
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CHAPTER 2

The Birth Of Arthur Allan Thomas

The New Year had just dawned when Ivy Thomas felt the first pangs. 
The tightening around her belly, and that low, deep contraction. 
It was different to the other twinges that had teased her these past 
days. This one meant business. She looked out across the meadow, 
soaking in those views to eternity across the rolling pastures of 
fertile Pukekawa, a sleepy rural community nestled in either South 
Auckland or North Waikato, depending on how you felt on the 
day. It’s the settlement that sits on the southwestern bank of the 
Waikato river as it snakes its way out to the sea, marking a natural 
boundary between the Auckland region on the northern side, and 
the rest of New Zealand.

Ivy squinted, as a loud squawk from the towering macrocarpa was 
swiftly followed by the darting movement of two magpies screeching 
like a pair of fighter planes towards an encroaching hawk. 

It was, she thought to herself, even as she winced when the second 
contraction hit, a beautiful day. One of those hot, languid New 
Zealand summer days where even the sun drips sweat and everyone 
is still trying to sleep off the effects of Christmas dinner a week 
earlier. The cicadas flitted everywhere as you approached, and down 
on the banks of the Waikato river children played in the shoals, 
drenching themselves in the cool sanctuary, as much to escape the 
sandflies as the heat.

It was 1938, the same year British Prime Minister Neville Cham-
berlain famously waved a signed agreement with one Adolf Hitler in 
front of the press and triumphantly declared, “Peace for our time”. 
Ivy Thomas wasn’t in peace, however, as the birth dragged on into 
January 2. Eventually, as was the custom in maternity units at the 
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time, doctors knocked her out with chloroform, grabbed a pair of 
forceps and took over delivery themselves.

“I am sorry I cannot tell you the exact hour Arthur was born,” she 
would later write,3 “as his was a very slow birth. I can remember it was 
a beautiful Sunday morning, the sun was shining and locusts were 
singing as one landed on the window and was singing there. The date 
was January 2, 1938. The birthplace was Pukekohe. All I can remember 
after his birth was the doctor slapping my face to bring me around.”

Arthur Allan Thomas doesn’t remember much about his childhood 
now, either. He’s seen 72 summers since being serenaded into the 
world by cicadas at the Pukekohe maternity annex, but sadly much 
of his life has come to be defined by the events of his 32nd winter.

The sound of birds whistling over the meadows makes for a lovely 
mental image, but it’s the sound of jailbirds whistling in the showers 
that still rings in Thomas’ ears. Little did he know, as a young boy, 
what the future had in store for him.

The family farm, which eventually grew to 272 acres (110 hectares) 
nestled at the northern end of Pukekawa district, just a hop, skip 
and a jump from the Waikato river, was last stop on the Mercer 
Ferry road before the ferry landing itself – a dead end. Beyond, the 
land just sloped gently down to the water, where the lights of Mercer 
township danced enticingly 500 metres away as the crow flies, and 
40 or so kilometres away as the bus drives.

The schoolbus, incidentally, didn’t come too close to the Thomas 
farm. The quaint little schoolhouse was at the southern end of 
Pukekawa, perhaps seven or eight kilometres away over gravel roads, 
and the nearest bus-stop to the Thomas farm was a mile away 
(1.6km). For the Thomas children, it was a round trip they made 
every day, in bare feet over the metalled backroads, hail or shine. 
On frosty winter mornings, Arthur would stand in fresh cow pats 
in the paddocks in order to keep his feet warm.

“Me old man and my mother didn’t used to worry about us 
walking a mile there and back from the schoolbus,” recalls Arthur, 
“and it wasn’t until one of the other fathers said, ‘Well, my kids are 
not going to be walking all that way, we’re going to do something 
about it,’ that the school committee finally decided to bring the 
bus much closer.”

3 NZ Truth, October 15, 1974
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The compromise was halfway, so the kids only had to walk half a 
mile to and from. Those walks, it seems, were a perfect opportunity 
for boisterous farm children to hatch nefarious schemes.

“There was one mate,” says Thomas, a wry grin beginning to break 
out across his face, “a boy named Malcolm McArthur. We went to 
Pukekawa School together, and he ended up battling for me on the 
Thomas Retrial Committee, but anyways, we went to his parents’ 
house, and he literally pulled out his old man’s shotgun, grabbed 
these cartridges out of his bedroom, went out to the back of the 
farm. We were only 12 or so – only kids. Put the cartridge in, OK, 
and just put the gun to the post...”

I could finish the transcript of what Arthur Thomas said next by 
filling in the blanks from my own notes, but I think the official 
interview transcriber Melissa Harsant, who assisted with this book, 
captured the essence of what followed next beautifully:

“We knew that there was a kick, see? [Inaudible] A chicken...
[Inaudible] flicked your gun up, [laughs] [Inaudible] bang! And 
you would see his red face. [laughs] [Inaudible] bloody [Inaudible] 
[laughs] And we laughed, laughed for hours!”

The chicken, as I understand it, survived, was never in any real 
danger in fact save for possible heart failure at the noise from the 
blast, but the recoil from the shotgun and its effect on a small 12 
year old was something to witness. But it didn’t end there. Malcolm 
McArthur apparently had more excitement up his sleeve:

“Anyhow, on the way back, we had some gorse on the farm, see, 
so he lit the stuff. I didn’t say anything, and next thing, he has these 
shotgun cartridges and he threw them in the fire. Boom!”

The two 12 year olds scattered, ducking buckshot. McArthur, inci-
dentally, never lost his mischievous streak or his fascination with fire.

“I remember one time, this is Jenny and I now,” says Thomas with 
a nod to his wife Jenny beside him, “we went down to see him at 
Gisborne. He had a motel there and we were in the bedroom...”

“He must have had a key,” grins Jenny.
“And anyhow,” continues Arthur, he had a tin rubbish bin, he 

put some paper in and he lit the bin. And he came down to the 
bedroom – ‘Fire. Fire. Fire!’ He came into the bedroom with the 
rubbish bin on fire.”

Thomas and Jenny begin to laugh again, although Jenny recov-
ers her composure long enough to explain the possible motive. “I 
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think he must’ve thought we were starkers in bed or something, 
and just for the hell of it he could get us running out of the room 
or something.”

But watching Malcolm McArthur throw shotgun cartridges into 
a gorse fire wasn’t the only mishap that befell the young Arthur 
Thomas. Just after starting school in 1943, five year old Arthur was 
in the the milking shed, watching his brother Ray fool around with 
some machinery. 

“The war was on, I was five years old, and my old man was milk-
ing cows on the Pukekawa farm. He had a big long shaft going 
through to drive the separator, the vacuum pump, the skim milk 
pump – this big long shaft driving it from an electric motor.

“My brother Ray was feeding string onto this shaft from the hay 
bales, and next moment it catches and away she goes. There was a 
big heap of string going around this shaft and I thought ‘I’d better 
grab this or my old man’s going to get angry at us’, but the string 
caught on my fingers – see?”

Thomas pauses in the interview to show me several missing fin-
gers on his right hand, or more accurately the clear air where those 
fingers would normally be, gone in most cases from the first joint.

“Pulled the joints of my fingers – cut the fingers off!” he continues. 
“The war was on, and I knew I’d done wrong because my fingers 
were gone and there was blood everywhere, a hell of a mess, just 
about lost them right off down to the hand. I was crying, of course, 
and I went to tell me father who was milking the cows, and I yelled 
out, ‘Dad, Dad, the rats bit them off!’ because I didn’t want to get 
in trouble, and we all knew there were rats in there.

“But of course there was hell to pay, we went to Dr Gray at 
Pukekohe and when I woke up in the morning I was in Auckland 
hospital. I was in Auckland hospital for a week. And the war was 
on and the aeroplanes – oh, I liked seeing the aeroplanes flying 
over – and from the hospital you could see the Domain, and the 
men training to go to war. 

“Nobody visited me the entire week I was there. Punishment. I 
sussed that out pretty quickly. The old man would have seen the 
string spinning there and bits of my fingers everywhere, he would 
have known damn well the rats weren’t guilty.”

You get the feeling, looking at Arthur’s face as he relives the 
experience, that being abandoned in a hospital 70 kilometres from 
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home, without mum or dad visiting once, cut deeper than the loss 
of the fingers. Then Arthur leaves the moment, and that fleeting 
insight vanishes back into the past, an ephemeral memory that one 
day will live only on this page. 

Perhaps the failure of his parents to visit was more due to his dis-
tance from them, and the fact there were other children at home to 
look after. “Ray was the oldest,” he reminds me, “then me, Rita and 
Lynette.” Richard, Lyrice, Margaret, Lloyd and Desmond would 
follow later. There was a tenth, but the child didn’t make it.

It was at Pukekawa school that Thomas eventually met the woman 
who would change his life, Jeannette Demler. Jeannette was two 
years younger than Thomas, but ended up sharing a room in the 
older boy’s final years as Arthur had been held back a class. Arthur 
was 13, Jeannette 11.

“I didn’t go to high school,” Thomas says softly. “The highest 
education I got was Standard Six (Form 2)”. Instead, on his 14th 
birthday in January 1952, his father pulled him out of Pukekawa 
school to work on the farm. “I didn’t get paid any wages, I was just 
expected to help the old man with chores, I think he really wanted 
things done on the farm.”

Arthur’s older brother Ray shared the same fate. Together, the pair 
of them did fencing, scrub-cutting and other dogsbody work on the 
property. They didn’t have a ute or even a tractor, “just a horse and a 
sledge we hooked up to it to haul the hay”, smiles Thomas. For the 
next four years, working the farm unpaid was Arthur Thomas’ life.

At nineteen, however, Arthur Thomas felt the call of the wild 
or, more specifically, the call of an empty wallet. “I just wanted to 
make some money and buy a car. So I went to work for the Roose 
Shipping Company, right up there where the bridge is now. There 
was a big wire rope right across the river. And of course when the 
ferry’s on either side, the wire rope would be on the bottom of the 
river. And I was working looking after, well repairing, drags, cranes 
and barges and boats and things.”

Eventually, a young Arthur Thomas graduated to ferry captain, 
driving the ferry ‘cross to Mercer’ and back, all in the name of 
getting his own wheels – a 250 BSA motorbike first, “and then I 
bought a car.”

The ferry job widened his social network. “I had to crank the 
handle to start me engine. On a Thursday night we’d all go to the 
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pictures at Mercer, and quite a few people from our end would come 
down to the river so I had to crank handle to take them across this 
Mercer River to the movies, all the pictures on Thursday night at 
Mercer. And of course Mervyn Cathcart was the one that went on 
me rides, I remember.” 

Merv, who lived on a neighbouring farm, was a staunch friend. 
They attended church together, sang in the choir together, hung 
around together and, in 1959 – March 19 according to a diary4 
belonging to Cathcart’s mother – began taking dance lessons 
together. Arthur was 21.

“Yes. I learnt to dance with Mervyn. He wanted to learn to dance 
and we, both of us, used our cars to go to Auckland and learn to 
dance in the late ‘50s I suppose.”

Crown prosecutors would later try and build a case that Thomas 
was dancing at the age of 17 in 1955, but the diary tells a different 
story. The lessons were far away in Auckland city, and the boys 
couldn’t afford to get there until they had jobs, and transport. 

“We were both shy. Very shy. That’s the trouble. You can’t learn 
dancing unless you go to a dancing school. Cos we couldn’t even 
ask a lady for a dance. That’s why we thought well, that’s the only 
way we can get some confidence”.

“I can just imagine you two at dancing,” quips Thomas’ wife 
Jenny with a sly smile. I hit Thomas with a hard question of my 
own. “And so did you end up dancing with each other initially, or?”

“Oh no, no!! None of that!” laughs Thomas in mock horror. “Oh no! 
No way! No way! No. My sisters were good to me. My sisters. Yeah.”

Surprisingly, the young girls of the day generally didn’t attend 
dance classes – they learnt at high school. “Well, I missed out on 
that,” says Thomas. Instead, eager young men were paired up with 
matronly instructors. Watching Dancing With The Stars, Arthur 
still thinks he has a little bit left in him. “I think I could pick up 
the odd step now, but no, I don’t dance much now.”

When he left Roose Shipping, armed with an excellent reference 
that he’s retained to this day, it was for a job in forestry at Mara-
marua, about 40 kilometres away. “Forestry is good exercise. Had 
to be very fit. They showed me how to sharpen an axe, and my axe 
was – well, it would clip the hairs on my arm.”

4 Beyond Reasonable Doubt, by David Yallop, Penguin edition, 1980, p83
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It was there, in Maramarua, that Jeannette Demler’s path would 
again cross that of Arthur Thomas. While Arthur was manning the 
Mercer ferry in the late 50s, seventeen year old Jeannette had applied 
for and been accepted as a teacher trainee at Ardmore Teachers College 
near Auckland. After graduating in 1958, she’d been posted for a year 
to Pukekohe North School, and then to Mangatangi School in the 
Firth of Thames for the 1960 school year. For 1960, 20 year old Jean-
nette Demler was living at an eight-bed teachers’ hostel in Maramarua.

Occasionally the former classmates would catch sight of each 
other in the village, wave or say hello, but Thomas says they didn’t 
socialise much. “With her? No, I just asked her out one time, went 
to look her up and I think that’s where I found out she was staying 
overseas and I sent a present or two over. I told the cops the whole 
lot,” he adds, “and the letter she wrote to me – I gave it to the cops”.

“Yeah, you’ve got to hand it to him, he gave himself to the police 
on a silver platter,” interjects Jenny.

For her part, Jeannette had decided her year at Mangatangi School 
would pay for her big OE in the UK and Europe. Although police 
would later try and claim Arthur Allan Thomas had an obsessive 
passion with Jeannette and never left her alone, the evidence on 
that point never stood up. Jeannette’s roommates at the teachers’ 
hostel in Maramarua say Thomas was never mentioned. One of 
those women, Grace Hessell, told David Yallop, “If any of the girls 
was going out the rest of us knew exactly where and exactly who 
they were going with. If someone called for one of them we would 
all know. As far as Jeannette was concerned there was no Arthur 
Thomas in the picture at all...Men were allowed to call at the hostel 
and visit. I never saw Arthur Thomas there.”5

So by the time Thomas plucked up the courage to ask Jeannette out, 
sometime in 1961, she was already overseas. Arthur, far from suffering, 
went on to date a number of young women whose letters he also kept: 
Lorna, Gert, Margaret and Diana. He’d actually begun dating Lorna 
in 1960 while he was still working in forestry at Maramarua, while 
Gert’s letter tells Arthur she loves him “with all my heart” and asks 
him to spend the weekend with her. Clearly, Arthur wasn’t having 
trouble in the female department. He actually fathered a child out of 
wedlock during one relationship very early in the 1960s. 

5 Beyond Reasonable Doubt, p26
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No longer an axe-man, he’d graduated in 1961 to the world of 
aerial top-dressing after ingratiating himself with a syndicate of 
farmers near the settlement of Glen Murray, about 15km south of 
Pukekawa. Thomas wasn’t flying the syndicate’s plane, but he was 
learning how to load it and assist on topdressing runs. It turned into 
a paying job as a loader-driver for Barr Brothers Aerial Topdressing. 
“There wasn’t much big money in it, but I enjoyed it because I was 
meeting farmers and flying.”

As for the occasional gifts he sent Jeannette to “keep my options 
open”, there were pleasant thank-you notes in return, later presented 
in court:

“To Arthur, Christmas cheer and best wishes for the New Year 
from Jeannette,” was the introduction on a December 1961 card 
sent from England, before Jeannette continued, “Dear Arthur, what 
a surprise to find a present of beads and stockings at the O.V.C. 
Thank you very much. The beads were lovely and you were a good 
guess with the size of the stockings. You certainly seem to be see-
ing lots of different parts of the North Island with working at Barr 
Brothers. Life is still just as hectic as ever over here. I am stopping 
work to go for a skiing holiday in Austria early next year. Yours 
sincerely, Jeannette.”

The final communication Thomas had with Jeannette was to send 
her a Christmas gift at the end of 1962, a brush and comb set. At 
that meeting, she told him she had a boyfriend, and that was the 
last time Arthur Thomas ever raised the issue again.

When she returned from her OE in London at the end of 1962, 
Jeannette made an appointment with the Auckland Education 
Board, seeking details of available positions in the greater Auckland 
region. One of the first Board staff she spoke to was Dianna Wishart. 
“She was quite beautiful, she could have married any man really,” 
Wishart says. “As I recall we were able to find a temporary teaching 
position.” Indeed, the AEB found Jeannette Demler another Mara-
marua placement, this time a relief teaching job at the Maramarua 
District High School. If Thomas had been harassing her as police 
later claimed, it’s unlikely she would have returned to that area. As 
it was, the job was for a term, and then Jeannette travelled south to 
stay with schoolfriend Beverley Willis in Wanganui.

Again, given that the entire police ‘motive’ for Thomas hinged 
on him driving her nuts, Yallop’s interview with roommate Grace 
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Hessell is instructive: “When she returned [from England] she was 
at a bit of a loose end and took this relief teacher position...The 
headmaster tried to persuade her to stay on because he liked her 
and she was a good teacher. She told him that she wanted to join 
her friend Beverley in Wanganui. It’s absolute nonsense for anyone 
to suggest Thomas was pestering her and forced her to leave.”

Thomas’ topdressing work took him all over, from the Waikato 
through Auckland and Northland, and it would lead him into the 
arms of his future wife, Vivien Carter, a 21 year old English rose. It 
was January 1964, and Arthur Thomas was staying in Wellsford for 
some topdressing work. One afternoon, he and the pilot caught up 
with a local signwriter, Pat Vesey, to get a logo painted on the plane.

“One of the guys,” explains Thomas, “said to Pat, ‘Oh, have you 
got any sheilas up here? Arthur’s just come up to stay’. Pat replied, 
‘I’ve got my niece out from England’.”

When Arthur and the pilot called around to the Vesey house a 
little later, Thomas and Vivien Carter were introduced formally. 
They hit it off, despite Arthur’s lack of wheels. “I didn’t have a car 
up at Wellsford there, so I just used to go and meet up and socialise 
with her. Yeah, she was good to me.”

The pair married on November 7, 1964, in Wellsford’s Presbyterian 
church, Vivien just 22 and Thomas aged 26. Vivien, a wartime baby 
hailing from the town of Farnham in Surrey, had decided to do her 
big OE in New Zealand, mainly on the basis she had family here in 
the form of the Veseys, her aunt and uncle. It was a culture shock, 
coming from Britain in the swinging sixties, just as Beatlemania was 
breaking out, down to a cow-town two hours north of Auckland. 
Not only was she thrown into marriage, 20,000 kilometres from 
home, but she was thrown into farming too.

For his part, Arthur briefly continued working for Barr Brothers 
topdressing, but quit in early 1965.

The couple lived on several farms over the following year and a 
half, and were on a property at Clevedon, South Auckland, when 
Arthur Thomas’ father Allan suggested the young couple lease the 
family farm at Pukekawa from him. At 272 acres (110 hectares) it was 
big enough but not too big. The operation straddled beef, dairy and 
sheep. They moved back to Pukekawa in June 1966, just coinciden-
tally the same month Jeannette Demler married Harvey Crewe, the 
sweetheart she’d met during her three year stay in Wanganui. The 
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Crewes immediately moved onto the old Chennells farm Jeannette 
and her sister Heather owned through an inheritance – Harvey 
taking a $30,000 loan to buy out Heather’s share.

It’s true the Crewes and the Thomases lived in the same district, 
but when you say it that starkly it’s a little misleading. The farms 
were 15km away from each other. To give that some perspective, 
imagine Arthur lived in Newtown, Wellington, and Jeannette lived 
in Tawa, north of Wellington near Porirua city. The families were 
not next door neighbours by any stretch of the imagination.

“I did see her once in the big outfit – Buckland & Sons (stock and 
station agent in Tuakau). I think she was walking out as I walked 
in. We just said ‘hello’ and carried on.”

For Arthur Thomas, having control of his own spread gave him 
the chance to try new farming techniques he’d picked up. “I used 
to feed the calves skim milk. Big calves. Big calves drinking skim 
milk. The guys from Wrightsons and the supermarkets couldn’t 
believe it. They’d say, ‘Is this the right meat? Where are you getting 
it from?’ And we’d sell it in the supermarkets, this beautiful meat, 
because they’re drinking skim milk as well as eating the cut grass.” 
He taps his nose, knowingly. “They had shiny coats and did very 
well there.”

It seems idyllic, two sets of newlyweds making a go of the good 
old New Zealand dream. Little did Arthur Thomas or Jeannette 
Crewe know, but their lives were on a collision course.
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Chapter One

“It begins.”
The line evokes the kind of unspeakable evil that haunts only cel-

luloid creations from Hollywood. Save that this evil was – is – real.
On a tranquil moonlit night, born of a hot summer, surrounded 

by up to 2,500 New Year’s Eve revellers, a young couple were touched 
by that evil. And no one saw them go.

All around them was life, merriment and the promise of all that 
a New Year brings. Yet these two people took a journey that led 
them away from the light, and into a darkness that no one and 
nothing – not even one of the biggest police investigations of the 
1990s – has been able to penetrate.

The hunt for Ben Smart and Olivia Hope has become the most 
talked-about mystery of the decade, not because the lives of this 
young couple are worth more or less than anyone else, but because 
the manner of their vanishing touches the deepest fears of all of us.

How could a 17-year-old girl and her 21-year-old male companion 
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have been swallowed up so completely? How could this happen 
to two well brought-up kids at a holiday resort overflowing with 
their friends?

Olivia and Ben could be our kids, or our brother or sister, or our 
friends. They could even be us.

In most murder mysteries there are clues: blood, copious forensic 
evidence, bodies, a motive, even witnesses. In this one, there is 
almost nothing.

“People don’t simply disappear into a big black hole,” Detective 
Inspector Rob Pope – the man tasked with investigating their mur-
ders, would later tell The Dominion newspaper. 

What really happened to Ben and Olivia?

New Year’s Day 1998 in the Marlborough Sounds, and holiday-
makers didn’t have a care in the world as they cruised the idyllic 

Olivia Hope
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sun-drenched waterways ringed by thick green bush.
The Sounds, known for their desolate beauty, are regarded 

as a backyard and playground for those who live or holiday in 
Marlborough, at the top of New Zealand’s South Island.

They had certainly been Olivia’s playground. For years she and 
her older sister Amelia had enjoyed languid childhood summers 
there. Christmas 1997 was no different. Sure, the children of sum-
mers past had become young women of 17 and 19, but the friendly, 
lazy Marlborough Sounds were like home, and you just don’t feel 
unsafe in a place like that.

Olivia had just finished her prefect’s year at Marlborough Girls 
College and was holding down part-time jobs at Farmers depart-
ment store, as well as a local winery in Blenheim, to save money 
for her first year at Otago University.

The decision to leave home hadn’t come easily. Olivia had wondered 
about taking a year off, but she decided not to as a number of her 
friends were heading to Otago, and her sister Amelia was already 
there. Olivia wanted to study law, music and political science for the 
first year, before choosing a major.

With a striking presence and a lean frame, she’d always wanted 
to be tall – her goal a height of five foot ten. Notches in the door 
frame of the Hope family residence show she never quite made it: 
five seven was the limit.

Olivia excelled in cultural and sporting activities at school, while 
extracurricular interests included Trinity College music exams, a tough 
test requiring two practice sessions every day. With a performance 
certificate under her belt, Olivia had no intention of letting up, and 
had a piano teacher organised for when she shifted to Dunedin.

But all of this was a lifetime away, as far as the 17 year old was 
concerned. School was out, the holidays had really only just begun, 
and like kids everywhere the Hope girls wanted to party.

Just as they had for New Year’s Eve the previous year, Olivia and 
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her sister decided to travel to Furneaux Lodge in Endeavour Inlet 
for the last day of 1997. Neither was to know that this would also 
be the last day they shared together.

Olivia’s Dad, Gerald Hope, did nurse a niggling worry: the mix-
ture of teenagers, alcohol and boats, and raised the point with his 
daughter.

“Don’t worry about it Dad, I’m off to university next year, trust 
me,” the effervescent Olivia replied.

From their home in Blenheim, a few kilometres south of the 
Sounds, the women had driven to Whatamonga Bay in Queen 
Charlotte Sound. Their destination was a yacht, the Tamarack, 
which they’d chartered for a few days with some of their friends.

Late on December 30, 1997, the vessel weighed anchor. On board 
were five girls and four guys. They anchored overnight further up 
Queen Charlotte Sound.

Ben Smart
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Also on a collision course with destiny that day: Ben Smart.
Described by friends as “breezy”, 21 year old Ben was the guy 

who liked to wear his RipCurl cap backwards and hang out with 
his mates. Ben wasn’t officially “with” Olivia, in a romantic sense. 
The pair had been lovers during 1997, but were no longer an item, 
according to those close to them. Nevertheless, they were still good 
friends, as they had been for years, and Ben was making his own 
way to the Sounds, and a holiday bach at Punga Cove, close to 
Furneaux Lodge.

Both hailed from prominent, respected Marlborough families with 
interests in the region’s booming wine industry. John Smart, as a 
consulting engineer, owned a business in Blenheim. Gerald Hope 
was chief executive of the Marlborough Research Centre, and was a 
long-serving Marlborough councillor. Olivia’s mother Jan managed 
a winery and co-owned a catering company.

Her mother says Olivia wasn’t a strong swimmer and had no real 
sailing experience but had basic water safety knowledge. As a father, 
Gerald totally trusted Olivia who had a very close relationship with 
her parents. He describes the outgoing teenager as a communicator 
who would always make contact with her parents if she was out or 
away from home.

Like Olivia, Ben Smart was also close to his parents Mary and 
John, as well as his younger sister Annabel and older sister Rebecca. 
He had just completed a civil engineering course at Christchurch 
Polytech, and was about to begin work at his father’s engineering 
business. Future plans included shifting to a larger firm and con-
tinuing study towards an engineering degree. While studying in 
Christchurch, he would ring his Blenheim home at least twice a 
week as well as his sister Rebecca in Wellington.

Music also played a key role in Ben’s life: he and his guitar were 
inseparable, he was self taught and wouldn’t hesitate to start up a song. 
As a consequence, his fingernails were slightly longer than normal. 
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His Blenheim-based band, Get Smart, continued in Christchurch, 
where functions were booked in the New Year. He also had plans to 
go to the Radiohead concert in Wellington in the New Year with his 
sister Rebecca. Olivia was also planning to go with friends.

Just before Christmas, Ben saw a four track tape recorder in a 
Blenheim music shop. He desperately wanted it and it was agreed 
his parents would pay half with his Christmas cheque. He went to 
get it on Christmas Eve, but it had been sold. The shop ordered in 
another recorder and it arrived on December 29, the day Ben was 
leaving for Punga Cove. The shop required a down-payment, and 
so Ben asked his mother to do the honours. He had the four track 
recorder to look forward to on his return from the Sounds.

As well as music, Ben enjoyed the outdoors, he was a strong 
swimmer and had a scuba diving qualification. He also enjoyed 
other water activities including water polo and wind surfing as well 

Ben and Olivia
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as skiing and rugby. His father describes him as boating-savvy and 
very competent in the water.

Daybreak, New Year’s Eve. Olivia phoned her mother from the 
Tamarack using a cellphone. Everything was fine, she told her par-
ents. Jan Hope gazed out the window and could already feel the 
beating warmth of the sun. “It’s going to be another scorcher,” she 
warned her daughter in a motherly tone. “You should pace your-
self.” It was to be the last moment mother and daughter would 
share together.

The Tamarack cruised leisurely to nearby Picton, a village whose 
raison d’etre was primarily the ferry service linking New Zealand’s 
two main islands.

Picking up three more friends, the yacht set course for Furneaux 
Lodge, nestled some 30 kilometres north, in Endeavour Inlet. They 
arrived late on the afternoon of December 31.

Olivia Hope joined her friends at the New Year’s Eve party ashore. 
Serendipitously, she discovered Ben had arrived at Furneaux as well, 
after travelling from the bach at Punga Cove.

The couple partied, together and apart. At one point, around 
1:30am on January 1, 1998, they appeared to have rekindled their 
earlier romance. Witness Hamish Wilson, a close friend of Ben’s, 
stumbled on Olivia and Ben in each other’s arms.

“They were actually kissing,” he would later tell the Court.
Olivia had earlier spent several hours in the company of Hamish 

Rose, a paua diver whose family owned the winery that Olivia and 
her mother worked at. Olivia and Hamish met about 5:30pm on 
New Year’s Eve.

“She was pretty bright, enjoying herself and looking forward to 
the night,” Rose recalled at the trial. He said his relationship with 
Olivia was “close” and that she’d given him her watch to look after, 
“to make sure I came back”.

Another to see Ben and Olivia together in the garden, around 
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1:00am, says relations between the pair at that point were not of 
the kissing variety.

“She was not very happy at all,” Alice Hyndman told the Court.
Witnesses say Ben was drunk. He and his friends had been 

drinking since ten that morning, a combination of beer and spirits 
through the day. Ben was in an affectionate, New Year’s Eve mood.

“He was really good, full of life, but that was Ben,” testified 
Christchurch student Georgina Studholme. “We had a dance and 
then I think we kissed, and then we went outside.” Despite Ben’s 
drinking, she told the Court he was “more sober than he normally is.”

Another at the party that night was Ben’s older sister, Rebecca. 
She last saw him around 12:50am.

Sometime just before 3:00am, Ben, Olivia and Kirsty Sutherland 
hitched a ride with student Marko Doblanovic, at the helm of his 
uncle’s runabout, back to the Tamarack, the charter yacht she was 
staying on. Doblanovic told them he was dropping off some friends 
at Punga Cove, but he’d swing past Tamarack to pick up Kirsty on 
his way back.

When the trio arrived at the yacht, however, there was no room 
at the inn, so to speak. Assorted hangers-on had gatecrashed the 
boat, taking all the available beds and floor space. Olivia, who had 
paid for a berth, was furious.

“She was complaining that there was a girl there who shouldn’t 
have taken her place,” remembered Jeffrey Fyfe, one of Olivia’s 
friends who had skippered the charter. “She said she paid, she 
should give her her bed.”

The row woke a number of people on the yacht. Someone called 
out “What about Ben? He’s not supposed to be here!”

Olivia tried to kick Paul McKay, one of Ben’s friends, out of a 
berth he was sharing with his girlfriend. She tried to “confiscate” 
the bed, McKay told the Court. McKay says he reminded Olivia 
that he had paid for a berth, and wasn’t giving it up. The arguing 
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continued for around 20 minutes, and McKay remembers Ben was 
“more intoxicated than he usually gets”.*

“We had been in the sun all day and we were affected by alcohol,” 
Fyfe conceded.

But Olivia was fighting an uphill battle. The feisty blonde was up 
against tired revellers who had no intention of moving. Not only was 
her bed taken: so was her sleeping bag. As the Goldilocks scenario played 
itself out in the cabin, on deck – snuggly ensconced in Olivia’s sleeping 
bag – was gatecrasher Jessica Rutherford.

“I pretended I was sleeping so I didn’t have to give it to her,” she 
recalled for the Court. That forced Olivia to find another sleeping bag.

Giving up, Olivia, Kirsty and Ben decided to wait for Doblanovic’s 
return, so they could return to shore and sleep the night on land.

“Because we thought Marko was coming,” said Sutherland, “we 
got our gear and waited on top of the Tamarack, at the bottom of 
the mast.”

But Doblanovic never came. Otherwise indisposed with a woman 
named Suzie, he didn’t leave Punga Cove until 5:30am when he used 
the runabout to drop Suzie back at her bach.

Slowly, but ever so surely, a chain of events was grinding into place, 
as if corralling Ben and Olivia to a point where only one outcome was 
possible. The evil that stalked Endeavour Inlet that night was making 
its own way towards them.

With no sign of Doblanovic, the tired trio were relieved to hear 
the burble of an approaching water taxi shortly before 4:00am.

Inside the water taxi was Olivia’s sister Amelia, with her friend 
Rick Goddard, another young couple, an unshaven man in his late 
20s or early 30s, and the water taxi driver, Guy Wallace. Amelia 
remembers seeing her sister standing on Tamarack’s stern, calling 
out to the driver.

*It should be remembered that this was New Year’s Eve, and virtually everyone had been drinking.
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“There’s no room on here, can you take us to Punga Cove?”
The sisters and their partners traded places. Kirsty Sutherland was 

planning to go with them but failed to signal her intentions adequately 
to Guy Wallace.

“I was putting my gear on top of the boat and it took off without 
me. Olivia yelled out ‘Where’s Kirsty?’ We had a bit of a discussion 
and I just said ‘You go on’.”

Amelia and Kirsty watched the Naiad disappear into the darkness. 
Realising there was nowhere to sleep, Amelia and Kirsty huddled 
together under one sleeping bag on the deck.

Olivia Hope glanced at her fellow passengers as the inflatable 
runabout pulled away from the yacht. The unshaven man with 
“wavy, longish hair” caught her eye.

“You could come and stay on my boat,” the stranger volunteered 
after a moment.

Olivia glanced at Ben.

The last known photo of Olivia Hope, taken on video at Furneaux Lodge 
on December 31, 1997. 
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“OK, thanks.”
Ben and Olivia’s journey was coming to an end.
When dawn broke, an hour or so later, people sleeping on the 

decks of yachts all over the bay began to stir. The warmth of sunlight 
caressed their faces. It would be another stunning day.

Amelia Hope, who’d only managed to snatch around 20 minutes’ 
sleep, wondered if Ben and Olivia had managed to find a bed over 
at Punga Cove.

Later that day, the Tamarack cruised into Whatamonga Bay. By 
coincidence, Olivia and Amelia’s father was also out on the water 
in the bay, just east of Picton, and he remembers the weather for 
that first day of 1998 as “just glorious, and one of the best days ever 
in the Sounds”.

Gerald and Jan Hope had spent New Year’s Eve with friends near 
Picton and were expecting their daughters home that day. As Gerald 
drew up alongside the Tamarack, there was no sign of his bubbly 
youngest daughter.
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“Where’s Olivia?” he queried.
“She spent the night on shore. She’s with Ben Smart,” someone 

ventured.
Call it a sixth sense or just call it parental paranoia, but Olivia’s 

parents immediately felt uncomfortable and decided to return home 
to Blenheim to be near the phone, anticipating their daughter would 
call. They spent that day and the next one making numerous calls 
to friends and to Furneaux Lodge, as well as the bach where Ben 
Smart was staying at Punga Cove, but no one had seen the pair. A 
sign went up on the noticeboard at Furneaux Lodge for Olivia to 
ring her parents, but the call from her never eventuated.

The Hopes gave themselves a deadline of 3:00pm on January 2nd 
to call the police. For Gerald Hope that was one of the most difficult 
decisions ever in his life, to pick up the phone and tell the police 
that his daughter was missing. That was exactly what he did, and 
his wife Jan rang John Smart to say that Olivia was missing, and 
that they understood she was with his son Ben.

The last known images of the Blenheim friends exist on a tourist 
video, shot by Kenneth Spicer at Furneaux Lodge in the early evening 
as he enjoyed the festivities of New Year’s Eve 1997. The tourists had 
gone to Furneaux Lodge for a quiet time to relax, they soon realised 
as stumbling teenagers embraced each other outside the toilets in the 
late afternoon and the party started to warm up that a relaxing even-
ing wasn’t ahead. One thing Kenneth Spicer did record, but didn’t 
realise at the time was the images of Ben and Olivia.

Olivia’s wallet has remained on her chest of drawers ever since 
her disappearance. Ben Smart was to start work with his father in 
Blenheim on January 5th. He was expected home on the 3rd or 4th 
but never did return home to find out he had B passes for his civil 
engineering exams.

According to bank records, Ben Smart made his last two banking 
transactions at Furneaux Lodge, the second one just after midnight 
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for twenty dollars. The account has not been touched since and 
was subsequently closed. Olivia Hope’s last transaction was made 
before New Year’s Eve.

Furneaux Lodge is a well-known venue for New Year’s celebra-
tions, consisting of a bar, restaurant, and shop in the old homestead 
that was originally built as a holiday home for a Scottish migrant 
family. The complex also has a garden bar along with chalets and 
backpacker accommodation. It’s not quite what you imagine as a 
palatial resort, but is a very comfortable and relaxing retreat, rather 
than a classy hotel. It’s used by tourists as well as providing a water-
ing hole for locals from the surrounding area.

Situated in the northern reaches of Endeavour Inlet, the Lodge 
complex is an approximate 40 minute water taxi trip from Picton. 
You step ashore onto the floating jetty and hear the words “Welcome 
to Furneaux” from one of the staff who have come to meet you and 
it’s like being in a different world. Surrounding Furneaux Lodge is 
about 60 acres of thick bush, through which various tracks mean-
der including the Queen Charlotte Walkway, that is very popular 
amongst tourists.

While the Sounds is picture postcard material with dense forests 
and a labyrinth of deep waterways where dolphins chase water taxis 
and ride on the wake of the Interisland ferries, there is a darker 
side. Weather conditions make the area ideal for the cultivation of 
cannabis and it’s hard to detect amongst some twenty three hun-
dred kilometres of coastline dotted by farmhouses and commercial 
fishing operations. 

Did drug traffickers play a role in the couple’s disappearance? Had 
the kids fallen into the harbour, or gone off on a trip of their own? 
There is only one word to describe what goes through a parent’s 
mind when their child goes missing: utter, gut-wrenching, “panic”.
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Introduction

The book you are about to read has taken nearly 24 years to write. 
The story begins with the disappearance in April 1989 of two pho-
togenic Swedish tourists – Sven Urban Hoglin and Heidi Birgitta 
Paakkonen. As the news director of a major Auckland radio station 
at the time, I had my ‘troops’ covering it. 

When I joined TV3 in August 1989, I found myself quickly thrown 
into the case directly, covering the May 1990 court depositions 
hearing and the October – December 1990 trial of David Wayne 
Tamihere for the network. When Urban Hoglin’s body was found 
by hunters in October 1991, my TV3 cameraman Pete Stones and 
I were the first TV journalists to reach the shallow gravesite in 
the Coromandel bush – helicoptered in to a place so remote that 
police had not even posted an overnight scene guard. Just a strip 
of tape, “Crime Scene – Do Not Cross”, marked off Hoglin’s final 
resting place.

In the mid 1990s after establishing a publishing company, I was 
given a manuscript written by convicted double-murderer David 
Tamihere from his prison cell, entitled “Operation Stockholm”. Like 
many publishers around that time, we turned it down. Too hard, too 
guttural, and what if the cops had indeed convicted the right man?

Still, the issue nagged. 
In 2010, one of the subscribers to our magazine, Investigate, passed 

away. His widow handed on some of his private papers to the maga-
zine, including a lengthy report on the mystery of Swedish tourist 
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murders. That information, which you will read in this book, proved 
to be a bombshell discovery.

In Missing Pieces, you will meet the protagonists – Heidi Paak-
konen, Urban Hoglin and David Tamihere – and follow the accepted 
“narrative” of what happened: that the young couple met and were 
killed by Tamihere on Saturday 8 April 1989, in the vicinity of a 
distant Coromandel bush track known as “Crosbie’s Clearing” – 
about three hours’ walk from the nearest carpark at Tararu Creek 
Road, a few clicks north of Thames.

When you’ve seen how good the Crown case is against Tamihere, 
then we’ll examine the evidence the jury never heard. After that 
you can make your own mind up on whether this conviction was 
safe, or whether the real killer/s may still be at large.

Justice, in the New Zealand context, works at two levels: punish-
ment for the crime itself, and protection for the wider community 
by taking a dangerous offender off the streets. There is no question 
in this case that the price for the crime – as set by the courts – has 
not been paid. Tamihere served 21 years behind bars before finally 
being paroled in 2010. There is arguably no question that the second 
part of the justice equation has not been served – Tamihere had a 
string of serious crimes behind him, and was off the streets for a 
long time.

The real question, however, is “Did David Wayne Tamihere mur-
der the Swedish tourists?” Because if he did not, if he just filled a 
“case closed” quota on the basis of “he’ll do”, then the New Zea-
land public as a whole were cheated of their public safety while the 
person/s who slaughtered Heidi and Urban remained at large, free 
to strike again.

The significance of this may not be immediately apparent to some 
of you, so a celebrated American case might help get the point across:

“The cost to society of inaccurate eyewitness identifications is 
twofold,” notes psychologist Rod Lindsay of Queens University 
in Kingston, Ontario. “It’s a double error. Not only are you 
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convicting the innocent – or at least putting them through the 
process of having to get out of the situation – but the guilty are 
still out there doing the crimes.”

A pointed reminder of the costs of misidentification is the case 
of Clarence Harrison. Wrongfully convicted of a brutal rape in 
Decatur, Georgia, Clarence Harrison spent nearly 18 years in 
prison before DNA testing proved his innocence – and showed the 
eyewitness evidence in his case to be false. After the exoneration, 
the District Attorney relayed that while the victim was upset by 
the DNA results, “she is more upset that this means the person 
who raped her is yet to be identified.”1

It is often said that the public have no right to criticise a jury’s ver-
dict, because the public don’t get to hear all the evidence, only the 
jury do. You’ll hear that criticism often, but it is actually untrue. 
The evidence placed before a court, and therefore before the jury, 
is only the information that the prosecution or defence choose to let 
the jury hear, and it is usually a fraction of the total information. 
Ninety percent of the legal work in a court case has usually been 
done before the actual trial even starts, as both sides lobby the judge 
to block the introduction of certain evidence. The jury certainly hear 
more than the public, but they hear less than they think.

The Tamihere case was no different. There had been several hear-
ings behind closed doors for precisely those reasons, hearings the 
jury was not allowed to know about.

One of the advantages of doing a book like this, particularly long 
after the events in question, is that fresh eyes re-examining all the 
evidence (and I do mean all), can introduce facts and information 
that the jurors never had a chance to consider; facts the police or 
the defence were sitting on and chose not to reveal.

In writing this, I have re-interviewed some witnesses (on rare occa-
sions, as memories noted down closest to the events in question are 

1 From Eyewitness Evidence: A Policy Review, The Justice Project, page 9
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more likely to be accurate), I have perused hundreds of newspaper 
articles about the disappearance, the search and the eventual court 
cases. I have read through hundreds of pages of evidence given at 
Depositions, and a further 906 pages of the evidence transcript from 
the murder trial. I have read hundreds of pages of witness statements 
given to police at various stages of the investigation, and countless 
police job sheets recording investigations undertaken. I have read 
the submissions of the Crown and Defence, and the judge’s sum-
ming up. I have read the Court of Appeal documents and the Privy 
Council application.

In short, I had access to all the information the jury were given, 
and much more information either withheld from the jury or simply 
not available when they handed down their guilty verdict. Addition-
ally, I covered the court case at the time. 

I am grateful to David Tamihere for providing the legal files 
dating from the moment of the Swedes’ disappearance through to 
his failed Privy Council bid. All of the evidence in this book that 
readers may regard as incriminating Tamihere has come from the 
court and police files he handed me. This has allowed a thorough 
warts and all overview of the case. At no point did Tamihere request 
or have any editorial control over this book.

This is not a book that sets out to prove “Poor David”. In fact, 
readers can approach this work knowing Tamihere has served and 
completed a life sentence for the double murder, and in fact served 
nearly double the time he could have served. He was eligible for parole 
more than a decade ago but refused to acknowledge his guilt. He 
accordingly stayed behind bars for more than 20 years. He effectively 
served around twice the jail time he was actually required to.

This is not a book that sets out to prove David Tamihere is inno-
cent. Absent a watertight alibi, it is virtually impossible to prove 
anyone innocent. There are three possibilities as I see it. One, the 
jury convicted the right man for the right reasons (in other words 
the evidence was perfect and garnered a deserved conviction; Two, 
the jury convicted the right man for the wrong reasons (the evidence 
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did not support a guilty verdict but it doesn’t matter because we got 
the killer); Three, the jury convicted the wrong man for the wrong 
reasons (the Crown’s evidence was flawed, leading to an innocent 
man’s conviction).

What I, and indeed many in the news media, now realise is that 
it’s time to take a more critical look at the Crown’s case than we 
journalists gave it the first time around – and I include myself as 
one of those crime reporters who gave the police an easy ride.

There are calls for a retrial, and hopefully this book will help give 
the public some context to judge that against.

If he is guilty, Tamihere has done his time under the laws as they 
stand. If it turns out he is not guilty, then that’s a story for another 
time. A retrial could be held to set the record straight, if required. 
The important thing about this book is that it’s the first in-depth 
look at this case.

So Missing Pieces is a book for the victims – both the families of 
Heidi and Urban and the wider community – who deserve genuine 
closure, not a feel-good result akin to throwing a dog a bone to make 
it shut up. This is a book that takes a behind the scenes look at one 
of our most controversial murder mysteries and – having asked some 
very serious questions – discovers very sobering answers.

Answers that go to the heart of our policing and justice systems. 
Answers that could affect you…
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CHAPTER 1

I Know You’re Out There Somewhere

“We’ve now come to New Zealand…we haven’t decided on 
a route yet, but we are staying here in Auckland some 5-6 
days and then we’ll try to get further north. Everybody 
we’ve been talking to in Australia has said that everything 
is a lot more expensive here in New Zealand. We got very 
surprised when we went out shopping today and found 
that the prices were about the same as in Australia; some 
things were even cheaper.

“Among other things, we bought some mince that cost 
some 15 krona ($3) a kilogram. We bought potatoes that 
are a lot nicer and tastier than at home. Soon, we are 
taking the bus to the city and we are going to a market, 
we may go to the zoo. They borrowed two pandas all the 
way from China, maybe because we are here! After that 
we are visiting the world’s biggest underwater aquarium. 
We’ll see how much we’ve got time for…” 

– letter from Heidi Paakkonen, Auckland, 7 December 1988

In the right circumstances, it could have been a fairy tale. Young, 
blonde, blue-eyed and beautiful, the archetypal Swedish girl, 21 
year old Heidi Paakkonen turned heads wherever she went: “I 
was going to phone you from Queenstown,” she wrote home at 
one point, “but I had to go to the Post Office and exchange some 
money. In there, I met three Swedish guys who looked at me as if 
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I was a strange animal. They probably believed that I was a Swede, 
but they didn’t dare to ask.”

Whatever else they may say in the voluminous police files, Heidi 
Paakkonen is writ large in comment after comment from eyewit-
nesses: “striking”, “very attractive”, “a movie star look”. At 176 cm 
tall (5 ft 9), the Swede stood head and shoulders above many other 
women.

Born 14 October, 1967, Heidi was the only girl of five children 
and, at 21, second youngest. Like all Swedish kids in the seventies, 
she began school at the age of seven, graduating from high school 
at 19. She dreamed of becoming a kindergarten teacher and planned 
tertiary studies to achieve that, but in her gap year had chosen to 
work at the cosmetics counter of a local supermarket, hoping to get 
some money in the bank.

With her on this trip of a lifetime to Australia and New Zealand, 
fiancé Urban Hoglin, a 23 year old from the same Swedish village 
both had grown up in – Storfors, 225km west of capital city Stock-
holm. Hoglin shared the same rugged good looks and athletic frame 
as his well-known older brother Johnny, a gold medallist at the 1968 
Winter Olympics in France in the 10,000 metre speedskating final. 
There was a big age difference between the brothers. Johnny was 
born in 1943, the first of four children – Urban, born 2 December, 
1965, was the youngest.

At 183 cm tall (6 ft) and around 75 kg, Urban had the trademark 
Scandinavian blue eyes and medium brown hair. He’d attended the 
same high school as Heidi, but with a two year age gap their paths 
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didn’t really cross till they worked together in the Storfors village 
supermarket, Domus, after Urban had completed his ten month 
military training at the age of 19.

Striking up a relationship, the couple became engaged on the 
Spanish island of Mallorca in September 1986, a month shy of 
Heidi’s 19th birthday, and began living together back in Sweden that 
December. Their engagement rings were special, each wore a gold 
band engraved with the other’s name on the inside.

On top of his army experience, Urban Hoglin was an outdoorsman 
by nature, accompanying one of his older brothers – Stefan – on 
frequent wilderness trips in Sweden:

“He was mainly interested in tramping and particularly fishing,” 
Stefan Hoglin said in a briefing for the police inquiry team in 1989.2 
“I often used to go with Urban on fishing trips…We would go out 
overnight and sometimes up to ten days at a time. On these longer 
trips we would have backpacks and sometimes canoes, and would 
be up to 60 kilometres from any civilisation.”

Urban, explained his brother, liked to be prepared, ensuring they 
carried more food and clothing than they needed, in case of emer-
gencies. “He would have been even more careful on his own or 
when he was with Heidi.”

On occasion, Urban would go camping in the Swedish summer 
without a tent, and “sometimes just sleep under a tree overnight, 
but never taking any risks.”

The latter point is debatable, given Stefan Hoglin’s next revelation:
“The forest in Sweden is quite open and you can walk through it 

quite freely, however there are the dangers of bear, snakes and some-
times wolves that you have to be aware of.”

Coming to New Zealand, the bush here posed no such threat. 
Or so Urban Hoglin thought. 

It was Urban’s idea to come down under. He and Heidi signed up to 
a Swedish magazine published by the Scandinavian-Australian-New 

2 Statement of Stefan Hoglin dated 22 September 1989
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Zealand Friendship Union. The journal regaled readers with tales of 
fabulous fishing, hunting and sightseeing in the Antipodes. Urban 
and Heidi thrashed out an itinerary taking them from Stockholm to 
nearby Copenhagen and then onto Los Angeles for the famed Air New 
Zealand “Raro route” flight that stopped off in Tahiti and sometimes 
Rarotonga before arriving in Auckland.

Auckland was initially just a transfer point for a flight to Brisbane 
– the couple’s adventure would start in the land made famous by 
the recent Crocodile Dundee movie. On their second arrival into 
New Zealand in December 1988, they planned to buy a car and 
drive around.

“Heidi and Urban left Sweden on Friday the 16th of September 
1988,” Heidi’s 32 year old brother Johni told New Zealand Police.3 
“Their departure was very early in the morning and my parents drove 
them both to the airport in Stockholm to see them off. They had 
with them their two large green backpacks full of their property, 
and a small blue carry bag which had the name ‘Salomon’ on it.”

Also stashed away were their sleeping bags, a tent and Urban’s 
fishing and camping equipment. To all intents and purposes it was 
an ordinary airport departure, of the kind repeated at transit lounges 
across the globe every day. But unlike most, and unbeknown to 
anyone there that dark September morning, it was the last time 
any of them would see each other.

When they arrived in Australia 48 hours later, it wasn’t all prawns 
on the barbie; or perhaps it was one too many prawns: a few weeks 
after arriving in Brisbane, Urban Hoglin was struck with a vicious 
infection. Doctors never got to the bottom of it, but he was hos-
pitalised for two weeks in Alice Springs while the medics fought 
fevers peaking at 41 degrees. “I lost 6kg,” a recovering Urban wrote 
to family in mid November 1988. 

Then there was the Australian wildlife to deal with:
“I was looking mostly up in the trees because I was looking for 

3 Statement of Johni Paakkonen, 22 September 1989
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some tree kangaroos up there,” Heidi wrote of the couple’s experi-
ences at Cape Tribulation in the far north. Since there were so many 
people on the path in front of her, she wasn’t paying overly close 
attention to the ground.

“Just as I was putting my foot down I saw that something moved 
and it was a snake…The snake was not supposed to be deadly poi-
sonous, but if I’d got bitten I would have believed it was poisonous 
and probably died of the shock!”

The tour guide later explained the snake was venomous to the 
point of making a victim sick “for some days”.

Then, there was the Australian “wildlife” to deal with:
“We stayed in a backpacker’s hostel in Darwin with a lot of odd 

people…the place only had two toilets and one shower, and one of 
the toilets was in the same room where the shower was. When Urban 
went to take a shower, a drugged girl came in and knocked with a 
wooden stick, she was going to the loo and couldn’t wait. He hadn’t 
started yet so he went out and let her start instead. When he came 
back in there was another drugged girl coming in but then he just 
closed the door. When I took a shower later she came again and if 
you could murder anyone with your eyes.”

Heidi later discovered the second druggie had thrown a fully-
clothed Swedish girl into the swimming pool apparently after failing 
to get access to the toilet.

“Before we fell asleep,” she wrote, “there were some guys fighting out 
in the kitchen. It was rather unpleasant to stay there but we survived.”

Hoglin’s brush with death and hospital stay forced a two week 
extension to their Aussie adventure, and the couple didn’t arrive 
back in Auckland until December 5, 1988. One of the first items 
on their NZ agenda was transport.

“We’ve bought a car, a Japanese wreck of a Subaru,” Heidi told her 
family in a letter. The seller was another Swedish tourist – a BMW 
salesman back home – who turned out to be a neighbour. “He has 
a summer house just close to yours! Talk about a small world.” 

Heidi and Urban had been stunned at the prices of cars in Auck-
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land at the Newmarket car fair. “We went around and checked 
them out and saw just a lot of bad expensive cars. Some of them 
were damaged and rusty and still they asked for some 8,500 krona 
($2,100). At home you can find nicer ones in a garbage tin.”

After turning down a 1970 VW Beetle for $4,000, the Swedish 
couple found their compatriot with the 1976 Subaru wagon. He 
wanted $2,200 but sold it to them for $1,750. Packs and camping gear 
loaded in the back, Heidi and Urban were off, albeit hesitantly at first.

“The people here in NZ are nice and very helpful,” Heidi’s let-
ter continues. “We stayed in a private home in Auckland and the 
woman who owned the place…when she heard that we were a bit 
worried about how to get out of Auckland (big motorways, and it’s 
important to get on the right road, in the right direction and on 
the right side of the road) she took her car and showed us all the 
way to the motorway.”

One of the first tasks was to tune the car radio to one of Auckland’s 
two FM stations – either the top rated 89FM or the less popular 
Magic 91. Evidently our playlists were a novelty to the young Swedes:

“I’ve heard another great song with a girl called Melissa Etheridge, 
have you heard anything from her at home? Is she popular?” Heidi 
wrote to a friend in December 1988. There was, she noted, “one song 
that is rather funny with a dark guy and that one is called Don’t Worry 
Be Happy. We heard that a lot when Urban went to the hospital.

“I’ve heard another good song from the Moody Blues. The song 
is named, or at least they sing like this, ‘I know you’re out there 
somewhere’, and that song is so beautiful.”

Given what would transpire, the lyrics to the 1988 Moody Blues hit 
are more than poignant and bittersweet – they are downright eerie:4

The mist is lifting slowly
I can see the way ahead

4 “I Know You’re Out There Somewhere”, written by Justin Hayward, performed by 
the Moody Blues, released 1988, http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=a97d5bUCFVQ 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=a97d5bUCFVQ
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And I’ve left behind the empty streets
That once inspired my life
And the strength of the emotion
Is like thunder in the air
‘Cos the promise that we made each other
Haunts me to the end

I know you’re out there somewhere
Somewhere, somewhere
I know you’re out there somewhere
Somewhere you can hear my voice
I know I’ ll find you somehow
Somehow, somehow
I know I’ ll find you somehow
And somehow I’ ll return again to you

The secret of your beauty
And the mystery of your soul
I’ve been searching for in everyone I meet
And the times I’ve been mistaken
It’s impossible to say
And the grass is growing
Underneath our feet

I know you’re out there somewhere
Somewhere, somewhere
I know you’re out there somewhere
Somewhere you can hear my voice
I know I’ ll find you somehow
Somehow, somehow
I know I’ ll find you somehow
And somehow I’ ll return again to you

And the words that I remember
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From my childhood still are true
That there’s none so blind
As those who will not see
And to those who lack the courage
And say it’s dangerous to try
Well they just don’t know
That love eternal will not be denied

I know you’re out there somewhere
Somewhere, somewhere
I know you’re out there somewhere
Somewhere you can hear my voice
I know I’ ll find you somehow
Somehow, somehow
I know I’ ll find you somehow
And somehow I’ ll return again to you

Yes I know it’s going to happen
I can feel you getting near
And soon we’ ll be returning
To the fountain of our youth
And if you wake up wondering
In the darkness I’ ll be there
My arms will close around you
And protect you with the truth

I know you’re out there somewhere
Somewhere, somewhere
I know you’re out there somewhere
Somewhere you can hear my voice
I know I’ ll find you somehow
Somehow, somehow
I know I’ ll find you somehow
And somehow I’ ll return again to you
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I Know You’re Out There Somewhere

Justin Hayward’s haunting Moody Blues track became one of Heidi 
and Urban’s favourite songs during their five month stay in New Zea-
land. And why not? They had wheels, they had the road unwinding 
in front of them, they had the wind in the hair and the sun on their 
faces. This was the summer of ’88 and, for these northern hemisphere 
migrants, the year without a winter. The cold would come soon 
enough, but right now they had each other and they had an adventure 
to share. Returning home was for another day. 

