What Readers say about Inspector Metau ….
If I had not known that Phil is an Australian, I would
have mistaken him for being a born and bred Papua New
Guinean. It’s a description of real life Port Moresby, a
real masterpiece - Regina Dorum.
Phil has an intimate knowledge and understanding of
PNG cultures and cultural practices. With his insights, he
has adroitly and effectively crafted a PNG detective story
which sets out to solve a maze of crimes and expose
corruption in PNG at all levels. Phil has written a very
absorbing and timely PNG detective story - John Kadiba.
A riveting detective story set in the context of the
poverty, corruption, depravity and, yes, redemptive
possibilities of contemporary Port Moresby and written
with great insight into present day PNG and with
wonderfully realistic portrayals of Melanesian identity,
character and humour. A very good read from a very
accomplished author - Keith Jackson.
An absolute bottler. Couldn't go to bed until I'd finished
it. Recommend it to everyone - Paul Oates.
I relished the latest book from the pen of the prolific
Phil Fitzpatrick. This is a seminal volume capturing the
realities of life and times in contemporary society; warts
and all - Robin Lillicrapp.
Phil's characters remind me of some of the Moresby
identities who have graced PNG Attitude over the past
few years. Inspector Metau, his personality and his

vehicle, also have similar characteristics to the great lady
detective in the famous series The Number One Ladies'
Detective Agency. Truth in fiction! - Barbara Short.
I started with Inspector Metau and the Case of the Angry
Councillor and didn't look back. I've finished today. You
have done a beautiful job and you are in the mix with
Agatha Christie and the rest that write detective thrillers.
You have written as if you are a native Motu or Magi,
knowing the ins and outs of the land and seascapes.
Tomorrow, I will check Inspector Metau and the Case of the
Missing Professor. I want PNG high school students to
read these books but don't know if the education people
have seen and read them. Continue to entertain us with
your writing - Sil Bolkin.
This is yet another masterpiece of the Inspector Metau
series…an eloquent exposition of the unprincipled ethics
and venality that are rooted in PNG politics through the
wit and tact of the invincible Inspector Metau and his
brigade of smart coppers with the aid of enigmatic
entrepreneur Ruby and Inspector Flynn. Although
fictitious, the stories portray what is actually happening in
PNG and the vivid descriptions of the local cultures is
intriguing, a feat only a few foreigners are capable of
mastering. The stories are moral discourses entwined
with suspense and drama and are highly enjoyable and
educational for everyone - Francis Nii.

Also by Philip Fitzpatrick
Bamahuta: Leaving Papua
Dingo Trapper
Haven: Harry Flynn’s Final Odyssey
The Floating Island
Fighting for a Voice
Two Sides to Every Story
Inspector Metau: The Case of the Angry Councillor
Inspector Metau: The Case of the Missing Professor
The Crocodile Prize Anthologies 2011-2016

Copyright ©

Inspector Metau:
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Politician

Philip Fitzpatrick

For Bobby McGee and all the talking dogs in the world.
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Espe Lamplap was lying in bed one morning idly picking
his nose and occasionally scratching his crotch. The sun
had been up for quite some time and his wife and
daughter had long ago departed for their garden.
He farted loudly and decided he had better get up
before he wet the bed. He ambled to the door, briefly
checked outside and then urinated onto the bare patch of
worn earth just beyond the entrance.
Farting once more he turned around and rummaged
through the ashes of the fire looking for the lumps of
kaukau his wife would have left cooking for him.
He took the kaukau outside and sat on the grass while
he ate it. In front of him the land fell away for some
distance before it met an eroded trench that passed for a
road. A couple of stalls had been erected on either side
of the road where his wife and daughter occasionally sold
vegetables and firewood to passers-by. Beyond the road
the land dropped further away until it reached an angry
little creek that frothed over mossy rocks. Beyond the
1

creek dense forest climbed up the opposite hillside.
There didn’t appear to be many other people about; he
could hear the occasional shout in the distance but the
road was empty. Espe assumed everyone was in their
gardens or had gone into town to the market.
He farted again and then burped just as he spotted
someone coming along the road. When he saw who it
was he ducked his head and tried to shrink until he was
invisible.
Pastor Riktas had a towel over his shoulder and was
obviously heading for the creek to carry out his daily
ablutions.
Espe remained immobile until the pastor had
disappeared down the road. The last thing he wanted this
morning was another lecture about his indolent and
irreligious ways. He stared at the vacant road and then
struggled to his feet.
He was about to go inside and rummage through the
ashes in case he had missed a piece of kaukau when a
movement out of the corner of his eye caught his
attention.
A large black Land Cruiser was slowly making its way
down the road. The driver was carefully dipping his
wheels into the large ruts and then rocking gently out of
them one at a time.
Espe sat down again to watch the tortoise-like
approach of the vehicle. Its windows were darkly
screened and he couldn’t see who was inside. In this
environment it looked like an alien spacecraft. To his
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surprise it pulled up directly below him and sat there
shining like a malevolent beetle.
Eventually the driver’s door opened and a small man
climbed out and clambered up onto the grassy verge and
stood staring up at him. After a while he began waving
with forward sweeps of his hand.
Espe looked over his shoulder but there was nobody
there. The man was obviously waving at him and
appeared to want him to come down to the vehicle. Espe
sat still and farted a couple more times. Eventually the
small man began to climb up the slope towards him.
When the man got closer Espe recognised him as his
wife’s cousin-brother. What does he want and where did
he get a big car like that he wondered?
It took the man several seconds to catch his breath. At
least his return journey would be downhill Espe thought;
if he had gone down there he would have had to climb
back up the slope and it was too early in the morning to
do that.
“Good morning wantok,” the little man finally said
and held out his hand.
Espe considered the hand for a moment and then
reached out and gave it a half-hearted shake. It was the
hand that he used to scratch his crotch and eat his
kaukau, portions of which were still clinging to it.
The man retrieved his now sticky fingers and said,
“The Member would like to talk to you.”
“The Member?”
“Yes, he’s in the car waiting.”
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“He wants me to go down there?”
“The Member says he can’t climb up here, it’s too
steep.”
“What does he want with me? I haven’t done
anything.”
The little man looked at him with distaste. It was
patently obvious that Espe hadn’t done anything for a
long time but he decided on discretion and didn’t
mention the fact. Instead he wiped his sticky fingers on
the side of his trousers.
Espe sighed and struggled to his feet. The little man
offered him a hand but he deferred and finally gained an
upright position. He followed the man down the slope.
As they got closer to the vehicle a rear window magically
rolled down. A very large man was splayed over the back
seat sipping on a can of Pepsi Max.
“Hello Espe,” The Member said with a broad and
greasy smile. “How have you been keeping?”
“Hello Uncle; I’ve been well.”
“That’s good to hear. And your good wife, my sistercousin and her delightful daughter; what’s her name
again?”
“Agnes sir.”
“That’s your wife; I mean your lovely daughter.”
Again the smile, slightly less greasy and more businesslike.
“Rhapsody sir.”
“Ah yes. Rhapsody; a rhapsody in red. How is she, she
must be all of fourteen by now?”
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Espe had to think before he replied. “She’s sixteen
sir.”
“A proper little lady already; is she pretty?”
“I think so sir.” What’s this then; surely he doesn’t
want to marry her; he’s got three wives already.
Espe was calculating how much the Member might be
prepared to pay in bride price when the man spoke again.
“I have a proposition for you to consider Espe.”
“Ten pigs and ten thousand kina,” Espi replied
quickly.
“What?”
“Five pigs and five thousand kina.”
The Member laughed. “I don’t want to buy your
daughter Espe; I have enough trouble with my wives
already.”
“Oh.”
“Don’t look so disappointed; this is a business
proposition.”
A business proposition! Good grief; what sort of
business could he possibly be talking about? Espe had
left school halfway through grade eight and had
absolutely no skills whatsoever; unless you counted
eating and farting.
“There’s a national election next month Espe.”
“There is?”
“Yes, and I’m planning on re-contesting my seat; I
believe I owe it to my people.”
“Yes sir.”
“But I have a slight problem Espe.”
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“You do?”
“Yes Espe; a problem. It seems that one of our
clansmen up at Lapas village is also planning on
contesting the seat.”
Espe looked nonplussed.
“I don’t think he will win sir.”
“I don’t think so either but I need to be sure. There
will probably be another dozen or so candidates but they
don’t concern me as much as our brother from Lapas.
They are all, how shall I put it, susceptible to temptation
but the Lapas man seems to be much less inclined and he
has quite a substantial following of people who might be
persuaded to vote for him.”
“Yes sir,” Espe was looking truly puzzled now.
“I need a distraction Espe; someone from the same
clan who might be convinced to oppose him.”
What on earth for Espe thought? The Member saw
what he was thinking.
“To split the clan vote Espe; do you understand?”
“I think so sir.”
“I was wondering whether you might be interested
Espe. I could cover your costs and add a bit to make it
worth your while.”
“Me?”
“Why not Espe? I can’t think of anyone else with
your, umm, integrity and finger on the pulse of clan
thinking.”
“Well …”
“Very good Espe. Then we have a deal?”
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“Well …”
“Just between us Espe; no need to tell anyone, eh?”
Espe nodded.
The Member snapped his fingers and an un-wifely but
feminine hand emerged from the front passenger seat
bearing a wad of kina notes. The Member took them and
selected several. He passed them out the window. Espe
took them.
The driver got back into the vehicle and started the
engine.
“My people will be in touch Espe,” the Member said
with another greasy smile. Then the window, like
Aladdin’s cave, mysteriously closed again.
Espe watched the vehicle drive a short distance down
the road, execute a bumpy turn and then sashay past him
back the way it had come.
As Espe counted the notes in his hand he vaguely
recalled that the Member had promised to fix the road
during the last election campaign. No doubt he would
make the same promise again.
By the end of the week Espe had all but forgotten the
strange visit by the Member. In fact, he began to wonder
if it had happened at all. Then he felt the comforting pad
of kina in his pocket; it must have happened after all.
He was wondering how he could get into town to
spend the money without alerting his wife or her family
one morning when a small Isuzu truck pulled up on the
road below. Several men jumped off the back and began
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unloading tools and bits of timber. A couple more
headed off towards the creek and the forest beyond
carrying an axe and bush knife.
They laboured for three days, hammering and sawing
and dragging timber out of the forest. Espe felt tired just
watching them. The truck disappeared for half a day and
then came back with thatching for the roof of what now
looked like some sort of meeting place.
His speculations were ended on the fourth morning
when the men tacked a large sheet of tin, the reverse of
which had an SP Lager bottle and a grinning man on it,
and painted a new sign on it. The sign read: ‘Vote [1]
Espe Lamplap – Campaign Headquarters’. Espe
recognised his name but couldn’t work out what the
other words meant.
The next morning an earnest looking man in a light
blue suit struggled up the hill to his house and after
getting him to sign numerous documents he didn’t
understand insisted on taking his photograph. For this he
asked Espe to comb his beard and put on a clean white
shirt and a black tie that he had brought with him. When
Espe complied the man handed him another wad of kina
notes and left. Espe put them in his pocket.
He was still wearing the shirt and tie when Agnes and
Rhapsody returned from the garden in the afternoon.
They gave him a strange look and started to cook dinner.
The shirt had become rumpled and soiled by the end
of the week and the tie had been purloined by Agnes to
tie up a bundle of firewood. Things went quiet for
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several days until a flat back Land Cruiser turned up and
started unloading cartons of SP lager, packets of bread
rolls and frozen lamb flaps. Shortly thereafter a lot of
people started coming and going and the building
reverberated with country music, laughter and shouting
well into the night.
The gaiety and frivolity went on for several weeks. By
then Espe’s wife had worked out what was going on and
demanded her share of the money in Espe’s pocket.
Espe had wandered down to the building at the bottom
of the hill a couple of times but on each occasion
someone had shoved a beer into his hand and told him
to get lost, everything was under control they said.
On one memorable occasion he had gone into town
on a PMV and had suddenly noticed the signs hammered
into the side of the road with his picture on them
underscored by a large number one in a black square. He
had sunk slowly into his seat hoping no one would notice
him but it was no use. Someone with a mobile phone on
the bus had phoned ahead and a couple of reporters were
waiting for him at the market.
“What are you going to do for the people in your
electorate?” they had said without preamble.
Espe fidgeted nervously and then said, “I’m going to
fix the road.”
The next day the headline in the local community
newspaper announced in bold lettering: ‘Candidate
Promises to Fix Road’. Underneath was a photograph of
Espe in his soiled and greying shirt, minus the tie, at the
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market. The newspaper said he was ‘meeting and
greeting’ the public.
Espe was sitting in front of his house idly watching the
latest activity at the campaign headquarters and
scratching his navel when he saw Pastor Riktas come
walking along the road. The pastor had his towel over his
shoulder and a bar of yellow soap in his hand. He was
obviously on his way to the men’s washing pool at the
creek. Espe saw him stop in front of the building and
stare at the sign. He then looked up towards the ridge
and seeing Espe sitting in front of his house started
climbing up the hill.
Something made Espe feel uneasy. At the best of
times Pastor Riktas, with his tall angular frame and
skeletal features, unnerved him. He wondered whether
he could pretend he hadn’t seen him and slip away. He
wasn’t a regular at the pastor’s services in his rickety old
church and couldn’t think why he wanted to see him.
Apprehension fought with curiosity in his head until it
was too late and Pastor Riktas stood in front of him.
“Good morning Espe,” the pastor said. Amazingly, he
didn’t seem to be out of breath after the steep climb.
“Hello,” Espe replied nervously. “You’re going for
your wash.”
“That’s right, the pool near the church is always a bit
crowded and I prefer the one here.”
“There shouldn’t be too many people there, the ladies
have all gone to the gardens,” Espe replied cautiously.
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He wasn’t a great bather himself and the climb back up
the hill usually made him sweaty all over again. When he
had to wash he preferred to do it from the bucket of
warm water that his wife brought him. She seemed to
have a nose for when he needed a wash.
“That’s your new headquarters,” the pastor said.
“Um, yes,” Espe replied. He’d only been to the
building a couple of times and the men there had
ushered him away with dismissive waves.
“Why are you doing this Espe?” the pastor asked.
“The Member is a good man, why do you want to run
against him?”
“But …,” Espe began but then remembered he had
promised to keep the deal with the Member secret.
“Well?”
“I, umm, want to help people,” Espe replied lamely.
The pastor laughed but there was no humour in his
voice.
“Help people! You can’t even help yourself Espe,
you’re even too lazy to come to church. How can you, of
all people, help anyone?”
“Well, I ….”
“You can’t win Espe, you’ll just make a big fool out of
yourself.”
Espe couldn’t think of what to say but it didn’t matter
because the pastor had turned on his heel and was going
back down the hill.
Espe watched him for a while and then thought he
desperately needed something to eat, and then perhaps a
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nap, such was his delicate composure.
When voting day arrived Espe went to the village
church where the polling was being conducted. A sign
with his face on it sat among about a dozen others. A
much larger sign with a photograph of the Member
beamed over the top of them all. Behind the Member’s
sign were men handing out free soft drinks and biscuits.
The pastor was standing at the door of the church-comepolling-place handing out how to vote leaflets with the
member’s photograph on them. Espe took one. The
pastor stared disapprovingly at him and he hurried inside.
He had his name crossed off the electoral roll and took
his voting slip to a booth. He voted for the Member, just
as he had always done, and then crept out of the side
door of the church.
A week or so later the results were announced. Espe
had won by a narrow margin. The Member demanded a
recount and Espe increased his lead. People began
climbing up the hill to congratulate him and tell him
about how they needed money to send a favourite son to
college or pay for a life-saving operation for their
daughter.
Then, late one night, some men he had never seen
before burst into his house and bundled him off down
the hill and into a waiting car. Agnes and Rhapsody
simply blinked and went back to sleep. In the morning
they set off for the garden as usual. After a short
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discussion they left some kaukau cooking in the ashes of
the fire.
The next day, after being locked in a small room
overnight in town, Espe was bundled into a small
aeroplane for his first ever terrifying flight. By the
afternoon he found himself in a large room on the top
floor of the Crowne Plaza in Port Moresby. His
assailants had ordered several plates of chicken and chips
from room service and after it arrived handed him a
loaded pistol and told him not to let anyone into the
room under any circumstances. Then they left. Espe
gingerly picked the pistol up by the barrel and put it in
one of the bedside drawers. Then he sat on the bed and
started on the chicken and chips.
He was still trying to work out how to turn on the
television the next morning when the men returned.
They had a petite Chinese woman with them. She ran a
tape measure over him while trying not to touch him and
wrinkling her nose all the time. The men then asked him
if he wanted a girl. He looked back uncomprehendingly
and they shrugged and left with the Chinese lady.
A couple of hours later they came back with two sets
of clothes. They showed him how to work the shower in
the bathroom and then helped him into one of the suits.
They then went away again. Espe sat on the bed feeling
resplendent and uncomfortable in his new clothes staring
at the flashing screen of the television that the men had
turned on for him.
Later in the day a dapper little man with a neat white
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goatee came to the door with two large men with spiky
hair and rolls of fat around their necks. The little man
extended his hand and said, “Welcome to the party.”
Espe took the hand but he wasn’t sure he wanted to
go to a party.
At about the same time that Espe was wondering
whether he wanted to go to a party Chief Inspector Hari
Metau was reflecting on the fact that significant events in
his life of late always seemed to entail a change of
clothing that was invariably uncomfortable. The
graduation of his youngest daughter Bella had entailed
the need to wear underpants, socks and a tie and now his
new job of salvaging the discredited Reserve Police Unit
in Port Moresby required that he don a decidedly hot and
scratchy uniform.
His wife Grace, ably assisted by the redoubtable Mrs
Lohia, had done their best with the shirt and trousers by
shortening the legs and adding strategic tucks here and
there so that the smallest size in the Royal Papua New
Guinea Constabulary wardrobe fitted him in appearance
at least. But it was the clunky combat boots that were the
killer. With them on he felt rooted to the ground and the
effort to lift each foot was a trial in itself. He longed for
his familiar battered sandals tied up with bits of string.
And then there were the epaulettes that made him feel
lopsided. At least the beret fitted reasonably well he
allowed.
He was contemplating these matters as he sat on a
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chair behind Chief Superintendent Tabai, his immediate
superior and the cause of his current predicament in the
conference room at Police Headquarters on Spring
Garden Road.
Chief Superintendent Tabai was addressing a motley
band of about a dozen reserve police. The band were the
detritus from a recent purge of the officially disbanded
reserve unit who were deemed salvageable by dint of
their alleged non-involvement in any of the disgraceful
conduct of their absent peers.
Chief Superintendent Tabai had just finished
explaining to them that for the time being they officially
did not exist prior to handing them over to their wouldbe saviour and mentor newly promoted Chief Inspector
Hari Metau. As the superintendent wound up his speech
Hari stopped worrying about his boots and cast a baleful
eye over his new charges. He sighed inwardly and caught
the eye of Constable Errol Flynn, who was sitting under
his chair softly panting in the stuffy atmosphere. The dog
gave him a meaningful look and grinned broadly.
Most of the people standing before him were
overweight or chronically and strangely thin. They all
wore battered and soiled uniforms in various states of
disrepair. At least three quarters of them, despite the ban
in the city on betel nut sales, had buai stained lips. Not
one of them was standing entirely upright, each having
assumed the most comfortable slouch possible to endure
this unaccustomed parade. A couple were rocking gently
on their feet with their eyes closed.
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What have I done Hari thought. I could be
comfortably retired by now and drinking tea with Mrs
Metau on the verandah while watching the ships in the
harbour. Why did I let the superintendent talk me into
this?
Chief Superintendent Tabai finished his speech and
turned around.
“All yours Hari,” he said.
Hari gave him a thin smile and rose to his feet.
“Don’t look so unhappy Hari,” the superintendent
said in a low voice, “You’ll do a good job, I know it. And
remember, when this is done you can retire on a healthy
pension.” The promotion and healthy pension were the
bribes that Chief Superintendent Tabai had used to get
Hari to agree to this last assignment. He shook Hari’s
hand and then saluted him. Hari was caught by surprise
by the salute but managed a respectable response. Then
the superintendent left.
Hari cast a wary eye over the men in front of him.
Then he paused. Two of the ‘men’ at the back were in
fact women. One of them had a buai stained mouth.
“Everyone sit down,” he finally said. There was a
collective sigh of relief and a shuffling of chairs.
Well, for better or worse, here we go Hari thought.
The party that Espe went to was most peculiar and
not like anything he had expected. For a start it included
mainly men and a few pretty girls. Many of the men were
even fatter than him. He didn’t really understand the
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debate that seemed to be going on in a corner of the
room among a half dozen of the more serious looking
party goers but the food was good and there were ample
supplies of SP beer and a range of wines and spirits, all
of which he was unfamiliar with. He tried a couple of the
pretty red ones but they were quite sour and sharp and
he went back to the beer.
One of his original assailants had evolved into a kind
of guide and mentor but he now seemed happy to let
Espe wander around at will. By the late evening, slightly
tipsy but quite happy, Espe had pottered off to his room.
It took him several tries to make the funny little plastic
card open the door and he gratefully subsided onto the
spacious bed and was soon snoring.
Over the next few weeks he was shown around
Parliament House and told which seat was his to occupy.
He was also moved out of the Crowne Plaza and into a
small flat in Gerehu that he was to share with an equally
bewildered member from the back blocks of Western
Province. They sat in the Haus Tambaran together and
went to the same parties and soon developed a
convenient friendship. Working together they gradually
began to suss out what was going on and grinned at their
good fortune.
When it appeared that the Haus Tambaran was going
to close down for a while Espe flew back to his province
loaded down with goodies he had bought from the many
large shops in Port Moresby. Someone had put a large
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amount of money in a bank account in his name and he
spent lavishly. At the provincial airport he
commandeered a taxi and went into town and visited the
local supermarket. He loaded the whole boot of the car
with groceries of every kind and then directed the driver
along the road to his village and house.
When he arrived the taxi driver helped him carry all
his goodies and groceries up to his house. He gave the
driver a liberal fee and received in return a mobile phone
number and a promise to be at his beck and call at any
hour. When he peered inside the house there was no one
there and this gave him time to spread the goodies about
in attractive piles and stack the groceries along the back
wall.
When Agnes and Rhapsody arrived back from the
garden in the afternoon they peered at all the loot and
then at Espe, who was sitting grinning on the bed.
Among the goodies were two Digicel pre-paid mobile
phones, charged up and ready to go. Rhapsody
immediately fell on one of them and took off to show
her friends. When she was gone Espe looked at his wife
and said, “I’m back.”
She looked at him with her head tilted on one side and
said, “The Member has been looking for you; he came
here several times.”
Espe smiled broadly and said, “But he couldn’t have!”
“Yes he did; he wants to speak to you urgently.”
“It couldn’t have been the Member.”
Agnes looked puzzled and frustrated.
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“It couldn’t have been the Member because he’s not
the Member.” Espe paused for dramatic effect. “I am!
I’m the Member!”

19
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Espe had a busy couple of months. He brought in
carpenters to build him a new house out of permanent
materials. He also bought a second hand Toyota Hilux
and employed a young village man to drive it.
“It’s second hand but it will do for the time being,” he
told Agnes. “Later on we’ll get a new Land Cruiser.”
They employed a couple of village girls to look after
their garden and spent a lot of time simply cruising about
the area in the car. Rhapsody sat in the back and
concentrated on making her mobile phone beep or
chattering to who knows who.
When he had been home for a month or so The ExMember came to visit again. This time he parked his
black Land Cruiser beside the road and struggled up the
hill. Espe was preoccupied watching the carpenters
working on his new house.
“Hello Espe, how’s it going?” The Ex-Member
panted.
Espe jumped up from his chair and then immediately
sat down again. He was now the senior man there after
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all.
“Getting to know Moresby Espe; it’s a fascinating
place. I see you’re making some improvements here
too.”
Espe effected what he hoped was a condescending
smile.
“Oh, I know all about Moresby and the Haus
Tambaran and the parties and everything; it’s all quite
easy really.”
“I’ve heard you’ve joined the Prime Minister’s party;
they’re treating you well I hope?”
“Yes; I’ve got to know the Prime Minister, he’s a nice
bloke; he’s given me lots of tips. He says I’m one of his
special numbers.”
“His special numbers; I see,” The Ex-Member
frowned.
“He says I’m essential to his plans.”
“And what plans would they be Espe?”
Espe hesitated. Maybe he had said too much; he
wasn’t really sure what plans the Prime Minister had
anyway.
“I can’t really discuss them,” Espe replied at last.
“A bit hush-hush then?” The Ex-Member said with
another frown.
“That’s right; it’s a secret at the moment.”
“Okay Espe; I’d better let you get back to work.” The
Ex-Member shook his hand and set off down the hill.
When he was safely inside the Land Cruiser he tapped
the young woman in the passenger seat on the shoulder.
21

“Give me a can of Pepsi Max and then ring Jonah and
tell him to cancel for the time being; we have to think a
bit more about this; it seems that Espe is buddies with
the Prime Minister.”
“And you believe him?” the woman said with a snort
and handed over a cold Pepsi Max.
The Ex-Member slurped the fizzy drink and said, “It
pays to be careful. Now let’s get out of here; that hike up
the hill has done my back in and I need a massage.”
“I’m at your command; are you sure it’s your back that
needs massaging?” She winked at the driver, who had
been staring at the windscreen. The man shuddered
inwardly and set the car in motion. He turned it around
and carefully began re-negotiating the ruts in the terrible
road.
The Ex-Member was sitting in the office of his
supermarket surfing girly websites on his laptop when
the door was quietly opened. He quickly pushed the lid
of the computer closed and looked up. A small Asian
man had taken the visitor’s chair and was smiling at him
expectantly.
“Ah, Mr Han, how are you today? I was just going
over some figures but they can wait. What can I do for
you? Would you like a tea or coffee? I wasn’t expecting
you so soon.”
“A tea would be fine Mr Member; black with no sugar
please. I flew in this morning. I thought it would be
prudent to pay you a visit in the light of recent events.”
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The Ex-Member picked up his telephone and punched
the intercom key.
“A black tea for Mr Han and a Pepsi Max for me
please.”
They exchanged pleasantries while they waited for the
refreshments to arrive. The young lady from the Land
Cruiser brought in the tray of drinks, deposited them on
The Ex-Member’s desk and then left.
“As I was saying,” Mr Han said while sipping his tea,
“In light of recent events?”
The Ex-Member looked at the little man and chose his
words carefully.
“Ah yes, recent events; a small inconvenience that will
be rectified shortly.”
“I have machinery ready to go; we are just awaiting
word from you Mr Member.” The man had placed a
slight emphasis on the word ‘member’.
“As I said, a small inconvenience; I’m afraid there may
be some delay but rest assured everything is on track.”
“How much of a delay?” This time the tone was
sharper and to the point. The Ex-Member tried to
maintain his air of nonchalance.
“Well, as you know, we are waiting on the issuance of
the Special Agricultural and Business Lease, once that is
done we will need to have a meeting with the
landowners.”
“I thought you said that wouldn’t be necessary; didn’t
you say you had all the authority required?”
“Indeed I did. But recent events you see; it will pay to
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be cautious now.”
“How cautious? You said these recent events were a
minor hiccup that you would solve quickly.”
“And indeed I will; I just need to make sure the timing
is, how do you say, auspicious.”
“I see Mr Member. Perhaps I should take this up
elsewhere?”
The Ex-Member sucked so hard on his can of drink
that bubbles went up his nose. With the greatest of
difficulty he managed not to sneeze all over Mr Han.
The little man watched The Ex-Member with mild
amusement. He decided to be conciliatory. He had
checked out the new member’s credentials and had no
desire whatsoever to deal with him. He did find the
circumstances of his elevation rather funny however.
“Is there anything I can do to help Mr Member; speed
things up as it were?”
The Ex-Member was about to laugh off this
suggestion but then stopped to think. Maybe there was a
way forward? He leaned over his desk and spoke in a
hoarse whisper. Mr Han also leaned closer so he could
hear.
“I had thought that our slight inconvenience could be
quickly resolved here in the province Mr Han but it
transpires that there are wider issues to be considered. If
anything happened here it might be too easy to make the
link to me and that may not be in our best interests. On
the other hand, if the resolution of this unfortunate
inconvenience could be resolved elsewhere, in Port
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Moresby for instance, the link would be much harder to
establish. In that case we could then arrange for the usual
formalities and get on with it.”
“I understand completely Mr Member,” the little man
smiled.
“The next sitting of parliament begins in three weeks’
time,” The Ex-Member added.
“Leave it to me Mr Member. Thank you very much
for the tea. I will be off now; I will talk to you later.”
The Ex-Member leaned back in his chair and
thoughtfully sipped the remainder of his fizzy drink.
“You like to chew buai?”
The overweight individual in his scruffy blue, purple
and brown camouflage fatigues sitting across the desk
from Hari nervously wiped his hand across his mouth.
“Do you realise that it might give you mouth cancer
and that it impairs your mental capacity and your
performance as a reserve police officer?” Hari added.
The man attempted a weak smile but then quickly
closed his mouth. His teeth looked like he had been
tearing at the raw flesh of some dead animal. They were
also starting to go permanently black. Hari inwardly
shuddered at the sight.
“Where do you buy it.”
The man waved his arm around in a vague pattern.
The dog under the table was staring at him intently and
was making him even more nervous.
“At the street markets, places like that.”
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“From the illegal sellers?”
The man nodded guiltily. Hari sighed. This was the
last of the red-mouthed brigade over which he had
reluctantly assumed command. All the others had related
similar details. Of the dozen reserves he had individually
interviewed only three had not been chewers. It seemed
like the whole of Papua New Guinea was chewing its
way into stupefaction.
One of the three clean reservists was a retired sergeant
who had joined the reserves out of boredom, an
apparent sense of civic duty and an inability to let
policing go. Another was one of the women, a middleaged lady of imposing physical presence who seemed to
hope she could do something about the terrible toll of
violence against women in the city. The third, Constable
Manua, was one of the skinny reservists who seemed to
be reasonably well-educated and, Hari suspected, had a
uniform fetish. He was impeccably turned out in a clean
and ironed set of fatigues and bright, shiny boots. Hari
turned his thoughts back to the specimen sitting before
him.
“I have an assignment for you Constable Eripa.” The
man looked slightly alarmed. “I want you to investigate
the source of the betel nut you chew. Do you actually
buy it or do the sellers give it to you because of your
uniform?” The man looked guilty again.
“Sometimes I buy it sir.”
“Alright; I want you to find out where it comes from,
who is bringing it into the city, who he or she works for
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and which sellers he or she supplies. Do you think you
can do that?”
The man looked doubtful but said, “I think so sir.”
“I don’t want you to arrest or harass anyone or even
let on you are collecting information. I just want you to
write down all the details and give me a report. Is that
clear?”
“Yes sir; no arrests, just a report.”
“Good; that’s all Constable Eripa; you can go now.”
Hari watched the man stand up and quietly leave the
room. His assignment was exactly the same as the one he
had given all of the buai chewers.
“What do you reckon Flynn,” he said leaning down to
untie and loosen his boots. “These things are killing me,
I think I’ve got blisters already.”
I can see what you are up to Hari, it’s a kind of test.
But do you care that much about illegal betel nut sales?
“Not really Flynn; I think it’s impossible to stamp out,
people are too addicted to the stuff but it might help me
sort out the wheat from the chaff. Heaven knows, I
haven’t got anything else for them to do.”
They need to sharpen up a bit Hari; they’re nearly as
scruffy as you were before you started wearing that
uniform.
“And you don’t think you’re a scruffy dog?”
It’s the fur I was born with Hari, I can’t do much
about it.
“I suppose not. Anyway, there’s plenty of time to
smarten them up. Maybe I should get Sergeant Kasari up
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here to sort them out,” Hari was straining to get his
boots off.
Or Sergeant Bokasi, he’d sort them out.
“I’m afraid Sergeant Bokasi and Inspector Pung are
flat out doing important detective work Flynn, they
haven’t got time for this stuff. Chief Superintendent
Tabai says he hasn’t got anyone to help so it’s up to us.”
The first boot clattered to the floor, shortly followed
by the other one. Hari pulled off the socks that seemed
stuck to his feet by sweat. When they were off he opened
a bottom drawer in his desk and pulled out his old
sandals.
“That’s better Flynn; feet are meant to breathe.
Those boots smell terrible Hari, and so do your feet.
“I know but we must keep up appearances. I think
that’s it Flynn; we may as well go home. I wonder what
Mrs Metau has cooked for dinner tonight?”
Hari locked his door and shuffled along the corridor
and up the stairs leading to the carpark and the waiting
Land Rover. Flynn hopped aboard and Hari turned the
motor over a few times before it caught and sent a black
plume of smoke floating off across the carpark. Chief
Superintendent Tabai, watching from behind his office
blinds, chuckled quietly to himself.
It was later in the evening when attired in his
comfortable old police shorts and singlet and sitting on
the verandah sipping tea and watching the sunset over
the harbour that Hari jerked upright. Mrs Metau jumped
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up and nearly spilled her tea.
“What is it Hari?” she asked anxiously.
Hari eased back in his chair.
“It’s nothing dear, just a spasm or something; getting
old, damn sciatica.”
“You frightened me Hari.”
“Sorry dear; you were telling me about some sort of
washing powder I think.”
“It’s called fabric softener Hari, Mrs Lohia told me
about it, she washes Pastor Lohia’s underpants in it, I
could try it on your uniform Hari, it might make it a bit
more comfortable; apparently the supermarket at
Harbour City sells it.”
‘That sounds great dear,” Hari replied.
The cunning bugger. He’s a plant, put there to keep an
eye on me.
“Although I must admit you look quite distinguished
in a uniform Hari.” Mrs Metau said and then looked at
her husband. “You’re not listening to me Hari.”
“Sorry dear; yes quite smart; there’s a young guy in my
new reserve unit who is well turned out in his uniform
too; I was just thinking about him.”
“There’s nothing wrong with being smartly turned out
Hari.”
“Of course not dear, look at Sergeant Bokasi, he
positively oozes smartness.”
That did the trick. Mrs Metau then went off on a
tangent discussing the upcoming wedding of her
daughter Bella and the sergeant. Hari happily watched
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the sun disappear and sipped his tea.
Not only was Espe sharing an apartment with the
member from Western Province but they had also been
allotted a small office in Waigani to share. The office was
fairly basic and it looked like it hadn’t been cleaned for
many months but there were two desks, a telephone and
an old desktop computer connected to the internet.
Espe was not familiar with computers. Indeed,
anything that required plugging into a wall socket, like
televisions and electric jugs, he found intimidating.
However, his fellow member, an Awin man called Simik
Wan, was a bit of a rural technophobe and soon had it
up and running.
They were sitting together surfing pornographic sites
on the web one morning when there was a knock on the
office door. They looked at each other in alarm. Simik
was the first to react. He quickly shut down the
computer and told Espe to go sit at his desk. Then he
cautiously opened the door. Espe watched from across
the bare top of his coffee mug stained desk.
“Is this the office of the Right Honourable Espe
Lamplap?” a voice beyond the door enquired. Simik was
nodding his head and Espe began to sweat.
“May I talk to him please?” the voice continued.
“Who are you?” Espe heard Simik ask.
“My name is Lim Han, I’m the director of Han
Enterprises Papua New Guinea Limited; I wish to speak
to the member about a business matter in his electorate.”
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Simik opened the door and indicated Espe cowering
behind his desk. “The member is over there,” he said,
stating the obvious.
There were only two chairs in the office, one behind
each desk. Mr Han extended his hand to Espe and then
stood uncertainly and uncomfortably in front of the
desk. Simik took the initiative and pulled his own chair
out for Mr Han to sit on.
“I’ll go to the canteen across the road and get some
coffee,” he said and quietly closed the office door.
Mr Han looked speculatively and slightly amused
around the dinghy and dusty office and then focused on
Espe.
“Your office accommodation is decidedly below
standard Mr Lamplap; I would have thought the
government could do better than this; your predecessor
had a much more salubrious office; you don’t even have
a receptionist to fetch your coffee; I think we can do
much better than that.”
“You can?” Espe replied uncertainly.
“Of course we can; a man of your status and
importance deserves to be treated much better than this
don’t you think?”
Espe thought his shared office was pretty good.
“We’ve got a computer,” he said.
Mr Han chuckled. “It must be ten years old, it’s a
wonder it still works; it does, doesn’t it?”
Espe nodded.
“Anyway,” Mr Han continued, “We can see about that
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later. The reason I have come to see you is to make sure
the process your esteemed predecessor initiated for a
SABL in your electorate will be finalised as soon as
possible. I’m sure that you and your constituents are as
eager as I am to see it proceed so we can all reap the
benefits.” He paused and eyed Espe, who was nodding
encouragingly. “I’m glad you agree Mr Lamplap; this will
bring a new era of prosperity to you and your people; just
think of it, new schools, upgraded roads, new houses for
everyone; it will be marvellous, don’t you agree?”
Espe was grinning now. Mr Han stared at him for a
brief moment and then smiled back.
“I’m glad we see eye to eye Mr Lamplap. This day will
be well remembered.” He reached inside his jacket
pocket and took out a small card. “Here is my business
card Mr Lamplap; please feel free to call me at any time
and if there is something I can do to help, in any way
possible, please don’t hesitate to ask, we will have a great
future together I’m sure.”
With that he stood up and extended his hand again
and then turned and left, happily smiling to himself.
Espe was still sitting at his desk when Simik returned
clutching a cardboard tray with three paper cups of
coffee.
“Where is your visitor?” he asked, “I brought him a
coffee.”
“He’s gone,” Espe said waving the little paper
business card in the air.
“Oh well, we can share his cup.” Simik sat down on
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his chair in front of Espe’s desk. Espe took one of the
coffee cups and popped off the plastic lid. He took a sip.
He rather liked frothy cappuccinos with the chocolate
sprinkled on top.
“What is a sable?” he asked Simik. His moustache had
grown a frothy white halo. Simik stopped drinking his
coffee and frowned.
“Why? Is that what he came to talk to you about?”
Espe nodded. “He said we’d be able to use it to buy all
sorts of things, schools and houses and everything. It
must be some sort of bank account or something.”
“I was wondering about that big black Land Cruiser
parked outside when I went to get the coffee,” Simik
replied. “There were two big guys in black suits sitting in
it. They must have been your visitor’s body guards.”
Espe looked mildly alarmed. It was a big black Land
Cruiser that had landed him in Port Moresby.
“It’s not a bank account Espe. It’s a type of land lease,
it allows developers to cut down all the trees in an area to
turn it into agricultural land to grow crops like oil palm.
Do you have forests in your electorate?”
“Oh yes, we have a big forest, it’s where we hunt, it’s
very beautiful, it’s just across the river from my house
and goes right up into the mountains where our
ancestors live.”
“I see. We have similar forests in my electorate but
they are slowly being cut down; it’s called clear-felling.”
“To plant oil palm?”
“That’s what’s supposed to happen but the Asian
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logging companies just use the SABLs to cut down the
trees and sell the logs. They make huge profits and then
they leave and you never hear from them again. They
don’t plant anything and the poor landowners don’t get
any of the profits, just a few kina in royalties; all that
happens is that they lose their forest.”
“That’s terrible. Why doesn’t anyone stop them?”
“Because the Asians bribe everyone in authority. Did
he offer you any money?”
“He just said he wanted to help me.”
“I’m sure he did Espe. I might be a dumb kanaka
from the bush but I know about SABLs. He will give you
lots of money and you will become very rich but you will
be selling out your people, their heritage and their
culture.”
Espe looked alarmed. He was thinking very hard. This
was a side of his new friend he hadn’t seen before.
“But what about all the schools and houses? The
people would love those things; we are very poor and our
children don’t all go to school.”
“It will never happen my friend, believe me, I’ve seen
it. They come in with lots of promises and get everyone
excited and signing all sorts of documents but they never
deliver. You wait and see.”
“But what can I do?”
“Talk to your people Espe, explain it to them and then
tell that kongkong to go somewhere else with his SABL.
You can do it. In my electorate we are fighting to get our
land back but it is very hard. One day the forest will be
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gone and then what will we do?”
Oh dear Espe thought. How did I get involved in all
this. I want to go home. It’s too hard. What am I going
to do? He looked at Simik again.
“Drink your coffee Espe; before it goes cold,” his
friend said.
“I think you look good in a uniform Dad; kind of
distinguished, dashing even.”
Hari was on the verandah of the house struggling to
get out of his boots. When he had one off he looked up
at his daughter.
“I didn’t think you would like uniforms Bella; you
being an anthropologist and university lecturer and all
that.”
“There are uniforms and uniforms Dad; besides it
depends what’s in them.”
“Like young police sergeants?” Hari bent down and
began unlacing his other boot.
“Yes, there’s that too but there’s more to it, it’s hard
to explain.”
“I think I know what you mean; your mother was
never the same after she saw Richard Gere in that movie,
what was it called?”
“An Officer and a Gentleman.”
“Ah! I see; you too. Amazing; I don’t feel like a movie
star I’m afraid, just an old cop hanging out to retire.” He
had managed to get the boot off and was now attempting
to pull off his sock.
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“Let me help,” Bella said.
“They’re pretty foul,” Hari smiled but held his foot up
anyway. Bella gingerly pinched the toe and pulled. When
both boots and socks were off she handed them to Hari
who tossed them in Flynn’s direction. The dog rapidly
retreated under the table, screwing his nose up as he
went.
“So how is the new job going?” Bella asked.
“Interesting,” Hari replied. “If it wasn’t for those
horrible boots and these stiff pants I might even be
enjoying it.”
“I thought Mum softened your uniform up.”
“A couple more washes and it could get half tolerable.
Still, I’ve got to keep up appearances, they’re a pretty rag
tag team I’m afraid. I had to buy them all toothpaste and
brushes last week to get rid of the buai stains on their
teeth.”
Bella smiled. “I heard about that; Robert told me; he
said you’d given them all a big buai test, whatever that is,
how did it go?”
Hari frowned. He was flexing his toes - trying to get
the circulation going again was how he described it.
“So word has got around; that’s interesting.”
“Oh, why is that?”
“It means someone is keeping an eye on us; I don’t
know whether they are waiting for me to stuff up or
what.”
“Why would someone do that Dad? You were always
a conspiracy theorist, maybe you’re seeing something
36