Heidi cranked down the window and wound up the volume just a 
little more as the small Subaru cleared the city fringes at Albany and 
headed north. Visions of her family huddled around the fire in a bit-
terly cold Swedish Christmas season came to mind. She just smiled, 
and joined in the chorus.

I know I’ ll find you somehow
And somehow I’ ll return again to you
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INTRODUCTION

Seven years ago, I began researching this book. I didn’t 
know it then, of course. At the time vitamin D was 
an ‘emerging issue’ mostly confined to the medical lit-
erature and with little spillover into the popular press, 
particularly in Australia and New Zealand.

While the northern hemisphere was more attuned to 
the lack of vitamin D available at higher latitudes, the 
sunny south was blissfully ignorant. It wasn’t possible to 
be vitamin D deficient down under, or so they thought.

Investigate magazine became the first mainstream 
media outlet in New Zealand to raise the vitamin D 
debate, and question whether our national obsession 
with slip, slop, slap was actually costing lives, not sav-
ing them.

For taking that stand, based on an ever growing 
body of literature, we were pilloried at the time by the 
establishment and by other media outlets raised on a 
diet of bureaucratic mushroom food.

It’s funny how things change. In the last 12 months 
it’s been hard to escape magazine and newspaper stories 
raising exactly the same issues we did all those years 
ago. Suddenly 25-hydroxyvitamin-D is the vitamin-
du-jour. It’s everywhere.
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One thing hasn’t changed, however. The health 
bureaucracy is still dishing out mushroom food to 
the news media.

Hence this book. Since 2005, I’ve set my inbox to 
receive daily Google news alerts on vitamin D studies 
so I could keep up with the science. Every morning, a 
summary of half a dozen or so of the world headlines 
on the subject were there to peruse, 365 days a year for 
seven years. That’s somewhere north of 15,000 news 
stories and scientific studies in my files. I’ve interviewed 
key people on both sides of the debate over the years 
and written many feature articles and news stories.

What this book attempts to do is collate the latest 
cutting edge research to give you the big picture on 
vitamin D in regard to your own health choices.

One in three of us will die from heart disease, one in 
three from cancer, and Alzheimer’s has a one-in-two 
chance of taking us if we make it to old age. Amongst 
the rest of us, well, the Devil will take the hindmost. 
In the race for a better life and a happier future, we’re 
all seeking that miracle ingredient that will actually 
stack the odds in our favour.

Is vitamin D that miracle?
As parents, we are concerned not just for our own 

health but our children’s. We spend fortunes on educa-
tional toys, extracurricular activities, anything to give 
our child the edge in an unforgiving world. None of 
us want to cause our children to be mentally or physi-
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cally disadvantaged in any way.
Yet in dutifully listening to advice about avoiding 

the sun, in wearing make-up foundation with all-day 
sunscreen built in, we may have condemned not just 
ourselves but our children to a higher risk of some of 
the nastiest disorders known to humanity.

Vitamin D turns out to be the page upon which the 
story of life has been written.

Read the peer reviewed science in these pages and 
decide for yourself whether this is one supplement you 
need to take very seriously and, based on the evidence, 
frequently.
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Chapter 1 

THE STORY OF D

“There may be more beneficial than adverse 
effects of moderately increased sun exposure, 
even for total cancer mortality” 

– Dr Johan Moan, Norwegian cancer researcher, 2008

The story of vitamin D is a tale as old as life itself. 
Ultimately, virtually all energy available to life on this 
planet derives from the sun. It has beaten down on the 
face of the earth for around 4.5 billion years, yet life 
has emerged and thrived, our DNA code seemingly 
designed to process sunlight.

Evidence of vitamin D synthesis has been found in 
the fossilised remains of plankton from more than 
750 million years ago. With solar radiation from a 
young sun powering down on everything that swam, 
crawled, walked or grew, life could not have survived 
without some kind of mechanism to use and/or deflect 
the unrelenting energy emissions of the nearest star.

Plants developed photosynthesis and turned sunlight 
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into food. Vertebrates converted sunlight into bones.
Synthesising vitamin D is crucial for developing 

strong skeletons. Without that process, bones remain 
fragile and/or soft. The mighty dinosaurs would have 
collapsed under their own weight into piles of flesh 
and lard, without vitamin D.

How then do animals cope with skin cancer? Surely 
staying in sunlight all day gives them a higher risk 
than humans? Apparently not. While skin cancers of 
various kinds, including melanoma, are quite common 
in animals, they are rarely fatal and can often be left 
untreated, say vets.1 Animal bodies are sufficiently 
acclimatised to radiation to be able to keep skin can-
cers mostly under control. Natural selection works to 
ensure that tougher gene lines survive and the weaker 
ones are weeded out.

In apes, the mechanism for utilising vitamin D is 
different from humans. When solar radiation hits an 
ape or monkey, the vitamin D is created in the skin, 
but then secreted back up into the fur. It is from lick-
ing themselves while grooming, or picking out bugs 
from the fur, that the vitamin D gets into the mouth 
and is digested. It is from there that primates utilise 
vitamin D for bone and general health.

So what went wrong with humans?

1  “Gray area” by Ken Marcella, D.V.M,  
http://www.horses-and-horse-information.com/
articles/0701melanoma.shtml 

http://www.horses-and-horse-information.com/articles/0701melanoma.shtml
http://www.horses-and-horse-information.com/articles/0701melanoma.shtml
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For tens of thousands of years we have adapted to 
solar radiation, the most obvious example being racial 
skin colouring. Humans living near the tropics are 
darker skinned thanks to melanin, the protective pig-
ment in our cells that is switched on by sunlight as a 
defence mechanism against UV radiation. Populations 
living further north or south of the equator developed 
lighter skins, but why?

It now turns out that darker skins in the higher lati-
tudes don’t allow enough vitamin D into your body 
because they block the weaker sun more efficiently. 
Darker-skinned people in Europe and North America, 
or New Zealand and southern Australia, for exam-
ple, have greater health problems than light-skinned 
people. It is only in the past decade, however, that we 
have really become aware of just why that is: a lack of 
vitamin D.

The first records we can examine, with hindsight, 
for clues, date back to 450 BC, when Greek historian 
Herodotus noted that warriors from Persia had soft 
skulls. Nowadays, we know this to be a bone con-
dition called osteomalacia, the adult form of “rick-
ets”. Herodotus reckoned the Persians had soft heads 
because they wore turbans. Hippocrates, from whom 
medicine derives its ‘Hippocratic oath’, wrote about 
rickets around the same time, and also prescribed 
sunlight as a treatment for tuberculosis – a disease 
now known to be affected by vitamin D.
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No one back then knew, of course, about the exis-
tence of vitamin D as such, or the precise reactions 
that sunlight triggered in the human body. 

It wasn’t until the dawning of the age of modern 
science that researchers began making a closer con-
nection between some of these conditions. In 1789, 
for example, a doctor prescribed cod-liver oil – now 
known as an excellent food source of vitamin D – for 
chronic rheumatism. Cod-liver oil was then experi-
mented with, successfully, as a treatment for children 
with rickets in the 1820s. But it wasn’t for a further 
100 years that science could finally put a name to the 
mysterious vitamin itself. Two lines of research, one 
working with cod-liver oil and another with sunlight, 
converged in the 1930s with the discovery that sunlight 
was creating in skin the same substance found in cod-
liver oil. They called it vitamin D, and it formed when 
the substance 7-Dehydrocholesterol was exposed to 
ultraviolet radiation.2

For decades, science has known about vitamin D 
being crucial to bone and skeletal health, and children 
in the forties and fifties were routinely given doses of 
cod-liver oil and sunlight for good health.

During the same period, however, sunscreens were 

2  There are two primary forms of vitamin D. Ergocalciferol, 
known as vitamin D2, is obtained from food sources. 
Cholecalciferol, or vitamin D3, is produced when sunlight strikes 
your skin and converts cholesterol to a fat-soluble compound.



VITAMIN D: IS THIS THE MIRACLE VITAMIN?

14

beginning to capture the public imagination and of 
course industrialisation was keeping people working 
behind closed doors in dark offices and factories. 

Society was changing. For the first time in thousands 
of years, it was possible for people to really protect them-
selves from the sun’s UV radiation. Yet at the same time, 
skin cancer cases suddenly began to escalate.

In the early 1990s, a Norwegian Cancer Institute 
research scientist, Professor Johan Moan, made a sig-
nificant announcement in the British Journal of Cancer: 
while the annual incidence of melanoma in Norway had 
quadrupled between 1957 and 1984, there had been no 
corresponding change in the ozone layer over the region. 
“Ozone depletion is not the cause of the increase in skin 
cancers,” his medical journal report notes. 

As if to emphasise the rapid increase in skin cancer 
rates, the Norwegians re-analysed the data just a few 
years later and found the rates had grown again, a 
600% increase in skin cancer between 1960 and 1990 
– just thirty years! Yet still no change in ozone levels.

Why was skin cancer rising when supposedly 
increased UV through the ozone hole was not actu-
ally causing it?

For a long while, research on vitamin D languished 
on the fringes. The primary area of interest to pub-
lic health authorities was putting in place campaigns 
easily understood by the public in order to reduce the 
growing epidemic of skin cancer.
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Slip, slop, slap became a global catchphrase.
By the mid 2000s, however, strange results were 

emerging from scientific studies. Time after time, 
people with low vitamin D levels were found to have 
a higher risk of dying from cancer or heart disease. 

In January 2008, Norway’s Johan Moan was back 
at centre stage with the publication of a report in 
America’s Proceedings of the National Academy of Sci-
ences journal,3 based on new cancer data from New 
Zealand, Australia and Scandinavia. Moan had chosen 
the antipodes because the two southern hemisphere 
nations have the highest skin cancer rates and strongest 
UV radiation in the world, thanks largely to the ozone 
hole over Antarctica during the southern summer and 
the current tilt of earth’s axis.

Moan wanted to compare skin cancer data from 
New Zealand and Australia, with the same statistics 
in the Northern Hemisphere. His team chose racial 
and skin types that are closely related genetically, in 
order to get the best possible comparison. What they 
found shook up the world of vitamin D research. 

While people downunder suffer much higher mela-
noma rates than their colleagues in the north, Australia 
and New Zealand’s survival rates are – paradoxically 

3  “Addressing the health benefits and risks, involving vitamin D 
or skin cancer, of increased sun exposure,” Moan et al, Proceedings 
of the National Academy of Sciences, PNAS January 15, 2008 vol. 
105 no. 2 668-673. http://www.pnas.org/content/105/2/668.long 

http://www.pnas.org/content/105/2/668.long
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– much higher on a victim-for-victim comparison. The 
same applies to internal cancers like breast, prostate 
or colon – although Australasia suffers higher rates of 
those cancers, residents of New Zealand and Oz are 
also more likely to survive them. 

Australians, who get more sun than kiwis, are more 
likely to survive their cancers than New Zealanders 
are, lending further weight to the theory. 

What remains up in the air is the exact cause of 
many of these cancers. Modern diets are full of agri-
cultural chemicals, with one Spanish study published 
2008 finding every single Spanish citizen (100% of the 
study sample) has one or more agricultural pesticides 
circulating in their blood at significant levels. New 
Zealand and Australia, as heavy agricultural producers, 
may have correspondingly higher cancer rates for that 
reason. Even so, sunlight appears to have a significant 
impact in helping survive those cancers. 

The data mined for the PNAS study raised doubts 
about whether sunlight was the driving cause of mela-
noma. 

“The main arguments against the concept that sun 
exposure causes cutaneous malignant melanoma 
(CMM) are that: 1) CMM is more common among 
persons with indoor work than among those people 
with outdoor work; 2) in younger generations, more 
CMMs arise per unit skin area on partly shielded areas 
(trunk and legs) than on face and neck; and 3) CMMs 
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sometimes arise on totally shielded areas [soles of feet, 
palms, inside the eyeball].” 

Nonetheless, the PNAS study suggests that a “sig-
nificant fraction” of malignant melanomas may be 
caused by sun exposure. 

Leaving aside the cause, however, the PNAS study 
had some breakthrough data on cancer survival rates. 
If your vitamin D levels are high, you are around 30% 
more likely to survive “prostate, breast, colon and lung 
cancers, as well as lymphomas and even melanomas,” 
reports the study. 

“Other investigators have found comparable results. 
These data argue for a positive role of sun-induced 
vitamin D in cancer prognosis, or that a good vitamin 
D status is advantageous when in combination with 
standard cancer therapies.” 

At the stage the research was done, the upper “safe 
limit” of vitamin D supplement intake was believed by 
regulators to be 200 international units a day. Whilst 
the human body had become supremely efficient at 
converting sunlight to vitamin D without any toxic 
effects, too much vitamin D in food had been shown 
to be harmful in the past.

Moan’s study raised a conundrum, because it found 
the levels of vitamin D needed in the blood to help 
protect against cancer were far higher than you could 
achieve in 2008 taking the maximum recommended 
supplement of 200 IU a day in pill form. The only 
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option then, appeared to be sunlight as a source of 
healthy vitamin D, which put Moan directly in the 
firing line of the skin cancer research community. That 
didn’t stop Moan from stating the obvious:

“Thus we conclude that…the sun is an important 
source of vitamin D…So far, epidemiological data for 
cancer argue for an overall positive role of sun-induced 
vitamin D. There may be more beneficial than adverse 
effects of moderately increased sun exposure, even for 
total cancer mortality.” 

To understand why this might be the case, you first 
need to understand a little about vitamin D. Ignore 
some of the long words and just follow the ball in the 
brief description that follows.

When UVB rays from the sun strike our skin, they 
set off a chemical reaction pre-programmed into our 
DNA. Dermatologists call the process “DNA damage” 
in a bid to scare people, but it’s entirely natural and 
has been part of our life cycle since the very beginning 
of humanity. The chemical in the skin that reacts to 
sunlight is called 7-dehydro-cholesterol which, as its 
name suggests, is a type of cholesterol. Without it, the 
reaction could not happen.

The 7-dehydro-cholesterol is transformed by the UV 
and thermal energy into the chemical we call vitamin 
D3, or cholecalciferol. This chemical is then circulated 
through the bloodstream into the liver where it is 
“hydroxylated” into 25(OH)D (aka calcidiol) – the 
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actual variant of vitamin D that’s measured in blood 
serum levels.

Still watching the ball? The 25(OH)D is then spun 
off by the kidney and converted into a further form 
known as 1,25(OH)2D, (calcitriol) which is the variant 
used to regulate calcium absorption in your body and 
perform a whole lot of previously unknown functions.

“1,25(OH)2D acts as a molecular switch,” writes vita-
min D researcher John Cannell, activating “target 
genes” and receptors throughout the body. One of the 
recent discoveries, for example, is that our immune 
systems use it to manufacture “naturally-occurring 
human antibiotics” within our bodies. If you have low 
vitamin D, your body’s immune system can’t manu-
facture its own antibiotics, and the implications of that 
don’t require a rocket science degree.4

But here’s the twist. Up until only a few years ago, 
it was assumed 1,25(OH) 2D could only be manufac-
tured by the kidneys, and only for the purposes of 
the well understood skeletal health system. Instead, 
most organs of the body have since been discovered 
to have the ability to generate 1,25(OH) 2D for their 
own purposes. The brain, the heart, the stomach, the 
lungs, just some of the previously unknown systems 
for processing vitamin D independent of the kidneys. 
No other vitamin is like it.
4  “Diagnosis and treatment of vitamin D deficiency”, Cannell et 
al, Journal of Expert Opinion in Pharmacotherapy, 2008, 9(1):1-12
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The argument that vitamin D had special powers 
gained weight from another study, a randomised con-
trolled trial of vitamin D over a four year period, 
which found a dramatic decrease in cancers amongst 
those who were given 1,110 IU (international units) of 
vitamin D3 each day, compared to those on a placebo.

The study followed 403 women from Nebraska, and 
measured them against a control group of 206 on 
placebo. After the trial, the vitamin D users had 77% 
fewer cancers than placebo users.5

While the debate about supplementation vs sunbath-
ing, or even a combination of both, is ongoing, the 
message that vitamin D appears to lower cancer risk 
is clear.

Of course, as with all things, there is a trade-off 
between increasing sun exposure for your family’s 
health, and increasing the risk of skin cancer. But 
the numbers tell the story: In 2004, 7,900 Americans 
died of melanoma. On the flip side of that coin and 
using the above data, 45,000 Americans are believed to 
have died from cancers that they could have survived 
or avoided with greater exposure to the sun. In other 
words, you may be nine times more likely to die from 
cancer caused or aggravated by a lack of sunlight, than 
you are from skin cancer caused by sunlight.

5  “Vitamin D and calcium supplementation reduces cancer 
risk,” Lappe et al, American Journal of Clinical Nutrition, 2007, 
85(6):1586-91
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A 2009 report delivered to the Canadian government 
estimated that if vitamin D levels were increased across 
the board, 37,000 fewer people would die prematurely 
in Canada each year as a result of avoidable disease, 
saving taxpayers some $14 billion annually and saving 
an enormous amount of family grief.6

Yet the extent of vitamin D deficiency is actually 
huge. A telltale sign is the huge rise in the number of 
cases of rickets – a disease thought vanquished in the 
early 20th century – across the world. Characterised by 
bone deformities, children and babies can also suffer 
seizures. Hospital emergency departments in London, 
New York, Sydney and Auckland are routinely seeing 
children with rickets now.

Low vitamin D levels are the cause. A study of inpa-
tients at Boston’s Massachusetts General Hospital 
found 57% had vitamin D levels in the blood that 
were deficient.7 Thirty one percent of Australians are 
in the same boat.8 Even in Melbourne and Adelaide at 
6  “An estimate of the economic burden and premature deaths 
due to vitamin D deficiency in Canada,” Grant et al, Mol. Nutr. Food 
Res. 2010, 54, 1172–1181, http://www.vitamindsociety.org/pdf/
Grant%202010%20-%20vitamin%20D%20deficiency%20in%20
Canada.pdf 
7  “Diagnosis and treatment of vitamin D deficiency,” Cannell 
et al, Expert Opinion in Pharmacotherapy, 2008 9(1), citing 
“Hypovitaminosis D in medical inpatients,” Thomas et al, New 
England Journal of Medicine, 1998; 338(12):777-83
8  “Prevalence of vitamin D deficiency and its determinants 
in Australian adults etc,” Daly et al, Oxford Journal of Clinical 

http://www.vitamindsociety.org/pdf/Grant%202010%20-%20vitamin%20D%20deficiency%20in%20Canada.pdf
http://www.vitamindsociety.org/pdf/Grant%202010%20-%20vitamin%20D%20deficiency%20in%20Canada.pdf
http://www.vitamindsociety.org/pdf/Grant%202010%20-%20vitamin%20D%20deficiency%20in%20Canada.pdf
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the end of summer, 42% of women and 27% of men 
were vitamin D deficient. Given the Aussie summer 
sun, they shouldn’t have been.

As vitamin D researcher Cedric Garland announced 
to the world, getting people to spend 15 minutes a day 
in the sun without sunscreen could save ten lives from 
cancer alone, for every extra skin cancer death caused 
by increased sun exposure.

It was this kind of information that caused doctors 
the world over to sit up and think: was the message 
on staying sun-safe the wrong message? Had the pen-
dulum of caution swung too far, to the point where it 
was causing more cancers in other areas? What exactly 
was the link between vitamin D and cancer mortality? 
Why was melanoma not nearly as fatal in New Zea-
land and Australia, despite the strongest UV radiation 
in the world?

Could it be that the sunshine vitamin held secrets 
essential to life, secrets only now being unlocked?

Endocrinology, 2012 Jul; 77(1):26-35
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Prologue 
AND SO IT BEGINS...

Dawkins’ Challenge

““I shall suggest that the existence of God is a scientific hypothesis 
like any other...even if God’s existence is never proved with certainty 
one way or the other, available evidence and reasoning may yield an 
estimate of probability far from 50%.” 

Richard Dawkins, The God Delusion

When I wrote my previous book Eve’s Bite earlier this year, there 
were some things I left unsaid. Not because I was afraid of saying 
them but because Eve’s Bite – which deals with social engineering 

in the West – was not really the forum to explore those issues in.
You see, over the past 24 months there has been an explosion of anti-

God books on to the market – Richard Dawkins’ The God Delusion merely 
being one of the most recent examples. That’s fine, it’s a free world. But 
informed debate cannot exist if you are not getting all sides of the story.

The truth is, far from Dawkins’ and others’ claims, there’s a growing, 
gnawing, accelerating suspicion within the scientific community that God 
may indeed exist and – horrors – be engaging with the natural world. 

Yet the other reality is that our modern world is segmented into a range 
of different religions. If this “God” that science grudgingly concedes 
exists, then whose “God” is he/she/it?

In The Divinity Code, I am not attempting to blindly convert anyone to 
Christianity - I figure you are all smart enough to make your own choices 
in life. But laying my cards on the table, yes, I myself am a Christian. As an 
investigative journalist I had been trained to be skeptical about all things, 
and 26 years ago when I began my career I was at the time an atheist, and 
someone who believed only naturalism and science could explain the world 
and provide progress.



Pr oL o G U E

7

My journey to skepticism had been helped by books like the 1982 
bestseller, The Holy Blood & The Holy Grail, which suggested Christ had 
never died on the cross but survived, married Mary Magdalene, moved 
to the south of France, had a couple of kids etc. Those of you who’ve 
read Dan Brown’s The Da Vinci Code may recognise this plotline and its 
variations.

I used my position as a journalist to run anti-God stories wherever I 
could, interviewing skeptical luminaries like Professor Lloyd Geering 
about the Gospel of Thomas supposedly driving nails into traditional 
Christian beliefs. I even, in my personal life, briefly teamed up with other 
atheists to try and “deprogramme” Christians in staged “interventions”.

This, then, is my background. 
Despite all that, I eventually became a Christian – initially on pure faith 

alone because it went against what I perceived to be the credible evidence 
against it. Later, much later, I discovered that the atheist and skeptical 
literature I’d read had left out a lot of crucial information – a discovery 
that shocked me when I came across it. It was the “Inconvenient Truth” 
for atheism: data and information that didn’t fit the argument and so was 
deliberately put to one side or dealt with out of context.

As a journalist, this jolted me to a realisation. Any argument that cannot 
withstand robust debate is not a good argument. A reporter should follow 
the evidence where it leads, not merely where he or she wants it to lead. 
As an investigative journalist, I knew professionally that the omission of 
major, inconvenient facts was a sign that I needed to worry about the 
credibility of the books I was reading, regardless of what I had wanted to 
believe in them.

Fast-forward to the latest crop of “God” books from Dawkins, 
Hitchens, Harris, Dennett and the like. They may be bestsellers, but are 
their arguments simply the triumph of flashy rhetoric over meaningful 
substance? 

I guess the real question is this: are you sufficiently secure in your own 
belief or lack of belief to read further? How do your current views about 
life, the universe and everything stack up against evidence, rather than 
just rhetoric?

The Divinity Code is not a book full of airy-fairy moralising. Instead, I’m 
applying Richard Dawkins’ dictum that much of religion is testable:

“I shall suggest that the existence of God is a scientific hypothesis like 
any other...even if God’s existence is never proved with certainty one way 
or the other, available evidence and reasoning may yield an estimate of 
probability far from 50%.” 
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On this much, Dawkins and I agree. Belief one way or the other is not 
built on 100% proof but on the balance of probabilities. 

In taking up Dawkins’ gauntlet, this does not mean that science can 
100% prove God’s existence or non-existence. Like all religious believers, 
I argue that the supernatural is, by definition, outside the reach or control 
of a branch of human study that restricts itself only to investigating the 
natural.

Like Dawkins, however, and like advocates of Intelligent Design, I argue 
that the fingerprints of God – if they exist – can in principle be found 
embedded in the natural world. Dawkins, of course, believes the evidence 
to be so non-existent as to almost be zero. This book, on the other hand, 
presents evidence that I believe makes the existence of God almost certain.

Unlike Dawkins, who has been known to avoid confronting evidence 
that doesn’t fit his arguments, I have taken the opportunity in The Divinity 
Code to examine the best evidence I can find from skeptics and deal with 
it head-on.

While there are a multitude of arguments raging about religion, and it 
would certainly take about eight books this size to deal with them all, I have 
chosen what I believe are the strongest challenges mounted by most critics. 

By the very nature of the subject, however, we are dealing with issues 
of religious belief and proof one way or the other. And if Dawkins and 
Christopher Hitchens can make a spirited attack on religion, I can equally 
make a spirited attack on unbelief. It is my contention that belief in a higher 
power is not only rational – it is far more rational than skepticism.

Do I succeed? You be the judge.

2014 ADDENDUM
In the seven years since I wrote this book under its original title (The 
Divinity Code), I was pleasantly surprised to find that nothing has changed. 
Nothing, that is, except for even more substantial evidence which I’ve 
included in a very extended new Epilogue, with an extra 28 pages covering 
evolution, intelligent design, the latest findings of Cosmology, and a new 
revelation on the origins of Buddhism and its impact on religion in the 
coming decades.
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CHAPTER 1 
THE QUEST FOR FIRE

“The God Hypothesis comes in many versions. Historians of religion 
recognize a progression from primitive tribal animisms, through 
polytheisms such as those of the Greeks, Romans and Norsemen, to 
monotheisms such as Judaism and its derivatives, Christianity and 
Islam” 

Richard Dawkins, The God Delusion

No one alive today knows for sure when the first human 
emerged, nor do we know when the first person looked at the 
stars and wondered about the meaning of life. We do know that 

religious rituals of some kind existed – even among Neanderthal cultures, 
where graves have been found featuring the deceased in the company of 
prized possessions, generally indicating a possible belief in the afterlife.1

It is true that we don’t actually know very much at all about human 
history. As Professor Robert Winston points out in the BBC series Walking 
With Cavemen, all the bones and fossils found in the world relating to 
human evolution could fit in a cardboard box in the boot of a small car.

The task of investigating human history is made even harder by, ironically, 
ancient global warming. As a paleontologist adviser to New Zealand’s 
national Te Papa Museum once explained to me, humans traditionally 
build settlements close to the sea – a major source of food. During the 
Ice Ages, sea levels dropped by around 150 metres and beaches receded, 
meaning people living in warmer climes had to move their villages to 
match the new tidelines, sometimes – like on America’s west coast – up to 
160 kilometres further out. 

People often have this impression of the Ice Ages as a time when the 

1  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Neanderthal
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entire planet was cold. Not so. The ice simply pushed the temperate and 
tropical zones closer to the equator. It rained heavily on jungles and lakes 
in what is now the Sahara desert, for example.2

As the ice melted somewhere between 10,000 and 6,000 years ago (and 
by many scientific accounts it happened fast), the sea rose again quite 
rapidly, quickly drowning the villages and cities lining the shores in those 
ancient times. To get a feel for what happened, imagine the city where you 
live. If the sea level were to rise by 150 metres, how far inland would you 
have to go to remain on the mainland? In my case, Auckland, the city’s 
highest piece of land is the Mt Eden volcanic crater. At 196m high, the sea 
would wash against the hill three quarters of the way up. With that kind 
of deluge, it is obvious that virtually an entire city of 1.1 million people 
would vanish beneath the waves. In the case of Sydney, Australia, only 50 
metres above sea level, the new shoreline would be the base of the Blue 
Mountains, 100 km west of the city; Los Angeles would no longer be the 
City of Angels but the City of Islands.

Give it 6,000 years underwater, pointed out my paleontologist, and any 
hope of finding these cities under 20 or 30 metres of sand and sediment, 
150 metres underwater and up to 100 km out to sea, would be akin to 
finding the proverbial needle in a haystack.

As a result, he told me, it’s a pretty safe bet that the vast majority of 
human history is submerged and lost to us. Apart from one or two brief 
fluctuations several million years ago, the sea levels on earth have never 
been higher than they are now.3

Several things emerge from this revelation. Firstly, that when our 
scientists are digging for fossils – particularly human or hominid – they 
are digging in areas that would have been considered outback hill-country 
10,000 years ago – far from the larger settlements on the [now submerged] 
coast. It’s hardly surprising, then, that the image we get of our ancestors is 
one of, well, fossilized hillbillies. It’s the difference between finding New 
York, and finding Walton’s Mountain.

Secondly, the same thing applies to animal fossils – we’re digging up a 
large number of cave bears, woolly mammoths, dire wolves and other such 
creatures particular to these locations, and we have no way of digging up 
the vast herds of creatures who roamed the plains closer to the coastline. 
Therefore when we talk of “evolution” at all, we should acknowledge that 
much of what science currently does is guesswork.

Thirdly, all of this has a major bearing on the arguments of atheist writers 
2   http://www.usask.ca/geology/classes/geol206/iceoceans.html
3  ibid
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like Richard Dawkins, Christopher Hitchens and Sam Harris. Their 
collective efforts to debunk religion in general and Christianity in particular 
rely heavily on a presumption that they know most of what there is to know 
about human history. As I’ve just established in the space of less than one 
page: that’s a pretty flawed and dangerous presumption to make.

Let’s return to the concept of submerged cities to illustrate the point. In 
2000, a Canadian expedition searching for sunken Spanish galleons located 
what appears to be an underwater city off the western coast of Cuba, 650 
metres (2,132 feet) below the surface of the Caribbean Sea, on an earthquake 
faultline.4 Using an expensive remote controlled submersible with robot 
cameras, they videoed massive granite blocks, between two and five metres 
in length each, forming various structures. According to news reports in 
the Canadian and American press, the granite is not native to the area 
and the nearest possible source today is central Mexico. The underwater 
“city” is estimated to be around 7,000 years old. If correct, it was built 
by a civilization that predated the invention of the wheel in Sumeria in 
the Middle East. Unless, of course, the Sumerians were only re-discovering 
older technology lost in the disappearance of older civilizations.

The submerged architecture in Cuba is not the only example of its kind. 
There is speculation that underwater blocks discovered in the Bahamas 40 
years ago are also the remains of a submerged town or city, and National 
Geographic has reported on one submerged city found off the coast of India.5 
Now another, even more spectacular, has been added to the list:

“The remains of a huge underwater city off the western coast of India 
may force historians and archaeologists to radically reconsider their view 
of ancient human history. It’s believed that the area was submerged when 
ice caps melted at the end of the last ice age, 9-10,000 years ago. 

“Marine scientists say archaeological remains discovered 120 feet 
underwater in the Gulf of Cambay off the western coast of India could be 
over 9,000 years old. The vast city – which is five miles long and two miles 
wide – is believed to predate the oldest known remains in the subcontinent 
by more than 5,000 years. 

“The site was discovered by chance last year by oceanographers from India’s 
National Institute of Ocean Technology who were conducting a survey of 
pollution. Using sidescan sonar – which sends a beam of sound waves down 
to the bottom of the ocean – they identified huge geometrical structures at 
a depth of 120 feet. Debris recovered from the site – including construction 
material, pottery, sections of walls, beads, sculpture and human bones and 

4  http://www.s8int.com/water1.html
5  http://news.nationalgeographic.com/news/2002/05/0528_020528_sunkencities_2.html
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teeth – has been carbon dated and found to be nearly 9,500 years old. 
“However, archaeologist Justin Morris from the British Museum says 

more work will need to be done before the site can be said to belong to a 
9,000 year old civilization, since there can be errors in carbon dating. 

“ ‘Culturally speaking, in that part of the world there were no civilizations 
prior to about 2,500 BC. What’s happening before then mainly consisted 
of small, village settlements’, he says. 

“Strong tides make investigations in the Cambay difficult. Marine 
scientists led by the Madras-based National Institute of Ocean Technology 
are solving this problem by taking acoustic images off the sea-bed and 
using dredging equipment to extract artifacts. 

“The Indian Minister for Ocean Technology, Murli Manohar Joshi, says 
the images indicate symmetrical man-made structures and also a paleo-
river, with banks containing artifacts, such as pottery. Carbon dating on a 
block of wood brought up from the depths suggests it dates back to 7,595 
BC. “We have to find out what happened then ... where and how this 
civilisation vanished,” he says. 

“The city is believed to be even older than the ancient Harappan 
civilisation, which dates back around 4,000 years and is the oldest on 
the subcontinent. Although Palaeolithic sites dating back around 20,000 
years have been found on the coast of India’s western state of Gujarat 
before, this is the first time that man-made structures as old as 9,500 years 
have been found deep beneath the ocean surface.”6 

If you look at human history scientifically, Homo sapiens sapiens has 
been around for 50,000 to 100,000 years according to the boffins. Yet the 
entire history of our species is compressed so that we went from caveman 
to spaceman in only 8,000 years. If we can do it in 8,000 years, it is 
possible that humans reached some form of high civilization before the 
last Ice Age. The person walking around Times Square today clutching a 
Blackberry has the same intellectual capacity as the guy slugging a saber-
tooth with a stone ax did 10,000 years ago. Genetically and mentally we 
are identical to them. They thought, loved and debated as we do, albeit 
with a far lower knowledge of technology than we now enjoy.

Is it possible that we have reached high civilization before, only to lose it? 
Yeah, it’s certainly possible, but it doesn’t figure in orthodox history books 
where the assumption – based on modern-centric evolutionary principles 
of advancement – is that we are the crème of the human crop.

Maybe we are. Then again maybe we are not. For example, it is now well-

6  http://www.unknowncountry.com/news/?id=1176
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documented that ancient civilizations appear to have developed electric 
batteries, similar to the ones powering your radio or flashlight today. 
What were the Mesopotamians or Egyptians doing with the equivalent 
of a Duracell battery?7

For more than a few readers, these opening pages will rekindle memories of 
the legend of Atlantis, the advanced civilization that supposedly sank beneath 
the waves in a massive cataclysm at some point in ancient times, possibly 
11,000 years ago. The only record we have that specifically names “Atlantis” is 
Plato’s writing in Critias and Timaeus, published around 355 BC:

“For many generations, as long as the divine nature lasted in them, they 
[the Atlanteans] were obedient to the laws, and well-affectioned towards 
the god, whose seed they were; for they possessed true and in every way 
great spirits, uniting gentleness with wisdom in the various chances of life, 
and in their intercourse with one another. They despised everything but 
virtue, caring little for their present state of life, and thinking lightly of the 
possession of gold and other property, which seemed only a burden to them; 
neither were they intoxicated by luxury; nor did wealth deprive them of 
their self-control; but they were sober, and saw clearly that all these goods 
are increased by virtue and friendship with one another, whereas by too 
great regard and respect for them, they are lost and friendship with them. 

“By such reflections and by the continuance in them of a divine nature, 
the qualities which we have described grew and increased among them; 
but when the divine portion began to fade away, and became diluted too 
often and too much with the mortal admixture, and the human nature 
got the upper hand, they then, being unable to bear their fortune, behaved 
unseemly, and to him who had an eye to see grew visibly debased, for they 
were losing the fairest of their precious gifts; but to those who had no eye 
to see the true happiness, they appeared glorious and blessed at the very 
time when they were full of avarice and unrighteous power.”

Sounds like a description that could equally apply today.
Plato wrote that Atlantis was situated beyond “the pillars of Hercules [in 

modern terms, the Straits of Gibraltar where the Mediterranean meets the 
Atlantic Ocean]”, and that Atlantis formed “the way to other islands [the 
Caribbean?], and from these you might pass to the whole of the opposite 
continent [presumably America] which surrounds the true ocean [the 
Atlantic, as indeed America does].”

Now regardless of whether you believe Plato was trying to record a real 
place, or merely painting an allegorical picture for the sake of making 

7  http://news.bbc.co.uk/go/pr/fr/-/1/hi/sci/tech/2804257.stm
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a point, he certainly struck the jackpot in describing how the Atlantic 
Ocean was encircled by a landmass on the other side. I mean, how would 
he know? For what it’s worth, a century earlier, Herodotus was calling that 
ocean the “Atlantis ocean”.

According to Plato, an Egyptian priest with access to the ancient library 
records (later destroyed by invading Romans) told the Greek traveler 
Solon the story of Atlantis and how a cataclysm that hit Greece also took 
out Atlantis, more than 1,600 km to the West.

“But afterwards there occurred violent earthquakes and floods; and in a 
single day and night of misfortune all your [Greek] warlike men in a body 
sank into the earth, and the island of Atlantis in like manner disappeared 
in the depths of the sea.” 

Plato timed this destruction around 9,000 BC, which was another lucky 
strike given that it coincided with the end of what we now know (but he 
didn’t) was the last Ice Age, and during which the sea level worldwide rose 
150 metres.8

I raise the Atlantis legend only to illustrate that no matter how much we 
think we know through science, we probably don’t even know the half of it.

So when modern authors like Dawkins, or Lloyd Geering, try and 
build a picture of primitive ancients worshipping tree spirits and gradually 
“evolving” to a higher form of religious belief, it should be remembered 
that these claims are based on presumptions that human civilization has no 
surprises, that we have all merely “evolved” from peasant to physicist, from 
simple beliefs to a ‘modern, enlightened, scientific view’ of the world. 

Pontificates Geering:
“The ancient storytellers saw nothing odd in attributing creation to 

the utterance of words. Language fascinated the ancient mind. Although 
words could be heard they could never be seen or touched; yet the uttering 
of them seemed to be very powerful.”

Oh really? Was he there, then? I’m sure mere “uttering” wasn’t half as 
impressive as hooking up the ancient Duracell battery and conducting 
experiments with electricity.

Geering, like many pseuds before him, harks back to this storybook 
view of ancient cultures and has evidently watched One Million Years BC 
(featuring the iconic Raquel Welch as cavewoman “Loana”) far too many 
times. Geering forgets that the ancient Hebrews were as clever as he is, 
and the ability to speak was no more wondrous to them than the ability to 
whack doddery old tribesmen over their heads in a bid to ease their dotage 

8  Rising sea levels are not the only determinant involved. As the sunken remains 700 metres 
below the Caribbean suggest, tectonics can play a definitive role
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before they started spouting daft theories about words and drove the rest 
of the tribe insane.

Long assumed to be brutes, and erroneously portrayed by Hollywood 
and graphic artists in science departments9 as part man/part ape, even 
Neanderthals apparently had no trouble talking10 – scientists have 
discovered a Neanderthal hyoid bone (essential for human speech) 
“identical” to that of modern humans. Speech has a long heritage11, and 
it’s a fair bet that when Moses opened his mouth to lecture the Israelites, 
the last thing they were wondering was how clever he was, being able to 
speak and all that!

Of course, Geering isn’t the only one with a dodgy perspective on the 
origins of religion. The vogue theory among a small group of vocal liberals 
is called “the Axial Period”, and if you’ve read books by former nun Karen 
Armstrong, you’ll recognize the term.

It was actually coined by a German philosopher, Karl Jaspers, in 1949, 
and refers to the period between 800 BC and 200 BC when, Jaspers claims, 
similar ideas allegedly arose in religions around the world – apparently 
independently of each other. He points to developments in religion and 
philosophy in ancient Greece mirroring the ideas emerging in Buddhism 
and Confucianism, Zoroastrianism, Hinduism and Judaism.12

“The spiritual foundations of humanity were laid simultaneously and 
independently,” Jaspers says, “and these are the foundations upon which 
humanity still subsists today.” 

It was not divine revelation, Axialists like Geering or Armstrong or John 
Shelby Spong argue, but growing wisdom among the ancients responding 
to changes in their societies that led to the new ideas.

Lloyd Geering, for example, waxes lyrical in the assumption that older 
religions played a major role in influencing Christianity. One of his 
assertions in Christianity Without God is that Zoroastrianism is the origin 
of “such ideas as the Last Judgment (preceded by a general resurrection), an 
afterlife with rewards and punishments, the concept of a personal Devil, 

9  These “artists” pulled the same stunt with the 2004 discovery of the ‘hobbit skeletons’ 
on Indonesia’s Flores Island, by drawing them as small humans with chimpanzee heads, even 
though the skulls are so close to ours in style that there is a heated dispute in the scientific 
community about whether  the hobbits are  indeed a different species or  just a dwarf  race 
of modern humans. Every time artists draw ancient humans as part-ape, they are guessing, 
based entirely on their own belief in Darwinism
10  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Neanderthal
11  http://www.nytimes.com/2007/10/18/science/19speech.html  Another  discovery  late 
October  2007  confirms  Neanderthals  had  the  FOXP2  gene  necessary  for  human  speech, 
identical to the one the rest of us have, and apparently they had it from about 350,000 years 
ago, throwing evolutionary theory into disarray, again
12  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Axial_Age
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the writing of our life story in a heavenly book of life and the naming of 
angels with specific functions.”

Once again I am forced to say, ‘Oh really?’.
Zoroastrianism, the Persian religion, supposedly gave these ideas to the 

Jews during their Babylonian captivity around 500 BC. But if the idea of 
God judging the world only emerged in Judaism in 500 BC, how do we 
explain a verse like this, written around 1400 BC:

“Will not the Judge of all the Earth do right?” asked Abraham in Gen. 18:25.
And doesn’t this Psalm, written around 900 BC, give hope of an eternal 

afterlife beyond the grave?13

“You will not abandon me to the grave, nor will you let your Holy One see 
decay. You have made known to me the path of life; you will fill me with joy 
in your presence, with eternal pleasures at your right hand.” Psa. 16:10-11.

If you want it more explicit, Psalm 1, also from around 900 BC, talks at 
verse 5 of “the wicked will not stand in the Judgment, nor sinners in the 
assembly of the righteous”.

If it’s a personal Devil you seek, look no further than the Book of Job 
(pronounced ‘Jobe’), which records events that scholars attribute to as 
far back as 1800 – 2000 BC because of its cultural nuances and archaic 
language.14 The entire book is about Job’s sustained attack at the hands of 
a very personal Satan.

In truth, this is one of the frustrating things about books written by 
skeptics: they offer unsourced anecdotal tales and claims that make 
persuasive soundbites but which are utterly untrue.

We will return in detail to which religion borrowed from which, later 
in this book. But regardless of the sport that Geering, Armstrong, Spong, 
Dawkins, Hitchens and others will provide us (and trust me, we will have 
fun doing it), there is no escaping the reality that humans and a belief in 

13  The  answer  from  Axialists  will  initially  be  that  the  earliest  records  of  a  written  Book 
of Psalms date to the sixth century BC, which means the  ideas could have been borrowed 
from Zoroastrianism during the captivity. The answer is simplistic however. With Jerusalem 
captured, the temple destroyed and its inhabitants bundled off to a foreign land, it is easy to 
see why we no longer have physical copies of manuscripts dating back to the time of Moses 
or King David. However, there is ample circumstantial evidence to suggest the older books of 
the Old Testament were well known to Jews at the time of the captivity, and that they were 
not changed. Firstly, the Jews held fast to their Jewishness and what little they had been left 
with. Rather than widely  integrating into Persian society they were mindful of the previous 
great captivity in Egypt nearly a thousand years earlier, and the need to preserve their beliefs 
and culture through this time. Having been warned by their prophets repeatedly about the 
dangers  of  worshipping  false  gods,  and  that  the  captivity  was  a  punishment  for  Jewish 
disobedience, it stretches credulity to believe that the Jews then would further anger their 
God by importing foreign religious beliefs into what was left of Judaism. Secondly, portions 
of the Psalms are quoted in other pre-Exile books like 1 and 2 Samuel. Thirdly, the internal 
evidence in many of the earliest psalms – the words used and events referred to – clearly 
place them between 1000 BC and 900 BC in origin.
14   Survey of Old Testament Introduction, Gleason Archer, Moody, 1994, pp. 503-515
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the supernatural go hand in hand. Always have, always will.
Opinion polls in the West consistently show anywhere in the region of 

80% to 90% of people believe in a divinity of some kind.
A Fox News poll in 2004, for example, found 92% of Americans say they 

believe in God, 85% in heaven and 82% in miracles. Surprisingly, support for 
New Age beliefs was a lot lower, with 34% belief in the existence of ghosts, 
34% in UFOs, 29% in astrology, 25% in reincarnation and 24% in witches.15

“Young people are much more likely than older Americans to believe 
in both hell and the devil,” noted Fox News. “An 86% majority of adults 
between the ages of 18 to 34 believe in hell, but that drops to 68% for those 
over age 70.”

You would think that older people would be more likely to believe in hell 
and the devil and orthodox Christian theology, until you realize that most 
of those people grew up in churches who’d been hit by a crisis of faith in the 
late 19th/early 20th centuries. The liberal view, that ideas of hell or miracles 
were merely “quaint” stories which science had disproved, poisoned the 
mainstream churches through the first three-quarters of the 20th century, until 
fresh scholarship overturned that lukewarm Christianity. Seen in that light, it 
is no surprise that young people have a stronger faith – the growing churches 
today are those that have returned to the basics of Christian doctrine, such as 
the existence of a real God, a real hell and a real Resurrection.

Intriguingly, there’s not just an age gap, there’s a political gap as well. 
Left-wingers are more likely (an additional 14%) to believe in New Age ideas 
than conservatives. As for the state of religion in society, the poll turned up 
a figure that is an undoubted source of fury to atheist fundamentalists like 
Dawkins and Hitchens: a staggering 69% of Americans believe religion 
needs to play a bigger role in people’s lives, with only 15% arguing it should 
play a smaller role.

Another poll, from 200316, found that more than a quarter of those who 
say they are not Christian nonetheless believe in the resurrection of Christ 
and the virgin birth.

A Gallup poll in May 2007 showed a slight drop in belief in God, down 
to 86%, although when the question was rephrased to include belief in a 
higher power it bounced back to nearly 90%.

But we all know Americans are the most “religious” westerners. What 
about the rest of us in the English-speaking world?

A UMR research poll in New Zealand in September 200717 that directly 

15  www.foxnews.com/story/0,2933,99945,00.html
16  www.harrisinteractive.com/harris_poll/index.asp?PID=359
17  http://www.umr.co.nz/Media/FinalMorality-Religion-Evolution-NZ_USComparison-Sep07.pdf
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compared the May 07 US Gallup poll shows only 56% downunder believe 
in God, and only 48% believe in Heaven, compared with 81% of Americans. 
Seventy percent of Americans believe the Devil exists, while only 26% of 
New Zealanders buy into that.

When researchers broke down the “God” question the same way 
Gallup had, 46% of New Zealanders professed a belief in “God”, while 
a staggering 31% opted to believe in the New Age concept of “a universal 
spirit or higher power”.

Then there is the question of ‘Why?’. Why do we believe in God?
Time magazine put it another way:
“Which came first, God or the need for God? In other words, did 

humans create religion from cues sent from above, or did evolution instill 
in us a sense of the divine so that we would gather into the communities 
essential to keeping the species going?”18

Examine the last part of that statement for a moment. It’s the idea that 
evolution created the idea of God in our heads. Yet evolution is supposed 
to be purposeless and randomly-caused. How could a single-celled 
organism know in advance that in order to succeed it needed to believe in 
an imaginary friend called ‘God’?

The idea seems more farcical and fraught with contradictions than 
simply believing in God himself, but it has led to what some scientists 
are calling their theory of “the God Gene” – the idea that humans are 
programmed to believe in God.

“Even among people who regard spiritual life as wishful hocus-pocus, 
there is a growing sense that humans may not be able to survive without it,” 
says Time. “It’s hard enough getting by in a fang-and-claw world in which 
killing, thieving and cheating pay such rich dividends. It’s harder still when 
there’s no moral cop walking the beat to blow the whistle when things get 
out of control. Best to have a deity on hand to rein in our worst impulses, 
bring out our best and, not incidentally, give us a sense that there’s someone 
awake in the cosmic house when the lights go out at night and we find 
ourselves wondering just why we’re here in the first place. If a God or even 
several gods can do all that, fine. And if we sometimes misuse the idea of 
our gods – and millenniums of holy wars prove that we do – the benefits of 
being a spiritual species will surely outweigh the bloodshed.”

These, then, are some of the questions this book sets out to answer. Is 
there a rational basis for believing in God? Did humans simply invent the 
concept of God? Is belief in God, whether fiction or fact, scientifically 

18   http://www.time.com/time/magazine/article/0,9171,995465,00.html
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necessary for us as a species in order for us to avoid slaughtering each 
other? Are all gods and religions created equal, or is it possible that some 
are either better or closer to the truth than others? Can belief in God be 
reconciled with scientific discoveries?

Perhaps the biggest question of all, though, is this: If God exists, is that 
‘just another news story’, or the most significant piece of information in 
human history?

As you can see, it promises to be an intriguing journey.



We hope you’ve enjoyed this extract

If you’d like to read this book, click here to get it from IanWishart.com .

Or get it right now from Amazon or Kobo. 

If you’ve read it, please consider leaving a review on Amazon here.

http://www.investigatemagazine.co.nz/Investigate/product/christ-in-the-crossfire/
http://www.amazon.com/Christ-Crossfire-inescapable-conclusion-controversy-ebook/dp/B00OIREKPC/
https://store.kobobooks.com/en-ca/ebook/the-divinity-code
http://www.amazon.com/review/create-review/ref=cm_cr_pr_wr_but_top?ie=UTF8&channel=reviews-product&asin=B00OIREKPC
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Introduction
Every so often, a story comes along that cries out to be told. This is one of 
those stories. It has not been easy. Three years ago I began this journey, aided 
along the way by bankers, lawyers, investigators – an entire zoo of diverse 
characters. Some require anonymity in this book – the price of disclosure, 
they argue, would be broken careers and retribution. But they all tell a 
similar tale, and they tell it only because they learnt to trust an investigative 
journalist who became swept up in their maelstrom.

The Paradise Conspiracy had its genesis in an investigation by two New 
Zealand business newspapers into claims of tax cheating. It quickly ballooned 
into something much bigger, a three year long hunt for the truth that cul-
minated in a television documentary costing nearly a million dollars to air, 
and ultimately a Commission of Inquiry into the activities uncovered by 
the television team and whether some of the law enforcement agencies had 
acted lawfully or competently in their own probes into the alleged crimes.

The lessons learnt apply not just to the people of New Zealand, but 
equally to those in the rest of the industrialised world. This is a story from 
the cutting edge of capitalism, the final frontier of finance. What happened 
here will happen again. And again... 

In journeying through this book, the reader should be aware of a number 
of factors regarding the author’s methodology. Firstly, because of European 
Pacific’s desperate efforts to discover the identities of our many informants 
– in order to gag them with huge writs – I have in many cases altered the 
names of those people and, where necessary, altered the locations where they 
were spoken to. Sometimes, to confuse the enemy, nothing has been changed.

Those whose identities have been fudged are referred to in the text by a first 
name only. To protect those whose information was so sensitive that even 
a name change won’t fool their former colleagues, I have created amalgam 
characters – a mixture of perhaps two or three individuals whose testimony 
in this book will be delivered by a single mouthpiece.

What has not been altered, however, is what those people said. In the 
vast majority of cases the conversations were recorded on audio tape for 
accuracy’s sake and appear in the book verbatim, in the remainder notes 
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were transcribed immediately after each interview with a time and date 
noted. In those cases, the quotes are as close to verbatim as has been pos-
sible, and where possible or appropriate the quotes have been reconfirmed 
with those who made them. 

Where possible, all external source material is noted in the main body of 
the text, with the most significant material reprinted in the appendices at the 
back of this publication. A mentor of mine once exhorted his reporters to 
remember where they came from and why they were there – “the objective 
is pursuit of truth,” he admonished, “and sometimes the truth may conflict 
with your own or your company’s commercial objectives. Do not lose sight 
of the truth – it is the reason you are journalists, first and foremost.”

It is with a bitter sense of irony, then, that I write this. The truth I am 
pursuing has caused me to pause several times, caused me to confront 
the certain knowledge that what is contained within these pages will cre-
ate enemies where I had none – it may even cost me my career. To fail to 
reveal what I know, however, would be a betrayal of those who risked their 
reputations and careers to help me, and a betrayal of the public’s right to 
know and make up their own minds.

The truth, as defined by New Zealand’s defamation laws, is what a jury 
believes to be true “in the balance of probabilities” – in other words, is there 
more than a 50 percent chance that this story is true? You, the reader, are 
my jury. These are my submissions. It is time to cast the dice into the air; 
let them fall where they will.

Ian Wishart



8

Prologue

The Dream Police
“Cause they’re waiting for me, 

They’re looking for me, 
The dream police they’re coming to arrest me.”
– Rick Nielsen, from the album by Cheap Trick, 1979

The tip had come – as they often had recently – late in the evening, a sleep-
shattering phone call with a voice speaking in hushed tones down the line.

“The Serious Fraud Office will rendezvous with one of your contacts, 
9:00am tomorrow morning, Aotea Square. Be there.”

I’d caught sight of my quarry a little after nine – the familiar visage of 
Spook, a source of mine, standing near the middle of the Square and, with 
him, senior SFO investigator Gib Beattie and another officer, both looking 
like they’d been tailored by the FBI.

Retreating from my vantage point I slunk back to the car. The camera 
was on the back seat. All I needed to do was load the film. Please God, I 
muttered frantically as I slumped into the driver’s seat and swapped the 
400mm long lens for a more manageable 210mm zoom, please give me 
time to roll off a few shots.

I knew Beattie had been talking to Spook for months. I also knew what 
had been discussed in those conversations. With a Commission of Inquiry 
underway, a photo of my contact meeting these SFO guys could prove 
relevant down the line. I hadn’t figured on Murphy’s Law.

“Look,” Spook was repeating to Beattie back in the Square, “I’m not 
happy about you bringing this guy Steve Drain down here. I don’t know 
him, and I don’t want to talk in front of him. Besides, I’m worried my car 
might get a parking ticket. Can we go back down there by the street where 
I can keep an eye on it?”
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And so it was that just as I unpacked the film, Spook walked around the 
corner with the SFO’s Gib Beattie and Steve Drain. My worst stakeout 
nightmare had just come true. I may as well have hung out a sign saying 
“Here I Am, Come And Get Me”.

Beattie and Drain took a half-step past my car and stopped dead in their 
tracks. While they couldn’t see my face, that could tell that someone in the 
driver’s seat had a camera in his lap. Drain, in one fluid movement, whirled 
around and opened my passenger door, leaning in as he did so.

“What the hell are you doing here?,” he demanded. I clutched vainly at 
a straw, hoping that Drain was taking a wild guess, that he wasn’t an avid 
watcher of TV news bulletins which have featured my face every week for 
five years, and that even if he did know who Ian Wishart was, he wouldn’t 
recognise me behind the Ray-Ban Aviators. Fat bloody chance!

“Haven’t we met before, somewhere?,” he sneered, before adding “I know 
who you are, now tell me what you are doing down here!”

“None of your business,” I retorted, giving up the play-dumb ruse.
Gib Beattie couldn’t make up his mind whether to gloat or snarl, so he 

mixed the two expressions, his ears and nose appearing to twitch in the 
battle for facial control. His eyes, however, glittered with hate.

“Wishart, you bastard. You bastard! We’ve got you now!”
I barely had time to react – Serious Fraud Office investigator Steve Drain, 

a former cop, chose that moment to lunge across the seat in a bid to grab 
the camera and rip the film out. We fought briefly as I lashed out to stop 
him gaining a secure grip on the Olympus.

“Back off pal!,” I warned as menacingly as I could muster, “You don’t have 
any authority down here.” Perhaps realising that entering my vehicle and 
attempting to snatch the camera had overstepped the mark, Drain beat a 
retreat from the interior. Beattie, too, was backing away by now, the sneer 
appearing permanently etched on his face.

“We’ve got you, you bastard. Your day is coming soon, boy!,” he threatened.

•

It was war on the streets of New Zealand, and the public never knew. Like 
the plot of a Cold War spy novel, it was a clandestine campaign of dirty 
tricks, international intrigue, kidnap attempts, death threats, beatings, 
buggings and break-ins.