that’s not there.”
“We’ll see about that later I guess but the test worked
quite well; I’ve got the names of several buai suppliers
who are breaching the ban as well as a couple of cops
they’ve bribed and at least one politician who is
implicated in a big way. I’m not sure what I’m going to
do with that information but it might explain why
someone is keeping an eye on us.”
“I see; so you think it was a success?”
“Well, I’ve got twelve reserve cops in neatly pressed
uniforms, polished boots and almost sparkly teeth who
are all chuffed and raring to get stuck into their next
assignment.”
“And what’s that Dad?”
“That’s part of the problem, I don’t know. I could just
set them off wandering around the city pulling up people
for littering and stuff like that but I really need something
they can get their teeth into; something that will keep
them interested and boost their morale.
“You’ll think of something Dad.”
“I guess so; here comes your mother.”
They both watched Silas, Hari’s friend come security
guard, open the gate and take the heavy bilum that Mrs
Metau was carrying. She looked hot and in a bad mood.
“Oh, oh,” Hari said.
“I’ll get her a cool drink,” Bella said heading for the
kitchen.
“What’s that horrible smell?” Mrs Metau demanded
when she got to the top of the stairs.
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Hari pointed at his feet.
“Flynn is demanding I buy him a gas mask.”
“What?”
“Nothing dear; you look hot, sit down, Bella’s gone to
get you a drink. What on earth have you got in that bilum
and where have you been?”
“Rest first Hari, then I’ll explain,” his wife replied
easing back in her chair.
When she was ready she pulled open the top of the
bilum. Hari leaned forward. The bag seemed to be full of
table cloths and assorted crockery. He looked suitably
puzzled. Mrs Metau shook her head.
“It’s for the wedding Hari; I’ve been scouring every
second hand shop between here and Boroko.”
“Did Mrs Lohia go with you dear?”
“She’s got another bilum full Hari.”
Hari didn’t really know what to say but he was saved
by Bella coming out onto the verandah with a glass of
mango juice. The two women, mother and daughter, fell
on the bilum and started examining each item in detail.
Hari sat back and watched them while feeling mildly
uncomfortable for some reason.
The Right Honourable Espe Lamplap and the Right
Honourable Simik Wan were idly wandering along the
seafront at Ela Beach looking at the many offerings of
the street traders who had spread out their wares on the
pavement. The vendors were mostly women and there
was an array of colourful bilums, meri blouses, dyed
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cotton bags and shell jewellery for sale along with drinks
of Tang in Coke bottles, Wopa biscuits and sweet
biscuits.
It was Saturday morning and they had been to Koki
Market buying food and now they were heading for the
Ela Beach Hotel and its Beachside Brasserie for coffee.
They had discovered the popular coffee shop come
eatery by accident. As officially appropriated members of
the ruling party in government they had been invited
there by the Minister of Petroleum and Energy who was
spruiking the attractions of Papua New Guinea to a
group of Chinese investors who were attending a
conference put on by the Papua New Guinea Chamber
of Mines and Petroleum.
The minister was hoping that few of the Chinese
businessmen could speak English or Tok Pisin and that
he would get away with using Espe and Simik, both of
whom came from resource rich provinces, and a couple
of other selected members as mute but interesting
background. In this he had been quite successful and
after it was all over he had shouted them all to a coffee
and cake in the brasserie before heading off to the bar.
Neither Espe or Simik had really appreciated the
conference but they had been impressed by the coffee
and cakes and were now regular Saturday morning
customers.
They usually left their bilums of vegetables and fish
from the market with the security guards at the hotel gate
before going to get their coffee. On this particular
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Saturday morning they had just started to cross the road
when a car coming along the busy road veered up onto
the footpath and ploughed towards them. They both
jumped for their lives, one going to the left and the other
to the right.
Simik was lucky. The car missed him completely and
all he suffered was a bit of gravel rash on his arms and
legs when he landed. Espe was less lucky. The car caught
him a glancing blow and spun him out into the middle of
the road. A taxi coming the other way screeched its
brakes and stopped only centimetres from him. The car
that had hit him sped off towards Musgrave Street and
disappeared up the hill.
It just so happened that Hari was in the Beachside
Brasserie having a coffee with Sergeant Bokasi and
Inspector Pung when the ‘accident’ occurred. The three
of them had looked up at the screech of the taxi’s brakes
and had then rushed out when they realised someone had
been hit. The security guards from the hotel were there
as well as the taxi driver. The guards were diverting
traffic while the taxi driver was bending over Espe. A
shaken Simik was with him. Their food from the market
was strewn across the road and a woman was picking it
all up for them.
“Don’t move,” Hari said to the dazed Espe, we’ve
called an ambulance; I think you’ve broken your leg and
we don’t know what else is damaged.”
A small crowd had gathered and Sergeant Bokasi, who
was in his uniform was talking to them. Inspector Pung
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was running his hands expertly over Espe’s body.
“I think it’s just the leg Hari, and some minor
abrasions to his shoulders and head, he’s very lucky.”
Inspector Pung was a hardened highlands cop who had
spent years on the beat in that dangerous area. Hari
didn’t doubt that he knew what he was doing.
The ambulance seemed to be taking forever.
“This is ridiculous,” Hari said. “I’ll get the Land
Rover; if we’re careful and keep him flat and cushion his
head we can lay him in the back.”
“He’s a member of parliament,” one of the security
guards said, “That other guy with him is one too.” He
pointed to Simik
“We’d better take him too,” Inspector Pung said, “He
looks shaken up, might have a bit of shock.”
Sergeant Bokasi had taken out his notebook and was
scribbling in it as he talked to the crowd. When he had
finished he came over to the other two policemen.
“It wasn’t just a hit and run accident sir; people say the
car deliberately tried to run them over; they said the men
in the car were wearing masks.”
“Do either of you know why someone would want to
injure or kill you?” Inspector Pung asked. He was sitting
on a rickety chair beside Espe’s hospital bed. Hari and
Sergeant Bokasi were standing behind him. Simik was on
the other side of the bed sitting on another chair. They
were in a crowded ward with people coming and going
all the time. Simik had been bringing Espe food and
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sleeping on the floor beside the bed at night to keep an
eye on him. Espe’s right leg was encased in plaster. Both
of them shook their heads.
“Nothing to do with your work as local members?”
Espe looked blank but there was a momentary frown
on Simik’s face.
“The men in the car were wearing masks and they
drove right at you both.”
Espe and Simik frowned at the enormity of what the
inspector was suggesting.
“Are you involved in any business deals, something
that might make someone jealous, anything like that? Has
anyone offered you bribes for some reason?”
The two men shook their heads.
Inspector Pung turned around and looked at Hari and
Sergeant Bokasi and shrugged. He turned back to Espe
and Simik.
“Whoever it was might try again; you realise that don’t
you?”
“Maybe we’d better go home,” Espe whispered. “I
don’t like it here anymore.”
“You can’t do that!” Simik replied looking at his friend
in alarm. “You have to represent your people.”
“But what if we get killed?”
“That’s a risk we have to take,” Simik replied sadly.
“We’ll have to employ security guards.”
“You don’t have to do that,” Inspector Pung replied
with a doubtful look on his face. “We’ll assign a couple
of policemen to keep an eye on you.”
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“How are you going to do that?” Hari asked softly.
“At best you’ll only be able to do that for a few days;
whoever did this will just wait you out.”
Inspector Pung shrugged again. “There’s not much
else we can do Hari; if we knew why this happened we
might be able to stop anything happening but that
doesn’t look likely at the moment.”
“You need to get them out of here first I reckon. The
attackers have probably already figured out where they
are and will be planning something else; there are people
coming and going all the time looking after their sick
relatives, bringing food and sleeping here; anyone with
evil intent could slip in here, do the deed, and escape in
the confusion; it’s a perfect place to finish off what they
started.”
“We’ve got a flat at Gerehu and an office at Waigani,”
Simik explained, “We can hide out there.”
“I suppose,” Inspector Pung said, “but I imagine the
attackers know where you live; we’d have to put a twenty
four hour guard on you; I’m not sure if I can arrange
that; if you were cabinet ministers or something like that
it wouldn’t be too hard but you’re new members from
the bush and that’s a different matter.”
“I think I’d better go home,” Espe said. “I’d be safe
there; my wantoks would look after me I think.” He
looked doubtful then, maybe his wantoks wouldn’t want
to know him if they thought there was some sort of
danger; perhaps he could go and live in the forest with
his wife and daughter. It all seemed so hard. “I don’t
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think I want to be a politician after all.” He finally said.
Simik was looking exasperated by his friend and
shaking his head.
“I think I might be able to help out,” Hari said.
Inspector Pung looked at him, his puzzlement quickly
turned to comprehension.
“Of course, your reserve police Hari, I hadn’t thought
of them.”
Hari smiled. “I’ve been looking for something
worthwhile for them to do anyway; this looks like an
opportunity to put them to good use.”
Inspector Pung rubbed his chin. “Of course the
sergeant and I will be doing the official investigation but
I can’t see why your guys can’t help.” He paused. “We’d
better get these two out of here quick smart though; I
just have to figure out where to put them until we check
out their flat and office to make sure no one’s waiting for
them.”
“They can spend the night at my place,” Hari said.
“We’ll check out their flat tomorrow morning and set up
a rotating guard. I’ll get my guys out on the street asking
questions as well.”
“Perhaps we’d better ring Mrs Metau just to check
sir?” Sergeant Bokasi suggested.
“Keep the prospective mother-in-law on side you
reckon Sergeant.”
“You never know sir.”
“Why don’t you ring Bella and explain what’s going
on; she can talk to Grace. We’d better find someone to
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discharge the member then I’ll go charge up the tari
boroma.”
“The what sir?”
“If you’re going to join our family Sergeant you’ll need
to learn Motu. Tari boroma – steerable pig – the old
Land Rover.”
“With the sisia in it sir?”
“Yeah, with the sisia in it; Flynn the wonder dog.”
Mrs Metau was not entirely pleased when Hari
brought Espe and his friend home. Their house wasn’t
large and she had been slowly filling the spare bedroom
with all the things she had collected for Bella and
Sergeant Bokasi’s wedding. The thought of having to
clear it out to make room for the two men didn’t inspire
her. Neither did she know where she was going to put all
the things she had collected. Despite this she put on a
brave face and helped Simik and Hari manoeuvre Espe
and his leg caste up the stairs.
The house that Hari had built with his bare hands on
the sloping and funny shaped block made available by
Mrs Metau’s Hanuabadan relatives didn’t follow the
usual village pattern. Instead of a large central room
where everyone could gather and, if needed, spread
sleeping mats on the floor Hari had opted to use a wide
verandah for the purpose. This let onto a kind of dining
room-cum-kitchen; off this he had built three enclosed
bedrooms, one for himself and Mrs Metau and one each
for his two daughters. Bella was still using one of the
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bedrooms but the other, which had belonged to her
older sister Rose before she married and moved away
was the one Mrs Metau was using as a storage area. The
laundry and shower were located under the house and
the toilet was a pit affair at the bottom of the garden.
Everyone could see that Espe was going to have trouble
getting up and down the stairs and would need help.
While they were pondering this problem Silas swung
the main gate open to admit a battered red Toyota Hilux.
They all turned to watch. Ruby Vagi alighted from the
vehicle and waved. Hari glanced at Espe and Simik and
noticed that their mouths were open. Ruby was a betel
nut wholesaler and local ward councillor. She came from
down the coast towards Bereina and was extremely wellbuilt and nearly six feet tall. She was dressed in her usual
attire of skin tight jeans, high heeled boots and flimsy
tee-shirt. Intricate Motuan tattoos covered her slim arms,
face and neck. Her long black curly hair was piled high
on her head, with the boots it added to her height. She
gave everyone a cheeky grin and climbed the stairs.
Hari introduced her to Espe and Simik. The two
politicians stood looking up at her in awe.
“Watcha doin’ Hari?” she asked.
Hari gave her a quick rundown. She frowned and
glanced at Mrs Metau and then at the two men. Mrs
Metau was still holding a cardboard box that she had
brought out of the spare bedroom. Ruby quickly deduced
the problem. She turned to Hari.
“They can stay with me; I’ve got heaps of room and
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an indoors toilet and bathroom; I’m also a safe distance
out of the city.” She spoke with an air of finality. Mrs
Metau looked relieved. Hari wasn’t so sure.
“They may still be in danger Ruby.”
Ruby shrugged. “I do danger Hari, you know me.”
Hari did indeed. Somewhere in the battered Hilux was
an illegal police issue pump action shotgun. She probably
had more firearms at her house. Ruby didn’t suffer fools
gladly and there were plenty in the buai trade.
“Are you sure Ruby?”
“Sure I’m sure Hari; the company would be nice.”
Hari didn’t doubt her sincerity and ability to protect
the two men but he was more concerned about what
effect she might have on them. Then again, he thought, it
could be really positive, the two novice politicians might
learn something about public service from the
scrupulously honest ward councillor.
“I’ve got a couple of spare reserve cops I could lend
you Ruby, just for safety sake.”
‘As if …’ Ruby’s look seemed to suggest.
“I insist,” Hari added.
She shrugged. “Are they good looking Hari?”
“Guaranteed,” Hari replied with a smile. He had just
the men in mind.
Mrs Metau had put her box down.
“I’ll make some tea,” she said.
“Have you got scones?” Ruby asked. “That’s why I
dropped by on my way home Grace, I’ve got an urgent
need for your lovely scones. Then I’ll chuck these two in
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the red truck and take them home.” Mrs Metau had
never wholly approved of Ruby, mainly because of the
way she dressed, but she was a sucker for flattery about
her scones. Espe and Simik looked uncertain for a
moment and then smiled.
“Have you still got your, umm, you know, in the Hilux
Ruby?” Hari asked.
“What do you reckon Hari?” the tall Papuan woman
grinned.
The morning after Ruby had collected Espe and Simik
Bella said, “Look at this Dad,” and passed her mobile
across to him. He fumbled in his pocket for his reading
glasses. This was becoming an obsession with Bella he
thought, she spent an inordinate amount of time reading
what he regarded as inane comments on Facebook. He
adjusted the sticky tape holding his glasses together and
took the phone.
Under the heading ‘Apprentice MPs Skittled at Ela
Beach’ he read an account of the accident involving Espe
and Simik. The short article was reasonably accurate but
concluded with the advice that the government should
‘teach these new politicians from the bush about the
dangers of roads and cars’. It went on to say, ‘… not only
do taxpayers have to fund these people during their five
year holiday in Port Moresby robbing the public purse
but now we could be expected to pay for their funerals
too because they don’t know that Port Moresby’s drivers
are all maniacs’.
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“Hmm,” Hari said handing the phone back.
“Isn’t that a bit of a worry Dad? It reflects very badly
on Espe and Simik.”
“At least it’s not in the newspapers,” Hari replied.
“And none of those babbling idiots on television seem to
be interested. Who is this person anyway, what’s he call
himself, Bikmaus, what’s that supposed to mean?”
“I don’t know, most of the bloggers don’t use their
real names.”
Hari shook his head. He had a low tolerance of the
media, especially people who refused to put their names
to what they wrote or said.
“So why should anyone believe them? No one reads
that stuff anyway.”
“You’d be surprised Dad. A lot of people, especially
young people, get their news from social media.”
“Then they should put their names to it.”
“A lot of them are afraid to do that Dad. If they do
they are likely to get threatened or worse. If they criticise
the government or a government minister they are likely
to get sued.”
“Well, I won’t lose any sleep over it,” Hari replied.
“Our job is to find the people responsible for it, not
agonise over what it might mean.”
“I’d better get going or I’ll be late for work,” Bella said
with a slightly exasperated sigh as she popped the phone
into her bilum and stood up.
“Bye Mum,” she called as she trotted down the stairs.
Hari watched her go to the gate and then head up the
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road to the bus stop. He sipped his breakfast tea.
Sergeant Bokasi and a lot of the younger policemen all
had mobile phones and spent a great deal of time on
them. Apparently they not only communicated with each
other -but subscribed to all sorts of websites, blogs and
tweets, whatever they were. It was something he would
have to keep an eye on he thought rummaging in his
pocket for his ancient flip phone.
“At least they haven’t started communicating by
telepathy yet,” he said to Flynn.
“They’re not clever enough to do that Hari,” the dog
replied.
“Have you got a Facebook page Flynn?”
“I’ve got a Nosebook page Hari, it’s much more
reliable.”
“Are you talking to that dog again,” Mrs Metau said
coming out of the kitchen wiping her hands on a tea
towel.
“He was talking to me,” Hari smiled getting up and
taking his empty mug into the kitchen to wash.
Flynn smiled benignly at Mrs Metau.
“One day you’ll answer him Flynn, won’t that scare
the pants of him?” she said.
The dog winked at her but she missed the gesture. She
was too busy wiping down the table.
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Hari discovered that he was actually enjoying his new
job. Once he had got everyone organized it was just a
matter of keeping an eye on them and only stepping in
when needed. Otherwise he just met with them all once a
week at the police headquarters on Spring Garden Road.
He had much more free time to spend with his wife and
daughters and, most importantly, drink coffee whenever
he felt like it. Inspector Pung had described him as a
caffeine addict, and he should know, he was one himself.
It was, therefore, a very relaxed Hari who was ambling
across Ela Beach Road to the Beachside Brasserie in the
middle of the morning when he was approached by a tall
white man who had stepped outside to smoke a cigarette.
“That’s a nice old Land Rover you’ve got there,” he
said with an amiable smile, “Series Two, about 1966
vintage isn’t it?”
Hari looked up at the man and deftly sidestepped the
plume of smoke coming out of his nose.
“Oh, sorry,” the man said, “Filthy habit but I can’t
seem to give it up.” He flicked the half smoked cigarette
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to the ground and stepped on it. Hari smiled and the
man picked up the squashed butt and tossed it into a
nearby garden bed.
“It’s a 1967, early 1967, one of the last built before
Leyland took over. It’s got the six cylinder petrol motor,
a Salisbury diff and Ambulance suspension.”
The man raised his eyebrows.
“I bought it from an old patrol officer; he bought it in
England while he was on holidays and had it shipped
back here. No stamp duty, tariffs or import duty back
then; he was going to keep it for the mandatory year and
then ship it to Australia but he never got round to it. He
sold it to me when he went finish in 1975.”
“A rare bird indeed,” the man said, “I’d love to have a
look at it.”
“Umm, I’m going in to get a coffee,” Hari replied and
then looking back at the old Land Rover, “And a
croissant.”
“Can I buy you that coffee?” the man asked. “Then
maybe I can have a sticky beak.”
“If you like,” Hari said with a quizzical smile.
“My name’s Owen Neale, I’m a bit of a classic car
buff, that’s why I’m interested.” He held out his hand.
“Hari Metau.”
“Ah! The famous Inspector Metau, what a surprise.”
“Chief Inspector now I’m afraid,” Hari smiled again
and wondered how the man had heard about him, he was
sure he wasn’t that famous.
“Actually,” the man said as they went through the
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door, “I’m a copper too, up here with the AFP’s
International Deployment Group, I used to be a
Detective Sergeant in the Queensland Police but
switched over.”
The plot thickens Hari thought.
“It blows a bit of smoke and leaks a bit of oil but I
can’t afford to have the rings done or any of the seals
replaced just yet,” Hari explained as he lifted the bonnet
of the old Land Rover. They had walked across Ela
Beach Road to the car park near the sewerage pumping
station. Hari had brought Flynn his croissant and given it
to him on the rear tailgate. The dog had eyed the tall
white man suspiciously until he produced a small paper
bag from behind his back too. There was a jam doughnut
inside, Flynn could smell it.
“Is it okay for him to have this? It’s got lots of sugar
in it,” Owen asked.
“He’s a bit fussy but you can try it; once in a while is
okay I suppose, got to watch out for his teeth and
waistline, he’s not getting any younger I’m afraid.”
Flynn eyed Hari with an expression that said ‘I’ll deal
with you later’.
Owen proffered the jam doughnut and Flynn gently
took it in his teeth.
“Nice mutt, bit shaggy, could do with a haircut I
reckon,” Owen said. “I saw him waiting in the car when I
came out for a smoke.”
Flynn swallowed the doughnut and licked his lips
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before following the two men to the front of the Land
Rover.
“I could probably do that for you,” Owen said.
“What? Replace the rings and seals? Aren’t you busy? I
couldn’t pay you anyway?”
“No need, just get the new rings and seals, you’ve got
an impressive looking toolbox in the back there I see.”
“Well, I’m not sure,” Hari replied.
“I haven’t got much else to do,” Owen added.
“No? Really? I thought you were here as an advisor?”
“I am but there’s not much to advise about; you guys
seem to know everything there is to know; it’s just that
you haven’t got the resources and staff, I can’t fix that.”
“What about the corruption in the force? Aren’t you
supposed to be advising on how to fix that too?”
Owen smiled. “There’s no more corruption here than
in Queensland as far as I can see, it just sticks out a lot
more; a lot of it is petty, like demanding money at
roadblocks. There’s only one way to fix that and I can’t
see it happening any time soon.”
“And what’s that?”
“Pay your coppers a decent wage, provide them with
resources and better equipment and facilities like
housing, and recruit more of them, the corruption will
sort itself out then.”
“Yes, I suppose you’re right.”
“Besides, my job was to catch crooks, not tell people
the bleeding obvious.”
“And they won’t let you catch crooks here of course.”
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“No, that was part of the deal apparently; I didn’t find
out until I got here. Waste of money I reckon. I suppose
the politicians in Canberra think they’re doing something
useful but it’s just more aid money going down the
gurgler.”
“Hmm,” Hari said. “I also have trouble with the carby,
the float keeps sticking.”
“Easy fixed!” Owen laughed.
“Maybe you’d better come round for dinner one
evening,” Hari said, “We can discuss it a bit further.”
“It’s a nice old Land Rover, all original, usually ones
this old have been tampered with, new motors, Holden
161s usually. It would be a shame not to repair it before
it gets too bad. I reckon they’ll be worth a few bucks in a
couple of years.”
“Really?”
“Yeah, the old Series I’s are getting a bit rare and are
not cheap anymore; an original II or IIA is the next best
thing.”
“Can I give you a lift?” Hari asked, “Where are you
going from here?”
“I was going to walk back to headquarters.”
“Up that big hill?”
“Why not, it’s good exercise, fills in another forty
minutes or so.”
“Hop in and I’ll show you where I live and then I’ll
drop you off. My wife likes to talk so you should be good
for another hour at least.”
“Don’t you have to get back to work too?”
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“I’ll explain on the way.”
Sergeant Bokasi drove the dark blue police troop
carrier into the Puma service station opposite the
roundabout on Champion Parade. Hari was sitting in the
passenger seat. In the back seat were Constable Eripa
and Manua. Flynn was sitting between them. The plump
Constable Eripa looked rumpled but the trim Constable
Manua was impeccably dressed as usual. When Hari
glanced at him he was trying to avoid getting Flynn’s
shedding hair on his trousers. Hari stepped out of the
vehicle as the bowser attendant walked towards them. He
rummaged in his pockets and extracted several battered
notes. Sergeant Bokasi passed a fifty kina note to him.
“We’ll have one hundred and sixteen kina’s worth of
diesel please,” he told the attendant. The attendant raised
his eyebrows and smiled. He was used to policemen
ordering odd amounts of fuel. When Sergeant Bokasi
had picked the vehicle up he had discovered it was only
half full of fuel. Try as he might he couldn’t convince the
vehicle pool manager to fill it up. “We haven’t got any
spare diesel Sarge, we’re still waiting for funds to arrive,
that will have to do you I’m afraid,” the man said.
“I’ll get a receipt,” Hari said, “You never know, we
might be able to get it reimbursed.” Sergeant Bokasi
shook his head; he knew the likelihood was remote.
They pulled out of the service station and headed up
Spring Garden Road and on to the Poreporena Highway.
They were on their way up the coast to Bereina where
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Ruby now lived with her mother, brother and two uncles.
Since abandoning selling betel nut wholesale in Port
Moresby following the ban, Bereina, with its old airstrip,
was more convenient for flying her high quality betel nut
into the remoter areas of the highlands. As she told Hari,
she wished she had done it before, she was making
money hand over fist and was having trouble keeping up
with her supply.
The drive along the Hiritano Highway was quite
pleasant and the day was relatively cool with an overcast
sky. This was fortunate because the air conditioner in the
troop carrier wasn’t working; not that it bothered Hari.
They crossed the long single lane bridge over the
Angabunga River and drove through the small town
towards the old airfield. Ruby had restored the long
abandoned field and put in new cone markers and a
windsock. It was no longer an approved commercial
airfield but quite legal for the small Cessna 206 that she
hired to transport her betel nut.
After asking directions from some villagers they found
the new house and compound that Ruby had built near
the airfield. When they pulled up she was waiting under
the palm leaf verandah drinking tea with Espe and Simik.
Espe still had his leg in a cast and had it propped up on a
chair. He waved at Hari and Simik got up to greet the
policemen.
“He looks cute,” was the first thing Ruby said to Hari
nodding towards Constable Manua who was unloading
his bag from the back of the troop carrier. “The other
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one looks a bit raggedy though.”
“I’ll introduce you; feel free to corrupt him. I’ve told
them both to change into civilian clothes while they’re
here so they don’t attract attention, I imagine he’s got
some pretty snazzy gear in his bag.”
“The skinny one?”
“Yeah, the other one is a buai addict but I need him
returned with clean teeth if possible.”
Ruby laughed. “Where’s your Land Rover?” she asked.
“The motor is in bits, I’ve got someone doing the
rings and oil seals but it’s taking a while.”
“For free?”
“Yes, a bored cop from Australia.” Hari paused to
watch one of Ruby’s uncles direct the two reserve
policemen to their rooms at the back of the house. “Our
slim and trim Constable Manua will want to know all
about me, he’ll ask lots of questions, be careful what you
tell him.”
Ruby realized what Hari was saying straight away.
“I’ll ensure he leaves here thinking you are a model of
efficiency and probity,” she said.
“A cup of coffee would be nice. How are the lads?”
“Uncle will get it brewing when he’s salted your
friends away. Espe is fascinating, a walking, talking
bundle of confused contradictions; Simik is a lot more
grounded.”
“Hmm, that’s what I thought but it’s got him into a lot
of bother and I’m not sure he understands.”
“The poor bugger is way out of his depth but he’s
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learning quickly. He says he’s too fat and wants to lose
weight. He also wants to check out some of the logging
areas up the river for some reason.”
“Take him up there if you like, just keep him out of
sight; he’s still in danger. Has he been calling his wife?”
“I told him the phone reception here is no good and
he hasn’t tried so far.”
“We’ll have to watch that too; don’t want people
intimidating his wife and daughter.”
“It’s pretty obvious who would do that Hari, why can’t
you just arrest them?”
“Obvious it may be Ruby but we need hard evidence
and they’ve covered their tracks well. Besides, I‘m not
convinced the obvious is necessarily right.”
“Another one of your hunches Hari?”
“Could be; now where’s that coffee?”
“Can you pass that ⅜ ring spanner Hari?” Owen said
holding out his hand. Hari rummaged in the pile of tools
on the upturned bonnet of the old Land Rover lying on
the ground and extracted the requisite tool. Owen was in
the final stages of reassembling the motor.
“Where did you learn all this stuff,” Hari asked
handing over the spanner.
“My old man had a garage up in Townsville where we
lived and I used to help him out.” He stood up and
stepped back. “That should do it I think; we’ll put the
other stuff and the bonnet back on once we know it
works.”
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“So you became a cop instead of a mechanic?”
Owen scratched his head with an oily hand and
glanced quickly at Hari.
“I ended up doing a stint in the army - national
service. I didn’t go overseas or anything but it opened up
a whole new world to me, we were pretty parochial in
those days. I decided to try out for the police.”
“The Queensland police were pretty corrupt in those
days weren’t they?”
“Yes and no; most of the really dodgy ones were in
the city and big towns; the country cops, where I ended
up, weren’t so bad; there were the usual rorts but nothing
on the scale of what was happening in Brisbane; the
whole government was corrupt in those days anyway
Hari. It’s a lot better these days.”
“So what brought you up here?”
Owen shrugged. “Oh, you know, marriage problems,
the usual stuff. The AFP have got a system they call
lateral recruitment where they take on seasoned cops
from the state police. After the divorce I needed a
change and it looked like a good opportunity; I
specifically asked for a job with the International
Deployment Group.”
“But it hasn’t worked out how you expected?”
Owen shook his head, shrugged and then wiped his
hands on his overalls and climbed into the Land Rover’s
driver’s seat.
“Fingers crossed Hari,” he said and turned the ignition
key and hit the start button.
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The old Land Rover coughed once and burst into life.
As it warmed up it began to run smoother. Owen fiddled
with the fuel mix until the motor was happily purring.
Hari was delighted.
“It sounds wonderful!” he grinned.
“Just like a bought one Hari. Those new seals will
make a difference too, save you a fortune in oil. Grace
will be pleased.”
“I’m not sure about that,” Hari replied, “Inspector
Pung has been bragging about his Camry and I think she
was hoping I’d get one when this old girl finally died.”
“What sacrilege Hari; doesn’t she realise this old girl is
special?”
Hari shrugged. “We’d better get cleaned up, it sounds
like she’s making tea up there. She wants to try out her
scones on you.”
“I’ll be in that Hari.”
The next day Hari took the old Land Rover on a test
run out to Ruby’s house at Bereina. Owen, dressed in his
AFP uniform, came along with the excuse that he was
advising Hari about community policing. Hari had given
him a rundown on Espe’s case.
“It’s really Inspector Pung’s case but we’ve worked
together before and he doesn’t mind me interfering. He
was my replacement and his off-sider, Sergeant Bokasi,
was my last mentoring project and minder.”
“Minder?”
“Hmm, headquarters likes to keep an eye on me but I
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subverted Robert and now he’s going to marry my
daughter Bella.”
“Really? You haven’t got any more daughters have
you?”
“Sorry, they’ll all taken, but you might find Ruby
interesting.”
“The buai trader?”
“You’ll be surprised when you meet her,” Hari
laughed.
Owen was indeed impressed by Ruby but he was also
intrigued by the apparent murder attempt on Espe.
“It all seems so simple to be true,” he said as they
carried the vegetables they had bought from the roadside
market back to the Land Rover. “I mean, a logging
company boss backing a corrupt politician to get back his
seat so he can use a dodgy agricultural lease to chop
down a forest.”
“Sometimes things are that simple,” Hari replied, “The
hard part is proving it.”
“You need insider information, phone taps,
incriminating documents, a disgruntled employee, maybe
a whistle blower.”
“I think that’s what Inspector Pung is hoping for, not
so much the phone taps, we can’t really organize that up
here, but maybe the documents and the whistle blower; if
we catch the people who drove the car that might help.”
“I can’t believe Espe actually got elected; that’s a real
fluke.”
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“Using a dummy candidate to split an opponent’s vote
is pretty common in Papua New Guinea but it doesn’t
often backfire so spectacularly.”
“It would be worth poking around in that little
arrangement too I reckon.”
“That’s what I thought but I haven’t got the power to
do it, it’s Inspector Pung’s case, I’m supposed to be
running a reserve police outfit.”
“It would be good training for them, don’t you think?
That Constable Manua seems like a bright spark; what on
earth is he doing in a reserve unit?”
Hari smiled. “I’ve wondered about that too.”
Owen scratched Flynn’s ears and then looked back at
Hari. “He’s keeping an eye on you?”
“Could be,” Hari replied. “That’s why he’s out there
with Ruby.”
Owen chuckled. “You’re a wily old fox Hari but they’ll
find a way to get him back on your tail I’m sure.”
“No doubt, but until then he can be Ruby’s little play
thing.”
“Lucky boy. I wonder what would happen if I
suggested to my bosses that a short rural gig would be
useful in showing the AFP flag. I could take a couple of
reserve police with me.”
“Sounds like a good idea; I might have to come along
to keep an eye on you and make sure it works though.”
“I would insist Hari.”
“I’d better get this stuff back to Grace, she’s been
complaining about the vegies at Koki and Gordons
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again.”
“Lay on, Macduff,” Owen said with a glint in his eye.
“Come along, move it, we’ve got a long way to go!”
Ruby said patting Constable Manua on the bottom.
The constable nearly toppled into the river but kept
his lips tightly closed as he carried his bag across the
rickety plank onto the deck of Ruby’s renovated wooden
boat, the MV Jade. Constable Eripa came up behind,
bending the plank to its limit but grinning broadly. Espe
and Simik were already on board. One of Ruby’s uncles
had fashioned a set of crutches for Espe and despite his
weight he was getting around quite nimbly.
One of the uncles heaved the boarding plank into the
boat and pulled himself aboard. The other uncle spun the
starter handle on the big old Perkins diesel several times
and when it finally fired replaced the hatch cover.
Hopefully by the days end the two heavy duty twenty
four volt batteries would be charged enough to make
starting easier.
The Jade nosed out into the muddy creek of the river
and ran with the outgoing tide towards the sea. Simik sat
back and let the cool morning air play on his face. They
were going to drop him off at Balimo where he would
catch the regular PNG Air ATR-600 on its milk run that
would eventually drop him off at Kiunga. While he
would be glad to see his family again and catch up on the
doings in his remote electorate he was worried about
Espe. Ruby, he acknowledged, was a formidable force
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but he couldn’t get it out of his head that whoever had
tried to run them down would try again. He was now
sure that he wasn’t the prime target, it was Espe they
were after.
He was also wondering about his own motives. Fate
had thrown them together as new members of the
national parliament but he had come to like his chubby
but terribly naïve new friend. With that in mind he had
one final thing to show him before they parted and
Ruby’s betel nut buying expedition would serve the
purpose well. When he had discussed it with her she had
agreed wholeheartedly with his plan.
On the other hand the two policemen, especially
Constable Manua, had been quite worried. They had
been charged with protecting the two politicians and
heading off up the coast to an uncertain destination
would only complicate matters. Ruby had teased them
both, saying that if they were scared of sharks and
saltwater crocodiles she could always ask Hari for a
couple of replacements.
“I’m sure the Chief Inspector could come up with a
couple more cute cops who aren’t afraid of waves,” she
chuckled, pointedly staring at Constable Manua.
She didn’t let on that she had already discussed the trip
with Hari and obtained his enthusiastic consent.
“The further you can take Constable Manua from Port
Moresby the better,” he had replied and then added, “If
he accidently falls overboard and drowns or gets eaten by
a shark that would be even better.”
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Ruby nosed the Jade up small rivers and creeks
pursuing leads and rumours about untouched and high
quality betel nut. In the process she filled the boat’s hold
with bags of nuts and established valuable contacts and
sources of supply for the future. At night they stayed in
the villages or camped on the sandbars in the sheltered
river estuaries. When they finally reached the mouth of
the Bamu River they had to wait for the tidal bore to
dissipate before venturing up the creek. They spent a
night at Emeti after paying the local landowners a fee for
using the cutting below the station. In the morning they
entered the Wawoi River and chugged steadily north.
Espe was admiring the lush rainforest along the river
banks when they swung around a bend and confronted
the first of the logging areas. He let out an audible gasp
when he saw the devastation. The dense rainforest had
suddenly disappeared and been replaced by hectare after
hectare of scraggly secondary growth. The orange scars
of the muddy logging roads crisscrossed the area. He was
still shaking his head when they arrived at the first
logging camp.
Great piles of cut forest giants lay in disorderly heaps
along the shoreline, others were floating in the river
lashed together in giant rafts. A creek of orange mud
leaked into the river and stained its banks. Behind the
heaps rough timber buildings baked in the tropical sun.
The sound of saws somewhere beyond the buildings
whined and coughed. Old Pacific logging trucks, battered
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and door less, ran back and forth and several yellow
bulldozers could be seen pushing the logs they had
brought into piles. Even Ruby was surprised. She had
seen logging areas before but not on this scale.
Ruby swung the Jade into midcreek and powered past
the carnage. Simik had told her there was a village where
they could stay a few kilometres upcreek. Espe was still
staring down the creek when the village appeared on the
far bank. All the buildings looked rundown and weeds
and coarse grass seemed to be edging right into the
village centre. A couple of old men and a woman holding
a child waved to them. There didn’t seem to be anyone
else about.
“All of the able-bodied men work for the logging
company,” one of the old men explained as he showed
them the dilapidated building in which they could spend
the night.
“Where are the women and children?” Ruby asked.
“Most of the women are in the gardens; they are a
long way away now and they sleep in the garden huts, the
children are with them and a few are in the school at the
logging camp.”
Espe, who had struggled ashore and was standing
supported by his crutches said, “You should move the
village closer to the gardens.”
The old man gave a mirthless laugh. “It’s not our land,
we have to pay our neighbours to use it; all of our old
garden land is in the logging area and we can’t use it.”
“The men must be making lots of money, “ Espe
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offered, “Can’t you use that to buy new land?”
The old man glanced at his companion who shook his
head at the fat man’s ignorance.
“The men don’t get paid much and they have to buy
rations from the company store, they are very expensive,
they also have to pay for their accommodation.”
“What about the royalties?”
The old man laughed again. “The company says it pays
royalties but we haven’t seen any of it. They show us
statements but we don’t recognise the names on them,
we think it’s a businessman or a politician and his friends
who live in Balimo or Daru.”
Espe looked bewildered.
“It’s true; the same thing happens where I come
from,” Constable Manua said.
Ruby looked at the young policeman. He shrugged
and looked embarrassed.
“It’s important for you to see and hear this old
friend,” Simik said softly. “It’s happening all over the
country. Most of this area is a special agricultural
business lease. They are supposed to be clearing the
forest for oil palm but whether that happens is anyone’s
guess.”
“The company says we will be able to grow rice here,”
one of the old men added with a sceptical look.
“Do you grow buai here?” Ruby asked the old men.
Their answer was not unexpected. Both old men
shrugged.
“It’s all gone,” the woman with the child said, “The
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bulldozers took it all.”
“We’ll pay well for spending the night here,” Ruby
said with a frown.
“I need to get home,” Espe said.
By the time they got to Balimo Espe had become
restless and anxious. He wanted to return home to make
sure nothing had happened to his clan’s forest.
“It’s a special place,” he explained to Ruby, “It’s where
we hunt and collect bush food and other stuff, our
fathers and grandfathers all hunted there. It’s where the
spirits of our ancestors live. The little people of the
forest live there too, the ones who play tricks on us and
steal our children if we are not careful, if anything
happened to the forest where would they go? They
would take a terrible revenge on us if we allowed it to be
destroyed.”
Ruby frowned. While she sympathised with Espe’s
beliefs and concerns she was loathe to let it interfere with
her buying trip. Then again, her father was a renowned
méamea or shaman and he had instilled in her a firm
belief in the power of the unknown; many people
believed she practised the ancient arts herself. She also
knew that anyone venturing into the deep forest could
not fail to recognise the spirituality dwelling there.
“I still have to travel upriver, up the Aramia and then
further up the Wawoi; there is good betel nut grown up
there and it would be a shame to miss out on it,” she
replied thoughtfully.
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Espe nodded sadly but his eyes told a different story.
“Perhaps I could fly back to Port Moresby,” he said
with a brightening smile. Ruby frowned again. “I can pay
for a ticket,” he added.
“What about Constable Manua and Constable Eripa,
they’re supposed to be looking after you? We came out
here so no one could find you.”
“I can pay for them too, I’ve got plenty of money,”
Espe replied with a bigger smile.
I suppose you have Ruby thought looking at the
rotund politician.
“Okay,” she said, “I’ll have to check with Hari first
but we can book you all on tomorrow’s flight. We’ll just
have to stay overnight in Balimo.”
“There’s a guest house opposite the store, just up
from the District Office,” Constable Manua, who had
been listening in on the conversation, said, “The local
member owns it, you could leave us there, we’ll make
sure we catch the plane on time and nothing happens to
Mr Lamplap.”
Ruby noted the eagerness in the policeman’s voice. He
had been grumpy for most of the trip and had probably
guessed why Hari had sent him along.
“But I’ll miss you so much,” Ruby replied. “Couldn’t
Constable Eripa take the member back?”
Constable Manua looked deflated.
“I’ll run it past Hari Constable, let him decide, isn’t
that best?”
“I suppose so,” the policeman replied. “Perhaps I
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should talk to him too.”
“That might be a bad idea Constable, why don’t you
leave it to me? I’ll make sure you get on the plane and
back to your precious Moresby.”
The pilots who flew the PNG Air ATR-600 on the
milk run between Port Moresby and Kiunga were never
sure about how many passengers they would pick up or
where they wanted to be dropped off. Such were the
vagaries of poor communications and the variable talents
of the local agents along the route. On top of that was
the rapidly changeable weather; quite often it was
impossible to land in bad weather at some places and
unscheduled diversions were required. As they often said,
the pilots made up each trip as they went along.
Fortunately, on this day, no problems occurred and they
made it into Port Moresby’s Jackson Airport well before
dark.
Hari had been sitting in the old Land Rover in the
carpark for an hour or so with Detective Sergeant Owen
Neale. They had been discussing the exigencies of flying
in Papua New Guinea and the idiosyncrasies of Errol
Flynn, who was snoring in the back apparently oblivious
to everything.
“He sort of came over from the dark side,” Hari
explained to Owen, “He used to belong to a corrupt
local government ward councillor who met an untimely
end.”
“Who had a penchant for old film stars?”
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“Oh, no, that was his idea, he said he wanted a new
name to match his new life.”
“I see.”
Hari smiled. “He’s got a mind of his own but he
doesn’t often share his opinions. When I ask him about
something he always says, ‘I don’t know, I’m just a dog’.”
“Uh, huh.”
“I don’t really mind that he hasn’t got an opinion
about something or doesn’t want to share it if he has. In
many ways he’s smarter than me. He can sniff out stuff I
don’t even notice and he seems to be able to tell when
people are sick or stressed. He’s a dab hand at reading
emotions. He knows when to wag his tail and when to
run for cover. He’s a bit excitable I must admit and will
make a terrible racket at the slightest provocation. Show
him a croissant or a doughnut and he behaves like a
puppy, as you’ve already seen.”
Owen was staring at the snoring dog.
“Does he drink beer?” he asked.
“He says he doesn’t drink beer, he’s just a dog.”
“Of course.”
“Nevertheless, he’s a good cop.”
Owen was just about to ask something else when
Flynn blinked and sat upright, staring out of the front
windscreen.
“It’s the Kiunga plane,” Hari said pointing towards the
end of the airstrip. Sure enough, the aeroplane with the
distinctive PNG Air livery was lining up to land. Owen
glanced at the aeroplane and then at Flynn. He was sure
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the dog winked at him before it lay down again.
“We’d better go collect our politician and my two
policemen.” Hari said.
Hari had dropped Owen and the two policemen off in
the city before bringing Espe home with him. Silas had
taken the politician’s bag but he insisted in hobbling up
the stairs himself. When they arrived on the verandah
they were confronted by a scene of feminine industry.
Bella had asked two of her final year English Literature
students to act as her bridesmaids and, assisted by Mrs
Metau, they were busily dressmaking.
Malex Nii and Caroline Vavine had both successfully
assisted Hari in one of his most baffling cases, the
mystery of the missing university professor. They were
both good students. Lucy was the most vivacious of the
pair but the slightly plump and jovial Caroline was a
touch smarter. Together they were a formidable team
and they were relishing making Bella’s wedding to
Sergeant Bokasi a resounding success. To this end they
were on Hari’s verandah being fitted for their gowns
when he arrived home.
Mrs Metau was fussing and fretting over Caroline’s
ample curves and Rose was making modifications to the
gown on her sewing machine when Hari, Espe and a
grinning Flynn came up the stairs. Flynn was delighted,
the two girls always made a fuss of him. Hari was less
sure. The sight of Caroline wrapped in a loose sarong
and Lucy in her tight fitting white gown somehow
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intimidated him.
“I’ll just make me and Espe a cup of tea and then
we’ll get out of your way,” he stammered as he directed
the politician to a chair and headed for the kitchen.
“It’s alright Dad, I’ll make it, you sit down and talk to
Lucy and Caroline,” Bella said with a smile.
Hari reluctantly sat down. Silas put Espe’s bag down
and quickly descended the stairs. Flynn was already
enjoying a tummy rub from Caroline, who was falling out
of her sarong in the process. Rose handed the altered
gown to Mrs Metau.
“Look the other way for a moment,” Mrs Metau said
to Espe and her husband. Hari heard Caroline’s sarong
drop to the floor. He was thinking that they should have
taken up Owen’s invitation for a drink before coming
home. Then there was an abrupt crash of china and an
anguished cry from the kitchen. Hari caught a brief
glimpse of Caroline in her underwear as he got up and
quickly went to see what had happened. Espe looked
alarmed.
Bella was standing at the kitchen sink. There were the
remains of a broken mug and spilled tea on the floor
around her feet. She was grasping her left chest as if she
was in pain. Hari rushed over to her.
“What is it?” he asked. “You look like you’ve seen a
ghost, are you in pain?”
Bella was staring out of the kitchen window and it was
a moment before she realised her father was there.
“It’s Robert,” she said at last, “Something has
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happened to him.”
“What do you mean?” Hari asked, mystified at his
obviously distraught daughter.
“I was just about to bring the tea out to you and
something flashed in front of my eyes and then there was
a sharp pain over my heart; something bad has happened
to him, I just know it.”
Bella was obviously distressed and Hari touched her
arm gently.
“You go sit down on the verandah and talk to Espe,”
he said, “I’ll make another cup of tea. Sometimes our
minds play tricks on us but it doesn’t mean anything.
You’re excited about the upcoming wedding, that’s what
has got your mind working overtime. Nothing has
happened to the sergeant, you’ll see.”
It was then that he looked up and saw Flynn standing
at the door. The dog had a very worried look on his face.
His mobile phone rang about half an hour later. It was
Chief Superintendent Tabai.
Inspector Pung and Sergeant Bokasi had been
following leads for a couple of weeks now, mostly
without success. A chance conversation with a young
street seller they knew called Barney Topa had taken
them out to one of the squatter settlements along the
Boe Vagi Road towards Baruni that afternoon. They had
both caught a fleeting glimpse of the car that had sped
off after hitting Espe and they thought they would
recognise it if they saw it again. When they described the
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car to Barney the teenager had told them there was a car
like that out at the settlement used by a petty criminal
specialising in car-jacking. He had been bragging lately
about having killed someone by deliberately running him
over. The two policemen thought it was worth checking
out.
They had parked Inspector Pung’s Camry on the edge
of the settlement. Barney, who had come with them,
pointed towards a car parked among the tightly packed
shanties. Inspector Pung handed him a fifty kina note
and he quietly disappeared from view.
“It looks like it might be the one we’re looking for,”
Inspector Pung said as they got closer to it. “I wonder
where the driver lives?”
At the sight of Sergeant Bokasi’s uniform most of the
curious onlookers who had greeted them when they
entered the settlement had quickly faded back into the
shadows created by the late afternoon light. Sergeant
Bokasi walked around the car and stopped at the front
looking for any signs of damage.
“It’s certainly the right colour and shape,” he said,
“but it’s got lots of scratches and dents and it would be
hard to tell if it had been in an accident anyway.”
They both looked around. The settlement seemed to
be completely deserted now and they were beginning to
feel uneasy. Then a man appeared from a nearby shanty
and began purposely striding away.
“Wait a minute,” Inspector Pung called, “We’d like to
talk to you.” The man increased his pace.
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“I’ll get him,” Sergeant Bokasi said slipping his rubber
truncheon from his belt and setting off after him. The
man broke into a trot. Sergeant Bokasi began to run.
Suddenly the man stopped and swung around.
“That’s better,” Sergeant Bokasi said. It was then that
he saw the gun in the man’s hand. He was about to step
sideways when he heard the loud report.
“Oh Jesus!” Inspector Pung gasped as he quickly
scrabbled for his service pistol. The sergeant was
sprawled on the ground and not moving. The man strode
past the prone policeman without looking at him and
headed deliberately towards Inspector Pung. He was
holding a sawn off automatic rifle and firing every few
steps. A bullet smashed into the window of the car and
shattered it and then Inspector Pung felt a searing pain in
his left arm. He was momentarily stunned and then he
brought his pistol up and fired one shot into the man’s
chest. The man fell backwards and lay still.
The inspector was bleeding profusely from his arm as
he ran to where Sergeant Bokasi lay. There was a large
pool of blood on the ground. He pulled out his mobile
phone and punched the buttons that had become bloody
from the wound to his arm. Then he knelt down and felt
for a pulse in the sergeant’s neck. There was nothing.
The inspector tore off his shirt and bunched it tightly
against the wound in Sergeant Bokasi’s chest. He was
becoming dizzy and he fought to remain conscious as he
tried to stem the flow of blood from the wound. His
blood mixed with the sergeants and formed a pool
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around them on the ground. That was how the police
patrol and the ambulance officers found them when they
arrived at the settlement.
There is only one specialist emergency physician in the
whole of Papua New Guinea and he happened to have
just come on ready for night duty when the ambulance
pulled into Accident and Emergency at the Port Moresby
General Hospital.
“What have you got?” he asked the paramedic as the
doors of the ambulance swung open.
“Three gunshot wounds, two deceased and one shot
in the upper left arm with significant blood loss,” the
paramedic replied with a grunt as he pulled the first
stretcher out of the vehicle.
“Better get him into the operating theatre,” the
physician said to the nurse who had come up behind
him. He leaned over the unconscious Inspector Pung
and pulled back an eyelid to check for a response. The
action caused the inspector to blink rapidly and try to
rise. The physician pushed him gently down and bent to
check the wound in his arm. It was then that the
paramedic touched him on the shoulder and pointed at
the inspector’s hands. He was holding a bloody pistol.
“We couldn’t get it off him,” the paramedic said,
“even when he had passed out.”
“Go and look at the sergeant,” Inspector Pung rasped.
The physician looked up at the paramedic and then
turned his head towards the inspector. “The sergeant is
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dead I’m afraid,” he said gently.
There was a distinct click as Inspector Pung cocked
the pistol.
“Go and look at the sergeant,” he rasped again and
lifted the barrel of the pistol so that it pointed directly at
the physician’s chest.
The physician looked calmly at the paramedic and said
softly, “Go and fetch the sergeant, quickly please.” The
paramedic gulped and did as he was told.
Inspector Pung kept his pistol trained on the physician
as he leaned over the stretcher with Sergeant Bokasi on
it. He was desperately trying to remain conscious.
The physician stood up and looked at the paramedic
and his partner with a frown.
“There’s a very faint heart beat there,” he said and
then turned to the nurse. “Get him into theatre one, I’ll
be right there.”
Inspector Pung lowered the barrel of his pistol.
“I’ll get another physician to look at you as soon as
possible,” the physician said to the inspector, “Can you
hang on for a while, we’re a bit stretched at the
moment?”
Inspector Pung nodded and the pistol clattered to the
floor. The two paramedics stepped gingerly around it.
Even though the other man had been shot through the
heart they were going back to check that he was actually
dead.
Sergeant Bokasi was on the operating table for over
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five hours. They thought they had lost him twice. He had
been given an emergency transfusion of type O blood
but upon testing they discovered that his blood group
was the relatively rare type AB positive, which they didn’t
have in their limited stocks. The emergency physician
had come out of the operating theatre and spoken to
Hari.
“We’ve got the bullet out, it came perilously close to
his heart, and we’ve repaired the damage as best we can
but he needs more blood; he’s got a relatively unusual
blood group, type AB positive; would it be possible to
contact his family, they would be our best bet for a
match?”
Hari looked at Bella and Mrs Metau.
“His father is deceased and his mother lives in a village
in New Britain. I think he has a brother there but his
sisters are somewhere in Sundaun Province where his
mother comes from, I don’t know how to contact them,”
a distraught Bella replied. The physician frowned.
“How quickly do you need it?” Hari asked.
“As soon as possible,” the physician replied, “We’re
using type O at the moment but he really needs his own
blood group if he is to survive.”
Bella gave a deep sob and looked at her father.
“We’ll do the best we can,” Hari replied.
He called Chief Superintendent Tabai and explained
the situation. The superintendent said that he would get a
search going to see if there was anyone under his
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command with the same blood type. Hari thanked him
and put the telephone down. He thought for a moment
and then called Detective Sergeant Owen Neale.
“I need to urgently track down some people in New
Britain,” he explained, “I think some of your guys are in
Rabaul. They’ve got pretty good communications and
they might be in a better position to shake up the local
cops and get them moving on it.”
“Okay Hari, I’ll give it a shot; you’d better fill me in.”
Hari explained the situation.
“Jesus, the sergeant, what sort of blood are you
looking for?”
“AB positive. It’s relatively rare.”
There was a pause on the line.
“Don’t I know it. I’ll be right there,” Owen finally
said, “I’m AB positive too.”
A short time after Owen arrived at the hospital
Reserve Constable Manua turned up.
“What do you want?” Hari asked in a frustrated voice.
“I’m rather busy at the moment.”
“Chief Superintendent Tabai sent me sir.”
“What the hell for?” Hari muttered.
“I’m type AB positive sir,” the constable replied.
After Sergeant Bokasi had been transferred from the
operating theatre to the Intensive Care Ward Hari had
gone to check on Inspector Pung. The policeman was
conscious but groggy. He had undergone surgery
immediately after the sergeant. Fortunately he had a
81

common blood group and there was no problem with
the transfusion he required. Hari told him that it was still
very much touch and go with Sergeant Bokasi.
“What I don’t understand is why that guy pulled a gun
and started blazing away like that,” Inspector Pung said.
“It was totally unexpected.”
“Who knows?” Hari replied. “But thanks to you the
sergeant is still in there with a chance.”
“And that doctor; he’s been on his feet for about ten
hours.”
“Him too,” Hari smiled. The inspector was too
humble he thought.
When he got back to the Intensive Care Ward Owen
and Constable Manua were standing at the end of the
sergeant’s bed. Bella was on a chair holding the sergeant’s
hand and Mrs Metau was standing behind her. Hari
placed a hand on each of the men’s shoulders for a
moment and then went and stood with his wife. He put
his arm around her shoulders. While they watched Bella
leaned over Sergeant Bokasi and gently kissed him on the
forehead.
“Please don’t leave me,” she whispered.
Hari felt his wife stiffen. This was personal now he
thought, whoever was responsible was going to pay. The
man who had fired the bullet that had brought the
sergeant down was dead but those who had hired him
were still out there somewhere. Come hell or high water
he was going to find them.
82

4

“The Opposition reckons it’s got the numbers for a no
confidence motion,” Owen said as Hari got into the
Land Rover. He turned around the copy of the National
Courier he was reading and showed Hari the headline.
“Uh, huh,” Hari replied.
“You don’t seem impressed.”
“Tweedledee and Tweedledum,” Hari shrugged.
“We’ve been put on alert in case something happens,
they reckon if the opposition succeeds they’ll move to
arrest the prime minister for corruption.”
“He is corrupt, but so are they, the leader of the
opposition made millions out of illegal logging.”
“So you don’t think it matters who runs the country?”
“Not really, none of them know what they are doing,
most people just ignore their little games and power
plays.”
“That’s kind of sad.”
“That’s the way it works, most politicians go into
parliament to make money.”
“You’d think everyone would elect honest people to
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represent them.”
“Some of them are honest when they first get elected
but it doesn’t take long before they get corrupted.”
“It must be terribly frustrating for ordinary people.”
“Like I said, it’s best to ignore it, most people are too
busy simply surviving.”
“I thought Papua New Guinea was supposed to be a
democracy?”
“It is and it isn’t, most of the population lives in rural
areas and are subsistence farmers, it doesn’t really matter
to them what the government does or what state the
economy is in, unless they are in areas being logged or
mined they’re more interested whether the rains come on
time and how fertile the soil is, it’s just the people in the
towns who worry about the government.”
“So you think our guys are overreacting?”
“It’s always handy to know what’s going on but I
wouldn’t worry too much, there might be a protest or
two but those things usually blow over pretty quick and
people just get on with it. Why? Are you worried?”
“No, not really, now that you’ve explained it; it just
means I’ll have to look gainfully employed for a while, I
might have to cut back on our little outings, which would
be a shame, I’d like to help you find the bastards who
caused the shooting of the sergeant and the inspector.
Apart from that I rather enjoy pottering around with you
and your mutt and your Dad’s Army of reserve cops.”
“We occasionally get stuff done with our pottering,”
Hari said. “You would be surprised.”
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“No I wouldn’t,” Owen replied.
“So why are you suddenly interested in Papua New
Guinean politics?”
“Oh, I don’t know, it’s interesting I guess, it’s pretty
rough and raw, we don’t get that in Australia.
“I know what you are doing Owen, and I’m grateful to
you but I’m okay. Once the sergeant is out of the woods
we’ll track down the people responsible, you can help me
with that if you like.”
Owen smiled to himself.
They had just come from the hospital where Sergeant
Bokasi was still in intensive care and barely conscious.
He had been stabilised but was showing no real signs of
improvement. Bella was sleeping beside his bed and only
left to eat and shower; she refused the offers from Mrs
Metau and Rose to relieve her.
Hari’s initial anger had turned into a quiet, controlled
rage; outwardly he seemed remarkably calm but inside he
was rocking on a grey ocean. He had taken the physician
aside after the first few days and asked him for a frank
assessment. The physician’s advice had not been
encouraging. If the sergeant was a wealthy businessman
or a politician, the physician said, it was highly likely that
by now he would have been flown down to one of the
larger Australian hospitals where they were better
equipped to deal with such injuries, as it was however, he
would do his best, a lot depended upon the sergeant’s
will to live.
“You all need to pray for him,” the physician finished.
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Owen and Inspector Pung, in a hospital gown and
dragging a drip stand behind him, had joined Hari when
he spoke to the physician. They had both frowned when
the physician had finished. Hari had given them a grim
look and gone to say goodbye to his daughter.
“If I can organise the money can you do anything
about getting the visas processed quickly?” the inspector
said.
“I’ll see what I can do,” Owen replied, “It’s not going
to be cheap.”
“I’ve got wantoks in the highlands who owe me
several favours,” the inspector replied with a slow smile.
“They’ve met Robert and know him so I might be able
to organise something; it’s worth a try anyway.”
“Should we tell Hari?”
“Not yet, it might not happen. What we do need to do
is try to distract him; he’s wound up like a tight spring
and could go off at any time. He’s only a skinny little
bloke with grey hair but I wouldn’t want to be around
when that happens.”
After Hari had dropped Owen off Flynn hopped into
his seat.
“It’s hard to know what to do isn’t it Hari?”
“What do you recommend, you scruffy old dog,” Hari
replied nodding his head.
“The important thing is not to go looking for revenge
Hari, that will only make things worse, it will cloud your
judgement, there’s too much of that in this country
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already.”
“It’s hard not to want to do that Flynn.”
“Of course, that’s just human Hari, we dogs just put
our tail between our legs and get on with it.”
“Get on with it?”
“The people responsible for the sergeant getting shot
and for Espe being run over still need to be caught and
brought to justice Hari.”
“I suppose so, but we need to get the sergeant through
this first I think.”
“But Espe still wants to go home, he might be in more
danger if he does that Hari, he can’t stay with you and
Mrs Metau forever.”
“I don’t know what I can do Flynn.”
“That doesn’t sound like the old Inspector Metau I
know Hari.”
Hari looked at the dog and then stared ahead through
the windscreen. When they got home and Silas had
opened the gate he saw his wife on the verandah talking
to Espe and Abraham, the old Simbu gardener from next
door who was helping to keep an eye on the politician.
He climbed up the stairs and Mrs Metau came to greet
him.
“How is he Hari?” Espe and Abraham stood
apprehensively behind his wife waiting for the answer
too.
“Not good but no bad either,” Hari said. “Nothing
much has changed since yesterday I’m afraid.”
“Is Bella alright?”
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“She still won’t leave him, she’s a stubborn girl, like
her mother I think, she must love him a lot, I hate to
think what she will do if he doesn’t make it.”
“It’s all my fault,” Espe said softly behind them. “If I
hadn’t been stupid and got talked into standing for
election none of this would have happened.”
“It’s not your fault Espe,” Hari said. “If it wasn’t you
it would have been someone else; besides, being shot is a
risk all policemen face these days, it’s just sad that it was
a good man like Sergeant Bokasi.”
“I still feel guilty,” Espe whispered.
Hari sat down and Mrs Metau went to make a pot of
tea. Espe hobbled to a chair but Abraham kept standing.
“If you feel that way Espe you could help Hari catch
the people responsible,” the old man said looking at
Hari.
“I know who is responsible,” Espe said. “It’s the ExMember.”
“But it has to be proven; you could help do that.”
“Maybe I should just shoot him,” Espe replied.
Hari looked up. “Would you do that Espe?”
“I’d have to get a gun, that’s not hard.”
“It’s not good either,” Abraham said.
Hari didn’t say anything. He was busy thinking.
“If you really feel that strongly, Espe perhaps you can
help us catch him, if he’s actually the one responsible, it
could be someone else.”
Espe shook his head. “It’s him,” he said. “He tried to
kill me by having me hit by a car so he can get his seat in
88

parliament back.”
“Will you help?” Hari asked. There was an idea
struggling to get to the surface but it was not fully
formed. “You’d have to do what I say, no shooting
anyone, we have to be a lot more clever than that.”
“Tell me what to do,” Espe replied with a puzzled
look.
Hari glanced at Flynn. The dog was following the
conversation with interest.
“The first thing you need to do is go home Espe. Act
as though nothing unusual has happened, you were just
accidentally knocked over crossing the road, you were
still getting used to the crazy traffic in Port Moresby.”
“Won’t that be dangerous?” Abraham interrupted.
“It could be,” Hari said, “But I will send Constables
Manua and Eripa with you; in plain clothes, you could
say they are your new assistants or something. I’ll get a
couple more of our reservists to hang around too.”
Espe scratched his head. He didn’t really understand
what Hari had in mind but he was still willing to help.
“I have to see how the sergeant goes over the next
week or so but I can keep an eye on things from here.
We need to draw whoever is responsible out into the
open and hope they make a mistake; that’s why you need
to understand it could be dangerous, you’ll be like bait in
a trap Espe.”
“I’ll do it!” Espe said with resolution.
“You’ll do what?” Mrs Metau asked putting the tea
tray down on the verandah table.
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“I’ll be the bait,” Espe grinned.
“You men,” Mrs Metau muttered. “At a time like this
and all you can talk about is fishing.”
Espe looked confused. Hari looked at Abraham and
winked. The old man had a suppressed smile on his face.
The lady they met on the incoming late flight from
Rabaul didn’t look like they expected. She was tall and
slim with steel grey hair and was dressed in well-tailored
slacks and jacket. They knew that Robert’s mother was a
teacher but they were looking for someone shorter and
dressed in a traditional meri blouse. When the lady
approached Hari, who was holding up a cardboard
placard with her name on it, Mrs Metau simply nodded
politely and kept staring into the crowd disembarking
from the baggage area. Hari touched her on the arm and
said softly, “Here is Robert’s mother Grace.”
It took Mrs Metau a full second to register what Hari
had said and then the instinctive bond of shared
motherhood overtook her and she stepped forward and
embraced Mrs Bokasi. Then they both broke into tears.
Hari felt something tug at his vitals and he lowered the
piece of cardboard and watched as the two women wept
in each other’s arms.
While he was waiting for their flight to board
Constable Manua looked at the latest post from Bikmaus
and wondered whether he should show it to Hari. He
knew that Hari was dismissive of social media but
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judging by the comments and ‘likes’ on the blogger’s
website he had a significant following.
The local newspapers had merely reproduced Chief
Superintendent Tabai’s short press release about the
incident at the Baruni settlement but Bikmaus had put a
whole new spin on it. The post was headlined ‘Shoot-out
at Baruni’ but the text was much more provocative. It
claimed that police had gone to the settlement looking
for a stolen car and had started a gunfight with one of
the residents, who they had shot and killed. The shooting
of Sergeant Bokasi and Inspector Pung was dismissed
with the line ‘two police officers were wounded’. There
were vivid descriptions provided by ‘terror-stricken’
residents of the settlement who had ‘run for cover as
bullets flew everywhere’. The post ended with an
emotive diatribe about police ‘again being too eager to
use their firearms’ resulting in ‘unnecessary deaths and
‘terrorisation of innocent people’.
Manua decided he had better show it to Hari.
“Who is this character Bikmaus? Hari asked after
reading the post.
“I don’t know sir.”
“How do you find out? I’d like to speak to him.”
“It’s pretty impossible to track them sir. These people
keep their identity secret in case someone goes after
them. The website hosts won’t release their details
without a court order. Do you want to stop him sir?”
Hari looked at the constable.
“That’s my first inclination Constable but that
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wouldn’t be right would it? We can’t muzzle the media
no matter how bad or inaccurate they are. No, I think I
just want to talk to him.”
“To warn him off sir?”
“No, that would be intimidation, I had something else
in mind.”
“Yes sir.”
“Let me think about it a bit more Constable. Perhaps
when you get back you can make some enquiries.”
“Yes sir.”
“And Constable …”
“Sir?”
“Do it discretely, no point in scaring him off, he could
be useful.”
“Yes sir.”
“They’re calling your flight, you’d better get going.”
Espe had discarded his crutches and insisted on
hobbling along under his own steam. Both of the
policemen were in plain clothes. Constable Eripa was in a
belly-hugging tee-shirt, shorts and thongs but Constable
Manua was more nattily dressed in designer jeans, an
open-necked patterned shirt and smart light brown
leather loafers. The gold chain around his neck made him
look like the perfect spiv Hari thought and that fitted the
plan slowly forming in his mind perfectly.
When he returned to the house later to pick up Mrs
Metau he found her busy tidying and reorganising the
spare room in which Espe had stayed with the assistance
of Mrs Lohia, the pastor’s wife.
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“Ready to go?” Hari asked staring at the disarray in the
room. Mrs Metau gave him an exasperated look. There
was an element of housekeeping pride at play that Hari
didn’t want to go anywhere near so he smiled and said,
“I’ll make a cup of tea while you finish what you are
doing; the plane from Rabaul is always late anyway.”
As Hari crept away Mrs Lohia put down what she was
doing and said, “I can finish up here if you like Grace,
you go to the airport, everything will be fine.”
Mrs Metau looked momentarily grateful and then
frowned.
“The bed sheets are still on the line, they should be
dry but I was hoping to leave them there a bit longer for
the sun to freshen them up.”
“Don’t worry,” Mrs Lohia said putting her hand on
Mrs Metau’s arm, “You go to the airport with Hari, it will
all be all ready when you get home, I promise.
Mrs Lohia was a notorious busy body but deep down
she had a good heart and she had known Mrs Metau
since they were girls at school. On top of that she had a
special place in that heart for Grace’s two daughters,
Bella and Rose. When Bella and Robert had announced
their engagement she shared her old friend’s joy and had
dived into helping with the marriage preparations
enthusiastically. The shooting of Sergeant Bokasi had
affected her almost as deeply as it had Hari and Grace.
Each night she said a quiet but teary prayer for his
recovery.
After a moment of hesitation Regina Bokasi and Bella
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Metau hugged each other and turned their attention to
watching over the wounded sergeant. They were quietly
chatting, filling in the details of their lives with the
stricken man in the hospital bed, when the emergency
physician walked into the ward. At his insistence Bella
was now on a first name basis with him. Dr David Arua
was a gentle and unassuming man who, if you met him
outside the hospital, you might mistake for a mid-level
public servant. He didn’t have an expensive car,
preferring to walk when he could, and he didn’t wear any
of the expensive accoutrements that some of his
colleagues effected. He had also broken hospital protocol
by allowing Bella to remain in the intensive care ward
with the sergeant.
When Bella introduced him to Robert’s mother Dr
Arua paused for a moment and then placed his hand on
her arm.
“We are going to send him down to Brisbane on a
Care Flight charter,” he said, “They have specialists who
know how to deal with complicated gunshot wounds,
people who have been in Iraq and places like that.”
Bella looked at Mrs Bokasi. They were both thinking
the same thing.
“We can’t afford to do that,” Bella whispered.
“It’s been taken care of,” Dr Arua replied.
“But how, who?”
“They prefer to remain anonymous. I also understand
your passports and visas will be fast-tracked so you
should be able to go down there to be with him in a few
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days’ time.”
“But I don’t know anyone in Brisbane, where will we
stay?”
“There are Papua New Guineans there who will look
after you, it’s being arranged as we speak,” Dr Arua
replied, “There’s nothing for you to worry about. Robert
is holding his own despite all our expectations but if he is
to survive he needs some very delicate re-constructive
surgery; it’s something I could do here but if anything
goes wrong we don’t have the back-up facilities they
have down there. They will take the best care of him; I
know the surgeons personally, they are the best in the
business.” He paused again and looked at the two
women. “It’s the only hope he’s got, he’s a fighter but
there is a limit to his will to survive, he’s doing his part
and we, and you, must do ours.”
The physician stepped back and smiled encouragingly
at the two women. He hoped he wasn’t giving them false
hope.
Hari was sitting on the upturned hull of his outrigger
idly staring across Fairfax Harbour at the lights of the
city between Paga and Touaguba Hills. Mrs Metau and
Silas were attending a fire of driftwood on which six
large mullet were cooking. Silas had caught all of them.
Hari, as usual, had caught nothing. Flynn was lying in the
sand beside him watching the proceedings at the fire with
interest. As dusk quickly descended more lights began to
appear around the harbour and sprinkle their glow on the
95