In recent weeks I’d become aware that two groups, including a private 
investigation agency, were shaking every tree they could find to get hold of 
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a draft of this book. Money was being talked about.
“Would half a million shut you up?,” queried my security adviser after 

fending off another inquisitive investigator. “If you play it real cunning, 
you can sell these guys the book rights, and then go and write the movie 
script behind their backs.”

“Half a mil’s tempting,” I grinned, “but I don’t know whether I’d be able 
to sleep with myself afterwards. Nah, what the hell, the story’s gotta be told. 
I’d rather publish and be damned.”
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Chapter One

A Cornered Animal
“The TV business is uglier than most things. It is normally perceived as some 
kind of cruel and shallow money trench through the heart of the journalism 
industry, a long plastic hallway where thieves and pimps run free and good 
men die like dogs, for no good reason. Which is more or less true. For the 

most part, they are dirty little animals with huge brains and no pulse...You can’t 
get away from TV. It is everywhere. The hog is in the tunnel.”

– Hunter S. Thompson, 1985

In a television newsroom, adrenalin-pumping deadline-beating tub-thumping 
breaking news stories don’t come along every day. When they do, it’s like a 
feeding frenzy of gremlins in a morgue; duck the flying body parts as each 
cynical hardnose journalist goes snout-first for the jugular.

Thus it was when New Zealand’s most popular politician, a man named 
Winston Peters, strode purposefully into the country’s Parliament on the 
afternoon of June 10, 1992. Inside his briefcase, a fresh corpse for the media 
pack to feed on.

Peters had carved a name as a maverick, an unguided missile with a pen-
chant for trouble. Named for British wartime leader Sir Winston Churchill, 
the Maori boy from the far north of New Zealand spent much of his child-
hood enduring the nickname Winnie the Pooh. The moniker had obviously 
taken its toll: to his parliamentary colleagues that afternoon, Winston was 
the teddy bear from hell.

For years he’d been a kind of political Jiminy Cricket, a carryover from 
the bad old days prior to New Zealand’s great economic experiment of 1984. 
Peters’ National Party, then led by a benevolent dictator in the form of Sir 
Robert Muldoon, had been tossed from power as voters turned instead to 
an invigorated Labour Party led by the charismatic David Lange.
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As part and parcel of jettisoning the baggage of the Muldoon years, the 
Labour administration moved swiftly to deregulate the economy – left, right 
and centre. Farmers – traditional supporters of the blue ribbon National 
Party – lost their taxpayer funded production subsidies, financial markets 
were thrown open with no restrictions, overseas investors were invited to 
browse and shop in “supermarket New Zealand”, where anything, even 
citizenship, was up for sale.

Such no-holds-barred tariff reduction and openness were brave/foolhardy, 
considering that no other Western nations had taken such drastic steps. Not 
to worry, said the Labour Government, we’ll be an example to the rest of 
the world and lead the way in new right economics. Pretty soon everyone 
will be doing it.

As a whole, the NZ population fell for it, although a small group, notably 
people like Peters, cynically compared it to a rather obese, middle-aged indi-
vidual striding down a beach towards a group of tanned and slim beauties, 
whilst throwing off every item of clothing in the expectation that the other 
sexy young things on the beach will do likewise.

In the international game of truth-or-dare, New Zealand was exposing 
its bloomers to the rest of the world. Unfortunately, other countries misin-
terpreted this act of magnanimous generosity as a hostile act, and instead, 
we took an economic hiding in the decade that followed.

Among the few winners in New Zealand: some of the major corporates 
who took advantage of financial deregulation to act, in some cases almost 
simultaneously, as advisers to the Government on which state corporations 
should be sold, and also as purchasers of those same state assets.

New Zealand in the 1980’s was regarded by many as the “Dodge City” of 
the entire western world. Nowhere, not even Wall Street at its worst, came 
close to the unregulated corporate gunslinging that took place downunder.

It was against some of their nastier excesses that people like Peters railed, 
often to little avail. After all, the new right lobby group, the Business 
Roundtable, was largely responsible for the spirit of a lot of the Labour and, 
post-1990, National Government policy and legislation.

On this particular June day, Winston Peters had the Business Roundtable 
firmly in his sights.

As he stood in the chamber, using the protective cloak of parliamentary 
privilege that prevents MPs from being sued over anything they say in the 
House, Peters talked of members of the Roundtable asking him to swing 
in behind the right-wing economic policies of fellow National MP Ruth 
Richardson. Richardson was the party’s finance spokeswoman, and a sup-



A Cornered Animal 13

porter of the freemarket policies begun by Labour’s Roger Douglas.
Peters claimed the request had come at a meeting way back in October 

1989, shortly after David Lange’s resignation as Prime Minister. With an elec-
tion looming, and Peters the country’s most popular politician, the business 
community was keen to see Peters and Richardson bury their differences.

To waiting parliamentarians and the media, all this was old news. What 
they had all gathered to hear was the name of a prominent businessman 
alleged to have offered Peters large sums of money.

We had all gathered around the radio in the newsroom. “Give us the 
name Winston,” snapped a producer beside me, “give us the bloody name!”

“He is, Sir, Mr Selwyn J. Cushing, of Brierley Investments Ltd.”
It was a bombshell. Speculation had been building for days after Peters 

appeared on an Australian current affairs show, Four Corners, and talked of 
his dealings with the Business Roundtable, a gathering of the top business 
leaders in the country and an influential Government lobby group; com-
mercial knights of the realm.

The politician was today informing Parliament what he had told Four 
Corners – that he’d been asked before the 1990 election to visit “..a certain 
group in the Roundtable.” 

“I was pretty certain as to what the conversation would be about, and it 
was about that. It was about my swinging in behind a certain economic 
philosophy”

The programme continued, Peters explained, with his own claim that after 
his meeting, he’d been approached with an offer of help.

“And, further, I just as a matter of curiosity said: ‘Well, what do you 
mean by help? Do you mean money?’. And he said ‘Yes’. And I said: ‘Well, 
how much?’

“And I nominated a few figures and each figure was agreed to. And I said: 
‘Well, look, I’m not prepared to sell out the people I represent in either my 
constituency or nationwide’.”

The Four Corners documentary had played on Australia’s state-owned 
ABC Network on Monday, June 1. In the intervening days, the government 
MP had been ripped apart by his National Party colleagues over the claims, 
and his refusal to name names, Prime Minister Jim Bolger telling his rebel 
backbencher to “Put up or shut up!”. 

Finance Minister Ruth Richardson, a longtime foe of Peters’, swung in 
behind Bolger, saying the allegations were so serious that Peters was “mor-
ally bound” to produce evidence.

Backed into a corner by his own comments on Australian TV and the 
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reaction of his colleagues, Winston Peters glanced up at the TV cameras in 
the parliamentary press gallery overhead, gulped once and unleashed the 
rest of his speech.

“What was important to me then, as it is now, is how I would have felt 
about it. The three sums of money that go with the answers to the transcript 
[of the Four Corners programme] are $20,000, $30,000, and $50,000 – not 
in addition, but alternatively.

“Had I taken the money for my campaign I would have felt no longer free 
– that there would have been a new element in my mind when considering 
important economic matters.”

Winston savoured his next line, rolling it out like a pièce de résistance.
“I would personally have felt bought. Remember Sir, that the offer of 

financial assistance was direct: it was a departure from the conventional 
method of funding for political parties. The man belonged to a company 
associated with the Roundtable.

“And the man, even if his offer was genuine – and I leave that open 
and believe it is possible – even if the offer was genuine, was a significant 
shareholder in a company associated with the Roundtable, and the politi-
cal tactics of some members of that group had caused me grave disquiet.”

In the Auckland newsroom of 3 National News, producer Mike Brockie 
called his gremlins to their battle stations. The Wellington bureau would 
handle the lead story, a straight report on Peters’ revelations in Parliament. 
Auckland would do the reaction, reporters Steve Christensen and I had our 
orders: Find Selwyn Cushing.

Cushing was rich. Personally worth an estimated 25 million dollars, he 
was a senior executive of corporate highflyer Brierley Investments Limited. 

A company directorship check showed Cushing was on the board of 408 
companies; even after eliminating some of the double entries on that list 
he was still obviously a busy and sought-after man.

Like dozens of other journalists around the country, Steve and I hit the 
phones.

“Good Afternoon, Brierley Investments.”
“Yes hello, Ian Wishart here from TV3 News. We’re looking for Selwyn 

Cushing please.”
“You and everybody else. He’s out of the office at the moment, can any-

body else help?”
“Could you put me through to his secretary please?”
It’s at times like this that the heart sinks, the chance of an easy “kill” 

diminishes and the prospect of locking horns with that most feared of 
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beasts – the fractious, suspicious, protective corporate secretary – grows in 
inverse proportions.

Luckily, Selwyn Cushing’s secretary was not one of these creatures. 
Although obviously tired of picking up the phone every three minutes to 
hear a reporter grunting at her, she kept her cool and in my case gave me 
a bonus.

“If you must know, he’s in Tahiti on leave, but that’s all I can tell you.”
There’s an advantage to being last cab off the rank, sometimes. As events 

unfolded, it became clear she hadn’t told anyone else that particular snippet 
of information. 

 “Tahiti?,” queried Christensen, his nose quivering as he adopted a par-
ticularly dubious air. 

“Why would a multi-millionaire and one of New Zealand’s most powerful 
businessmen go for a holiday in Tahiti?”

“Club Med?,” I joked. I was only half joking, actually. Club Mediteranee 
Moorea was the only resort I could name in the French territory, and then only 
because my folks had stayed on the island a couple of years previously. What 
the hell – this close to deadline we had nothing to lose by trying Club Med.

We raced to the recording suite – I manned the phone while Christensen 
stood by the mic, ready to start interviewing.

“Allo, Club Méditeranee Moorea.”
“Bonjour mademoiselle,” I blurted in my best schoolboy French, “Je 

voudrais parler à Monsieur Selwyn Cushing, s’il vous plâit.”
“Ah, oui, Monsieur Cushing. Un moment, Monsieur.”
When Cushing actually answered the phone, Christensen and I almost 

let out a big “Oui!” in unison. 
The gamble, small though it had been, had paid off, and we had ourselves 

a scoop. While other media were reporting that Cushing “is currently 
holidaying overseas at an undisclosed location and can’t be reached for 
comment,” we had the Brierley boss in his tropical lair veritably hissing his 
reaction to Peters’ claims.

Describing it as “a disgraceful travesty of the truth”, Cushing angrily denied 
ever attempting to bribe the National MP. As he would later repeat to news-
papers and other media, Cushing said he couldn’t understand why Peters 
had singled him out, and he found the allegations “nasty and totally false.”

Others sprang to the millionaire’s side, including Peters’ former researcher 
Michael Laws, now an MP in his own right in the National Party seat of 
Hawkes Bay. Cushing was a friend of Laws, and it had been Michael Laws 
who introduced him to Peters.
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It was, said Laws, “a tragic misunderstanding” on Winston’s part, and 
he added that Selwyn Cushing had been one of the few top businessmen 
to attack the new right economic policies of Roger Douglas between 1984 
and ’87.

Cushing later issued defamation proceedings against Peters – those pro-
ceedings are still before the court. 

But in the TV3 newsroom on the evening of June 10, 1992, issues of truth 
didn’t necessarily enter the equation. All we saw were two powerful individu-
als squaring off against each other – the symbolism was more important 
than the players, for it reflected a boiling to the surface of tensions that had 
been building for so long.

After months of watching quietly from the sidelines, we had tasted first 
blood. I found myself transfixed by the implications, standing in a kind 
of Aladdin’s Cave of Journalistic Wonders. Somewhere, I knew, we would 
find the Genie.

•

On Valentine’s Day 1992, the National Business Review published a fairy 
tale. But it wasn’t the hearts and flowers variety.

“Once upon a time, in a land far, far away...”, teased the headline. So far so 
good – in newsrooms and corporate office towers right around the country 
we all grabbed a gulp of coffee and read on, entranced.

“Were there any such place, Wogistani public affairs would be carried out 
in a manner not altogether dissimilar to those in this green and pleasant 
isle. Readers will please keep in mind, as a patriotic article of faith, the fact 
that Kiwi officials are, and forever shall be, incorruptible.

“In Wogistan dwelt Ali Baba, a man well-known among the republic’s 
pleaders. Ali and his band had friends in high places – in particular a leading 
legal Vasir ever so grateful to Ali for his help in filling pre-election coffers.

“Ali was a particularly adept tax lawyer – so apt [sic] he could, it was said, 
get bulldust – if not camel dung – through the eye of a regulatory needle.

“Dozens of well-heeled merchants trod the dusty path to Ali’s door in 
search of a bit of income protection. Ali and his band devised schemes so 
cunning they did baffle the fiscal fiend until, one fateful day, Ali and his 
band overstepped the bounds of what we self-righteous Kiwis would call 
moral rectitude and, in a rash moment, not only dodged the taxman but 
defrauded their clients as well.

“As was the fashion of the time, Ali’s colleagues were in the habit of 
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forming special partnerships for favoured clients and often steered such 
people towards bloodstock – not ordinary bloodstock, mind, but racing 
camel bloodstock. But Ali wasn’t especially fond of horses. An urbane and 
sophisticated man, he liked movies.

“So it came to pass that dozens of Wogistani punters were pulled into 
film partnerships, including one starring the Thin White Duke, who was 
making part of the movie in Southern Wogistan. 

“But unbeknown to the special partners, Ali and his colleagues had per-
suaded the film commission in a neighbouring country to sink money into 
the enterprise. Ali was loathe to trouble his clients with this small detail. 
Their worries, after all, were great enough as it was. It would be so much 
simpler just to park the money – several million sheckels, it is understood 
– into his firm’s trust account in a tiny tax haven far from the shores of 
Southern Wogistan.

“But as the years passed it became crystal clear to the Wogistani coun-
terpoint of our fiscal fiend that mischief was afoot. Within his department 
was a man with more balls than political reticence, who vowed to take Ali 
and his band to the cleaners.”

Get the picture so far? We did.
“Quietly he began to probe – firstly the partnership itself, and then the 

partners’ trust account tucked away in that far-off tax haven. The harder 
he probed, the more excited he became. 

“Ali and his partners had been to the best schools. They had friends in 
high places and dined with the most powerful of the vasirs, from whence 
many favours came. The man from infernal revenue was also growing fear-
ful. How would the Wogistani establishment react to fraud charges against 
its favourite sons?

“But as it came to pass he worried in vain. It reached the ears of one of the 
top – and, as it happened, one of the silliest – vasirs that Ali and his band 
were under investigation. Naturally, the Vasir wasn’t pleased. A scandal, 
especially within the patrician classes, was the last thing he needed. A by-
election was nigh, and who was to say how the common herd might react 
and, even more frightening, who could say where his probing might lead?

“There was nothing for it, the Vasir decided. The man from infernal 
revenue must be stopped. And so, using loyal lackeys so it could never be 
traced to him, the Vasir nipped the investigation in the bud.

“Such are the politics of Southern Wogistan. It could never happen in 
New Zealand.”

Wrapped as it was in Middle-Eastern allegory, it wasn’t difficult to spot 
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the camelprints of one Warren Berryman, or “Wog” to those who knew 
him well. An irascible, hard-drinking American, Berryman had taken to 
journalism late in his career – the proverbial jack-of-all-trades. While his 
stories were sometimes described as a sub-editor’s nightmare, a general rule 
of thumb was that if Wog was digging somewhere, he’d probably found oil. 
He had a nose for business news that would have made Pinocchio proud.1 

Around town, word got out about Southern Wogistan. Ears pricked up, 
eyes darted and claws were sharpened. The fox was heading for the hen 
house, and the forecast was blood and feathers on the floor.

We didn’t have to wait long. Seven thousand miles and 10 time zones away 
from Wogistan, the New Zealand Commissioner of Inland Revenue, David 
Henry, wrote to NBR with a reassurance for readers that “investigations into 
the affairs of taxpayers in this country are a matter for the Commissioner 
of Inland Revenue. They are carried out without external influences being 
exerted on the process. While investigations might be ‘nipped in the bud’ 
for nefarious purposes in Wogistan, that is not so in New Zealand.” 

Ouch! Also writing in defence of his realm, the Minister of Justice, Doug 
Graham.

“Shoeshine’s column of February 14, 1992, describing events that occurred 
in Wogistan, by innuendo at least, implies some improper coercion during 
Labour’s era. I am happy to be able to reassure your readers that to the best 
of my knowledge no such action, if it ever occurred at all, has been repeated 
since the election of the National Government.”

Ouch! again. This conspiracy theory in Wogistan had me licking my 
lips in anticipation. The only problem? I had no idea in the slightest what 
Berryman was on about. While the plot was obvious we had no leads on 
the players – if they existed – and no real idea where to find them. That 
defeatist attitude was soon beaten out of us, however, as Winston Peters 
opened fire in Parliament.

On August 4, 1992, he named Robin Congreve, Geoff Ricketts and Paul 
Carran – all lawyers associated with the country’s biggest lawfirm, Russell 
McVeagh McKenzie Bartleet and Co. He accused them of “massive, crimi-
nal, fraudulent activity” in the arranging of finance for the movie Merry 
Christmas Mr Lawrence, a film that starred rock performer David Bowie – 
the “Thin White Duke”. He tabled documentation in the House showing 
investors who put in a dollar would get more than two dollars back – not 

1 Berryman had left the NBR in December 1991, but his colleague, Jenni McManus, still worked there. 
The article was written one afternoon on Jenni’s back porch, over several beers and the remains of a curry. 
It was submitted under Jenni’s name. She subsequently left the NBR to join Berryman on his new venture, 
The Independent.
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from profits but by allegedly raiding the revenue in the form of tax savings. 
Peters calculated the New Zealand IRD had been “defrauded” of nearly 
$11.5 million. He also tabled an Inland Revenue letter dated April 7, 1987, 
which referred to part of the movie’s financing as a “sham”, and disallowed 
claimed spending of $4.6 million by the film partnership.

In particular, the IRD letter advised investors that the claimed expendi-
ture “which represents proceeds from the loan from Charlesbay Ltd is to 
be disallowed...”

“The loan from Charlesbay Ltd is considered to be a sham, and the pur-
ported payments thereto are to be disregarded accordingly.”

Later, the IRD warned each investor.
“Finally, in view of the discrepancies disclosed, it appears that an offence 

against Section 416 of the Income Tax Act 1976 may have been committed. 
Please let me have, in writing, your personal explanation of the discrepan-
cies and any reason why you consider that penal action should not be taken 
against you.”

Peters, of course, went to town on it.
“What immunity from prosecution do those perpetrators of fraud have?,” 

he asked his fellow MPs.
Even former Prime Minister David Lange waded in to back Peters up, 

telling Parliament “There is a very clear body of evidence that indicates a 
clear conspiracy amongst those people to produce from the taxpayer more 
than they ever hoped to get through artistic endeavour.”

By the following day, Inland Revenue Commissioner David Henry had 
rejected the claims of fraud, telling the Herald the film partnership had 
been thoroughly investigated by his department.

“I am not alleging that any tax offences have been committed by the pro-
moters or any of the 300 investors in that film,” he told the newspaper. He 
also backed away from the 1987 IRD letter describing the financing as a sham, 
saying the letter had later been withdrawn. “By the end of our investigation we 
were not alleging that the transactions were a sham.” David Henry repeated 
what would become an oft-heard refrain over the next two years: the public 
can have complete confidence in the department’s investigations. 

Two of the men named by Peters – Congreve and Ricketts – were current 
directors of the Bank of New Zealand and Fay Richwhite. 

Peters had only weeks earlier turned his guns on the Bank of New Zealand 
bailouts back in 1989 and 1990. The 1989 restructuring saw the Crown sell 
a 30 percent stake in the bank to Fay Richwhite’s Capital Markets Ltd, for 
$300 million, in a bid to stave off a cashflow crisis. The following year, the 
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incoming National Government had to plug $620 million into saving the 
bank a second time.

He criticised the Government decision to buy $60 million worth of 
BNZ shares off Fay Richwhite, who might otherwise have struggled to 
meet their $160 million share of the restructuring cost. He criticised the 
subsequent payment of fees to Fay Richwhite and Co for advice to the BNZ 
on the restructuring, and he questioned Fay Richwhite’s own restructuring 
in August 1990, when it merged with its public listed company, Capital 
Markets, in a highly controversial deal.

By implicating Congreve and Ricketts in his parliamentary claims of fraud 
in the film deals, the rampaging MP was attempting to tar and feather both 
the BNZ and Fay Richwhite. Reaction from Russell McVeagh McKenzie 
Bartleet and Co was swift, as was the response from Congreve, Ricketts 
and Carran. All parties denied any fraudulent dealings, and pointed to the 
IRD’s assertion that nothing untoward had taken place. Russell McVeagh 
also defended Congreve and Ricketts, saying they were simply ordinary 
investors in the schemes, and being unfairly targeted.

But certainly the denials of any wrongdoing, put forward by the IRD’s 
David Henry, failed to halt the Peters steamroller. Within a fortnight of his 
first claims about Merry Christmas, Winston Peters was back in the debating 
chamber and back on the attack. He accused the IRD of withdrawing its 
claims that the deal was a sham, only after unlawful pressure from Russell 
McVeagh.

“The Inland Revenue Department was told to lift the claim, to change it, 
otherwise the company would bring every Inland Revenue Department case 
it had and would paralyse the department; it would paralyse that depart-
ment’s operation. Either the department was to change its ’87 view that 
there was a sham or the firm would paralyse the department’s operations.”

Peters then raked over the old NBR article on “Wogistan”, asking whether 
the Vasir in mythological Wogistan, who nipped the investigation in the 
bud, had an allegorical counterpart in New Zealand.

“Who was the Minister involved, and why did he do it?,” he posed. The 
wily MP also turned up the heat on Inland Revenue Commissioner David 
Henry. 

“For 4 years the Inland Revenue Department had the view that this 
was a sham. I want to know what happened to change the mind of the 
Commissioner of Inland Revenue. Why for 4 years did he assert that there 
had been a sham: fraudulent behaviour – in fact, criminal behaviour?

“If he could substantiate that allegation, why for 4 years did he keep up 
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that assertion, then suddenly in December 1991 change his mind?”
Peters then questioned why, if the scheme wasn’t a sham, investors in the 

partnership were being stung for tax payments by the IRD – a process he 
alleged began in 1987 – while partners in Russell McVeagh were “able to 
obtain a no-prosecution arrangement”.

In a farcical follow-up the next day, the Prime Minister, Jim Bolger, asked 
all his Ministers to fess up and resign if they had in any way pressured the 
IRD over the film deal. None confessed.

Again, retaliation from Russell McVeagh and the named partners also 
came swiftly. While MP’s can use parliamentary privilege to say anything 
they like in the House without fear of being sued, Winston Peters, they 
claimed, had made some comments at a news conference afterward. The 
lawfirm pounced, issuing writs claiming $4.25 million in damages on behalf 
of the firm, as well as Congreve, Ricketts and Carran.

There is an old piece of advice that hunters sometimes give each other 
– never corner a wounded animal. It would become a lesson that New 
Zealand’s business and political establishment would learn at great cost 
over the next three years. Nothing drives a person to keep digging as much 
as the threat of a lawsuit hanging over them.
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Chapter Two

The Citibank Diversion
“In public discussion ‘conspiracy’ was made into a pejorative word, so that 
those who dared to mention it were themselves ‘paranoid’ or ‘left wing’, the 

contributors of ‘theories’ and ‘scuttlebutt’. This was an odd attitude. That 
conspiracies by definition provide predominantly circumstantial evidence and 
are difficult to prove in a legal sense does not make them less true or less 

likely to happen.”
- John Pilger, A Secret Country, 1989

Throughout the previous three months, the media pack circling around Peters 
and his allegations had, in reality, little to go on. His revelations under 
parliamentary privilege had so far caused a lot of smoke, but the flame was 
noticeably absent.

While some had speculated on the source of the MP’s information about 
the Bank of New Zealand, Fay Richwhite and other corporate wheeling 
and dealing, Peters hadn’t revealed his sources and no one else had discov-
ered them. One of them, however, died in mysterious circumstances on 
September 5, 1992. His links with the popular politician, prior to his death, 
made him headline news.

In June 1992 a 26 year old second hand computer dealer named Paul 
White received a phone call. On the line was David Palmer, the owner of 
a surplus goods company who’d just purchased a shipment of old furniture 
from Citibank Auckland. Palmer told White that the shipment included 
some old computer gear – he knew of White’s interest in computers and 
invited him around to look at it.

White offered $550 for the computer hardware, which included a box of 
floppy disks. After making his purchase and shipping the gear to his office, 
Paul White made a discovery: banking data was still present on the floppy 
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disks. Floppy disks are like cassette tapes. They magnetically record informa-
tion – in this case computer data – to be recalled at the touch of a button. 
There were 90 of these disks,2 discarded by Citibank during a refurbishment 
of its office. Also included in the haul, 10 paper files of banking information 
and correspondence.

It took White some days to work through the information, not all of it 
could be read on his older computer system. But what he found astounded 
him. He told friends he’d discovered information on the disks linking politi-
cians to big business.

Realising the significance of the data – at the very least it was commercially 
sensitive client information belonging to Citibank – White hired a lawyer 
on July 2, 1992, to act as an intermediary with the bank.

High Court records show he asked the lawyer, Mark Blomkamp, “to 
negotiate the return of the diskettes and literature to Citibank in return 
for a finder’s fee or reward”.

Earlier in the day White had phoned a colleague at Growth Computers in 
Sydney, Australia. As White wrote in his court affidavit, he told his friend 
about the Citibank diskettes, and the information on them.

“His immediate reaction was that of concern, as he was aware of similar 
situations in Australia and the aggressive tactics taken in some instances. He 
pointed out that contacting the bank itself might not be wise, they might 
become somewhat aggressive, and he suggested that I should contact the 
bank – but through a lawyer. He also brought to my attention a case in 
Australia of a somewhat similar occurrence, and underlined the fact that 
large multi-national corporations often use whatever means possible to 
protect themselves.”

Mark Blomkamp took the case. A South African by birth, he’d grown up 
in New Zealand. Former schoolfriends described him as arrogant and tough, 
traits that would serve him well in the cutthroat world of law.

After meeting White, and getting a printout of the information on one disk 
to illustrate the general nature of the data, he contacted Citibank executive 
Mike Farland by phone five days later, on the morning of Tuesday, July 7. 
Farland later told the court what transpired.

“He spoke to me about a client of his whom he refused to name. He 
advised me that his client had recently purchased some computer hardware, 
which I now know had been sold through Office Clearance Company Ltd. 

“Mark Blomkamp advised me that when his client took delivery of the 

2 White testified on oath to the High Court that he had taken possession of 90 disks.
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hardware he discovered that there was also some software which contained 
confidential information from Citibank’s records. Initially I acknowledged 
my gratitude to Mr Blomkamp for bringing this to my attention, and sought 
to make arrangements for the return of the information. At that time he 
advised me that his client required a ‘gratuity’ before the goods would be 
returned. 

“He also advised me that if the gratuity was not paid, his client would 
be providing the confidential information to the Herald, National Business 
Review, or another ‘interested’ journalist.”

Citibank Auckland normally followed the same data protection rules as 
other Citibank branches throughout the world. Diskettes with sensitive 
information requiring disposal would always be “magnetically cleared and 
then physically destroyed – they would never be sold in any circumstances.”

A “stunned” Mike Farland says at that stage he didn’t really believe the 
confidential information existed, so he asked Blomkamp to send him some 
examples. When that was done, Citibank realised there had indeed been 
a security breach, and bank officials agreed to meet Blomkamp on the 
Thursday morning.

Brushing off suggestions from Citibank executives and lawyers that he 
was trying to extort money, Mark Blomkamp said his client was seeking 
$50,000 as a finder’s fee for the return of the information. To back up his 
position, he cited an Australian court decision involving the Brambles com-
pany, which was ordered to pay $62,000 to secure the return of computer 
data it had accidentally sold.

Citibank knew it had a major problem. Failure to pay the money asked 
meant the disks could fall into the hands of “investigative journalists”, and 
yet the bank felt it was being blackmailed. Farland decided to stall for time, 
telling White’s lawyer it would take seven days to get approval from the 
United States to pay the $50,000.

Blomkamp agreed to hold off for a week, and gave an assurance that he 
would instruct his client not to disseminate the disks or information for 
seven days. Despite repeated questioning, the lawyer refused to divulge his 
client’s identity.

As soon as Blomkamp left, the bank went into overdrive. Phone calls to 
the Office Clearance Company’s David Palmer revealed Paul White was the 
purchaser of the disks and computer gear. Armed with that information, 
Citibank’s lawyers went to the High Court on July 10 seeking an injunction 
forcing White and Blomkamp to hand back the booty. In support of the 
application, Citibank NZ Vice-President Mike Farland told the court that 
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the printouts Blomkamp had supplied him with contained “very sensitive 
information”, and, apart from the impact on the bank’s relationship with 
its clients, “I cannot begin to estimate what damage could also be done to 
the clients themselves by disclosure of this information.”

It is important to remember that Citibank was approaching the issue out of 
concern for its customers. The bank dealt largely with corporate clients who 
wouldn’t appreciate having their financial transactions publicly scrutinised. 
The classification of such data as “very sensitive” applies to its nature as a 
commercial transaction, not to the legality of the deals which Citibank, as 
simply a banking facility, is unlikely to be aware of.

They didn’t get an order for the immediate return of the disks, but Citibank 
did succeed in getting an injunction. Justice Tompkins instructed White, 
his solicitor and any associates not to disseminate, sell or otherwise deal 
with the software and information held on 10 document files. The battle 
lines had been drawn.

Citibank now moved onto the attack, seeking legal advice on whether it 
could lay criminal charges against White or his lawyer. The police files on 
the case show that on July 16, Citibank made a formal complaint to the 
Auckland police fraud squad, alleging theft by conversion and/or demand-
ing with menaces.

The complaint followed discussions between Citibank lawyer, Sheila 
McCabe, and the Deputy Director of the Serious Fraud Office, Denis Pain, a 
former District Court Judge. According to McCabe’s written comments she 
didn’t tell Pain the identities of any of the parties involved, only the scenario.

“He advised us of the procedures to follow should Citibank wish the 
Serious Fraud Office to consider the case formally. However, he advised 
that it was unlikely that the Serious Fraud Office would be in a position to 
investigate and suggested that Citibank should contact the police,” McCabe 
wrote in a letter to Citibank.

The fact that Citibank had even discussed the case with the Serious Fraud 
Office (SFO), however, seemed to impress the police when the bank con-
tacted them. Fraud Squad Detective Sergeant Mark Churches later reported 
to his bosses “Mr Payne [sic], a former District Court Judge, obviously con-
sidered that there was sufficient evidence to warrant a criminal investigation 
as he suggested that the matter be referred to the Police.”

The police swung into action. Despite the fact that civil proceedings 
between White and Citibank were now in train in the High Court to deter-
mine the ownership of the disks and the information, the police decided 
not to wait for the Court’s decision on those points. 
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“Having read the various affidavits and correspondence supplied by 
Citibank, I was of the opinion,” wrote Churches, “that an offence had 
been committed and therefore that a criminal investigation should be 
undertaken.”

The Police Legal Section would later recommend: “Neither WHITE nor 
BLOMKAMP have committed any criminal offence and the investigation 
into their actions should now cease,” but by the time his name was cleared, 
Paul White would be dead. Instead, at this early stage in the police inquiry, 
it was full steam ahead. Detectives began making preparations to get search 
warrants.

Paul White, meanwhile, wasn’t exactly taking it easy. Publicity in the 
news media since the injunction was granted had given his case a certain 
notoriety, coming as it did in the midst of Winston Peters’ parliamentary 
crusade against alleged big business/political corruption. With 90 disks to 
peruse, some on different formats to his own computer, he sought help, 
and the man he went to was another computer dealer.

Chris Cotton, a quietly spoken and essentially private individual, made a 
small fortune from his computer business, a shop in downtown Auckland 
called Dr Floppy. Paul White told his parents that Cotton helped him 
examine the disks, that he saw the information.

Interviewed after White’s death by Television New Zealand’s Holmes 
programme, Cotton said he’d been told by White that the disks showed 
a US$50,000 payment by a multi-national company to a member of 
Parliament. The money, he said, had been deposited in the Bahamas. 
Discoveries like this frightened White.

“He just saw it as perhaps corruption,” Cotton told TVNZ, before he 
added the only comment to date that comes close to an admission that he 
too saw the disks. Chris Cotton said White appeared to be an opportunis-
tic businessman, and he didn’t trust him until he had checked everything 
himself. It was Cotton who told Paul White to contact Winston Peters.

“I offered the name of Winston Peters, who had been using parliamentary 
privilege on other matters...I believe he spoke to Winston Peters.”

In fact, they spoke on a number of occasions, in a number of places, and 
they were seen by a large number of people. It was an odd pairing. The 
popular politico with the penchant for conspiracy theories, and the 26 year 
old who was later likened by one police witness to the TV comedy character 
Mr Bean – an awkward, gangly and somewhat naive creation portrayed by 
Rowan Atkinson.

One rendezvous took place after dark in the office of Peters’ lawyer, 
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Auckland barrister Brian Henry, and they were worried they might have 
been under surveillance.

It’s not yet known what was revealed in those first discussions. Winston 
Peters has never publicly admitted meeting Paul White, but it’s clear that 
information was being passed to the MP. He and White were seen at Auckland 
pubs like the Chelsea Park Inn during the weekend of the National Party’s 
annual conference in the city. The bar manager, Barry Collard, stumbled 
across Peters and White in a shadowy corner of the hotel closed off to the 
public. They were locked in discussion, speaking in hushed tones.

The manager didn’t know who White was at the time, but he instantly 
recognised the prominent visage of National’s most outspoken MP.

Others saw Peters and White drinking at central city pubs like the Birdcage 
and nightclubs like the trendy “Grapes”. Not all the eyes watching were 
friendly. Police files show Detective Sergeant Churches received a phone call 
on Wednesday, July 29, shortly before 4:00pm. The call was from Citibank’s 
Mike Farland. Churches took a note of what he said.

“He stated that he had received information from an anonymous person 
that a Member of Parliament, namely Winston Peters, was interested in 
what information White was holding and they had dinner together at 
Hammerheads on Monday night.”

The chances of that tip being the result of a random sighting by a mem-
ber of the public are about as high as the chances of finding an ice cream 
in Hell, but I don’t for a moment believe that Citibank had White under 
surveillance. The expense of keeping physical tabs on a person for two 
months is huge, and certainly not justified for such a minor matter as a 
squabble over the disks.

At $50 an hour, private investigators watching Paul White 24 hours a day 
would have clocked up nearly $76,000 per person in fees – far in excess of 
the $50,000 White was seeking from Citibank. It would be patently obvi-
ous to a 10 year old with a calculator, let alone a major bank, which one of 
those options would have been the most economic with the least hassle.

No, if anyone was watching White, I’d place good money on the fact that 
it wasn’t Citibank.

Despite the publicity over the court case, no media organisation had pub-
lished Paul White’s photograph at this stage. How would the “anonymous 
person” realise who Paul White was, to know that he was Winston Peters’ 
dinner guest? How would that person know to contact Citibank? The issue 
is an important one, however, because Paul White told a number of people 
that he was being watched.
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White’s neighbours had noticed a white van with tinted windows often 
parked across the road from White’s North Shore apartment. The van was 
seen a number of times in the weeks leading up to his death. A similar white 
van with tinted windows was parked outside journalist Fran O’Sullivan’s 
central Auckland apartment during a 1993 meeting with a key source on the 
BNZ’s dealings with Fay Richwhite. They took a note of the registration 
number, NE 9118, which came back on the motor registration computer 
as a white Toyota van belonging to a woman from Gore, in New Zealand’s 
South Island, 1300 kilometres away..

Ann Meikle thought someone was pulling her leg when a journalist rang 
in October 1993 and asked where her van was?

“It’s right here on my front lawn. I’m looking at it out the window now. 
Why?”

“A white Toyota Hiace van with tinted windows and the registration 
number was seen in Auckland yesterday in suspicious circumstances. Its 
registration was NE9118,” I explained.

“Well, my van is a Hiace, and it is white, but it doesn’t have tinted win-
dows. Instead it’s got bullbars and a mesh shield running around the bottom 
of the windscreen. But my registration is NE 9118, yes.”

“Is there any chance,” I ventured, already knowing the answer, that your 
van was in Auckland yesterday?

“No way. It’s been here with me.”
Apart from the obvious similarities between the van outside Paul White’s 

place and the van outside O’Sullivan’s, there’s also another factor that tends 
to rule out private investigators in this instance. The registration plate on the 
van was obviously false, yet based on a real Toyota van. Using false number 
plates is illegal in New Zealand and difficult, unless, of course, you’re with 
an agency of some kind that has a big budget and access to a number plate 
factory. The private security firms I know of may use vehicles registered to 
Acme Dynamite Company or other similar noms-de-plume, but they’re 
still real registrations, not copies of someone else’s.

Winston Peters says somebody phoned the computer dealer up just after 
he’d arranged to meet him, and the anonymous caller told White that meet-
ing Peters would “not be such a good idea”. Figments of White’s paranoid 
imagination? Perhaps, but the circumstantial evidence tends to suggest 
otherwise.

On the night of Tuesday, July 21st, Paul White received a visitor. In fact 
the caller knocked at the door of a graphic design office below White’s 
apartment. Designer Geoff Rowe answered it.
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“It was about 7:00pm, pouring with rain, and there was this guy standing 
there, dressed in a suit and coat. He wouldn’t come in, but he asked to see 
Paul. When Paul came down the two of them went for a walk in the rain, 
I watched them go up the road.

“The guy never came back, but Paul did and he was shaking like a leaf. 
He said the guy claimed he was with the SIS, and he told Paul that if he 
didn’t hand over the disks to them, there’d be a search warrant executed on 
the flat in two days time by the police.”

At this point in the discussion White’s landlord, architect Paul Higgins, 
returned to the office he shared with Rowe, and the story was briefly 
recounted for Higgins’ benefit. He recalls White appeared “unnerved” at 
the course events were taking. White did not hand over the disks and, exactly 
two days later as predicted, the police marched in with search warrants.

Higgins and Rowe have little doubt that whoever White talked to in the 
rain that night, he must have been someone in a position of authority. The 
two men are adamant that they knew two days in advance exactly when 
the police were planning to raid – information that was only known to a 
handful of people.

Was it someone from the Security Intelligence Service, as claimed? If he 
wasn’t SIS, who was he and how did he know the date that police would 
search White’s apartment? It was unlikely to be a police officer, as they had 
no reason to impersonate an intelligence operative, and even less reason to 
blow their own operation by tipping off White in advance. Could it have 
been an SIS agent who’d followed White to his dinner with Winston Peters 
at Hammerheads restaurant the following week – the man who then made 
an anonymous phone call to Citibank warning executives there that White 
was meeting Peters.

Lieutenant General Don McIver, the Director of the SIS, reportedly 
laughed when the allegation that White met an SIS agent was first raised 
on television after the accident.

“I can’t confirm anything. I don’t know what you’re talking about. No, 
I’ve got no idea what you’re talking about. It’s the first I’ve heard of it,” 
McIver told The Dominion. 

“I remember the story about the fellow who drove into the harbour bridge 
or had an accident, yeah. I know no more than that. I’ve read that in the 
newspapers.”

But rumours of SIS involvement wouldn’t die so easily. It was already 
known that White was meeting Winston Peters, and Peters’ barrister, Brian 
Henry, believes his office was already under some kind of surveillance because 
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of a high profile criminal trial he was working on involving executives of 
the collapsed investment company, Equiticorp. A computer disk relating 
to the case was stolen from Henry’s office but there was no sign of a forced 
break-in. The only spare key had been in the care of a security firm. The key 
was discovered missing the morning after the disk was stolen.

It’s my belief that the security company employed former SIS agents and 
soldiers from the elite Special Air Service – the army’s commando force. 
The Justice Department’s security licensing division did confirm a military 
connection but refused to comment further. Brian Henry didn’t discover 
this claim until the start of 1993, the night before a crucial court hearing 
where Peters’ was challenging the National Party over moves to expel him. 
That night, the lawyer decided to get his office swept for bugs – the eaves-
dropping kind not the ones with hordes of legs. Henry brought in a firm 
of private investigators.

They were partway through the procedure when a security guard burst 
into the office without knocking. Henry told the man to leave, and after 
the guard did so one of the security staff conducting the electronic sweep 
pulled himself back out from under a desk he’d been examining.

“You may as well forget about doing this sweep, because that guy’s SIS! 
You’ll never detect any bugs if they’re behind it!”

The security man, himself a former intelligence operative, revealed that 
a large number of upper echelon security firms now have former spooks 
and troops on staff, and he knew personally the man behind this particular 
company. He also explained the “symbiotic” nature of relationships between 
former intelligence staff and their previous employers – favours done and 
returned on a regular basis; spy-catching back-scratching.

The next day, the day of the Peters vs National Party court hearing, staff 
in Henry’s office saw what appeared to be a boom microphone or a large 
telephoto camera lens pointing at the office from a room in an adjacent 
hotel. Hotel staff put it down to a camera-happy tourist. Henry put it down 
to staff jitters. He hoped.

The intrusions didn’t stop, however. On another occasion the computer 
system in Henry’s office crashed. A computer expert brought in to trouble-
shoot discovered that the system had crashed during the previous weekend 
as well and, at the time, someone had been using it.

If computers “crash” while in use they usually automatically save the cur-
rent file in use. The expert discovered one of these backup files, and Brian 
Henry instantly sensed that he was again the victim of espionage of some 
kind. The file that had been saved by the computer was a sensitive one 
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relating to Winston Peters’ and his anti-corruption crusade. It had not been 
stored on the computer previously, but instead was on a floppy disk kept 
elsewhere in the office. Someone had inserted that disk into the computer 
and was viewing it when the system collapsed.

It was a “Goldilocks and the Three Bears” scenario – who’s been sitting 
in my chair? Whoever the spy was, they obviously didn’t realise they’d left 
electronic micro-footprints behind.

Paul White meanwhile was also continuing to attract unwelcome atten-
tion, or so he claimed. He was also starting to become unsettled. His father 
Peter recalls being phoned by Paul at 1:30am on the morning of July 24th, 
to be told of a mysterious phone call he’d received earlier in the evening.

“He stated he’d been told to meet a flight at Auckland airport, arriving 
at 4:20pm on the 24th. He said he was supposed to meet a representative 
from the Prime Minister’s office3 to be escorted to a meeting of importance 
on a national basis.

“Now I wrote this down verbatim as he talked to me. There were certain 
things when he rang he wanted me to write down. He was becoming para-
noiac, there’s no two ways about it, but he was very upset. The airport was 
fogbound the next day however, and the flight was cancelled.”

Peter White was woken four days later by another early morning call – this 
one at 2:15am on the 28th of July. Paul talked of how he’d been to dinner 
with Winston Peters the previous evening – the 27th – at a restaurant down 
on Tamaki Drive named Hammerheads. It was the same restaurant where 
the pair were spotted by an anonymous informer, and obviously the same 
occasion.

“While we were speaking he was using his cellphone, and we were cut 
off. He went out and used a phone box down the road and rang me, and I 
said ‘What the hell’s going on?’

“He said ‘well, during the conversation on the cellphone, someone came across 
the line and used one word: DESIST. That’s all they said, ‘desist’.” The interrup-
tion had come during a discussion about dinner with the MP.4“Winston had 
been blowing his top off about Paul flying to Wellington and presenting all 
these disks within parliamentary privilege, which wouldn’t apply to Paul. 
But the way Paul got it, Winston was definitely inferring that Paul would 
have that privilege also. We’re not quite that stupid!”

Peter White continued reading through the notes he’d taken at the time 

3 White may have meant Prime Minister’s Department, which has certain intelligence responsibilities. 
4 There is no evidence of cellphone interference beyond the anecdote itself. It may be significant however 
that other evidence already exists that White was under surveillance of some kind that night, which brings 
White’s claim further into the realms of possibility.
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prologue
“The Right Honourable gentleman is indebted to his memory 

for his jests, and to his imagination for his facts.”
– Richard Sheridan, British MP, 1751-1816

April 1992, Auckland:
The cars swept up the driveway to the rural retreat one at a time but linked by 
a common purpose. The faces of the occupants remained largely hidden by the 
trees lining the carriageway, although to any hidden watchers it would have 
been almost irrelevant – most of the men meeting here secretly on this day, while 
each powerful, were not well known publicly. 

The dappled April sunlight played shadow-games in the craggy lines of one 
particular face though. It was a face worn down and aged beyond its years. 
And yet for him, and most of the others who’d gathered, the ordeal hadn’t really 
even begun.

Half an hour away, the city of Auckland – home to a third of New Zealand’s 
three and a half million citizens – buzzed on the horizon as a new work day 
dawned. Out here though, the noise and the pace of the city could not intrude. 
The only sounds: the crunch of car tyres and footsteps on gravel, and the occasional 
chirp of a bird or an insect.

It was an inspired choice of locations. The long drive meandered to a halt 
in front of a rambling farmhouse mansion, and a converted stable now pro-
vided extra parking. Behind, visitors could glimpse the vines of St. Nesbit’s 
winery stretching down into a valley and up the other side, clusters of Cabernet 
Sauvignon and Merlot grapes hanging like purple icicles from the branches, 
sparkling as the last of the morning dew captured the sunlight. It would be 
harvest time soon.

St. Nesbit’s was the passion of prominent Auckland lawyer, Tony Molloy and 
his Dutch-born wife, Petra. Molloy, with a doctorate in law under his belt and 
a Queens Counsel by trade, was a specialist tax lawyer by day and a vintner of 
premium wines by night and weekends. Although small in terms of turnover, 
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the vineyard’s reds are highly prized, earning St Nesbit’s five-star accolades in 
New Zealand and Australia.

But it wasn’t wine, or even wineboxes, that they’d gathered to discuss. From 
the elegant porch, guests who chanced a look through the large leadlight windows 
could see the living room had been converted into a conference room. Against 
the far wall, a whiteboard stood ready to play its part.

There would be repercussions from today’s rendezvous. They were inserting 
dynamite into the cracks of a political tectonic plate, and the earthquakes that 
began here, at an exclusive vineyard south of Auckland on April 22 1992, would 
reverberate through the country for the next five years. 

One of the guests would bear a personal cost as well: the price of being seen 
at this clandestine gathering – particularly in the presence of the man with the 
craggy face – would be his career. Alan May was a top fraud investigator with 
the Inland Revenue Department’s Auckland office, but he would discover that 
even a reputation as an IRD “golden boy” couldn’t save him from the witch 
hunt that would follow.

Introductions were brief. May, whose attendance was unofficial and in his 
own time, was joined by two investigators from the Serious Fraud Office, Geoff 
Downey and Neil Morris. The invitation had been extended to the man in 
charge of the SFO, Charles Sturt, but Sturt had declined the offer, sending two 
of his staff instead.

The man with the well-worn face grinned briefly as the group made small 
talk. Winston Peters was instantly recognisable to everyone in the room, but if 
his appearance was a surprise none of the three public servants were prepared to 
show it. The two SFO investigators, in particular, remembered one of the guests 
later, “sat on the couch looking like two rejects from the KGB – expressionless, 
emotionless and impassive.”

Peters’ barrister, Brian Henry, was one of the prime movers behind the meeting, 
and he too watched quietly from the sidelines, searching the faces of those around 
him for signs of reaction. This discussion, he thought, would spell out in words 
of one syllable for the benefit of the IRD and the SFO, the fraud he believed 
was present in a series of major financial deals involving bloodstock and movies.

Molloy, as host, was to be assisted in this operation by two more lawyers. Chris 
Dickie and Peter Edwards were partners in a mid-size city lawfirm, McVeagh 
Fleming & Co, who’d been investigating the deals for a long time.

Too long, thought Dickie to himself as his mind drifted back to the events of 
the previous few weeks that had led to this meeting. “Weeks!,” he muttered to 
himself. Hell, if you measured this investigation by the old nuclear Doomsday 
Clock, the past month was merely minutes to midnight in comparison with an 
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inquiry that had begun four years earlier into events going as far back as 1982. 
And yet, as “midnight” ticked ever closer in this operation, no-one was sure 

whether – at the crucial moment – the clock would chime, or explode.

August 1992, Parliament:
“The Inland Revenue Department determined those transactions to be a 
sham…Why has it not acted on what is clearly massive, criminal, fraudulent 
activity? What immunity from prosecution do those perpetrators of fraud 
have in this country?

“What pressure was brought to bear on the Commissioner of Inland 
Revenue? Was he threatened by those two gentlemen from Russell McVeagh 
McKenzie Bartleet & Co?

“Because of inaction, inexplicable inaction, I have referred this matter to 
the Serious Fraud Office.” – Winston Peters, MP

March 1994, Parliament:
“If the Inland Revenue Commissioner David Henry can find no evidence 
of tax fraud in the Magnum Corporation transaction alone, he should 
resign or be sacked.

“Decisions by the Serious Fraud Office and Inland Revenue Department 
not to prosecute have been made behind closed doors and I ask what right 
have they to be judge and jury away from the scrutiny of justifiably suspi-
cious New Zealand people?

“Who knows what favours are being called in, or bribes are being paid, 
even as we speak, to save the reputations of some of New Zealand’s so-called 
leading business figures and top political campaign donors.” – Winston 
Peters, MP

July 1995, the Fay Richwhite tower:
The manuscript landed with a thud on Sir Michael Fay’s desk, sliding a couple 
of centimetres before coming to rest in front of the multi-millionaire. Across the 
table from him, three sets of eyes waited for a reaction. 

John Hughes, a silver-haired former Detective Inspector in the New Zealand 
Police Force, probably felt a sense of triumph in the moment. A boutique pri-
vate security consultant now, he’d been searching for a copy of a book that a 
TV journalist was rumoured to be writing on the winebox and related issues.

Hughes had been part of the police team that put Arthur Allan Thomas behind 
bars for the Crewe murders in the early 1970’s. He’d led the manhunt to find the 
killer of Swedish tourists Urban Hoglin and Heidi Paakonen in 1989. Latterly 
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he’d come to public notice as the security consultant to millionaire businessman 
Alex van Heeren who’d nabbed a British security team in controversial circum-
stances that had been tracking van Heeren through Auckland.

Hughes drank in the view from Fay’s 27th floor office, but not for long. His 
eyes flicked back to the cover page of the manuscript.

“Uncorking The Genie – by Ian Wishart,” was printed in large type across 
the page.

The second set of eyes belonged to one of Hughes’ boys – the man who’d found 
and delivered the package to the Fay office, a fact of which the private eye was 
quietly proud. He could still rattle cages in this city, still shake the gorillas out 
of the trees. Fay had wanted Wishart’s book. Now he had it.

The third set of eyes watched more cautiously. Rhys Harrison QC was well 
known to journalists in town as a defamation law specialist, acting on behalf 
of magazines like North & South or Metro. But he wasn’t here today to guard 
media freedom. Harrison was here as Fay Richwhite’s hired legal gun, lead 
counsel for the merchant bank at the Winebox Inquiry.

And still they all watched in silence, as Fay flicked through the manuscript, 
particularly portions that had been tagged with yellow Post-It notes.

Finally, the merchant banker lifted his gaze from the page and looked at each 
of the men sharing this moment in time.

“How do we stop it from coming out?”

July 1995, later the same day:
The cellphone on the seat beside the driver was flashing furiously, but he couldn’t 
hear it ringing. He didn’t need to really: the dashboard lights were going bananas 
and the Dire Straits cassette in the car stereo suddenly sounded like a flock of 
strangled seagulls. It was, after all, a digital cellphone with a signature tune of 
electronic interference far more effective than any annoying ring tone.

As he reached for the phone, he wondered if it would be the managing editor 
of the publishing company he’d been dealing with. The guy was supposed to 
have rung by midday with contract details for the new book, but had missed 
the deadline. Better late than never, thought the journalist.

“Yeah, Wishart speaking.”
 “Gidday,” replied the voice of Spook, a shadowy informant who’d been across 

the journalist’s investigations since 1992. “I’ve got some news for you,” he said 
furtively. “I hear you’re working on a book.”

A string of earthy Anglo-Saxon profanities pranced through his mind, but 
Wishart didn’t give them voice as he listened to Spook. The journalist had, 
after all, deliberately kept him in the dark about the book’s existence because 
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of the absolute need for secrecy about the project. How the hell had he found 
out about it?

“I also hear that you gave it to someone,” Spook continued, “someone you 
trust, who has secretly slipped a copy to Michael Fay.”

Wishart’s nerves were a wreck. It was definitely time to pull the car over and 
stop. Spook explained there’d been a top level meeting in Fay Richwhite earlier 
in the day to discuss the crisis caused by the existence of the book draft that was 
to become The Paradise Conspiracy. Spook, Wishart had known for some time, 
had a highly-placed mole within the merchant bank.

“Someone at Fay Richwhite has told your publisher they’ll be sued for millions 
if they handle it, and the publishing company’s not going to touch it.”

It was a long, guttural scream of rage that rent the cool night air.

August 1995, Auckland:
The merchant banker grimaced as he clambered from the vehicle. It was a beau-
tiful weekend morning with the sun glinting on the water off St Heliers beach, 
but it was largely lost on Michael Fay. He had good reason to scowl.

Across the road he could see a familiar face, someone he wouldn’t mind hav-
ing a word to.

“Charles Sturt?” he inquired, thrusting out his hand. “Michael Fay. I have 
some information I’m sure you’ll find interesting.”

October 13 1995, Auckland:
Wishart’s cellphone was ringing. It had been ringing repeatedly for hours, the 
publication of The Paradise Conspiracy that morning creating massive interest 
and demand. For the 48th time that day, he answered it.

“Howling At The Moon Productions, hello?”
“Yeah, Ian,” said the lawyer on the other end of the line, “I thought I should 

let you know that I was speaking to a lawyer who works inside the Serious 
Fraud Office today.

“I’m told that Fay Richwhite got a draft of your book a couple of months ago. 
Not the whole book, just selected portions, but it was enough to set them on fire. 
Fay came to see Sturt, told him it was explosive but not to worry, they’d fixed it 
so that it would never get published in New Zealand.

“I guess Fay was wrong,” the lawyer laughed.

June 1996, the Winebox Inquiry:
The politician slumped back in the chair, trapped in hesitation’s vice-like 
grip. The question hung in the air. No one breathed.
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Chapter 4

the missing millions 
“All progress is based upon a universal innate desire on the part 

of every organism to live beyond its income.”
– Samuel Butler, 1835-1902

the young model blushed, she couldn’t help it. “You want me to what?” 
she asked quietly, as the director eyed her expectantly.

“I need you to rub this on your breasts. It’s aniseed, and horses love it. 
Trust me, it’ll be OK, he won’t bite.”

The young Irish woman gave a toss of her dark Celtic hair and smiled 
ruefully. Dressed in skin-tight jeans and a risque loose fitting T-shirt, she 
could have been forgiven for her earlier assumption that she’d been hired to 
provide some extra visual appeal for the viewers of this promotional video.

Instead, she deduced, she’d obviously been mistaken. She was here to 
seduce the horse.

“Yeah, OK, I’ll be out in a minute.”
The director shot a glance back over his shoulder as he left the caravan. 

She was beautiful, no doubt about it, and this – he congratulated himself 
– would be a winning shot. Hot enough to drive a man to invest in horses, 
he chuckled quietly as he made his way towards the director’s chair.

“Buckingham video, take 7,” came the call a few moments later, “and 
action!”

Kelly, leading the colt, came to a stop just a few metres in front of the 
camera. As if on cue, the magnificent-looking animal dropped its nose down 
the front of her shirt, nuzzling her breasts in a bid to get at the aniseed. 
Kelly couldn’t help laughing, it tickled and the whole thing was ridiculous 
anyway. Somewhere on set the still cameras were clicking as well, their 
motor-drives whirring continuously.
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“Cut! That’s a wrap, perfect everybody!” barked the director with a big 
grin and a noticeably faster heartbeat. Sure as hell beats a bimbo on a 
Ferrari bonnet.

Half a world away, in mirror-glass corporate totem poles in glittering 
Auckland city, dark-suited men couldn’t get hold of the videos fast enough. 
No sooner had the promoters from Anzon found some more, than they 
were snapped up by eager prospective punters.

One investor was more than a little peeved when his copy with the girl 
and the horse on the front cover vanished from his desk one afternoon.

“It was really raunchy-looking,” he complained later, “and I’m quite cer-
tain the person stole it because they thought it was a pornographic movie 
about the horsey-set. They would have been bitterly disappointed, because 
inside were the rolling emerald hills and dales of Ireland, no tits and bums 
anywhere.”

For a while there in 1986, they’d been having video evenings up at the 
Anzon offices every Friday, part of a massive sales push to attract investors 
to bloodstock.

The plan was for New Zealanders to buy shares in the best horses in the 
world, from top stud farms in the USA, Australia and Ireland.

“They were very good sales pitches,” agreed the investor. “We were seeing 
unspeakably beautiful countryside, gentle hills and those ancient rock walls 
and then these magnificent horses being led out to the strains of stirring, 
dramatic music. It was all very upmarket, lots of sweeping vistas and gal-
loping herds, must have cost them a fortune in helicopter time.

“By the end of it I wanted those horses, boy did I want those horses. 
Worst decision I ever made.”

Christopher John Kirkham was one man who remembered the Buckingham 
video more clearly than most. He looked around the packed meeting room 
in the Park Royal hotel, full of angry investors, and sighed inwardly. A lynch 
mob in suits and ties, all baying for blood.

A former New Zealand hockey rep, he’d managed to retain his boyish 
good looks and his athletic appearance despite long ago trading the rough 
and tumble of the sports field for the rough and tumble of the boardroom.

All that, mind you, had been a lifetime in the past. After a university degree 
and a string of marketing and management positions, he’d found himself 
working as the Development Finance Corporation’s Auckland manager. 

The DFC, with its reputation for financing cutting edge – some would 
argue get-rich-quick – projects, placed Kirkham in close contact with the 
movers and shakers in Auckland’s entrepreneurial set, and it led him into 
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industrial giant Fletcher Challenge’s investment bank, Challenge Corporate 
Services Ltd, later to become Broadbank.

The former hockey-rep’s first introduction to mega-lawfirm Russell 
McVeagh had come during this time, during a film investment project. 
Travelling to London, Kirkham met up with Robin Congreve, who intro-
duced him to another Russell McVeagh lawyer, Paul Carran. Kirkham and 
Carran would begin to work very closely together.

When Anzon Investments was set up in mid-1985, the brainchild of 
Chase Corporation and businessmen David Rouse and John Taylor, Chris 
Kirkham had eventually jumped across to become managing director of 
Anzon Capital Ltd, the group’s investment bank.

In 1985 the grass had certainly been a lot greener. Now the green grass 
was gone, eaten by expensive bloodstock no doubt, and in its place was the 
dusty taste of failure.

Back then, of course, it had been the thrill of the chase and the spoils of 
victory that Chris Kirkham and other yuppies had feasted on. The doing 
of the deal was all important, and the adrenalin would always kick in with 
the certain knowledge that another deal lay just over the horizon, waiting 
to be hunted down, trapped, and skinned of the fat fees and commissions 
that accompanied such things. Others had smiled when they heard Chris 
Kirkham’s nickname, “Mr Dial-a-Deal”.

“The idea was,” businessman Stephen Lunn – a colleague of Kirkham’s – 
had once joked, “that you found a phone box and you put Mr Kirkham in 
it with a bag of 20 cent coins, and he would dial-a-deal.” 

“ ‘Dial-a-deal’ was Mr Kirky,” chuckled Lunn. Apparently, he could sell 
icecream to the Eskimos.

Except now the tables had been turned. Icecream-eating Eskimos had 
become harder to find, and Chris Kirkham’s bloodstock dealings were in 
danger of being hunted down, trapped and skinned of the facts by this 
stroppy middle-aged lawyer with the Napoleon complex.

“Chris,” the lawyer had asked, “I just want to get this straight in my 
head. Exactly how much was Buckingham’s capital?” Kirkham had given 
the same answer each time. Four million dollars, he’d said. Why wouldn’t 
bloody Chris Dickie leave it at that? Not that Kirkham would ever use that 
language, no matter how pushy the legal Bonaparte became.

“He was,” Dickie had once remarked, “never once rude to me. Not once 
in the entire investigation, despite the fact that I clearly was the hunter and 
he clearly was included amongst the prey.

“He was always polite, you could always go and see him, but he could 
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give our politicians a real lesson. He’d say everything about nothing, and 
he would only ever tell you things that he thought you already knew. The 
guy was, and remains, an enigma.”

Cat and mouse they may have been, but in the early days of the investi-
gation they were ostensibly working together, on the subcommittee set up 
after the initial crisis meeting. It became a routine at the meetings though; 
the cat would ask what Buckingham’s capital was, and the mouse would 
reply $4 million, not $7 million.

 “It was not as if we were just simply talking about $2,966,000 – we were 
talking about the fact that this had interest running with it. We had a bank 
demand for around $8 million, with penalty interest clocking up every day! 
“We needed to find out who’d subscribed for that capital because they were 
the ones who should have been paying, not the rest of us. We had our own 
debts to worry about.”

Dickie tried to play on one of Chris Kirkham’s weak points. The Anzon 
Capital managing director was also, in his personal capacity, a special partner 
in Buckingham, and therefore just as exposed as everyone else to Westpac’s 
magic repayment formula.

“Taking advantage of my ‘working with Kirkham’, quote unquote, in the 
flavour that I was generating, I would go up to see him. I would wear mufti 
and be relaxed and laid back. But I smelt a rat.

“I knew all was not well in Gotham City, and I said to him it was going 
to be essential for me to sit in his office, in peace and quiet, away from my 
law office, so that I could actually sit and look at his copies of the investors 
application forms so that our investors’ committee could deal with the bank.

“I was taking advantage of the fact, as I say, that the bank was attacking 
him, as well as everybody else.” 

Anzon’s offices were in a high rise next to the Auckland High Court. Dickie 
had phoned through to let Kirkham know he was on the way. As the glass 
elevator crept up the side of the Anzon building, the lawyer savoured the 
view out over Auckland city.

When the elevator doors opened Dickie caught a glimpse of the foyer to 
Kirkham’s office, where the documents he’d asked to inspect had been laid 
out on a table for his perusal.

A striking looking woman, with jet-black hair and immaculately groomed, 
was just laying out the last of the papers as Dickie walked in. Glenda Griffin, 
Kirkham’s executive assistant, glanced at the lawyer briefly as he entered.

“As I walked in she was closing a drawer in a cabinet, and then she returned 
to the table and finished setting out the forms. By this time I already had 
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a list of all the investors in Buckingham, so I just sat down and spent the 
next two hours going through and ticking off two things: firstly the name 
of the person, and secondly the number of units that they were taking.”

Chris Kirkham was on the phone, a long and involved conversation from 
the snippets that Chris Dickie caught through the doorway to the invest-
ment banker’s personal office. Glenda Griffin was back at her desk, and 
Chris Dickie couldn’t help but be distracted by her. He’d first noticed her 
during one of the investors’ meetings, always wearing either black or red. 
She really was, thought Dickie, quite stunning.

She was also, he noted, as sharp as tacks. Whereas Chris Kirkham had 
often seemed muddled at the meetings, Griffin always had the answers to 
questions, or could lay her hands on the relevant paperwork. 

More than anything else in the world right now, Chris Dickie desperately 
wanted to find out what the super-efficient Glenda had put back in the 
filing cabinet as he was coming in. He soon had his chance.

Griffin had had to go out, and after a while Chris Kirkham as well had 
made his excuses.

“You’ll be all right here for a few minutes?,” he asked Dickie on the way 
out, “I’ve got to pop out briefly.”

“Yeah, I’m fine here, this is going to take ages,” the lawyer replied, grinning 
on the inside. He could feel the adrenalin starting to surge through him as 
he mentally worked through the ramifications of what he was about to do.

As the lift doors sealed Chris Kirkham in the glass elevator for his journey 
to the ground far below, Chris Dickie was already moving toward the filing 
cabinet in Glenda Griffin’s now unguarded office.

Was this breaking and entering, theft or commercial espionage?, the lawyer 
pondered momentarily. No, dammit, if whatever was in that drawer was 
related to the case it belonged to him and the rest of the investors.

“When I yanked open the filing drawer I found a folder with a brown 
envelope. If this envelope pertained to Buckingham it was my property. 
Kirkham was only the manager – my employee.

“There was a feeling that had developed by this time that we hadn’t been 
told the full picture. This was our business, and I was bloody-well going to 
find out! We knew we’d had millions of dollars worth of horses that sud-
denly weren’t worth anything, and we had a massive sum of money, nearly 
$3 million, gone! Vanished!”

Wild horses, as it turned out, couldn’t have dragged Dickie away from 
that envelope, and he later described his decision to rifle through Glenda’s 
drawer as one of the best of his legal career.
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“I opened the envelope, and it blew me away. If you go and buy a maga-
zine from a shop and you open it, the first thing that will often hit you is 
the smell of clean pages and clean printer’s ink. 

“My parents, as doctors, used to say that the sense of smell is a stronger 
sense of recall than eyesight – you can be walking down a road and a scent 
will suddenly hit you, taking you back to an event that you haven’t thought 
of for years. This envelope did that for me.

“Before I even took out the papers in the envelope, the smell of fresh print 
hit me, and I knew they had to be investor subscription certificates like the 
one I’d been delivered years earlier.”

Nervously looking around, Dickie made sure he was alone before furiously 
flicking through the certificates. There were six of them in all, originals not 
copies, and they totalled $2,966,000.

The blood drained from Dickie’s face, and his stomach was churning. 
Here was the missing cash. Shit, what a bonus! His eyes darted across the 
pages, looking for the name of the subscriber – the mystery investor who 
would now be liable for almost half of the debt owed to Westpac. According 
to the documents it was some outfit called Wicklow, whoever they were. 

If what had just happened could have come straight from the script of a 
thriller movie, what followed next could have come from a silent movie.

Chris Dickie wasted no time, he scooped up the certificates and fled the 
office, or at least that was the plan.

“In my rush to get out of the building I ran straight into the glass doors at 
the bottom and knocked myself out. It was like something out of Mr Bean!”

Dickie’s not sure how long he lay there in the foyer, surrounded by the 
certificates, but it was a dishevelled and stunned Dickie who lurched into 
the foyer of his own McVeagh Fleming lawfirm a little later.

The receptionist stopped talking mid-sentence, and one of Chris Dickie’s 
legal partners looked equally shocked.

“What the hell’s happened to you?” he asked, peering at the massive bump 
on Dickie’s forehead.

“Can’t stop to talk, missing certificates, I’ve got them, need to copy them. 
Wicklow.”

If McVeagh Fleming staff weren’t sure what Dickie was raving about, the 
lawyer remains adamant that his gibberish wasn’t the result of the knock 
to the head, but because of euphoria about his discovery and panic about 
the need to copy the papers and return them to the Anzon office before 
Kirkham or Griffin returned.

“I was holding literally millions of dollars in my hands. I was holding the 
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Wicklow certificates. I photocopied those mothers in a matter of seconds 
and took off back.”

Whether God happened to be smiling down on the “miserable little 
sinner” or whether it was just good luck, Dickie was mightily relieved to 
discover Kirkham’s office was still empty when he returned. He had been 
ready for anything.

“There was certainly an adrenalin rush, but if Kirkham had bounced 
me I probably would have punched him in the face – I had absolutely no 
qualms about it! Indeed, subsequently, I told his lawyer that I’d ‘pinched’ 
these certificates, and I used the word ‘pinched’, and he said ‘yes, I know, 
we’ve been considering what action to take’.

“I remember saying to him ‘Be my guest, be my guest boy!’ I wasn’t 
thinking any particularly high thoughts: this was my bloody partnership 
and somebody wasn’t telling me the whole story!”

It was February 1989, and Chris Dickie assumed he’d cracked the case, 
found the missing investor, and that everyone would now pay their fair share 
of the debt and that would be it. Nothing could have been further from the 
truth. His discovery that a partnership called Wicklow had subscribed for the 
missing $2.96 million was merely the unmasking of the first “Russian Doll”. 

When the bloodstock tax minimisation loophole had been closed off on 
July 31, 1986, most of the attention was focused on Buckingham. It was the 
partnership being furiously promoted in the weeks leading up to Budget 
night. 

It is now clear, however, that Anzon Capital Ltd and Buckingham 
Enterprises Ltd had been working quietly on other plans. Also born on 
July 31, 1986 were six smaller investment schemes, collectively called the 
Wicklow Bloodstock Partnerships. Each of the six had a capital of only 
$625,000, and each had taken a stake in Buckingham, with one big proviso.

Whereas the special partners had been required under the partnership 
rules, by Buckingham’s Statutory Supervisor, to sign guarantees to pay 
Westpac a further 200% of their original investment, the Statutory Supervisor 
apparently let the Wicklow partnerships take stakes in Buckingham without 
signing any guarantees, without – in fact – Wicklow even paying out the 
$2.966 million they’d subscribed for. Effectively, Wicklow had been given 
that stake for nothing!

It was no wonder that the Buckingham partnership had collapsed under 
a mountain of debt. It was, essentially, under-capitalised. 

“When you buy a horse,” noted Dickie, “it’s not like buying a box of 
tissues. It costs me nothing to keep that box sitting on my desk, but if you 
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buy a horse you’ve got to feed it. If it’s a mare, it’s got to be bonked!, and 
the service fee costs you a bloody fortune.”

Dickie leaned over and thumped his forefinger into his desk as if to make 
the point, a scowl creasing his face.

“The service fees on these things, some of the fees were over a hundred 
thousand dollars a screw!”

Not to mention the routine veterinary bills for top of the line horses, and 
the agistment – or babysitting – fees payable to the overseas studs where the 
horses were being stabled on behalf of their New Zealand owners.

Buckingham’s management had, quite simply, bought more horses than 
they could afford to feed and service. In the Buckingham prospectus, inves-
tors had been told that only $10 million would be spent on bloodstock 
purchases, while a further $6 million would be retained as working capital 
to cover the day-to-day expenses.

The investors had dutifully signed up by July 31, 1986, to qualify for the 
wondrous scheme they’d been presented with. Twenty-four hours later, far 
from having a six million dollar surplus in its bank accounts, on August 1, 
the Buckingham partnership had gone two million dollars into overdraft.

“They had no money,” muttered one disgruntled investor, “they were in 
trouble the day they started.”

One who shares that view is Mitchell McLeish, a bloodstock expert who 
was intimately involved with the partnership.

“It was always supposed to have a capital of $17 million, and not $10 mil-
lion, but all they ever raised was $10 million, so that was bloody disastrous. 
We’d overspent for the amount of money that was raised. It was like a pack 
of bloody cards falling over.”

Financial analysts going through Buckingham’s accounts have subsequently 
confirmed the partnership was “totally insolvent” on day one, the defini-
tion of insolvency being an inability to pay the bills as they fall due. There 
wasn’t a lot of point in selling off the horses either, because they were the 
only income-producing asset that the partnership had left.

When he got hold of the Wicklow prospectus, Chris Dickie desperately 
searched its pages for clues. Finally he found one.

“It is proposed that in August 1987 the approval of partners in the 
Buckingham Partnership and the Ermine Partnership will be sought for 
those partnerships to effectively pool their interests in their bloodstock with 
the Wicklow Partnerships.

“This will be effected by the Ermine Partnership and the Buckingham 
Partnership selling interests in bloodstock they own to the Wicklow 
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Partnerships and, conversely, the Wicklow Partnerships selling interests 
in bloodstock they own to the Buckingham Partnership and the Ermine 
Partnership.

“The advantage to all Partnerships of this concept of pooling their blood-
stock interests is that the risks of bloodstock breeding are spread over a much 
greater number of mares, stallions and markets, thus reducing the impact 
of industry risks on them.”

From starting as an innocent investor in the Buckingham deal, Chris 
Dickie had now flushed out Wicklow and Ermine, the remaining two play-
ers in what would become a triple-pack of trouble. Ermine, Buckingham 
and Wicklow. Like dominoes, as one fell over the next began to wobble. 

Working backwards from the big bang, Chris Dickie knew he needed 
to find the location of bloodstock’s “Ground Zero” – the moment the 
nightmare began.
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Prologue

“Remember, democracy never lasts long. It soon wastes, exhausts, and 
murders itself. There never was a democracy yet that did not commit suicide.”

John Adams (1735–1826), US President

The phone call from the private investigator was quick and dirty.
“You can forget about the Winebox Inquiry bud, the report is a complete 

whitewash.”
Someone grabbed my innards and squeezed them like they were express-

ing the meat from a sausage. Whilst the moment had been anticipated, its 
arrival was nonetheless sickening.

“Whaddayamean it’s a whitewash? The report isn’t being delivered to the 
Governor-General for a couple of days yet.”

“Sorry Wishart,” the gruff voice on the other end responded, “but we’ve 
had word from Wellington. The report completely exonerates Fay Richwhite, 
European Pacific, the IRD and the SFO. Winston Peters, on the other hand, 
gets a bollocking.”

I hesitated in silence momentarily, drinking in the implications. A secret 
report, whose contents allegedly weren’t even being divulged to the Prime 
Minister before its release later in the week, had been leaked in advance. 
My contact indicated the source of the leak was a Government department.

“Bloody hell!”
And so it was with a well-honed sense of farce and theatre that I listened 

to the Paul Holmes breakfast show on Newstalk ZB two days later, as Prime 
Minister Jim Bolger earnestly informed an equally earnest Holmes that even 
he wasn’t aware of the contents of the Winebox Inquiry report, which was 
being handed to the Governor-General later that morning.

“Yeah, well, ya miserable little scuzzbag, I do know!” I swore at the clock-
radio.

So too did lawyers for the fading, but still vocal, Fay Richwhite merchant 
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bank. They wore grins that would have put any self-respecting Cheshire 
Cat to shame as they picked up embargoed copies of Sir Ronald Davison’s 
epic three-volume report.

“This’ll be a bestseller that’ll knock Paradise Conspiracy off the charts,” 
chuckled Russell McVeagh partner Mark Gavin as he carried off an entire 
carton of the reports. He and his colleagues at the giant lawfirm had carried 
Fay Richwhite’s torch throughout the inquiry, and for all I knew they were 
probably going to autograph the volumes and send them out as Christmas 
presents.

Hell, there was some obvious merit (and diversionary amusement) in the 
idea of Russell McVeagh taking literary credit for it. As one lawyer later 
boasted: “The report couldn’t have been any better if I’d penned it myself.”

Maybe he was there in spirit. Because, as you will discover in this book, 
the verdict delivered by Sir Ronald was a crock: a multi-million dollar joke 
at the expense of ordinary New Zealand taxpayers. It flew in the face of the 
evidence and, most importantly, it was completely in conflict with private 
statements Sir Ronald had earlier made to staff and others.

You will also read of the full extent of a news media coverup of the issues 
surrounding the winebox and related topics. This is hopefully the last of my 
books on the winebox. This time it is no holds barred. New Zealanders are 
about to find out just how corrupt I believe our country really is.

As a harbinger of the punch this book will pack, here’s a scene you didn’t 
see on the television news reports at the end of the inquiry:

“I can’t believe it,” the lawyer choked. “This country is so bloody corrupt!”
I watched as fury welled up in her eyes, teardrops boiling like molten 

lava, but never falling. She was too angry to cry. Sympathy? I had it by 
the bucketload. Fury? That too. For three years we had both endured the 
Winebox Inquiry, and ‘endured’ is definitely the right word.

Three years of blatant lying, obfuscation and the kind of collective corpo-
rate amnesia that suggested to me that most of the executives and company 
directors involved in these so-called leading companies were unfit for their 
jobs and cheating their shareholders by the mere act of drawing a salary.

Suzanne Clark’s fists were clenching and unclenching – she knew some-
thing that the rest of us could only guess at. As 2nd Counsel Assisting the 
Commission, she had helped uncover the stunning evidence at the centre of 
New Zealand’s longest running Commission of Inquiry. 

It was obvious that she now believed corruption had permeated the very 
Commission of Inquiry set up to investigate allegations of corruption. What 
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wasn’t clear was why she believed this. The mere existence of such a belief, 
coming from one of the Commission’s own lawyers, rocked me to my very core.

Clark and her colleague, senior Counsel Assisting, Colin Carruthers QC, 
had seen the Devil. One of perhaps only five people in the world who knew 
what lay at the centre of a giant web. She looked up at me and I could see 
it in her eyes: knowledge. Knowledge of the kind that haunts you forever. 
And right at that moment, I would have killed to know what she knew …

As you proceed through this book, you will discover there is a big difference 
between what is really happening in New Zealand and what you are being 
told about, and that is perhaps the biggest scandal of all.
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Chapter 1

Genesis
“The dominant and most deep-dyed trait of the journalist is his timourousness. 

Where the novelist fearlessly plunges into the water of self-exposure, the 
journalist stands trembling on the shore in his beach robe.”

– Janet Malcolm, author, The Journalist And The Murderer

The lawyer gestured toward the windows. For a moment I wondered if he was 
inviting me to jump. It was nine stories to the ground, although admittedly 
an architectural protrusion on level two would alleviate the boredom on 
the trip down by providing a diversionary bounce.

Outside, a vista of palm trees and pohutukawa baked in Auckland city’s 
early summer heat.

“Curtains,” he said after a moment. 
“Yes, very nice,” I offered politely, wondering if he had personally chosen 

the appalling puce colour himself. Evidently Colin Carruthers QC could 
see I had absolutely no idea what he was on about.

“The curtains,” he explained patiently with only a hint of frustration, 
“are security curtains.”

This was reassuring. At least the Winebox Inquiry would be safe from 
Superman’s prying eyes.

“We’ve had the Security Intelligence Service through here to check our 
security,” he was continuing. I didn’t have the heart to tell him that the SIS 
were the biggest bunch of burglars this side of the Black Stump. Given that 
the building right next door, which housed mega-lawfirm Russell McVeagh 
McKenzie Bartleet & Co, had totally coincidentally earnt the nickname 
“The Black Stump”, this was not the brightest of omens.

There was in fact a delicious irony in the identity of the neighbours, as well 
as that of one of the previous tenants in the Commission’s own building. 
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The latter was none other than international tax haven company European 
Pacific Group, whose activities lay at the heart of the inquiry, and which had 
occupied offices in the very same building that was now hosting the inquiry. 
If only the walls could talk: they may well have had a better memory than 
many of the executives who worked there.

The neighbours included Fay Richwhite’s merchant bank, and the Bank 
of New Zealand, just down the road – both of them previous part-owners 
of European Pacific.

Carruthers shuffled a pile of papers on the desk as his colleague entered 
the room, lawyer Suzanne Clark. 

In an adjoining room, just visible through a glass partition, was the 
man who would later be dubbed “The Lion King” – former Chief Justice 
Sir Ronald Davison. It was to be his task to get to the bottom of the 
winebox. Davison was peering at me knowingly, and I grinned to myself 
as I wondered whether the boardroom had been wired with hidden 
microphones for his listening pleasure. 

“Thank you for agreeing to see us,” began Clark. 
I shrugged agreeably. “No problem. How can I help?”
“Well, coughing up your documents and files would be a start.”
I erred and aahhed for a moment. European Pacific had just taken me all 

the way to the Court of Appeal in an unsuccessful bid to get their paws on 
my files and material. Nor would TVNZ be impressed at one of their staff 
co-operating with such a request.

“We can always serve you with a Section 4 compulsion notice,” added 
Carruthers with a grin.

“Charmed,” I grunted. Was that a smile just tweaking the corner of Sir 
Ronald’s mouth? I couldn’t be sure.

They were heady days in that summer of ’94, and we all had such high 
hopes that, for once, a Government inquiry would achieve something.

In 1981 the Cook Islands, a tiny Pacific Island state with limited inde-
pendence from New Zealand, declared itself a tax haven. The event passed 
with barely a whisper in the New Zealand media, but it was marked by 
a flurry of top-level correspondence between the Cook Islands and New 
Zealand Governments.

As it was effectively illegal at the time for New Zealand residents or 
companies to transfer money offshore without Government approval, the 
prospect of a tax haven on New Zealand’s doorstep that operated in New 
Zealand currency raised all sorts of possibilities and implications.

“You will, therefore, understand our wish to monitor fairly closely,” wrote 
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NZ Deputy Prime Minister Brian Talboys in July 1981, “the development 
of offshore banking in your country and any impact on the New Zealand 
financial system.

“My Government’s concerns centre on the stability and the international 
reputation of the New Zealand dollar. Bearing this in mind, we would want 
your Government to place a general restrictive condition on all [banking] 
licences issued to the effect that all transactions made by the offshore bank 
must be in a currency other than the New Zealand dollar. [Talboys’ emphasis]

“We are also somewhat concerned at the possibility of an offshore bank 
operating out of the Cook Islands carrying out unorthodox transactions 
which may bring disrepute on both the Cook Islands Government and the 
New Zealand Government.”

Perhaps Talboys had a crystal ball, as both events would eventually come 
to pass.

The tax haven laws in the Cooks had been drafted with the significant 
input of one David William Lloyd, an Englishman who wanted to create a 
new Empire. Having helped write the laws, Lloyd then set up the Cooks’ 
only tax haven bank. For him, money was growing on palm trees.

In 1985/86, Lloyd brought in three New Zealand corporates to invest 
in his dream. Fay Richwhite merchant bank, Brierley Investments Ltd and 
the NZ Government-owned Bank of New Zealand. Together, they created 
what became known as the European Pacific Group.

The operations of European Pacific were highly secret, each staff member 
concentrating on their own area of responsibility and information passed 
on a “need to know” basis.

Although the key details about European Pacific can be found in The 
Paradise Conspiracy I, for the sake of a refresher here’s what happened.

In 1988 the New Zealand Government finally passed a law that made 
any tax haven company with a 50% or higher NZ ownership liable for 
New Zealand tax.

This had a huge impact on European Pacific, not least because its majority 
New Zealand ownership would bring it under the scrutiny of the Inland 
Revenue Department, even though the company’s trust and banking group 
was domiciled in the Cook Islands.

The thought of NZ tax inspectors getting hold of EP’s records and cli-
ent information was horrific, so the company’s shareholders voted to sell 
a majority stake in the group to a Cook Islands company called Laverton, 
which was allegedly owned by David Lloyd.

Fay Richwhite and Brierleys would have a reduced shareholding, and 
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the BNZ would eventually sell out altogether. Provided the selldown of a 
majority stake in the group to Laverton was legitimate, and not just a con 
to fool the tax department, then none of European Pacific Group’s activities 
need be declared in New Zealand.

Obviously Fays, Brierleys and the BNZ would still pay tax on the money 
they earned as shareholders in European Pacific, but as they were now only 
entitled to less than half of the profits, not 86% (the remainder was owned 
by small shareholders and institutions) their tax bill wouldn’t be as high. 

The issue of whether the selldown was, in fact, a con-trick, would later 
become very significant at the Winebox Inquiry.

Having restructured the company, European Pacific’s executives came 
up with new ways to generate money now that the usual tax haven trick 
of simply hiding money from the revenue had been made more difficult.

What they devised was a product known as “tax credits”.
If a New Zealand individual or a company earns income in the United 

States as well as New Zealand, for example, the tax departments of both 
countries might scrap over who should get the tax, or even force the person 
to pay double tax. To avoid this, the revenue departments of many countries 
have come to an arrangement.

If the taxpayer pays tax in the United States, he or she is given a US tax 
certificate to prove the money has been deducted, and this can be offset 
against their tax liability in New Zealand.

What happened in the Cook Islands was simple: European Pacific effec-
tively controlled the Cook Islands Government. They convinced elements 
in that Government to approve a scheme whereby companies would be 
encouraged to pay tax in the Cook Islands, and get a Cook Islands tax 
certificate in return.

At first glance this may seem strange – paying tax in a tax haven – but 
there was a lucrative twist. Thirty seconds after paying the tax to the Cooks 
Government, the Government would hand the money back under the table, 
as well as giving the company a Cooks tax certificate to say that tax had 
been paid.

Specifically, in regard to the highly controversial Magnum transaction in the 
Winebox, $2 million was paid upstairs in the main Cook Islands Government 
building in Rarotonga, and then returned to the company downstairs as they 
left, along with a tax credit certificate to the value of $2 million.

Although, as you will discover later in this book, the transaction itself was 
deviously simple, the paper trail they created turned tax money laundering 
into an art form.
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On paper, the tax was paid to the Cook Islands IRD, but refunded 
in disguise. That disguise involved getting another Cooks Government 
Department, the Property Corporation, to make a pre-arranged (but sup-
posedly coincidental $2 million loss in a financial deal with European 
Pacific that afternoon.

With the money in its back pocket, a European Pacific subsidiary com-
pany then handed the Cooks tax certificate to the New Zealand IRD, and 
received a further $2 million dollar tax rebate in New Zealand. In basic 
terms, there is a strong case fpr saying the money was stolen from the NZ 
IRD under false pretences.

If the NZ IRD had known that the Cooks Government had refunded the 
tax allegedly paid in the Cooks, it would not have given European Pacific 
a $2 million rebate in New Zealand. But the IRD was never told, despite 
requirements under section 301 of the Income Tax Act which states:

“A credit for foreign tax shall not be allowed unless … the taxpayer claim-
ing the credit … furnishes to the Commissioner all information (including 
information in relation to any amount to which the taxpayer is entitled in 
respect of any relief or repayment of the foreign tax) necessary for determin-
ing the amount of the credit.”

The decision to undertake individual transactions rested with those directly 
involved on European Pacific’s trust and banking teams, and obviously their 
clients in various major corporates. But approval for the tax credit schemes 
in general came from European Pacific’s board of directors.

At a board meeting in early 1988 those directors, including Chairman 
David Richwhite, voted in favour of raiding the Australian and other treas-
uries via the use of Cook Islands “tax credit certificates”.

It is significant that the directors, and European Pacific’s staff, had been 
put on notice prior to the meeting that the deals could be illegal.

An internal EP memorandum released at the Winebox Inquiry reveals that:

“A criminal barrister, Mr [Brian] Oslington QC was approached and his 
response focused upon one critical issue. One element of a ‘tax’ is that the 
money raised by the taxing authority is used for ‘public purposes’.

“In the structure devised, the Cook Islands Government Property 
Corporation pays to an EPBC subsidiary a premium that is calculated in 
direct proportion to the tax that has been levied. In Mr Oslington’s view 
as the premium paid for purchase of the note by the Property Corporation 
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is essentially for a smart business dealing by the Government, it is not for 
public purposes.

“Therefore, the Cook Islands withholding tax is not a ‘tax’, promotion of 
the note constitutes a criminal offence by company officers and those know-
ingly involved in a conspiracy to defraud the Australian revenue.”

Two other lawyers consulted by European Pacific took a different view – that 
the Cook Islands Government could do what it liked with its tax money 
including giving it back, so therefore the deals would be OK. Probably.

“None the less,” the internal EP memorandum warned, “there remains 
the chance that if the matter ever went to court it may well be that a judge 
could side with the view taken by Mr Oslington.”

Why is this “warning” to EP’s directors significant? Because under New 
Zealand law it is not simply enough for a law to have been broken – to make 
a prosecution at a criminal level one must prove that the offender intended 
to commit the act. In legal terms, it is known as “mens rea”.

If a law is broken by accident, that is one thing, but if a law is broken 
with deliberate intent, that is quite another.

At the end of this book, when all the evidence has been presented, I 
believe you will find there can be no doubt that there is strong evidence 
of criminality although – as I warned at the beginning – the question of 
individual guilt is a matter for the courts to decide, not me as an author 
or you as a reader. 

The highest court in the world, the Privy Council, has already indicated 
that the transactions may be fraudulent, as has New Zealand’s Court of 
Appeal. Which begs the question: how is it that the people responsible man-
aged to avoid being investigated by the IRD and Serious Fraud Office, and 
then received a clean bill of health from a Commission of Inquiry whose 
Commissioner – as you will discover – was privately describing the deals as 
“criminal … grand larceny”?

Is the Winebox merely the tip of the iceberg? Is the truth so devastating that 
it must never be revealed? In my view the Mafia’s “Teflon Don”, John Gotti, 
has nothing on these people in terms of the inability to make anything “stick”.

At the height of the Winebox Inquiry, I was disturbed to discover a con-
versation between two [inserted text follows: deletion] lawyers.

“Don’t worry about the Winebox Inquiry,” one reassured the other, “[poli-
tician’s name deleted]’s in up to his neck on some forestry deals.”

The implication being that a key political figure could be relied on to 
ensure that the Winebox Inquiry did little damage.
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TVNZ’s Frontline programme had attempted to investigate [inserted 
text follows: alteration] some forestry deals in 1993, and reports that some 
politicians may be involved, but the programme and investigation were 
canned after corporate and political pressure on TVNZ.

After The Paradise Conspiracy was published I was contacted by a National 
Party electorate chairman who was disturbed at a briefing he and his officials 
received from their local MP in private.

Asked why the Government had refused to investigate the BNZ affair, the 
MP explained that National’s largest corporate political campaign donors 
had categorically stated they would withdraw their funding of the party if 
an investigation took place.

On the face of it, this appears to be a blatant case of corruption, where 
elected officials do not carry out a public duty because of financial induce-
ments. I say on the face of it because no agency exists that can credibly 
investigate this kind of allegation.

It is interesting to note that this information came to me a year or so 
before the Serious Fraud Office’s Chief Investigator, former police Detective 
Inspector Geoff Downey, testified on oath to the Winebox Inquiry that the 
then SFO Director Chas Sturt had shut down an SFO investigation into 
the BNZ – allegedly for political reasons.

“[Sturt] indicated to me that he did not want the matter to go any fur-
ther, whatsoever,” said Downey. “He told me that our friends in Wellington 
would not appreciate the office inquiring into the Bank of New Zealand.”

He who pays the piper calls the tune. And one has to wonder whether 
the tune was the America’s Cup anthem Sailing Away. 

The evidence that a legitimate inquiry into the BNZ was shut down for 
political reasons, whilst circumstantial, is in my view absolutely damning. 

Which brings us to another point: the next time that you see Judy and 
Richard on One Network News telling you what a “corruption-free” country 
New Zealand is according to the latest international survey – have a little 
chuckle and disregard the credibility of the story entirely. There is no agency 
in New Zealand designated to investigate corruption – unlike many other 
nations – and so the New Zealand Government simply files “nil” returns 
in the OECD surveys. 

The joke, I guess, is on the naïve journalists and news producers who trot 
the story out every six months. One can only hope that Judy and [inserted 
text follows] Richard will read this and refuse to lend their own credibility 
to this “lies, damned lies and statistics” farce.

The Winebox Inquiry verdict has been used by some to rewrite history. 
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One of those to wield it in this fashion is Charles Sturt, the disgraced – in 
my opinion – former Director of the Serious Fraud Office.

He writes1 of New Zealand First leader Winston Peters’ parliamentary 
attacks on the credibility of the SFO and IRD thus:

“Peters bit his tongue for a few months but by mid-1994 was back on his 
feet in the House and sounding more desperate than ever. Charges were not 
being laid, he said, because of collusion between the Government and its 
business network. I [Sturt] was supposed to be the Government’s hired gun 
to combat fraud but I ‘couldn’t hit a barn at ten paces’.

“There were further calls for [Inland Revenue Commissioner] David Henry 
and me to be suspended, and then came an extraordinary claim: ‘I [Peters] 
have had contacts from senior investigators from both Inland Revenue and 
SFO who say their bosses are plainly wrong. Some say they are lying when 
they claim these schemes are within the law.’

“This was a serious and damaging claim [says Sturt of the staff-leak claim]. 
I knew it couldn’t be true.”

As you will see shortly, despite Sturt’s attempts to gloss over the truth post-
verdict, a number of SFO and IRD staff gave incredibly damning testimony 
against their bosses, just as Peters and others said they would.

And so, let battle commence. The Paradise Conspiracy II will now take 
apart the Winebox Inquiry verdict point by point, and you can decide for 
yourself whether the points Sir Ronald Davison raised in his report were 
right, or whether his report was a waste of millions of dollars.

1 Dirty Collars, Charles Sturt, Reed Publishing 1998.
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Prologue

It was 1992 when I first paid any real attention to the collapse of the 
Bank of New Zealand two years earlier. My primary focus at the time as 
a journalist was the death of a computer dealer named Paul White, and 

a heated political campaign by Winston Peters over what became known 
as “the Winebox affair”.

Although the Bank of New Zealand was Peters’ main focus, my own 
attention remained riveted to the Winebox. It was only at the end of the 
90s, in returning to information gathered during the course of a four year 
investigation, that I was able to piece together the untold story of the rise 
and fall of the Bank of New Zealand: who caused it, who made money out 
of it, why it happened.

The 80s and early 90s were the breeding ground for an economic policy 
that argued strongly in favour of state asset sales, and partial or full privati-
sation where possible. There was a philosophy that the Government could 
help pay its bills by selling off what some called “the family silver”.

The logic went that governments should be in the business of governing, 
and leave commerce to the private sector. All well and good, except that 
some people couldn’t see why a state-owned enterprise operating under a 
fully commercial business model and making profits for the taxpayer, should 
be flicked off to someone else at possibly a discount price. Why sacrifice the 
revenue streams and dividends, merely for the sake of an ideology?

On the other hand, you could see most of New Zealand’s government 
agencies needed a major overhaul for the sake of efficiency.

Back in the day when government-owned New Zealand Rail held the 
monopoly on transport, and trucks could only venture 90 kilometres from 
their home city without special dispensation, long-haul freight – includ-
ing household furniture removals – was forced to go by rail nationwide. It 
was horrendously inefficient – goods had to be loaded from your home or 
business onto a truck in the first instance, then de-trucked at the rail storage 
depot. There, it remained on hold until it was scheduled onto a long-haul 
freight train going in the required direction, when the goods had to be re-
loaded onto a wagon. Sometimes your wagon was left on a siding partway 
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down the country to wait for a connecting train to take it to your particular 
destination. Sometimes your wagon was re-attached to the wrong train, and 
your houselot travelled to Invercargill instead of Christchurch. Eventually, 
having reached its destination, the wagon needed to be unloaded, and then 
re-loaded onto a truck for the final journey to the home or business the 
freight was meant for. Once there, of course, it had to be unloaded again.

All told, such a use of the state monopoly transport system cost huge 
amounts of money, because of all the extra handling, big insurance payouts 
because of the heavily increased number of breakages and loss caused by 
extra handling, and big time delays – it could take eight weeks for a houselot 
of goods to arrive if a family moved from Wellington to Dunedin, or vice 
versa. Eight weeks!

Such massive inefficiencies were one of the prime reasons rail was finally 
opened up to competition from long-haul trucking in 1982, a move that 
helped take the brakes off the New Zealand economy. Having forced New 
Zealand Rail to compete, the monolith was corporatized to become a proper 
functioning business, and then sold off – more of which later.

The way New Zealand used to operate threw up some strange bureaucratic 
events, and I had the personal good fortune to be at the centre of one of them. 

In 1983, as the Radio Windy newsroom’s most junior journalist, I was 
stunned when the planned introduction of private television to New 
Zealand was gazumped in the middle of that year because the state-owned 
Broadcasting Corporation of New Zealand (which then administered TVNZ 
and Radio New Zealand) refused to allow private TV to share or lease trans-
mission facilities from it. The decision, announced by the then Minister 
of Broadcasting, meant New Zealand would not get a third TV channel 
because the BCNZ was locking competitors out of the transmission network.

My father was a senior executive with the New Zealand Post Office (for-
merly Post & Telegraph) which, in those days, included Telecom. I knew 
from experience that Telecom had transmission links covering the entire 
country. Why, I asked my father, couldn’t the Post Office offer to lease 
transmission facilities to private television? “Because we are not allowed 
under current regulations,” he answered. 

“But can’t you suggest it to the Minister in charge?” I asked.
“We’re not allowed to make direct suggestions to the Minister, it will have 

to come from outside.”
Fine, I thought. That morning when I arrived at work, I contacted Radio 

Windy’s parliamentary bureau run by Barry Soper and Fraser Folster, and 
suggested they ask the Minister, Postmaster-General Rob Talbot, whether he 
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was prepared to allow private television to lease spare transmission circuits 
from the Post Office.

“That’s a novel idea,” replied Soper. “I don’t think it will fly, but I will 
ask the question.”

That same day, July 20, 1983, at 10.45am, the newsroom teleprinter clat-
tered into life with all of its alarm bells ringing.

“URGENT: ATTENTION WINDY (IAN) AND AUCKLAND STATIONS
“The Post Office might in the future provide transmission facilities for 

television services and be able to lease them to private television companies, 
according to Postmaster-General Rob Talbot.

“He says this would be outside the normal range of Post Office services 
but he says providing transmitters for television would require much the 
same skills as for telecommunications.

“Mr Talbot says if involvement by the Post Office is seen by private tel-
evision companies as assisting their plans for getting into operation, he’s 
prepared to take a proposal to his cabinet colleagues…

“The Minister says it should be borne in mind that any arrangements the 
Post Office might be able to enter into would need to be available freely 
and fairly to any organisation successful in a [TV broadcasting licence] 
application on the same basis.

“He says it would be prepared to give similar consideration to any requests 
from FM radio warrant seekers for the Post Office to lease transmission 
facilities to them.”

The news alert sent to all private radio stations had a footnote on the 
end, in brackets:

“Virtually full text of press release just come through the door and in 
response to Windy query. The Minister will not be releasing these comments 
generally for an hour or two yet, so private network has this first. Attention 
Ian At Windy: I think you struck gold with an alternative to the BCNZ 
system now mooted by the Postmaster-General.”

So there you have it. A question from a 19 year old radio journalist cata-
pulted the New Zealand Post Office into offering transmission and data 
circuits to private companies as a business operation for the first time. If 
you are watching TV or listening to one of the numerous radio stations that 
sprang up as a result of this, or if your office uses Telecom data circuits, you 
can send me a royalty cheque if you feel so inclined.

The realisation that the Post Office, which back then comprised the postal 
system, the phone system and the Post Office Savings Bank, could do direct 
business in the private sector and compete against other government depart-
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ments like the Broadcasting Corporation, was one of the factors leading to 
the split of the giant Post Office into three business units: Post, Telecom 
and Banking, two of which were later sold off as part of state asset sales.

Ironically, some of New Zealand’s big state assets, like New Zealand Rail 
and the Broadcasting Corporation, had begun life as privately owned com-
panies, but had been taken over by the taxpayer in the distant past. One of 
these was the Bank of New Zealand…
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—PART ONE—

 THE LOVE OF MONEY 

CHAPTER 1

Birth Of A Nation

“It is manifest to those who have directed attention to the 
subject, that the Banking establishments in New Zealand have 

derived immense profits which are payable entirely to a foreign 
proprietary, from a trade carried on with the funds of the colonists” 

 – BNZ prospectus, 1861

It begins, as all good bank stories should, with the dirt and scum of 
a new land, and that’s just some of the customers.

The year is 1861. The place is Auckland: a village of some 8,000 inhabit-
ants scattered over acres of pastureland and dusty tracks leading to outlying 
settlements like Mt Eden or Onehunga. 

In the United States at this time, Abraham Lincoln has just been elected 
President on a campaign platform of abolishing slavery and monetary 
reform. The US Civil War is about to break out. But in New Zealand, the 
buzz of summer cicadas, the clatter of horse hooves and carriage wheels, 
and the shouted greetings between colonial settlers are all that disturbs the 
mantle of unseasonal autumn heat that’s wrapped up the town for the past 
two weeks leaving residents gasping for some cool relief.

The sparkling waters of the Waitemata harbour lap at the shoreline along 
what is now Fort Street, and stevedores on the rickety wharf shoulder aside 
Imperial troopers, merchants, sailors and donkeys as they shift cargo under 
the beating sun of an Indian Summer.
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It is a new land politically, a young land physically, and on the harbour 
where sleek America’s Cup yachts will sluice through a massive spectator 
fleet little more than one person’s lifetime later, the vista in March of 1861 
is of barques and scows, trading ships and Maori waka.

By the dusty hillside goat track known now as Shortland Street, two men 
are in earnest discussion outside the Oriental Bank office. One is a senior 
banker, the other is prominent lawyer Thomas Russell – a man whose 
family name remains closely linked to controversy and banking a hundred 
and forty years later through the auspices of the Russell McVeagh lawfirm.

It would be fair to say Russell was a mover and shaker in colonial Auckland: 
as a Member of Parliament his word carried added weight.

As a British colony, New Zealand had just turned 21. With colonisation 
had come settlers, and commerce, and a demand for banking. Although the 
Auckland Savings Bank had been launched in 1847, and attempts had been 
made to set up a national New Zealand bank, the market was dominated 
in the fifties and early sixties by the Australians through the Union Bank 
of Australia, and London’s Oriental Bank. So far, no one had successfully 
created a bank of New Zealand.

But that was about to change.
Russell’s eyes briefly followed a team of asses on their way up Shortland 

St – a path well trodden by lawyers these days – but it was a momentary 
distraction. A chance comment from the man rambling to him in the bank’s 
doorway shook him back to reality.

“We’re closing the bank,” explained Oriental’s Auckland manager Falconer 
Larkworthy. “Melbourne feels our efforts would be better expended in the 
Far East, not New Zealand.”

Russell felt his stomach clench. He had a lot of business with Oriental. He’d 
borrowed a lot of money. The bank couldn’t just close and call in all its loans!

As if reading the lawyer’s mind, Larkworthy hastily added:
“It’s not a complete closure – they’ve asked Bank of New South Wales to 

step into Oriental’s shoes over here. They’ll close many accounts, I’m sure, 
but many will also be transferred to the Wales.”

The memorandum to Larkworthy from his superiors had been clear:
“Let your discounts slip gradually into the hands of the new bank. You 

will have difficulties with some of those accounts which have so often been 
discussed before, and whether you will be able to come out of the fire 
unburnt, I cannot tell.

“You will not precipitate matters, and yet you must remember that inevi-
table loss had better be looked plainly in the face. 
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“Try to get the New South Wales Bank to take your clerks,” the letter 
ended forlornly.

As Russell stumped his own way up Shortland Street later that afternoon, 
he pondered the vicissitudes of fate: After 21 years, New Zealand’s bank-
ing system was still in disarray, still at the mercy of foreigners coming and 
going when the mood took them. Things needed to change, he grumbled.

It wasn’t that the Australian and London-based banks were incapable of 
servicing Victoria’s youngest realm. It was more the problem that the first 
loyalty of these banks was to their home markets: when money was tight in 
Australia, the Australian banks squeezed credit in New Zealand regardless 
of local conditions.

And so it was, a couple of weeks later, that MP and lawyer Thomas 
Russell found himself once again darkening the doorstep of the Oriental 
Bank, only this time it was a Bank of New South Wales officer who was 
giving him trouble.

As BNZ historian N M Chappell described it in New Zealand Banker’s 
Hundred:

“It is related by Larkworthy that [David] Murdoch, the inspector of the 
Bank of New South Wales, when taking over the accounts of the Oriental 
Bank…had hesitated long upon the question of accepting Russell’s account, 
which was a large and troublesome one. Russell was annoyed at the delay, 
and in an interview with Murdoch declared that if the ‘Wales’ would not 
have it, neither should the ‘Union’.”

Russell’s solution, as he steamed back up Shortland St, was to set up his 
own bank.

“A plague on both your houses!” he muttered.
 “Murdoch is said to have smiled incredulously at the notion of another 

bank being established,” wrote Chappell in 1961. “He realised later that 
Russell was in deadly earnest.”

Being a politician, Russell networked like a man possessed and, in late May 
of 1861, he called meetings attended by a number of prominent MPs – men 
like John Logan Campbell, W C Daldy or Otago’s Edward McGlashan, and 
merchants like James Williamson, Thomas Crummer or Thomas Henderson, 
men whose names now grace streets or suburbs. Their goal? To thrash out 
a prospectus for a new financial institution: the Bank of New Zealand.

It is somewhat ironic in the 21st century, with New Zealand banks almost 
entirely foreign-owned with a free outflow of money and profits, to reflect 
on the situation facing the colonists in 1861 and stated clearly in the BNZ’s 
original prospectus:
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“It is manifest to those who have directed attention to the subject, that 
the Banking establishments in New Zealand have derived immense profits 
which are payable entirely to a foreign proprietary, from a trade CARRIED ON 
WITH THE FUNDS OF THE COLONISTS: [their emphasis] a circumstance which 
must lead to the consideration whether the Colonists of New Zealand are 
not now in a position to enjoy, and entitled to receive, whatever advantages 
can be derived from the employment of their own capital.”

In other words, after 21 years of freemarket economics and financial mar-
kets controlled by foreign interests, it had finally dawned on the Colonists 
that they were sending all their profits offshore needlessly. As they say, 
history repeats.

“Another consideration,” the prospectus continued, “which should unite 
the Colonists of New Zealand in an effort to establish a New Zealand Bank, 
is this, no Foreign Bank will study the interests of New Zealand; but the 
interests of such an establishment are regarded as paramount; the New 
Zealand branches being of necessity made to feel the effects of financial 
pressures in other Colonies, and accommodation is given or refused, fre-
quently, not according to the requirements of the Bank’s customers in New 
Zealand, but measured by the Bank’s engagements and necessities elsewhere. 

“A New Zealand institution would not be disturbed by these influences: 
its capital would be specially devoted to New Zealand interests.”

This, then, was the birth of the BNZ bank.
Although begun as a private company, it still needed State protection 

and, on June 19, 1861, Thomas Russell introduced a Private Member’s Bill 
to Parliament, “The New Zealand Bank Bill”, which went before Queen 
Victoria in July and was law by August.

As the Southern Cross newspaper of August 6 noted:
“The Colony requires such a local institution notwithstanding the liberal 

management of the English and Australian Banking corporations having 
agencies in New Zealand.

“There is a necessity for identifying our Colonial Bank with our Colonial 
interests, but this can never be wholly attained so long as our banking busi-
ness is done with institutions managed for the settled purpose of enriching 
an alien proprietary.”

It took only a matter of months for the Bank of New Zealand to spread its 
operational tentacles around the country – a task made particularly simple 
by virtue of the fact that the major settlements could be counted on one 
and a half hands.

Purely by coincidence, just days after the meetings in May of 1861 that 
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resulted in the BNZ’s establishment, prospector Gabriel Read struck gold 
in a gully in Central Otago, near the town of Lawrence.

The resulting boomtimes were a natural playground for bankers and the 
BNZ was no exception. Wherever there were hard-drinking men, saloon 
girls and gold dust, you’d also find a bank manager.

The logic was simple. With tonnes of the precious metal being panned 
and hacked out of the Otago hillcountry, and living quarters for the aver-
age miner confined to a tent between two shrubs, security was a foreign 
concept. There was a common joke that if the saloons were empty, it was 
probably because of a rumoured thief on the loose, and sure enough if you 
ventured down to tent city you’d find four thousand hairy grimy and smelly 
miners all sitting outside their quarters eyeing each other suspiciously whilst 
trying to look as though they’d planned all along to “have an evening in”. 

Before the banks arrived, it was common for nuggets to go missing from 
tents, and New Zealand’s singular lack of packrats meant miners needed to 
beware of rats of the two-legged variety. 

Back in the 1860s the banks all printed their own money, and for the BNZ 
in the Otago goldfields that created a whole new ballgame.

Falconer Larkworthy, who’d quit the retreating Oriental Bank for a senior 
position with the BNZ, was sent to Dunedin with orders to corner the 
market. Prior to his arrival in New Zealand for Oriental, he’d worked as a 
banker in the South Australian goldfields. 

Knowing that the BNZ had not yet begun to print its own bank notes, 
Larkworthy opted for Plan B, designing his own and furiously printing 
them over a weekend on a lithographic press. 

The bank notes were nothing more than a promise by the bank to pay 
the bearer of the note its face value in bullion, on demand.

Armed with a sack of these bank notes worth £20,000, Larkworthy 
clambered into a Cobb & Co stagecoach and set off for Gabriel’s Gully.

There was disappointment on arrival when he found that both the Union 
Bank and the Bank of New South Wales had beaten him to it with branches 
at Gabriel’s Gully and Waitahuna, but he finally located fertile ground at a 
settlement called Wetherstones, some distance further out.

Renting space in a general store, Larkworthy hung out his Bank sign and 
waited for business. It didn’t take long to come. Miners who were sick of 
having to carry around their precious heavy cargo were more than happy 
to swap it for lightweight paper notes.

“The tidings of my presence went like wildfire,” he later wrote, “and I 
stood all day buying gold dust as hard as I could.”



17B I R T H  O F  A  N A T I O N

 Within four days, he’d cleaned out the Wetherstones field, and set off 
for Dunedin with 4,000 ounces of gold (about NZ$9 million worth at 2011 
prices) under escort – leaving behind a supply of bank notes with friendly 
storekeepers so they could purchase more gold on his behalf.

But unfortunately, as often came to be the case in the BNZ’s chequered 
history, the best laid plans of packrats and mortals sometimes come unstuck.

While Larkworthy was away, some of his rival banks began to play – refus-
ing to honour the new BNZ bank notes and telling stunned miners that 
the notes were false “duffers”.

Naturally, thousands of hairy, grimy and smelly gold prospectors were 
none too keen on this, and they stormed the merchants at Wetherstones 
demanding the storekeepers either return their gold dust or honour the 
notes in coinage.

When the retailers refused to do so there was chaos, and at least one 
merchant was arrested and chained to an iron bed for a couple of days 
until the police team escorting BNZ gold returned to the town and sorted 
out the trouble.

In a mercy dash to prevent further violence, Dunedin’s police chief located 
Larkworthy and told him he’d need to return to Wetherstones with coin of 
the realm, and be prepared to refund the angry miners.

It was the first ever run on the BNZ bank.
Larkworthy bought up every gold sovereign he could find in Dunedin 

– eight thousand of them – and rejoined the police escort for a hurried 
journey back to the goldfields.

Once the miners realised he had coin of the realm to refund them, they 
settled down and ironically no refunds were actually asked for.

As for the cause of the crisis? The rival bank’s tellers had refused to accept the 
BNZ notes because they were dated on a Sunday. Ultimately this hiccup, too, 
was resolved. The Bank of New Zealand was well and truly open for business.

For its first 15 years, the BNZ returned an average yearly dividend to its 
shareholders of 14 percent. Not bad money. But a depression in the 1880s 
caused financial pain. Despite that pain, the BNZ kept paying dividends, a 
sure-fire path to an early death. In April 1887 it was forced to pay a dividend 
and bonus from its cash reserves, then in October 1887 the board decided 
not to pay the next half-yearly dividend. The shareholders were far from 
impressed, and their reaction forced directors to pay another half-yearly 
dividend in April 1888, despite worsening financial performances.

“It was felt the shareholders should not be deprived of a dividend for two 
half years in succession,” bank historian N M Chappell writes.
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Despite running at a continuous loss, the BNZ paid out £4 million in 
dividends and lent a further £160,000 to directors. By 1894, it was nearly 
all over, rover. Cap in hand, the privately owned New Zealand bank went 
to the Government. Both Houses of Parliament met under urgency to 
debate the crisis.

“The Lower House adjourned at 4.12am,” writes Chappell. “The Governor 
had been kept waiting before the fire in his dressing gown and slippers to 
give assent.”

And when that assent came, it came with £500,000 in cash, stock guarantees 
of £2 million and assorted other goodies. The Evening Star newspaper wrote:

“The people of New Zealand awoke this morning to find, if not a state 
bank in the strictest sense of the term, something like it, fully established, 
with splendid buildings, and with branches and agencies all over the coun-
try. Was ever such a financial wonder worked between the setting and the 
rising of the sun?”

In 1895, more money was funneled in, and eventually the Government 
would own a third of the share capital and appointed two thirds of the 
board of directors.

“In 1890,” reported the New Zealand Times newspaper 96 years later in 
1986, “a parliamentary inquiry had been set up to investigate claims that 
ministers had used public money to assist the bank. It was also alleged that 
the Attorney-General, Sir Frederick Whitaker, who was also chairman of 
the bank’s board, owed a large sum to the bank and was therefore using his 
influence to place public funds in the bank’s hands. The inquiry collapsed 
when the committee failed to get the bank to supply sufficient records.