dark water. The lazy smoke from the fire gave the air an
appealing earthy smell.
“I love this place,” Hari said, “but sometimes I hate it
too.”
Flynn glanced up at him with a questioning look.
“For all its brassiness and tinsel and its outrageous
wealth and poverty and rubbishy streets and garish
buildings and squalid settlements it still has its charms,
don’t you think Flynn?”
I don’t know anywhere else to compare it to Hari.
“It might be a boil hanging off the underbelly of
Papua New Guinea but it feels like home Flynn. The boil
occasionally needs lancing to drain off all the corruption
and inequality but it is still comfortably shabby.”
The fish smell nice Hari.
“You’re incorrigible Flynn, don’t you ever think of
anything but your belly?”
You’re thinking about Sergeant Bokasi aren’t you
Hari?
Hari shrugged. They had farewelled Bella and the
sergeant’s mother that morning at the airport. The
sergeant had arrived in Brisbane a few days earlier and
was scheduled for surgery at the end of the week. They
had again been warned that the odds of him recovering
were not good.
“I keep thinking that if I had been there it might not
have happened Flynn; I might have picked up on the
danger and called him back.”
What’s done is done Hari. Inspector Pung didn’t see it
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coming so why should you have been any different?
Flynn lifted his head and looked towards the road.
Inspector Pung’s Camry had pulled up beside the Land
Rover and he and Owen were walking down towards
them. Owen had a bilum bulging with bread. Inspector
Pung had a six pack of SP lager under his good arm. Hari
stood up to greet them and Mrs Metau, wiping her hands
on her apron, came to get the bread.
“The fish smell good,” Owen said sitting on the hull
beside Hari. Inspector Pung remained standing. He had
gently dropped the beer on the sand. Silas came up with
a bottle opener and knocked the tops off four of the
bottles.
“There’s six more in the car,” Inspector Pung said. He
had been nursing the underside of his injured arm in its
sling but took the bottle that Silas handed him. He raised
it and said, “Here’s hoping the sergeant does well.” The
three other men raised their bottles in unison.
They sipped the beer slowly, savouring its coolness
and gazing quietly at the city lights for a while. Hari
finally broke the silence.
“I have to thank you for arranging the care flight for
Sergeant Bokassi and the tickets and visas for Bella and
Regina,” he said.
“What makes you think we had anything to do with it
Hari?” Inspector Pung replied.
“I’m not dumb,” Hari said with a slight smile.
“It could have been the Commissioner or the
Minister.”
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“And pigs might fly.”
“Indeed they might Hari.”
“We’ll pay you back, you and your relatives up there in
Hagen.”
“Don’t be insulting Hari,” Inspector Pung said and
winked at Owen. Then more seriously, “Whoever saw fit
to help the sergeant probably only wants one thing Hari
and that’s the bringing to justice of the people
responsible; and I’m not talking about that miserable
druggie who fired the shot.”
“I’m sure he does,” Hari replied.
“But now we need a good feed of fish Hari.”
Flynn had got up and had walked to the fire where
Silas and Mrs Metau were laying out the fish and some
fire-baked vegetables on a couple of banana leaves.
“Before that dog nicks it all,” Owen added.
Espe stepped warily onto the tarmac and looked
across at the terminal building. His leg was stiff and
painful but he hobbled resolutely towards the arrivals
gate. Constables Manua and Eripa, in their civilian
clothes, followed a few discrete steps behind him. They
were trying hard to act nonchalant but were nervous. Just
before Espe reached the terminal they overtook him and
went ahead. Espe gulped and held his breath as he went
through the door.
Everything seemed normal. The passengers on the
flight were greeting relatives and friends and milling
around the luggage collection area. Espe looked
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cautiously towards the exit and spotted his wife, Agnes,
at the back of the crowd. He edged carefully towards her
clutching his baggage coupons. There was the rattle of
the luggage trolley and the passengers shuffled forward
to claim their bags. Eripa tapped Espe on the shoulder
and said, “I’ll collect your bags if you like.” Espe handed
over the coupons and continued towards Agnes. He
couldn’t see anyone else he recognised in the crowd.
Manua was right behind him.
When they reached the carpark he spotted the Hilux at
the end of the single rank. Agnes had retrieved his bags
from Eripa and was tottering along in front of them. She
kept glancing back suspiciously at the two men following
her. She hissed at Espe and nodded towards Manua and
Eripa.
“It’s okay, Espe said, “they, um…work for me.”
Then she tripped over the kerb and landed on the
grass verge. Espe and the two policemen waited patiently
while she dusted herself off and began dragging the two
heavy suitcases again. When they got to the Hilux Espe
inhaled quickly. His daughter, Rhapsody, was sitting in
the driver’s seat tapping away at her mobile phone.
“Where’s the driver,” he asked with concern.
Agnes heaved the two suitcases onto the tray of the
vehicle and waved her open hand to indicate he was
gone.
“Has she got a licence?”
Agnes nodded vaguely and climbed into the front
passenger seat. Rhapsody kept tapping her phone. The
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three men looked at each other and then squeezed into
the narrow back seats. Manua and Eripa sat with their
backpacks on their laps with Espe crunched
uncomfortably between them. Rhapsody turned the key
in the ignition and executed a too rapid reversal out of
the parking space managing to spray some unsuspecting
pedestrians with gravel. She dodged some more people
by millimetres and gunned the Hilux up the hill behind
the airport. The three men hung on grimly as the town
flashed by and the vehicle spun onto the dirt road out to
Espe’s village. Rhapsody drove while tapping on her
phone and engaging in an animated conversation with
her mother.
When they reached the bottom of the hill where the
house sat she crunched the gears and charged up a
narrow, freshly gravelled track that hadn’t been there
before. The Hilux roared and skidded and finally lurched
over the tip of the rise and landed squarely in front of
Espe’s new house. The two women climbed out and
signalled to two young girls standing in the doorway of
the house to come collect Espe’s suitcases. When the
men had untangled themselves and joined the women in
the house Rhapsody flipped the first suitcase flat with her
foot and said, “What did you bring us?” Espe fumbled
with the key of the suitcase. Even Manua and Eripa
looked expectant.
The house smelled of freshly milled timber and new
paint. There was a room towards the back next to the
kitchen with two stretchers against the wall. Agnes
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pointed Manua and Eripa to the room and then came
back carrying coloured blankets still in their plastic
wrappers. Outside the window they could see Espe’s old
house where the two young girls now lived. A miasma of
green-grey smoke was seeping out of the thatched roof
and there were two pigs snuffling in the dirt near the
door. They dropped their backpacks onto the stretchers
and went back to the front of the house.
In a room with a large flat screen television sitting on a
table Rhapsody was rummaging through Espe’s two
suitcases. She didn’t look up when they sat on the shiny
vinyl sofa. Espe came into the room carrying two
steaming mugs of instant coffee. He set them down on
the floor beside the two policemen and went back for
one himself. The three of them then sat sipping their
coffee watching Rhapsody examining the items in the
suitcases.
There was a mobile phone ringing somewhere. Hari
pulled the Land Rover over and searched through his
pockets. Flynn, who was sitting in the passenger seat,
reached over to the tray under the windscreen and
dropped the vibrating phone in Hari’s lap. Hari glanced
at the grinning dog and tried to remember how to answer
it. It was an ultra-cheap android smart phone and Hari
still hadn’t mastered its intricacies. Swipe the screen with
your finger Hari the dog said. Hari stopped vainly
punching symbols and ran his finger across the screen.
He was cursing the day his old flip phone had died.
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“Hello,” he said.
“The eagle has landed,” came a whispered voice from
somewhere deep in cyber space..
Hari held the phone in front of him and then put it to
his ear again. “Who is this?” he asked. “What do you
want?”
There was a shuffling sound on the phone and then
the voice whispered, “It’s me, Constable Manua sir.”
Hari shook his head, “Have you been drinking
Constable?”
Another pause. “No sir, it’s a code.”
“What is a code?”
“The eagle has landed sir.”
Hari looked at Flynn and shook his head again. “What
does it mean Constable?”
Again another whisper. “We’re here sir, in the
member’s house., everyone has gone to town so I
thought it was safe to ring you.”
“Where is Constable Eripa Manua?”
“It’s alright sir, he’s gone with them, they’ve gone to
get some groceries from the supermarket.”
“I can see how that would be appealing to Constable
Eripa but isn’t the supermarket owned by the exmember?”
A long silence. “Yes sir, I forgot.”
“You forgot?”
“I’m sure it will be alright sir.”
“It had better be alright Constable, he’s a prime
suspect.”
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“I’ll ring Constable Eripa and warn him sir.”
“You do that Constable. Who else have you rung?
Have you spoken to Chief Superintendent Tabai?”
“Not yet… I mean, no sir?”
“Never mind Constable, just be careful on the phone.”
“Yes sir.”
“And Constable.”
“Yes sir.”
“Don’t let the member out of your sight again.”
“No sir. I mean, I won’t sir.”
“What are you going to do with the eagle Constable?”
“Sir?”
“The eagle, you said an eagle had landed. What are you
going to do with it?”
“It’s a figure of speech sir, haven’t you seen the film?
It’s got Clint Eastwood and …”
“I’ve seen the film Constable.”
“Yes sir. You were joking.”
“Yes, I was, now hang up and get on to Eripa quick
smart, if anything happens to the member I’ll have your
guts for garters.”
“Sir?”
“It’s code Constable. It means I’m holding you
responsible for the member’s safety.”
“Yes sir.”
“Alright Constable, good work, keep me posted, now
get off the phone and call Eripa.”
“Yes sir.”
Hari held out the phone again and looked at it. “How
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do you turn this thing off Flynn?”
Tap the little red telephone symbol Hari, that will end
the call.
Hari tapped the screen and looked at the phone again.
“Good. Here, you look after it Flynn.” He put the
phone on the seat by the dog. Flynn picked it up
delicately in his teeth and dropped it back in the tray
under the windscreen. Hari started the Land Rover and
pulled out on the road. The setting sun caught the deep
frown on his face.
When Hari got home he had hardly been on the
verandah for five minutes before Mrs Lohia came up the
steps. She was holding a steaming china casserole dish in
a tea towel. Hari put his beer down and stood up. Mrs
Lohia glanced disapprovingly at the bottle and then put
the dish on the table beside it.
“You needn’t have gone to all that trouble Mrs
Lohia,” Hari said. “I could have cooked something
later.”
“It’s no trouble Hari. It’s a fish stew. It’s what the
pastor and I are having for dinner, I just made a little
extra. I promised Grace I would keep an eye on you.”
She glanced at the SP bottle in a meaningful way.
“That’s very nice of you Mrs Lohia.”
“It’s no trouble. Have you heard anything from
Brisbane?”
Hari smiled to himself. Fish stew for gossip, he
thought, a fair trade under the circumstances.
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“They’ve operated on the sergeant and he’s pulled
through. He was in the theatre for several hours. They’ve
repaired all the damage. They had to remove some dead
tissue and replace it and it seems to have worked but
they’re still not sure how he will go, he’s barely
conscious.”
“Oh dear. How is Bella holding up?”
“She phoned me last night. She seems okay, it’s hard
to tell. She and Grace are staying with a nice Simbu
family in somewhere called Toowong. He’s a surgeon
and she’s a nurse, he helped operate on the sergeant,
they’re relatives of Abraham next door.”
Mrs Lohia considered this information for a moment
and then said, “How are you holding up Hari? You were,
I mean, you are, very close to Robert.”
Hari looked surprised. He hadn’t thought about it.
“I’m okay,” he said.
“We’ll keep praying for the sergeant,” Mrs Lohia said
and turned to go back down the stairs. Hari watched her
go out of the gate after talking briefly to Silas. They had
both turned to look up at him and then quickly looked
away.
He stood on the top of the stairs for a while and then
turned around and picked up his bottle of beer. He went
into the kitchen and poured the contents into the sink.
Then he went and retrieved the fish stew. Flynn followed
him.
Later in the evening he phoned Owen. When the
policeman answered he said, “Fancy a ride out to
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Kwikila, there’s an old sergeant out there I’d like to visit,
you might find him interesting.”
“Sounds good Hari, I’m bored out of my brain at the
moment.”
“Pick you about seven then?”
“Thanks Hari, I’ll be waiting.”
The old sergeant was sitting on a rickety kitchen chair
on the grass in front of his house when Hari and Owen
pulled up. Hari had explained his relationship to the
sergeant on the way down.
“I just like to occasionally run things past him when
I’ve got a problem,” he explained. “Sometimes he hasn’t
got any advice but it’s a habit I developed when I was a
young constable. If I make a mistake I always wonder if
it was because I didn’t talk to the Sarge.”
“Nothing wrong with that Hari, lots of us do it.”
“You included?”
“Oh yeah, an old sergeant out in the boondocks called
Harry Bickford. I used to drive him nuts. He’s long gone
now, got fat sitting behind a desk and had a heart attack.
I sometimes see his missus and I was a bit sweet on one
of his daughters but I’ve no idea where she is now,
probably married with a dozen kids.”
Sergeant Kasari had been seriously unwell the previous
year and it had been touch and go for a while. He still
looked frail but he was jovial enough and happy to see
them.
“I taught this whippersnapper everything he knows,”
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he told Owen, “and he’s still coming back for advice, I
don’t know what’s come of the world, it was much
tougher in my day.”
It was a familiar refrain and Owen kept nodding
encouragement with a broad smile. Hari looked suitably
affronted but happy to hear the old sergeant in full voice.
He felt suddenly a lot more relaxed than he had over the
previous few weeks. Kasari’s daughter, Dinah, came
outside when she heard voices and then rushed inside to
fetch tea and scones. Kasari’s wife, officially called
Harriet but known by everyone by her Gogodala name
Temi, followed her out with the tray and Hari introduced
them to Owen.
They had heard about the shooting and asked about
Sergeant Bokasi and Hari told them all he knew.
“Such a nice young man and getting ready to marry
Bella,” Temi said. “It’s shameful what happens in Port
Moresby these days, we’re afraid to even go there
sometimes.”
“It comes with the job,” Kasari said, “although in my
day you were more likely to cop an arrow than a bullet.”
“These are very nice scones,” Owen said munching on
his second helping. Flynn was enjoying them too.
“It’s Dinah does them,” Temi said, “She’s a wonderful
cook.”
Dinah looked embarrassed and stared at the ground.
“Melanie made them,” she said softly.
Hari looked up. “They’re very nice, kind of nutty, who
is Melanie?”
107

“She’s Dinah’s special friend,” Temi replied with a
smile, “She’s down at the store getting some flour, you
might have passed her on the way here.”
Hari glanced at Dinah and the woman looked shyly
away. He nodded. “That’s good Dinah, I’m glad you’ve
got a friend now.”
Owen, who had followed the conversation looked a
bit puzzled but no one offered to enlighten him.
“So what can I do for you Chief Inspector Metau?”
Kasari interrupted. “What are you going to do about
whoever shot Sergeant Bokasi? Those pretend cops
you’re supposed to be looking after aren’t going to be
much help I imagine.”
“They’re okay Sarge. There are a couple of bright
sparks among them. There are a couple of lady cops who
aren’t bad. I’ve got them out hunting for the second
bloke in the car that ran the two members down. They’ll
turn something up soon.”
“As long as he hasn’t got a gun too Hari.”
“That’s what I’m worried about but I think the fellow
who shot Robert and Inspector Pung was high on drugs
and alcohol. If we can get the other one alive we’ll have
the key to who is responsible.”
“If they don’t finish the job on the member in the
meantime Hari.”
“That too, it’s a balancing act Sarge and I’m not sure
which way to go.”
The old sergeant was still contemplating the problem
when a young woman carrying a bilum came down the
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muddy road and Dinah got up to help her. Temi went
into the house with them. “I’ll make some more tea she
said.
Kasari watched them go.
“They seem happy,” Hari remarked.
Kasari chuckled and looked at Owen. “Did you tell
him Hari?”
Hari shook his head.
“My daughter prefers ladies,” Kasari said. “We never
could work out why she didn’t want to get married but
when I was sick we found out. Now it’s okay. It’s
technically illegal but everyone accepts it.”
Owen shrugged. “Whatever,” he said, “Everyone’s
open about it these days.”
Kasari watched him for a moment and then said,
“What you need to do is draw the responsible people
out, maybe spread around a bit of honey.”
“Honey? You might be right Sarge. I figure it’s the ExMember’s doing, maybe he’ll fall for something,
politicians are all greedy. What do you reckon Owen?”
It was an idea they had both already discussed with
Inspector Pung. The sergeant’s apparent endorsement
pleased him.
Owen grinned. “You’re talking to a Queensland cop
Hari, we’re experts at setting people up, especially
politicians.”
Hari thought about it some more and the wheels in his
head started to turn.
Kasari watched him and chuckled.
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“But first you want to concentrate on that young
copper Hari, once he’s out of the woods then go for it. If
you try it while you’re worrying about him you’ll make
mistakes. Just keep your pretend cops up there with him
until you’re ready to go. Just hope something else doesn’t
go wrong.”
Hari immediately recalled his conversation with
Constable Manua. He didn’t feel confident.
“Like what going wrong?” he asked.
“Like Grace getting lost in the big smoke down there
or something,” Kasari smiled.
“Grace?”
“I’m kidding Hari, Bella will look after her.” He
looked up. “Here comes some more tea and scones, I’ll
introduce you to Melanie, she’s a nice girl.”
“Isn’t that a bit unusual?” Owen said as they were
driving back to Port Moresby.
“Isn’t what unusual?”
“That old policeman and his wife accepting that their
daughter is gay. How old is he anyway?”
“He’s in his eighties, maybe eighty five or six, they
didn’t keep very good records back when he was born.”
“Back when Methuselah was a lad.”
“About then. Back in those days people were a lot
more tolerant and down to earth, they just accepted that
some people preferred partners of their own sex, just like
they accepted most things that fate and nature delivered.
It’s only since the influence of the churches became
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widespread that things like homosexuality have become
unacceptable.”
“I thought it had been illegal up here for a long time?”
“It has but that’s only because we adopted a criminal
code from Australia. Although I suppose if it hadn’t been
illegal the churches would have made sure it is now.”
“It’s sad really, we did a lot of poofter bashing in
Queensland back in the bad old days.”
“We live and learn.”
“We sure do. So what are you going to do about the
member and Sergeant Bokasi?”
Hari had slowed down and pulled the Land Rover up
alongside a collection of roadside stalls.
“I want to get a couple of fish and a few vegies first.
Come and have a look, there’s always a good market at
Kwikila but stuff is usually cheaper at these stalls.”
The people manning the stalls knew Hari well from his
food buying trips with Mrs Metau and greeted him with
big smiles. One of them slipped Flynn a piece of roasted
taro. They carried their purchases back to the Land
Rover and Hari pulled out onto the road again, careful
not to speed up until he had passed the earth road
humps put there by the villagers.
“What’s with the road humps, they’re really
annoying?”
“It slows the traffic down, there are idiots who speed
past the villages and skittle the occasional dog or pig,
luckily they seldom hit any kids. Apart from that if the
cars are forced to slow down there’s a better chance
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they’ll stop at a stall.”
“They’ve got everything there, Twisties, phone topups, plastic bottles of petrol, cigarettes, even lumps of
timber, where does that come from?”
“They cut the timber at sawpits upriver and float it
down, it’s good stuff, walnut cedar, kwila, a lot of it gets
taken to Moresby and made into furniture. It’s all part of
the informal economy, no one has come up with any
reliable statistics but it’s a huge part of the economy.”
“So what about the member?”
“Well, like I think we’ve already decided, a trap of
some sort might be the way to go to flush out those
responsible, even the Sarge thinks so, but I have to be
careful, it’s not my case, I’m supposed to be out to
pasture minding the police reservists.”
“But it’s still Inspector Pung’s case, even though
Sergeant Bokasi is temporarily out of the picture, surely
as the officer in charge he can request your assistance?”
“He’s officially on sick leave, they might allocate his
caseload to someone else, especially if there’s an expolitician involved who can still pull a few strings.”
“You think that might happen?”
“I don’t know but I’ve been pulled off dozens of cases
when it started to get hot for people in power. I need to
talk to the inspector.”
“You’ll count me in whatever you do I hope?”
“Can you do that?”
“Nobody has said I can’t Hari.”
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As they got closer to Port Moresby they came into
mobile phone range and Hari’s phone started to beep.
“Can you get that Flynn?” Hari said, “I don’t want to
stop.”
The dog reached over the seats and stretched out his
neck and plucked Hari’s phone out from the tray under
the windscreen and dropped it into Owen’s lap.
“Is there anything that mutt can’t do?” Owen said
with a smile while tapping on the phone. “It’s a message
from Bella Hari.”
“What does it say?”
“Robert conscious but can’t talk think possible brain
damage loss of blood.”
“Oh hell!” Hari said.
Owen looked at him glumly. They drove solemnly into
the city.
“This is looking very political Hari. You of all people
know what that means. I imagine you’ve already set off
alarm bells by sending those two reserve cops up there to
babysit Espe. Now you want to go up there too, with an
Australian Federal Policeman to boot. It’s not even your
case, you’re supposed to be busily out of the way
minding a scruffy bunch of wannabe cops. How did you
pay for their airfares anyway?”
Hari sat back in his chair in the Beachside Brasserie
and sipped his flat white. Across the road small,
lukewarm waves rippled along the pale sand of Ela
Beach.
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“I spoke to Bella last night. The sergeant can’t talk.
They tried to get him on his feet but he can’t stand
either. They think he lost too much blood and damaged
his brain.”
Inspector Pung stared into his coffee.
“I tried to stop the bleeding Hari.”
Hari sat up quickly and reached a hand across to the
inspector’s shoulder.
“I’m not blaming you Mek, I didn’t mean that, you did
a fantastic job keeping him alive, you lost a lot of blood
yourself.”
“At least I can walk and talk Hari.”
“Someone is behind this Mek. They have to be
brought to account, one way or another. I don’t care
whether it’s a politician or a big businessman. They
intended to kill Espe and they probably gave that druggie
who shot you and the sergeant the gun that he used. His
offsider is still out there and dangerous. The people
behind it have to be stopped before they hurt someone
else.”
“I know that Hari and you know it too but we are
dealing with people who have no morals or scruples.
They think they’ve warned Espe off, made him think
about resigning, but if you start poking around up there
he could be in real danger again. They will be watching
his every move.”
“I appreciate that Mek, that’s why I want to keep it
low key, under the radar so to speak.”
“You’re not getting any younger Hari, do you think
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you’re up to it? It could get quite tricky up there. The
highlanders don’t muck around.”
“It’s your case Mek and if you tell me to butt out
there’s not much I can do about it.”
“As if that would stop you,” Inspector Pung smiled.
“Owen and I have been discussing what to do and
we’ve got a vague idea about trying to draw the
responsible people out into the open, we just need you to
be aware of what we’re doing, that’s all.”
“So how did you pay for the airfares Hari?”
Hari smiled. “I didn’t, Chief Superintendent Tabai
paid for them, he just doesn’t know it yet.”
“I figured as much Hari.”
“Once we know Sergeant Bokasi is out of the woods I
was thinking of going up to Espe’s place and poking
around a bit. Abraham and Silas can keep an eye on the
house. As far as management knows I’m spending a few
days with the Australian Federal Police showing one of
their officers around the highlands, they’re generously
footing the bill. Harmless public relations stuff, all above
board, good capacity building and all that sort of thing.”
“Just be careful Hari.”
“Of course, how is that arm of yours anyway?”
“Still a bit stiff but coming good. I’ve got a nice scar to
show my grandchildren.”
“Another coffee?”
“Why not Hari, and a croissant for Flynn of course.”
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Constable Manua had the distinct feeling he was being
watched. It had begun a day or two after he and
Constable Eripa had arrived at Espe’s house. It added to
his overall frustration at being sidelined by Chief
Inspector Metau. Here he was, a young and ambitious
regular policeman tasked with keeping an eye on an
unpredictable and possibly errant senior officer
effectively stymied by said officer.
He had rung Chief Superintendent Tabai on several
occasions to express his frustration and to report his
suspicion that Chief Inspector Metau had twigged to
their subterfuge but all he got was a delighted chuckle
and the advice to stick it out.
“Is there much point sir?” he had asked in
desperation.
“Not that I am aware of Constable, I’m just acting on
orders from above, just like you; stick with it son, Hari
will look after you and you might learn something
useful.”
What could be usefully learned by sitting in a
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politician’s house in a scruffy little highland village
enduring having to sleep in the same room as a corpulent
colleague who snored like a freight train escaped him. In
fact, he could hear Constable Eripa snoring somewhere
under the house at that very moment.
He was still slightly unnerved when he went down the
front steps of the house and out onto the grass lawn to
sit in the sun. He was thinking about giving Chief
Superintendent Tabai another ring in a desperate attempt
to be taken off the whole case when he noticed a large
black Land Cruiser with deeply tinted windows coming
along the road. That’s unusual, he thought, so far the
only cars he had seen on the road had been battered
Hilux utilities driven by coffee buyers.
When the Land Cruiser looked like it was going to
turn up Espe’s new driveway he leapt up and ducked
under the house. He was looking around for Constable
Eripa when he bumped into Espe’s daughter, Rhapsody.
“Oh, sorry,” he said. “I need to wake up Eripa, there’s
a big black Land Cruiser coming up to the house.”
Rhapsody gave him a look that was so coy that it
stopped him in mid-stride.
“It’s only the Ex-member,” she said, “He comes here
all the time.”
“He does?”
“Well, not lately, but before Dad came back he was
here a lot.”
“What for?”
“I don’t know, he just said he was worried about him
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in Port Moresby and wanted to make sure we were
alright, that’s all.”
“Worried about your Dad? Why?”
“I don’t know,” Rhapsody shrugged and smiled
fetchingly again.
Constable Manua suddenly felt strangely uneasy. He
looked out from under the house. The Land Cruiser was
parked at the top of the driveway. He quickly found
Eripa and poked him sharply in the ribs.
“What, wha …?”
“Get up quick, we’ve got company.”
Eripa looked at him blankly.
“Move, quick, out the back, it’s the Ex-Member, the
one Chief Inspector Metau is worried about.”
“Oh, oh!” Eripa mumbled and climbed unsteadily to
his feet. The two of them quickly went out under the
back of the house and up the stairs and through the back
door.
Espe had already heard the Land Cruiser and was
heading for the front door.
“We’re here,” Constable Manua said to him in a
whisper, “If you need help let us know.”
Espe was looking uncertain and slightly dazed but
nodded and continued on his way. His wife had appeared
at the kitchen door and looked worried.
Constable Manua caught a glimpse of two burly men
who had climbed out of the Land Cruiser through the
door as Espe opened it. The unmistakeable thump of the
overweight Ex-Member coming up the stairs followed.
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Constable Manua saw him come into the front room
through the crack of the door. Behind him came a small,
dapper Asian man dressed in expensive looking clothes.
Espe seemed to have recognised him. It was the same
man who had come to his Waigani office just before his
accident.
Constable Manua was thinking quickly.
“Have you got your warrant card and your gun?” he
whispered to Eripa, who was standing close behind him.
“Those two heavies look dangerous.”
Eripa looked alarmed. He began patting the pockets in
his trousers.
“They’re in the room,” he whispered.
“Well, get them. And don’t make any noise,” Manua
hissed.
He peered through the crack in the door again. There
was a crash from their bedroom where Eripa had
dropped his gun on the floor. Manua held his breath
until the sweating Eripa came up behind him again. He
shook his head at the fat reserve policeman and put his
fingers to his lips. Then he noticed the handgun hanging
limply in Eripa’s fist. He made frantic signals for him to
tuck it out of sight in his trousers top.
The Ex-Member had spread himself over most of
Espe’s new sofa. The slightly built Mr Han was perched
on one end with a bemused and inscrutable look on his
face. The Ex-Member was commiserating with Espe on
his accident.
“You can’t be too careful down there,” he said, “some
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of those drivers are maniacs, that’s why I always travel
everywhere by car when I’m there.”
Espe nodded his agreement.
“You don’t want a drink do you,” he asked.
“That would be nice,” the Ex-Member replied, “If
you’ve got some cold Pepsi Max that would be excellent,
I believe there might be some left from the carton I sent
over while you were away. My good friend Mr Han
prefers tea though, weak with no sugar or milk.”
Mr Han smiled in agreement and Espe got out of his
chair. Constable Manua quickly stepped back from the
door, pushing Eripa with him. Espe gave them a weak
smile as he limped towards the kitchen. The two
policemen heard him talking to his wife. When he came
back he gave the policemen another weak smile.
“My daughter will bring the drinks and some sweet
biscuits in a moment,” he said as he sat back down in his
chair. His guests didn’t reply, simply sitting there smiling
benignly at each other. Espe stared at the floor.
A few minutes later Rhapsody emerged from the
kitchen carrying a tray with a can of Pepsi Max, an
enamel teapot and a tin plate of assorted biscuits on it.
She gave the two policemen a puzzled look and then
managed to brush very closely past Constable Manua.
When she came back she winked at both of them before
breaking into a fit of giggles and going back into the
kitchen. Constable Manua ignored her. He had been
thinking again and pulled Eripa away from the door.
“Sneak downstairs and see what those two men with
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the car are doing. Don’t let them see you, just keep an
eye on them. If you can do it sneak over to the old house
where the house girls live, okay?”
Eripa gulped. “They’re very big and they look nasty, I
bet they’ve got guns,” he whispered anxiously.
“You’ll be okay as long as they don’t see you. If they
do anything unusual, like come round to the back of the
house, send one of the girls up here, tell her to pretend
she needs to do some work in the kitchen.”
Eripa gulped again, took a deep breath and tiptoed
towards the back door. When he had gone Constable
Manua moved cautiously back to the door to eavesdrop.
He was just in time. The Ex-Member had wound up his
pleasantries and was getting down to the reason for the
visit.
“The reason we came to see you Espe is because
before the election Mr Han and I were developing a
business plan,” the Ex-Member was saying. “We are
hoping you will help with that now that you are the local
member, it will be of great benefit to you and your
community.”
Espe nodded. He was feeling a bit more relaxed.
“It’s to do with the forest,” Mr Han said taking up the
theme.
Espe looked alarmed.
The Ex-Member made placating motions with his
hands.
“It’s not what you think Espe. We know the forest is
highly valued by the community, we don’t want to cut it
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down or anything like that but there is some very
valuable timber in there.”
Espe still looked alarmed. Visions of what he had seen
in the Western Province were flashing through his mind.
“We want to selectively log it,” Mr Han purred.
“Ninety five percent won’t be touched. We’re not greedy
like some businessmen. And where we take the trees
we’ll replant new ones or set up small-scale agricultural
projects to benefit the local people. The royalties for the
timber will enable the people to better develop the area,
seal that terrible road for example and build new schools
and medical centres and things like that.” He smiled
again, looking for all the world like someone’s kind old
grandfather or uncle.
“I don’t know …,” Espe began.
“We don’t need you to agree right now,” the ExMember said quickly, shaking his head in a nonchalant
way. “Just think about it, that’s all we’re asking. If you
think it’s a good idea then we can discuss it further and
work out the details. If you still don’t like the idea that’s
okay, we can talk to the landowners without you.”
“Well …,” Espe began again.
“You just think about it,” the Ex-member said
struggling to his feet. “It will be good for the community
and you’ll get the credit for it, that’s what local members
are supposed to do after all, look after their elector’s
interests.” He paused as he finally made it to his feet.
“We have to go now, there’s other business to discuss,
never a spare moment I’m afraid. You come and see me
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soon and we’ll have another chat.” He then leaned over
the coffee table and scooped the sweet biscuits off the
tin plate and put them into his jacket pocket.
Espe got up and followed the two men to the front
door. He had heard some sort of scuffle going on outside
and he wanted to see what was happening.
On the grass one of the burly men from the car had
his foot firmly planted in Eripa’s back. The policeman
was lying with his face in the grass.
“Oh dear, what’s going on here,” the Ex-Member said
looking up at Espe.
“He had a gun,” the other man leaning against the
door of the Land Cruiser said. He was dangling Eripa’s
pistol from his right index finger.
“He’s my assistant,” Espe said quickly.
“It’s a police-issue gun,” the man by the car grinned.
“And this is his warrant card,” the other man said
dropping the card on the ground.
“He’s …,” Espe began.
“Let him go,” the now grinning Ex-Member said. “I’m
sure there’s a logical explanation for what he’s doing
here.” He waddled over to Eripa and leaned down to
look at him. “You are just keeping an eye on the member
I expect,” he chuckled. Eripa spluttered. He had grass in
his mouth and in his hair.
The Ex-Member pulled himself upright and walked
towards the car. He had a smirk on his face. He paused
and looked intently at Espe for several seconds. Espe felt
distinctly uncomfortable. The Ex-Member then winked
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at him and continued on to the car. The man with his
foot in Eripa’s back released him and went to open the
car door. He managed to stand on Eripa’s hand as he
went past. The Ex-Member, now chuckling to himself,
struggled into his seat. Mr Han, with his bemused
expression returned, bowed to Espe and walked around
to the other side of the Land Cruiser and climbed into
the back seat. The two burly men got into the front of
the car. Eripa sat on the lawn nursing his hand. As the
Land Cruiser pulled away the man in the front passenger
seat reached an arm out of the window and tossed
Eripa’s pistol out. The gun was followed by its magazine
and a handful of bullets.
Constable Manua, who had come to the front door
and was peering out couldn’t help himself. As soon as
the Land Cruiser was out of sight he stormed down the
stairs and began beating Eripa on the head with his fists.
Rhapsody looked on admiringly from behind her father.
Hari was sitting in the Beachside Brasserie having his
morning coffee when Chief Superintendent Tabai
appeared in the doorway. He looked around, saw Hari,
waved his hand, and then walked over and sat down.
“I thought you’d be here,” he said.
“Would you like a coffee sir?” Hari asked with a slight
smile on his face.
“Yes please, I guess they don’t have lukewarm instant
coffee with Scotch Finger biscuits so I’d better have what
you’re having.”
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“You can always ask them sir, otherwise I’m having a
flat white in a mug.”
“I mustn’t make fun of Martha’s coffee,” the Chief
Superintendent said, “She’s a very good secretary.”
“Of course,” Hari said thinking about all the times he
had surreptitiously poured his instant coffee into the
Chief Inspector’s pot plant.
“I also hear the croissants are quite good here, I might
have a couple too.”
Hari signalled for the waitress. She stopped scribbling
on her pad when Hari mentioned the croissants and gave
him a puzzled look.
“They’re for the Chief Superintendent,” Hari
explained, “I’ll get Flynn’s croissant a bit later.”
The waitress eyed the Chief Superintendent
suspiciously for a moment and then went off to the
kitchen.
“She was worried that you might eat Flynn’s
croissant,” Hari explained.
“Heaven forbid Hari. Aren’t you wondering why I’m
here?”
Hari shrugged. “You’d better tell me sir.”
Chief Superintendent Tabai frowned. “First tell me
about Sergeant Bokasi, I hear he’s not good.”
Hari shrugged again. “There’s not much to tell sir, he’s
alive and breathing but nobody seems to know what’s
happened to his mind. They’re not even sure whether
he’ll talk or walk again. They say it’s just a matter of
waiting now, they can’t do any more for him.”
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Chief Superintendent Tabai shook his head sadly.
“Such a promising young officer, brought down in his
prime, it’s not fair at all. How is Bella coping?”
“Oh, she’s putting on a brave face when I talk to her
but I’m not sure how she’s really feeling. She seems to
have formed a real bond with Robert’s mother, that’s a
good thing I guess.”
“And Grace?”
“I think she’s a bit overwhelmed, I haven’t had a real
chance to talk to her but I think she finds Brisbane a bit
difficult, too many people, too many cars and too much
noise. I think she is looking forward to coming home.”
“Maybe that would be best, especially if Bella and Mrs
Bokasi have bonded well. It must be costing a lot to live
down there.”
“That’s not really an issue sir, the Papua New
Guineans in Brisbane have rallied around them, they’ll be
fine.”
“And what about you Hari?”
Hari didn’t reply for a moment.
“I’m not sure sir. It would be nice to have Mrs Metau
home,” he said at last. He paused again. “So what brings
you here sir?”
“Ah! Hari! Yes! It’s your man up in the highlands.”
“You mean Constable Manua?”
“That’s the one. He’s been ringing me up. It seems
he’s having a few problems.”
“Oh yes, that’s strange, he hasn’t rung me sir.”
“No, well, that’s probably right Hari, but he’s been
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keeping me posted.”
“Posted sir?”
“Alright Hari, we both know why he’s working with
you. It wasn’t my idea by the way. The point is he’s
getting a bit worried about the Right Honourable
Lamplap’s safety.”
“Yes sir?”
“Perhaps you should go up there to see what’s going
on Hari.”
“But it’s Inspector Pung’s case sir?”
“I’ve already spoken to the inspector Hari, he says
your help would be most appreciated.”
“Yes sir.”
“Stop being so bloody obtuse Hari, I’m giving you
carte blanche to officially join the case, you just need to
be the tiniest bit discrete.”
“Yes sir. I don’t suppose that might include some
minor cooperation with a certain Australian Federal
Police officer, he could be very useful.”
Chief Superintendent Tabai gave a frustrated sigh.
“Whatever Hari. You’ll get me hung out to dry for
sure but the last thing I want is a dead politician to
explain to the Commissioner, if you get my drift.”
“Here’s your coffee and croissants sir.”
“You’re incorrigible Hari,” the Chief Superintendent
said taking a sip of his coffee. “Oh, this is very nice, I
must come back here again.”
“I won’t tell Martha sir.”
“No, that would really be the end of me,” the Chief
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Superintendent chuckled.
Mrs Metau was lost.
Bella and Mrs Bokasi had dropped her off in front of
the Queensland Museum at South Bank on their way to
the hospital and planned to come by and pick her up in
two hours’ time.
“Are you sure you will be okay?” Bella had asked
anxiously.
“Of course,” Mrs Metau had replied. “I’ll look around
the museum and then the art gallery and perhaps see
what’s in the gardens down by the river and before you
know it the time will be up and I’ll be waiting for you.
You go to the meeting with the doctor and don’t worry
about me.”
The meeting was with the therapist looking after
Sergeant Bokasi. They were going to discuss the
sergeant’s prognosis and possible rehabilitation. Mrs
Metau had already attended a couple of similar meetings
and had come away confused and depressed.
“You don’t need to come if it upsets you Mum,” Bella
had explained, “You can stay here if you like.”
That had made Mrs Metau feel guilty. She had finally
realised that her daughter and Mrs Bokasi had established
a firm bond of which she somehow only seemed to be
hovering on the outside. The truth be known, she
understood little of what was discussed at the meetings
and had mostly sat mute during the proceedings. On the
other hand, her daughter and the well-educated Mrs
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Bokasi seemed to understand everything. They asked lots
of questions that elicited lengthy explanations full of big
words at which they knowingly nodded. They were
united in their quest to make the sergeant well against all
the odds and were solely focussed on that aim. Mrs
Metau felt she had somehow become surplus to the
whole process.
On top of that, and much to her surprise, she was
feeling homesick for the dusty streets of Port Moresby.
Although she wouldn’t admit it she also longed to see the
face of her irritating and impossible husband. What had
he been up to since she left? What sort of mess had he
got involved in and, worse, what condition had he turned
her beloved house into?
“Perhaps I can look around the city while you go to
the hospital,” she had offered as a sort of compromise.
Staying alone in the big house owned by the surgeon
friend of the Port Moresby Emergency Physician, Dr
Arua, didn’t appeal to her at all. It was all so neat and tidy
she fretted that she might break something and she was
afraid to turn on their big television set for fear it might
blow up. The surgeon’s wife had a fulltime job and their
children were at school all day and the house was
ominously silent behind its high walls and security gate.
All she would have to do was stare at the walls.
“Are you sure Mum, you might get lost?” Bella asked.
Hard as it seemed she was attracted to the idea of leaving
her mother out of the meeting. She wouldn’t admit it but
her mother had become a kind of burden. Far from Mrs
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Metau looking after her it seemed she spent all her spare
time looking after her mother instead. It had become a
mild distraction and diverted her attention away from
what she saw as her main task of caring for Robert.
“I’d like to look around the museum and the art
gallery. I can do that and perhaps have a cup of coffee, I
won’t stray very far, you won’t have to worry about me,
you can concentrate on the meeting,” Mrs Metau added.
Until that moment she had no interest at all in the
museum and art gallery but having seen pictures of them
in a Brisbane tourist brochure it was the first idea that
sprung into her head.
Bella looked slightly surprised. She hadn’t thought of
her mother as someone interested in history or art.
“Okay Mum, if you are sure, you can always ring me.
Just go to the front desk of the museum and ask them to
call me. Here, I’ll write the number on a piece of paper.
Just don’t go too far, alright.” The surgeon had lent her a
mobile phone and she scribbled the number on a yellow
post-it sticker.
Mrs Metau gave her daughter a look that said she was
perfectly capable of looking after herself, thank you very
much, but if it made her feel more comfortable with
leaving her in the city alone she was prepared to accept
the note.
The museum turned out to be an interesting but
confusing to navigate. She had managed to see a lot of
interesting things, including a collection of giant clay
cooking pots from the Middle-Sepik sitting at the head of
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a set of stairs. She had stared at them for some time
wondering at their weight and what might have been
cooked in them before descending the stairs and going
out onto the courtyard between the buildings. From
there she had followed the signs to the art gallery
entrance. Some of the things in there had perplexed her
but there were some nice old oil paintings and there was
a restaurant beside a pleasing water feature just as she
was feeling tired and in need of a sit down. The coffee
and rich coconut cake she ordered were rather expensive
but she took them to one of the outside tables and
enjoyed them.
Outside again, she found her way down some stairs to
the walkway along the Brisbane River. A strange carved
wooden building caught her attention and she wandered
over to have a look at it. It was a Peace Pagoda and had
come as a gift from the people of Nepal, high in the
Himalayan Mountains. She stared at the intricate carvings
and was mildly shocked to see a small, anatomically
correct carving of a naked woman bending over with her
bottom in the air. She quickly stood upright and glanced
around to make sure no one had seen what had attracted
her attention. Feeling slightly embarrassed and flustered
she resumed her walk, eventually coming to rest on a
bench overlooking the river.
One of the distinctive CityCats was speeding past and
she watched it pass under the Victoria Bridge. Across the
river the tall buildings of the central business district
shone in the sunlight. Cars whizzed along the skirting
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elevated roadways. She had been astonished at the size of
the buildings and all the people when she first saw them
but she guessed that Port Moresby would probably look
like that one day. She wasn’t sure she really liked that
idea. She glanced at her wristwatch. There was an hour to
go before Bella and Mrs Bokasi would come by in the
taxi to pick her up. She looked at the bridge again.
People were walking back and forth across it as cars
made their way in and out of the city. She stood up and
strolled slowly towards the bridge. What harm could
there be in walking over to the other side and back again
she thought. There was no way she could get lost, all she
had to do was re-cross the river and make her way up to
the taxi stand. With her mind made up she purposefully
climbed the stairs onto the bridge.
When she got to the other side of the river and
wandered a little further on the temptation became too
great. Across the road to her right was the magnificent
old treasury building, now used as a casino, but to the left
was the Queen Street Mall. She had seen photographs of
the mall in the tourist brochures, it seemed to be one
long avenue of plush shops and restaurants. She glanced
at her wristwatch. She had forty five minutes. Just a quick
look she thought.
She wandered along the mall, dazzled by the vast
caverns of opulent treasures on either side. Once or
twice she ventured into one of them and then turned
back, the displays of goods was overwhelming and took
her breath away, the concentrated wealth was nothing
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short of stunning. It was in one of those places that she
accidentally took a wrong turn. When she headed for
what she thought was the entrance back out into the mall
she emerged into an arcade of some sort instead. She
took a deep breath and turned in what she hoped was the
direction that would take her back to the mall. Instead,
she found herself even deeper into the arcade. When she
reached a kind of tee-junction she knew she was
hopelessly lost. She looked at her wristwatch. Twenty
minutes left. She half panicked, trying desperately to
retrace her steps.
When Bella and Mrs Bokasi got back to South Bank
they expected to see Mrs Metau waiting for them but
there was no sign of her. They had asked the taxi driver
to wait but they paid him and he drove off. Bella began
to fret.
“She’s probably just got distracted by something in the
museum or art gallery,” Mrs Bokasi said. “She’ll be along
shortly I expect, why don’t we just sit down on that
bench over there and wait.”
In the arcade Mrs Metau was searching through her
bag for the piece of paper with Bella’s mobile phone
number on it. She couldn’t remember whether she had
put it in her bag or in one of the pockets in her coat.
There was a red public telephone nearby that she thought
she could use, if only she had the number. In desperation
she sat down at a table in front of a small restaurant and
dumped the contents of her bag onto it. There was no
note. She searched her pockets again. Nothing. She
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looked around in dismay, she must have dropped it
somewhere. She began shovelling her things back into
her bag.
“Are you alright lady?” came a voice from behind her.
A young man with a beard and a ponytail topped by a
colourful beanie was smiling at her.
“Yes, yes,” she stuttered. “I’ve just misplaced
something.” The man nodded politely and started to
walk away.
“I’m lost!” she blurted out.
The man turned and walked back. He was wearing a
tie-dyed tee shirt over a baggy pair of what looked like
purple pantaloons. His feet were bare and dirty. He
looked like one of the homeless people who begged in
the mall that she had been warned about.
“That’s alright,” he said. “Lots of people get lost in
this place, I sometimes can’t work out where I am
either.”
“I was supposed to meet my daughter outside the
museum ten minutes ago but I don’t know how to get
back there.”
“Oh, that’s easy, it’s not far, just over the river, come
on, I’ll show you.” He offered his arm to her.
“Where are you from?” he asked as they walked arm in
arm back towards the mall. “You look like you come
from Fiji or one of the islands.”
“I’m from Papua New Guinea.”
“Oh!” the man replied, “Apinun, nem bilong mi
Simon.”
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Something in Mrs Metau gave way and she felt a huge
surge of relief course through her.
“I was up there last year working on an archaeological
dig out from Moresby, up near Galley Reach.”
“Perhaps I should call the police,” Bella said. “She was
supposed to be here half an hour ago. I wonder why she
hasn’t rung. I know we shouldn’t have left her on her
own.”
“I don’t think that will be necessary,” Mrs Bokasi
replied with a smile. “Look over there.”
Bella followed her gaze. Mrs Metau was coming across
the courtyard arm in arm with a barefooted young man
in very colourful clothes. They seemed to be in the
middle of an animated conversation and both of them
were laughing.
“I’ll kill her!” Bella said with a sigh of relief.
There’s something strange going on here Mrs Metau
thought as she listened to Bella questioning her about her
adventures in Queen Street Mall.
“What were you doing in the mall Mum? You said you
would stay at South Bank, you could have got into all
sorts of trouble.”
They were sitting on the expansive balcony of the
surgeon’s house in Toowong. Mrs Bokasi had gone
inside to take a nap.
“I didn’t find the museum or the art gallery that
interesting so I decided to look in the mall, that’s all,”
Mrs Metau replied, still wondering.
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“And that man Mum, he could have been a druggie or
something worse?”
“But he wasn’t, he was a nice young man, we got to
talking and he just walked back to South Bank with me.”
“How on earth did you get to meet him? Did you just
go up to him and start a conversation or something?
That might be alright in Port Moresby but it’s dangerous
here.”
“He spoke to me first. He recognised me as a Papua
New Guinean and said hello, that’s all.” She wasn’t going
to tell Bella she had got lost and was on the point of
panicking.
Bella sighed. “I’m not saying he isn’t a nice man but
you have to realise this is a very big city Mum and there
are lots of strange people here, you have to be very
careful.”
That’s when it came to Mrs Metau. Somehow there
had been a subtle role change in her relationship with her
daughter. It was as if she was the daughter and Bella was
the mother. She looked at her daughter with renewed
interest.
“What?” Bella said in an exasperated voice.
Mrs Metau looked down at the floor and then back up
to her daughter. She was smiling.
“Oh, nothing dear. No doubt you are right, I’ll be
more careful in the future.”
Bella looked relieved and smiled back. She put her
hand on her mother’s arm.
“It’s just that I worry about you Mum, that’s all.”
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“Of course dear. You’ve got enough on your mind
without worrying about me.”
“I’m sorry Mum.”
“No, it’s fine,” Mrs Metau replied. “Besides, I’ve been
thinking. I’m worried about your father. You and Mrs
Bokasi seem to have everything under control so perhaps
I should go back home.”
Bella couldn’t hide the look of relief on her face.
“Are you sure Mum?”
“I think so dear.”
“Will you be alright on the plane by yourself?”
“Well, now you mention it, Simon is planning on
going up there in a week or so, they’ve started a new
archaeological dig at Galley Reach, apparently they’ve
found some more Lapita pottery. He said I could travel
with him.”
Bella looked puzzled.
“How do you know that Mum?”
“I spoke to him on the phone, he gave me his mobile
number.”
“You rang him?”
“Yes dear. I just wanted to thank him again. That’s
when he told me.”
Bella slowly shook her head. Any minute now she’s
going to call me a naughty little girl Mrs Metau thought
with a smile. Instead Bella got up and hugged her.
“You’re incorrigible,” she said.
“That’s what they call your father, I’ve often wondered
what it meant, now I know.”
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Bella hugged her even tighter.
Espe was still feeling decidedly unnerved several days
after the visit of the Ex-Member. Up until that moment
he had not been entirely convinced in his own mind that
his accident in Port Moresby had not just been that, an
accident. Even the shooting of Sergeant Bokasi and
Inspector Pung had not completely convinced him. The
shooter, after all, had been a druggie high on lethal home
brew and probably not mentally stable at the best of
times, he had probably been high when he drove into
him and his friend Simik. His friend had told him that
the loggers were ruthless and used whatever means
possible, legal and illegal, to get their way but this was the
Ex-Member under suspicion, someone he had known all
his life, he was a wantok, surely he wouldn’t condone
what everyone was suggesting, that he had organised to
have him run over in Port Moresby so he could take
back his seat in parliament.
Perhaps it was Mr Han, who had organised it as a
favour without telling the Ex-Member because he knew
he would object. But why would the Asian businessman
want him killed? None of it made sense. Then again, Mr
Han certainly gave Espe the creeps with that little smile
he always had on his lips and those opaque eyes that gave
no hint of what he was thinking. In some ways Mr Han’s
eyes reminded him of those big moran, or pythons, that
he had occasionally seen curled up in the tree branches in
the forest when he was younger and fitter and went
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hunting.
He tried to think. What was it that had suddenly made
him so nervous? Was it those goons who worked for the
Ex-Member and the way they had peremptorily dealt
with Constable Eripa? It was as if they had contempt for
both the law and the police. They were indeed
intimidating. He wondered where they had come from,
he hadn’t seen them around before, they certainly
weren’t locals, they were too tall, perhaps they came from
Mount Hagen or somewhere like that. But no, it wasn’t
them. His daughter thought what they had done to
Constable Eripa was funny and when he had
admonished her and turned to his wife for support she
had trouble suppressing a smile too. No, it wasn’t that.
Suddenly it came to him. It was that smirk on the ExMember’s face when he left to get into his car. But it
wasn’t just the smirk. It was the wink that he had given
him just before he left. He tried to re-imagine it and
when it came he felt a cold shudder reverberate down his
spine. Oh dear, what was he going to do? He had to talk
to someone. Could Constable Manua help him? He
didn’t think so. Maybe he should telephone Chief
Inspector Metau? No, he was too far away, it had to be
someone else, someone he could talk face to face with,
someone he could trust, someone beyond reproach,
someone who would understand, someone who would
tell him what to do.
Espe crept out of the house early the next morning.
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Constable Eripa was still snoring and Constable Manua
was hiding somewhere to avoid the attentions of
Rhapsody. Mrs Lamplap had gone to the gardens with
the two house girls shortly before sunrise. There was still
a heavy dew in the air as he plodded along the road.
Overhanging trees dripped on him and his bare feet
became caked with orange clay. He stopped at a small
creek to wash off the sticky mud before heading into the
church compound.
“Pastor Riktas istap?” he asked a couple of children
playing in the water. They both giggled and pointed to
the native materials church teetering on the grassy ridge
beyond the road.
“Shouldn’t you be getting ready for school?” he asked
the children as an afterthought.
“Nogat skul, emi pundaun pinis,” they giggled
pointing to a sorry heap of old timber, grey thatch and
rotting plaited cane beyond the church.
“Your school fell down? Oh dear, isn’t someone going
to build a new one?”
The children shook their heads. “Nogat moni na tisa
igo pinis tasol.”
“No money and the teacher has left anyway,” Espe
repeated shaking his head as he walked up the ridge
towards the church. He looked around but there didn’t
seem to be anyone about. He peered through the door
into the gloom of the building. A voice behind him made
him start.
“What do you want?” It was the grating and self140