“In 1896, inquiries ran into similar problems. Both the Upper and Lower 
Houses had set up committees to investigate the bank. The Lower House 
committee wanted to know the names, people and corporations whose 
debts had been written off.

“Bank president William Watson refused to give details of individual 
accounts. The House responded by fining him £500 for breach of privilege 
and having him detained in custody by the sergeant-at-arms until payment 
was made.” 

In a historical precursor to the BNZ collapse a hundred years later, drip-
ping with irony, it was a top Russell McVeagh lawyer, acting as an adviser 
to the Bank of New Zealand, who during the 1896 inquiry told the Bank’s 
president to “on no account” divulge to a hostile MP “which of the BNZ’s 
past directors had supposedly received large loans on inadequate security, 
thereby placing the bank in jeopardy.”
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The lawyer, Theophilus Cooper, left the banker clear instructions.
“If you are asked, don’t tell them, and let Parliament do its damnedest, 

but you will get away with it.” 
And he did. The BNZ paid the fine two days later. Watson was never 

detained in anything but name.
Theophilus Cooper went on to be rewarded with an appointment as a 

Supreme Court judge shortly afterward and earned a knighthood to boot.
The Bank of New Zealand was back in business.
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PROLOGUE

Our Story

“Had Captain Hobson been able to conceive what was entailed in the 
piece-meal purchase of a country held under tribal ownership, it is dif-
ficult to think that he would have signed the Treaty without hesitation. 

“He could not, of course, imagine that he was giving legal force to a 
system under which the buying of a block of land would involve years of 
bargaining, even when a majority of its owners wished to sell; that the 
ascertainment of a title would mean tedious and costly examination by 
courts of experts of a labyrinth of strange and conflicting barbaric cus-
toms; that land might be paid for again and again, and yet be declared 
unsold; that an almost empty wilderness might be bought first from its 
handful of occupants, then from the conquerors who had laid it waste, 
and yet after all be reclaimed by returned slaves or fugitives who had 
quitted it years before, and who had been paid for the land on which 
they had been living during their absence. 

“Governor Hobson could not foresee that cases would occur in which 
the whole purchase money of broad lands would be swallowed up in the 
costs of sale, or that a greedy tribe of expert middlemen would in days 
to come bleed Maori and settler alike.”

As an opening shot in the war that has become the Treaty of Waitangi, 
those words just quoted are hard to beat. They encapsulate all the cyni-
cism, doubt and eye-rolling frustration that have surrounded the Treaty 
in recent years.

So which perceptive commentator made that statement? Hone Harawira? 
Don Brash? Rodney Hide?

None of the above is the correct answer. The passage was written way 
back in 1898, while the ink was still ‘wet’ on the 1840 Treaty in a legal 
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sense, and the massive treaty settlement upheavals of the 1990s and today 
were but a distant dream. The man who wrote it was William Pember-
Reeves, a former New Zealand journalist turned cabinet minister, his-
torian and lifelong socialist, in his book The Long White Cloud, a brief 
history of New Zealand.

There’s been a lot of revisionist history written in New Zealand in 
more recent years in my view, politically-correct stuff or agenda-laden 
texts from social and political change merchants posing as historians or 
researchers. What I wanted to capture in this book was something dif-
ferent, what I consider to be the “authentic” voices from New Zealand’s 
past without being filtered through the pen and prejudices of academia. 
Naturally, and I can hear the screams already, some will say this book is 
filtered through the prejudices of a journalist. Perhaps. You can be the 
judge of that. But I think you will find this book plays the issue with 
a straight bat. I report it the way I found it, and provide references all 
the way through if you want to read the source documents for yourself. 

I have no particular dog in the ring, except for my support of a writ-
ten constitution to provide certainty moving forward. I am married to a 
woman of Maori-Italian extraction, and my children proudly share a slice 
of Ngati Whatua heritage – a couple have enough of the “tar brush”, as 
their Maori grandfather so quaintly puts it, that Maori mums at school 
or daycare have wondered which local hapu they came from. Under the 
terms of the Treaty of Waitangi Act, my children are “Maori”. They are 
also Scot and Irish, direct descendants of John McGechean who arrived 
in Wellington on the Bengal Merchant on 20 February 1840, literally 14 
days after the Treaty of Waitangi was signed, and also of the Allison and 
Laurie families on board Auckland’s “First Fleet” of migrants in September 
1842 - the ships Duchess of Argylle and the Jane Gifford. In that extent, my 
family is typical of many in New Zealand today – blended ethnicities, 
authentic Kiwi ‘mongrel’. As Captain Hobson predicted at Waitangi all 
those years ago, ‘He iwi tahi tatou’ – we have indeed become one people.

One hundred and fourteen years ago, in 1898, William Pember-Reeves 
already had a pretty good handle on why the Treaty had turned into a 
legal minefield, and it seems little has changed. There have been a number 
of “full and final” treaty settlements since then involving the same por-
tions of land and tribes, and somehow what was once deemed “settled” 
suddenly turns out not to be quite so. 

Behind it all lies a labyrinth of cultural differences – fundamentally 
the Maori concept of land ownership was collective, whilst Europeans 
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were used to individual title. The assumption that was often made – that 
those Maori currently occupying the land in question were its owners – 
was not always the case.

So who were these two “Treaty Partners” that modern legislation and 
court rulings talk of? What did each bring to the table, and what did 
they expect to gain or lose? Does a document essentially drafted on the 
equivalent of a café napkin in 1840 have legal relevance, and if so how 
should we look at it as we move towards a new Constitution?

To answer these questions, we need to set the scene; to go back in time 
and re-live some of those early moments of New Zealand history through 
the eyes of those who were there. It is only after hearing their voices that 
we can arguably put in context the arguments of modern Treaty com-
mentators and advocates.

History comes alive when it lifts off the pages in front of you, and 
what I’ve tried to do in this book is give you the major waypoints on 
New Zealand’s journey to nationhood, in living colour. Some of what 
you read will challenge what you’ve read in other popular history books. 

My preference has been to use original texts wherever possible – eye-
witness reports – and commentaries as close to the events in question as 
possible, in order to give readers a feel for how people more intimately 
connected to those events interpreted them. I’ve quoted liberally from 
old texts and books long out of print, deliberately, so that readers can get 
the full context of what’s being said, rather than mere snippets dropped 
in to reinforce a point. 

The downside to that is you can see some examples of what we would 
now call racist attitudes, but we’re all smart enough to make allowances 
for writers speaking to us from 100 to 300 years ago as creatures of their 
times. You will also notice archaic spelling, which I have not changed 
either given the context. 

There is a difference between items of factual reportage, and items of 
opinion. All of us, including the voices from the past, are entitled to our 
opinions however outrageous. The facts however can speak for themselves. 
You can judge for yourself the merits of this approach, setting New Zea-
land’s past free from the biases of its cultural and political gatekeepers.

It is the experiences of real people, on all sides of an event, that define 
how the event is seen in history. The story of New Zealand is not some 
dry, dusty compendium of old parchments written by a collection of 
fusty academics; it is a story of life and death, of triumph and tragedy, of 
two peoples meeting for the first time in history – with wildly different 
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backgrounds – struggling to find balance, honour and a new way forward.
It is the story of change, of how things never stay the same no matter 

how much we wish them to, and how ‘adapt or die’ is the overarching 
driving force that has filled humanity’s sails since the beginning of time. 
It was the wind of change that drove the first humans from the warmth of 
the tropical Pacific down to temperate New Zealand, and the same wind 
that blew European explorers onto our shores either hundreds of – or as 
little as 300 depending on who you believe – years later.

History was not forged by the politically correct. It was forged by people 
with strong beliefs, strong prejudices and all the passion you’d expect 
from people at the earth’s last civilisational frontier.

Maori or Pakeha, the making of New Zealand is a story we can all be 
proud of, something we can and should celebrate. 

It’s our story.
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CHAPTER ONE

The First New Zealanders

If you listen to the usual tales, Maori arrived in this country in the “Great 
Migration” of canoes somewhere around 1200 to 1300 AD. Although 
modern ethnographers no longer believe in the one-off great fleet theory 
– preferring instead evidence of a number of isolated canoe arrivals at 
different times – they do think Maori only arrived in this country some 
time after 1200 AD, based on radio-carbon dating of known human 
settlement sites in the Bay of Plenty against a known volcanic eruption.1

Those of you who have read the late Michael King’s Penguin History 
of New Zealand will find this chapter on somewhat of a collision course 
with King, although he says he has left the door open in his book to 
being corrected:

“A thirteenth century date for the initial settlement of New Zealand…is 
more soundly based on the range of evidence currently verifiable. It is still 
an informed guess, however [emphasis added], and there is always a pos-
sibility that new evidence will provoke a further twist of the kaleidoscope 
that will move the settlement pattern towards different configurations.”2

Some of New Zealand’s earliest explorers, however, would be shaking 
their heads in disbelief at that statement if they were still alive, because 
there’s actually considerable evidence of ancient pre-European settlement 
of New Zealand.

1 From Hogg et al, 2002: “Various authors have shown that there are no human archaeological 
contexts in New Zealand which pre-date the 12th century AD” (Anderson 1991; McFadgen 1994; 
McFadgen et al. 1994; Higham & Hogg 1997; Higham et al. 1999). “Recent archaeological and 
radiocarbon evidence now suggests strongly that the earliest settlers in the New Zealand archipelago 
arrived around c. 1250–1300 AD” (McFadgen et al. 1994; Higham & Hogg 1997; Higham et al. 
1999). See their paper “A wiggle-match…”, http://researchcommons.waikato.ac.nz/bitstream/
handle/10289/5248/A%20wiggle-match.pdf?sequence=1 
2 The Penguin History of New Zealand, Michael King, Penguin 2003, p51

http://researchcommons.waikato.ac.nz/bitstream/handle/10289/5248/A%20wiggle-match.pdf?sequence=1
http://researchcommons.waikato.ac.nz/bitstream/handle/10289/5248/A%20wiggle-match.pdf?sequence=1
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At Bruce Bay on the South Island’s West Coast, rainforest comes almost 
down to the waterline. It’s said to be the place where mythical Polynesian 
voyager Maui first set foot in New Zealand.3 It’s also the location of a 
puzzling archaeological mystery. 

Explorer Julius von Haast arrived in 1868 to inspect an archaeological 
discovery by gold miners. The miners had dug down 14 feet, nine inches 
(nearly five metres) below the surface of the ground, at a spot some 565 
feet (172 metres) inland from the beach. The area they were prospecting 
had once been the seashore, long, long ago, but the sea had long since 
retreated. What they were looking for were gold deposits in an ancient 
gravel bed buried under layers of sediment laid down over time, upon 
which a massive forest had grown on top of. What they found was some-
thing vastly more valuable than gold:

“In one of the claims in this last described forest-belt, on the bottom 
of the wash-dirt, reposing directly upon the argillaceous gravel, a party 
of miners, consisting of S. Fiddean, J. Sawyer, and T. Harrison, found a 
stone chisel and a sharpening-stone lying close to each other; the former 
was broken, having been accidentally struck by the pick when the miners 
were loosening the wash-dirt,” writes Haast.4 

“The stone chisel is made of a dark greenish chert, and is partly polished; 
the sharpening-stone is formed of a coarse greyish sandstone, which I 
found in situ about ten miles south of this locality, near the mouth of the 
river Paringa. The two stone implements now in the Canterbury Museum, 
were found a few days before my arrival.”

These stone tools were found five metres underground, and one of them 
had evidently been crafted from a sandstone sourced ten miles away, but 
that’s not the most staggering revelation. Here’s what the goldminers first 
had to remove from the surface before they could even begin digging in 
their gold claim:

“After having removed the large trees growing here, sometimes 4 feet 
in diameter, and standing closely together…”

How long does it take for tree trunks on the West Coast to reach 1.2 
metres in diameter? How long does it take for time to bury a human 
settlement to a depth of five metres? According to Haast, the forest was 
ancient even by 1868 standards.

3 http://www.makaawhio.maori.nz/maraehistory.html 
4 Geology of the Provinces of Canterbury and Westland, New Zealand : a report comprising the results 
of official explorations, by Julius von Haast, 1879, see http://www.nzetc.org/tm/scholarly/tei-
HaaGeol-t1-body1-d3-d16-d1.html 

http://www.makaawhio.maori.nz/maraehistory.html
http://www.nzetc.org/tm/scholarly/tei-HaaGeol-t1-body1-d3-d16-d1.html
http://www.nzetc.org/tm/scholarly/tei-HaaGeol-t1-body1-d3-d16-d1.html
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“In the same forest, 
many and larger trees 
are lying prostrate on the 
ground, and in all stages of 
decay; sometimes their for-
mer existence being indi-
cated only by long mossy 
ridges, so that we may 
safely conclude that the 
present forest vegetation is 
not the first one, but that 
it was preceded by trees of 
the same species, and often 
of large dimensions, for-
merly growing there.”

The forests at Bruce Bay 
are predominantly rimu, a 
native conifer that reaches 
heights of 60 metres and 
two metres across, in the 
course of a thousand year 
life-span. The biggest trees 

had already lived and died, what Haast was looking at was second genera-
tion trees, themselves already monsters. Remember, the first generation 
of those trees had to grow on that gold-mining site after the human tools 
had already been covered by sediment to a depth of five metres. It’s pos-
sible that site could have been 1,500 or even 2,000 years old.

The tools may not be capable of being carbon dated, but the circum-
stances of their discovery five metres underground are fully documented. 
If King is right about the earliest NZ settlement happening after 1200AD, 
how does he explain tools at such a depth, beneath a thousand year old 
forest in the 1860s? It’s not the first problem King will face in this chapter.

Haast speculated the tools belonged to a people he called “the Moa 
hunters” – a race he believed pre-dated traditional Maori settlement of 
New Zealand. In fact, the discovery of tools so deep underground sug-
gested to Haast, “it is not impossible, man [may] already have lived in 
New Zealand during the latter part of the Great Glacier period.” In other 
words, at the end of the last Ice Age, 10,000 years ago. That’s certainly 
far earlier than current scientific belief, but then again Haast was on the 

Sir Julius Von Haast, K.C.M.G., Ph.D., F.R.S., F.G.S., 
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actual spot, looking at tools found five metres under the earth. The impact 
of looking at polished stone tools on the ground at your feet, then up to 
the daylight at the entrance of a five metre deep hole you are standing 
in, is lost somewhat when modern researchers examine those same tools 
in a museum case.

The possibility of New Zealand being populated almost as far back 
as Australia was raised with the tantalising discovery in Auckland of a 
chopped-down tree stump. No big deal, you might say, but the report to 
the New Zealand Institute in 1874 (now the Royal Society of NZ) lays 
out just why this stump was special:

“I have to record this evening a discovery giving a trace of human life 
on this island, and in this locality, reaching back beyond history, and 
supporting the Maori tradition that this island was inhabited before 
their arrival here,” reported John Goodall, a civil engineer for the city 
of Auckland.5

“Heavy excavations have been carried on at and about the Albert Bar-
racks by the Auckland Improvement Commissioners for the purpose 
of making new streets for the benefit of the city. During last March, 
while works were being carried on in Coburg Street, near the junction 
of Wellesley Street East, the workmen came upon the tree stump, now 
before you (see Pl. VI.), lying in the centre of a narrow channel below the 
road level, this channel having been cut for the purpose of laying sewer 
pipes. Through the intelligence of Mr. James Williamson, the contractors 
overseer, who at once recognised its value, it was saved. Shortly after I 
was on the spot, and my attention was drawn to it.

“It being important that the discovery should be verified by undoubted 
authority, I immediately went for, and returned accompanied by Theophi-
lus Heale, Esq., Inspector of Surveys, who satisfied himself as to the 
genuineness of the discovery, and the undisturbed stratification of the 
volcanic débris of about 25 feet lying above. The place where the stump 
was found is shown on plan and section (Pl. VI.). 

“In the section I have shown the stump as when found resting on the 
clay. It was in its natural position, upright, with its roots penetrating the 
clay, of which fact I satisfied myself by digging deeply below to a depth 
of over two feet, and found the traces of roots going down. The surface 
of the clay has loam in it. 

“The top of the stump was embedded in volcanic mud, and above it 

5 “On the discovery of a cut stump of a tree”, by John Goodall C.E. Transactions & Proceedings of 
the NZ Institute, Vol 7, 1874 See http://rsnz.natlib.govt.nz/volume/rsnz_07/rsnz_07_00_001820.html 

http://rsnz.natlib.govt.nz/volume/rsnz_07/rsnz_07_00_001820.html
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there were 25 feet of débris in perfect stratification, as shown in section. 
These stratified beds of ooze and débris can be traced till they reach the 
beds of cinders, and thence to the conglomerated mass of scoria and 
basaltic lava, which occurs adjacent to the volcanic centre. The clay in 
which the stump once grew occurs immediately above the tertiary rocks, 
and and is from 10 to 15 feet thick. 

“This stump is asserted by those who have a knowledge of New Zealand 
woods to be of tea-tree (manuka) the wood that has been chiefly used by 
Maoris for making paddles. It has an undoubted appearance of having been 
cut by some tool, and being so must have been by the hand of man. I leave 
it to any one to satisfy themselves by a personal examination whether it be 
so or not.6 The cut seems to be too fresh to refer back to so remote a period 
as the volcanic era, but with the evidence we have of the finest markings of 
ferns, shells, etc., being preserved from ages vastly more remote, surely we 
may expect it from this, which in comparison is but recent.

“Undoubted as these facts may appear it may yet be well to consider by 
what other means they may have been produced. The stump may have 
been lodged where found by a landslip, it may have been burnt off, or it 
may have belonged to a rotten tree and been broken down by the wind, 
or by the flow of the volcanic ooze in which it is embedded. 

“That the stump was not lodged there by a landslip may be seen by the 
section which shows the overlying strata perfectly undisturbed, and it is 
further evident that it must have grown on the spot where found as its 
roots were penetrating the lower clay; everywhere above the clay abun-
dant remains of trees occur and roots in the clay, showing that the place 
was wooded at the time prior to its being covered by the volcanic débris. 

“That it was not burnt off is certain, from the sharpness of the edges 
of the surface, the absence of charcoal, or even of a charred appearance, 
and the presence of a projecting piece of wood in the centre of the stump, 
which must have held the tree upright to the last, and which would not 
have existed had it been fired. 

“That it did not result from a rotten tree is equally evident, for it could 
not now be in so good preservation, the bark would not have remained on 
it, the sharpness of the edges would not have existed, and the wood would 
not now be fibrous; decayed wood would have lost its fibrous structure. 

“It is therefore beyond any doubt that we have evidence of the existence 

6 A report in New Zealand’s Southern Cross newspaper at the time, suggesting a stone adze was 
found beside the stump, appears to be wrong. Goodall was the first senior official at the scene 
and does not record the discovery of a tool.
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of man long before the period indicated by the traditions of the Maoris 
of their advent to this island, and at a period before what is probably the 
oldest volcano in Auckland became extinct. In the Maori traditions there 
is no mention of any of the volcanos near Auckland having been active.”

Given that the tree had grown on the inside of what was the old Albert 
Park crater, it’s a fair bet the 250,000 year old Albert Park was not the 
source of the ash and scoria in the clay 25 feet above the sawn-off tree 
stump. A more likely culprit for that layer of debris was the Mt Eden crater 
further up the ridgeline, which last exploded somewhere between 14,000 
and 24,000 years ago.7 The Taupo eruption of 286 AD could explain the 
surface debris, as it laid an ash layer 60cm thick across Auckland, but it 
would not explain the volcanic mud flows above the tree stump.

The point being, more than seven metres below a layer of volcanic 
deposits, in perfectly stratified clay, workmen overseen by a civil engineer 
and a chief surveyor had found a tree stump with clear evidence it had 
been chopped down, and no sign of the rest of the tree – which you’d 
expect if it had been a natural felling.

At two ends of the country, then, Auckland and Westland, scientists 
had prima facie evidence of human habitation at times when modern 
scientists assume humans could not have been here.

Researching caves on Banks Peninsula on the other side of the South 
Island (then known as “Middle Island”), Julius Haast found a lot more 
archaeological evidence of these “moa hunter” people, and that evidence 
again led him to believe they came before the Maori. One of his reasons 
for stating this was the appearance of dog bones in the Moa cooking pits. 
Of itself, this might be nothing unusual, but Haast found no evidence of 
dogs ever being fed at these sites. The dogs that lived in the time of these 
people were being caught wild and eaten, they were not domesticated 
pets sharing the fire space with their owners.

“From the manner the dog bones are broken and mixed with Moa-
bones, “it is evident that the dog was also considered a favourite food by 
the Moa-hunters, but it is difficult to believe that it was domesticated by 
them8. Although I have examined thousands of bones collected in these 
refuse heaps, many of them very minute and delicate, I never was able to 
find the least trace that they had been gnawed. The same observation was 

7 “Age of the Auckland Volcanic Field,” Jan Lindsay and Graham Leonard, IESE Report 
1-2009.02 | June 2009, see http://www.iese.co.nz/LinkClick.aspx?fileticket=gI9F5csXBzQ%3D
&tabid=344 
8 Dr. James Hector in Vol. IX. of the Transactions of the New Zealand Institute page 248

http://www.iese.co.nz/LinkClick.aspx?fileticket=gI9F5csXBzQ%3D&tabid=344
http://www.iese.co.nz/LinkClick.aspx?fileticket=gI9F5csXBzQ%3D&tabid=344
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made by me at the Moa-
hunter encampment, at 
the mouth of the Shag 
river, Otago. Thus, we 
are compelled to believe 
that the Moa-hunters only 
chased the dog then liv-
ing in a wild state in New 
Zealand, without having 
as yet domesticated it.

“Admitting the Maori 
traditions, which state distinctly that they brought the domestic dog 
(Kuri) with them from Hawaiki, it is evident that these kitchen middens 
of the Moa-hunters must date back to a period much anterior [before] to 
their arrival in New Zealand. No human bones were found in connection 
with these kitchen middens, so that there is strong presumptive evidence 
for believing that the Moahunters were not addicted to anthropophagy 
[cannibalism].”

What Haast did find is that spearheads and other stone tools found in 
these ancient sites were being made in precisely the same manner as stone 
age tools from European cave-dwellers and North American Indian tribes. 

“The figure of this “teshoa” a [American Indian] name which I wish to 
adapt for similar stone implements in New Zealand, is so like one of the 
latter that it would be impossible to distinguish them if placed side by 
side. At the same time I wish to observe that the description and figures 
of the flint-flakes, roughly chipped, found in Indian graves, etc., are so 
much like those obtained in the Moa-hunter encampment that there is 
no doubt that the former aborigines of New Zealand employed the same 
mode of manufacture and used the same form of rude stone implements 
as the primitive races of Europe and North America.”9 

At the same time, however, there was evidence the Moa hunters also 
had the ability to polish and sharpen stone in the more modern Maori 
fashion, based on the discovery of polished tools on both the west and east 
coasts. Clearly the Moa hunters shared something in common with Maori.

At Warrington, near Dunedin, carbon dating of one Moa-hunter site 
suggests it may have been in use as early as 900 to 1000AD.10 Clearly the 

9 http://www.nzetc.org/tm/scholarly/tei-HaaGeol-t1-body1-d3-d16-d1.html#n445 
10 “Marine Shell, Charcoal and Moa Egg Shell Conventional Radiocarbon Dates from New 
Zealand Moa-hunting Archaeological Sites”, Matthew Schmidt, http://nzarchaeology.org/

Moa-hunter oven pits

http://nzarchaeology.org/elecpublications/schmidtmoa.htm
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1350AD migration story couldn’t account for that, which lends weight 
to the idea that Polynesian seafarers settled in New Zealand in random 
fashion over a number of centuries, rather than one mighty voyage. Initial 
settlement would have been small, with the population growing as food 
allowed. It took several hundred years before human population grew 
significant enough to finally extinguish the moa from our landscape.

Whoever the Moa-hunters were, they were big eaters – scientists esti-
mate up to 8,000 moa were cooked in 1,200 ovens at the Waitaki River 
mouth alone.11 Nor were moas the only diet. Seals, sea leopards, the 
aforementioned dogs and even bellbirds were on the menu.

One odd discovery in the 1870s was made in the Earnscleugh caves in 
Otago. Researchers with the Otago Museum found a lizard jaw and a 
vertebral rib from the same creature. 

“It may be the last cervical of a reptile,” wrote Captain F W Hutton, a 
fellow of the Royal Society, “although it seems to be too robust and too 
flattened for the rib of a lizard. It more nearly resembles the first thoracic 
rib of a mammal, but…it is, indeed, unlike anything known to me.”

Hutton examined the jaw and believed its teeth were even stronger 
that those of an iguana. Its tooth structure was “pleuordont”, meaning it 
could not have been from a tuatara, but could have been anything from a 
very large skink or gecko through to a monitor lizard or even a komodo 
dragon type of creature.

Hutton, with the assistance of the Otago and Canterbury museums 
who’d also been involved in the research, presented his findings in 1898 
to the Royal Society of New Zealand and speculated the law and bone 
may “provisionally, be supposed to belong to the extinct kumi, or ngarara, 
of the Maoris.”

Just what was this strange creature the museums had found? 
Sir Julius von Haast gave a keynote address to the Royal Society that 

year that threatened to shed more light on the discovery. In Haast’s case, it 
was a series of ancient cave paintings in the Canterbury and north Otago 
regions depicting “crocodiles…gigantic lizards…snakes”.

In New Zealand?
“In [figure] No. 4, we have the representation of a large snake possessing 

a swollen head and a long protruding tongue. This figure is nearly three 

elecpublications/schmidtmoa.htm 
11 “The Archaeology of Canterbury in Maori Times”, Aidan J. Challis, 1995, see http://
conservation.govt.nz/upload/documents/science-and-technical/sr89.pdf. Michael King asserts 
up to 90,000 moa were cooked at the Waitaki River mouth but provides no cited source (see 
Penguin History of New Zealand, p63)

http://nzarchaeology.org/elecpublications/schmidtmoa.htm
http://conservation.govt.nz/upload/documents/science-and-technical/sr89.pdf
http://conservation.govt.nz/upload/documents/science-and-technical/sr89.pdf
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feet long [on the cave wall], and shows numerous windings.”
In figure number 11 Haast described “a gigantic fabulous lizard which 

is said to have watched the moa.” 
The cave painter, at Weka Pass about 70km north of Christchurch, was 

also perhaps also familiar with catastrophic volcanic eruptions.
“In No. 19 we have doubtless the picture of a human being, who is 

running away from No. 17, the object from the top of which issues fire 
and smoke.” Haast also identifies “a similar figure running away from the 
monster No. 27…a huge snake-like animal fifteen feet long”, possibly “a 
boa constrictor”. The creature in image 27 was “in the act of swallowing 
a man”.

Nearby were images 23 and 25 which appeared to be “large lizards 
or crocodiles”, and the question Haast found himself asking was why 
Canterbury cave painters, “in a country without snakes, could not only 
have traditions about them but actually be able to picture them, [unless] 
that had received amongst them immigrants from tropical countries who 
had landed on the coasts of New Zealand from some cause or another.”

Today, modern Maori mythology still runs deep on the ‘taniwha’, and 
modern construction projects have been delayed or abandoned on the basis 
of failure to give the mythological creature his due. As Haast reminded 
his audience 114 years ago, however, the cave evidence of crocodiles, giant 
lizards and snakes is not the end of the story.

“You are well aware that on the second visit of Captain Cook, Tawai-
hura, a native chief12 of Queen Charlotte Sound, gave an account of 
enormous snakes and lizards to him, and drew a representation of both 
animals so distinctly that they could not be mistaken, [yet] hitherto 
the researches of naturalists for so many years have failed to reveal their 
existence in these islands.”

In the 1770s, was it possible that New Zealand was still home to some 
kind of giant reptiles?13 With no television, no books and no reliable 

12 You will come across references to “chiefs” frequently in the historic writings quoted in 
this book. It is a generic term referring to citizen-members of tribes. As Samuel Marsden 
found, “there is no middle class of people in New Zealand: they are all either chiefs or (in a 
certain degree) slaves.” Within the higher levels of a tribe there were different ranks of ‘chief’ 
– rangatira to denote leaders within hapu and senior officials, and ariki – the highest ranking 
by virtue of their genealogy back to the tribal ancestors. There are constant references in most 
history books and school books to Pakeha settlers insulting the mana of a ‘chief’. In nearly every 
case, the insult was to an ordinary Joe Public tribal member just like you or I. 
13 By way of example, although no other European had ever reported seeing one, a respected 
European naturalist, Charles Douglas, may have shot and killed the last breeding pair of either 
Haast’s Eagle or a giant New Zealand hawk, the Eyle’s Harrier, in 1870, for food. He wrote: 
“The expanse of wing of this bird will scarcely be believed. I shot two on the Haast, one was 
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communication with the outside world, how on earth were Marlborough 
Sounds Maori able to draw pictures of such beasts? Cook’s journals touch 
on the dilemma of his discussions with Tawaihura.

“We had another piece of intelligence from him, more correctly given, 
though not confirmed by our own observations, that there are snakes and 
lizards there of an enormous size. He described the latter as being eight 
feet in length, and as big round as a man’s body. He said, they sometimes 
seize and devour men; that they burrow in the ground; and that they 
are killed by making fires at the mouths of the holes. We could not be 
mistaken as to the animal; for, with his own hand, he drew a very good 
representation of a lizard on a piece of paper; as also of a snake, in order 
to shew what he meant.”14

Forty years later, when European whalers and sealers had by this time 
become well established on the New Zealand coast, another Maori chief 
from north Auckland made a similar claim, recorded by a British seafarer 
who found the idea dubious.

“Duaterra, however, informed us, that a most destructive animal was 
found in the interior of the country, which made great havoc among the 
children, carrying them off and devouring them, whenever they came in 
its way. The description he gave of it corresponded exactly with that of the 
alligator; but I should still doubt that either this or any other predaceous 
animal of so formidable a description exists in New Zealand. The chief 
had never seen the animal himself, but received his accounts from others; 
and hence it appears to me very probable that his credulity might have 
been imposed upon.”15

For the record, in a country with a resident population of 4.5 million, 
no one has found an “alligator” roaming wild in New Zealand in the 
modern era. But interestingly enough we used to have one. Scientists have 
found remains of a fossil crocodile from 16 million years ago, believed to 
be a Mekosuchine crocodile. These primitive crocs –ranging between two 
and five metres in length – were common in Australia, New Guinea and 
evidently New Zealand at some point in the distant past. In Australia they 

8 feet 4 inches (2.54 m) from tip to tip, the other was 6 feet 9 inches (2.06 m), but with all their 
expanse of wing they have very little lifting power, as a large hawk can only lift a duck for a few 
feet, so no one need get up any of those legends about birds carrying babies out of cradles, as 
the eagle is accused of doing.” See Mr Explorer Douglas by John Pascoe, 1957, republished by 
Canterbury University Press, 2000.  
14 Cook  –  A Voyage to the Pacific Ocean, vol. 1, pp. 142-3, Dublin, 1786.
15 http://www.nzetc.org/tm/scholarly/tei-Bes02Reli-t1-body-d4-d6-d2.html, “Maori Religion 
& Mythology Part 2”, Elsdon Best, quoting Nicholas in his Narrative of a Voyage to New Zealand 
1817, vol. 2, p. 126.

http://www.nzetc.org/tm/scholarly/tei-Bes02Reli-t1-body-d4-d6-d2.html
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greeted the first aborigines 40,000 years ago and died out soon after, either 
hunted to extinction or killed by the much larger saltwater crocodiles that 
appeared on the scene. Surprisingly, however, the Mekosuchines island-
hopped across the Pacific, spreading out to Vanuatu, Fiji and even New 
Caledonia – New Zealand’s largest and nearest tropical neighbour just to 
the north. The last of these crocodiles was hunted to extinction in New 
Caledonia possibly around the same time the first settlers arrived in New 
Zealand – remains of one dating back to 400 AD have been found and 
it was unlikely to have been New Caledonia’s last one.16

We know this crocodile lived in New Zealand. We don’t know when it 
became extinct or why. It’s a big creature and would have needed sizeable 
prey. Were they still around when the first humans arrived? Did they 
die out because humans killed them, as hinted at in Captain Cook’s 
journals17, or from starvation as humans competed with them for food?

Or do the cave paintings represent the first writings of our first settlers 
as they tried to tell the story of the lands they’d left behind? Were the 
cave paintings intended to be a history lesson of the homeland for the 
children and descendants of those first New Zealanders?

But here’s the twist. The only known habitats for the Mekosuchine crocs 
were New Zealand, Australia, and the Melanesian islands of Fiji, Vanuatu 
and New Caledonia. Maori are Polynesian. What are they doing with 
cultural memories of Melanesian crocodiles and pythons? When Maori 
interacted with Cook and those who followed in the nineteenth century, 
they had already lost their cultural memory of the extinct moa and giant 
eagle. How could they forget more recent creatures yet be able to recall 
and draw beasts presumably from offshore and a time long, long ago? If 
the Melanesian crocs had in fact died out hundreds of years earlier, this 
lingering memory becomes even more difficult to explain.

Historian Michael King throws down a gauntlet at the opening of 
chapter two of his book:

“Despite a plethora of amateur theories about Melanesian, South Ameri-
can, Egyptian, Phoenician and Celtic colonisation of New Zealand, there 
is not a shred of evidence that the first human settlers were anything 
other than Polynesian.”18

16 “The small, recently extinct, island-dwelling crocodilians of the South Pacific” Darren 
Naish, http://scienceblogs.com/tetrapodzoology/2009/05/mekosuchines_2009.php 
17 If they were present in NZ within the time of human settlement, why weren’t Maori 
swanning around with crocodile skin shoes and handbags? After all, they used moa, kiwi and 
dog skins. Not one ancient Maori has been found buried with a pair of Crocs.
18 Penguin History of New Zealand, p29

http://scienceblogs.com/tetrapodzoology/2009/05/mekosuchines_2009.php
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In response, again, the glaringly 
obvious question has to be asked: 
“There were no crocodiles, komodo 
dragons or pythons in Polynesia, 
only in Melanesia, so where did 
modern Maori get that memory 
from in that case?”

The Canterbury cave paintings 
certainly prompted Sir Julius von Haast to wonder, out loud, whether 
New Zealand’s first “Maori” might in fact have been Melanesian, not 
Polynesian.19

“However, the strongest proof of their being foreign to native handi-
craft, is the character of these paintings, consisting as they do of primitive 
representations of serpents, lizards, whales, quadrupeds, many of them in 
monstrous forms, together with drawings of other objects, representing 

19 Modern anthropologists believe the first settlers were simply “archaic” Maori who were 
superseded by a more advanced Maori culture in subsequent waves of immigration. They could 
well be right, but that doesn’t answer the question of how they were able to draw komodo 
dragon-type lizards, crocodiles and pythons, in caves bordering the Canterbury plains.

ABOVE: A Mekosuchine croc of the type that 
once roamed New Zealand and New Caledo-
nia. RIGHT: Cave drawings from the South 
Island, possibly of a croc-like creature with a 
serated tail, swallowing a person; and a more 
stylistic – possibly skeletal – representation of 
a beast, possibly with spears stuck in it. Either 
way, apart from the taniwha legends there 
is no cultural memory of an animal capable 
of attacking humans in New Zealand or 
Polynesia, only in Melanesia and Australia 
The lower cave drawing stands 7 feet tall on 
the cave wall
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probably weapons, implements or clothing, all of which the Maoris do 
not possess, nor do they know their use,” testified Haast.20

One of the controversies over New Zealand’s first residents has been 
when they arrived. As the textbooks all note, New Zealand was the last 
major landmass in the world to be colonised by humans. Yet we have a 
long coastline, and in truth any number of voyagers blown off course 
could have ended up here. Most of course would be men-only crews, 
meaning they could eke out a Robinson Crusoe existence but with no 
hope of descendants. Once they died, the forests and the weather would 
have taken care of any evidence of their existence. So the first settlement 
of New Zealand cannot have been based upon random shipwrecks, but 
on a deliberate and active attempt to migrate, in vessels carrying women 
as well as men, probably after ‘scouts’ had successfully returned to the 
islands and confirmed New Zealand’s whereabouts.21

We’ve already seen that the first settlers had memories of things not 
seen in East Polynesia, where we know through DNA that the modern 
Maori hailed from. If the crocodiles were not still living in New Zealand 
when the first people arrived, then their memory can only have come 
from New Caledonia where the crocs still roamed up to around 800 AD. 
Was such a voyage from Melanesia to New Zealand feasible?

“Computer simulations show that it was just as easy for voyaging canoes 
to sail to New Zealand from New Caledonia, Fiji, or West Polynesia, as 
it was from East Polynesia. An early canoe landing in New Zealand from 
this region remains a possibility,” states the Encyclopedia of New Zealand. 22

One of the markers used to determine the time when New Zealand 
was colonised is the Polynesian rat, Rattus exulans. Based on the fact that 
no undisputable evidence of rats in New Zealand can be found before 
about 1200 AD, and because the Polynesian rat can only swim three 
metres before drowning (and therefore clearly did not arrive here under 
its own steam naturally), the assumption has been made that humans 
cannot have been in New Zealand before that time otherwise we would 
have seen the rats earlier as well. 

The only problem with that theory is that absence of evidence is not 

20 http://www.nzetc.org/tm/scholarly/tei-HaaGeol-t1-body1-d3-d16-d1.html#n450 
21 Demographers have estimated that a base population of 200, including at least 50 women, 
would have been needed in 1300 AD to explain a 100,000 population by the 1800s. Of course, 
if settlement occurred hundreds of years earlier, the initial numbers could have been much 
lower (which explains why their settlement sites have been hard to find) and multiplied more 
slowly over time.
22 “When Was New Zealand First Settled?” – http://www.teara.govt.nz/en/when-was-new-
zealand-first-settled/6 

http://www.teara.govt.nz/en/when-was-new-zealand-first-settled/6
http://www.teara.govt.nz/en/when-was-new-zealand-first-settled/6


The First New Zealanders

25

evidence of absence. Just because you can’t find a trace of something, 
doesn’t mean it wasn’t there. The Polynesian rat hated water and was not 
a natural boat stowaway. It was deliberately chucked into the canoe with 
a few more of its furry little rat mates to be food for the voyage. If it was 
a swift and speedy voyage, little rat might be rewarded with freedom at 
the end. On the other hand if the canoe got blown around by storms, 
bad currents or simply drifted on languid summer days with no wind, 
there’s every possibility the onboard supply of rats might have been 
exhausted by the hungry crew long before they actually hit the beach at 
New Zealand. Human settlers could have arrived here, in other words, 
without any rats to share the love. 

It is therefore entirely feasible that human colonisers arrived much 
earlier on these islands than scientists have so far been able to ascertain. 
The lack of early rat evidence23 does not disprove this, it just means that 
any rats deliberately taken on board (as they had to be; they were as 
fond of water and boats as cats were) had been eaten in transit – an early 
Polynesian version of drive-through takeaways. At some point, during 

23 For the record, there’s a scientific ‘debate’ about the first rats. Richard Holdaway has dated 
the first rat remains to as far back as 10AD, but his critics reckon the carbon dating is wrong, 
and cite the fact that they can’t find any rat-gnawed seeds or snail shells prior to 1200AD as 
proof that rats were not active until then, meaning humans were not here either. As shown in 
the main argument above, it’s possible that Option C, hungry humans arriving early without 
any live rats left in the boat, is the best explanation of all.

Polynesian rat. Wikipedia Commons Licence/User cliff1066
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a later migration wave after 1200AD, once the trade route was well and 
truly established, someone let the rats out and the clock officially began 
ticking on human colonisation as far as archaeologists are concerned.24

Michael King concedes that Polynesian rat DNA proves at least some 
of New Zealand’s rats came from colonies in Fiji (Melanesian) and 
West Polynesia (closer to New Guinea)25, but he explains this “vari-
ance” away as “this contact may have been fleeting and not part of the 
organised settlement of the country”. King’s History of New Zealand – in 
this particular regard – appears to be clutching desperately to a theory 
increasingly going against the evidence. We have proof of Melanesian 
cultural memories in the cave paintings and stories told to Captain Cook. 
We have evidence of Melanesian rats. “Nothing to see here, move on”, 
appears to be the catch-cry of modern academics to this inconvenient 
evidence, however.

Since Michael King published his book back in 2003, new genetic 
studies have further clarified the ancestry of the Maori. Modern Maori 
predominantly trace back through Polynesia, Micronesia and East Asia 
to an aboriginal tribe living in modern Taiwan. That’s the ultimate 
turangawaewae for the first Polynesians. But as they moved through 
Melanesia they did intermarry – to a limited extent – with some coastal 
Melanesian tribes.26 It’s always possible that on their journey of migra-
tion into Polynesia one of these half-caste family groupings were either 
blown off course or chose a different navigational path to end up in New 
Zealand much earlier than the Maori who eventually followed them.

If you accept the word of the Encyclopedia of New Zealand, the “old-
est” archaeological site in the country is the Wairau Bar at the top of 
the South Island, dated to around 1280 AD. But what are we to make 
of Haast’s polished stone tools found five metres underground beneath 
a forest of 1000 year old rimu? How long does it take for five metres of 
perfectly layered soil to accumulate? There’s no explaining that one away 
in a hurry. New Zealand archaeologists who say they can’t find evidence 

24 For a fascinating bring-together of the rat debate, see I. A. E. Atkinson & D. R. Towns (2001): 
“Advances in New Zealand mammalogy 1990–2000: Pacific rat”, Journal of the Royal Society of 
New Zealand, 31:1, 99-109, available online here http://www.tandfonline.com/doi/abs/10.1080/0
3014223.2001.9517641 
25 “Prehistoric Mobility in Polynesia: MtDNA Variation in Rattus exulans from the Chatham 
and Kermadec Islands”, Matisoo-Smith et al, Asian Perspectives, Vol. 38, No.2, 1999, see 
http://scholarspace.manoa.hawaii.edu/bitstream/handle/10125/17126/AP-v38n2-186-199.
pdf?sequence=1 
26 “The genetic structure of Pacific Islanders”, Friedlaender et al, PLoS, 2008, see http://
www.plosgenetics.org/article/info:doi/10.1371/journal.pgen.0040019 

http://www.tandfonline.com/doi/abs/10.1080/03014223.2001.9517641
http://www.tandfonline.com/doi/abs/10.1080/03014223.2001.9517641
http://scholarspace.manoa.hawaii.edu/bitstream/handle/10125/17126/AP-v38n2-186-199.pdf?sequence=1
http://scholarspace.manoa.hawaii.edu/bitstream/handle/10125/17126/AP-v38n2-186-199.pdf?sequence=1
http://www.plosgenetics.org/article/info:doi/10.1371/journal.pgen.0040019
http://www.plosgenetics.org/article/info:doi/10.1371/journal.pgen.0040019
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of human habitation earlier than 1280 need to also explain a second 
discovery reported by Sir Julius von Haast.

“Since then [the Bruce Bay discovery] I have received another adze made 
of sandstone, possessing a well-polished cutting edge, found at Hunt’s 
Beach, West Coast, eighteen feet below the ground, amongst the roots 
and stumps of an ancient forest, which last June, during the progress of 
gold mining operations, was laid bare.”27

Hunt’s Beach is about 12 kilometres north of the earlier find at Bruce 
Bay. In this case the tool was buried nearly six metres beneath an ancient 
forest. Somebody lived there, long before the trees began growing in 
800AD and therefore much earlier again than our “official” oldest site 
from 1280AD. You could argue that a prankster finding ancient Maori 
artefacts was re-burying them in forests in the hope that somebody 
would stumble across them if they happened to be passing – six metres 
underground! A more logical explanation is that evidence of the first New 
Zealanders is buried much deeper than we normally look.

Haast wasn’t alone in such discoveries. Explorer Joshua Rutland reports 
on the Nelson area:28

“Large, very old slow-growing trees are found in and beside many of the 
[kitchen] pits. Every part of the Sounds furnishes the same unmistake-
able evidence, that the forest has taken possession of land once occupied 
by man.

“From the remains brought to light by the destruction of the forest 
along the shores of Pelorus Sound, we learn that the district was formerly 
inhabited by a people differing widely in their habits from the Maoris 
of Cook’s or the early missionary times, and that these ancient people 
occupied the land at a period sufficiently remote to allow our slow-growing 
forest trees to come up and attain their full dimensions where their habi-
tations once stood or where their fires were lighted.29

“Shortly after settling in the Pelorus valley my attention was directed 
to a black horizontal seam in a perpendicular clay bank, formed by the 

27 “Moa and Moa Hunters” by Julius von Haast, Transactions & Proceedings of The New Zealand 
Institute, Vol. IV 1871 
28 “Traces of Ancient Human Occupation in the Pelorus District, Middle Island, New 
Zealand”, Joshua Rutland, Journal of the Polynesian Society, Volume VI, 1897, see http://www.
jps.auckland.ac.nz/document/Volume_3_1894/Volume_3,_No.4,_December_1894/Traces_
of_ancient_human_occupation_in_the_Pelorus_district,_Middle_Island,_New_Zealand,_by_
Joshua_Rutland,_p_220-232/p1
29 In other words, the earliest settlers lived and died, then a forest grew up over where they’d 
had their village, and then centuries later people have repopulated the area. There was a huge 
gap between the deaths of the original inhabitants, and the decision by Maori to later settle 
the area.
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encroachment of the Pelorus river on a small island at the head of the 
tide-way. 

“The seam consisted of charcoal mixed with burnt stones and large 
mussel-shells, the whole evidently the remains of a cooking place. From 
one of the shells I examined the lime portion had almost disappeared, 
but the more durable horny cuticle was intact. Above this ancient cook-
ing place there was about three feet of solid clay, over which again stood 
a large Matai tree more than three feet in diameter.30

“Between the time when the fire was lighted and the discovery of the 
remains…the clay must have accumulated and the Matai sprung into 
existence, but more than that, the narrow channel separating the island 
from the mainland must have been still narrower, or probably it was not the 
bed of the Pelorus when the old inhabitants tarried beside it to cook their 
food. It could be plainly seen when the seam of charcoal attracted attention, 
that the island had been a point of land severed from the mainland by the 
river working its way into a stream that drained a small gully a little to the 
westward. The wide shallow channel on the south side of the island, now 
only carrying water in flood-time is plainly the old Pelorus bed.

“This was the first indication that the district had been inhabited longer 
than was commonly supposed. Subsequently the washing away of the 
clay bank continuing, exposed the burnt earth and stones of a Maori 
kapa (or oven) ten feet below the surface of the island, showing that at 
some period a filling up or raising of the land had taken place; and that 
men had occupied the spot occasionally or regularly during the time.”

This was a four hundred to 1,000 year old tree that had sprouted –at the 
latest – around 1400AD, on top of a metre of accumulated clay, beneath 
which someone had once cooked a feed of mussels. Two metres further 
underground another oven was located. Who lived there and when, and 
have modern archaeologists failed to find evidence of old human habita-
tion simply because they are not digging deep enough?31

30 Matai trees of this size can be as old as 1,300 years, see http://www.conservation.co.nz/
upload/documents/science-and-technical/Sfc113.pdf , section 5.3
31 The scale of the problem – trying to find evidence of human habitation up to two thousand 
years ago – can be seen from the immense difficulty archaeologists are having in finding 
evidence of European habitation in NZ from only 200 years ago: “To date, remains of this kind 
from the earliest phases of European settlement have been difficult to recover. Little survives 
from the first ephemeral settlements in the last decade of the 18th century, or from those of 
commercial sealers in the first two decades of the 19th century. A handful of sites including 
Codfish Island (Smith & Anderson 2007, 2009), Te Puna (Middelton 2008), Oashore (Smith & 
Prickett 2006) and Te Hoe (Smith & Prickett 2008) at which occupation commenced in the two 
decades from 1825, thus far provide the earliest secure evidence of household and community 
life in 19th century New Zealand.” If New Zealand’s best archaeologists can find only the barest 

http://www.conservation.co.nz/upload/documents/science-and-technical/Sfc113.pdf
http://www.conservation.co.nz/upload/documents/science-and-technical/Sfc113.pdf
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Arguably, modern researchers are at a bit of a disadvantage. Many of 
the discoveries took place 150 years ago as the land was first cleared or 
mining first got underway. It’s too difficult now, perhaps, to try and find 
ancient needles in a modern haystack of changed land use. 

In the Marlborough Sounds, however, these ancient people were Wait-
aha or even older, the Turehu or Patupaiarehe – the same possibly Mela-
nesian or Melanesian-influenced tribes named as the Moa hunters and 
cave painters who were wiped out by Ngai Tahu in the 1700s. Joshua 
Rutland in the late 1800s interviewed local iwi still living in the Pelorus 
valley to find out what they knew.32

“I shall therefore close this article by giving briefly the substance of 
what I have been able to collect from my Maori neighbours regarding 
the ancient inhabitants whose remains have been described. Premising 
that my information has not been obtained from one individual, or at 
one time, but little by little, only one item resting on a single statement. 
The district now called the County of Sounds [the Marlborough Sounds], 
including Rangitoto and Arapaoa Islands was originally inhabited by a 
small dark-complexioned Maori-speaking people, who were very numer-
ous, peaceable, and industrious. 

“Being agriculturists they kept large areas of land in cultivation, but 
as seamen they displayed little ability, constructing only small canoes. 
These canoes when not in use were dragged by means of ropes up the 
hills, where the population generally resided; the numerous pits scattered 
along the shores of the Sounds and on the islands, being the remains of 
their habitations. The aborigines were acquainted with the Moa, which 
according to the accounts they have handed down was sixteen feet in 
height. Whether they only knew the great bird in the open country and 
hunted it for food, or whether they had them like the tame cassowaries 
kept by the New Guinea Natives, there is no tradition.

trace of European settlements from two centuries ago, in areas where we know for a fact they 
existed right down to the patch of land they lived on, how much credence should we really give 
their claims about the certainty of New Zealand only being settled by Maori after 1280AD? 
What real hope have they got of finding a beachside village from 400AD when they don’t even 
know where to look, or where rising sea levels or ancient tsunami have buried the evidence? See 
Department of Conservation report, http://www.doc.govt.nz/conservation/historic/by-region/
northland/bay-of-islands/marsden-cross-historic-reserve/archaeological-investigation/about-
the-project/ 
32 Journal of the Polynesian Society, Volume 3 1894 > Volume 3, No.4, December 1894 > Traces 
of ancient human occupation in the Pelorus district, Middle Island, New Zealand, by Joshua 
Rutland, p 220-232, see http://www.jps.auckland.ac.nz/document/Volume_3_1894/Volume_3,_
No.4,_December_1894/Traces_of_ancient_human_occupation_in_the_Pelorus_district,_
Middle_Island,_New_Zealand,_by_Joshua_Rutland,_p_220-232/p1 

http://www.doc.govt.nz/conservation/historic/by-region/northland/bay-of-islands/marsden-cross-historic-reserve/archaeological-investigation/about-the-project/
http://www.doc.govt.nz/conservation/historic/by-region/northland/bay-of-islands/marsden-cross-historic-reserve/archaeological-investigation/about-the-project/
http://www.doc.govt.nz/conservation/historic/by-region/northland/bay-of-islands/marsden-cross-historic-reserve/archaeological-investigation/about-the-project/
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“Upon this peaceful population the ancestors of the modern Maoris 
descended from the north in their large canoes; having only to encounter 
an unwarlike people, they destroyed all before them. A few of the inhab-
itants were enslaved, their descendants being still pointed out amongst 
the Pelorus Natives. One family in particular, the Pokiki, is said to be 
a remnant of the old race. The only individuals bearing the name with 
whom I am acquainted, certainly correspond with the traditional descrip-
tions of the Natives, being shorter of stature and darker-complexioned 
than the Maoris, generally differing from them also in features. From the 
ancient inhabitants the Maoris obtained a knowledge of the greenstone, 
and how to work it, besides other useful arts in which they were farther 
advanced than their conquerors.”

The conquerors were known as Rangitane33, a tribe originally Ngati 
Mamoe from the Wairarapa, and in their own Treaty of Waitangi settle-
ment document34 they acknowledge their intermarriage with the original 
inhabitants of New Zealand:

“A race of mythical people called Patupaiarehe, said to be the first 
occupiers of Aotearoa, lived in remote mountain areas not usually trod-
den by humans. They are said to have spirited away Māori women to 
take as wives, and the offspring of these unions were known as konako 
or korako: people of light complexion,” explains the Treaty document.

“According to Rangitāne tradition two Patupaiarehe were captured on 
the Parororangi maunga [Mt Stokes in the Marlborough Sounds] by their 
tupuna. One was a man and one a woman. The man was killed and the 
woman became the wife of a rangatira. From them descended a line of 
beautiful women culminating in Kunari, the daughter of Tamahau, who 
had arrived in Te Tau Ihu35 on the waka Te Awatea.

“For Rangitāne their descent from the Patupaiarehe people36 represents 
a link between the spiritual and human realms; the ‘upper realm’ (te 

33 The Rangitane themselves record their first tribal invasion into the area in the 1500s, 
when they crossed Cook Strait from their home territory in the Wairarapa. Rangitane were 
themselves hammered in the late 1820s when musket-wielding invaders from the North Island 
again crossed Cook Strait and forced the combined Rangitane and Ngati Mamoe remnant 
further into the bush at Nelson Lakes. See http://www.rangitane.org.nz/ourhistory.asp 
34 Rangitane Deed of Settlement, http://nz01.terabyte.co.nz/ots/DocumentLibrary%5CRang
itaneDocumentsSchedule.pdf 
35 Te Tau Ihu was the name given to the prow of Maui’s canoe, and to the top of the South 
Island where the original inhabitants, the first New Zealanders, are said to have decided to 
settle.
36 Given that an entire ancient forest had grown over the centuries, it’s unlikely that the 
ancient Patupaiarehe people who met the first Maori were in fact the original vanished race 
from centuries earlier.

http://www.rangitane.org.nz/ourhistory.asp
http://nz01.terabyte.co.nz/ots/DocumentLibrary%5CRangitaneDocumentsSchedule.pdf
http://nz01.terabyte.co.nz/ots/DocumentLibrary%5CRangitaneDocumentsSchedule.pdf
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kauwau runga) and the ‘lower realm’ (te kauwau raro). These spiritual 
links to the past form an integral part of Rangitāne identity today.”

The Encyclopedia of New Zealand records that the original New Zealand-
ers were skilled at net fishing and horticulture, capable of constructing 
vast garden systems like those at Waimea. It seems the remnants of this 
people captured by the Ngati Mamoe/Rangitane tribe had their engineer-
ing skills put to good use.

An example of the advanced technology of the first settlers can still be 
seen at Cloudy Bay on the Marlborough coast, near Blenheim. 

In 1912, the Journal of the Polynesian Society published details of an 
archaeological discovery: nearly 20 kilometres of water canals connecting 
a large raupo swamp (now reclaimed land at Riverlands) to the Upper 
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Lagoon and Big Lagoon at Cloudy Bay on the coast. An intricate network 
of carefully dug canals linked the two lagoons, while a longer feeder canal 
tailed back to the distant swamp. Presumably in ancient times the swamp 
was more of a lake. The Google Earth photo discloses near zero sea level 
rise over the past 100 years, sharp-eyed readers will note.

“The canals are still (1902-03) for the most part in a state of good repair, 
and navigable for small canoes. They have been constructed with great 
care, and many of them and 10ft or 12ft wide by 2ft or 3ft deep,” reported.

“The big channel or canal that connected the Upper Lagoon with the 
raupo swamp, probably a lagoon at the time the canal was cut is a very 
heavy piece of work. It is over four miles in length, and from ten to twelve 
feet in width, with an average depth of cut of about eight feet. When it 
is considered that the whole of the excavation – over 60,000 cubic yards 
of soil – was made with the most primitive of tool, by means of the 
ancient wooden ko or spade, one begins to notice what an industrious 
and enterprising people the old time Maori was.”

These huge earthworks were designed to attract waterfowl and allow 
easy capture for food, and as Google Earth pictures show, their canal 
handiwork from the early 1700s is still in full use today, under the protec-
tion of the Department of Conservation as a nature reserve.