righteous voice of Pastor Riktas.
“Oh, excuse me, I just wanted to talk to you,” Espe
replied cautiously.
“Why should you want to talk to me, you never come
to our services to hear what I say, why would you think I
would want to listen to you?” The pastor had an angry
smile on his face.
“I’m the member now,” Espe replied lamely.
“So what? Why should I be impressed by that fact?.
Does that make you somehow worth listening to?
Politicians are all the same and I expect you are no
different.”
“I’m sorry I haven’t been to your services or
supported the church more but I have a big problem and
I thought you might be able to help me.”
The pastor stared at him for a full minute and then
something softened beneath his darkened brow.
“Come up to my house,” he said stiffly.
Espe trotted obediently behind the angular
churchman. I wonder how he stays so thin he wondered,
he’s all bone and no flesh, he mustn’t eat anything at all.
The pastor’s house was much like the church, it had
seen better days and looked on the point of falling down.
Espe followed the pastor around the house to a more
substantive haus win around which red and purple
cordylines and white daisies had been planted. The grass
was neatly trimmed and the overall effect was quite
pleasing. He caught sight of the pastor’s diminutive wife
disappearing towards the house. He suspected that the
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garden around the gazebo was her work.
“This is nice,” he said sitting down on one of the
benches beneath the thatched roof. He looked around.
There were a couple of religious prints stuck on a plaited
cane panel protecting the building on the prevailing
weather side and below them were a number of diagrams
that looked like building plans.
The pastor sat down on the opposite side of the
circular table that was built around the main upright of
the building.
“I think someone might be trying to kill me,” Espe
spluttered.
The pastor raised his dark eyebrows.
“I heard you had an accident in Port Moresby. What
makes you think someone is trying to kill you? Do you
think you are that important? Do you think you know
who it is? It’s not one of those terrible old sorcerers is
it?”
“No, no, it’s not puripuri, at least I don’t think it is, it’s
the Ex-Member, I think he wants me out of the way so
he can get his seat back.”
“Do you have any proof?”
“No, not really, it’s just a feeling I’ve got, I think he
might have organised the accident in Port Moresby.”
The pastor scoffed.
“That fat oaf couldn’t organise to get out of bed in the
morning unless he had someone help him. That’s what
he does, he leeches off other people. If he’s involved it’s
probably one of his so-called friends doing it.”
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“Like Mr Han?”
This time the pastor nearly choked as he scoffed.
When he had recovered he said, “That man is positively
evil, he makes promises he has no intention of keeping.
He’s worse than the Ex-Member.”
“He’s creepy but I didn’t know he was like that.”
“They both promised to help build a new church and
school but it was all hollow. I told my congregation they
were good men and that’s all they wanted. Now they
don’t want to know me. Why do you think I ran for
election? You messed that up for both me and the ExMember.”
“It was his idea that I ran in the election, he said I
would make a good member.”
The pastor laughed.
“And you fell hook, line and sinker for his flattery. I’m
glad his little scheme backfired, it served him right. And
now he wants you out of the way so he can get back his
seat. The Devil’s ways are indeed devious.”
“It’s just that I have to go back to Port Moresby soon.
The next sitting of parliament is due to start. I’m afraid
of what might happen down there.”
“Have you told the police?”
“Yes, of course, they caught the man who tried to run
me over.”
“They did?” The pastor looked suddenly
uncomfortable.
“He’s dead,” Espe added. “He shot at the policemen
and they had to kill him.”
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The pastor regained his composure.
“I don’t know how I can help you.”
“I don’t want your help so much as I need your
advice. Do you think I should go back to Port Moresby?
What about my family, something could happen to them
while I’m away. Do you think I should resign?”
“Resign? There would have to be a by-election.”
“You could run again, I’ll support you.”
“Run again, that’s an interesting thought. Except I
think I would be beaten again. Last time the Ex-Member
tried to split the vote by talking you into running against
me but he won’t try that again, if there’s a by-election he
will buy his way into power, just like he has done
before.”
The pastor looked contemplative.
“I think you should go back,” he said finally.
“You do?”
“Your family will be safe, it’s you they want out of the
way and the police will protect you. If you’re still worried
take them back with you, I’m sure you get enough
allowances to pay for that.”
“Oh no, that would be even more dangerous.”
Pastor Riktas gave him a strange look and was about
to reply but thought better of it. They both knew that if
anything really bad happened to his wife and daughter in
the village the likely outcome would be a series of clan
paybacks and the strong possibility of war if they were
injured or killed. It would be a brave or stupid local
person to take that risk. In Port Moresby, however, out
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of sight and largely out of reach, the likelihood of a
murder or another unfortunate accident were much
higher. This is what bothered Espe about his return to
the national capital, he wasn’t sure he wanted to take the
risk.
“I can keep an eye on your family while you’re away,”
the pastor finally said.
“You will?”
“Of course, I just said I would didn’t I?”
Espe nodded his head slowly. He didn’t know whether
he had got the answer he wanted or not. He glanced up
at the diagrams on the wall. With nothing left to say he
was still reluctant to leave.
“Are those the plans for a new church and school?” he
asked as a way of stalling his departure.
The pastor nodded sadly and stood up and walked
over to the plans. Espe followed him. “They’re very
grand buildings,” he said peering at the plans.
The pastor chuckled sourly.
“Little good it will do us. I had them drawn up after
the Ex-Member promised to support us. That looks
unlikely now though.”
“That’s a shame,” Espe said and then smiled. “I could
give you some money, the government gave me a lot of
money.”
“Your District Services Improvement Program
funds?” The pastor raised a speculative eyebrow. “The
good Lord would bless you,” the pastor added sombrely,
“Even a small donation would help.”.
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As he plodded back down the road Espe felt uneasy.
There was something about his conversation with Pastor
Riktas that troubled him but he couldn’t put his finger on
it. Nevertheless, he thought the rebuilding of the church
and school would be a good idea. Simik had explained to
him how the District Services Improvement Program
should be used and he was aware that he could not give
Pastor Riktas any money directly. This didn’t seem to
deter other politicians, including the Ex-Member, from
giving money directly to buy support but he felt he
should abide by the rules.
He would go and see the District Administrator, who
was an honest man, to discuss the rundown church and
school. If the District Administrator was supportive of
the idea he could organise a cheque to be drawn up.
Maybe Rhapsody could deliver it and explain to the
pastor how it should be spent and accounted for. Espe
thought the pastor was basically trustworthy, despite the
uneasy feeling he had about him.
Halfway back to the house he ran into a frantic
Constable Manua.
“Where have you been?” the constable demanded.
“I, um, just went for a walk.”
“I thought you’d been kidnapped!”
“Kidnapped? No, I’m here.”
“Don’t do that again,” the constable admonished, “If
you want to go for a walk you need one of us with you.”
“I thought you were busy.”
The constable snorted and shook his head. He almost
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pushed Espe ahead of him until the house came into
sight.
Pastor Riktas had watched Espe with his strange
combination of waddle and limp until he had
disappeared from view. Even then he continued to gaze
at the road and the forest beyond. Finally he glanced up
at his dilapidated church and house. He sighed. A walk in
the forest might help he thought.
Hari was relieved to see Mrs Metau emerge from
customs at the international terminal but he was
surprised to see the young man who accompanied her.
“This is Simon, a friend of mine,” Mrs Metau said
leaning forward so Hari could kiss her on the cheek.
“Good afternoon sir, I’m Simon Campbell, I’m an
archaeology student. I’m going up to Galley Reach to
help with a new dig.”
“More pottery?” Hari said while shaking the young
man’s hand and taking in his long red beard and hippie
attire. He wasn’t really surprised at the young man’s
outfit. He had seen many similar young anthropologists
and archaeologists. It was a phase they went through.
When they were older it would be trimmed beard, tweed
jacket, jeans and comfortable brogues.
“Yes sir, it’s quite exciting.”
“Can I give you a lift, I’ve got a vehicle outside?”
“That’s very kind sir, I’m booked into the Weigh Inn.”
“It’s on the way, it’s no trouble.”
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Hari took Mrs Metau’s suitcase. It was a lot heavier
than when she left. He wheeled it out of the building.
Simon only had a well-used backpack, which he slung
over his shoulder.
Errol Flynn was sitting in the passenger seat of the old
Land Rover enthusiastically wagging his tail as he
watched them approach. When Hari opened the door he
jumped out and circled Mrs Metau several times while
grinning broadly before stopping so she could pet him.
When they were all aboard, Simon in the back with
Flynn, Mrs Metau sighed and said, “It’s good to be back
home.”
“We all missed you,” Hari replied. “How is the
sergeant and Bella?”
Mrs Metau frowned.
“As well as expected Hari, he still can’t talk or walk
but he seems to recognise Bella and his mother. It’s
going to be a long road to recovery.”
“We still haven’t found out who is responsible,” Hari
said, “but we have a few leads. Now that you’re back
home I’ll be able to concentrate on it a bit more, Chief
Superintendent Tabai has authorised my involvement.”
Simon was listening intently to the conversation.
“If there is anything I can do to help please let me
know. Mrs Metau has explained what happened and I
met Bella and Mrs Bokasi.”
“We’ll see how we go,” Hari replied, “But it’s nice of
you to offer.”
They dropped Simon off at the Weigh Inn and then
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drove to Hanuabada. Old Abraham and Silas were
waiting at the gate to welcome Mrs Metau home.
“I have some presents for you all,” she said as she
climbed the stairs. “I’ll show you later.”
Silas carried her suitcase upstairs. He and Hari had
spent the morning tidying the house up and Abraham
had made sure the garden was neat. Mrs Metau stopped
at the door and said, “Oh dear, what a mess!” Hari and
Silas looked at each other and Abraham chuckled.
“That’s not supposed to be there,” she said and picked
up the offending vase of flowers that Hari had collected
and placed on the kitchen table and moved it to the
window sill. Hari smiled to himself. It was indeed nice to
have her back.
“You put your feet up dear and I’ll put the kettle on
for tea.” He pointed to her favourite chair on the
verandah. She ignored him for a moment, intent on
scrutinising her kitchen and then relented. She kicked off
her shoes and padded barefoot out to the verandah.
“I’ll make the tea Hari, you go talk to Mrs Metau,”
Silas said.
Hari looked grateful.
“There’s a new packet of sweet biscuits in the
cupboard,” he said.
Outside Mrs Metau was wriggling her toes in the sun
and talking to Flynn, whose ears had pricked up at the
mention of biscuits.
Hari suddenly felt a great sense of peace descend on
him.
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“My goodness, he’s still alive,” Hari said, “You’ve done
well.”
Constable Manua winced and smiled weakly while
Constable Eripa beamed. They were all following Espe
out of the domestic airport terminal in Port Moresby.
There was a milling crowd seeing people off or waiting
for friends and relatives from incoming flights outside
the terminal. At Jackson’s if you didn’t have a valid ticket
to fly you weren’t allowed inside the terminal, it was a
security measure but also a way of keeping the place
relatively clean with functioning toilets and no buai stains
on the walls and floors. Chief Inspector Metau was wellrecognised by the security staff and allowed to come and
go as he pleased.
Espe’s government car was waiting for him at the
kerb. Hari’s two lady reserve police were standing guard
over it and watching for suspects in the crowd. They
took the politician’s bag and quickly ushered him into the
backseat of the vehicle and then jumped in on either side
of him. Hari waved at them as they departed.
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“He’s very scared,” Hari said to Constable Manua.
“Yes sir, nothing happened to him in the village but he
thinks that if anyone wants to harm him further it will
happen down here.”
“He’s probably right.”
“He’s thinking of resigning sir.”
“That would be giving in to whoever is responsible for
the accident and wounding Sergeant Bokasi and
Inspector Pung, we can’t have that, then we’d never
catch them.”
“No sir.”
“Anyway, you two need a couple of days off, the ladies
can keep an eye on him for a while, only a fool would
mess with them. The Hiri Moale Festival starts next week
and all the other reserve police are going to be needed
there.”
“Yes sir.”
“Don’t look so downhearted Constable. I’ve got other
things for you to do. We both know you’re not really a
reserve cop and I may as well put your expertise to good
use.”
Constable Manua had long suspected that Hari had
worked out that he was a regular police officer and it was
a relief to openly acknowledge the fact.
"The ladies, dedicated as they are, haven’t been able to
find the second man in the car that hit Espe and Simik.
Inspector Pung is anxious to find him so he can be
questioned about who hired him. I want you to help him.
The guy is probably another druggie in one of the
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settlements. We think you are the ideal person to go
undercover to flush him out Constable.”
“You mean pretend to be a druggie sir?” The
constable looked slightly doubtful.
“I think you would be a natural Constable. Think what
it would do for your career if you found him and solved
the case.”
“Yes sir.”
“But have a break first. Working with Constable Eripa
has probably been a bit of a trial. It was my form of
revenge for the subterfuge you and Chief Superintendent
Tabai played on me but now we need to get serious.”
“Yes sir.”
“Meanwhile Detective Sergeant Owen Neale and I
have another little scheme on the go that we need to try
out.”
“Yes sir.”
“So go and find Eripa, I don’t know where he’s
wandered off to, try the kai bar first, I’ll drop you both
off at the station. Then Flynn and I have got a date with
a flat white and a croissant.
“Yes sir.”
Bella and Mrs Bokasi were both feeling despondent as
they sat on the bus taking them to the Royal Brisbane
and Women’s Hospital. They had both made the journey
many times now and the passing parade of people,
houses and shops outside the bus window had become
very familiar. The novelty of being in a big city had also
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worn off. Neither of them spoke as they walked from the
bus stop to the hospital. They were following a routine:
travel to the hospital, a brief chat with the physician on
duty, stop at the nurse’s station to say hello to whoever
was on duty, now mostly faces they knew now, and then
on to the ward to see Sergeant Bokasi. There they sat
quietly, one of them holding the sergeant’s hand, while
they explained what they had been doing since their last
visit. Sometimes they were unsure whether the sergeant
heard them or not.
This day seemed no different to the others. The
sergeant was sleeping and they didn’t disturb him.
“You sit with him and I’ll go and get us a coffee from
the kiosk,” Mrs Bokasi whispered. They had both tried
the free instant coffee and tea in the ward kitchen but
had decided they preferred the frothy cappuccinos from
the kiosk. They took turns in buying it. Sometimes the
coffee was the only highlight of their visit.
Bella looked up at Mrs Bokasi. She noticed the grey
hairs and the lines in her face that she was sure weren’t
there when they first met. She smiled and took the
sergeant’s hand as Mrs Bokasi left. She sat like that for a
while, looking out of the window at the clouds passing
by. After a while the sergeant began to stir in his sleep. It
was a prelude to waking. Bella unconsciously smoother
her unruly hair.
The sergeant’s eyes fluttered and then opened. Bella
moved her face closer and kissed him on the forehead. A
small tear formed in one of her eyes. The sergeant’s eyes
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were moving rapidly back and forth and there was a look
of panic on his face. He must have been dreaming Bella
thought. Unless there was something wrong? She
wondered whether he was in pain, perhaps she should
call a nurse. Then the sergeant’s face seemed to relax and
his eyes steadied. He seemed to be intently scrutinising
her face. His lips moved and a rasping sound she had not
heard before came from his throat. Oh dear, Bella
thought, somethings wrong, oh please don’t die!
The sergeant’s lips moved again but this time the
sound was less raspy and seemed to have a resonance to
it. Bella looked into his eyes and saw a desperation there.
She didn’t know whether to shout for help or keep still.
The lips moved again. This time the sounds were more
distinct. She turned her head and put her ear close to his
mouth. The sounds came again.
“Hello Bella,” the sergeant said, “I’ve missed you.”
When an excited Bella rang home to tell them about
Sergeant Bokasi regaining the ability to speak Hari knew
it was time to seriously start looking for the people who
were responsible for shooting him and Inspector Pung.
He rang Owen.
“How do you feel about that sightseeing trip into the
highlands?” he asked.
“I’m still up for it Hari, what have you heard.”
“Bella just rang. The sergeant can talk again, it’s still
early days but things are looking good. I think I can
concentrate better now. Mrs Metau is back and can keep
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an eye on things here.”
“Let’s do it Hari, my boredom tolerance is about to
expire again and I need a diversion.”
At the same time that Hari was talking to Owen Pastor
Raptis was sitting on the verandah of his rickety old
house staring at a piece of paper in his hand. It was a
cheque, delivered by Espe’s daughter, Rhapsody, that
afternoon.
When he had seen the red Hilux turn off the road he
had momentarily thought of hiding. He had no desire to
see the local member’s brash, young daughter. No doubt
she had come to chat and show off some new gadget she
had bought to the children and ladies busily cutting the
grass with sarifs around the church. She was wearing a
pair of very tight blue jeans and a bright tee-shirt
advertising some horrible rock band along with a pair of
fluorescent sneakers and a baseball cap sitting the wrong
way on her head. Altogether the plump girl offended
everything that Pastor Riktas believed in and more and
he involuntarily shuddered.
After exchanging some words with the laughing grass
cutters and handing around cold cans of soft drink
Rhapsody didn’t get back into the Hilux and drive off, as
was her usual practise. Instead she started walking across
the grass towards him. It was too late to flee so he
resigned himself to having to listen to her inanities.
“Good morning Uncle!” the girl chimed. “I got
something for you.”
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As far as Pastor Raptis knew and hoped he wasn’t
related to her but he ignored that and forced himself to
smile back.
“What do you want Rhapsody?”
“I got a letter, Dad said I had to give it to you
personally.”
“Why didn’t your father bring it?”
“He gone to Mosbi again, big meeting, government
business.”
Pastor Raptis couldn’t see any letter.
“Where is it Rhapsody?”
The girl grinned and reached into the top of her teeshirt. The pastor watched in horror, she seemed to be
fiddling with her bra. When her hand emerged it held a
folded and crumpled envelope. She proffered it to him.
He took it delicately in two fingers, the edges of the
envelope were damp from her sweat. He put it down on
the verandah beside him.
Rhapsody shrugged.
“I gotta go now, Mama will want to try on the new
dress I just bought for her. She comin’ to church next
Sunday. Lukim yu!”
The pastor smiled weakly and said goodbye.
He looked at the envelope for some time. He thought
he knew what was inside. Part of him hoped he was right
and part of him felt strangely uneasy. Finally he picked
up the envelope and opened it. He unfolded the piece of
paper inside and then gasped. If the cheque wasn’t some
sort of cruel joke there was enough there to not only
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build a new classroom and church but also to build a new
house for himself and his wife. His face went bright red.
His wife, who had come out to see who he had been
talking to saw him and rushed to his side.
“What is it?” she asked. “Are you alright?”
The pastor’s eyes had lit up in his skeletal face.
“Yes dear, I’m fine. I think we’ve just been visited by
an angel.”
“That girl?” his wife said watching the red Hilux pull
out onto the road.
“That girl!” the pastor replied.
As Bella sat holding his hand Sergeant Bokasi looked
around the ward and said, “I’m sorry Bella.”
Bella looked at him with a puzzled expression on her
face.
“There’s nothing to be sorry about Robert, why
should you be sorry?”
“I was shot.”
“You were just doing your job.”
“No I wasn’t, if I had been doing my job properly I
wouldn’t have been shot.”
“Oh Robert, that’s not true.”
Sergeant Bokasi looked around the ward again.
“How did I get here Bella, where are we?”
Bella frowned. The sergeant had appeared conscious
for quite some time now. When he had regained
consciousness he had seemed to be aware of his
environment, he had seemed to recognise Bella and Mrs
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Metau and his mother and he seemed to have been
hearing what they said to him.
“We’re in the Royal Brisbane and Women’s Hospital
Robert. Don’t you remember how we explained it to
you?”
The sergeant looked confused.
“I remember the gunshot and the pain in my chest but
after that I don’t remember anything until I just woke up
and saw you.”
“But you were awake and you were nodding to us
when we spoke, even though you couldn’t talk.”
“I was?”
“Yes, your mother and I spoke to you and explained
everything.”
“Mum? My mother is here?”
“Yes, she’s been here all the time with me. She’s just
gone to the kiosk to get us coffee. Mrs Metau was here
too.”
“Grace.”
“She’s gone back to Port Moresby to look after Dad
but she was here for almost a fortnight.”
“Two weeks? I’ve been here that long?”
“It’s almost a month since you were shot Robert.
Don’t you remember the doctors. You were in the Port
Moresby General Hospital before they sent you down
here. They thought you were dead but Inspector Pung
saved your life. He was shot too but he’s okay now.”
“Inspector Pung was shot?”
“In the arm, he stayed with you until the ambulance
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came and insisted you were still alive.”
“He saved my life, what about the man who shot me?”
“He’s dead Robert, Inspector Pung had to kill him.”
“Oh God!” the sergeant shook his head.
Just then Mrs Bokasi appeared at the door of the ward
carrying two paper cups of coffee. Robert saw her
immediately and waved his arm. Mrs Bokasi dropped
both cups on the floor. The hot coffee splashed on her
shoes and legs but she didn’t seem to notice. She rushed
to the bed and embraced her son.
“How much is this going to cost?” Hari asked.
“It depends,” Ruby replied.
“Depends on what?”
“How much you and your friend weigh Hari.”
“Oh, I see, very smart.”
“Well?”
“About fifty kilos.”
“Come on Hari, you may be small but you’re not that
small.”
“Okay, sixty two kilos.”
“That’s more like it. And your friend? Let me guess,
about eighty five kilos and not much fat at all, unusual
for an Aussie cop.”
“You’ve always had a good eye for horse flesh Ruby.”
“What horse flesh?” Owen asked coming back from
the bar with three cans of soft drink.
Ruby grinned wickedly at him.
“Never mind,” Hari said. “She means sacks of betel
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nut.”
Owen looked mystified.
“And what? About twenty kilos of luggage between
you?”
“About that.”
Ruby raised her eyebrows.
“Let’s make it thirty.”
“What on earth are you talking about?” Owen asked as
he sipped his drink.
“Ruby is calculating our equivalent weights in terms of
the betel nut she won’t be able to fly into the highlands.
That will be the price of our tickets.”
“Very astute, what about the return trip?”
“Same thing, except we’ll be fresh vegetables on the
way back.”
“That makes sense.”
“I’m glad you agree,” Ruby said. “But I don’t take
credit cards.”
“That’s okay,” Owen replied patting a pocket in his
cargo pants. “Where’s the aeroplane?”
Ruby pointed to the small Cessna 206 that had just
been rolled out onto the tarmac outside the Port
Moresby Aero Club hangar. It had a hand painted image
of a betel nut palm on the fuselage with the words ‘Vagi
Enterprises’ underneath it.
“Where’s the pilot?”
Ruby grinned.
“If you guys finish your drinks we can get going,” she
said. “You’d better get that scruffy dog out of the Land
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Rover if he’s coming. We have to stop at Bereina to pick
up the rest of the cargo and then we can head up into the
mountains.”
“Oh no!” Hari said. “You bought it. When did you get
your pilot’s licence Ruby?”
“The day before yesterday.” Ruby laughed.
“You must be doing really well out of the betel nut
trade,” Owen remarked when they were airborne. “It’s a
pity about the ban in Port Moresby.”
“I don’t worry about Port Moresby, I concentrate on
the highlands now.”
“Still, you’ve got a boat and an aeroplane, you must be
making lots of money.”
Ruby laughed.
“It’s an old WW2 patrol boat that the kiaps used and
this aeroplane is over thirty years old, it was salvaged
after it crashed. Besides, it’s not just me, my whole family
is involved, not to mention half the village, the money
doesn’t go as far as you think.”
“Plus Ruby does a lot of charitable work, mostly with
kids from the settlements,” Hari added.
“You do?”
“Yeah, I’m a ward councillor and I’ve got a soft spot
for kids, it’s Hari’s fault, he got me started on it after he
rescued a couple of abused kids from Kaugere.”
“And here I was thinking you were a single, attractive
and wealthy business woman,” Owen smiled.
“Sorry to disappoint you,” Ruby said.
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“Just the business woman part,” Owen grinned.
Ruby though about that.
“And she’s dangerous,” Hari said. “She keeps deadly
taipans as pets and practises magic.”
Owen looked puzzled.
“That’s my father,” Ruby explained. “He’s what you’d
describe as a shaman, a traditional healer.”
“Is that what the tattoos are, a traditional thing?”
Owen asked.
“It’s complicated,” Ruby replied.
“Not just decoration?”
“There’s that, but it’s an age graded thing for Motuan
women.” Clearly she didn’t want to elaborate.
“So tell us about you,” she said. “Why aren’t you
married for instance?”
Hari was starting to feel surplus to the conversation.
He settled back to just listen.
“Hari probably told you, I’m divorced, got a couple of
grown kids I don’t see often enough. The usual story,
happens to a lot of career coppers.”
“You’re a career copper?”
“Well I thought I was, I’m starting to have serious
doubts since I’ve been up here.”
“Doubts?”
Owen sighed.
“You know, you think you’re making a difference and
then reality kicks in. It’s not so much Papua New
Guinea, it’s just that I’ve had plenty of time to think
since I’ve been here. It’s a great country for thinking.”
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“It doesn’t seem to have bothered Hari, isn’t that right
Hari?”
Hari thought about it. It was complicated he decided.
Then Owen said, “He’s different and his best years are
behind him I think. Most of the time he was a cop he
actually could make a difference. It’s not the same now.”
“What do you reckon Hari?” Ruby asked.
“It’s a good point,” Hari replied.
“So what else would you do if you weren’t a cop?”
Ruby asked Owen.
“Looking after kids in the squatter settlements sounds
interesting.”
“Are you serious?”
“I don’t know yet.”
“Let me know when you know. Right now I’d better
land this aeroplane, that should be our stop coming up.”
“Did they teach you how to land this thing?” Hari
asked.
“No Hari, they just said play it by ear. We’ll be right.”
Although he was loathe to admit it Constable Manua
was enjoying his undercover role as a druggie. He hadn’t
shaved for over a week and the raggedy clothes he was
wearing reeked of wood smoke, the result of hanging
them over a small fire he had lit in the garden of the
single barracks where he lived. He had dug out his
smelliest sneakers, most ragged jeans and an old Jimi
Hendrix tee-shirt but he had to go to a local Chinese
store for the loud baseball cap he was wearing backwards
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on his head. He had tested the outfit on the streets of the
city and around the markets and had actually been
questioned by a couple of reserve police officers who
didn’t seem to recognise him. He was fairly confident it
would work.
Inspector Pung had crinkled his nose in distaste when
Manua had got into his precious Camry and had quickly
wound down his window.
“Sorry sir,” the constable said.
“No, no, don’t be sorry, you really look and smell the
part Constable.”
“I belong to the Port Moresby Players sir, I often
dress for the different parts.”
“I wouldn’t mention that if anyone asks Constable.”
“Of course not sir.”
“Here, take this Constable.”
Inspector Pung shoved a small bilum across the seat.
Constable Manua sniffed it suspiciously.
“It’s marijuana sir!”
“There’s a couple other bits and pieces in there
Constable, courtesy of the Drug Squad. There’s also a list
of the current street prices. I suggest you memorise them
and then destroy the list.”
“Yes sir. You mean I’m supposed to sell it?”
“Of course Constable, that’s what you’re all about.”
“What should I do with the money sir?”
“It goes into a fund to help retired police officers and
their families.”
“Is that legal sir?”
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“Don’t worry about it Constable.”
They drove out along the Baruni Road and pulled up
out of sight of a nearby settlement.
“The car’s in there Constable. You’ll recognise it by
the description. The reserve police ladies tell me it hasn’t
been moved since the shooting.”
“Yes sir.”
“Just hang around like you’re interested in it, you
might get a bite. We’ll try that for a day or two and if that
doesn’t work we’ll try another tack. I’ll pick you up in an
hour or so down the road, unless you ring me first.”
“Yes sir.”
“And Constable.”
“Yes sir.”
“Be very careful, we don’t want anything to happen to
you, remember what they did to Sergeant Bokasi, at the
first sign of trouble get out of there and ring me, I won’t
be far away.”
“Yes sir.”
Inspector Pung watched the young constable shuffle
along the path towards the settlement. He’s a very good
actor he thought with a small smile and then he frowned.
It was the first time he had been back to the scene of the
shooting and the gunshot wound in his arm had begun to
throb. He spun the Camry around and headed back to a
small cul-de-sac he had spotted on the trip out. He had a
book to read but he didn’t think he would be able to
concentrate on it.
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Espe’s hometown was nothing special, it was a typical
district capital with a few shops, including the ExMember’s
supermarket,
and
various
district
administration buildings and a comfortable but low key
guesthouse. It was debatable whether the township was
actually in the highlands. Even though it was technically
in a highland province it sat on a small plateau jutting out
of the central range with a distinctive hot and humid
climate. The area was not heavily populated and there
were still large forest areas. The road to the bigger
provincial capital, higher up in the mountains, was poorly
maintained and often impassable after heavy rain. All in
all the district had a forgotten, down at heel look.
When Ruby expertly guided the Cessna 206 onto the
grass airstrip there was a bright yellow dual cab Hilux
waiting beside the rundown terminal building. Two ladies
of substantial girth emerged from the vehicle as the
aeroplane taxied into the parking bay. There was no one
else about. The ladies gave Ruby a quick hug and then set
about unloading the bags of betel nut stored into every
available space not occupied by Hari, Flynn and Owen,
their luggage and transferring it to the tray of the vehicle.
“Gilda and Rita run the guesthouse,” Ruby explained.
“They also distribute the buai to the sellers. We can use
the vehicle while we’re here.”
“We?” Owen glanced at Hari.
“I thought I might hang around for a couple of days.
Check up on how the buai sales are going.”
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“I didn’t think you’d be able to resist the temptation,”
Hari smiled.
The road between the airfield and the town was sealed
with crushed white limestone and was as smooth as
bitumen. There were a few people wandering aimlessly
along it. They passed a high school with buildings that
looked like they’d seen better days and then a covered
market area where a few ladies had set out displays of
fruit and vegetables on the concrete benches and floor. A
few of them looked up with interest as the vehicle
passed.
“They’ll be along to the guesthouse shortly to get the
buai,” Gilda predicted.
“I thought you’d grow your own here,” Hari said. “It’s
hot enough for it.”
“There’s a bit grown lower down but the quality is
poor. People prefer the meat buai that Ruby brings,” Rita
explained.
Hari looked at Ruby.
“There’s always winners and losers Hari, I occasionally
buy some of the rubbish stuff to keep people happy. We
sell it at cost price in Moresby. Really poor people in the
settlements buy it.”
The guesthouse sat on a rise just beyond the town. It
was largely made of native materials but was set in
attractive grounds with nicely trimmed lawns and riotous
displays of tropical flowers everywhere.
“This is nice,” Owen remarked.
The ladies acknowledged the compliment with
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satisfied smiles.
“We’ve booked you separate rooms, Ruby has her
favourite room. Old Calvinus there will show you where
to go and help with your luggage, then he’ll get you some
refreshments. There are only a few other guests, German
students backpacking around the province, they’re
friendly and speak English.”
The old man the ladies had pointed out came shuffling
to the vehicle. He leaned the leaf rake he had been
carrying against a nearby palm tree and opened the
passenger door with a big red buai-stained grin. He was
the general factotum as well as the chef Ruby explained
shaking the old man’s hand and introducing him.
“I think I’m going to enjoy this visit,” Owen said to
no one in particular.
When the hour was up Inspector Pung cruised slowly
back towards the settlement. He passed Constable
Manua walking along the road. The constable didn’t
acknowledge him. Inspector Pung drove on for another
kilometre or so and waited for about ten minutes before
turning around and going back the way he had come. As
he came along the road Constable Manua held out his
hand as if he was trying to cadge a lift. Inspector Pung
slowed down and stopped. There was no one else on the
road. The constable quickly slipped into the passenger
seat and they drove off.
“How did you go?” the inspector asked.
“I found the car sir and I talked to some people in the
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house where it was parked. They asked me if I wanted to
buy it.”
“Buy it?”
“Yes sir, they said the owner needs the money.”
“What did you say?”
“I pretended to be interested and asked them the
name of the owner.”
“And?”
“They wouldn’t give me his name but said he was in
his village on sori business but would be back next week.
I didn’t think I should push the point.”
“That sounds promising. Where is his village?”
“I’m not sure sir, they wouldn’t tell me that either,
they just said the car was cheap and he wanted to get rid
of it.”
“Hmm, I wonder why, anything else Constable?”
“Nothing really sir, I just wandered around the
settlement and talked to a few other people.”
“Okay, so far so good. Where’s the bilum?”
“I left it in the village sir.”
“You what?”
“I left it sir, I sold all the marijuana and other stuff and
gave it to one of the kids.”
“You sold it all? All of it?”
“Yes sir.”
Constable Manua reached into his pocket and brought
out a wad of kina notes.
“The money is here sir.”
“Struth Constable, how much is there?”
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“About eight hundred kina sir, is that alright?”
“Alright! Hell Constable, I think you’ve missed your
calling, you should have been a pusher, not a cop.”
“I don’t think so sir.”
“You don’t? Wait until I tell Hari, he’ll crack up.
You’re amazing Constable.”
“Yes sir.” Constable Manua didn’t look convinced. “I
promised to bring some more marijuana next week. I
hope that’s alright.”
“Sure Constable, the drug squad has got heaps of the
stuff laying around, they’ll be glad to get rid of it,”
Inspector Pung laughed.
“I thought they burnt it all sir.”
“Oh, come on Constable, this is Port Moresby we’re
talking about.”
“This is more like what I expected when I came to
Papua New Guinea,” Owen remarked as they bounced
along the road and wound around the hills towards
Espe’s village. “It’s quite different to the country around
Moresby, it looks wilder, more pristine, even the people
look different.”
“I hadn’t really thought about it that way,” Hari
replied. “These people are lowlanders, sort of halfway
between highlanders and coastal people. This place is
pretty much what most of Papua New Guinea looks
like.”
“It’s very pretty country and everyone seems busy,
there aren’t too many people sitting around doing
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nothing, even in the town. And they all seem happy, they
smile and wave hello, not like in Moresby where people
just stare straight ahead when they go past you.”
Hari looked at Ruby.
“I think he’s right Hari, I notice the same thing when I
get out of Moresby. I guess we have to have cities but it’s
a relief to know places like this still exist.”
“I rather like where I live,” Hari replied, “but I guess
that’s because I’ve lived there for so long. Anyway, this
looks like Espe’s village coming up. His house is
somewhere on the left up on the ridge.”
They had made a point of dropping into the ExMember’s supermarket on their way out of town and
asking directions to the village. The girl at the checkout
had pointed them towards an office off to one side
where an attractive young lady in high heels had
emerged. She had been very friendly and politely
enquired why they wanted to go out there.
“The member is in Port Moresby,” she said.
“Yes, we know that,” Hari replied. “We know him
quite well. It’s just that our friend here from Australia
wants to look around and meet the member’s wife and
daughter.”
The lady had regarded Owen with renewed interest.
He was dressed in fashionable fawn chinos with leather
loafers and a subdued Hawaiian shirt. As Ruby had
commented that morning, he looked like a typical
Australian businessman in Papua New Guinea on the
make.
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“There’s nothing much out there,” the lady replied
doubtfully.
“Oh, I’m just looking around,” Owen shrugged.
“Nothing special. I understand there’s some nice forest
scenery out there, that sort of thing, very scenic I hear.”
“I suppose that’s true,” the lady replied. “If you come
outside I’ll point you in the right direction, it’s easy to
find, there’s only one road but it’s a bit bumpy.”
“I don’t mind roughing it a bit,” Owen replied with an
innocent smile. Ruby had to put her hand over her
mouth to stifle a laugh, she pretended to cough.
Espe’s house was easy enough to find. A villager
directed them to the steep driveway. When they pulled
up outside the house one of the house girls came to greet
them.
There was a fine view from the house. Across the road
the land fell away towards a swiftly flowing river just
visible through the trees. Beyond that forest rolled away
in unbroken waves until it dissolved into the blue haze of
the distant mountains.
“This is magnificent,” Owen said and was about to say
more when he was interrupted by the arrival of
Rhapsody and her mother.
“You must be the cops,” Rhapsody said.
“Yes, but don’t tell anyone, we’re travelling
incognito,” Hari smiled.
“I thought you came in that Hilux,” Rhapsody replied.
“We did too, just don’t tell anyone that we’re cops,
your father advised us to keep our visit low key.”
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“Cool!” Rhapsody replied with a wink. “Come inside,
we got tea and sweet biscuits.”
It was a strange and convoluted conversation that they
had with Rhapsody and her mother. Both of them
seemed to regard Espe’s elevation from lazy subsistence
farmer to politician as something akin to winning a
lottery or having a big win at the casino. While the new
house was littered with stuff the women had bought they
still seemed to be itching to get to Port Moresby to do
some ‘real’ shopping. Espe’s problems and his warnings
of the danger of going there seemed to irk them more
than anything else.
“He’s just worried that we’ll spend too much money
but he’s got heaps of it; the Ex-Member says it would be
perfectly safe for us down there,” Rhapsody explained.
“You talk to the Ex-Member a fair bit then?” Hari
asked.
“Oh yes, he got the television set sent up from Port
Moresby for us.” She pointed proudly at the big screen
television in the corner of the room.
“That’s nice, what else does he do for you?”
“Lots of stuff, if we see something on TV or in a
magazine we want he gets it for us.”
“Really, does he visit very often?”
“He used to but he hasn’t been here much since
Manua and Eripa were here.”
“Manua and Eripa?” Hari looked appropriately dumb.
“They were cops, Dad said they were clerks or
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something but they were actually cops. The Ex-Member
thought it was silly.”
“I see, I wonder why?”
“He thinks it was silly having policemen up here
looking after Dad.”
“Maybe he doesn’t like policemen.”
“Maybe. You’re not cops are you? Dad said you were
just businessmen touring around. Manua was kinda cute
but Eripa just sat around eating and farting, just like Dad
used to do.”
Hari let the question about cops go.
“Doesn’t your Dad still do that, sit around and fart?”
“Yeah but he’s changed too, he gives money away
now, just like a bikman.”
“He does, who does he give it to?”
“Well he gave that Pastor Riktas a cheque, I don’t
know how much it was for but it must have been a lot
because he’s going to build a new school and church.
Dad said we had to start going to church there too.”
“Isn’t that a good thing?”
“I suppose so, the pastor didn’t like Dad very much
before but now he likes him. The Ex-Member said it was
a waste of money.”
“You told the Ex-Member?”
“He asked about it when we were shopping, he says
the pastor has been ordering building materials and he
was wondering where he got the money so I told him.”
Hari sat back in his chair and took a sip of his tea. It
had too much sugar in it but he drank it anyway. He
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didn’t think he would get very far trying to explain to
them how the money Espe had got was supposed to be
spent on the district and not them. The bemused
expressions on the faces of Owen and Ruby confirmed
his suspicion.
“We might drop in on the pastor on the way back to
town,” Hari said. “I think I spotted the church
compound on the way here.”
Rhapsody shrugged. Espe’s wife had remained silent
throughout the conversation and had only spoken to the
house girls when they brought the tea and biscuits. Hari
assumed she agreed with everything Rhapsody said.
“Meanwhile, our friend from Australia here is
interested in the forest, he’d like to take a quick look and
take a few photographs, do you think that would be
okay?”
Owen smiled enthusiastically and held up the digital
camera he had carried in from the car.
Rhapsody shrugged again.
“It’s very muddy. One of the house girls can show you
the path, there’s a bridge over the river, it’s a bit
slippery,” she said looking pointedly at Owen.
Owen smiled again. He had discovered that he could
follow the Tok Pisin conversation quite well.
“I’ll take my shoes off,” he said.
The walk into the forest was quite enjoyable. They had
been followed by a gaggle of children and a few adults
from the village. Owen had taken his shoes off and had
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been led over the bridge by Ruby. She had continued to
hold his hand as they struggled up the opposite bank of
the river and into the trees.
Owen was enthralled by the forest and the play of
light among the dense foliage. He patted one of the
buttressed giants affectionately and lined up the children
and adults, including Hari and Ruby, in front of it and
took several photographs. Then he gave the camera to
Hari and posed arm in arm with Ruby and the group.
When they finally walked back to the car Hari said, “That
went well, should have a few tongues wagging in the
village tonight.”
“That’s a beautiful place, so quiet and peaceful,”
Owen said, “Why would anyone in their right mind want
to cut it all down?”
“The promise of money does strange things to
people,” Ruby replied.
“Speaking of which, we should drop in and talk to
Pastor Riktas,” Hari said. “Something is going on there
that I don’t quite understand.”
“Me neither,” Ruby added.
Before they left Owen took a twenty kina note out of
his pocket and gave it to the house girl who had taken
them over the river. She had taken it shyly as the children
around her watched. Owen had then added another
twenty kina and said, “Tenkyu tru, umm, yu ken baim
sampla samting long ol pikinini tu, umm, swit biskit o
samting olsem.” He watched the girl to see if his Tok
Pisin had come out right. The girl had laughed and the
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kids had all swung their gaze over to him. He gave them
a thumbs up sign and they had grinned back. He figured
they had understood.
“You should have been an actor,” Ruby said to Owen
as she steered the Hilux along the bumpy road. “You
play the dumb Aussie tourist quite well.”
“Sometimes that’s how I feel,” he replied with a
frown.
“I should have let you fall into the river,” she laughed,
“that would have really cinched it.”
“Don’t knock it,” Hari said, “Just because you guys
wander around not doing much doesn’t mean you’re not
appreciated. A lot of Papua New Guineans see you as
tangible evidence of Australia’s continued interest and
concern for the place, that’s worth a lot.”
“I suppose you’re right but then again quite a few
Papua New Guineans see us as poking our noses in
where they’re not wanted, like colonials who can’t let
go.”
“This is getting a bit too esoteric for me,” Ruby
interrupted, “Why not just enjoy it, that’s what I think.”
“Here’s the church,” Hari interrupted. “Looks like
there’s a fair bit of activity going on, time to get back into
character Owen.”
“Is my makeup still on straight?” Owen asked.
“You’ll do,” Ruby replied, “Hang on, big bump
coming up.”
They pulled up on top of the ridge near where several
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men were busily digging holes for stumps and laying out
string lines across a patch of cleared ground. They
stopped and gazed at the visitors until a sharp voice rang
out and they quickly went back to what they were doing.
The owner of the voice strode over to meet them.
“Can I help you?” Pastor Riktas asked in a slightly
annoyed voice.
“We’re associates of the local member, Espe
Lamplap,” Hari explained. “We’re just touring around.
The member said we should drop in and say hello. My
name is Hari Metau.”
“Ah, of course,” the pastor replied. His demeanour
had subtly changed. He held out his hand. “I’m Pastor
Riktas.”
“You’re making rapid progress,” Hari observed
indicating the activity on the building site.
“It’s the new school classroom, we’ve been waiting a
long time for it and everyone’s keen to get it built.”
Hari introduced Ruby and Owen. The pastor shook
their hands. His eyes lingered on Ruby’s tattooed face for
a moment. The pastor was a tall man but she was just as
tall, perhaps a few centimetres higher.
“It’s surprising you couldn’t get funding before,” Hari
said.
“Ah, promises, promises, you know what politicians
are like.”
“But this time it was real.”
“God works in mysterious ways, it was most
unexpected.”
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“Well, we won’t keep you, you’re obviously very busy.
Do you mind if my friend here takes a couple of
photographs? He’d like to show his friends back in
Australia.”
“Of course not,” the pastor replied regarding Owen
with interest. “You’re up here on business then?”
“No, no, not really, just looking around, getting a feel
for the place, you know, you never know when an
opportunity might present itself.”
“Opportunities, yes, of course, what line of business
are you actually in if you don’t mind me asking?”
“Oh, this and that, resource development mainly, that
sort of thing,” Owen said with an innocent smile.
“You don’t have a business card do you?” the pastor
asked.
“Of course,” Owen replied and reached for his wallet.
Ruby glanced quickly at Hari. Owen rummaged through
his wallet.
“Ah, I told a lie,” he finally said. “I must have left my
cards at the guesthouse, sorry.”
No matter,” the pastor said with a dismissive wave of
his hand.
“I think you put the wind up the pastor,” Owen
remarked to Ruby as they drove back towards the town.
“I was watching his face when Hari introduced you.”
“Ruby tends to do that,” Hari chuckled. “Grown men
quake in her presence.”
“No, it was more than that Hari.”
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“You weren’t practising any of your father’s wiles on
him were you Ruby?”
“I might have been,” Ruby replied, a faint smile on her
lips.
“As you know, Ruby’s father is a traditional shaman,
he has powers that we mortals don’t understand.”
“And he’s taught you?” Owen asked Ruby.
“He might have shown me a few little things.”
“So what did you deduce from the good pastor?”
“I’m not really sure, there’s something going on in his
head but I don’t know what it is.”
“How on earth can you tell that?”
“I think you’d call it vibes, his are puzzling.”
Owen was digesting this when Ruby pulled the Hilux
into the driveway of the Ex-Member’s supermarket.
“I just need to grab a few things,” she said, “Anyone
else want anything?”
“It’s very quiet around here,” Hari remarked to the girl
on the checkout as she rang up Ruby’s six pack of SP
lager and two bottles of Warrior Dark Rum.
“A lot of people have gone to the haus krai,” the girl
replied.
“Oh, where’s that, who died?”
“It’s up the valley, in Lapas Village, one of the clan
leaders died.”
“Has the Ex-Member gone up there?”
The girl nodded.
“What’s a haus krai?” Owen asked as they left the
store.
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“It’s like a wake,” Hari replied. “They are very popular
in the highlands.”
“Popular?”
“It’s an old mourning custom but it’s been subverted
into something else,” Ruby explained. “Nowadays the
mourners compete to see who can make the biggest
donation to the deceased relatives. They make a lot of
money out of it. Relatives come in from everywhere for a
cut of the spoils.”
“That’s sad.”
“What goes around comes around, when one of the
mourners’ relatives dies they’ll expect a payback and
people will compete to outdo the previous haus krai.”
“Commercialised mourning?”
“Sort of, it’s happening to a lot of old customs, bride
price has gone the same way.”
“I’ve got a lot to learn. What’s the booze for Ruby?”
“The rum is for Gilda and Rita, they like the odd
tipple and they’ve helped me a lot. It’s a kind of tradition
when I come up here, I think they look forward to it.
The SP is for us, something to drink while we watch the
sunset.”
“We should have got some more.”
“Not if I’m flying us out tomorrow,” Ruby smiled.
“Oh, of course, I forgot.”
“And we need to be in Moresby to keep a closer eye
on Espe now that we’ve sown a few seeds,” Hari added.
A few days later Hari was sitting in the Beachside
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Brasserie with Owen and Inspector Pung discussing the
trip to Espe’s village when he detected a strange and
unpleasant smell coming from somewhere behind him.
He turned around in his seat to see a scruffy young man
standing there. The smell seemed to be coming from the
young man’s feet. One of the security guards from
outside had followed the man into the brasserie and was
hovering nearby.
“It’s me sir,” Constable Manua said.
Hari stared at the unshaven face underneath the
reversed baseball cap. Inspector Pung was looking on
with a smile on his face. It took Hari a moment to equate
scruffy and smelly with the normally impeccably attired
constable.
“Indeed it is Constable, you look terrible, have you
been thrown out of the police force?”
“No sir, I’m working undercover.”
The security guard was making his way towards their
table now.
“You’d better grab a chair and sit down Constable
before you get shown the door, just keep those sneakers
of yours at a distance.”
“Yes sir, I’ve got the car sir.”
“Car?”
“The car that ran over the member sir.”
Constable Manua pointed towards the car park. Sure
enough the car from the settlement was parked there.
“How on earth did you get it?” Inspector Pung asked
with a puzzled look on his face.
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“I bought it sir.”
“You bought it Constable?”
“Yes sir, the owner came back and I bought it off
him.”
“How did you pay for it Constable?”
“I didn’t sir, I swapped it for drugs.”
Hari and Inspector Pung were both leaning towards
the constable. The security guard had retreated to the
door but was still watching them.
“Where is the owner now Constable?” Hari asked.
“At the settlement sir, we can arrest him and bring
him in for questioning.”
“Arrest him? What can we arrest him for Constable?”
“Possession of illicit drugs sir.”
Owen was grinning broadly.
“You’d do well in Queensland Constable, I like your
style.”
“You’d better have a coffee Constable,” Hari said.
“And a piece of cheesecake, double cream,” Inspector
Pung added. “Then we’d better get out there and nab
him before he sells the drugs. I’d better ring the drug
squad, after all it’s their car now.”
“He’s going to the university this afternoon to sell the
drugs sir, that’s what he said.’
“The university? That’d be right,” Inspector Pung
sighed.
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Espe peered through the crack in the door. Inside the
room the man arrested for drug dealing at the university
was sitting at a table idly picking at his teeth with a dirty
fingernail. A policeman stood in the corner keeping an
eye on him.
Simik was standing with Espe. Behind them Hari and
Inspector Pung watched for any reaction. Finally Espe
turned and shrugged in exasperation.
He looks vaguely familiar,” he said, “But I don’t really
recognise him.”
“He comes from Lapas Village,” Hari explained, “He
was actually there at the haus krai when Owen and I were
there with Ruby.”
“And he was in the car that hit us?” Simik asked.
Hari nodded.
“He says he was just an unwitting passenger and
doesn’t know why the driver tried to run you down. He
said he had been walking along the road and the driver
had offered him a ride into the city. He told Constable
Manua that he was the owner of the car but now he
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denies it. He said the other fellow owned it. He said he
sold it because the other fellow was dead. The car was
not registered so we have no real way of checking. The
last owner was an Asian lady in Boroko but she sold it
last year to someone and doesn’t remember their name.”
“It’s interesting that he comes from Lapas,” Inspector
Pung added. “It looks like the driver came from there
too. There is obviously a connection with someone up
that way, presumably the Ex-Member, but we have yet to
confirm it. We’ve sent Constable Manua back up there to
find out.”
“I hope it’s not too dangerous for him,” Simik said.
“I think we’ve underestimated the constable,” Hari
said. “As long as he’s not encumbered by someone like
Eripa he can look after himself. He will be very discrete
I’m sure.”
“Meanwhile,” Inspector Pung said, “Chief Inspector
Metau and Detective Sergeant Neale have hopefully
started a rumour about the forest and logging. We’re
hoping you’ll get some visitors soon who will want to
talk to you about special agriculture business leases.”
Simik looked doubtful.
“Does that mean that Espe and I will be in danger?”
“We don’t think so. By now they will have worked out
that there is a potential rival to their plans. Your visitors
will probably come bearing gifts, you know, inducements
to change your mind.”
“But I don’t want to cut down the forest,” Espe said
looking alarmed.
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“Of course not, but they don’t know that, we just
want to give them a chance to incriminate themselves. If
we can get them on bribery charges that will give us an
opportunity to grill them about the attempt on your life.”
“We are going to start a campaign in parliament to
rescind all the SABL leases,” Simik explained. “That’s
what the Commission of Inquiry recommended but the
government won’t act.”
“Hopefully we’ll have this case cleared up by the time
you do that,” Hari smiled. “In the meantime, just as a
precautionary measure, I’ll keep assigning two reserve
police to keep an eye on you.”
“Those ladies are nice,” Espe smiled.
Simik laughed.
“They’ve moved into our office and keep bossing us
around.”
“I can imagine, can’t you give them something to do,
filing or typing or something like that?”
“We have to make tea for them and buy them sweet
biscuits,” Espe said with an embarrassed smile.
Hari had gone back to his house after the meeting
with Espe and Simik and picked Mrs Metau up before
driving out to the airport. When they got there Inspector
Pung was already waiting inside the international terminal
with Mrs Lohia and Bella’s sister Rose. A short while
later Ruby arrived with old Abraham and Silas. Hari went
to the main entrance to arrange with the security guards
to let them inside. There was another group of people
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outside that he recognised as Bella’s colleagues from the
university. They had a hand painted banner that read,
‘Welcome Home Bella and Sergeant Bokasi’. Hari waved
to them and they all gave him a thumbs up sign.
He had received a call from Bella two nights ago that
they were on their way home. He hoped everyone
wouldn’t be too shocked when they saw the sergeant.
The Air Nuigini flight was on time and a short while
later passengers began emerging from the customs hall.
There were families with children, important looking
men in suits already pulling off their ties and jackets,
missionary types in worn looking clothing and sandals,
Asian businessmen with trolleys loaded with boxes,
expatriate workers in high visibility gear on their way to
the mines and gas fields rushing to get to connecting
domestic flights and sweaty tourists looking anxiously at
the hotel drivers holding up their placards with the
visitor’s names on them.
When the numbers of new arrivals had diminished the
doors of the customs hall opened to reveal Mrs Bokasi
pushing a luggage trolley followed by Bella pushing
Sergeant Bokasi in a wheelchair.
There was an audible sigh of surprise from everyone
when they saw the wheelchair and then they all pushed
forward to greet them. Hari stayed back with Inspector
Pung and watched them. Bella had explained over the
phone that the efforts to get Robert to walk had been
unsuccessful and that the puzzled doctors had
undertaken a series of tests and x-rays before discovering
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two tiny bullet fragments embedded in his spine. They
had discussed the matter and decided that the sergeant
needed to gain more strength before they attempted to
work out what to do. On that basis they had suggested
that he go home to recuperate before returning for an
operation.
“How confident are they that they can successfully
remove the fragments so he can walk again?” Hari had
asked his daughter. Her sob on the other end of the line
told him what he wanted to know.
He had refrained from telling anyone except Inspector
Pung and Mrs Metau, simply saying that the sergeant
was coming home to recuperate before final treatment.
Bella left the sergeant among the well-wishers and
came over and hugged her father. She had tears in her
eyes and he hugged her tightly. Then she took him over
to the sergeant.
“Hello sir,” Sergeant Bokasi said with a wan smile.
Outside there was a loud cheer when he appeared. The
people were waving the welcoming banner and dancing
around. Sergeant Bokasi lifted his arm and waved at
them and they cheered back. Hari gave Silas the keys to
the Land Rover and he went to fetch it.
Flynn was hanging out of the passenger window when
he spotted the sergeant and he pushed himself through
the tight opening and landed upside down on the
pavement. He quickly scrambled to his feet, shook his
head and ran to the sergeant. The sergeant tapped the
arm of the wheelchair and Flynn stood on his hind legs
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and began licking the sergeant’s face. The sergeant
laughed and patted him on the head and scratched his
ears.
Silas and Inspector Pung lifted the sergeant out of the
wheelchair and carried him on their crossed arms to the
Land Rover. With a great deal of heaving and shoving
they managed to get him into the passenger seat and
locked into his safety belt.
“I hope we’re not hurting you,” the puffing Inspector
Pung said.
“I can’t feel a thing sir,” the sergeant replied.
Bella climbed into the middle seat beside the sergeant
and Hari got into the driver’s seat. Mrs Metau, Mrs
Bokasi, Mrs Lohia and Rose all squeezed into the
inspector’s Camry. Silas and Abraham carried the wheel
chair to Ruby’s battered utility and put it in the back.
There was another struggle to get the sergeant up the
stairs of the house and Hari watched with increasing
concern. Mrs Metau had readied Bella’s room for them
both but the bathroom and toilet were under the house.
This is going to be difficult Hari thought.
When Constable Manua stepped off the PNG Air
ATR-600 the stubble on his face was turning into a beard
but he had discarded his old clothes and smelly sneakers
for something more presentable. Ruby had explained to
Gilda and Rita that the constable was working
undercover and when they picked him up they whisked
him to the guesthouse and installed him in one of the
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smaller rooms at the back of the complex.
Although Ruby had sworn them to secrecy they were
itching to find out what was going on and fussed over
the constable like a couple of old aunts. Rather than risk
starting any unnecessary rumours Constable Manua
deemed it wise to level with them, reasoning that the two
old gossips might be useful.
“I’m just checking up on someone who is a person of
interest in a case in Port Moresby,” he told them.
They had both nodded enthusiastically and waited
expectantly. The constable had to think before he
answered. Finally he gave them the name of the
passenger in the hit and run vehicle now under arrest for
dealing drugs.
“Oh him, he’s just a raskol,” Gilda said with a look of
disappointment. She had expected bigger fish to be
involved.
“And a druggie too,” an equally deflated Rita added.
“He comes from Lapas Village I think,” the constable
persevered.
“That’s right but he’s in Port Moresby now,” Gilda
said.
“Probably up to no good there too,” Rita added.
This job might be easier than I thought Constable
Manua said to himself.
“What about this fellow, do you know him?”
Constable Manua took a photograph of the gunman who
had shot Sergeant Bokasi and Inspector Pung out of his
shirt pocket. The photograph was one taken by the
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forensic science unit in the morgue.
“That’s his wantok,” Gilda said.
“He doesn’t look very well,” Rita said. “He looks like
he’s asleep.”
Constable Manua decided it would be unwise telling
the ladies they were looking at the picture of a dead man.
“Did either of them work for anyone here?” he asked
instead.
The two ladies thought for a while.
“They did odd jobs here and there but they were
mostly layabouts,” Gilda said. “We gave them a job
helping old Calvinus in the garden but they just fooled
around and we sent them packing. The day after
someone threw a rock through the dining room window,
we think it was them.”
“Did they work for anyone else?”
“A few people gave them jobs but they never lasted
very long,” Gilda said.
“How about the Ex-Member, did they ever work for
him?”
The two ladies pricked up their ears. Here was
something with the potential to become juicy.
“Now that you mention it I think they did,” Rita said
looking at Gilda for confirmation. “They’re related to
him but he sacked them too and brought in a couple of
men from Hagen to replace them. Someone said they
were stealing stuff from the supermarket.”
“They worked as security guards?”
“I think so. At the supermarket but they also followed
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the Ex-Member around as kind of bodyguards.”
“Have they got relatives in Lapas?”
Gilda shrugged.
“There might be. I think they were orphans. There
was an old lady who brought them up but she died a little
while ago. They probably robbed her too.”
The next morning Constable Manua had an early
breakfast and set out to look for a PMV to take him up
to Lapas Village. He was walking along the road towards
the supermarket when a vaguely familiar red Hilux
passed him. It screeched to a stop and reversed back
towards him. He looked around to see what had caught
the driver’s attention but there was no one else there. He
looked at the vehicle and realised where he had seen it
before. A sense of dread overcame him. The driver had
leaned across and opened the passenger door. He peered
inside. Sitting in the driver’s seat was a smiling Rhapsody.
Hari woke to the sound of hammering and sawing. He
glanced out of the window. The day was just dawning.
He looked at Mrs Metau but she was still blissfully asleep
and snoring gently. He got out of bed and wrapped a
laplap around his waist. He met Bella in the kitchen. She
was still in her nightdress and looking sleepy.
“What’s going on?” Hari asked.
“I don’t know but it woke me up too, it’s coming from
out the back.”
Hari padded through the house to the back door and
unlocked it. Silas and Flynn looked up at him and then
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old Abraham poked his head out from under the house.
“Good morning Hari,” the old Simbu said cheerfully.
“What on earth are you doing?” Hari asked.
“Building Hari, building.”
“At six in the morning?”
“Gotta start sometime Hari.”
Hari looked across towards the garden. There was a
pile of old wooden pallets stacked under the mango tree.
Beside them were a dozen or more posts that looked like
they had been made from driftwood collected on the
beach.
“Full of salt Hari, a bit of old sump oil on the bottoms
and they’ll last forever,” Abraham said following Hari’s
gaze. The old Simbu, realising what he had said, looked
contrite. “Not that they will have to last that long of
course.”
“So what are you two maniacs building that you had to
start before the sun was properly up?”
“A ramp Hari.”
“A ramp?”
“For the sergeant Hari, so he can get his wheelchair up
and down. We figured the back door was a better option
than the front verandah.”
Hari slowly shook his head. Bella was staring over his
shoulder.
“Careful up there sir,” Silas said, “We’ve taken out the
rails on the landing.” Hari looked. Sure enough the rails
on the opposite side of the stairs had been removed. It
was Silas sawing the posts to size and Abraham
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dismantling the landing rails that had woken him up.
“Give me a few minutes to get dressed and have a cup
of coffee and I’ll join you.” Hari said.
“Don’t you have to go to work Dad?” Bella said.
“To hell with that, this is more important. I’ll give
Owen a ring and he can help.”
By late afternoon they had nearly finished. Owen had
turned up with a couple of mates from the Australian
Federal Police and there were several men from
Hanuabada helping too. They had carried Sergeant
Bokasi downstairs and installed him under the mango
tree with a hammer so he could straighten out the nails
pulled from the old pallets.
“One more nail,” Abraham said. His face was
glistening with sweat. Sergeant Bokasi tossed it to him
and the old Simbu caught it easily in his hand. He
hammered the last plank into place and stood up.
“What do you reckon?” he said. “It’s a bit rough and
ready but it should do the job.”
“There’s only one way to find out,” Hari replied. “Are
you ready Sergeant?”
Sergeant Bokasi nodded and Silas got behind him and
pushed the wheelchair towards the ramp. Hari and
everyone followed behind. When they got to the landing
and through the back door Hari said, “When you’re
stronger you should be able to get up there yourself
Sergeant.”
“Thank you everyone,” Sergeant Bokasi said with a
catch in his voice.
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“Come and get it, dinners ready!” Mrs Lohia
announced from the kitchen.
I didn’t think I would see you again,” Rhapsody said.
“What are you doing back here, Dad’s in Port Moresby.”
“I’m, umm, working on a case,” Constable Manua
replied.
“Is it to do with Dad’s accident?”
“Er, sort of but it’s a bit more serious now.”
“Wow! How serious?”
Constable Manua sat back in the car seat. He knew he
was likely to run into Rhapsody if he came back to the
town but he had hoped it wouldn’t be so soon. He
hadn’t been as forthcoming about his last visit when he
had discussed this assignment with Inspector Pung
because the challenge was exciting and he didn’t want it
going to someone else. Telling the inspector about
Rhapsody’s interest in him might have lost him that
chance. Now he decided to take another chance.
“When the police were looking for the men who tried
to run your father over two of them got shot, one of
them very seriously.”
Rhapsody looked at him in amazement. Her father
had obviously not told her about Sergeant Bokasi. They
were sitting in the car park outside the Ex-member’s
supermarket waiting for a PMV to turn up.
“One of the men who shot the policemen came from
Lapis Village. We think there might be a connection
between him and some local business people.
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“You mean the Ex-member?”
“Possibly, that’s why I’ve come back, I’m going up to
Lapis to see what I can find out.”
“He’s a creep.”
“The Ex-Member?”
“He always tries to touch me up and he gives me
horrible looks, like he wants to do things to me.”
Constable Manua was absorbing this when Rhapsody
turned the motor of the Hilux on.
“What are you doing?”
“I’ll take you up to Lapis, it’s not far.”
“Are you sure?”
“I’m sure.” Rhapsody smiled and then added, “I like
your beard, it somehow makes you look more
masculine.”
Constable Manua shuddered inwardly.
There was nothing unusual about Lapis Village, it
looked like any other highland village. There were a few
well-spaced houses near the main road, some of them
had tin roofs and plastic water tanks. A small church
stood in a clearing, painted bright blue with red trim, and
a closed trade store made of tin sat opposite it on the
other side of the road. More houses appeared further
afield on cleared slopes among well-tended gardens. A
couple of older ladies had garden produce arranged on a
worn blue tarp on the grassy verge beside the road and
there was a stack of corded firewood for sale a short
distance away.
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When Rhapsody and Constable Manua pulled up
several children emerged from nowhere and a couple of
old men shuffled from behind the church to see what
was going on. The ladies recognised Rhapsody and she
went over to greet them and inspect their produce.
Constable Manua followed her. The ladies were asking
Rhapsody questions in the local ples tok that the
constable couldn’t understand but by the coveted looks
directed at him he guessed that it had to do with him. He
feigned ignorance and took an extravagant amount of
time inspecting the little piles of kaukau and tomatoes for
sale. He figured he’d better buy some to break the ice.
By the time the old men had joined the ladies and
children Rhapsody had worked the conversation around
to the matter of the two men of interest. One of the old
men pointed up the road to a small shaded area where a
grave and memorial had been built. It was a typically
elaborate affair with a crypt built like a tiny house. It was
painted in the same bright colours as the church.
“That’s where their mama is buried,” one of the men
said. “She died a few weeks ago.”
“That must be why her son came up here,” Constable
Manua said, “For the haus krai. Did he arrange for the
burial?”
The old man laughed and looked at the ladies.
“He came back to see what he could get out of her
relatives, not to help with the funeral. She wasn’t his real
mother, she adopted him. She was a widow but she was
barren. She didn’t have any relatives except for a sister
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who didn’t come to the funeral, we don’t know where
she lives, she left the village long ago. He didn’t get
anything from the haus krai even though he made a big
fuss and argued with everyone.”
Constable Manua had wondered why he hadn’t seen
anyone wearing mourning clothes or mud on their faces.
The absence of relatives was the reason.
“There was another boy she looked after too?” he
said.
“He didn’t come either, he’s in Port Moresby, we
never see him.”
“So who paid for the funeral and haus krai?”
“The member paid.”
“You mean the Ex-Member?”
“No, not him, the new member, her father,” the man
replied indicating Rhapsody. “The Ex-Member only
came to big note himself. That’s his trade store over
there but there’s nothing in it and it’s never open.”
The old man gave Rhapsody an affectionate look. She
seemed slightly embarrassed. She obviously didn’t know
that Espe had paid for the old ladies’ funeral.
Constable Manua asked a few more questions but it
had become obvious to him that he wasn’t going to
establish a connection between the two men and the ExMember. He also didn’t tell the old men and the ladies
about the other man who had been shot by Inspector
Pung. They had started to look curious about his
questions and relaying that information would have
identified him as a policeman, which he didn’t really want
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to advertise. Instead he fussed over buying the ladies’
vegetables.
When they were back in the Hilux he asked Rhapsody
whether she could drive a bit further along the road.
“That way it will look like you’re just showing me
around,” he said.
“Like a tourist, or maybe a friend,” Rhapsody smiled.
“Something like that,” the constable replied. “That
was nice of your father to pay for the old ladies funeral.”
Rhapsody looked thoughtful.
“He didn’t tell anyone, he’s done a couple of things
like that.”
“Oh, what else has he paid for?”
“He gave Pastor Riktas a lot of money to build a new
church and school.”
“That’s generous too.”
“The Ex-Member kept promising to do it but he never
did. The pastor must have talked Dad into funding it,
he’s a crafty man, he’s nearly as creepy as the ExMember.”
“You mean …?”
“No, no, not in that way, he just makes my skin crawl,
he looks like a dead man, he’s just skin and bone and he’s
got big bulgy eyes, he looks evil.”
Constable Manua thought for a while and then said,
“What do you think about your father giving people
money like that, he could just keep it for himself like
most politicians do?”
Rhapsody considered the question and said, “It’s
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good, it makes him look like a bikman, he’s always
wanted to be a bikman.”
“Really?”
Rhapsody shook her head and frowned.
“No, not really, he’s never really wanted to be
anything.”
“So he’s changing a bit?”
“I think so.”
“What do you and your mother think of that?”
Rhapsody thought about this too before answering.
“I think it’s good, if people helped each other more
Papua New Guinea would be a better place.”
“But most people help their relatives.”
“I mean people who aren’t your wantoks, it would be
good.”
Constable Manua looked at the road ahead.
“I think we can turn around now and go back to
town.”
It took Rhapsody a moment to realise what he had
said. She had been in deep thought. She swung the Hilux
expertly around and headed back the way they had
come.
“I’d like to talk to the pastor, maybe tomorrow. Would
you introduce me to him?” the constable asked.
“Okay, I can do that, I can pick you up in town
again,” she replied happily.
Constable Manua smiled to himself for no particular
reason.
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When the large black Toyota Land Cruiser with
heavily tinted windows pulled up outside Espe and
Simik’s office the two lady reserve police officers were
galvanised into action. One of them shut down the game
of solitaire she had been playing on Espe’s laptop and
retreated to the small kitchen and began loudly moving
the kettle and cups about while the other one ducked
into the toilet to check her hair and dress. Espe, who had
been alerted to the unusual activity peered out between
the window blinds. The Land Cruiser sat in the same
spot where it had pulled up for several minutes before
anyone emerged.
After a while two large men in black suits opened the
driver and front passenger doors. They glanced around
suspiciously and then stationed themselves on either side
of the office door. A few more minutes passed before
one of them strolled over to the Land Cruiser and
opened the rear passenger door. The diminutive figure of
Mr Han stepped out onto the pavement and was quickly
ushered through the office door.
Espe took a deep breath and then greeted him
cordially and led him through to the inner office that he
shared with Simik. The Western Province member who
had been immersed in a cabinet white paper looked up
and frowned. It was hard to tell whether it was a reaction
to the obfuscations in the paper or to Mr Han’s presence.
Then he smiled and stood up and offered his hand to Mr
Han.
“I’ll get us some drinks,” he said and pointed to the
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armchairs arranged around a coffee table in the corner of
the room. “It’s black tea without milk or sugar and not
too strong as I recall,” he said.
Mr Han gave him a disarming smile and bowed his
head slightly before taking one of the armchairs. Espe sat
down too and they exchanged pleasantries about the
weather until Simik returned.
“One of the ladies will bring the drinks,” he said with
a pointed look at Espe. “Would you like me to give you
some privacy or is it okay if I stay?” Espe gave him a
desperate look.
“Please join us,” Mr Han said indicating one of the
armchairs. “This is really just a social call following up
from my last visit.”
Simik sat down.
“I thought I should pay you another visit to see how
things are going and whether I can be of any assistance. I
see that you are settling in quite well, what with the new
school and church for Pastor Riktas and helping with the
funeral of that poor old lady at Lapis Village, I guess you
have other plans in the pipeline too, people are talking
about upgrading the roads out to the villages.”
Espe knew he hadn’t mentioned anything about fixing
the roads recently but he was surprised that Mr Han
knew about Pastor Riktas and the old lady’s funeral. Mr
Han saw his surprise and chuckled.
“I have been keeping a keen eye on the electorate,” he
said. “It’s good to make things happen and help people.”
Espe shrugged as if to say that it was his job since he
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had become the member. Mr Han continued.
“There’s a lot that needs to be done in the electorate,
it’s been neglected for so long.”
“That’s not unusual,” Simik said. “Most electorates in
Papua New Guinea are in similar situations. Once a
politician gets elected he seems to forget about the
people who voted for him.”
“So true,” Mr Han hummed. “It’s a pity the ExMember didn’t have your attitude. I even see you’ve
brought in some people interested in the forest.”
“I have?” Espe said.
“Ho, ho!” Mr Han chuckled knowingly while tapping
the side of his nose with his index finger. “It could be
such a great resource,” he continued, “Just think what it
could do for the electorate.”
Espe was about to protest when he caught a warning
look from Simik.
“Sometimes logging doesn’t help with development,”
he said carefully. “It has to be done in an
environmentally sustainable way and the landowners
need to get their fair share.”
“Of course, of course, that’s what the Ex-Member
said when he started looking at the possibility of a special
agriculture business lease for it. Unfortunately he’s no
longer the member and that might not happen now.”
Espe started to say something again but Simik quickly
cut him off.
“I understand you were helping the Ex-Member?”
Mr Han shrugged.
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“That’s right. I offered him what I thought was good
advice but events caught up with us.”
There was a brief lull in the conversation and one of
the reserve police ladies who had been listening through
the door took the opportunity to enter with the drinks.
She took elaborate steps to pretend she was just a
secretary, even asking Espe whether he needed anything
further. Espe gave her a strange look. Making sure that
Mr Han wasn’t looking she gave him a big wink.
The three men sipped their drinks, occasionally
stopping to comment on mundane matters that were
happening in the outside world.
“Well, I’d better be on my way,” Mr Han smiled. “It’s
been good to see you’ve recovered from your accident
and getting on with representing your electorate.” He put
his half-drunk cup of tea on the coffee table and rose.
Simik and Espe rose too and followed him through the
door. On the step outside the main office they all shook
hands and Mr Han headed for his vehicle. Then he
stopped and turned around.
“You know,” he said looking at Espe, “I think you’ve
inspired me. I’ve been thinking of upgrading the
supermarket in town, I might go ahead with that now.”
“The Ex-Member’s supermarket?”
Mr Han smiled indulgently.
“It’s not really the Ex-Member’s supermarket, I
actually own it, the Ex-Member just manages it.”
He appeared to think for a moment.
“Perhaps I need to revamp the management too. What
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do you think? That girl of yours, what’s her name,
Rhapsody, she seems like a bright spark. How do you
think she’d go as a manager?”
Espe didn’t know what to say.
“We’d train her of course,” Mr Han added.
Espe still didn’t know what to say. Mr Han smiled
again.
“Anyway, it’s been nice to catch up with you Mr
Honourable Member, we must do it again soon.”
With that Mr Han climbed into the back of the Land
Cruiser and it quickly glided away. Espe and Simik
watched it disappear down the street. The two reserve
police ladies were also watching it from the office
window.
“What was all that about?” Espe asked no one in
particular.
Simik gave him an exasperated look and then patted
him on the arm.
“I’ll explain later,” he said. “In the meantime I think
we’d better call Chief Inspector Metau.”
The two reserve police ladies nodded. They hadn’t
heard the conversation in the office but they knew what
a bribe sounded like when it was offered.
“I’ll get on to it,” one of them said and then looked at
Espe. “Why don’t you be a champion and make us all a
nice pot of coffee,” she suggested.
It didn’t take long for Sergeant Bokasi to master the
ramp at the back of the house. His strength was
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returning day by day and it wasn’t long before he could
go up and down the ramp, including negotiating the
tricky switchback halfway down, by himself. From there
he was able to make his way to the bathroom and toilet,
go down the driveway to the gate and bump and grind
through the garden and gate into Abraham’s yard. When
Bella had gone to work at the university, Hari and Flynn
off in the Land Rover, Mrs Metau over at the church
helping Mrs Lohia and Silas dozing in the shade of the
mango tree he visited the old Simbu and watched him at
work in his garden.
Where he could he helped, pulling weeds and doing
other things that didn’t require walking around. Abraham
watched him out of the corner of his eye to make sure he
didn’t overdo it but he also admired the sergeant’s
determination to make the best of his situation. What he
didn’t realise was that the sergeant had developed a fear
of being left alone.
One day when they were having a break and drinking
coffee the old Simbu said, “You’re making good progress
Sergeant, you’ll be ready for the operation sooner than
everyone thinks.”
Sergeant Bokasi gave him a rueful look.
“There’s no guarantee it will work,” he said.
“Is that what they told you?” Abraham said with a
look of concern.
“More or less.”
“You were truly lucky to survive being shot, maybe
your luck will hold.”
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The sergeant sipped his coffee.
“It’s not so much that,” he finally said, “I’m not sure I
can afford another trip to Australia. Inspector Pung and
the others were incredibly generous getting me down
there but I couldn’t take anything else from them. And
even if I did have the operation it might not work
anyway.”
Abraham thought about this for a while. He knew that
in Papua New Guinea even the most generous gesture
tended to imply an obligation and reciprocity in the
future. Not that he thought Inspector Pung would act
that way but it obviously bothered the sergeant.
“You might not have an alternative if you want to
walk again,” he replied.
The sergeant drained his coffee and stared into the
empty mug.
“I think I’m starting to get some feeling in my legs,
before I couldn’t feel them at all but now I’ve started to
notice the odd tingle.”
“You’re not thinking you can do this thing yourself are
you?”
“It’s been done before. I saw people who had been
crippled in Australia walking again despite all the odds.”
“But don’t they have help, special machines and
exercises and trained specialists. I don’t think that there’s
anything like that in Papua New Guinea.”
“I could improvise.”
The old Simbu looked doubtful and took the
sergeant’s mug and washed it under the rain water tank
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tap with his own. When he came back he said, “There’s a
doctor up in the highlands who works with paraplegics
and people like that.”
“There is?”
“Yes, he’s at the Sir Joseph Nombri Memorial
Hospital in Kundiawa. I occasionally go up there to visit
my relatives and they talk about him a lot, I think he’s a
surgeon, he works with kids with bone disease too. It’s a
really good hospital, much better than the one in Port
Moresby they reckon.”
Sergeant Bokasi looked thoughtful.
“I’ll find out a bit more about it if you like,” Abraham
added.
“I’d appreciate that,” the sergeant replied.
The visit to Pastor Riktas was not especially
satisfactory and Constable Manua came away puzzled
more than anything else. The pastor was aware of the
constable’s previous visit to the district and he seemed
suspicious about his motives for this second visit. He
was also curious about the constable’s relationship with
Rhapsody.
“He thinks I’m somehow checking up on him to make
sure he’s spending the money your father gave him,”
Constable Manua said as they drove away.
“I told you he’s creepy,” Rhapsody replied.
“He certainly has a striking appearance,” the constable
agreed.
“And he thinks you’re my boyfriend,” Rhapsody
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added with a poorly concealed smirk.
“That’s ridiculous!”
Rhapsody looked slightly hurt. Constable Manua
rapidly backtracked.
“You’re an attractive person,” he said carefully, “He
just assumed that because I was with you there was more
to it, I guess he just misread the situation.”
“Do you think I’m too fat?”
“What?”
“Fat, you know, overweight, men like women to be
thin nowadays, all the magazines say that, have you ever
looked at Lily magazine or Stella? It’s not like the old days
when men preferred sturdy women.”
“No, I haven’t seen them but I’ve never really thought
about it either, you’re not too fat anyway.”
“I’ll have to go on a diet.”
“A diet?”
“It’s all that Coke and Pepsi I’ve been drinking.”
Constable Manua looked perplexed. Rhapsody
suddenly changed tack.
“What do you want to do now?”
“Umm, I’m not really sure, I don’t think I can do
much more here, I should probably arrange to fly back to
Port Moresby.”
That wasn’t the answer Rhapsody had been looking
for and she looked disappointed. For some reason
Constable Manua felt guilty.
“Perhaps you’d better drop me off at the guesthouse,”
he said.
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“Yes, I suppose so,” she replied.
Constable Manua thought quickly.
“Perhaps you and your mother would like to join me
for dinner there tonight, the cook is very good?”
“I’ll ask her,” Rhapsody replied quickly.
“It definitely sounds like a bribe but it’s too clever by
half,” Hari said, “I’m not sure we can do anything with it.
What surprises me is where it came from, I was
expecting the Ex-Member to be more involved.”
“You reckon he’s been sidelined somewhere along the
way?” Inspector Pung replied.
“I’m not sure but what Constable Manua says about
him is interesting, he might not be the kingpin in this
after all.”
They were all at an impromptu meeting at Hari’s
unofficial office, the Beachside Brasserie. Besides Hari
and Inspector Pung there were the two reserve police
ladies and Constable Manua back from the highlands.
“It’s a pity that our drug dealer from Lapas Village
isn’t more talkative,” Inspector Pung said. “Either he’s
telling the truth or he’s really afraid of what will happen
to him if he confesses. I dropped some pretty broad
hints that if he comes clean we might have another look
at the drug charges.”
“But he’s a well-known dealer sir, he deserves to go to
jail, he imports marijuana from the highlands and sells it
at the university,” Constable Manua said.
“I’m not disputing that Constable but procuring
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someone to kill an elected member of parliament is
pretty serious too.”
“Which brings us back to our devious Mr Han,” Hari
said with a thoughtful look.
“And special agriculture business leases and logging,”
Inspector Pung added.
Hari sipped his coffee and then leaned forward in his
chair.
“What if we release our drug dealer, he might lead us
somewhere interesting?”
Constable Manua looked surprised and was about to
interject when Hari added, “I don’t mean drop the
charges Constable, just let him out on bail.”
“He could just disappear sir, besides, who would pay
his bail?”
“We could tell him it was an anonymous donor, that
would give him something to think about.”
“Like someone has got him out of jail so they can shut
him up?”
“Exactly Constable.”
“But who would tail him sir, he knows who I am
now?”
There was a loud cough from the other side of the
restaurant table. The three men looked at the two reserve
police ladies.
“It might be dangerous,” Hari said. “We need to keep
him alive, otherwise he’s not much use to us. He’s likely
to go to whoever is pulling his strings to try to explain
how he has kept quiet.”
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Both women shrugged at the same time.
“I guess he wouldn’t be expecting a couple of ladies to
be keeping an eye on him,” Inspector Pung said with a
questioning look.
“Okay, well that’s a plan of sorts I guess,” Hari replied
and then turned to Constable Manua. “What do you
think Constable?”
Constable Manua chose his words carefully.
“They never taught us anything like this in the police
college sir.”
“You mean bending the law to get results?”
“Yes sir.”
“Sometimes the law can be a hindrance when it comes
to getting to the truth, there’s often a higher moral
imperative that needs to be considered.”
“I never thought I’d be selling drugs sir.”
“You did that quite well Constable, the inspector tells
me you are a natural.”
“Drug dealer sir?”
“Innovator Constable.”
“Yes sir.”
“Now Constable, tell us all you know about Pastor
Riktas, he’s got me interested for some reason.”
Sergeant Bokasi had been an active man who prided
himself on his fitness and he was finding being confined
to a wheelchair challenging. To avoid him becoming
depressed about his situation Bella endeavoured to get
him out and about as often as possible. It was then that
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she realised how unfriendly Port Moresby was to people
with disabilities. She had often seen wheelchair bound
men and women being pushed along the edges of the
bitumen roads filled with chaotic traffic but she had
never really thought much about it until she had to do
the same thing with Robert.
On one expedition to Harbour City both she and Mrs
Bokasi had nearly been skittled by a weaving PMV
blowing its horn loudly at the sergeant in his wheelchair.
Eventually they had to compromise and only visit areas
of the city where there were reasonable footpaths.
On these excursions they had to get Silas and
Abraham to help them get the sergeant into Inspector
Pung’s borrowed Camry. Hari’s old Land Rover was just
too high off the ground to be a practicable mode of
transport. Sergeant Bokasi was able to help get himself
out of the car and into the wheelchair by doing a sort of
arm lift while hanging onto the car roof and pivoting
outwards. To get him back into the car they had to rely
on the security guards at the shopping centres and other
places they visited. Some of these men knew the sergeant
and others had heard about him being shot and were glad
to help.
Another problem occurred if the sergeant needed to
go to the toilet while they were out. He had not been
fitted with a catheter and bag because he had control
over his bladder but there were very few toilets for
disabled people in the city and the two women could
hardly wheel him into the ladies toilets. They eventually
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resorted to carrying around an empty two litre plastic
cordial bottle and finding places out of public view. For
anything more serious they fell back on any security
guards they could find. The sergeant feigned a sense of
joviality on these occasions but both Bella and Mrs
Bokasi could see how embarrassed and helpless he really
felt.
They persevered however. On one memorable
occasion Silas and a puffing Hari carried the sergeant,
replete in an orange life vest, across the beach and into
the water where they had moored Hari’s outrigger canoe.
Once he was installed in the canoe they had paddled him
out into Fairfax Harbour and cast out fishing lines. By
the time they got back to the house Bella was anxiously
pacing up and down the verandah. The look of relief on
her face when the Camry appeared at the gate was
palpable. She ran down the stairs to greet them, pausing
to gather her wits on the way.
“How did you go?” she finally spluttered when the
sergeant pushed the passenger door open.
“I got two salmon and Silas got one,” the sergeant
smiled cheerfully.
“And I got none as usual,” Hari shouted from the
driver’s side.
As they worked out the seemingly insurmountable
problems of getting the sergeant around in his wheelchair
a pattern developed where they only visited places where
the problems would be minimal. One of those was the
Beachside Brasserie at the Ela Beach Hotel. The security
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guards there knew the sergeant best of all and they
competed to help him. If he wanted to cross the road to
try piloting himself along the paved beach walk they
boldly strode out onto the busy road and brought the
traffic to a stop. And while the sergeant propelled
himself along the path one of them would follow at a
discrete distance just in case anything untoward
happened. When the sergeant pulled up and turned to
quietly contemplate the sea and the reef beyond they
waited patiently just out of sight. Flynn had no such
compunction and trotted along beside the wheelchair. He
and the sergeant were developing a close relationship.
This part of the city became the sergeant’s favourite
haunt and he began to attend Hari’s impromptu meetings
in the brasserie. He had also struck up a friendship with
Constable Manua and they seemed to enjoy each other’s
company. Together they began to analyse and discuss the
information they had about Espe’s case. Hari watched
the two men with interest, as did Inspector Pung.
“They’ll come up with a theory soon,” Hari said.
“I hope so Hari, we’re still clutching at straws on this
one I think.”
“I’ve got a couple of ideas.”
“No doubt, let’s see if we can all agree. I hope they
don’t take too long about it.”
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When the Ex-Member had won his seat in the previous
term of parliament he thought all his Christmases had
come at once. He had mortgaged everything he owned
on the outcome and had pulled in favours and clan
obligations where he could and taken out a big loan from
his new friend, Mr Han. If he had lost he didn’t know
what he would do. He would be penniless and the shame
would be unbearable. But that was all behind him. He
had paid out all of his accumulated dinau and come to an
amicable agreement with Mr Han to repay him in
unspecified kind rather than money.
While in parliament he had watched his fellow
members closely so he could learn how they had turned
their seats into money making machines. He learned the
intricacies of inflating government tenders and passing
work on to family and wantok owned businesses and he
learned how to set up bogus landowner companies to
exploit the resources in his electorate for his own benefit.
But most of all he learned how to solicit bribes and how
to launder the money through financial mazes that defied
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detection.
Along the way he also developed a taste for good food
and alcohol, preferably in excess, snappy clothes,
expensive cars, fast women and many more indulgences
that he could once only dream about. He was under no
illusions about why he was in parliament. It was for his
own benefit and to hell with the greedy voters he had
paid to get him there and were expecting a cut of the
proceeds. And to hell with the gullible voters who had
believed his stories about wanting to help them and the
electorate. They were just dreaming, the silly buggers.
After a while he had come to take his good luck for
granted. Then he convinced himself that it wasn’t just
luck that had got him where he wanted to be, it was his
superior brain power and his skills as a politician that had
done the trick. When he acknowledged that he also
convinced himself that he could do it again at the next
election. Most Papua New Guinean politicians only
lasted one term before they were thrown out of
parliament but he was smarter than that. The disdain that
he felt for the people who had originally voted him into
office made him think he could trick them into electing
him again. A little money here and there, a few pallets of
beer and lamb flaps here and there and the dumb
buggers would elect him again. It was a simple formula
and he knew it would work.
And yet it didn’t turn out that way. For a start his
electorate was one of the poorest in Papua New Guinea.
The district sat at the nether end of the province, not
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quite in the highlands and not quite on the coast. Apart
from the never ending forests there were few resources
to exploit. There were no oil and gas fields, no gold and
copper mines, very little arable land and nothing
whatsoever that would induce tourists to pay a visit.
In short, the opportunities to exploit his electorate the
way his fellow parliamentarians did were severely limited.
His early venture to set up a supermarket and charge the
local people exorbitant prices had faltered from the
beginning and had only survived because Mr Han had
bought him out and installed a ghost manager. While he
played games on his laptop in his poky little office she
made sure the store ran well and made a profit from her
expansive suite at the back of the building.
But there had been a light on the horizon. Mr Han had
pointed it out to him. It was obvious he told the Exmember. It was all around them just waiting to be turned
into hard, exportable cash. It was the forest. Pull the
right strings, pay the right bribes and bingo, a special
agriculture business lease and carte blanche to cut down
every tree in sight. All that was needed was to convince
enough landowners to sign on the dotted line. Promise
them enduring fortunes from the oil palm and rice fields
that would never be planted and Bob’s your uncle,
money for nothing. The Ex-member had beamed at the
simplicity of it. And then along came Espe Lamplap.
At that moment the subject of the Ex-Member’s
anguish was standing on the main Port Moresby wharf
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watching a brand new Komatsu GD555-5 grader being
driven up a nearby launching ramp onto the deck of the
coastal landing craft MV Eliakos Spirit. Waiting its turn
was a Kubota M series tractor, with a front end loader
attached, towing a steel trailer. Watching alongside him
were Simik, Hari, Constable Manua and the two reserve
police ladies. Constable Eripa was walking across the
wharf towards them.
“He’s gone,” a puffing Eripa said.
“What do you mean he’s gone?” a distracted Hari
replied.
“He went to the airport and got on a plane.”
“A plane? Where to?”
Eripa looked nonplussed.
“I don’t know,” he said, “I didn’t check.”
The two reserve police ladies standing with Espe and
Simik looked like they were about to murder Eripa and
throw his body in the harbour. Hari held up his arm and
they stopped advancing on the hapless constable.
“I think we can guess where he’s going and who he
wants to see,” he said. “We just need to get someone up
there to follow him.”
“Not him!’ one of the ladies said pointedly staring at
Eripa.
“Look, it could have happened to any of us,” Hari
said. “It’s just that it would have been nice to know
where he’s going.”
“I’ll check with the airlines,” Constable Manua said.
“It shouldn’t be hard to confirm where he’s gone.”
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“Don’t worry about it,” Hari replied. “Where else
would he go? The trick now is to keep track of him, we
don’t have anyone up there who can do that at the
moment.”
Hari walked away from the others and beckoned
Constable Manua to follow.
“It’s partially my fault, I agreed with the ladies to
institute a roster system, it’s unfortunate that Eripa was
on duty when it happened.”
“The suspect is in breach of his bail conditions sir, we
could get the local police to arrest him.”
“What purpose would that serve Constable?”
Constable Manua looked slightly embarrassed and
then he smiled.
“I know someone who could keep an eye on him until
we get there,” he said.
“Who’s that Constable?”
The Honourable Member’s daughter sir.”
“Rhapsody?”
“Yes sir, if I ask her she’ll do it.”
“I see,” Hari said looking at the constable carefully.
“I can go back up there sir, I can be on a plane
tomorrow.”
“You don’t think it might be dangerous for her
Constable?”
“No sir. She drives around all day talking to people,
she’s got nothing else to do really. Her friends will help
her. The ladies at the guesthouse will help her too.”
Hari thought for a moment and then nodded.
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“Okay Constable, get on to her and then get yourself a
ticket on the next flight.”
“Right away sir,” the constable said taking out his
mobile phone.
Hari watched him for a moment longer and then
walked back to the others on the edge of the wharf. The
two police reserve ladies looked at him in anticipation.
Eripa fidgeted nervously.
“All fixed,” Hari said and joined Espe and Simik.
“It’s a fine looking piece of machinery,” he said. The
crew of the MV Eliakos Spirit were lashing down the
grader between two large shipping containers.
“The district administrator has found a driver with the
right ticket and will send him down to the river port to
meet it,” Simik said. “He’ll drive it up to the town. One
of those containers has got a trailer filled with spare parts
and fuel in it. He’ll tow that behind him.”
“It’s a good thing you are doing,” Hari said to Espe
who smiled appreciatively.
“We can fix the road now,” he replied.
“You should go up there and do a formal handover, it
wouldn’t hurt your reputation, that’s what all the
politicians do.”
Espe thought about the suggestion for a moment and
then said, “Perhaps not, everyone will know where it has
come from anyway, if I make a big deal out of it they
might think I’m just boasting.”
Hari smiled and put his hand on Espe’s shoulder.
“You’re going to make a good member,” he said.
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“What do you think Simik?”
“I think you’re right,” Simik replied with a grin.
When Constable Manua rang her Rhapsody jumped in
the red Hilux and sped off to the airport. She was both
elated and apprehensive. She was apprehensive because
the constable had told her that the man on the aeroplane
was probably one of the men who had attempted to run
her father over in Port Moresby and was now more than
likely on his way to see the Ex-Member. The constable
had stressed that she should only observe him from a
distance and under no circumstances attempt to
approach him. She was elated because she had thought
she had seen the last of Constable Manua but now he
was coming back and, furthermore, he trusted her. He
had said so on the telephone. “I trust you Rhapsody,”
were his exact words.
As she drove she turned this idea of trust over in her
mind. No one had ever trusted her before. In fact, her
parents and relatives had gone out of their way not to
trust her. They had, without exception, assumed that if
anyone was going to stuff up and fail it would be her.
They had not expected her to do well at school and she
hadn’t. They did not expect her to work well in the
family garden and she didn’t. And, worst of all, they did
not expect her to find a husband able to pay a good bride
price and she hadn’t. Now there was Constable Manua
and he trusted her. Perhaps he might trust her well
enough to take their relationship further, it was an
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intriguing prospect. She mustn’t fail him she thought
with a look of determination on her face.
She had no trouble recognising the man on the
aeroplane. She had seen him around the town before
when her friends had told her he was someone best
avoided. When he came out of the terminal he had
looked around and begun walking up the road towards
the town. He didn’t have a bag with him, just a small
bilum slung over one shoulder. He had walked straight
past the PMVs waiting for passengers outside the
terminal building. For a brief moment she thought about
offering him a lift but Constable Manua had been very
explicit about keeping her distance. Instead she drove
slowly back to town and pulled up outside the
supermarket. She would look around inside and wait for
him to arrive.
The girls on the checkout waved to her and she
acknowledged them with a smile. She had become a
regular customer since her father had been elected and
had got to know them quite well. She walked to the back
of the store to the refrigerator with the cold drinks and
reached for a can of Coca Cola. Then she hesitated and
put it back. She had to lose weight. Instead she took a
bottle of spring water to the checkout. As she passed the
Ex-Member’s office she glanced inside but he was not
there. When she got to the checkout she asked one of
the girls where he was. The girl shrugged.
“We haven’t seen him for over a week now, we don’t
know where he’s gone, maybe he’s back in his village.”
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Rhapsody was sure she had seen the Ex-Member’s big
black Land Cruiser outside.
“Oh that,” the girl said, “that’s for sale.”
“For sale? Why?”
The girl shrugged again.
“The driver and that other man have gone too. The
Ex-Member sacked them.”
“Who is managing the supermarket then?” Rhapsody’s
curiosity had been piqued.
“The Ex-Member’s secretary, she does all the work
anyway.”
Rhapsody wandered outside and sat on one of the
graffiti covered seats under the supermarket verandah
and sipped the spring water. She had nearly finished
when she saw the man from the aeroplane coming along
the road. If he was going to see the Ex-Member he was
out of luck. He would have to go back the way he had
come and take the road up to his village. But the man
kept walking. He glanced across at the supermarket but
kept going along the road. Where on earth is he going
she wondered. This might be a bit more difficult than she
thought. She hoped Constable Manua would arrive soon.
She gave the man a head start and then slowly drove
along the road behind him. When she caught sight of
him she pulled up and waited again. He seemed
determined to reach wherever he was going and he didn’t
look back. This stop and start process finally brought
them to a spot outside Pastor Riktas’ church and school.
She looked down the road and couldn’t see the man so
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she guessed he had entered the church grounds. There
were a lot of people there and much activity as they
either worked on the new buildings or simply sat around
watching. He had probably gone to get a drink before he
continued his journey she reasoned. She parked the
Hilux under a shady tree and walked towards the
buildings, all the while looking around for the man.
When she finally spotted him he was conducting an
animated conversation with the pastor. They weren’t
exactly arguing but she could see that the pastor looked
flustered. She edged a bit closer, hoping to hear their
conversation. As she did so the pastor shook his head
and with an exasperated sigh told the man to follow him.
Rhapsody sidled along behind, keeping enough distance
so she wouldn’t be noticed among the milling crowd.
The pastor took the man to his rickety old house and
they disappeared inside. Rhapsody didn’t think she had
better risk trying to listen at one of the windows and
hung back. A few minutes later the man re-appeared. He
still had his bilum and had a satisfied look on his face. As
Rhapsody watched he wandered among the spectators,
occasionally stopping to speak to someone. Eventually
he sat down with one of the younger men. They shared
some buai together and then the young man pointed to a
very battered old Toyota Stout parked nearby. There
seemed to be some sort of agreement because the man
reached into his bilum and took out a twenty kina note
and gave it to the young man. Then they both got up and
climbed into the ancient vehicle. Rhapsody watched it
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drive off in a cloud of black exhaust smoke towards the
town. She waited a few minutes and then followed.
The old vehicle bounced along the rough road towards
the town but instead of stopping continued on and
eventually pulled up outside the guesthouse. The man
with the bilum went inside the guesthouse and the Stout
drove off. Rhapsody waited for a while but the man did
not re-appear. What to do now, she thought. Then she
spotted the old factotum, Calvinus walking across the
lawn towards to road. She waved to him.
“I’m just going to the supermarket to get some
things,” he smiled.
“I’ll give you a lift,” Rhapsody said.
As soon as they were well away from the guest house
she asked Calvinus what the man with the bilum was
doing.
“He booked a room, that’s why I need some things for
dinner tonight.”
“That raskol man, I thought the owners didn’t like
him.”
Beggars can’t be choosers,” the old man admonished.
“He’s paid with cash money, that’s all that counts.”
“How long’s he staying?”
“Just tonight apparently, he’s flying back to Port
Moresby tomorrow.”
On the same aeroplane bringing Constable Manua
Rhapsody thought. Should she ring him and tell him not
to come? That would be the right thing to do. She was
perplexed. She wanted to see him but he trusted her. She
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asked another question.
“What’s he doing now?”
“He took two six packs of beer to his room and said
to call him when dinner’s ready. Why do you want to
know all this Rhapsody?”
“Oh, nothing, just curious, that’s all, there’s nothing
much else to do around here.”
She dropped Calvinus at the supermarket and told him
she would drive him back to the guest house. Then she
rang Constable Manua.
“That’s very interesting Rhapsody,” he said, “You’ve
done a good job.”
Rhapsody felt deflated.
“But I’ll come up there anyway, what you’ve told me is
interesting, I’d like to check it out a bit further, maybe
talk to Pastor Riktas again.”
Rhapsody’s heart jumped.
“But what about the man?” she asked.
“That’s alright, he’s in breach of his bail conditions, I’ll
have someone arrange to meet him at the airport when
he gets off the plane and return him to custody.”
“Shall I pick you up at the airport?”
“That would be good. I think you can leave the man in
the guest house and go home now. You’ve done a good
job.”
“You’re looking happy,” old Calvinus said when he
climbed back into the Hilux. He had a frozen Zenag
chicken and a bag of potatoes in a bag.
“Oh, it’s just a nice day, that’s all,” Rhapsody replied.
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Sergeant Bokasi had been experiencing pins and
needles in his left leg for several days before he
mentioned it to old Abraham.
“Have you told Bella?” the old Simbu asked.
The sergeant shook his head.
“I don’t want to get her hopes up,” he replied.
Abraham put down his spade and walked over to the
sergeant’s wheelchair.
“Whereabouts in your leg did you feel it?” he asked.
“I’m not sure, I can’t place it exactly.”
“Up top or down below?”
The sergeant spread his hands and shrugged.
Abraham stood up and scratched his head. Suddenly
the sergeant jerked in his wheelchair.
“There!” he said. “I can feel it again but it was more
like a sharp pain. Now it’s tingling again.”
Abraham quickly squatted again and ran his hand
along the sergeant’s leg.
“There, there, just up a bit, it’s there, I can feel it
now.”
“Can you feel my hand on your leg?”
“No, just the pins and needles, it’s like little electric
shocks, just in that spot.”
Abraham had his hand on the sergeant’s calf. He
rubbed the spot vigorously and looked up.
“That’s made it stronger, it’s spreading upwards, I can
feel it.”
Abraham stood up.
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“I’ll get onto my friend in Kundiawa. He’s a paraplegic
in the hospital. He can ask the surgeon there, see what he
thinks.”
“It might be nothing,” the sergeant said.
“We don’t know that Robert, let’s check it out, okay?”
The sergeant looked thoughtful.
“We’d better not tell Bella yet,” he said.
Abraham smiled.
“Not until we have something to tell her for sure you
reckon?”
“Exactly,” the sergeant replied.
It was then that he glanced up and saw Bella standing
at the gate to Abraham’s garden. He smiled quickly and
waved to her and then glanced at Abraham. The old
Simbu pursed his lips and then waved too. They were
both wondering how much she had seen and heard.
She waved back.
“I thought you would be over here,” she said as she
walked across to them. Mum sent me to tell you dinner
will be ready soon.”
“Is it that late?” the sergeant said as he reached out
and took her hand.
“Not really, I just got home from work and I missed
you.”
“Then I’d better get moving, I missed you too Bella.”
They said goodbye to Abraham and Bella pushed the
wheelchair through the gate and along the path to the
ramp by the back door. When they got there the sergeant
turned in his wheelchair. Bella gave him a curious look.
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“I just want to say something,” he said.
“What is it Robert?”
He took a deep breath.
“About the wedding.”
“Oh, has Mum been talking to you?”
“No, it’s not that, she’s doing a great job organising
everything.”
“Then what is it Robert?”
“Bella, since my accident, I’ve been thinking, I just
wanted to say that if you want to call the wedding off I’ll
understand.”
“But why would I want to do that Robert, I love you,”
she said with a look of concern.
The sergeant took another deep breath and opened his
hands.
“Because of this,” he said nodding towards his legs.
There were tears in Bella’s eyes when she replied.
“Oh Robert,” she said and leaned forward and grasped
him in her arms. “I love you, no matter what happens,
please don’t think your accident makes any difference.”
“Are you sure? You’re not just saying that?”
“Of course I’m sure, I’ve never been surer of anything
so much in all my life.”
There were tears in the sergeant’s eyes now.
Hari, who had come to the door to help push the
sergeant’s wheelchair up the ramp watched his daughter
and future son in law holding each other for a brief
moment and then quietly went back inside the house.
“Are they coming?” Mrs Metau asked when he came
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into the kitchen.
Hari nodded and smiled at her.
“In a moment dear,” he replied.
Constable Manua’s immediate concern was where he
would spend the night. He couldn’t very well stay at the
guesthouse where the suspect was likely to recognise
him. He had an uncomfortable inkling about where he
might end up however.
“Is there another guesthouse or hostel in town?” he
asked Rhapsody.
She gave him a quizzical and mischievous look.
“There are some dormitories at the high school with
rooms for visiting teachers and I’m sure the people at the
police station could find somewhere for you to stay,” she
replied.
“Hmm,” the constable said scratching his chin.
“You could always stay with us of course, there’s no
one in the spare bedroom.”
The constable knew he had little choice.
“It would mean we could start early,” Rhapsody
added. “Going to see the pastor I mean.”
“I guess so, that might give me time to catch the
midday flight back to Moresby, that’s very kind of you.”
“We’ll stop at the supermarket on the way home then,
I’ll get something nice for dinner.” She was wondering
how she could delay him in the morning so he missed his
flight.
Their dinner was quite sumptuous, fried chicken
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breasts and fresh vegetables from the family garden.
Rhapsody had taken charge of the cooking, telling the
two house girls they weren’t needed. Her mother had
looked on admiringly as her daughter wielded the
unfamiliar pots and pans and prepared the meal. Tinned
fruit and cream followed and then several cups of good
highland coffee. The constable went to bed feeling
slightly bloated but quite content.
The next morning they lingered overlong at breakfast,
choice kaukau cooked on an open fire in the house girl’s
kitchen and more cups of delicious coffee. When they
finally got to the church they discovered the pastor had
left for somewhere unknown in the early morning and
wasn’t expected to return until late. Not entirely
reluctantly and to Rhapsody’s delight the constable
resigned himself to another night in her house.
She drove them around the town and then up to Lapis
Village, partly to fill in time and partly in case they ran
into Pastor Riktas. He was, however, nowhere to be
found.
Later in the afternoon the constable rang Hari to make
sure the suspect had been picked up and arrested when
he got off the flight in Port Moresby.
“He wasn’t on the plane,” Hari said. “He must still be
up there somewhere, haven’t you been keeping an eye on
him?”
Constable Manua felt a mild pang of alarm.
“Yes sir, but he was booked on today’s flight, I
assumed he would get on it.”
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“Looks like your assumption was wrong Constable,
you’d better get on with it and find out where he has
gone, he’s a key witness.”
Rhapsody saw the look of concern on Constable
Manua’s face.
“What’s wrong she asked?”
“He didn’t get on the flight, where on earth could he
be, you didn’t see him at Lapis did you?”
She shook her head.
“We’d better get out to airport,” he said.
There was no one at the airport when they got there
and the small terminal was closed.
“There can’t be any more flights today,” Rhapsody
said. “The PNG Air agency is at the supermarket, we can
check there.”
The clerk at the agency confirmed Hari’s information.
“He had an open ticket,” the clerk said, “but he came
in early this morning and I gave him a refund.”
“Did he say where he was going?” the constable asked
putting away his police identification card. The clerk
shook his head.
They drove out to the guest house but he wasn’t there
either.
“He checked out this morning,” Gilda said. “He left a
terrible mess in his room, Rita and Calvinus are in there
now cleaning it all up.”
“Did he say where he was going?” the constable asked.
“No, we just assumed he was flying back to Port
Moresby, he set off down the road towards the airport
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about nine o’clock this morning.”
“What now?” Rhapsody asked as they stood outside
the guest house.
“Do you know the way to the Ex-Member’s village?”
“Yes, of course, why do you want to go there and see
him?”
“We think he may have hired that man to run your
father over, either him or Mr Han, chances are that’s
where the suspect is now.”
Rhapsody looked concerned. She had suspected that
the Ex-Member was somehow complicit in her father’s
accident but now the constable seemed to be confirming
it.
It took them just over an hour to reach the ExMember’s village. When they got there he greeted them
effusively. He was only wearing a pair of dirty shorts and
his big belly hung over the waistband. He was unshaven
and barefooted.
“I’m taking a bit of a holiday,” he said. “How is your
father going down there in the big smoke?”
“He’s fine,” Rhapsody said carefully.
“That’s good, that’s good, I hope he’s ready for a bit
of competition at the next election, I might try to get my
old seat back,” the Ex-Member chuckled. He turned to
Constable Manua. “And how is the long arm of the law
Constable, how is your bumbling friend.”
“He’s fine sir, he’s on other duties now.”
“So what do I owe this unexpected visit, it’s not a
social call, surely.”
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“No sir, we’re trying to establish the whereabouts of
an associate of yours.” The constable gave the ExMember the name of the suspect.
The Ex-Member chuckled.
“That useless ratbag! He’s no associate of mine
Constable, what made you think he was?”
Constable Manua didn’t have an answer for that
question so he avoided it.
“So you haven’t seen him sir? He hasn’t been up
here?”
“Why would he come up here? He belongs to another
clan altogether. We would send him on his way quick
smart I can tell you, he’s a spiv and a bully, we’ve got no
use for people like that here.”
They declined the Ex-Member’s invitation to take
afternoon tea.
“I need to get back to town to book a ticket on
tomorrow’s flight back to Port Moresby, thank you for
your time sir,” the constable said.
“Say hello to that snooty bitch in the office for me,”
the Ex-Member said by way of farewell.
They stopped at the supermarket and the constable
booked his flight. Rhapsody bought some things for
dinner, brought them out to the Hilux and then slipped
back inside the store.
“I just forgot something, I won’t be a minute,” she
said.
She cooked dinner again that evening. This time it was
delicious beef steak with onions, gravy and mashed
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English potatoes. Desert was pancakes out of a frozen
packet drenched in maple syrup. Again the constable was
satiated.
In the morning he quickly packed his bag and went
out to breakfast. Again it was roasted kaukau and coffee.
While he was eating he noticed a packed suitcase by the
door. Rhapsody followed his gaze.
“I’ve decided to visit Dad,” she said. “With all that’s
been happening I’m worried about him. I’m coming on
the flight with you.”
The constable didn’t really know what to say.
On the way to the airport they visited the church. The
pastor was there supervising the building construction as
usual.
“I understand you were looking for me yesterday,” he
said. “I had some business to attend to but I’m back
now. What did you want to see me about?”
“Oh, nothing special sir, we were really just calling to
see how the building program is going, that’s all,” the
constable said.
“It’s going well, as you can see,” the pastor replied. “I
understand you are going down to visit your father
Rhapsody, you must give him my kindest regards.”
Rhapsody only vaguely wondered how he had heard
about her plans and they said goodbye and drove off
towards the airport. Outside the supermarket they picked
up one of her relatives. He would drive the Hilux back to
the house and drive Rhapsody’s mother around while she
was away.
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“Alright, let’s not worry about our bail absconder,”
Hari said, “He could have gone anywhere but he’ll turn
up one day, he’s a criminal by nature and he’ll do
something stupid sooner or later, he’s served his purpose
anyway.”
“He has sir?” Constable Manua said. He had been
feeling really guilty about losing the man but now Chief
Inspector Metau seemed to be discounting his
importance.
“He’s pointed us in the right direction Constable, now
all we need are a few more details and a motive.”
“We do?”
“Stick with me Constable, it will all become clear
shortly. We need to talk to the Honourable Member and
then do a bit of fieldwork and that should wrap it up I
think.”
Constable Manua looked confused.
They were at the Beachside Brasserie on the day after
the constable’s arrival back in Port Moresby. When Hari
went outside to deliver Flynn’s croissant Sergeant Bokasi
leaned across the table and said, “I think I know what
he’s thinking, I’ll fill you in later, Hari likes to make sure
he’s right before announcing anything.”
“But I can’t see what he’s worked out,” Constable
Manua said. “I thought we had hit a dead end.”
“Let’s see how it works out, I think he might have
quite a few fish in his net when he hauls it in.”
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When Hari and the sergeant got back to the house that
afternoon Abraham was sitting on the verandah with Mrs
Metau. Hari smiled to himself. His wife’s relationship to
the old Simbu gardener who lived next door to them had
gone from open hostility to warm conviviality over the
years. A lot of that had to do with the wonderful
vegetables the old man grew in what had once been an
oil-soaked trucking and machinery yard. The miracle he
had wrought there had slowly changed Mrs Metau’s
impression of the Simbu migrants who had invaded the
capital in the last fifty years.
When he saw the Land Rover Abraham had come
quickly down the stairs to help get Sergeant Bokasi and
his wheelchair out and up the ramp at the back of the
house. Silas was pushing the wheelchair when Abraham
said, “I’ll do that Silas, you go help Mrs Metau make tea.”
Silas had given him a curious look but relinquished the
wheelchair and headed up the stairs.
When they were out of hearing Abraham whispered to
the sergeant.
“My friend at the Kundiawa hospital has spoken to the
surgeon. He’s coming down to Port for a conference
next week and he has agreed to meet you. He said he’ll
need to look at your x-rays and scans and all that sort of
stuff.
The sergeant put his hand on the old Simbu’s arm.
“I really appreciate this Abraham. I’ve got all that stuff
in the house.”
Abraham stopped pushing the wheelchair.
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“I think we’d better tell Hari,” he said. “Even if we
don’t tell Bella or your mother.”
The sergeant nodded.
“I agree, Hari will keep it to himself, I just don’t want
to build up anyone’s expectations.”
“Of course, I understand.”
“How much do you think it will cost?”
“I don’t know. But we’ll find a way to pay for it. I’m
sure it will be much cheaper than going back to
Australia.”
“I hope so,” the sergeant replied.
Rhapsody was staying with her father in the unit he
shared with Simik. When she arrived she had taken in the
sparseness of the accommodation and eyed the
accumulated fast food containers overflowing from the
garbage bin in the kitchen. The next day she went out
shopping for food and kitchen utensils. Her father had
given her some money and left her to it.
When Hari and Constable Manua arrived she was
loading her spoils into the refrigerator and cupboards.
“Hello, anyone home?” Hari called from the doorway.
“Just a minute,” Rhapsody called back. She quickly
skipped into the bathroom and straightened her clothes
and hair and came to the door.
“Oh, it’s you,” she said looking at Constable Manua.
“And Chief Inspector Metau,” the constable replied.
“He visited you a while ago, remember?”
“Of course I remember, come in, would you like a
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drink, some coffee perhaps?”
“We’re looking for your father, is he here?”
“No, not yet, those two police ladies will be dropping
him and Simik off but I don’t know when.”
“That’s alright, we can wait for them, is it okay for
Constable Flynn to come inside, it’s pretty hot outside?”
“Constable Flynn? Yes, of course he can come inside.”
Hari went to the door and whistled. Rhapsody looked
puzzled until she saw the shaggy dog. Flynn smiled at her
and plumped himself down on the cool floor tiles.
“Oh, he’s lovely, can I pat him?”
“Be my guest,” Hari smiled.
Rhapsody knelt down and ruffled the hair between
Flynn’s ears. He grinned stupidly at her.
“I’ll put some coffee on,” she said standing up. “I
bought a new kettle, you wouldn’t believe how those two
have been living, all they were eating is pizzas and
hamburgers and all they’ve been drinking is Pepsi. It took
me all morning to clean the mess up.”
“I can imagine,” Hari said. In truth he couldn’t
imagine, he had always eaten the healthy food Mrs Metau
prepared for him. Even when she had been away in
Australia he ate similar food prepared and brought over
to him by Mrs Lohia.
“What do you want to talk to Dad about?” Rhapsody
asked as she filled the kettle. She was becoming an expert
in using modern kitchens.
“Well, first of all let me thank you for all the help you
gave Constable Manua, it made his job much easier.”
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“That’s okay, I like to help.”
“What we need to find out is who are the main
landowners of the forest, we’d like to talk to them.”
“Our forest?”
“That’s right, the one we looked at when we visited
you.”
Rhapsody brought the coffee over to the table along
with a packet of sweet biscuits.
“Is Constable Flynn allowed to have a biscuit?” she
asked.
“Sometimes he likes ginger nuts but it depends on
who gives them to him, he won’t eat the biscuits my
boss, Chief Superintendent Tabai, gives him.”
Rhapsody smiled and offered Flynn a biscuit. He took
it gently and crunched it in his teeth. She offered him
another one and he took that too.
“He must like you,” Hari said, “But two had better be
his limit.” Flynn gave Hari a disappointed look. “Okay,
three, but that’s it.”
They drank their coffee while Rhapsody told them
about her adventures in the city.
“It’s so big, with so many shops and people, I thought
I was lost several times.”
“You have to be careful on your own,” Constable
Manua said with a hint of concern.
“Yes, I’ve heard that,” she replied.
“We stopped at your father’s office but he wasn’t
there, I think there must be something happening at the
Haus Tambaran,” Constable Manua said.
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“Perhaps we should come back later?” Hari added
finishing off his coffee. It was rather nice coffee and he
was tempted to ask for another cup.
“I can ask Dad about the landowners if you are busy,”
Rhapsody said. “I can write their names and clans down
if you like, I think Dad knows who they all are and which
parts of the forest their clan owns.”
Hari thought for a moment.
“Okay, that would be good, we might have to put you
on our payroll,” he smiled.
“As a police officer?” Rhapsody asked.
“I was just kidding,” Hari replied. “We can’t afford to
pay the officers we’ve got now.”
“When do you want the list?” Rhapsody asked
thoughtfully.
“Oh, a day or so, is that enough time, I’ll get
Constable Manua to pick it up.”
“That would be good,” Rhapsody said quickly.
Hari winked at the constable.
“Okay, we’ll get going, I’ve got to talk to a lady about
an aeroplane.”
Rhapsody looked slightly puzzled and then smiled.
“Goodbye Constable Flynn,” she said as the dog
grinned up at her.
“I think I can see what the problem is,” Father Leo
Polinski said looking at the x-rays he had taped to the
window of his motel room. “It’s no wonder they didn’t
want to operate until you got stronger. I would have to
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do a few more tests and get some new x-rays but I think
I can help.”
Old Abraham put his hand on Sergeant Bokasi’s
shoulder and smiled at him.
“There are several bullet fragments lodged in there but
there’s one in particular that looks like it might be the
culprit, it’s wedged between two of your vertebrae and
pushing against your spinal cord. It should come out
anyway, before it does any more damage. It looks like
there is a lot of inflammation there and one of the
lumbar vertebrae looks like it might be chipped, we’ll
need to do an MRI scan to see what’s going on, there
might be some leakage of spinal fluid. The tricky part will
be getting to it. That will require some major surgery. We
can take the other fragments out on the way.”
The sergeant looked up at the diminutive and greyhaired priest who was wearing a pair of shorts, thongs
and worn tee-shirt. It was hard to imagine that besides
being a parish priest he was also the chief surgeon at the
Kundiawa hospital.
“I would rather do the operation in Kundiawa, I’ve
got facilities there but more importantly I’ve got a good
back-up team I can rely on in case anything goes wrong.
Would it be possible for you to get up to Kundiawa
Robert?”
“Yes, yes, we can organise that,” Abraham said before
the sergeant could reply.
“You would have to be careful flying, ideally you
would need to lie down and not move too much on the
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flight, is that a problem?”
“No, no, we’ll take care of it,” Abraham said.
“Well, you’ve got some enthusiastic support,” the
priest said with a smile, that always helps. Is there
anything you would like to ask me Robert?”
The sergeant glanced at Abraham and then turned to
the priest.
“One of the reasons I came to see you Father is that I
can’t afford to go back to Australia for the operation,
that is I don’t want to ask my friends and family to pay
out any more money, they collected a lot of money to
send me to Australia when I was shot but I can’t ask
them for more. I’ve got some savings …”
Father Leo held up his hand.
“I’m a priest and a surgeon Robert, I do God’s work.
But we do have to try to cover our costs if possible. We
normally charge about three to five thousand kina for
such an operation, would you be able to manage that
much?”
The sergeant looked relieved.
“Yes, I can manage that, I can pay more if you like.”
“No, no, that should be sufficient.”
“Thank you Father, there’s just one more question
that I have, I hope you don’t mind.”
“Go ahead Robert,” the priest said, “What else is on
your mind?”
“I don’t want to sound rude or ungrateful Father, but
do you do this sort of operation very often?”
The priest smiled and began taking the x-rays off the
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window.
“I can’t think of a lot I haven’t done before Robert.
Gunshot wounds are common in the highlands and so
are other kinds of trauma, car accidents, domestic
violence, burns, axe wounds, you name it. We’ve got a
resident population of victims in the hospital, people
without limbs, paraplegics, mental patients, all sorts, not
to mention other victims like children with chronic
osteomyelitis and deformities, it’s all part of our daily
routine.”
“I didn’t mean to question your skills or criticise you
Father, I’ve seen similar things in Port Moresby as part
of my job, I just needed to be sure.”
“Of course, I understand, I’ll do my best for you and
with God’s help we may be able to get you on your feet
again and back at work.”
“The sergeant is engaged to be married Father, to
Chief Inspector Metau’s daughter,” Abraham said.
“To Hari’s daughter, goodness, who is that, Rose or
little Bella?”
“You know Chief Inspector Metau Father?”
‘Of course, everyone knows Hari, I didn’t realise he is
now a chief
Inspector though,” the priest laughed.
“It’s Bella Father,” the sergeant said.
“In that case I’d better take extra care Robert. She
must be all grown up now I guess. My doesn’t time fly.”
Outside the motel room the sergeant and Abraham
watched the priest take off on his afternoon walk.
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“He’s a great walker,” Abraham said.
“We will have to tell Bella now,” the sergeant said.
“And Hari and Grace and your mother too,” Abraham
added.
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Owen was sitting beside Ruby and Hari was squeezed
into a seat behind him.
“I hope this stuff doesn’t move,” Hari said loudly so
Ruby could hear him. “If it does I’ll be crushed to death,
murdered by buai, just keep your foot off the brake
Ruby.”
“No worries Hari, just scream if anything falls on you
and I’ll tip the nose up.”
“Would you like to sit on my lap Hari?” Owen
grinned.
“I’ll be right,” Hari replied. “It’s just me and the
cockroaches back here.”
“I’ll let off a cockroach bomb after we unload Hari,
otherwise the little buggers get in the wiring and cause all
sorts of problems. At least there aren’t any snakes in
there, I checked before we left.”
“Thanks Ruby,” Hari muttered.
Gilda and Rita were at the airport when they landed
and quickly tossed the sacks of betel nut into the back of
their yellow Hilux. Ruby took the aerosol can that Rita
handed her and put it in the back of the aeroplane and
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quickly broke the seal before slamming the door shut.
The interior of the little Cessna turned fuzzy and the
windows fogged up.
“That should take care of the little buggers,” Ruby said
locking the cockpit door.
“You should do that back at Bereina after you’ve
loaded the plane up,” Owen suggested. “That way it
would kill the cockroaches hiding in the sacks too.”
“I tried that once,” Ruby replied. “It actually tainted
the buai. When people bit into the husks they could taste
the insecticide residue.”
“I’ve got Hari and Owen booked into the guesthouse
for two nights, is that long enough?” Gilda interrupted
them.
“It should be,” Hari said. “What do you reckon
Ruby?”
“Give me a ring when you’re ready to come back Hari.
I’ll come into town and get lunch at the guesthouse and
then head back. I want to bring another load up here but
I can always do some other drop-offs in between if you
need longer.”
“Ah, good, there’s something else I want to talk to you
about, I can do that over lunch.”
Gilda and Rita looked intrigued.
There were a couple of tourists at the guesthouse, an
elderly retired mission couple visiting their old station up
past Lapis Village and a young American woman who
was writing a book about her travels in wildest Papua
New Guinea. She came out of the dining room when
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they arrived and began taking photographs of the betel
nut being unloaded. By the time they went back inside
Ruby had negotiated a price to take the woman on her
next delivery run into a remote part of the Southern
Highlands. She would fly back with them when Hari and
Owen had finished.
“Okay Hari, what have you got on your mind now?”
Ruby asked when they eventually sat down for lunch.
Hari told her about Sergeant Bokasi’s arrangement
with Father Leo.
“Kundiawa, hey? I’ve never flown in there before, it
could be interesting.”
“Then you’ll do it Ruby?”
“How could I refuse Hari?”
“I didn’t think you would Ruby but I thought I’d
better check. We can pay for the fuel and your
accommodation.”
“Like hell you will Hari, the sergeant is my friend and
so is Bella.”
“That’s great Ruby.”
“Just give me the dates. I’ll rig up a bed in the back for
him, cockroach free. Will Bella be going too?”
“We wouldn’t be able to stop her.”
Ruby munched on a piece of rock melon.
“Will it work Hari?”
“I don’t know. I’ve known Rudy since I was a young
constable, we’re about the same age. He’s a very fine
surgeon. He’s patched up cops before. We can only hope
it works; the sergeant is refusing to let anyone pay for the
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trip back to Australia even though Inspector Pung’s
relatives have said they are happy to fund it.”
“I can understand his concern.”
“Yes, so can I but there’s a lot at stake, the rest of his
life in fact, I hope he’s made the right decision.”
Owen, who had been quietly working his way through
the excellent lunch prepared by Calvinus looked up.
“I checked him out Hari, he’s got all the right
credentials, all dinky-di; some of those foreign doctors up
here have got dodgy qualifications but Father Leo’s are
first class; if he was in Australia he’d be making squillions
as a surgeon.”
“That’s good to hear Owen, but I never doubted
him.”
“Just checking Hari, the sergeant is a good unit and
I’m rather fond of him too, I couldn’t help myself.”
“I’d better get going,” Ruby said. “Gotta sweep out a
pile of cockroaches and get home before the afternoon
storms start. Gilda and Rita have got to do a few
deliveries and then you can use the yellow Hilux.”
“It’s okay,” Hari said. “Rhapsody said we could use
her Dad’s vehicle, I’ve got the number of the driver.”
“All done then,” Ruby replied. “See you in a couple of
days.”
Inspector Pung rang Hari just before they were
leaving.
“We’ve found our bail absconder Hari.”
“Oh, where?”
250