There’s one other reason that archaeologists may have difficulty finding 
traces of ancient human settlement of the Otago and Canterbury coasts 
in particular, and you won’t find that reason discussed in the Penguin 
History of New Zealand or other usual history books. 

At some point in the 1400s, a giant asteroid or comet (researchers believe 
it was most likely a comet) slammed into the sea near Stewart Island. The 
resulting explosion created a tsunami eclipsing anything ever seen any-
where in the world in the modern era. It struck at night, and “The impact 
fireball was seen by the [Australian] aborigines,” reported one study.37

Researchers from America’s Columbia University’s Lamont-Doherty 
Earth Observatory and the University of Wollongong in Australia found 
beach sand deposited 220 metres above sea level at Stewart Island, and the 
tsunami threw beach flotsam 130 metres above sea level on the Australian 
coast and Lord Howe Island in the Tasman Sea. By triangulating the path 
of the tsunami the researchers located an undersea impact crater in waters 
300 metres deep off the South Island of New Zealand, 20 kilometres 

37 “Did a Bolide Impact Cause Catastrophic Tsunamis in Australia and New Zealand?”, 
Abbott et al, 2003, see http://gsa.confex.com/gsa/2003AM/finalprogram/abstract_65239.htm 

http://gsa.confex.com/gsa/2003AM/finalprogram/abstract_65239.htm
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across and with crater walls 150 metres deep.38 The size of the incoming 
missile was between 500 metres and one kilometre in diameter.

The biggest known earthquake-caused tsunami can create 60 metre 
walls of water – around six times larger than the Japan tsunami. This 
New Zealand one created by what is now known as the Mahuika comet 
strike – after the Maori god of fire – was what scientists call a “mega-
tsunami”, 220 metres tall, 22 times higher than the Japanese tsunami, 
as it thundered up the South Island’s east coast. Waves that high have 
been known to penetrate up to 45km inland in other parts of the world.39

To put this in perspective, if you were dining in the revolving restaurant 
at Auckland’s Sky Tower, 190 metres off the ground, you would still be 
30 metres (100ft) underwater.

You saw how much dirt and topsoil was churned up and sucked out to 
sea in Japan with a ten metre wave. Faced with a 220 metre high watery 

38 The map coordinates for the crater are 48.3 S, 166.4E
39 “Missing in Action? Evaluating the putative absence of impacts by large asteroids and 
comets during the Quaternary Period”, Masse et al, Los Alamos National Laboratory, 2007, see 
http://www.amostech.com/TechnicalPapers/2007/Poster/Masse.pdf 

ABOVE, & RIGHT: Massive tracks of 
sand thrust inland at Stewart Island’s 
Mason Bay, by the mega-tsunami  caused 
by the Mahuika impact. Sand was found 
deposited up to 220 metres above sea 
level. Photos taken for Lamont-Doherty 
Earth Observatory study, you can also 
find images at Google Earth

http://www.amostech.com/TechnicalPapers/2007/Poster/Masse.pdf
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Armageddon, Moa and Maori alike, and maybe even those mysterious 
Mekosuchine crocodiles, were obliterated by the mega-tsunami’s relentless 
tides, and with those surges the evidence of pre-1400AD human coastal 
settlements in New Zealand disappeared down an oceanic plughole. It 
is little wonder historians have been unable to find undisputed carbon-
datings for moa hunting before 1400AD in the South Island.40 Once 
again, it’s a reminder that absence of evidence is not evidence of absence.41

At D’Urville Island in the Marlborough Sounds, the wall of water was 
still 40 metres high when it struck, despite being in a sheltered position. 
Australian tsunami expert Dr James Goff from the University of New 
South Wales says beach-level villages on the island simply disappeared 
off the map, and human habitation does not appear to have resumed 
until 1450AD there.42

The 40 metre tidal wave (possibly much larger given Wellington’s 
line-of-sight to the impact) would have slammed into the Wellington43, 
Wanganui and Wairarapa coasts, and the rollpast effect would have surged 
sea levels up right along the northern New Zealand coastlines. Seaside 
villages (as indeed most were) would have been drowned and sucked out 
to sea, along with evidence of earlier human habitation on the coast.44

Little wonder, perhaps, that a group of Moriori dwelling in the sounds 

40 The Santorini eruption in Greece’s Aegean Sea circa 1600BC – just slightly smaller than 
the Lake Taupo eruption – generated a tsunami wave between 35m and 150m high that’s the 
prime suspect in the disappearance of the legendary Minoan civilisation on the nearby island 
of Crete. If one of the world’s most advanced civilisations living in brick houses could be wiped 
off the map by a smaller tsunami, how much chance did a culture living in houses made of 
straw have facing waves half as tall again? The assumption by modern academics that because 
they can’t find something now, that it can’t have existed then, is an easy but dangerous mistake 
to make.
41 The Wairau Bar archaeological site, officially the country’s oldest, is acknowledged to have 
been scoured by a tsunami, which emphasises the difficulties we have.
42 http://www.new-zealand-pictures.com/2011/07/tsunamis-and-taniwhas/ 
43 A large whale skeleton was found on the top of hills near Miramar in the late 1800s.
44 Intriguingly, Goff had earlier been a 2003 co-author, with bone person Keri Hulme and 
archaeologist Bruce McFadgen, of a Royal Society of New Zealand paper rejecting the idea of 
an asteroid strike off New Zealand. “In it the author links New Zealand evidence for widespread 
forest destruction and Maori place-names and legends with the 15th century timing of an 
apparent Tunguska-type meteor impact in the South Island of New Zealand, Chinese, and 
Japanese meteor sightings, comets, and “mega”-tsunamis in Australia. This paper critically 
reviews the lines of evidence used, and finds no evidence, either Maori or geological, for a 
15th century meteor impact in New Zealand.” See Journal of the Royal Society of New Zealand, 
Volume 33, Number 4, December 2003, pp 795–809. That article had already been committed 
to print when Abbott et al published their discovery of the impact crater and debris, including 
tektites created in the explosion, and then followed it up in 2005 with proof from Antarctic ice 
core samples that dated the asteroid impact to 1443 AD. See “Evidence from an Ice Core of a 
Large Impact Circa 1443 A.D”, Abbott et al, American Geophysical Union, Fall Meeting 2005, 
abstract #PP31C-05, http://adsabs.harvard.edu/abs/2005AGUFMPP31C..05A 

http://www.new-zealand-pictures.com/2011/07/tsunamis-and-taniwhas/
http://adsabs.harvard.edu/abs/2005AGUFMPP31C..05A
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upped stakes and sailed off to the Chatham Islands around the same time, 
becoming the colonisers of that territory.

In his History of New Zealand, Michael King writes of this period:
“At some point in the last millennium, however, possibly around the 

fourteenth or fifteenth century AD, the era of widespread Polynesian 
voyaging ceased. This may have occurred because of the change in climate 
that produced colder, windier weather and rougher seas, or, possibly, 
because of a change in cultural priorities.”

Sadly, King was killed in a car crash before news of the Mahuika impact 
was released. Knowing what we now know, the most likely reason that 
Polynesian exploration of the Pacific suddenly ended around 1400 is that 
the home islands got swamped by the same mega-tsunami that rocked 
New Zealand and Australia. The islanders would have been left licking 
their wounds and rebuilding their societies, and international travel was 
probably not a priority.

Maori, who have long been blamed for hunting giant moa and the giant 
eagle to extinction, probably played a lesser part than the asteroid strike. 
Without the washed-away moa to feed on, the Haast’s Eagles would have 
faded away as well, and given they are believed to have become exinct in 
the 1400s, the timing fits.

So that’s the story of early New Zealand settlement. What have we learnt?
Firstly, that New Zealand may have been settled sometime in the early 

first millennium AD, much earlier than historians currently believe. There 
are artefacts found five to six metres underground beneath ancient forests 
that clearly had to belong to people who existed much earlier than 1200 
or 1300AD. The earliest artefacts are found in the South Island, which 
may have been the first colonisation point as it is a larger target coast for 
a New Caledonian canoe than the North Island is.

Secondly, that early South Island cave paintings depict creatures that 
existed in Melanesia, not Polynesia, once again raising questions about 
the identity of New Zealand’s original settlers.

Thirdly, that Maori who met Captain Cook in the 1770s were able to 
describe and even draw pictures of pythons, in a country that has no snakes.

Fourthly, that modern historical assumptions and a continuing debate 
about the date of human arrival in New Zealand may be off-target because 
researchers have failed to factor in the evidence-destroying effects of the 
Mahuika asteroid strike and its mega-tsunami.45

45 Archaeologist Bruce McFadgen believes New Zealand was hit by another massive tsunami 
coming from north of New Zealand, around 1500AD, which would have cleaned out many of 
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Fifthly, that the original settlers, whether Melanesian or a Melanesian/
Polynesian mix, were either slaughtered or absorbed into a much bigger 
wave of Maori migration after 1200AD.

This then, is the early history of New Zealand. However, while it is 
important to know as much as we can about the first New Zealanders, 
it has absolutely no bearing on the legality or otherwise of the Treaty of 
Waitangi. 

This is a really important point. It’s fascinating academically, but it 
doesn’t matter that modern Maori probably were not the first inhabitants 
(and in many of their Waitangi claims they actually admit the land was 
populated by someone else before them). Under international law, finders 
keepers and the rules of conquest, the first New Zealanders have long 
since been wiped out or intermarried or become slaves to the later Maori 
arrivals. Their lands became Maori lands. The Brits were not doing deals 
with the Patupaiarehe or the Waitaha or the Moriori, they were doing 
deals with the people who now controlled the land, the Maori.

As the first European contact begins, it’s now the Maori story that 
becomes relevant.

the northern tribes. See “Tsunami wiped out historic knowledge”, DomPost 12 Oct. 2009 http://
www.stuff.co.nz/dominion-post/comment/2953668/Tsunami-wiped-out-historic-knowledge 
While McFadgen and Goff are adamant the tsunami was not impact related, and the US/
Australian research teams are adamant it was, both sides agree on the fact that there was a 
tsunami. Whether the wall of water was 220 metres high, 35 metres high or only 10 metres high 
(the size of the Japan wave) is irrelevant – most villages were close to the seashore, the effects 
of the big bad whoosh would have been fatal for most of the inhabitants sleeping in straw huts.

http://www.stuff.co.nz/dominion-post/comment/2953668/Tsunami-wiped-out-historic-knowledge
http://www.stuff.co.nz/dominion-post/comment/2953668/Tsunami-wiped-out-historic-knowledge
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Introduction

Several years ago, while researching old historical files for my book The 
Great Divide, it became apparent that New Zealand’s recently digitised 
document archives were a treasure trove for historians and writers.

Once upon a time, it was impossible to study old documents without 
visiting the National Library or Alexander Turnbull Library in Wellington, 
or manually browsing print copies or microfiche of old newspapers at 
central city libraries.

The common thread in all that old-style research (which virtually every 
other New Zealand history book was created from) is that the documents 
were not text-searchable; you could not punch a keyword into a computer 
and quickly put documents in context by accessing every document 
simultaneously on a given subject.

Instead, the old research methods were very much a game of join the 
dots, a linear journey following a singular document trail.

Digitisation has changed all that. Now, New Zealanders can access 
their history not only from the comfort of their own homes, but if they 
know how to efficiently carry out document searches they can cover huge 
swathes of territory in one hit. As an example, whilst writing Our Stories 
I managed, at one point, to have more than 150 archival documents open 
on my computer simultaneously as I chased down every possible lead on 
one of the stories inside.

What you are about to read will entertain, enthral and inform you. 
This book not only casts new light on colonial life and Maori/Pakeha 
relations in the early days, but it actually takes you back in time to see 
New Zealand through the eyes and words of our first European settlers.

Our Stories is not an ‘exhaustive’ view of our past; there have been mil-



Introduction

7

lions of news stories published over the years and these are just some of 
them. However, the stories I have selected for this volume offer an ‘I was 
there’ perspective on some major events in our history that traditional 
history books, often relying on formal reports rather than news coverage, 
don’t have.

There are also some major lessons in here: Cantabrians will discover 
the city’s major quakes were not at all unusual and that the cathedral has 
been damaged a number of times in the past – incidents long forgotten 
and so leading to a sense of complacency.

Readers will experience first hand the impacts on early settlements of 
tsunami as large as the Japanese one – witnesses reporting the disappear-
ance of homes and bridges as the water poured in.

There are so many fascinating stories in this book that you’ll discover 
for yourself.

One thing to note. The work by the government to digitise the newspa-
per reports used a conversion process called optical character recognition. 
It causes many typographical errors. We think we caught them all, but 
if you spot an obvious spelling mistake or typo (as opposed to a histori-
cally different way of spelling something, because we have retained the 
authentic spelling), drop us an email to the address on the Publisher’s 
page at the front.

Enjoy the book, and enjoy the narrative of a country forged in the blood, 
sweat, tears and laughter of Maori and Pakeha alike.

This is New Zealand. These are our stories.
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Chapter 3

Christchurch Hasn’t Had Earthquakes:
Yeah, Right

Up until September 4, 2010, most people laughed at the idea of earthquakes in 
Christchurch. The most English of cities outside England itself, New Zealand’s 
genteel southern settlement boasted hundreds of buildings constructed from 
brick or the sought-after nearby Oamaru stone. Some dated back almost to 
the birth of Christchurch itself.

When the 7.0 magnitude tremblor shook the city awake just after 4am on 
September 4, two things quickly rose to prominence: firstly, no one in the city 
was killed despite the large amount of falling masonry, and secondly, how no 
one had realised Christchurch was on a faultline.

Had the archived newspaper reports from two centuries ago been widely 
available at the time, light could have been shed on both of those discussion 
points. In regard to perceptions about Christchurch’s vulnerability to earth-
quakes, there is ample evidence the modern complacency was the product 
of memory lapse – not only has the city experienced a number of damaging 
tremors since it was founded, it has also experienced big tidal waves as the 
previous chapter has shown.

Those waves struck in August 1868. Just a few months later, Christchurch 
experienced its biggest earthquake since its establishment just two decades 
earlier:
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Earthquake, 186930

A smart shock of earthquake, east to west, was felt in Christchurch at 
sixteen minutes past ten o’clock this morning. A smart shock was felt in 
Lyttelton about a quarter-past ten. It lasted 40 seconds. Mr Packard, at the 
railway station, thought the place was coming down.31 He telegraphed to the 
Christchurch station, and was answered that the shock had been felt there.

Seeking answers, Cantabrians turned to a vicar with knowledge of geology to 
explain what the city was experiencing:

Lecture, 186832 

A lecture on earthquakes was delivered in St. Paul’s schoolroom, Papanui, 
by the Rev. L. Moore, on Thursday evening last. The room was densely 
crowded, and the remarks of the lecturer rendered easier of comprehen-
sion by a series of coloured diagrams, were listened to with the closest 
attention throughout. 

The two principal causes operating to alter the surface of the earth – 
water and fire – were chiefly dwelt upon. The former was illustrated by 
the constant removal of matter to a lower level by rivers, and the latter 
by the unequal pressure exerted on the crust of the earth, whereby the 
surface was upheaved, causing subsidences, or finding vent through the 
craters of volcanoes. 

From this the lecturer passed to a description of a submarine earthquake 
and earthquake wave, then touched upon the principal earthquakes and 
volcanoes recorded in history, and concluded by calling attention to St. 
Peter’s statement that the world that now is, shall eventually be destroyed 
by fire, preparation for which the rev. lecturer solemnly urged on his 
audience.

30  Local and General, Star, Issue 234, 11 February 1869, Page 2
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=TS18690211.2.10
31  In fact, the Christchurch Town Hall turned out to be so badly damaged it had to be demolished.
32  Local and General, Star, Issue 98, 5 September 1868, Page 2
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=TS18680905.2.9
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One curiosity to emerge was date-related. The killer quake of 22 February 
2011 appears to have had forerunners in the South Island: 3333

Another Earthquake at Nelson. – The Colonist of the 21st instant says 
there was a rather smart shock of earthquake on Wednesday night, a few 
minutes before eleven o’clock. It lasted about ten seconds, and was very 
distinctly felt – the return movement being markedly perceptible. 

It is a noteworthy fact, that in this month for several years, and almost at 
the same time of the month, earthquakes have occurred. On 21st February, 
1864, on a Sunday evening, a smart shock took place; on 21st February, 
1866, a similar but slighter movement was experienced, and on Wednesday 
last, 19th February, 1868, as sharp a shake occurred as that of 1864.

Hokitika, October 19, 9 a.m. At 12.12 this morning a very severe shock 
of an earthquake was felt here, which lasted about 50 seconds. There were 
no tidal, or ocean disturbances. 

Very great alarm was felt in town. A large number of people rushed to 
the terraces, and remained there all night. The direction of the earthquake 
was from the north west to south east. 

Nelson, Oct. 19, 12.5 p.m. A severe earthquake was felt in Nelson about 
fourteen minutes past midnight. It lasted about forty-five seconds, accom-
panied with loud subterranean rumblings. 

The shock appeared partly vertical and partly horizontal. It has done 
some damage to chimneys. It appeared to come from the north-west to 
the south-east. It was felt up country keenly. Animals were alarmed. 

Numerous smaller shocks succeeded, and continued throughout the 
night. They were of a varied character, some like a vertical stroke upwards. 
Tide is somewhat irregular. No such shock has been felt since 185534. The 
chimney of the Government buildings was shaken and partly turned 
round. The day was close and sultry at times, with intervals of sudden 
cold. The night was close, and still masses of clouds towards N.E.; there 
were gusts of wind at intervals through the night.35

33  Local And General News, Wellington Independent, Volume XXII, Issue 2640, 25 February 1868, Page 3
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=WI18680225.2.11
34  The Wellington quake
35  Latest Telegrams, Press, Volume XIII, Issue 1741, 20 October 1868, Page 2
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For the residents of Christchurch, however, earthquakes were to become a 
way of life in the 1800s – not big enough to kill, but large enough to remind 
Cantabrians they lived on shaky ground:

Another Earthquake In Christchurch, 186936 

Christchurch, Wednesday. A smart shock of earthquake was felt here this 
morning at five minutes to two o’clock. No further damage is reported.

Then, there was Christchurch’s first ‘miracle’ quake – the one that should 
have put the city on notice more than a century later. Just like the 4 September 
2010 size 7.0 tremor that struck just after 4am and killed no one, so did this 
1 September quake in 1888:

Great Destruction In Christchurch, 188837

A very severe earthquake was felt at 4.10 this morning. Twenty-six feet 
was broken off the top of the Cathedral spire, and a few chimneys were 
thrown down. 

The party [adjoining] wall of a house in Madras Street was shaken down. 
So far as known, no person was hurt. 

There was great destruction of glass and crockery ware, especially in 
shop windows. 

The direction was apparently northeast and southwest. The duration 
is estimated at fully a minute. Nothing so severe has been felt since a 
shock of 1869. 

The earthquake caused great commotion here. People left their houses 
in numbers, but returned when they found the shaking had ceased. 

A considerable crowd collected around the Cathedral, stones from the spire 
of which were scattered over the pavement for several yards. One piece nar-
rowly missed a man named Ross, who was passing in the road-way at the time. 

Some slates were knocked off the roof by the debris, but the building 

36  Another Earthquake In Christchurch, Grey River Argus, Volume VII, Issue 530, 10 June 1869, Page 2
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=GRA18690610.2.9
37  Cathedral Spire Damaged, Auckland Star, Volume XIX, Issue 206, 1 September 1888, Page 5
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=AS18880901.2.32.1
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otherwise is uninjured. It has been decided, however, not to hold service 
there tomorrow. 

A small portion of the stonework on the Durham Street Wesleyan 
Church has been displaced, arid the services tomorrow will be held in 
the theatre instead of the church. 

A quantity of plaster is down in the Normal School. 
The chimneys fell at the East Christchurch School and a few private 

houses, particularly in Victoria Street. Generally, however, the damage 
is less than was expected. In the suburbs a few chimneys have fallen or 
been cracked. 

No injury to life or limb is reported. 

That’s how the Auckland Star reported it on the afternoon of 1 September, 
relying entirely on crisp telegraph reports tapped using the laborious Morse 
Code. On the scene in Christchurch itself, journalists at the local Christchurch 
Star were able to provide significantly more detail as the day wore on:38

The violent earthquake shock, which so rudely roused everyone from sleep 
at a few minutes past four this morning, may possibly not be the severest 
on record in this part of New Zealand, but it has certainly been by far 
the most destructive since the Canterbury Pilgrims landed. 

In the first place, what everyone feared would happen some day has 
actually happened, the spire of the Cathedral has come to grief. Its taper-
ing, graceful outline, a landmark for every dweller on the plains within 
thirty miles, and a beacon for the mariner crossing Pegasus Bay, no longer 
cuts the sky. 

Twenty-six feet of the cross and upper spire have given way, and the 
melancholy appearance of the wreck strikes every eye. Hanging by the 
iron bands built into the stonework, the cross and parts of the finial still 
remain aloft, the cynosure of all eyes in the crowd which constantly gathers 
and melts away in the square below. Fortunately, the rest of the building 
has suffered no serious damage. Even the lower part of the spire, as far as 
is known at present, is perfectly sound. The blocks of stone fell mostly 
towards Cathedral square, and spared the building, though bright white 

38  A Severe Earthquake, Star, Issue 6332, 1 September 1888, Page 3
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=TS18880901.2.16
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spots on the grey masonry of the tower and ornaments show plainly where 
they struck in their descent, in some cases breaking off large splinters in 
their course. 

One hole has been made in the high roof of the nave, but it is not large 
– the more noticeable damage occurring in the lower roof, which is broken 
through in several places. The falling stone, it is curious to note, struck 
clear of the memorial font to Captain Stanley, coming to the ground on 
either side of it, and spoiling nothing but a single arm of one of the tall 
gas-standards.

At the time of the shock a man named Ross, employed by Mr Brightling, 
was walking along the middle of the road through Cathedral square in 
front of the Cathedral. He states that the spire began to sway and the 
bells to ring almost with the commencement of the earthquake, and when 
the shock reached its climax, the upper part of the structure seemed to 
collapse, and came crashing to the ground. 

One of the pieces of stone fell very near to Ross. Most of the stone 
struck the footpath, south-west of the tower, between the fence and the 
drinking fountain, about eight feet from the fence, and about on the spot 
where the small piece of stone which was detached from the spire by the 
earthquake of 1881, fell. 

The mass of stone which came down this morning seems to have 
exploded like a bombshell, for fragments, some half as large as a man’s 
body were strewn all over the footpath, and even on the road. The asphalt 
was smashed to pieces, for an irregularly shaped patch of nearly a yard in 
extent. A considerable portion of the debris fell into the Cathedral yard 
on the northern side of the tower. 

A young man, whose name could not be ascertained, was also an eye-
witness of the disaster to the steeple. He was on the footpath near the 
Godley Statue, and bolted, under the impression that the entire tower 
was coming down. Finding it did not fall, he returned, and was soon 
joined by others, anxious, like himself, to see the extent of the damage. 

In a few minutes a crowd of considerable size was collected around the 
building. Many persons picked up the smaller pieces of the stone which 
were scattered about, to preserve as mementoes of the event. All devoted 
themselves ‘to examining the tower’ as well as they could in the dim 
light, and many expressed the opinion that it was considerably out of 
the perpendicular. When, however, the morning began to dawn, it was/
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seen that the graceful shaft which has long been the architectural pride-of 
Christchurch was, although truncated, erect. 

Mr Anderson, the steeplekeeper, went to the cathedral with the utmost 
promptness, and was inside it about ten minutes after the shock. He 
lighted the gas and found that there was only one place of leakage from 
one of the standards near the font. One of the branches of this had been 
broken off by a large splinter of wood, detached from a roof beam by the 
concussion of a blow on the roof by some of the falling masonry. 

Having stopped the leak, he proceeded to make an examination of the 
building. He has had some experience of South America, par excellence 
the land of earthquakes, and knew what to look for. That was dust at the 
bottom of the walls inside. It seems that when a wall is injured by an 
earthquake, the shock dislodges certain particles of mortar, &c, which 
form tiny heaps and ridges on the ground. 

Mr. Anderson’s examination was satisfactory. Dust there was none. 
The walls were uninjured. Together with Mr A. Merton, and another 
gentleman, Mr Watkins, who joined him, he pursued his investigations. 

He ascended the spire, to find that nothing was injured below the 
break. The cross, which, was hanging against the side of the steeple, he 
secured as well as he could with a rope. The four largest bells of the peal 
which had “been rung up,” were “rung down” by the earthquake, and it 
was those which caused the clamorous peal which added so much to the 
startling effect of the shock. 

During the morning the debris was cleared away, from around the base 
of the tower, and arrangements were made for lowering the cross from 
its insecure position. Barriers were erected across the footpath to prevent 
people approaching too near, and a constable placed as a sentry over 
them. The gates of the grounds were also fastened to prevent the public 
from intruding on what might be dangerous ground. It will be necessary 
to remove about six feet of the remaining stonework of the spire, as it 
has become loosened.

Comparisons 
We have said that the shock this morning was possibly not the severest 
that has been experienced here in Christchurch. A comparison of notes 
with people who remember the very alarming shake which occurred early 
on the morning of June 5, 1869, leads us to that conclusion. 
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One of the most vivid memories remaining in the minds of those who 
remember that phenomenon is the hideous fear that was exhibited by 
animals. The unearthly noise caused by the barking of dogs, the lowing 
of cattle, and expressions of fear on the part of other dumb creatures, can 
never be forgotten by one who heard it. 

Nor is it easy to forget the waving of trees, the uncanny wave-like 
motion of the hedges, or the twisted and fractured chimneys that were 
to be seen in many quarters of the town. Still, the characteristic feature 
of the Cathedral City had not then been reared, and the damage done 
on this occasion, therefore, at once assumes a magnitude beyond that of 
former days.

As with all earthquakes, and particularly in the days before telephones and 
radio allowed instant damage reports, it took time for the full extent of the 
damage to Christchurch and surrounding towns to become clear.

Christchurch by 1888 had thousands of residents, but nothing like the 300,000 
or so who were impacted by the 21st century quakes. Nonetheless, some of the 
1888 stories probably sound familiar to Cantabrians today:

Details Of The Damage Done, 188839

12.20 p.m. The Normal School has suffered considerably. Two of its 
chimneys are thrown down, and all are more or less damaged. The South 
Wing of the building is also injured, and the ceilings of the upstairs class-
rooms are split.

The shock was felt with great intensity at Amberley, north of Christchurch, 
and also at Lyttelton. At neither place was much damage done. 

On the high bluffs on the Sumner-road, near Lyttelton, blocks of rock, 
ten tons in weight, gave way and went into the harbour with a great crash, 
carrying fences and other obstructions before them. 

The steamer Rotorua, which arrived in Lyttelton this morning, felt the 
shock when off Kaikoura. Morton’s block, a great pile of new buildings 
opposite the Bank of New Zealand, has sustained a considerable rifting.

The Young Men’s Christian Association Building, in Cathedral Square, 

39  Details Of The Damage Done, Evening Post, Volume XXXVI, Issue 54, 1 September 1888, Page 2
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=EP18880901.2.38



Christchurch Hasn’t Had Earthquakes: Yeah, Right

45

shows evidence of having been considerably affected by the shock. The 
plaster is cracked in several places, especially in the corners of the stairwell. 
In the reading-room one side of the large square framed gasalier has fallen, 
and consequently is much damaged. 

A rather narrow escape happened at the cottage of Mr. John Young, 
at Moa Place, off Madras Street North. His cottage adjoins the parapet 
wall attached to the house next door. At the time this wall was built, Mr. 
Young protested against it on the ground that it was not safe. However, 
the work was allowed by the Works Committee of the City Council. 

About two feet of brickwork was knocked off the top of the wall last 
night by the earthquake, and stove in the roof of and completely wrecked 
a little room in Mr. Young’s cottage. Some of the occupants [two young 
children] of the house [next door] were sleeping just on the other side 
of the wall at the time, so that if the debris had fallen only two feet, or 
perhaps even one foot further, a serious accident, if not loss-of-life, would 
most likely have ensued. 

The shock was felt all over the Canterbury district, but was severest in 
Christchurch and the districts lying to the north of it. Another shock 
was felt in Christchurch at a few minutes to 11 this morning. 2.30 p.m. 

Alarming Earthquakes, 188840

Large portions of Canterbury, Nelson, and the West Coast have just expe-
rienced the severest shock of earthquake or, more correctly, succession of 
shocks that have occurred in these districts since the commencement of 
the settlement of the Colony. 

It seems that for three weeks previous strange rumbling noises had been 
heard by those residents of the Hanmer Plains, but these being attributed 
to wind or some similar cause no particular notice was taken of them. 
On Thursday evening the sounds were followed by others more alarming, 
resembling the report of single pieces of musketry fired in rapid succes-
sion. These were succeeded by shocks of earthquake about 10 o’clock in 
the evening. The noise continued to increase till Saturday morning when 
it was deafening, and shortly after 4 o’clock occurred the most violent 

40  Alarming Earthquakes, Clutha Leader, Volume XV, Issue 738, 7 September 1888, Page 6
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&cl=search&d=CL18880907.2.33
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shock of earthquake which did a larger amount of damage. 
A telegram received in Christchurch on Monday morning from 

Culverden, 25 miles south of Hanmer Plain reports that Glynroye Station 
buildings are completely wrecked, and that the men are living under 
canvas. Leslie Hills house is wrecked. Montrose escaped with only one 
or two chimneys smashed. Jollie Pass Hotel and Lahmet’s, at Jack Pass, 
are intact and sustained no damage. 

Atkinson’s, Woodbank, a brick house, has collapsed, and Mr Atkinson 
and his family have have arrived safely at Culverden. Hopefield homestead 
is wrecked. The manager, wife and family have arrived at Culverden. The 
Ferry Hotel at Upper Waiau is damaged. The new Upper Waiau bridge is 
safe, but there are large landslips in the Hanmer cutting. Traffic, however, 
is not stopped. 

There is great perturbation of the hot springs, but no damage is done 
to the buildings, etc., the chimneys were thrown down, and damage was 
done to the roof of the kitchen and conservatory. The chimneys of the 
overseer’s cottage and men’s huts were smashed. There has been consid-
erable damage done in the Lower Amuri Ferry. The hotel close by the 
bridge is considerably dilapidated, but Mr Holmes (the proprietor) has 
not found it necessary to leave, and is setting about repairs. 

At Leslie Hills, on the north side of the river, a large stone dwell-
ing-house, built about 10 years ago, the property of Messrs A. and D. 
Rutherford, is a complete wreck. A recent addition in wood is considerably 
shaken, all the plastered walls having come down. 

Up the Waiau Gorge, towards Glynroye and Hopefield, there are fissures 
from 6in to 12in wide. These small fissures soon closed up on account of 
the soil rolling into them through the constant shaking which has taken 
place. At the Hanmer Springs proper there has been no damage. The 
buildings there were uninjured. The only indication of an upheaval of 
the earth was the spilling of the water out of one of the natural basins. 

While so little of the shock was felt there, houses 20 miles away were 
shattered to atoms, stone buildings have completely collapsed, and some 
wooden ones have been shifted many inches on their foundations. An 
illustration of the force of the shock is found in its effects on Mr Low’s 
house. At his office at St. Helens there is an iron safe weighing 3cwt and 
standing about 3ft high. It stood against the wall, and during the occur-
rence it was thrown flat down on the floor to the north or north-west. 
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Mr Low’s private house is of two storeys, and it suffered damage to the 
extent of about £150. A wardrobe in his daughter’s bedroom was thrown 
down to the northward, and at the northern end of the house about 6ft 
of the centre of the wall was driven clean out. One chimney fell through 
the bedroom into the dining-room and kitchen, carrying the rafters along 
with it. Another fell north-east into the conservatory, and a third (the one 
in the schoolroom and bedroom above) fell northward. The washstands 
and dressing tables were thrown about in confusion, and during the time 
this was happening Miss Low’s bed, in which she was lying, was lifted 
bodily towards the fireplace. When the dust cleared away a little she was 
able to see the stars shining through the hole made by the centre of the 
wall disappearing. 

The Leslie Hills Station was shaken in and out in a most peculiar way. 
Mr Atkinson’s place was shifted clean off its concrete foundations, and the 
occupants left at the earliest opportunity. Mr Atkinson got into Culverden 
about 10 minutes past 2 on Saturday morning. There were two large land-
slips at the approach of the Upper Waiau Ferry. They consisted of some 
50 to 100 tons of earth, but have been so far cleared as to permit of traffic 
being carried on without intermission, and the coach is running as usual. 

Between 4.20 and 4.30 on Saturday afternoon the coach had arrived 
at the Upper Waiau Ferry Hotel, and everybody was talking about the 
earthquake, when they were startled by another tremendous shock. This 
was the one which had brought the slips down in the cutting. It was 
preceded by a rumbling noise like the roar of a cannon, a noise that was 
almost appalling. 

The tarred chimney in the hotel was driven upwards by the force, and at 
one time fully six inches of the untarred portion could be seen above the 
roof, which also moved very considerably. The chimney bobbed up and 
down a great many times. Simultaneous with this the coach horses bolted, 
and before anyone could move – all being intently engaged watching the 
dancing chimney – the animals had turned round and were dashing up 
the hill. 

Mrs Holmes, the proprietress of the hotel, and others rushed out and 
witnessed what fortunately turned out to be only a trivial accident. During 
the progress of the coach party to the Ferry Hotel they heard loud boom-
ings, and each was succeeded by a quiver of the earth. So accurate were 
these indications that immediately the noise was heard the driver would 
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remark “Here’s another,” and the words would scarcely be out of his mouth 
before the vibrations were felt. 

With all the damage to houses and buildings there is only one case of 
injury reported, the unfortunate man being one of those employed by Mr 
Atkinson, who has suffered as much, if not more, than anyone. 

The earthquake was felt very severely in the Waiau and district. Four 
chimneys are down at Highfield, and about a dozen others in the township 
are damaged. A monument is overturned in the Waiau cemetery. Over 
100 distinct shocks were felt since 4 a.m. on Saturday, and they continued 
on Sunday, but at longer intervals. At Hanmer Plains the shocks were 
accompanied by a heavy report. The shock at Jack’s Pass Accommodation 
House on Saturday morning was most severe, and during the whole of 
Saturday the earth never seemed still, shock following shock in quick 
succession. Some rents in the earth have taken places on the Hanmer 
Plains and Upper Waiau, and gas is bubbling up in a number of places.

It’s not clear precisely where this September 1, 1888 quake was centred but one 
thing is certain – it was big enough to smash buildings in Christchurch and 
topple the Cathedral spire. Despite that, the passage of 132 years meant no one 
in Christchurch had living memory of the event and complacency had set in: 
“Christchurch doesn’t get earthquakes”.

Sadly, as we now know, it does.
As the aftershocks continued to roll in over weeks and months, toppling more 

chimneys and damaging more buildings, the media reported a now familiar 
Christchurch refrain: “The Hanmer Plains correspondent practically asks, 
‘Where is it going to stop at?’ “41

At least one scientist called on the city to be better prepared next time by 
purchasing some seismic equipment.

Australian Papers: Wellington Destroyed, 188842

Some little damage is reported from the country districts, but none of great 

41  Another Severe Earthquake, Auckland Star, Volume XIX, Issue 231, 1 October 1888, Page 8
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=AS18881001.2.60
42  Severe Earthquake, Akaroa Mail and Banks Peninsula Advertiser, Volume XVI, Issue 1266, 4 Septem-
ber 1888, Page 2
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importance, and though it was reported in Melbourne that Wellington 
was ruined, it appears that the shock was a light one causing no injury of 
any importance out of Canterbury. 

Professor Hutton recommends instruments should be procured to 
record necessary data in connection with earthquakes. It appears those are 
inexpensive and automatic and can be understood easily by any reason-
able person. This same gentleman thinks the Oamaru stone a mistake in 
the Cathedral spire as it is so porous it falls with its own weight. Brick 
chimneys stood in Oamaru when chimneys of this stone fail continually. 

Among those caught in the quake’s turmoil, New Zealand’s future prime 
minister Richard ‘King Dick’ Seddon:43

News has reached here that the Christchurch coach had only gone two 
miles from the Bealey when a heavy slip was met. This was cleared away 
but others were encountered at the Otira. The whole road had slipped away 
leaving barely four foot of passage. It will take a week to clear a passage 
out of the side of the hill. The passengers, including Mr R. J. Seddon, 
procured horses at the accommodation house and came on to Kumara. 
Here they felt the eleven o’clock shock of yesterday while resting. 

In their official report to council on building damage, city engineers noted 
something their more modern counterparts had failed to pick up – building 
on the reclaimed swamp land had resulted in more damage:44

“We consider that all brick buildings built on peat soil similar to this one 
are more likely to be damaged than those in other parts of the town.” 

In Wellington, the afternoon paper editorialised on that morning’s massive 
Christchurch quake, noting, like mayor Bob Parker did in 2010, that it was 
a miracle no one had been hurt:

43  The Earthquake, Timaru Herald, Volume XLVIII, Issue 4327, 3 September 1888, Page 3
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=THD18880903.2.22
44  Official Report On Public Buildings, Star, Issue 6333, 3 September 1888, Page 3
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=TS18880903.2.25
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Christchurch Quake Miracle, 188845

The upper portion of the Christchurch spire was deficient in elasticity, as 
compared with the base, and it seems, in consequence, to have snapped 
off under the shock. 

It is most providential that no loss of life attended the unfortunate 
occurrence. Had the earthquake occurred during business hours, or on 
a Sunday during the hours of Divine worship, the consequences would 
have been much more deplorable. Cathedral-square is the busiest spot in 
Christchurch, the centre of the tramway system, the place from which 
busses start, and the site of a cab-stand. Had the spire fallen in the day 
time great loss of life must have occurred. 

The last serious earthquake experienced in the Southern city was in 
1868, when the Town Hall was so injured as to necessitate its being pulled 
down, and a stone church – a Wesleyan one, we think – also suffered 
some damage. 

Christchurch, obviously, had some shaky beginnings as a city, even if modern 
New Zealanders had forgotten that. Interestingly, though Christchurch’s vul-
nerability to earthquakes continued to be demonstrated over the years, along 
with heightened awareness of the risk and the need for stronger buildings, as 
these next few items show:

Cathedral Damaged Again By Quake, 189446

The Cathedral spire was injured by the recent earthquake. The damage, 
which is not serious and can easily be remedied, consists of a crack in the 
part thrown down by the heavy earthquake a few years ago, and since 
restored in firebrick. 

45  Evening Post. Saturday, September 1, 1888. The Earthquake. Evening Post, Volume XXXVI, Issue 54, 1 
September 1888, Page 2
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=EP18880901.2.11
46  The Recent Earthquake At Christchurch, New Zealand Herald, Volume XXXI, Issue 9691, 11 December 
1894, Page 5
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=NZH18941211.2.29
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In 1929, Christchurch was hit with a tremor big enough to again raise concerns 
about the Cathedral once authorities began looking more closely for hidden 
damage:

Theatre Performance Rocks, 192947

In Christchurch the damage done by the earthquake is very slight. From 
old chimneys bricks were dislodged and crockery was shaken from shelves, 
but instances of such minor damage are very few. The shock in the city 
was of only a few seconds’ duration. There was a sensation in the Theatre 
Royal, where there was a crowded house. Fortunately the shock occurred 
during the interval, when the lights were up. In the gallery several women 
screamed, but those people who seemed inclined to rush for the doors 
were quietened by stern shouts of “sit down.” There was no panic. 

Old Building Suffers, 192948 

An examination this morning disclosed the fact that the old Provincial 
Council Chambers, recently presented to Canterbury, had suffered severe 
damage as the result of the earthquake. The keystone of the north gable 
has broken, and has dropped half an inch. The north wall is in danger 
of falling. 

Damaged By Quake, 192949

The Cathedral Chapter this afternoon was to receive a report from Mr. 
Hay, who was deputed by P. Graham and Sons, contractors, to examine 
the Cathedral for any traces of earthquake damage. Mr. Hay was not 
prepared to make a statement till he saw the chapter. There seems no 
likelihood that there is anything seriously the matter with the building, 

47  Alarm In Christchurch, Auckland Star, Volume LX, Issue 59, 11 March 1929, Page 8
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=AS19290311.2.84.3
48  Old Building Suffers, Evening Post, Volume CVII, Issue 57, 11 March 1929, Page 10
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=EP19290311.2.75.13
49  Damaged By ‘Quake, Auckland Star, Volume LX, Issue 62, 14 March 1929, Page 10
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=AS19290314.2.98
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which, according to Canon J. De B. Galwey, secretary to the chapter, 
should last another century or so without danger. 

And Yet Another 1929 Quake50

Green and Halm, Photo. Although there was no great damage in 
Christchurch as a result of Monday’s earthquake, some minor losses 
were experienced. The photograph shows the roof and side of a house in 
Bealey Avenue, where one chimney fell, smashing the tiles, while a second 
chimney is seen to be in a precarious position. 

The second 1929 rumble also cracked open Christchurch City water reservoirs.51 
The point of all this is to show that within living memory – 81 years before the 
2010 shock – Christchurch had again been damaged by earthquakes.

When Napier got slammed with its massive earthquake in 1931, it sent 
shivers down the spines of already shaky Cantabrians who’d lived through 
sixty years of damaging quakes by that time:

50  Green and Halm, Photo. Evening Post, Volume CVII, Issue 142, 20 June 1929, Page 14
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=EP19290620.2.107.2
51  Cracks In Reservoirs, Auckland Star, Volume LX, Issue 163, 12 July 1929, Page 10
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=AS19290712.2.144
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Safety Of Buildings In Christchurch, 193152

“There are many buildings in Christchurch which would suffer the same 
fate as those in Napier if subjected to a violent earthquake,” was the state-
ment contained in a report to the Canterbury Master Builders’ Association 
in urging the inspection of public and semi-public buildings with a view 
to having them made as safe as possible against earthquake shocks. 

The report further suggested that private owners of buildings should 
also give attention to the matter, as much could be done to reduce the 
risk of damage without excessive expense. 

The general committee commended the instructions given by the Minister 
of Education in the circular letter to the authorities controlling school build-
ings, requesting an inspection of all brick schools. The committee was of 
opinion that this inspection might be carried out further, and applied to hos-
pitals, churches, halls, banks and similar public and semi-public buildings. 

Christchurch scientists had become so savvy about earthquakes that one man-
aged to predict a quake in advance, almost to within the hour!

The Earthquake, 192353

A Canterbury Prediction Timed To An Hour.  
(By Telegraph. – Press Association.) 

CHRISTCHURCH, Friday. An earthquake was recorded at Christchurch 
at 3.28 a.m. to-day, but the shock was only slight. No damage is reported. 
The earthquake was not altogether unexpected, as the Government mete-
orologist in Christchurch, Mr. F. H. Skey, states that calculations based 
on previous earthquakes showed that the shock would probably occur at 
midnight, on April 12, which was last night. 

All of which makes it hard to contrast the “we never get earthquakes” belief of 
the early 21st century, with the reality that older residents of Christchurch had 

52  Safety Of Buildings, Auckland Star, Volume LXII, Issue 61, 13 March 1931, Page 5
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=AS19310313.2.39
53  The Earthquake, Auckland Star, Volume LIV, Issue 89, 14 April 1923, Page 11
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=AS19230414.2.108
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lived with the gut-wrenching panic Cantabrians now ‘know and love’ – as 
recently as the late 1930s:

Unnecessary Alarm, 193754 

Causing apprehension out of all proportion to their magnitude, three 
small earthquake shocks rocked Christchurch citizens out of their sleep 
early this morning. 

The tremors were small ones and were felt so distinctly only because of 
the nearness of the earthquake centre. That was situated at sea off Akaroa 
Harbour, 40 miles away from the Christchurch magnetic observatory.

So what do we now know that we did not in 2010? In short, that Christchurch 
is built on a reclaimed swamp, which is why water bubbles up during earth-
quakes. That the city and its surrounding towns have been hit by both tsu-
nami and earthquakes numerous times since European settlement, and that 
as far back as 1931 engineers were warning that old brick and Oamaru stone 
buildings in Christchurch were susceptible to crumbling in an earthquake.

We know that the Cathedral was damaged in 1881, 1888 and 1894 by 
earthquakes, and had a narrow escape in 1929.

We know that ten tonne boulders were in the habit of falling from the cliffs 
above Lyttelton during earthquakes, which raises the question of why town 
planners had not noted this when approving house and school construction 
adjacent to and above those cliffs.

They say those who forget the lessons of history are bound to repeat them.
Upheavals in Christchurch, however, were not the only thing capturing 

news headlines a hundred years ago, as we’re about to find out.

54  Unnecessary Alarm, Evening Post, Volume CXXIII, Issue 96, 24 April 1937, Page 11
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&d=EP19370424.2.140
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Introduction

What you are about to read has been described as the most contro-
versial book ever published in New Zealand. 

It wasn’t supposed to be. But news sent to the book trade of the 
future release of Breaking Silence was leaked to the news media by an 
over-eager bookshop in late June. Within 48 hours, a Facebook com-
munity page had been ‘liked’ by nearly 50,000 people, demanding 
that bookshops ban this book from their shelves or face a consumer 
boycott of their entire stores, not just the book.

No one had seen it. No one knew for sure, or even had a good 
guess, precisely what was in it. It was the biggest, swiftest overreac-
tion to a book that had not even been printed yet, in the history 
of New Zealand. Opposition leader Phil Goff and Police Minister 
Judith Collins both waded in on boycotting the book, even though 
neither of them had read it.

Across New Zealand, and then via social networks into Australia, 
the US and Europe, people were talking, arguing even, about the 
merits of banning a book none of them had read. Ironically, the 
answers many of the boycotters professed to want are in these pages.

It must be a world first in literature, the ultimate example of judg-
ing a book by its cover, because there was nothing else to judge it 
by. Now, that’s changed. As you turn the pages a story will unfold. 
Some of you will be wondering “who” murdered the Kahui twins, 
and that is indeed a question we attempt to address by the end of 
the book. But the “who” is specific to this case only. If we are to 
learn anything about child abuse, the real question is “why?”

And the next question after that is, how do we recognise and inter-
vene more successfully and sensitively before things have gone too far?

That’s the journey I want this book to take you on, because the 
“why” is common to so many child abuse cases. Everyone thinks 
they know why child abuse happens, and everyone thinks it hap-
pens in someone else’s family situation.
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And if you believe this book has nothing to offer, consider the 
argument that went down at the Coronial investigation into the 
deaths of Chris and Cru Kahui.

Chris Kahui’s lawyer Chris Wilkinson-Smith tried to argue 
strongly at the recent inquest that Macsyna King’s childhood, 
upbringing and background is fundamental to deciding whether she 
is, or is not, someone likely to have harmed the twins. He wanted 
the right to ask her questions about her past.

Coroner Evans said those issues might well be relevant and impor-
tant to the bigger picture, but the narrow rules of the Coroner’s Act 
prevent him from taking the investigation in that direction. 

“It may have some relevance...but I am not empowered to have 
regard to what has gone on in the past with Ms King. This is not a 
criminal prosecution, it is an inquiry which is required to be carried 
out in accordance with the strict legislative parameters that I am 
enjoined to have regard to.” 

Readers of Breaking Silence are in the box seat to discover what 
lawyers, investigators, judicial officials and social workers have been 
desperate to do but can’t: Macsyna King’s story in her own words.

Walk in Macsyna King’s shoes for a while, live her life as it unfolds 
in these pages, and ponder the choices she made that could have 
gone either way. King lays bare the darkest depths of her life, and 
in doing so shows the chilling reality of existence in many New 
Zealand homes. She tells a story that is personal, yet generic. There 
are thousands of houses around this country where similar stories 
exist right now. You may be living in one yourself, you may recog-
nise your life in these pages. You might seek help from one of the 
agencies listed at the back of this book.

Many of you probably think you’d heard all about the Kahui 
case that you need to know. You’ve made that judgement based 
on news reports in the papers and on TV and radio. As I said in 
an NZ Herald Q&A, I can’t criticise my fellow journalists on this 
story - the complexities and nuances of it have been too difficult 
to cover in a 600 word news article or 90 second TV news story. 

As journalists we hit what we think are the main points and leave 
readers largely to guess the bits between the lines. The Kahui story 
has suffered because of that - a huge mythology has built around this 
case based on early Chinese whispers leaked from within the police 
or hospitals, or from various family factions, and frequently wrong. 
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While most of those errors were long ago corrected at trial, many 
people and particularly many Facebookers were trying to argue 
with me about the case using information that was five years out 
of date. This book will fix that. We should not still be having those 
arguments, because they are a barrier to understanding the case.

On that note, a couple of acknowledgments to Justice Venning 
who presided in the High Court criminal trial of Chris Kahui, and 
to Coroner Garry Evans who presided over the inquest, for making 
available the transcripts of evidence I requested, and to an un-named 
forensic doctor for providing a specialist’s perspective. 

This book is not intended to supplant the Coroner’s report. Where 
it offers fresh evidence that evidence may or may not be relevant to 
the Inquest. Where I came across a conflict of evidence, I alerted 
Counsel Assisting the Coroner as I believed it was my duty to do. 
The weight attached to that is properly a matter for the Coroner.

There are two strands to Breaking Silence. One is Macsyna’s nar-
rative that begins the story. It is autobiographical in nature, and 
reflects her life seen through her eyes. As the story moves into the 
Kahui phase a different perspective emerges – mine as investiga-
tive journalist. Macsyna’s becomes one voice among many as evi-
dential lines are tested, and the threads of a depositions hearing, 
a double murder trial and latterly an inquest are compared then 
woven together. 

Coroner Evans had one final piece of advice for Chris Kahui’s 
lawyer after ruling that Macsyna King’s past was out of bounds:

“Now, you may cross-examine, of course, Mr Wilkinson-Smith, 
as you may but if I find that any of the questions fall outside my 
purview then, of course, I will have to tell you so. Now, carry on, 
if you would...”

And so, this story dedicated to the memory of two boys who 
became symbols of the child abuse debate, Chris and Cru, begins.
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Alpha

Wairoa. Say the name and it conjures up different emotions for differ-
ent people. For some, it’s the small East Coast township with the lazy 
blue river winding through it to the sea, where the sunrise hits the beach 
before practically anywhere else on earth. For others, Wairoa is the place 
where the Black Power holds one riverbank, and the Mongrel Mob rules 
the other, a place where people have been shot in driveby’s whilst filling 
their car with petrol at a service station.

In recent times there’s been a big drop in crime as the town licks its gang 
problem, but for 19 year old Faith Tahuri in 1976, it was the town where 
a pretty girl looking helpless on the roadside with car trouble could get 
the attention of a passer-by like Mac Mehaka King. Whether you’d want 
King’s attention is a different matter. A gang associate with a long criminal 
history, Mac was twice the girl’s age – old enough to be her father. Throw 
in his glass eye – a replacement for one lost to a softball-bat beating – and 
he wasn’t exactly Brad Pitt. Nonetheless, Mac held some basic charms 
that a small-town girl might find appealing – a stranger, hailing from the 
big smoke – Auckland far to the north – and quite obviously a bad boy.

Mac eyed the damsel up and down, taking in her own charms in one 
sweeping instant. Something of a backyard mechanic, as most kiwi males 
were in the seventies, he quickly had her motor running.

“I’m going to a 21st. Wanna come?”
Somewhere in a darkened bedroom in a Wairoa gang house, with the 

disco beats blaring from the record player in the lounge, Mac found Faith 
that night. Hope, on the other hand, was about to abandon Faith… 

My story begins in the small East Coast settlement of Wairoa. 
The story, as my Mum told it, is that she met my father in Wairoa. 
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Faith Tahuri was her name, although everyone called her ‘Missy’. 
Part Ngati Kahungunu and part Tuhoe – a daughter of the Mist. 
Dad was Ngapuhi. Pig headed, would cut off his nose to spite his 
face. They went to a party, where Mum and Dad got together and 
conceived me.

Mac returned to Auckland after the party, and Faith continued 
living in Wairoa with my great-grandmother. She rings him around 
about six months later and says, “ah, look, I’m pregnant.” And he 
does turn up eventually, but, I’m told, when he did I was almost 
ready to come into the world.

He turned up on the doorstep where Mum was living. “Righty-o, 
I’ll do the right thing by you”. He had driven all the way down from 
Auckland, and decided to take her back there to have the baby even 
though she’d begun having labour pains. So he picked my mum 
up and together they began the long roadtrip back to Auckland. 
Towards the end of the journey she yelled out, “I’m going to have 
the baby! I can feel the baby coming!”, so instead of going to his 
home first, Mac drove her straight to Middlemore Hospital. It was 
the funniest thing.

So I was born on 22nd of February 1977 at Middlemore Hospital. 
They named me Macsyna Pono King. Macsyna after my dad Mac, 
Pono as the Maori word for my mother’s name, Faith, and King. 
They got married just a short time after the birth, to make it all 
legitimate.

Mum and Dad took me home, and it was the first time Mum had 
actually seen his house. He lived in Mangere, had his own home at 
19 Harania Avenue. He’d been previously married and separated at 
the time of meeting my mum. They celebrated the birth and the 
marriage with a huge party – it was the first time his family had ever 
met Mum. And he had a big family. My father was the youngest in 
his family, and there’s something like 15 years between him and his 
next oldest brother, and there’s 12 of them in total.

Dad never knew his own dad, though. Apparently after he was 
conceived, his own father died three months or so before he was 
born.

Early in their marriage, it was clear Mac’s basic instincts weren’t chang-
ing. He continued to get into trouble with the law, often for violent crime 
flowing from his drinking. Twenty-year-old Faith often took to the bottle 
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too, leaving baby Macsyna in the hands of nine-year-old sister Fiona – the 
oldest girl of Mac’s three children from his first marriage. Macsyna has 
only fleeting memories of her earliest years…

One of my earliest memories was being three or four years old, and 
Uncle Joe died. He was child number seven in the line of the King 
children, so he was an older brother to my father. Uncle Joe was 
deeply religious, a really big-as guy but he was known for having a 
big heart. I remember his tangi at Taheke, which is a tiny settlement 
in Northland, on the road between Opononi and Kaikohe. My 
father had a red XY Falcon station wagon and we actually carried 
my uncle’s body up to Taheke, and the only reason I remember it 
is because my father drove, my oldest half-brother was in front, my 
second oldest half-sister Denise was in between, and I was sitting 
on her lap and behind me was my Uncle Joe’s coffin. It was as wide 
as the station wagon and really deep because he was a big man, 
and I remember the road just winding away in front of us and the 
car just eating it up on that trip as we took Joe to his resting place. 

After my birth in 1977, my sister Emily came along in 1979, Stuart 
was born in 1981 and my baby sister Ellen arrived in 1983, so there 
was a two year gap between each of us.

Dad was in and out of work during this time. He seemed to have 
a job and hold it down for a couple of months or so and then drop 
out of it. He worked at Hellaby’s meat processing – I think they still 
make corned beef – it was one of the main works before AFFCO 
freezing works came along. So he worked at Hellaby’s and he also 
worked at Pacific Steel which is about ten minutes down the road 
from Harania Ave where he lived and where I grew up. 

Dad also did curb laying and excavation work because his oldest 
brother was in that business, he had excavating machinery and 
started out learning with one of the big contractors. They bulldozed 
and laid roads and bricks and my father had those many skills that 
I know of. And he just seemed to go in and out of jobs. But for the 
most part he was – that I learnt later – on a sickness benefit and 
collecting any family benefit dollars that he earned from myself 
and my three siblings.

Although he’d been in and out of prison, around the home Dad 
did not tolerate drugs. Cannabis was never allowed in the house, 
even at parties. The only thing he’d light is a hangi, or a cigarette, 
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and he was really violent and staunch about that. Drinking, yes, 
plenty of drinking. Tuesday or Wednesday nights and Fridays and 
Saturdays.

When people get drunk, they go two ways. You can get the happy 
drunk, or the violent drunk. Dad was both. When he was drunk, 
he was kinder to me. However, when he was drunk he was more 
violent towards my mum and my older half-brothers and sisters. 
But to me and my youngers, when he was drunk, he was kinder. 
I still don’t figure that out, don’t want to even bother trying but 
that’s just how he was.

If you believe the stories told by Mac King’s side of the family, Faith was 
a terrible mother “who once left all of [her children] in an Onehunga bus-
stop, telling them to wait, but never came back.”1 That’s the version that 
the news media carried, but that’s not the last time a young Macsyna saw 
her mother – the truth is far more gruesome…

One night, after Dad had got drunk, I remember waking up in the 
darkness to sounds from my mum. I could hear a kind of gurgling 
coming from their room, which was right next to mine and I slept 
up against their bedroom wall.

I woke up in a bit of a panic, like when you’re in a deep sleep and 
get shocked out of it, and all I could hear was this gurgling and spit-
tling sound coming from my mother. She’s asking for help, crying 
out help in a really strange voice. I get up, get out of my bunk bed 
and walk out of the bedroom, walk just around the corner to my 
mum’s bedroom and find my mum pinned underneath my dad. He 
was lying on top of her naked, he’s obviously had – now that I’m an 
adult I understand that he must have had his way sexually. I don’t 
know to what extent but in any case they’re naked and my mum’s 
pinned under my dad and her eye, cause she was quite young and 
beautiful compared to my dad, she was twenty years younger than 
him. But she looked horrible.

She’s bruised, she’s got blood coming out of the corner of her 
mouth and her nose is just swollen and like a chopped off golf ball. 
She’d been badly beaten before my father passed out having sex with 
her. She’s naked, and only her head and her left arm and shoulder 

1 “Macsyna’s World”, NZ Herald, May 24 2008
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are sticking out from under my father, because he was three times 
her size and they’re on their bed. So I go to my mum and help her 
wriggle herself out of my dad, and then she asks me to get her the 
phone on the side table. 

Dad was just snoring his ass off, he was totally out to it and he 
reeked of alcohol.

Mum rings a taxi and grabs a nightgown to cover her nakedness, 
then she finds another blanket and puts me in it and waits out the 
front of the house for the taxi to get there. 

I don’t know why – but Mum didn’t wake up the other children 
and bring them with us. Ellen would have been only a baby, but 
she left her behind along with Ems and Stuart. There were just the 
two of us – Faith and me – standing out in the cold darkness on 
the roadside, waiting silently.

The taxi driver turns up. He’s an Islander, and he takes one look 
at my mum and just opens the back door of the car, picks her up 
and lifts her in there. Then he just lifts me up, closes my mum’s 
door, walks around the back, puts me right beside my mum in the 
back seat and he just takes us straight to the hospital. My mum 
hasn’t even spoken to him. All she did was pick up the phone and 
ask for a taxi to 19 Harania Ave in Mangere. The driver figured out 
just by looking at Mum that she needed medical attention. When 
we got to hospital the nurses were already there to meet us. They 
still wore those funny hat things and the matron still wore that 
star thingy and watch on the other pinny. White shoes and white 
uniform, hat and white cardigan over her shoulders, that’s what I 
remember of her. Anyway they take mum into the hospital and I 
can’t really recall how long we were there. 

After a while a nurse comes out. “You know your mum’s really, 
really hurt, really badly, but we’re going to take care of her, and 
we’re really lucky that we got her here when we did.” 

The nurse just comforts me, and I remember she gave me a drink 
– Just Juice – and read me a story. I think I fell asleep in her arms 
or whatever cause I was asleep on her lap with a pillow under my 
head, just outside my mum’s room and I wake up to all this noise. 
My old man’s in the ward and he’s going at the matron and she’s 
going “no I’m not letting you through the doors.” He’s pushing her 
around, he’s just swearing his head off at her, “Get the eff out of my 
way, that’s my f***ing wife,” and “that’s my daughter, I don’t care 
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what you do to my wife but that’s my daughter and she’s coming 
with me.” And all that sort of stuff. 

It’s all going down, and I’m standing up on the seat and I’m freak-
ing out like crazy. I just ran into my mum’s room and grabbed her 
hand and just screamed at Mum, “Please don’t let me go, don’t let 
me go with him, I don’t want to go, I want to stay with you.” But 
it wasn’t to be, it wasn’t to be. 

My father came storming in behind me and made so much of a 
deal. He had two male orderlies on his arms, along with matron and 
three nurses, and the police were on their way. We could hear the 
sirens but my dad was in a rage and just not stopping, and all these 
people were just getting smashed about in the ward like rag-dolls. 
Some nurses were trying to protect me as my father tried to grab 
me, but I just flew out of their arms and ran back out of my mum’s 
room and screamed to them, “Nah, just please, just stop – I’ll just 
go with my dad and it’ll stop.” 

He just picked me up, walked out and I just cried my eyes out, 
and the matron just stood in horror, watching as my dad’s storm-
ing out like a giant wreaking havoc. Because back in the day they 
had big double doors something like every five metres, and he just 
swung through them like they were matchwood, with me under his 
arm. I remember they were green. Green with speckles of white up 
the wall halfway and a little beading halfway up the wall and then 
one painted colour, that’s what I remember the ward looking like. 

That was the last time that I would see Mum for years, really. She 
never went back to Dad after she came out of hospital. Mum and I 
went to the hospital; Dad and I went home. Mum never ever came 
back home with us after that.

The only words he ever spoke of her after that, he once told me, 
“She had the voice of an angel, talented-as with her hands, heart of 
gold, but a stubborn little bitch” – that’s what he said about Mum.

She was beautiful, and he loved my mum. I really believe he truly 
loved my mum. When he talked of her – and it was only a few times 
– there was always a look on his face, in his eyes, of hurt, despair, 
loss. Like when you go to a tangi, you say farewell to someone you 
love or knew very well but it’s just their time to pass. My dad, when-
ever he talked of my mother, he always had that look in his eye. He 
always seemed to really regret not being with my mum any longer.

It’s weird, because I know he beat her to a pulp when he was with 
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her. I’ve spoken to many family members and all that. Those that 
were on my dad’s side that hated my mum, as well as those who loved 
my mum and hated my dad. The one thing they agreed on was that 
Dad was really brutal with my mum. She was really gullible, full of 
heart and meant well, but never really made good decisions. Dad, 
always headstrong and never really thought of the consequences, 
like a bull at a gate. Those are the memories that I have.

When we got back to the house from the hospital, the three 
youngest were waiting for us. They’d all been left alone together 
when Dad came out to the hospital. As best I can remember, I was 
six when all this happened, but I hadn’t started school. Dad kept 
me back to help look after baby Ellen. I fed and nursed Ellen from 
a really young age.

I started school at Favona Primary later that year as I recall, but 
it wasn’t easy. Dad left supervision of the three younger kids to me. 
If the younger kids were out of sight they were out of mind. If they 
cried louder than he liked it he would come in and check on me. 
If I was cooking and they were crying because they were hungry 
and waiting, he’d be a bit lenient. If they were crying because I was 
doing nothing or hadn’t given a shit – or he thought I didn’t give a 
shit – I’d get a hiding. So it would just depend on his mood and 
what sort of situation it was when he walked in.

Depending on the offence, Dad would hit me with a belt, a jug 
cord, the end of a hammer, a strap, gumboots, steel-capped boots, 
and he sometimes punched me closed-fisted.

A slap on the ears was good, compared with the other options. I’d 
get one of those just because he asked me to grab something and I 
was too slow, and he might just lightly backhand me or open hand 
slap my ear, but not too hard. But if I wasn’t there when he called, 
I’d get a mean-as slap on the ears, “You f***ing open your ears, 
you f***ing listen to me! I don’t care what time it is, I don’t care if 
you were asleep. You f***ing answer me and you f***ing wake up!” 
That was my dad’s way.

His meanest slap had a particular technique that made it devas-
tating. If you hold your palm in front of you and then slightly cup 
your hand, so that it forms a little bit of a cup like you’re going to 
catch water with it, then put that over your ear, that’s how he’d slap 
our ears and I swear we would be deaf for like a couple of hours, 
the ringing would just last in our ears. They were pretty severe.
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The Chicken Plucker

So I was balancing my home responsibilities with starting school, 
and my attendance at primary school was really poor. I’d spend 
weeks at home and go to school for another couple of weeks and 
then I’d be off school again for about a month. 

As a result of all the disruption, I was well behind the other kids. 
Swimming, music and sports activities were not a problem, but 
reading and maths were definitely the worst subjects for me because 
I just had no idea. I had absolutely no idea. I don’t know how I 
winged it I just know that I never got it, I never understood it, it 
always confused me. 

I was teased heaps and always picked on. There weren’t many 
people who’d play with me at lunchtime. I didn’t have a lot of friends. 
Part of the problem was my family was poor. I always wore the 
same clothes to school and the other children would laugh at me.

To get the full sense of just how bad this was, I was going to 
Favona School in Mangere. This wasn’t Remuera. It’s not like the 
other kids were rolling in money. It’s just that the King family was 
rolling in less of it than anyone else.

I was always being pushed over by the cool kids, so I just tried to 
avoid them. I found that if I stayed a distance from them and took 
my time dawdling to school, then I wouldn’t get teased on the way 
there. So I suppose I ducked, dived and avoided as hard as I could 
and that would make my day bearable.

They say South Auckland kids grow up tough, but I discovered 
that I actually cried quite easily. I cried if I was teased, I cried if I 
was angry, I cried if I couldn’t get anything. I remember one time I 
cried so hard, I was in Favona Primary School and my teacher was 
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growling me for not listening, and I started crying so much that I 
weed my pants in class. I pissed my pants in class. Oh man, I just 
ran home. And I think I didn’t go to school for like two months 
after that! By that time everybody had gotten over teasing me and 
they weren’t allowed to tease me. 

There were a few girls who treated me kindly. Rayna Jacobs, 
Melissa Te Moananui and Karmen Turu come to mind, but that’s 
probably it. They were just nice girls, and they never ever teased me. 
They didn’t have any problems being my friends, whenever I could 
catch up with them, or I was allowed to play with them. Because 
generally Dad wouldn’t let me play with my friends, we weren’t 
allowed to go and play at parks or any of that sort of thing. He just 
didn’t like us going anywhere without him. “Can we go play down 
at the park, Dad?” “No.” “Can I go over next door and play with 
my friends?” “No.” It was just no. Just stay home.

Now that I’m older, I wonder if it was because Dad was lonely. He 
didn’t like to be alone. This refusal to let us kids out of the house had 
nothing to do with chores, because the house was always spotless. 
We were not permitted to leave it filthy or dirty or chores undone. 
We had to do our chores before we went to school and he didn’t 
care if we were late. So it wasn’t to do extra chores and it wasn’t 
really to help him with anything in regards to his personal health. 
He had asthma. Really really bad, but he managed that with his 
inhaler and his Prednisone steroids medication. 

By the time I was seven I could cook three course meals. Emily 
could make a pita bread, a flat bread and boil eggs and make toast 
and do hot cups of tea. Emily would have beenb five, and Stuart 
and Ellen three and one. We had to always put them near us so that 
they wouldn’t cry and get hit, while Emily and I did the chores. The 
babies just sat there watching us and learning from what we did.

Dad had a couple of gardens that were about 15 metres long, rose 
gardens. They were weeded every day and we’d have to always do 
the dishes, cook our own meals, do the washing, sweep the floors, 
then mop them, do the edges of the lawn and I had to mow the 
lawns. We kids had to stack the firewood. Sometimes Dad would 
buy chicken for dinner, and I had to prepare it. This was no super-
market chicken – these ones would still be crowing as Dad walked 
down the driveway with them. I don’t know if you’ve ever seen a 
chicken plucked but I was given the job from the age of six. 
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First, you have to chop the head off, and then wait until they 
stopped flopping around on the ground, and then dunk them in 
this big 44 gallon drum of hot boiling water, and then pull them 
out of the water and onto a trailer and start plucking the chicken. 
So we did things like that.

We’d get visits from the Truant Officers when we didn’t go to 
school. “You need to be in school!”, they’d warn me. And then Dad 
comes out there to the driveway. He’d go out the back door and he’d 
be cursing and swearing at them, “What the eff are you doing? Get 
the hell out of my property!” If they didn’t back out of the gate as 
he was walking to them like that, and they, unfortunately for them, 
let him get close enough, he would clout them over the head. He’d 
punch them, he’d attack them.

My teachers would come sometimes, and they’d stay at the gate 
because they knew what sort of man he was. Dad would whack our 
bums at school in front of the whole entire school and he would never 
ever care, and that would be because we never came home early. He 
told us to leave school at one o’clock and we’d explain, “Well, we 
can’t just leave, we have to have a note”, and he’d go “No, I’m your 
boss, you don’t need no note from anybody. And you just walk out 
of your class at one o’clock”. As if we could do that at five, six or 
seven years’ old! So we’d get a beating in front of the school at 3pm 
when the bell rang, and no one did anything about it. 

So sometimes even my teachers would come to the gate. They’d 
dare not come up the driveway. And they’d plead with Dad, “Look, 
please can we just talk to you? Max is a really good student, we’d like 
to keep her learning.” And he’d just attack. And they’d leave. But 
they never ever, nobody ever went further than that. They stopped 
coming, after a while. But they would never ever call the police to 
help them. That never ever came. 

The front gate should have had a sign hanging off it, “Beware of 
the Dad”.

He refused to pay for school exercise books or stationery, so one 
time I stole some money from the petty cash jar for me, my brother 
and sister, and I knew he would know because he counted every 
penny. Dad would write the total on a piece of paper and stick it to 
the jar, and every time he took money out, he’d count it out again 
and re-total. But I was just sick of us not having anything for school 
and it was the beginning of the year so we were getting our books 
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for the first time. I didn’t care about the theft from the cash jar. I 
really didn’t care. I knew that I was going to wear it. And I did. 
And I wasn’t allowed to go to school for two weeks, but still it was 
worth it. I’d been to school for about three years, and every year, 
not even a pencil. Every year we’d get a letter sent home with the 
list of stationery, and every year my father would go down and say 
to Ron Bacon, the Principal, “Don’t F –ing tell me I’ve got to pay 
for this, this is free education. You get my name off that bill and 
don’t you ever send me one again.”

When they realised what they were dealing with, the school gave 
us pencils and books anyway.

Living at Harania Ave, I quickly learned to become afraid of the 
dark. Often I’d hear my father beating up my aunties and my uncles 
who were partying with him and it went wrong over one silly thing 
and he’d get offended. We weren’t allowed to turn the lights on or 
anything, we had to just stay in the darkness.

They were getting dragged by the hair out the driveway at the end 
of the day and he’d have a sledgehammer in his hand sometimes. 
He’d attack their cars. We’ve seen him smash back windscreens, 
front windscreens, side panels of the old mudguards on those old, 
solid cars, my uncle had a Kingswood. That got wasted. Those were 
some real upsetting things that were going on at night and I was a 
young child and would see it and hear it. The police never came. 
Everyone was too scared of my dad to call police.

With Mum gone, other women started to show up. I remember 
a Jane, a Tilly, and maybe three he didn’t introduce to us. Jane was 
blonde with blue eyes, she was beautiful. Then he met a lady named 
Mary who became a stepmum to us for a while, moved in with us. 
She was a widow herself and had five children that I met – one girl 
and four boys – who all came and lived in the house as well. We 
had a three bedroom house.

When they started their relationship there was drinking every 
second or third night. If she was sober, she was the kindest person 
you could meet, a good heart and very compassionate. But when 
drunk, a real bitch, a true bitch. Dad, on the other hand, was a 
dickhead, a real bastard to me when he was sober, but when he got 
pissed he became good, careful and kind-hearted. I never ever got 
a hiding once, when my dad was drunk.

Looking back now, I actually preferred it when Dad was drinking, 
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in all honesty. Because it was a time for me to relax. I didn’t have to 
be on edge, I didn’t have to be listening out just in case Dad called 
me and I missed it. I didn’t have to worry about falling off to sleep 
and then him calling me, and not hearing him. When he drank, he 
never tried to call out to us or catch me out. When he got drunk I 
didn’t have to be so on guard, on key, listening out for it.

Mary’s personality, on the other hand, would change horribly 
when she was drunk. She was a real egg. She’d say to me, “F***en 
hell Mac, always got to worry about Number One, eh?”

Dad would hear her and go “what?”, and she’d start yelling at 
him, “Whenever you want something you call out to your daugh-
ter” . He called me ‘papa’. It doesn’t just mean dad but it’s also a 
term of endearment. He never told me why he called me that but 
I understand, now. He called me papa for sentimental value. She’d 
go off if he yelled that out to me. Sometimes he’d call out to me 
when they’d been on the piss for six hours or so, “Come out here, 
say good night to everybody, give us a kiss, I love you, lock the 
house up and go to bed”. 

If he said that when Mary was drunk she’d go off her face, man. 
She’d call Dad an idiot, she’d accuse him of having an eye for his 
own daughter. “Why do you ask your daughter to come and say 
goodnight to you? Do you want her to kiss you like I can’t kiss 
you? Why don’t you kiss me?”, and those are the sorts of things she 
would say. At the time I didn’t really get it, but now I think about 
her words I think what a drunken idiot. I have compassion for her, 
because she was obviously too drunk to know what she was saying, 
but I was only 8 or 9 and it made me feel stink and it rarked my dad 
up. He’d end up giving her a crack, and they’d end up on pretty 
bad terms for a good week or so.

To me it seemed she was picking fights. 
Once you got close to my father, once you got in the gate, he 

would trust you implicitly. He’d let you see his children, he’d talk 
freely as he normally talked and wouldn’t put up a mask or try to 
act good in front of people. Once he trusted you, you could see him 
for all that he was and all that he did, and he never tried to hide it.

Mary knew how to set him off. She knew his triggers and his weak 
points and his sore points, and depending on what kind of mood 
she was in and how drunk she was, she’d push him.
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But it wasn’t only Mac that Mary was pushing. She saw the child Macsyna 
as a threat, and seized the opportunity to stick the knife in, as a manner 
of speaking, one night after the ten year old had been given a hiding…

I was in my first year of intermediate school, attending Arahanga 
Intermediate in Mangere. One night my father went out and left me 
and Emily and our two younger siblings at home with Mary. And I 
was crying, I was crying in my bedroom because dad had just given 
me a bit of a hiding. I can’t remember what for now, but I was in 
my room, crying and holding onto my pillow, and Mary walks in. 

“I think you should run away. I think what you should do is take 
whatever you need to take, and keep warm and run away. Otherwise 
this is the life that you’re going to live for the rest of your life.” 

I didn’t even get along with her, and I knew she didn’t like me, 
but when she said that I thought about it for maybe five minutes, 
then stood up from my bed – I shared the room with my sister 
Emily and we had those old iron bunks that belong in the army. I 
grabbed a jumper and a skirt, chucked them in a bag and got on 
my bike and I did – I ran away. 

Outside it was dark, and stormy to boot. The young girl, sobbing, pedalled 
as hard as she could down Harania Ave and onto the main road. She 
didn’t know where she was going and frankly didn’t care. Her mother had 
evidently abandoned her, now the man who called her ‘papa’ had beaten 
her once too often, and her stepmother had told her to go and never come 
back. She didn’t stop until the rain grew too heavy to bike through. By 
now she’d travelled a good three kilometres. Up ahead was what looked 
like the entrance to a school, maybe she could shelter there…
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Introduction

Let’s assume you’ve just arrived from Planet Mars to New Zealand, and 
know nothing of a politician named Winston Peters. Why should you 
care, what’s to know?

This book is intended to shake you out of that faulty assumption. Love 
him or loathe him (and there are few people to be found in the middle 
ground), Winston Peters has been a driving force, a Colossus, of New 
Zealand politics for nigh on four decades.

Although he’s constantly dismissed as a “conspiracy theorist” or a “popu-
list” or a “racist” – or sometimes all three – by his foes, it is easy to fall 
into the trap of being beguiled by popular opinion, of following the dog-
whistle that sharp political operators employ when trying to manipulate 
public opinion.

Of course, some would say Winston Peters is just as good at dog-
whistling himself.

There has been a previous attempt at a biography – 1995’s Winston First 
by Martin Hames, a former Ruth Richardson staffer. Unfortunately Hames’ 
book contained no bibliography and no footnotes, so proving the accuracy 
of the claims made in that book was difficult if not impossible for scholars.

Those who paid real cash for Winston First generally loved it, if only 
because Hames was preaching to a choir who loathed Peters with a pas-
sion. However, in a scathing review of Winston First, political historian 
Barry Gustafson wrote:1

1  “Book Review: Martin Hames, Winston First”, by Dr Barry Gustafson, Political Science December 1995 



Introduction

7

“Unfortunately Martin Hames’ version is a sustained and at times 
almost hysterical partisan polemic with little if any pretence at academic 
objectivity or balance…According to Hames, everyone that Peters ever 
criticised was a blameless victim and there was never any justification for a 
public inquiry into the activities of the BNZ, Fay Richwhite or European 
Pacific’s Cook Islands tax avoidance schemes.

“There is an interesting little essay on populism, as part of an attempt 
to use a psychobiographical approach to portray Peters as a Narcissistic 
Populist pandering to popular prejudice in an obsessive drive to be Prime 
Minister. But Hames, who worked as an advisor for five years in the offices 
of Peters’ two most bitter critics, Jim Bolger and Ruth Richardson, is 
unconvincing in trying to explain why Peters sacrificed that objective by 
refusing to play by the rules,” wrote Gustafson.

In other words, if Peters was really the megalomaniac Hames was claim-
ing, why did he give up his chance at absolute power by refusing to work 
within the system?

It is easy, with highly charged subjects like Winston Peters, to go all 
one-dimensional – ‘it’s either black, or its white, choose the biography 
colour that suits your view of the man!’

Somewhere in between those books, between Winston First at one 
extreme and Winston Walks On Water at the fictional other extreme, you’ll 
find a more accurate telling of the Peters story, the story of how one man 
and his beliefs and policies have impacted a generation and changed the 
course of New Zealand history in ways you may never have realised. 

This is not an exhaustive political biography covering every meeting 
or minor dispute in intense detail. Rather, it’s a ‘greatest hits and misses’ 
package that covers the things that had a lasting impact on Peters and 
NZ First, helping determine the identity and direction of the man, and 
the party as it stands today.

It’s an entertaining, at times hilarious, account spiced with things the 
media never bothered to report or in many cases never even knew.

vol. 47 no. 2 291, doi: 10.1177/003231879504700206 
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Humble Beginnings

“The bulk of better reporting consists of information that does not 
meet the courtroom standards of proof. Journalism is not a court 
of law; it is a process of weaving together, often from necessarily 
anonymous sources, the strands of history. If legal standards were 
applied to news reporting, the public would have learned noth-
ing of the Watergate scandal and President Nixon would not have 
resigned in disgrace” 

– William Pinwill, National Times on Sunday, 1988

The voice down the end of the phone sounds almost pained: “I can’t be 
interviewed for this book, I’m in the middle of preparing for an election 
campaign!” All politicians are addicted to publicity, and there’s no doubt 
Winston Raymond Peters is a consummate politician. One gets the feeling 
that asking him to be interviewed under these particular circumstances is 
like offering chocolates to a Jenny Craig member, or the squirrel-rat char-
acter ‘Scrat’ in the Ice Age cartoons desperately trying to choose between 
the tempting acorn or avoiding the avalanche hurtling toward him, eyes 
darting as he struggles to make a decision between desire and necessity. 
On this day, Winston Peters is that squirrel-rat.

“When you’ve got 58 boxes of documents in storage to back up what you’ve 
said, it takes time to go through them. I’ve got to concentrate on this election.”

Vintage Peters. Always on the go, always on the case, living for now and the 
future, not the past, but with the ever-present hint that he’s capable of drop-
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ping a ton of evidence on someone, even after nearly four decades in politics.
An official biographer, sometime, will undoubtedly revel in the contents 

of Winston’s treasure chest, but it will probably have to be posthumously 
and even then the spectre of a gnarled, skeletal hand punching through 
the turf and clamping itself around the wrist of anyone reaching for those 
documents cannot be ruled out. That’s one thing about Winston Peters, 
he may be down from time to time but “out” is another matter entirely. 

To truly understand the phenomenon of Winston Peters, one has to 
put aside the prejudices – one way or the other – and simply listen to 
the story unfold.

Born April 11, 1945 in Whangarei hospital, home was the tiny rural 
coastal settlement of Whananaki, 50km north east of Whangarei. Winston 
Raymond Peters (his birth was actually registered as ‘Wynston’2) was a 
baby-boomer, the sixth of 11 children, with six brothers and four sisters. 
His parents Len and Joan (née McInnes) farmed the area and, like all rural 
kids in that time, young Winston was expected to help with the chores as 
he grew up. As he once told the Herald, as a boy he wasn’t usually finished 
“milking the cows” until around 8.45pm.3

Father Len Peters was of Ngati Wai iwi with a measure of Ngati Hine 
and Ngapuhi – “his family had lived there for hundreds and hundreds 
of years,” says Winston4 – while Joan, as her maiden name suggests, was 
Scottish. Many have made the comparison between Scottish clan structure 
and Maori iwi and hapu, and when Joan passed away in 2008 in her late 
nineties, those paying tribute included Maori Party leader Pita Sharples:5

“Joan was such a driving force in the Far North, you’d never know she 
was not Maori. But her clear moral values, her hard work and thrift, and 
her ethic of selfless service is very much part of her Scottish background 
as well,” he told journalists.

Mana Party leader Hone Harawira was another remarking at the impact 
of Joan Peters and her family on New Zealand:6

2  The 1945 microfiche index of births spells it “Wynston”. “The registrar thought the spellings were 
interchangeable,” says Peters.
3  “Dining with Winston Peters,” by Jonathan Milne, NZ Herald, 21 August 2005
4  Interview with Mark Sainsbury, RadioLive, 29 June 2014
5  “Winston Peters’ mother dies on eve of party conference,” NZPA, 18 July 2008
6  Ibid
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“Among Joan’s 11 children, Jim was a school principal and chaired 
the regional council before becoming an MP, Marie has been involved 
in tribal history and research, Wayne’s a well-known lawyer, David has 
managed the farm, Lynette has managed hauora services and chairs the 
Northland DHB, Heather’s the director of the Auckland University 
Teacher’s College Campus in Whangarei, Ian is a former MP, Winston 
needs no introduction – the list of achievements and Joan’s legacy goes 
on,” Harawira told NZPA.

“My mother died when she was 97,” Peters recalls, “my father when he 
was 85 and possibly would have gone much longer but he wouldn’t go 
to hospital. He could be pretty stubborn and the last thing he wanted to 
do was die in a hospital.”

To an outsider, life in Whananaki might seem idyllic. Nestled at the 
mouth of the Whananaki Inlet where the Te Wairahi stream drifts lazily, 
emptying itself into the azure Pacific, Whananaki is redolent of long, 
languid summers and kids playing in the shallows, catching flounder for 
the evening meal and kina in the rock pools. 

Asked what he learned from his parents in such a big family, Peters 
remembered a childhood ruled by a work ethic.

“One needs to work to eat,” he told the Herald.7 “The Little Red Hen story 
was often a parental parable. Saving leads to realisable dreams. Waste not, 
want not, which is why one becomes a bit of a hoarder. Timeless lessons.”

He added that his parents had the same aspirations for their children 
as many others of their generation:

“That we would all be successful and happy, safe and healthy. The greatest 
parent-taught ambition was that if we deserved it, we could be whatever 
we aspired to be; and never give up.”

In Maori, the word “whananaki” means “kicking”, and the village sup-
posedly earned the moniker from no less a personage than the ancestral 
Ngapuhi chief Puhi, leader of the Mataatua canoe, on account of the 
restless night he spent at Whananaki being chewed on by mosquitos.

Evidently the mosquitos were no worse than anywhere else, because 
people stayed and have lived there for eight or nine centuries now. Today, 
the heart of this village is its school.

Founded in 1887 with an initial roll of just 23 children, Whananaki 

7  “Twelve Questions: Winston Peters”, by Sarah Stuart, NZ Herald, 18 April 2013
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School is – like its most famous pupil – a survivor. Bucking the trend of 
rural school closures as a result of falling rolls, Whananaki found a novel 
solution when the threat of extinction raised its head:

“When faced with this dire possibility in the early 1970s,” Winston 
Peters told the school’s 125th Jubilee in 2012,8 “the local people thought 
‘outside the box’ and placed an advert in the New Zealand Herald news-
paper published in Auckland, for solo mothers with children to come 
and live here rent free.”

The concept of a rural community luring new blood to their settlement 
by offering rent-free accommodation to mothers in need resulted not just 
in an advertisement but a front page story in the Herald. 

“The Whananaki people had spruced up empty houses and set its mind 
to raising the school roll and keep the school open,” remembered Peters. 
“That has been the spirit of this school, teachers, dental and district nurses, 
and the local school board, parents and students. 

“This place and this school is part of who we are. Or rather this school 
is the better part of who we are.”

As I said, to understand the man, you first have to understand his story. 
Winston was never a city kid; he was a country boy with old-fashioned 
values forged in a crucible of clan and iwi culture – a place where everyone 
had the right to get themselves a feed from their own hard work, and better 
themselves. It was a place where people helped each other – even stran-
gers – as the solo-mums influx shows. Even so, it still had its boundaries:

“This of course was a most unusual community,” recalled Peters at the 
jubilee, “comprised of Maori and European, a significant number of which 
were members of the Exclusive Brethren Church, in which case most of 
us, whether Maori or European, had our noses pressed against the window 
because for this Church, the rest of us were all outsiders! 

“We all remember that for many of us, our early days here were a time 
of significant hardship and economic deprivation, of rowing across the 
estuary or riding horses to school. But we all believed that tomorrow 
would be better, and it was.”

Horses were a mainstay back in the day; Winston was riding while still 

8  “Whananaki School – 125th Anniversary”, Winston Peters speech notes, 20 October 2012, http://nzfirst.
org.nz/speech/whananaki-primary-school-125th-anniversary
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a toddler.9 Former pupils at the jubilee had equally fond memories:
“We had to ride our horse Snowball to school and we would come 

down through the river and catch flounder on the way,” Suie Rata (née 
Waetford) told the Herald.10 On one occasion they even gave some of the 
catch to the teacher, but rather than ‘thanks for tea’ received a “growling” 
for being late. In those days the footbridge that now crosses the estuary to 
link both sides of Whananaki did not exist, and it was up to the school 
principal to row kids across the inlet.

Some of Winston Peters’ whiter-skinned opponents, particularly those 
of a more liberal, Ponsonby, bent, have scorned the fact that Peters is not 
fluent in Maori – implying he’s not authentic. The reason for that is sim-
ple: Winston was born at a time when speaking Maori was discouraged.

“I have Maori children in my care who can hardly speak a word of their 
native tongue,” said a Wanganui school teacher in the 1930s.11 “When I 
question them on the subject they say that their parents will not allow 
them to speak it. It is a great pity that some Maori parents are ashamed 
of their language, and I would emphasise the need of introducing the 
teaching of Maori into our education curriculum in some way if the native 
tongue is not to die out altogether.”

Maori parents had demanded that schools should allow conversations 
only in English, in order to bring their children up to Pakeha literacy 
standards as rapidly as possible, and many Pakeha were aghast, as this 
letter writer to a newspaper in 1935 demonstrates:12

“During a recent visit to Rotorua I was appalled to find that no effort 
at all is made in the native school at Whakarewarewa to teach the Maori 
children their own language, and what is more, they are actually punished 
if they speak Maori in the school or school grounds.”

Whananaki School, likewise, had a policy – endorsed by its community 
– that children were not allowed to speak Maori at school.13

Clearly, the Peters children have become high achievers. Some would 

9  “The man who would be king” by Helen Bain, New Zealand Herald, 25 May 1996, p 16
10  “Whananaki School in the most magnificent setting”, by Kristin Edge, NZ Herald, 23 October 2012
11  The Maori Language, New Zealand Herald, Volume LXIX, Issue 21311, 12 October 1932, Page 12
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&cl=search&d=NZH19321012.2.125
12  The Maori Language, New Zealand Herald, Volume LXXII, Issue 22052, 7 March 1935, Page 13
http://paperspast.natlib.govt.nz/cgi-bin/paperspast?a=d&cl=search&d=NZH19350307.2.149.7
13  “Whananaki School in the most magnificent setting”, by Kristin Edge, NZ Herald, 23 October 2012
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say they did so because of their parents’ and community’s desire to look 
outward, rather than inward. With a Scottish mother and a Maori father, 
Winston Peters was to some extent the epitome of Captain William 
Hobson’s Waitangi promise, “He iwi tahi tatou” – we are now one people. 
The language around the hearth was English, for fairly obvious reasons – it 
was the native tongue of Winston’s mother.

He is also, says former NZ First colleague Doug Woolerton, “almost 
Victorian” in his manners. “For instance, he hates my swearing.”14 
Woolerton told the Herald how he and Winston had seen a dusty old 
ute with a sign saying “I wish my wife was as dirty as this ute”.

“He was shocked by that. He thought that was just disgusting.”
From his country school Winston spent a year at Whangarei Boys High 

before transferring to Dargaville High School for his fourth form year. 
Gail Matich (nee Bruce) remembers him well.

“He was the only boy in our class and the girls used to give him what 
for!,” Matich laughs.15 It was a “Commercial” class as they called it back 
then, with lessons in typing, book-keeping and the like. “He was a nice 
bloke, all the girls got on with him – as a friend,” she adds quickly. “He 
was quiet and played a good game of rugby.”

Matich initially suspected her classmate was more of a Labour voter 
than a National one:

“We used to have a few little political arguments in the library some-
times, my parents were National and Winston and I often disagreed, so I 
wonder if he started off more of a Labour person – I don’t know.”

Matich says she still sees Winston occasionally.
“I remember going down to parliament years ago when my kids were 

little, sitting up in the gallery. He was there and I waved. I could see him 
looking, wondering, ‘who is that person?’, and he’d look up again and 
I’d wave, and then next thing he was up behind me in the gallery: ‘Gail 
Bruce! I knew that would have to be you!’.”

Many have wondered when Peters found his political mojo. His family, 
he says, were farmers and mostly voted National, and the impact of the 
Great Depression was a constant reminder.

“If you had come through the Great Depression you were seriously 

14  “Winston’s first fifteen” by Audrey Young, NZ Herald, 12 July 2008
15  Interview with author
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political…the Depression did not stop in the far north in 1938, it went 
on in some parts of the country into the 1950s. My mother always had 
a serious grasp of history, she was a public nurse. If you get an interest 
in history inculcated in you, there’s a very small divide between history 
and politics.”

By 1966, 21 year old Winston Peters was a teacher himself, in charge 
of a class of 11 year olds at Te Atatu Intermediate School. In the words of 
one song from the era, he was a dedicated follower of fashion, even then:

“He was a great teacher,” remembers pupil Sandy Senk (nee Archibald), “very 
firm, but he was very good, and he always wore a brown corduroy jacket.”

“He was a character,” recalls John Gardiner, now living in Australia. 
“He did some odd things – I didn’t get a very good report from him from 
memory, probably because I was a little bit of a smartass back then, but he 
was a different sort of a teacher, more of the new generation who wanted 
to get on with you and be your friend and that.

“He used to have this corduroy jacket and a big pair of boots, we used to 
stir him up about his boots, I remember that, they were pretty flash boots.”

Gardiner moved to Australia in the mid-seventies, and discovered later 
that his teacher had become a high profile politician. “I’ve seen him on 
TV, even recently, on the New Zealand parliament channel which they 
have over here.”

Another pupil to end up across the ditch was Susanne Laird, nowadays 
a muscle-car collector in Queensland. Back in 1966 she was a precocious 
tweenager raising hell on the first day of class:

“He was very nervous, and we weren’t very nice to him,” she laughs, 
“we made him cry.”

The exact details of the event that brought the mighty dragon-slayer 
of Winebox fame to his knees are now dim in the memories of those 
involved, 48 years after it happened, but the end result remains indelibly 
etched. ‘Everybody screamed, when I dissed the teacher…’

It was Peters who eventually ran screaming from the room – abandoning 
the teaching profession at the end of that first year in favour of life in the 
lucky country. Jobs at BHP as a blast furnace worker in Newcastle, and a 
tunneller in the Snowy Mountains project beckoned. For Winston, this 
was solid working class toil. It gave him a further appreciation, if it were 
needed as a former farm boy from a large family, of the values of hard work.

Returning to New Zealand at the end of 1970, Winston enrolled at 



Humble Beginnings

15

Auckland University, majoring in history, politics and law. Like the rest 
of his brothers, rugby was a passion for Winston as well, and he captained 
the Auckland Maori Rugby Team. 

Money was tight, and the future politician added to his working class 
credentials by working on the Auckland wharves and in the freezing works 
to help pay his living expenses while studying. Graduating in 1973 with 
a BA and LLB, Peters married sweetheart Louise and joined prestige law 
firm Russell McVeagh, ironic given events that would later transpire, 
working there from 1974 to 78. It was law school, however, that set off 
another pathway that was to shake the country.
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2
Ngati Luigi

“One had to be careful in pronouncing ‘wh’ in Maori. It was not 
‘f ’, and when it was sounded that way it was as a concession to the 
weakness of the pakeha, who had difficulty in pronouncing it” 

– Maori language expert H W Williams, 1928

In his book The Demon Profession former NZ First strategist Michael Laws 
writes dismissively of Winston’s Maori heritage:16

“Winston [had] only a scattered understanding of Maori issues at best. 
He had, instinctively, opposed the amendment to the Treaty of Waitangi 
Tribunal Act allowing Maori claims prior to 1984, supported Muldoon 
in opposition to the Bastion Point settlement, and privately regarded the 
Treaty itself as a chimera that distracted Maori from focusing on more 
immediate concerns. One detected an unease within Winston over all 
things Maori.

“Others within Parliament were less charitable, suggesting that he was 
embarrassed by his Maori background and had attempted to pass him-
self off as a swarthy Italian in his university days. This discomfort was 
exemplified by his inability to speak the language and thus feel relaxed 
on the marae.”

It’s not clear whether Laws has ever lived in Ponsonby but he did do a 
talkback show for a station based there once. The question is, was it true? 

16  “The Demon Profession” by Michael Laws, HarperCollins 1998, p84
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Was Winston out of touch with Maori as the latte set imply, or was there 
a deeper resonance that his foes were blind to?

The truth is important, because the claims have repeatedly been bandied 
around by critics of Winston Peters.

One who practically chokes on his flat white when he hears the words 
of Michael Laws is former NZ First MP Ron Mark, now the mayor of 
Carterton in the Wairarapa.17

“That has to be the most stupid comment! I have watched Winston, he 
is absolutely mindblowing. The guy is like a damned encyclopaedia. He 
remembers so much detail and times and dates and names. I have been with 
him in Invercargill, and Wanganui, and Whakatane, and the far north, and 
he’s met someone who is Maori and he has asked them their name and tested 
where they are from, then he’s connected the dots and told them who this 
relative was and who that relative was, and ‘your dad must have known this 
person’, and I just sit there with my mouth open, absolutely gobsmacked. 
How the hell do you know so much about Maori people?

“And when you go to Ratana, what, Ratana doesn’t think Winston 
knows much about Maori people? Give me a life, good heavens, give me a 
second life because I could use it! I’d spend all that time teaching Michael 
Laws. Go and talk to Api Mahuika, leader of Ngati Porou, about what 
Winston did up there for them.”

The educated, enlightened and conservative Maori, says Ron Mark – 
now a lead negotiator for Ngati Kahungungu in the Wairarapa region 
treaty settlements – “agree with Winston actually, and they are all well-
informed enough to know that he has done more for Maori quietly, with-
out fuss or fanfare, than most Maori under the age of 40 will ever know.

“Whether it’s the claims up in Northland, or getting Hikurangi handed 
back to Ngati Porou, there are a range of issues. Simple things like allocat-
ing funding for the Maori Women’s Welfare League, which still goes on 
today, funding for the national Kapa Haka, which had never happened 
until Winston got there, funding for the Maori Wardens. In his own quiet 
way, without blowing his own trumpet, at the end of the day Winston 
is Maori. And just like all Maori, we all have varying political views and 
varying philosophies – some of it depends on which tribe you come from 
or which part of the country you come from. 

17  Ron Mark interview with author
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“His family has philosophies that they live by and it is pretty much reflected 
in everything he’s done, but he is still Maori and don’t you ever forget it. He 
understands more than any, the impacts of deprivation and confiscation that 
occurred in the 1840s-70s and still goes on to this very bloody day.”

Further proof, however, that Michael Laws’ urban liberal critique of 
Peters lacked any nuanced depth can also be found in the history books. 
Would someone “embarrassed” by their Maori heritage have stepped 
forward to conspicuously captain the Auckland Maori rugby side?

Then there’s the story of Dame Whina18 Cooper. Few people know 
it, but it was Winston Peters’ work on a Maori land claim for his Ngati 
Wai iwi that inspired Cooper to lead her now famous hikoi from the far 
north to Wellington in 1975, known to history now as “the Land March”.

The Labour government of Norman Kirk/Bill Rowling had proposed 
turning coastal areas into public reserves. The Ngati Wai, who’d enjoyed 
their ancestral coastland for centuries, turned to their new Russell McVeagh 
legal beagle, Winston Peters, who mounted a legal challenge that forced 
the government to back down. Dame Whina Cooper joined the effort 
and was so taken with it she decided to march on parliament, as retiring 
Labour MP Shane Jones noted in his valedictory speech:19

“It is a rite of passage to be a Māori politician in the north and to have 
a burst of that activism. In 1975 Winston Peters was leader of the Ngāti 
Wai Land Retention Committee with Dame Whina Cooper,” noted Jones.

It was this event, says Peters, that pushed him into politics:20

“I never thought about becoming a politician until 1974 when the then 
Labour Government decided they were going to – through the Tourism 
Ministry and in concert with the Whangarei County Council – designate 
a whole lot of rural coastal land for public utility purposes, for reserves 
and parks and what have you – in short, just taking it all off us.

“So myself and another young lawyer decided we were going to take 
these guys on. We acted for hundreds and hundreds of Maori, and even 
a number of European owners, we took the council on and after 16 years 
we won nearly everywhere.”

18  Pronounced Finna, not Feena
19  Shane Jones, Hansard, 21 May 2014, http://www.parliament.nz/en-nz/pb/debates/debates/50Han
sD_20140521_00000020/valedictory-statements
20  Peters interview with Mark Sainsbury, RadioLive, 29 June 2014
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Again, regardless of one’s personal views about the Peters phenomenon, 
is it really credible to suggest he had only “a scattered understanding of 
Maori issues”, or that he was “embarrassed” to be seen as Maori? Is it 
credible to suggest he did not understand marae protocol, despite his 
work for his iwi?

“E te taonga o te motu, takoto mai I runga I te atamira oo matua 
tupuna,” Peters eulogised in Parliament on learning of her death in 1994; 
“Oh treasure of the land, lie upon the platform of your ancestors.”21

“I got to know Whina in the 1970s. She had been brought from Auckland 
to meet the Ngati Wai land retention committee, for which I acted as 
legal counsel. It is not really true to say that Whina started the land 
protest movement; rather it should be said that she was seen by younger 
Maori in Auckland as having the credibility and the respectability that 
European people deemed necessary if they were to negotiate with Maori 
on cultural matters.

“The protest movement had already started, but Whina’s backing gave 
it impetus at a national level at a critical time, and thus the land march 
was born. In fact, a number of us remember the very night that she said, 
in response to hearing about the problem at Pataua: ‘I know what I will 
do. I will lead a march to Parliament’. And she did. The land march was 
designed to halt the alienation of Maori land, and the catchcry was, ‘no 
more land to be taken’.”

In fact, as others have noted, Dame Whina’s view of the Treaty was fairly 
similar to Winston Peters’, as she explained at the opening of the Auckland 
Commonwealth Games in 1990, urging people to remember: “that the 
Treaty was signed so that we could all live as one nation in Aotearoa.”22

One nation. It’s a wonder no one has thought of using that as a politi-
cal slogan. ;)

“The greatness of Whina Cooper lay in her perception of what life 
ought to be and what it ought to hold for all humanity,” remarked Peters, 
“regardless of gender or race. She yearned to see a state of peace and har-
mony between Maori and European in New Zealand, and she expected 
people to work to create that climate.”

Nonetheless, the politician agreed, Whina also expected people to 

21  Hansard, Obituary, 29 March 1994
22  http://www.nzhistory.net.nz/people/dame-whina-cooper



winston

20

respect New Zealand’s Maori culture and heritage because this is the only 
country in the world where it is found. “Hence her symbolic gesture of 
driving the pouwhenua into the ground while saying, ‘This is our land’.”

As her biographer Michael King noted, Whina Cooper’s message didn’t 
go down so well with modern Maori activists:

“No Maori leader has attracted more public praise from Pakeha 
(European) people and more public criticism from sectors of Maoridom 
than Whina.”

In its obituary on Dame Whina’s death in 1994, Britain’s Independent 
newspaper wrote:23

“Many young Maoris, impatient for results, favoured more aggressive 
action and established a makeshift camp on the steps of Parliament in 
defiance of her orders. Their resulting arrest aggravated differences between 
the conservative approach of Cooper, who devoted her life to creating 
harmony between the races and finding peaceful solutions to differences, 
and the more militant forces of Maoridom.”

The reason for this divergence between Dame Whina’s conservatism on 
the one hand, and the modern Maori renaissance on the other, was a mas-
sive re-think on the part of the latter about what the Treaty of Waitangi 
actually meant, and this goes to the very heart of the treaty debate and race 
relations in New Zealand. It also goes to the very heart of understanding 
Winston Peters’ and New Zealand First’s views on treaty issues, and will 
allow readers to see in context why urban liberals like Michael Laws did 
not fully understand the big picture themselves.

Dame Whina was born in 1895, and her perception of the Treaty of 
Waitangi was very much coloured by Maori and European understanding 
at the time which, essentially, was this:

The treaty was a compact between two peoples to unite as one under 
a common sovereign – the Queen of England – and build a new nation 
together. The treaty guaranteed Maori communal property rights over the 
lands and territories each iwi possessed, but provided a mechanism for 
tribes to sell land to the Crown if they wished. This clause was inserted 
to head off private land speculators who’d been doing deals for vast tracts 
of land at peppercorn rates prior to the treaty.

23  “Obituary: Dame Whina Cooper”, Independent, 28 March 1994,  
http://www.independent.co.uk/news/people/obituary-dame-whina-cooper-1432167.html
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In effect, the agreement cancelled existing land purchases subject to their rati-
fication by the Crown, to ensure Maori were not being cheated, and required 
Maori in turn to only deal with the Crown in regard to future land sales.

As noted, the treaty recognised and preserved the traditional Maori 
practice of communal ownership and control of land.

This worked well for the first few years after the treaty, but for one 
inconvenient truth. The treaty had guaranteed Maori all the rights and 
privileges of British citizens, and this included the right to hold title to 
their own piece of land – not communal title but individual freehold, 
just as we enjoy today.

Enterprising Maori realised that their communal model of tribal land 
ownership was preventing them from carving off pieces of land and having 
their own sections that they could develop and sell. In essence, many iwi 
came to the realisation that communal land ownership, like grass skirts 
and kiwi feather cloaks, was not as profitable or useful to them as freehold 
European titles, warm European clothes or solid timber housing.

Pressure began to build from within Maoridom for the government to 
grant Maori the right to carve up their land and have European title to it. 
The government, conscious of its promises under the treaty to protect the 
old system, didn’t wish to see the remaining tracts of tribal land broken 
up into lifestyle blocks.

The chiefs, however, saw the restriction as unfair. Their Pakeha brothers 
could buy and sell land as they liked, but iwi could not:

“This is about the land. It is, in accordance with my opinion that it 
should be divided that each man should have a certain number of acres, 
that he may be able to sell his portion to the Europeans without creating 
confusion,” chief Matenga of Tarawera told the massive national hui at 
Kohimarama in 1860.24

Wiremu Tamihana agreed: “Let me state my grievance. It is this. Our 
lands are not secured to us by Crown Grant. Every man is not allowed to 
get a Crown Grant to his land.”

When the government relented and put in place a procedure allowing 
Maori to break up tribal land and individualise it, the move created a 
flashpoint that led to the Taranaki land wars.

24  Speeches from the Kohimarama hui of 1860 can be found in “The Great Divide” by Ian Wishart, Howl-
ing At The Moon Publishing, 2012. These ones are on p196
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In the aftermath, massive land confiscations for the rebellion, which even 
inadvertently swept up some of the non-rebellious iwi, caused problems 
leading to the treaty settlements process we know and love today.25

However, the other key point to emerge was that the majority of Maori 
in the 1860s and beyond continued to view the treaty as a unifier, not 
a divider. They continued to swear utter allegiance to the Crown as the 
only sovereign of New Zealand. 

Now the land wars had also been about the Maori King movement. The 
King movement decided that Maori mana would be enhanced if New 
Zealand were to have two rulers – a British sovereign to rule over the 
European settlers, and a Maori sovereign to unite and govern Maoridom. 
This was the emergence of what we now see as the modern Maori activist 
movement, or tino rangatiratanga – self government.

Although it was soundly defeated by an alliance of Government forces 
and friendly Maori iwi, the seed that germinated within the King move-
ment had been planted, and with the right conditions (government 
breaches in regard to land, education and health) it would sprout in fertile 
ground over the century that followed.

Which is a shame, because here is how most chiefs saw the Maori sov-
ereignty movement back in 1860:

“I am grieved about this new thing. I mean this new name – the Maori 
King. Its tendency is to cause division and ill feeling between the Maories 
and the Europeans. Its tendency is to lower both Pakehas and Maories. I 
say let this movement be suppressed…and let the Pakehas and the Maories 
live together as brethren. Let the Queen be Queen for both England and 
New Zealand, It was not without good ground that the title of Queen of 
England and of New Zealand was assumed.”

The person who uttered those words was no mug – it was Tamihana Te 
Rauparaha, high chief of Ngatitoa.26

“I say, let our views be clear. Let it not be supposed the Pakehas wish 
to enslave (oppress) the Maories. It is not so. The Pakeha wishes to raise 
the Maori. I am therefore very much grieved on account of this move-

25  Ironically, the Waitangi Tribunal would later rewrite history and say the government had never asked 
iwi whether they wanted individual freehold title, and therefore that the Crown had breached the treaty 
by creating such titles without iwi consent.
26  The Great Divide, p190
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ment. Our old Maori customs are at the bottom of it, and it has been set 
up to attract our younger brothers. What has changed our clothing, and 
caused the dog-skin mat to be laid aside? This new name will lead to our 
debasement; therefore, I say, let it be suppressed.

“Let this King be put down. We are becoming divided amongst our-
selves by means of this King. It therefore appears to me we shall be of this 
opinion, Chiefs of the Conference, that we must support the Governor, 
and that we should avail ourselves of advantages offered to us and thus 
share in; the superiority of the Pakehas.

“Let us abandon Maori customs. Look at the superior condition of the 
Pakeha! This is not slavery. Let this title of King be put down. Even though 
the King’s flag has been hoisted at our place Otaki it shall be cast down, 
it shall never be allowed to stand. It is calculated to produce ill-will and 
division, and if the Maori is separated from the Pakeha, he (the Maori) 
will find himself wrong. The Queen’s shall be our only flag. We will hold 
our lands under the protection of the Queen.”

All of which brings us back to Dame Whina Cooper and Winston Peters’ 
understanding of the Treaty of Waitangi. Like their illustrious forebears, 
both knew the Treaty guaranteed Maori property rights, but was never 
about joint sovereignty; ‘treaty partners’ did not mean co-rulers in a land 
divided according to race.

Unfortunately, however, that’s exactly how the Maori renaissance move-
ment of the 1970s and 80s was pitching it. In universities and news media 
opinion columns, the idea gradually took hold that the Treaty had guaran-
teed Maori ‘tino rangatiratanga’ as a self governing people, and that Pakeha 
New Zealanders were merely ‘manuhiri’, or ‘guests’ whose continued right 
to live in Aotearoa was entirely at the mercy of Maori whim.

This, as you have now seen, bore no resemblance to what the rangatira 
who actually signed the Treaty had understood or wanted, but a century 
down the track, on the back of the cultural revolution of the sixties, that 
seed planted by the renegade king movement back in the 1860s suddenly 
sprang into bloom.

Amongst the intelligentsia, many saw their struggle against the estab-
lishment in semi-Marxist terms, ‘my enemy’s enemy must therefore be 
my friend’, and it became fashionable to support virtually any cause 
that threatened the status quo, under the banner of ‘inclusivity’. Maori 
sovereignty was one of those issues quickly adopted by urban liberals, 
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leading to lashings of what Peters would later call “sickly white liberal 
guilt” – a condition where one is supposedly so ashamed at the actions of 
one’s Pakeha forebears that one throws one’s entire lot in with the Maori 
renaissance to atone for the ancestral guilt. The Grey Lynn version of 
Stockholm Syndrome, if you like. The doctrine of ‘Tolerance’ decreed 
that all anti-establishment viewpoints were valid without question, but 
establishment views were not to be tolerated.

Winston Peters, Dame Whina Cooper and others were smart enough 
to differentiate between genuine treaty land grievances, and the wider 
aims of Maori sovereignty, which they did not regard as authentic. Urban 
liberals, however, never understood the nuances because they’d grown up 
only hearing the modern interpretations of the Treaty, not the real version.

In describing Peters as having a “scattered understanding” of treaty issues, 
Michael Laws was only advocating what many liberal New Zealanders 
still genuinely but mistakenly believe.

Little did Peters know in 1975 when, as a young lawyer, he nailed home 
his Ngati Wai tribe’s land rights in the face of a government land grab – 
and little did Dame Whina know as she enhanced Winston’s efforts and 
established the 1975 land march – that they were uncorking a genie that 
Winston would spend the next few decades trying to put back in the bottle.
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“The Prime Minister Has No 
Recollection Of The Pot”
“Power tends to corrupt, and absolute power corrupts absolutely. 
Great men are almost always bad men.” – Lord Acton, English jurist

AS BOOK TITLES GO, ABSOLUTE POWER tells the story of the Helen Clark years 
pretty well, but I did briefly flirt with an alternative title, High Crimes and 
Misdemeanors. Unfortunately, US columnist Ann Coulter had already turned 
a book of that name into a bestseller on the Clinton presidency, but no one in 
New Zealand can deny that Labour’s reign has been dogged by more immoral 
and illegal behavior than any other administration in a century. Yet despite 
its crimes, no one within the Government has ever been prosecuted. 

What you are about to read, however, will go further than anyone has 
gone before – digging up a Prime Minister you didn’t even know existed, 
and exposing genuine, Queensland-style corruption in the country that keeps 
priding itself on being corruption-free.

Frankly, if I’m not up against a wall in handcuffs being read my rights by 
the end of the first week of this book’s release, I’ll be pleasantly surprised. 
If Police Commissioner Howard Broad thought he had problems with a 
chicken sex movie last year, he’s in for a surprise in these pages but it won’t 
be so pleasant.

Deputy Police Commissioner Rob Pope will have some fresh questions to 
answer as well, and they won’t be pleasant either, and Police Minister Annette 
King and Prime Minister Helen Clark will face equally sticky questions over 
what they knew and when, and what they did when they found out.

Education Minister Chris Carter will face questions over whether he 
deliberately misled a police investigation, Heather Simpson is caught dead to 
rights interfering in the independence of a government department in breach 
of the rules, and you’ll find out why one of the Prime Minister’s media team 
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was forced to utter this classic line, “The Prime Minister has no recollection 
of the pot.”

 And that’s just a snippet, a trifle, of the revelations in this book. Then 
there’s Labour’s connections to a Caribbean tax haven tycoon with alleged 
links to the New York mafia, described as “a sugar-daddy to a coked-up black 
hostess”; a tycoon whose right hand man got pinged in a massive fraud case 
involving a murderer and a bank robber.

Let’s not forget Helen Clark herself – the child who suffered social phobias 
and panic attacks yet grew up to be Prime Minister. That in itself is an 
amazing story, but trying to tell it is like scaling the walls of Camelot, only to 
find the whole thing’s made of cardboard. The Helen Clark we see today is a 
carefully manufactured, airbrushed brand. She is a woman who makes all the 
right noises at all the right times, and delivers her lines seamlessly. She has an 
intellect like a bear-trap – sharp and lethal. But she is also a chameleon, an 
actress or, as even her first biographer put it, a “control freak”. Many see Clark 
as a leader with a dangerous agenda. 