“Outside Hagen, on the Togoba Road, in a barat.”
“A barat?”
“He’d been bludgeoned to death. Apparently he’d
been flashing a lot of money around in town, buying
everyone beer.”
“Silly man, any idea who killed him?”
“None Hari. And the local cops don’t seem very
enthusiastic about finding out, it seems he was well
known to them.”
“Fair enough.”
“I’m happy Hari, the shooter is dead and so is his
mate. Just need to wrap up the other business.”
“Have you spoken to Robert?”
“Not yet, I’ll wait until you get back.”
“Shouldn’t be too long, we’re just going out to see the
pastor. As long as he hasn’t done anything silly we will be
done.”
“Hang in there Hari. See you back in Mosbi.”
The young American from the guest house, whose
name was Suzy Kendall, came with them. She sat in the
backseat of the red Hilux next to Owen. Hari sat next to
the driver. He was very nervous, he had never driven two
senior policemen, including an Australian Federal Police
officer and an American lady writer and photographer
around before. He was also awed that his dumpy cousin
sister knew such people. Hari tried to put him at ease.
“Pretend we’re not policemen Jonas, we don’t want to
draw attention to the fact anyway.”
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Jonas nodded enthusiastically, he was complicit in an
official secret and it made him suddenly feel important.
Hari knew he would be busting to tell his friends but it
didn’t really matter now.
“You’re doing a very important job Jonas, we trust
you, Rhapsody said you are very reliable.”
“She did?”
“She couldn’t think of anyone else with your
qualifications.”
Jonas’ chest swelled up a little.
“I’ll do my best sir.”
“I’m sure you will, now where does this fellow live?”
Hari read out the first name on Espe’s list.
“Councillor Akis sir? His house is just up ahead, we’ll
see it in a minute.”
“Excellent Jonas. I knew we could rely on you the
moment I set eyes on you.”
The chest puffed up a little more.
Bringing Suzy along worked a treat. Everyone
assumed she was Owen’s wife and Hari was his business
partner. As word of their visit spread the clan leaders
were expecting them and they found themselves hosted
to speeches and presented with garden produce and
brightly coloured hand woven bilums and caps. Hari
didn’t disabuse them and Suzy took dozens of
photographs. By the end of the second day Hari had all
the information he needed. All that was left to do was
speak to Pastor Riktas. That would be harder than he
thought.
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As they travelled up and down the road they passed
Espe’s new grader and tractor. The tractor was hauling
crushed limestone from the council quarry and dumping
it on the road where the grader was spreading it along
pre-graded and cambered sections. A team of men from
the council workforce was hard at work with them. The
grader had a rusty old roller hooked up behind it as it
went along. Suzy took lots of photographs and wrote
down the details about Espe’s initiative.
“He must be a good politician,” she said and Jonas
nodded enthusiastically.
“He’s my uncle,” he said proudly.
Pastor Riktas slipped out of bed in the early hours of
the morning, making sure not to wake his wife. Outside,
in the cool night stillness, he stopped for a moment to
contemplate the moonlit outlines of the new church and
school, then, with lips firmly clasped and a deep frown
he walked down towards the road. There was no one else
about at that hour, it was the time of night when demons
and spirits kept everyone securely locked in their homes.
He followed the road for some distance and then veered
off onto a path leading down to the creek. He stopped
and scooped a handful of water into his mouth before
wading across to the opposite bank. He could just see the
beginning of the hunter’s path in the moonlight. He
stopped briefly to adjust the small bilum on his shoulder
and then stepped into the forest.
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It was several hours later that Hari and Owen arrived
at the pastor’s house. The workers had only just arrived
and were sitting around an open fire smoking brus and
chatting before carrying on with the building work.
“It’s coming along nicely,” Hari remarked before
knocking on the pastor’s door. There was a rustling
sound and then the door opened. The pastor’s wife
peered at Hari and then let out an involuntarily breath
when she saw Owen standing behind him.
“It’s alright Mrs Riktas,” Hari said. “We’ve just come
to see the pastor, is he home?”
The tiny, grey-haired woman shook her head.
“Oh, alright, do you know where he is then? We want
to talk to him.”
“I don’t know,” she replied, “He was gone when I got
up. His bilum is gone too so he must have gone
somewhere.”
Hari seemed to consider this for a moment and then
said, “I don’t want to alarm you Mrs Riktas but we are
police officers, we want to discuss something important
with him.”
The pastor’s wife looked lost and shook her head.
“It’s quite strange,” she said, “He must have got up
very early. Normally he tells me where he is going but he
didn’t mention anything and he didn’t leave a note.”
“He didn’t tell you not to tell anyone where he was
going did he?”
“No, no, it’s very strange.”
“I see,” Hari said carefully. “This is quite important,
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do you think we would be able to look in his office,
maybe there is a clue to his whereabouts there?”
The pastor’s wife looked alarmed.
“He doesn’t like anyone looking at his records,” she
said.
“Perhaps we should get a warrant?” Hari suggested.
“A warrant?”
“A search warrant, so we can look at his records.”
She considered this for a moment and then opened
the door wider.
“Come inside,” she said, “I’ll show you his office.”
The office was very sparse, just like the man. There
was a desk under the window, bare but for a jar of pens
and pencils and a wooden school ruler. A metal filing
cabinet stood in the corner of the room opposite the
desk. There were two old kitchen chairs, one at the desk
and the other beside it. Hari went to the filing cabinet
and tugged the top drawer. It was locked.
“Do you have a key Mrs Riktas?” he asked.
“It’s normally in the desk drawer,” she replied, “but he
usually takes it with him when he’s away.”
Owen opened the drawer of the desk and fished out a
set of keys. He selected one and walked over to the filing
cabinet. It fitted and Hari pulled the drawer open.
“That’s very unusual,” Mrs Riktas said. “He’s normally
very strict about keeping that locked, there are personal
parishioner records in there.”
Hari paused and glanced at her. Then he began rifling
through the files. It was a very neat and orderly system
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with everything labelled and placed in alphabetical order.
He quickly found the folder he wanted, it was empty.
“This doesn’t look good,” he said to Owen.
“What’s wrong,” Mrs Riktas asked with a look of
concern on her face.
Hari flicked through a couple of other folders but
found nothing of interest. He turned to the pastor’s wife.
“Mrs Riktas, please don’t be alarmed, I think
everything is alright, we just need to ask you a couple of
questions, perhaps we can go outside?”
The pastor’s wife was wringing her hands now. Hari
took her gently by the arm and led her outside and
around to the haus win behind the house. One of the
house girls was sweeping leaves from a nearby mango
tree off the floor. She looked up in surprise.
“Do you think you could make a pot of tea for us?”
Hari asked her.
The girl looked at the pastor’s wife who nodded
permission. When they were seated Hari said, “Where
does your husband go when he wants to be alone Mrs
Riktas, you know, to think about things?”
“He goes to the church,” she replied.
“Nowhere else?”
“Sometimes he goes down to the creek or into the
forest.”
The house girl brought the teapot, three mugs and a
coffee jar of sugar.
“Is there anywhere special place in the forest that he
goes to Mrs Riktas?”
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“I don’t know, I’ve never been with him, he never
goes far because he usually comes back after an hour or
so.”
“I guess he’d follow one of the hunter’s trails?”
“I suppose so, the forest is very thick, I don’t know.
Do you think he’s gone into the forest?”
“It’s possible, if he wants to think for a while.” Hari
poured the tea. “Does your husband have a mobile
phone?”
“No, he says they are too expensive, he goes into the
supermarket when he needs to make a call.”
Hari asked a few more questions and then stood up.
“We’d better be going now,” he said. “If your husband
comes back could you tell him we need to speak to him?
We’re staying at the guesthouse. We’ll check back later in
the afternoon. Don’t worry Mrs Riktas, I’m sure
everything is alright, he’s probably just forgotten to leave
a note.”
Outside Hari called to Jonas, who was squatting
around the fire with the workmen.
“Do you know where the hunting trails start for this
part of the forest?” he asked.
The teenager looked back blank and then brightened.
“I’ll ask the men,” he said.
One of the men volunteered to show them the nearest
trail. He hopped into the back of the Hilux.
When they got there Hari looked around quickly.
“If he’s not back by this evening I’ll get the local
police out,” he said. “And I’d better call Ruby, I think we
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might need Flynn up here.”
Owen nodded in agreement.
“It looks that way Hari, bit of a needle in a haystack
though.”
“We’d better get Constable Manua up here too,” Hari
added.
Pastor Riktas didn’t return home that evening. The
following morning Hari and Owen went to the local
police station. The door was locked and there was no
one around. There were supposed to be four policemen
at the station, a sergeant and three constables. The
station vehicle was also missing. They walked over to a
nearby house where an old man was sitting in the shade
of a tree working on an elaborate carved mask.
“That’s nice,” Hari said. “Do you make them to sell?”
The old man looked up and put down his mallet and
chisel.
“I send them to the artefact shop in Port Moresby,”
he said.
“The one at Gordons?”
“That’s the one.”
“It looks like a Sepik carving.”
“That’s good, that’s what it’s supposed to look like,
the tourists can’t tell the difference. When it’s finished I’ll
go rub it with river sand and then coat it with grease and
ashes, make it look old.”
“You don’t know where all the policemen are do
you?”
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The old man laughed.
“Who knows, they are probably up in Hagen or
Goroka.”
“That far away?”
“They might be back tomorrow or next week, who
knows? Depends on what they are doing and whether
they’ve got any fuel for their vehicle.”
“What happens if they are needed here?” Owen asked.
“Here? Nothing ever happens here, that’s why they go
up there, they get bored or maybe they haven’t been paid
and they are chasing their wages, could be anything.”
“Haven’t they got family here?”
“Just the sergeant, the others are young blokes.”
“Where is the sergeant’s house?”
“Over there,” the old man said pointing through the
trees. “His wife and kids are there, I saw them this
morning, they’re probably in their garden now. Why do
you want to see the police?”
Hari showed the old man his identity card.
“Pastor Riktas has gone missing in the forest, he didn’t
come home last night, we think he might be in trouble.”
“That cunning old bugger, he wouldn’t know the first
thing about surviving in the forest.”
“Is there anyone who might know the forest well? We
need to find him.”
The old man stood up.
“I’ll get my gun.”
“Your gun?” Owen said.
“Might see a pig in there,” the old man smiled.
259