“She wants to busy herself with what goes on in the homes of the nation 
in areas which families regard as their own responsibility, and I think she’s 
going over a very dangerous line.”

There are also many other views of what Clark has done. The Helen Clark 
who emerges from these pages is a Helen Clark measured against her own 
words from years ago. While her actions suggest she has remained true to her 
core principles and has carefully introduced policies to reflect those, the news 
transcripts show Clark has been prepared to say anything to anyone if she 
thinks it will advance her agenda.

Case in point? That quote above about interfering “in the homes of the 
nation” was not someone talking about Clark. It was Clark! She was trying 
to paint her opponent Jenny Shipley as the devil incarnate of the “Nanny 
State”. Vote for Shipley, warned Clark, and you’ll have “Nanny State” poking 
its nose into your family’s life and how you bring up your kids! Somewhere 
between entering the polling booth on election day 1999, and waking up the 
next morning as Prime Minister-elect, Clark’s views shifted 180 degrees. 

No one, not even the earlier biography by Clark’s own media advisor, Brian 
Edwards, has done the comprehensive trawl back through thousands of old news 
stories that Absolute Power encapsulates, in search of the authentic Helen Clark. 
These, too, are revealing. Only in Clark’s more candid appearances, such as her 
essay in Virginia Myers’ Head & Shoulders, published in 1986, does the future 
Prime Minister let her guard down and give vital hints of what really drives her. 
Clark, who’d actually given the interview in late 1984 only months after being 
rejected for a Cabinet position in the Lange administration, was angry at the 
time (a little like John Tamihere’s infamous interview 21 years later when he’d 
just been cleared by the SFO but told he could not return to his cabinet post), 
and the resulting essay under her byline was all the better for it.



Introduction

8

The contents of that interview have become defining statements for Clark, 
such as this intense comment about children:

“I’ve never had any intention of having a child. I definitely see children as 
destroying my lifestyle. It’s inconceivable that I would become pregnant.”

By the time of the Edwards book, a very positive portrait published just 
ahead of the 2002 election, Helen Clark’s earlier candour had become far 
more spun – fuelling an emergent mythology about Clark, with repeated 
references to Helen Clark and Peter Davis’ sexuality.

For reasons that are shrouded in mystery, some of the things that have 
been written about Clark in her official biography are not true. Or if they are, 
then Clark has lied elsewhere on the public record. For example, her stated 
addresses on the electoral roll in various years differ from claimed addresses 
in her book, and in one election she is registered to vote in two different 
electorates, simultaneously. 

During the course of researching this biography, I made a conscious 
decision to avoid, for the most part, rehashing people’s current memories 
surrounding past events. As an investigative journalist, one often finds our 
memories and recollections can be tainted or tilted by both hindsight and 
our current worldview, let alone tricks of the memory over time. So wherever 
possible I have sifted through official documents, interviews and news reports 
contemporaneous with the events in question. It is often said that journalism 
is the first draft of history, and this biography draws heavily on those first 
draft accounts when it comes to quotes and context.

Brian Edwards’ work, Helen, Portrait of a Prime Minister, is without 
footnotes or index. It was also, as Edwards himself notes, based not so much 
on the historical record but on face to face interviews with colleagues and 
friends of Helen Clark. Nonetheless it has been invaluable, and I am indebted 
to Edwards for laying the groundwork. As his own publisher anticipated in 
the blurb to Helen, “His [Edwards’] authoritative account is the first book to 
be published on Helen Clark and will provide the indispensable foundation 
for any future biography.” 

Absolute Power, on the other hand, is not just about what happened publicly 
and what played out on the news each night. It is much more about what 
was going on behind the scenes – the power plays, the dirty tricks, the 
Machiavellian maneuvers. The bits the daily media missed.

This book concludes that New Zealand’s political system is at a dangerous 
constitutional crossroads, that the power of the Executive has evolved too 
rapidly for checks and balances to keep up, and that abuses of that power are 
now becoming more frequent. I call, like former Prime Minister Sir Geoffrey 
Palmer did in his seminal work, Unbridled Power, nearly 30 years ago, for a 
much wider public debate around what we want our democracy to reflect, 
and what we are prepared to tolerate from our rulers.

The lessons of Absolute Power are drawn from the actions of the fifth Labour 
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Government, but they are universal political lessons and whoever wins the 
next election would do well to ponder them, lest they end up in a similar 
predicament.

As a former Labour cabinet press secretary in the fourth Labour Government, 
who grew up and worked in Wellington, I am acutely aware of the heart that 
beats inside that city and the blood that flows through its veins. I am, like 
Edwards, a sometime practitioner of the dark arts of media advice by virtue 
of that political baptism.

I am nonetheless apolitical, supporting individual policies rather than 
ideological packages. When National was voted out in 1999, I applauded like 
many others to see Clark take the podium and promise a brave new future, 
free of the corruption and sleaze that had dogged politics for what seemed 
like forever.

So when critics accuse me of being anti-Labour, they are painting a 
convenient two dimensional portrait of a three dimensional issue. The 
analysis I bring to Absolute Power is the same that I brought to the Winebox 
investigation: scrutiny by the Fourth Estate of the activities of the Executive, 
in the interests of informing the public. Nothing more, nothing less. 
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Finding The Rough In The Diamonds
Sir Humphrey: “But it is the truth, Minister.” 
Jim Hacker: “I don’t want the truth. I want something I can tell 
Parliament!” – Yes, Minister

THERE IS A STORY TOLD by an old schoolmate of Helen Clark’s, of the time when 
they were both 15-year olds in the Waikato farming settlement that the Clark 
family called home. One of the local girls had just become the proud owner 
of a litter of kittens, and invited the other teenagers around for a look.

“Ugh,” was 15 year old Helen Clark’s response when she saw so many 
squirming kittens trying to feed from their mother. “How horrible. There’s 
too many. You should just drown them.”

It certainly left an impression on those in the room.
As a patron of the Family Planning Association in later life, and the architect 

of radical laws to allow abortion clinics to perform abortion surgery on 11 
year old girls without parental knowledge or consent, one can only wonder 
what part the kittens played in fashioning Clark’s attitudes to parenting.

There are some who say you can divorce the private life and the private past 
of a politician from their performance in the actual job; that all that matters 
is what you see in the 9-5 workday, not what they do after hours, not what 
they privately believe.

For a number of major reasons, this is utterly, totally and fundamentally 
wrong. It is a political lie that’s been told for so long and so regularly that 
the news media have come to believe it, and through the media they have 
conditioned you – the public – to believe it too.

It may be true of an ordinary person in a professional or working class job, 
where the employer sets the tasks for the day and you are paid to complete 
them. Politicians are a different breed: we are their employers, but they often 
don’t do what we tell them – unless it is election year.

Politicians want your money – nearly 40% of what you earn on average 
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by the time fees and GST are included. Labour’s tax take has increased a 
whopping 37% since they came to power. Politicians, once they get your 
money, exercise enormous power over your life. Sudden access to all that 
cash, tens of billions of dollars, makes those politicians dream about all the 
pet projects they have privately fantasized about all their lives. They can now 
put those schemes into place.

The voter’s only defence to political ambush of the kind we’ve seen in the 
past two decades is to encourage the news media to do more in-depth digging 
of those who have the power to tax, to legislate and to enforce police action 
against those who defy the regime. We, the people, have a right to know what 
really makes our politicians tick, and what they do in their private lives that may 
impact on their public duties or the legislation they support.

After all, the laws they make affect your life. With absolute power should 
come absolute scrutiny.

How far should the media go into the lives of public figures? It is an age-old 
ethical question: is the issue sufficiently relevant to be in the public interest? 
Contrary to popular misconception, the news media knows far more about 
most public figures than it ever publishes, because it correctly deems that 
much of that information has no bearing on how the person does their job.

For example, the fact that a politician may be gay is irrelevant to whether 
they’re a good Minister of Transport or Minister of Finance. The fact that 
another politician is a strong Christian is irrelevant to their performance as 
Minister of Health. It is particularly where one’s private life intersects with their 
public duties that issues of relevance and/or the voters’ “right to know” surface.

Take those two previous examples: that same gay politician chooses to 
champion a bill favouring gay adoption of children, but without disclosing 
his own sexual preferences. The image presented to the voters is of a straight 
politician rising above prejudice and emphasizing tolerance and acceptance. 
This sends a powerful message to voters about their own biases. But the 
message is untrue. It might be valid from someone else, but not him. The 
politician is not straight, he is a member of a community whose members 
stand to benefit from a law change. In other words, he has an undeclared 
conflict of interest.

Voters should be able to see whether an MP has a personal, rather than 
professional, interest in any issue. By choosing to become involved in a 
political issue dear to his heart and which challenges the boundaries of social 
acceptability, the politician makes his private life relevant. Likewise, a strong 
Christian appointed as Minister of Censorship might make decisions that 
many agree with, but his beliefs are indeed relevant to how he performs in 
that particular portfolio and should be disclosed. On the flip side of that 
coin, the same applies to raging social liberals occupying powerful positions. 
The top two appointees in the Office of the Film Censor are, for example, 
gay. Likewise, we now have a gay Education Minister, while the head of the 
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Ministry of Education is lesbian. So if it was valid for the news media in 1984 
to continually highlight (and often ridicule) the Christian conservatism of 
then Education Minister Merv Wellington, it must be equally important for 
the public to know the backgrounds of others in public office. Anything else 
would be hypocrisy on the media’s part.

Likewise, if leading campaigners to abolish smacking were themselves 
parents whose kids drifted into trouble because of a lack of discipline, isn’t 
that relevant to the political debate?

As you proceed to unravel the real story of the Helen Clark government in the 
pages that follow, you will be confronted with this dilemma from time to time: 
have our politicians tried to persuade the public by hiding their real intentions, 
or who they really are? And do you have a right to know?

The New Zealand media regard politicians’ private beliefs and lives as largely 
out of bounds, but I’ve taken the trouble of including leading international 
views on the problem, to help you better understand - because this book will 
certainly push boundaries.

In the essay, “Can Public Figures Have Private Lives?”, Harvard University’s 
Frederick Schauer1 has contributed significantly to the debate.

“In most of the debates about the issue of disclosing facts about the lives 
of candidates or office holders that those candidates or office holders would 
wish to keep secret, the issue is framed around the question of the relevance 
of the fact at issue. 

“Typically, as with the debates about the extramarital sexual activities of 
President Clinton or about past drug use or other allegedly “minor” crimes that 
took place in the distant past, it is alleged that the facts ought not be disclosed 
because they are irrelevant to the performance of the job. Regardless of whether 
people want the information, the argument goes, information that is not relevant 
to job performance has no place in the public electoral discussion.

“Such claims of irrelevance mask a host of deeper and more difficult issues. 
Chief among these are contestable issues about what the job actually is, and 
equally contestable empirical issues about the relationship of some fact to 
that job.”

Illustrating that point, Schauer raises the example of US judge Douglas 
Ginsberg, whose nomination to the US Supreme Court was spiked in 1987 
after reporters, using unnamed sources, disclosed that Ginsberg had been a 
frequent user of marijuana in the past. Leaving aside the medical argument 
over whether marijuana would have dulled his wits sufficiently to make him a 
liability on the Supreme Court bench, Schauer concentrates more on the fact 
that as a person supposed to uphold the law in one of the supreme positions 
available under the US constitution, Ginsberg simply couldn’t measure up: 

“The fact of past disobedience to law was material to Ginsberg’s qualifications”.

1 http://www.ksg.harvard.edu/presspol/research_publications/first_amendment_
series/schauer2.PDF
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Just as it was, of course, in the fall from grace of New Zealand’s Attorney-
General David Parker, after he was caught by Investigate filing false returns 
to the Companies Office.

“My point here,” Schauer continues, “is that a claim of ‘irrelevance’ 
presupposes some standard of relevance...denials of relevance often mask 
narrow conceptions of the positions and its responsibilities, conceptions with 
which others might reasonably disagree.”

This is one of Professor Schauer’s central points: that even if a majority of 
voters might believe something is “irrelevant” or out-of-bounds, a functioning 
democracy requires that the interests of a minority who might want to hear 
that information be protected.

“When such disagreement does exist, however, the issue becomes more 
difficult, because there is now the question of when it is appropriate to make 
widely available a piece of information that some voters might think relevant to 
their voting decision, under circumstances in which the information is indeed 
relevant to their voting decision based on criteria that they take to be relevant.”

Schauer uses the Monica Lewinsky affair to illustrate the problem:
“The claim that marital infidelity is irrelevant to the office of President of the 

United States presupposes that the role of President should not include the role 
of being an exemplar of marital fidelity. For many people it should not, but for 
many others it should, and debates about relevance to the job are commonly 
smokescreens for debates about just what it is that the job really entails.

“It is widely known that President Clinton cheats at golf. Although it is clear 
that playing golf is not part of the job description of President…many people 
believe that maintaining certain high standards of veracity are indeed part of that 
job description. And if that is the case, then the empirical question is presented 
whether evidence of cheating at golf is some evidence of (or relevant to) a likely 
failure to maintain high standards of veracity in public pronouncements.”

This of course is precisely the credibility problem Helen Clark has during 
this election year: does she have a flawed character that, while it might be 
forgiven once, is now showing a clear pattern of behavior? If readers are 
suddenly sensing a merging of Paintergate, Speedogate, Doonegate and 
Pledgegate, read on:

“It is possible that the answer is no,” continues Schauer, “and that there is 
neither a causal relationship or even a correlation between the existence of 
the trait of cheating at golf and the existence of the trait of being abnormally 
dishonest in one’s public and political dealings. But it is also possible that the 
answer is yes, and that a cheater at golf, holding everything else constant, is 
more likely to be dishonest in public statements. And if this latter alternative 
is in fact the case, then the argument that golf behaviour is ‘private’ or none of 
the public’s business becomes a somewhat more difficult one to maintain.”2

2 The NZ media, in publishing details of Don Brash’s rumoured affair (still not proven, 
incidentally but the media felt justified in raising the issue in principle), adopted a similar 
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Cheating, however, is a personality trait that many people can agree is relevant. 
What about the grey areas of sexuality? After all, we all have sex lives.

“No less real is the example of the disclosure, against the presumed wishes 
of the candidate, of the sexual orientation of a candidate for public office. 
Although many of us believe that sexual orientation is both immaterial and 
irrelevant to job performance in all or virtually all public sector and private 
sector settings, it is unfortunately (from my perspective) the case that not 
everyone agrees.

“For a not insignificant proportion of the population in most countries 
in the world, having a gay, lesbian or bisexual orientation is immoral, and 
having a heterosexual orientation is not only morally commanded, but is also 
a necessary qualification for holding public office.”

Schauer’s view is that like it or not, you can’t have a meaningful public 
debate on these issues in a general sense but only on a case by case basis – the 
circumstances of each politician being different. Voters may decide that sexual 
behaviour is irrelevant in one case but exceedingly relevant in another, because 
of the different personalities or responsibilities of the politicians in question.

“It may turn out that disclosure of traits that some deliberators believe to 
be morally immaterial or empirically irrelevant will nevertheless properly be 
part of the process by which [the public] decides collectively…what its moral 
criteria will be.”

And again, the Harvard professor returns to the checks and balances 
necessary in a democracy. Even if only ten percent of the electorate believe 
that private life information should be disclosed, he says, and the other 90% 
believe it shouldn’t be, publication is justified.

“Under these circumstances, it is tempting to conclude that the majority should 
prevail, and that disclosure should be deemed inappropriate. But given that we are 
discussing the topic of the information necessary for exercising [the vote]…there 
is something deeply problematic about majorities deciding that information relevant 
to the voting decisions of a minority ought in some formal or informal way be made 
unavailable to that minority.” [author’s emphasis]

Although Schauer hears the argument often used in New Zealand politics 
– that raking over the coals of politicians’ private lives will discourage good 
people from standing for election – he disagrees with it.

“There are moral arguments on the other side as well,” he acknowledges. 
“Chief among those is the argument that control over the information about 
one’s life is itself a central part of what is sometimes referred to as personal 
autonomy, and that there is no good reason why a person should be required 
to relinquish that right simply to enter the public domain.

“Yet if personal autonomy is the basis for the countervailing right of non-
disclosure, it may be hard to distinguish this right from all of the other 

line, that revealing Brash’s action was a matter of public interest, however distasteful it 
may have been for all involved, including the media.
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autonomy rights that one must forgo to enter the public arena.
“One has the right to speak or to remain silent, to live where one pleases, 

sometimes to work where one pleases, and a host of other rights that are 
commonly and properly thought relinquishable by one’s voluntary decision to 
stand for public office or to operate in the public domain more generally.”

In other words, what makes a public figure’s right to privacy sacrosanct when 
they may give up a whole lot of other rights as part of standing for office?

Naturally, Professor Schauer is not alone in his assessments of the reduced right 
to privacy of public figures. In a major editorial early 2005, Britain’s Guardian 
newspaper tackled the issue in the wake of the David Blunkett affair.3

“The awkward truth is that the way people live their private lives does tell 
us things that can help to make judgments about them as public people…this 
is not the same as saying that the world will only be put to rights if it is run by 
certified saints. This country was seen through two world wars by leaders who 
would certainly not qualify on that score; but whatever the human failings 
of a Lloyd George or a Churchill, they did not include an inability to get the 
job done.”

It’s a comment that echoes the earlier ones on relevance. Are the personal 
failings relevant to the particular job they have?

The San Francisco Chronicle’s test in regard to public figures is this: “Personal 
conduct may have a bearing on public roles and public responsibilities. The 
degree to which a public figure voluntarily conducts his or her life in public or the 
degree to which private conduct bears on the discharge of public responsibility 
should guide the publication of personal information.”

Journalist turned lawyer Hal Fuson, now the chief legal officer at America’s 
Copley Newspaper Group, told a panel discussion that journalists should not 
pull back from disclosing facts about elected officials just because of their 
own worldviews.

“Worry about the facts, folks, and let the truth take care of itself. Truth is 
like beauty, it’s in the eye of the beholder. And facts depend on verifiability. 
Verifiability depends upon being able to get your hands on lots of information 
that people don’t want you to have, because they want to shape their stories 
to suit themselves, not to suit the interests of society, and certainly not to suit 
your desire to inform your communities.”

The American Press Institute has published an ethics “checklist” for journalists 
weighing up publishing private information on politicians. They include:4

Does this matter affect the person’s ability to do his job?
Does this matter reflect on the person’s conduct in office?
Does this matter reflect on the person’s character?
Does the matter reveal hypocrisy?
“Character matters for public officials,” says the Press Institute. “They 

3  http://www.buzzle.com/editorials/11-30-2004-62334.asp
4 The American Press Institute missed one: Does the matter reveal a hidden agenda?
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publish family pictures on campaign brochures and proudly reveal private 
matters that reflect positively on their character. Private matters that reflect 
negatively on their character matter to readers as well.”

The Institute concludes:
“Don’t look for easy answers. Many stories involve consideration of more 

than one of these questions. However you decide, you can’t ensure that you 
will please all your readers. If you write the story, some readers will say you are 
prying into matters that should be private. If you don’t, some readers will say 
you are covering up for people in power…Sometimes the proper decision is 
to publish the story along with an explanation of your reasons for publishing 
and your consideration of various factors. Most readers understand that these 
are not black and white decisions.

“You might decide that a long-ago consensual affair between adults is no 
one’s business, and some readers will decide that you’re covering up. Or you 
might decide that criminal conduct is newsworthy whenever it occurred and 
some readers will think you are dredging up mud about youthful mistakes 
because your editorial page opposes the candidate.”

Australian political reporter Peter Cole-Adams was quoted in one ethics 
discussion this way:

“Elected parliamentarians were, he said, the paradigm of the public figure: 
each chose to enter politics; was paid by the public; spent public money; lived 
by publicity; enjoyed perks; and had the right to defame anyone he chose 
from the sanctity of the parliamentary privilege…in this sense, the public, as 
the hirer and firer, has a right to know what its representatives are up to. ‘If 
they are not going to be honest…they should be careful’.”

The questions the press has to ask are: is it true? Is it interesting?
Is it in the public interest to disclose? He noted Lord Northcote’s dictum: 

‘News is what someone wants to suppress. Everything else is advertising.”
Those who say we should ignore the private beliefs and activities of 

politicians overlook one other thing as well. Should the Catholic or Anglican 
churches be required to hire an atheist as Cardinal or Archbishop, on the 
grounds that their beliefs are irrelevant to how they perform their job? If a 
politician was secretly a huge believer in the policies and ideas of Adolf Hitler, 
shouldn’t the public have a right to know before giving them the keys to our 
Treasury chest, police force, army and laws?

If a cabinet minister allegedly role-played adult child sex fantasies as part of 
a bondage and discipline session in his own time, is that truly private behavior 
and therefore “out of bounds”, or is it something voters are entitled to consider, 
in case such a politician was ever responsible for children’s welfare policies?

The answer, in all these cases, is that sometimes private beliefs and private 
actions are indeed relevant, regardless of whether political supporters or the 
rest of the news media agree or not.

Armed with this perspective, then, our journey begins on election night, 1999.
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Helen’s Journey To The Dark Side
Sir Arnold: “Are you suggesting that I give confidential  
information to the press?” 
Sir Humphrey: “Certainly not, Arnold. This is confidential 
disinformation.” 
Sir Arnold: “Ah, that is different.” – Yes Minister

THE VOYAGE FROM POLITICAL INNOCENCE to corruption does not happen 
overnight. It follows evolutionary steps. Helen Clark’s public journey to the 
dark side began in her very first week in power. You may think you know 
about the dismissal of Police Commissioner Peter Doone, but what Helen 
Clark did behind the scenes to Doone has never been fully documented, until 
now, and it sets the tone for her entire administration. 

For the newly-elected Helen Clark, the seeds for the first test of her leadership 
(and her first Machiavellian power-play) were being sown on election night, 
November 27, in Wellington. Police Commissioner Peter Doone – a man 
named in a news report just days after the election as being on a government 
hit-list for dismissal – managed to get himself in a spot of bother during a 
routine police traffic stop. Doone had been in the hot seat over the disastrous 
INCIS police computer debacle, and a favourite target of Labour during the 
previous year.

Doone had recently left his wife, Anne, and family, decamping the family 
home in favour of new digs with Robyn Johnstone, a media advisor at 
the LTSA head office in Wellington. Whether or not the Commissioner’s 
new arrangements were common knowledge among police rank and file 
in Wellington is not clear – chances are that although Police National 
Headquarters staff would have become aware of the office scuttlebutt, the 
marriage break-up, understandably, probably wasn’t the subject of an “All 
Points Bulletin” to the wider police district.

So when a car driven by Johnstone, with Doone in the passenger seat, was 
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pulled over in Wellington around 9pm on election night in a routine patrol 
stop, the sensitivities surrounding his new relationship may have been one 
of the reasons Doone bounced out of the vehicle to greet the approaching 
officer. It was Doone’s new partner – the ‘other woman’ – who was driving, 
and Doone was probably hoping to head off one of those embarrassing smirks 
from a senior colleague. He needn’t have worried, as it turned out. While a 
senior officer remained in the squad car radioing number plate details back to 
base, the man approaching Doone was rookie constable Brett Main, who’d 
only been a police officer for three days, and was surprised and – in his own 
words – “intimidated” when he found he’d pulled over his boss.

The alleged offence was a minor one – Robyn Johnstone had forgotten to 
turn her headlights on as she pulled out onto one of Wellington’s floodlit main 
roads. It is police policy, however, to stop drivers at night if they’re caught 
without their lights, and talk to them. The logic behind this seems incredibly 
simple and straightforward: coming from behind, a police car would have no 
option but to stop the vehicle precisely so they could tell the driver their lights 
weren’t on. In other words, it’s not rocket science, and the intention seems to 
be mainly advisory, rather than prosecutorial – police policy also recording 
that any subsequent action is at the discretion of the officer.

So at one level, the decision by Doone to talk to the officer did not, in itself, 
defeat the purpose of the policy: the car had been stopped by police, and the 
driver – albeit via the passenger – advised that her lights were off. Doone, 
as you’ll discover later, says he didn’t even realize a traffic offence had been 
committed, and he got out of the car merely because he assumed it was just a 
random stop and he saw it as a chance to greet his “troops”.

Whatever, the issue exploded to become the defining symbol of Prime 
Ministerial power in her first 100 days in office, and an example of her no-
nonsense approach to cleaning up the “sleaze” of the previous National 
administration. At least, that’s how she pitched it.

To understand the events that followed, however, and the Prime Minister’s 
central role in them, we’ll first retrace the story the way it developed in the 
news media, because this is the storyline that was given to the public.

The traffic stop happened just after 9pm on election night. News of the 
event did not reach the public, however, until a brief item on TVNZ’s Holmes 
programme on Friday, 3 December 1999. That item referred to the fact that 
the Police Commissioner had “exchanged pleasantries” with a constable who’d 
pulled over the vehicle he was in on the previous Saturday night.

Two days after Holmes broke the story, the Sunday Star-Times carried a 
front page story on 5 December, with little fresh information except the 
revelation that Deputy Police Commissioner Rob Robinson had commenced 
an internal investigation into the incident.

A week later, the Star-Times was again back in the fray, this time with a small 
page 3 story suggesting the internal investigation had become “complicated” 
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because the evidence of the constable differed from the evidence of Doone. 
By the 19th of December, the Star-Times was in full flight on the story. It had 

candid front page photos of Doone and Robyn Johnstone, along with details 
that the pair had been seen at a corporate function at Wellington’s overseas 
terminal prior to being pulled over on election night. It repeated the news that 
Doone had stepped out to meet the police officer, and that no breath-test was 
done on driver Robyn Johnstone, the police commissioner’s partner.

It was this story that sent the rest of the news media into a feeding frenzy.
“Mr Doone stepped from the car and engaged the constable in conversation 

before the constable reached the driver’s window, an informed source told the 
Herald yesterday,” reported journalist Alison Horwood.5

“Mr Doone and Ms Johnstone had spent the day at a corporate yachting 
function before going out to dinner. They were pulled over by a police car 
containing two constables…as [the rookie] never made it to the driver’s 
window and did not speak to her there was no way he could have performed 
the routine breath-test for excess alcohol.

“A source close to the inquiry said last night: ‘It’s a disgrace. If that was 
a member of the public who got out of the car and talked to the cop, they 
would be asked to step aside and the driver would be spoken to.”

Further down the story, Police Association president Greg O’Connor was 
quoted as saying he’d had to hire lawyers for the two constables involved 
because “there has been a lot of trauma put on the young constables”.

The implication of the news coverage was becoming clear: Police 
Commissioner Peter Doone had acted inappropriately by intercepting a police 
officer trying to do his duty, and effectively preventing the Commissioner’s 
partner from being breath-tested. That, in a nutshell, is the allegation the 
media were dancing around the edges of.

The following day, a New Zealand Herald editorial6 noted Doone was now 
in the Prime Minister’s gunsights.

“The Prime Minister has indicated that Mr Doone’s future now depends 
on the outcome of the Police Complaints Authority inquiry. The authority is 
investigating whether correct police procedures were followed by the officers 
who stopped the car in which Mr Doone was a passenger because its lights 
were not on…

“The authority must decide not only whether the police commissioner’s 
action was contrary to the law but also whether it might have been 
unreasonable, unjustified, unfair or undesirable.

“Of all public services, the police are perhaps the most important. They give 
the public not only a sense of security but also the confidence that law and order 

5 NZ Herald, 20 December 1999, “Officer failed to question Doone driver”
http://www.nzherald.co.nz/index.cfm?objectid=106089
6 NZ Herald, 21 December 1999, “Editorial: Commissioner of Police should quit”
http://www.nzherald.co.nz/index.cfm?objectid=106113



Chapter 2

20

will be upheld impartially. It goes without saying, therefore, that the country’s 
most senior policeman must be above reproach. Such, unfortunately, is no longer 
the case with police commissioner Peter Doone.”

Doone, now the subject of both the Robinson investigation and a Police 
Complaints Authority investigation, felt hamstrung in his attempts to hit 
back at the Herald editorial.7

“Formal inquiries are underway. There is a due process of law in New 
Zealand under which these matters are judged. The full facts…are not 
currently in the public domain…Because they are still underway and no 
issues have been determined, I am unable to enter public debate on the issues 
at this point. I would ask, therefore, that judgments or comments about these 
matters are not made until the full facts have been properly considered.”

Despite Doone’s pleas, the case against him gained momentum over the 
Christmas/New Year break.

On 30 December, the Herald reported,8 “Prime Minister Helen Clark was 
last night weighing up the future of beleaguered Police Commissioner Peter 
Doone. She was handed a copy of the Police Complaints Authority report 
into Mr Doone’s conduct at a police checkpoint [sic] almost immediately on 
her return yesterday from a three day climbing holiday.”

Clark, playing it by the book in her public comments, told the paper, “There 
will be no precipitate action. We are going to study it very carefully.” She 
added she would be seeking advice from Attorney-General Margaret Wilson 
and Solicitor-General John McGrath, as well as discussing the matter with 
Police Minister George Hawkins.

By January 9, the political spin was that Doone was dog-tucker, provided 
the Government could find a bone substantial enough to beat him with.

“The Government is taking legal advice on how beleaguered Police 
Commissioner Peter Doone can be sacked.”9

Two days later, news reports were suggesting news of Doone’s demise 
would probably emerge from the first Cabinet meeting of the year, set down 
for January 25.

“The Police Commissioner’s position is cabinet-approved and therefore if 
he is to be disestablished the feeling is that it has to be a cabinet decision,” a 
prime ministerial spokesman was quoted in the Herald.10

The following weekend, however, came a dramatic and decisive new 
revelation in the Doone affair – an alleged attempt to actually prevent the 
junior police officer from breath-testing Robyn Johnstone. Up until this 

7 NZ Herald, 22 December 1999, “Wait for all the facts: Doone”
http://www.nzherald.co.nz/index.cfm?objectid=106461
8 NZ Herald, 30 December 1999, “Clark in no rush over Doone” 
http://www.nzherald.co.nz/index.cfm?objectid=106866
9 Sunday Star-Times, 09/01/2000
10 NZ Herald, January 11 2000, “Doone’s future goes to cabinet” 
http://www.nzherald.co.nz/index.cfm?objectid=109571
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point, news coverage had been circumspect, but on 16 January the Star-Times 
went for the Commissioner’s jugular, accusing Doone of telling the young 
cop “That won’t be necessary” when the policeman told him he wanted to 
breath-test the driver.

The reaction to the story is probably more telling than the story itself, so 
here’s how the Herald ran it on the Monday morning:11

“Police Commissioner Peter Doone yesterday denied a newspaper allegation 
that he advised a constable against breath-testing his partner. He says he may 
take legal action over the article.

“Mr Doone, aged 52, has been under intense scrutiny since a Wellington 
police patrol stopped his car, driven by partner Robyn Johnstone, at 11 p.m. 
on November 27 for not having its lights on.

“Mr Doone said yesterday that allegations in the Sunday Star-Times that 
the constable tried to breath test Ms Johnstone were untrue and defamatory. 
‘The allegations that the commissioner told the constable that breath-testing 
his partner ‘won’t be necessary’ have never been raised, are false and also 
defamatory,’ a statement from his office said. ‘I will be seeking urgent legal 
advice with a view to taking action,’ he said.”

Perhaps the most intriguing paragraph in the whole story, however, is this 
one, because it suggests the latest revelation is exactly the golden gun the 
government was looking for.

“Helen Clark has agreed that it would be hard to remove Mr Doone, but legal 
sources have said that if the Commissioner interfered with the constable’s duties, 
such a misuse of authority could be enough to get him fired.”

The entire story shifted gear with the suggestion that Doone had not merely 
“exchanged pleasantries”, but had used his authority to prevent the officer 
from carrying out his lawful duty. Radio talkback went wild. Doone had to 
go, screamed the public. 

The Herald’s political editor, Vernon Small, wrote the following Saturday12:
“A Police Complaints Authority report to Prime Minister Helen Clark contests 

evidence given by police commissioner Peter Doone, government sources say. The 
Weekend Herald also understands that the evidence of an off duty police officer 
provides a crucial eyewitness account of a late-night incident when Mr Doone 
and his partner were stopped by a police patrol. A cabinet meeting on Tuesday 
is due to decide the commissioner’s future amid signals from the Beehive that 
Helen Clark has lost confidence in him.”

If Doone’s denials of any wrongdoing had carried any weight with the public 
the previous Tuesday, the weekend media reports were political dynamite 
with their suggestions that Doone’s credibility was in doubt because other 

11 NZ Herald, 17 January 2000, “Doone threatens to sue over breath-test story” 
http://www.nzherald.co.nz/index.cfm?objectid=111724
12 NZ Herald, 22 January 2000, “Surprise Doone witness”
http://www.nzherald.co.nz/index.cfm?objectid=113778
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witnesses were contradicting his version of events.
By this stage, the first reports of the sequence leading up to the traffic stop 

were filtering out into the media. Doone had been a guest on a corporate 
yacht as part of a regatta on Wellington Harbour between 1.30 and 5.30pm. 
The Herald reported that race rules prohibited any consumption of alcohol 
during the regatta, but that Johnstone had been seen with “at least one drink” 
from the bar at the Overseas Terminal after the race had ended at 5.30.

“Someone who spoke to her and Mr Doone a few minutes before they left 
said they appeared sober. ‘They were socializing with the Governor-General. 
No one in their right mind drinks too much in front of him’. The couple 
left the function between 6pm and 7pm and went to dinner at a Chinese 
restaurant in central Wellington, Uncle Chang’s.”13

In other words, although Johnstone had been drinking, there was no 
suggestion from witnesses that she was over the limit.

The following day, 23 January, the Sunday Star-Times again hammered Doone.14
“Government sources told the Sunday Star-Times Doone will be asked to 

fall on his sword. The request would be made to allow him to salvage some 
dignity. It was also viewed as preferable to a sacking which could prompt 
legal action.

“Doone had failed to realise the seriousness of the situation until very 
recently, one source said. It is understood he has spent about $40,000 on 
legal advice in the past month.

“Part of the Robinson inquiry findings, obtained by this newspaper, contains 
evidence from Main’s partner which confirms the constable was carrying a 
breath-test sniffer. Constable Mark Haldane was an acting sergeant teamed 
with Main. He stayed in the patrol car and used his radio to check the car’s 
licence plate.

“Haldane says in his evidence: ‘Constable Main got out of the car to go and 
speak to the driver. As he got out he leaned back in saying the words `forgot the 
sniffer’ and took it from the centre arm rest between the two front seats’.”

The newspaper was using its exclusive access to the Robinson inquiry, 
“obtained by this newspaper”, to effectively bury Doone’s denials of trying to 
prevent a breath-test.

“A lawyer acting for Doone has threatened legal action against the Sunday Star-
Times, claiming a report last week was defamatory. The letter says: ‘At no point 
in the current investigation has that officer even said anything that suggests that 
he conveyed to Mr Doone an intention to breath-test Ms Johnstone or that the 
officer had in fact tried to breath-test her.’

“Last night another lawyer for Doone, John Upton QC, issued a statement, 
saying: ‘The commissioner did not see any breath-testing device on the constable. 

13 NZ Herald, 22 January 2000, “The day Doone’s troubles started” 
http://www.nzherald.co.nz/index.cfm?objectid=113776
14 Sunday Star-Times, 23 January 2000, “Last chance to resign” by Oskar Alley
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Neither was any request or attempt made to breath-test Ms Johnstone’.”
The damage was complete. In what would become a trademark form of 

political murder in the Clark years, Doone had suffered not just an attack 
on his actions, but on his credibility. Almost invariably, it was this latter type 
of attack that would prove fatal to Clark’s targets. When confronted with 
allegations or individuals she didn’t like, Clark’s response was usually for 
lesser ministers to open fire on the victim with personal attacks designed to 
ridicule, or lessen the target’s credibility in the eyes of the public.

In a final twist of the knife, the Star-Times article hinted that Doone 
couldn’t even remember what time the incident had happened. The news 
media had been repeatedly given an 11pm timing, so when Doone’s lawyer 
wrote to the Star-Times suggesting it was earlier in the evening (presumably 
less time to get ‘tanked’) the paper challenged the claim:

“The lawyer’s letter to the Star-Times said Doone and the constable ‘agreed 
that the incident occurred shortly after 9pm’. This is despite earlier reports 
of it happening about 11pm. Sources also say Johnstone has indicated to 
investigators the pair was stopped after 10.30pm.15

“It is understood Doone claims to have a good memory of the events that 
night. However, the Robinson inquiry notes that when the media began asking 
questions he struggled to remember what day the incident took place. ‘The 
commissioner’s initial comment when the media interest in this incident was 
brought to his attention by Mr Player (Police Headquarters public affairs general 
manager) on Friday the 3rd of December has been commented on above,” the 
Robinson report says. ‘In that conversation Mr Doone had difficulty recollecting 
the exact night this incident took place.’

“Also, he claims he was not standing close to Main when he spoke to him. 
However, the evidence of the constable and a third witness contradicts that claim.”

It’s important to remember, here, that at this point the Robinson inquiry 
had not been publicly released. The newspaper had “obtained” a copy, or 
at least verbatim quotes from it, from an unknown source. This source was 
brave enough to leak the information even though it was a report still before 
Prime Minister Helen Clark for consideration.

The predictions were correct, however, Doone was gone by lunchtime the 
following Tuesday, opting to resign as Commissioner, be demoted to constable 
and serve out a six month “sentence” working, ironically, in the Prime Minister’s 
department on a special project. He would continue to draw his $275,000 salary 
until retiring from the police force in September 2000.

“Prime Minister Helen Clark said the reports raised issues of judgment 
which in turn raised issues of whether there could be confidence in Mr 
Doone,” reported the Herald.16

15 The radio call on Doone’s number plates would have been exactly timed in the police 
computers. There should have been no controversy over this. 
16 NZ Herald, 26 January 2000, “Unrepentant Doone forced to step down” 
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“The incident itself is pretty innocent,” Doone told the waiting media, “ 
– it is what people have interpreted from it. Without that [media role] this 
incident would not have reached the proportions that it has.”

Doone would later realize he was laboring under a massive misconception 
here. He blamed the media for spinning the story, which in turn forced the 
government’s hand. In truth, as he would discover during his court case 
against the Star-Times for defamation in 2005, it was Prime Minister Helen 
Clark herself who’d been stirring the pot and who had passed damning, false, 
information about Doone to the media in a bid to crank the story up.

You’ve seen the version of events the Prime Minister wanted you to see 
about the downfall of Police Commissioner Peter Doone. Now let’s see what 
really was going on behind the scenes.

THE ALLEGATION: Destruction Of A Man’s Career On False Evidence, 
For Political Gain
THE CULPRIT: Prime Minister Helen Clark

In the supercharged world of New Zealand politics, little is what it initially 
seems. In the particulars of the Doone case, nothing was as it seemed. 
The context is really anchored around Doone’s involvement in the INCIS 
computer disaster – one of the Commissioner’s pet projects. In reality, Doone 
was a victim of birthing a good idea before its time: computer technology was 
advancing so rapidly in the late 1990s (from 386 to 486 to the first Pentiums) 
that hardware and software providers were having a hard time keeping up. 
Projects commenced in the mid-90s at vast expense were obsolete by 1999, 
which is one of the reasons the INCIS project kept having budget blowouts.

Already on Labour’s black list, the Police Commissioner’s behavior on 
election night was a political godsend to the new administration. Clark had 
been looking for a credible public excuse to dump Doone in favour of her own 
appointee to the crucial constitutional position. Whilst public dissatisfaction 
over INCIS was running high, it wasn’t quite the smoking gun Clark needed. 
Abuse of power, intimidating a junior officer – these on the other hand were 
issues that heartland New Zealand could easily understand and disapprove of.

If true, Doone deserved to go. But what if they weren’t? 
The truth emerged in 2005, before the election. New Zealand’s mainstream 

media failed to appreciate the real significance of the devastating revelations 
however, so it became the most under-reported political story of 2005. It could, 
in fact, have changed the result of the election. But while the media were 
more than happy to savage National over the Exclusive Brethren pamphlets, 
none were interested in covering court documents revealing Helen Clark had 
provided false information to the media for political gain.

http://www.nzherald.co.nz/index.cfm?objectid=114200
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The details of who was really yanking Doone’s chain were revealed in court 
documents filed by the Sunday Star-Times as it tried to defend the defamation 
action brought by Doone and Johnstone. In a brief of evidence for the court, 
Star-Times journalist Oskar Alley says his own involvement had escalated 
in mid December 1999, when he was rung by “a senior Wellington lawyer 
who had some direct involvement in the matter [who] spoke to me ‘strictly 
off the record’ saying that ‘Doone should be facing charges over this’, urging 
me to keep investigating because there was a very good story in this, saying 
that in the sources’ [note the plural] view Peter Doone had acted highly 
inappropriately”.

Alley does not disclose the identity of the “senior Wellington lawyer” 
or who, exactly, the lawyer was acting for in order to have some “direct 
involvement”.

However, Investigate magazine discovered from a Cabinet briefing paper 
released on the Sir Humphrey’s blog site that Labour’s incoming Prime Minister 
had been briefed on 3 December, the same day the Holmes programme later went 
to air with the first media report of the incident. Additionally, the new Police 
Minister received a full briefing from Deputy Commissioner Rob Robinson on 
December 10. In other words, Labour was well across Doonegate long before a 
“senior” lawyer came forward to urge the Star-Times to dig deeper.

On 14 December, Alley then attended a police Christmas Party where he 
spoke to several people “employed at Police Headquarters” who disclosed fresh 
details to him about the case, such as the fact that the car had been stopped 
because its headlights were not turned on, and that both the Commissioner 
and his partner had been at a corporate function that evening and stopped 
off at a restaurant on the way home. Alley says the police sources he spoke 
to were adamant that the driver of the car should have been breath-tested as 
standard procedure.

On the same day, December 14, Rob Robinson’s preliminary report had 
been completed and delivered, and the more in-depth Police Complaints 
Authority investigation was well underway.

Among those interviewed by the PCA was another police officer who’d 
seen Doone and Robyn Johnstone at the corporate function:

“It was my impression the last time that I saw them that neither of them 
were intoxicated or unfit to drive. I do not think that Robyn Johnson had 
in fact had much to drink and I also gained the impression that she was the 
designated driver.”

The PCA also heard analysis from a doctor about the likely levels of alcohol 
in Robyn Johnstone’s blood (two to three small glasses of wine, with food, over 
several hours), and found they were likely to be “well below the legal driving 
limit, at levels unlikely to be associated with any significant intoxication or 
impairment of judgment or behaviour”.

The PCA head, Judge Neville Jaine, concluded, “The only evidence available 
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to the Authority leads to a conclusion that at the time of driving the blood 
alcohol level of Ms Johnstone did not exceed the legal driving limit.”

This latest point is important. It suggests that Johnstone and Doone had 
nothing to fear from a breath-test, and they had no reason to obstruct one.

If Johnstone was the designated driver (having previously been the 
mouthpiece for the LTSA’s drink-driving safety campaigns) and had only 
consumed a couple of glasses of wine over four hours, with food, Doone had 
no motive to interfere with Constable Brett Main in his duties. It cannot have 
been a factor.

This information was in the Government’s hands by December 29. 
Regardless, the heat really started to go on in the New Year, with that Star-
Times lead story on January 9 headlined “Labour considers sacking Doone”. 
According to Alley, much of the information for this story was actually 
provided by the paper’s political editor at the time, Ruth Laugeson, who’d 
interviewed key but unnamed members of Helen Clark’s staff.

The following week, Alley published a front page lead of his own, the first 
story to allege that Doone told the young constable “That won’t be necessary” 
in reference to breath-testing. For Labour, this was the silver bullet with 
which they hoped to dispatch the Police Commissioner.

“The first information I received about Peter Doone allegedly using the 
words ‘that won’t be necessary’ came from an anonymous phone call to 
me,” says Alley, “on about Tuesday 10 or Wednesday 11 January 2000..[the 
caller] said something along the following lines: … ‘I know the constable 
involved. Are you aware that Peter Doone said to that constable ‘That won’t 
be necessary’ on the night in question?’

“Of course, an anonymous phone call on its own is not a reliable enough source,” 
continues Alley’s brief, “so that week I contacted a Senior Government Advisor 
in the Police Sector [who] confirmed that he was told that our information and 
the words ‘that won’t be necessary’ were correct…[and] he also told me, which 
was something I did not know at the time, that the constable who spoke to Peter 
Doone on the night in question was holding a sniffer device, which I understood 
was [for breath testing].”

A “senior government advisor in the police sector”, by the way, is journo-
code for one of Labour’s political spin-meisters. A genuine police source 
would be called “a senior police national headquarters official”. 

Adopting the Woodward & Bernstein three source rule, Alley decided to 
approach Prime Minister Helen Clark.

“By the time I approached the Prime Minister, both the Robinson and PCA 
reports into the matter would have been completed, signed off and handed to 
appropriate government members,” says Alley in his brief.

“The Prime Minister made it clear that she had seen both reports.”
Alley says he specifically rang Clark – as the person with both reports in 

front of her – to check whether the claims about the sniffer being visible and 
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Doone’s alleged response – “that won’t be necessary” – were included in the 
report Clark was holding.

“The Prime Minister confirmed that I was correct that the Constable had 
a sniffer device in his hand to test for alcohol; and included in the comments 
Peter Doone made to the Constable, with regards to the breath test, Peter 
Doone said ‘that won’t be necessary’.

“The Prime Minister specifically said ‘…you’re not wrong’.”
In her own brief of evidence, Helen Clark admits confirming the detail, 

although she suggests she drew attention to the fact that Peter Doone was 
“disputing” some of those details.

But even if Clark is telling the truth about alluding to the “dispute”, in 
actual fact nowhere in the two reports on her desk when she spoke to the Star-
Times is there any suggestion that the constable had intended to breath test 
the driver. Nor does the phrase “that won’t be necessary” appear in either the 
Robinson report or the Police Complaints Authority report. That allegation 
was never “in dispute” because it had not been made by any named source 
except Helen Clark herself.

The documents released by Sir Humphrey’s before the election included 
statements from Mark Haldane – the police officer waiting back in the police 
car – and two other police witnesses, none of whom mentioned seeing a sniffer 
device in the young constable’s hand as he approached Doone. 

Even Brett Main, the constable concerned, says in his brief of evidence for 
the Doone’s defamation case against the Star-Times in 2005 that there’s no 
guarantee his sniffer was visible to anyone:

“I have read the article from the Sunday Star-Times dated 16 January 2000. 
The headline for this article is ‘Doone case cop was ready to breath test’. This 
article reported that I had said to the Commissioner that I wanted to breath 
test the driver of the car. I did not say that to the Commissioner. I know I 
had the sniffer with me but I can’t remember whether it was in my hand or 
my pocket. When I got out of my car, I had no intention of breath testing 
anyone at that stage. I only grabbed the sniffer from the car in case I needed 
it. I recall that I did not even mention EBA (excess blood alcohol) procedures 
or breath testing to the Commissioner.

“The article also said that the Commissioner said in response ‘That won’t be 
necessary’. At no stage did the Commissioner say that to me.

“There is no truth to either of those statements reported in the Sunday Star-
Times,” concluded Constable Main, the officer at the centre of the firestorm.

So what does that mean?
The Prime Minister, then, told a national newspaper that the reports in 

front of her contained a phrase that was absolutely damning in its implication 
that the Commissioner of Police had improperly intervened to prevent a 
breath test. Yet the phrase does not appear in those reports, and is denied by 
the police officer it was allegedly said to.
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Not only did the Prime Minister say it once. She was contacted again by 
Alley on the 15th of January, and also by the paper’s editor Sue Chetwin, and 
repeated her assertions that Doone used those words, telling the newspaper 
to hang tough in its hounding of Doone.

“I don’t see what more I could have done,” reporter Oskar Alley told the 
court later. “Various credible independent sources corroborated the key facts 
that appeared in the story. I had no reason to doubt the accuracy of the story 
or the information provided by my sources.”17

Naturally, when the Sunday Star-Times published on January 16 this 
hitherto unreleased information leaked to them by the Prime Minister, all 
hell broke loose in the media and Peter Doone’s position as Commissioner 
became untenable.

It was behind the scenes, however, that the newly released documents 
disclose how events were falling nicely into place for Labour’s plans to oust 
Doone from his job. For a start, there had been bad blood between Labour 
and the Police Commissioner for months leading up to the election because 
of the INCIS computer debacle. Doone and National’s police minister 
Clem Simich had taken the brunt of Labour’s INCIS attacks in parliament. 
Politically, Doone was already seen in Labour circles as a lame duck, long 
before the alleged drink driving incident happened.

Sir Humphrey’s published a cabinet briefing paper dated 21 January – five days 
after the bombshell Sunday Star-Times article now known to have been caused 
by the Prime Minister’s deliberate leak of false information to two journalists.

In the cabinet paper, Attorney-General Margaret Wilson tells her colleagues 
that “Serious issues of confidence were raised by…the perceptions created by 
the incident in terms of the wider public perception of the integrity of the law 
enforcement system.”

In other words, crucial to the issue of whether Doone should keep his job was 
the amount of media opprobrium bouncing around the case. And that’s why 
the Prime Minister’s decision to up the ante by leaking false incriminating 
information is directly relevant to the events that followed.

That Labour was making the issue a top priority is confirmed in the briefing 
paper, with Margaret Wilson acknowledging that she’d been asked by Helen 
Clark to take over the Government’s handling of the matter as early as January 
5, instead of leaving it to Police Minister George Hawkins.

Wilson admits that Labour had known as early as December 17 that there 
were no grounds for criminal prosecution of the Commissioner or his partner, 
and she admits the Government had also been told at the same time by Deputy 

17 Of course he had no reason to doubt. Whilst we all know politicians are manipulative 
and the media like a good scoop as much as anyone, few journalists would suspect the 
Prime Minister of the nation would cynically and deliberately feed them false information 
to destroy the public life and private reputation of a man. Years later, when Helen Clark 
began complaining about media scrutiny of her activities and private life, few people 
knew of the hypocrisy of her complaints. 
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Commissioner Rob Robinson that “it was the PCA’s report, and not his, which 
would be authoritative in terms of any adverse findings.”

In other words, Labour was clearly on notice that it should not rely on the 
Robinson report if it wanted to criticize Doone.

The cabinet paper reveals just how much knowledge Helen Clark had of 
this. It says the Prime Minister, Deputy PM Michael Cullen and Attorney 
General Margaret Wilson met on January 11 with the Solicitor General, the 
head of the Prime Minister’s Department Mark Prebble and the head of State 
Services, Michael Wintringham.

At that meeting, full copies of the authoritative Police Complaints Authority 
report, the Robinson report, and submissions made on behalf of Peter Doone, 
were tabled and discussed, along with their legal implications. The document 
reveals that public perception of the Doone affair was identified at that 
meeting as a critical factor in whether the government would be within its 
rights to dismiss Doone.

This meeting took place three days before Helen Clark leaked false and 
damaging information about Doone to the Sunday Star-Times. In other 
words, knowing the adverse media coverage was likely to be a determining 
factor, the Prime Minister turned up the heat.

In her briefing paper, Margaret Wilson also acknowledges that the issue 
was not serious enough, but for the publicity, to warrant sacking:

“A decision to advise the Governor-General to remove the Commissioner is 
one with considerable personal and financial impact for the Commissioner. 
His reputation would inevitably suffer. He would also suffer significant 
adverse financial effects.

“Given the mitigating factors found by the PCA, a decision to recommend 
the Commissioner’s removal would be a severe sanction.”

Hold the phone! Attorney-General Margaret Wilson is admitting the 
story is a beat-up, and the Government would be acting unfairly if it forcibly 
removed Doone, knowing what they now knew.

The briefing paper released by Sir Humphrey’s also shows Margaret Wilson 
gave specific advice to her cabinet colleagues, including Prime Minister Clark, 
on the basis of the findings of the Police Complaints Authority:

“On account of the findings in the PCA’s report, my advice is that Ministers 
should proceed on the basis that the Commissioner is being truthful, in particular 
as to the amount of alcohol consumed [very little] and in stating that it was his 
belief at the time the car was stopped that no road safety issue was involved.”

The cabinet briefing paper was dated Friday, January 21, in preparation for the 
following week’s cabinet meeting where Doone’s position would be discussed. 
Before that, the Sunday Star-Times had another go at the Commissioner on 
January 23:

“Last chance to resign, Cabinet ready to ask Doone to fall on his sword,” 
screamed the headline.
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“The Government is set to ask beleaguered Police Commissioner Peter 
Doone to quit this week,” it began, quoting unnamed government ‘sources’ 
as saying Doone would be asked to fall on his sword.

In the released brief of evidence, Oskar Alley reveals that his ‘source’ was, 
again, none other than Prime Minister Helen Clark. He believes he spoke to 
her on Friday January 21, the same day Margaret Wilson’s memo had gone to 
all cabinet ministers.

Alley says Clark told him that Constable Main definitely had the sniffer 
device – “she quoted a passage from the Robinson report on that subject” 
– and she said she “would hang tough on this one if she were the Sunday 
Star-Times.”

“I took comfort from the Prime Minister’s comments,” says Alley. “She 
had the relevant documents and reports, parts of which she read to me over 
the telephone…she confirmed that there was nothing to worry about in the 
story the previous week. In effect, she confirmed that, despite Peter Doone’s 
statement, the 16 January 2000 article had been accurate.

“She also read to me parts of the Robinson Police Inquiry, which were 
quoted in the story.”

One of the pieces of information in the Prime Minister’s possession, however, 
was advice originating from the January 12 legal briefing that she should not 
be relying on the Robinson report. In fact, the cabinet briefing paper from 
Margaret Wilson specifically says, “I do not propose to refer further to the 
Robinson report. I suggest Ministers likewise focus on the PCA report.”

So what game, exactly, was the Prime Minister playing, by continuing 
to feed the media titbits from a report her own Attorney-General was 
backpeddling from?

“I specifically put it to the Prime Minister that they would ask Peter Doone 
to fall on his sword. It was confirmed to me he might, that that ‘was in the 
plan’, and that that was what the Government were going to ask him to do,” 
recalls Alley.

Not content, Star-Times editor Sue Chetwin was back on the phone to 
Helen Clark as well, and came away reassured.

“She encouraged the newspaper to continue its investigation as the matter 
was reaching its critical stages.”

For sheer treachery, double-dealing, lying and destroying a man’s reputation 
for your own political gain, the Prime Minister’s direct involvement in the 
Doone story is almost unmatched in the way it puts her pawprints brutally at 
the scene of the crime.

While Helen Clark was telling journalists that the reports in front of her 
showed Doone had tried to block a breath-test with the words “that won’t be 
necessary”, an examination of the PCA report shows just how far from the 
truth Clark’s claim was:

“The Constable describes in these words the conversation which followed: 
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‘He said words to the effect, ‘why have we been stopped?’. I replied something 
like, ‘because you didn’t have your lights on and I would like to speak to the 
driver’.”

So what was Peter Doone’s response to this crucial question? In his own 
words in the PCA report, Constable Main says Doone replied, “Yep, that’s 
okay. I’m just out with a friend on a Saturday night having a meal.”

When Main asked to speak to the driver, Doone answered, “Yep, that’s okay”.
That’s a million light years from Helen Clark’s version of the story.
It was at this point, however, that Main realized he was dealing with the 

Commissioner, and he told the inquiry that he became flustered and “felt 
very nervous…At no stage did he introduce himself or tell me he was the 
Commissioner…I don’t think I said anything in response [to ‘yep, that’s 
okay’] but I nodded my head I think in acknowledgement.”

A pregnant pause appears to have passed before Doone “then said to me 
words to the effect, ‘We’ll be on our way’, or something like that.”

And that was the end of it. In his confusion, Main had apparently forgotten 
to make his way to the driver, despite Doone’s affirmation, and both parties 
instead returned to their cars. Nothing more sinister.

Did Doone deserve to lose his job because of a media hatchet job orchestrated 
by Prime Minister Helen Clark’s false testimony? While he was the first 
public service casualty of the new “squeaky-clean” Labour administration, 
Peter Doone was by no means the last.
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