“We just need to go to the airport and meet a plane
and pick someone up,” Hari said.
“I’m not busy,” the old man replied.
Ruby had brought another load of betel nut up with
Constable Manua and Flynn. Gilda and Rita were already
there when Hari and Owen arrived with the old man.
Suzy, the American travel writer was also there. She
would fly back to Bereina with Ruby and then
accompany her on a couple of delivery flights into the
Southern Highlands.
“I figure you’ll need a few more days up here Hari,”
Ruby said.
“Looks like it,” Hari replied.
“Not so many cockroaches this time Hari, I think they
were afraid of Flynn and stayed in their sacks.”
Hari introduced Constable Manua to the old man.
“This is Rufus, he knows the forest well. With him
and Flynn’s nose we might have some luck.”
“I hope we find him sir, before it’s too late I mean.”
“So do I,” Hari replied.
As they were driving towards the forest old Rufus said,
“It can be very dangerous in the forest for people who
don’t know what they are doing, there are sinkholes and
all sorts of traps in there. The pastor wouldn’t be the first
person to have gone in there never to be seen again.”
Hari nodded and explained to Owen and Constable
Manua.
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“It’s limestone karst country, what the old time patrol
cops used to call broken bottle country, the limestone is
sharp and can cut your feet and boots. There isn’t much
surface water either, the rain just disappears into the
limestone, that’s why no one lives in there.”
“In that case we’re not really prepared to go in there
Hari,” Owen said.
“Yes, you’re right, we’ll just take a look today, we
might be lucky and come across the pastor, he might be
on his way out anyway, but we won’t take any chances. If
we don’t find him we’ll organise a proper search
tomorrow.”
They pulled up at the church and went in search of
Mrs Riktas. She was sitting with a group of women in the
haus win. No one had seen the pastor and she looked
distressed. When she saw Rufus she began to sob. Hari
explained to her what they planned to do. The women
comforted her and said they would look after her.
“Do you have something that would have Pastor
Riktas’ scent on it?” Hari asked. “We can use Constable
Flynn to track him then.” He pointed to the scruffy dog
standing beside him.
Mrs Riktas sent the house girl inside to retrieve an
item of the pastor’s clothing. She came back with a neatly
folded and ironed shirt.
“Do you have something unwashed?” Hari asked. “It
will have a stronger scent.” The girl went back inside and
came out with a pair of trousers in a plastic bag. Hari
tucked it under his arm.
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When they got to the entrance to the forest Hari
checked his mobile phone. There was a strong signal.
“That’s good, there must be a tower nearby.”
Rufus pointed back across the creek.
“The tower is just up there on the hill, it’s a new one
but the signal will drop off when you get into the forest.”
“Okay,” Hari said to Owen. “If you and Constable
Manua stay with the car and monitor your phones Rufus
and I will go take a look. I’ll keep an eye on the signal
and when it drops off we’ll turn back. We’ll probably be
about three or four hours, is that okay?”
Constable Manua looked a bit disappointed but Owen
seemed relieved, he wasn’t really dressed for
bushwalking.
“We’ll leave some markers as we go, just in case you
have to come and rescue us,” Hari said picking up his
bilum of food and water.
Rufus snorted at the idea that he might need rescuing
but Constable Manua, realising he had an important role
to play, brightened up.
Hari took the trousers out of the plastic bag and let
Flynn have a good sniff before handing them to the
constable.
“We’ll be off then,” he said.
After they had been walking through the soft leaf fall
of the forest for a while Hari felt a strange sense of
serenity wafting over him. Flynn felt it too.
“It’s nice in here Hari,” the dog said. “I can
262

understand why the pastor might have come here.”
“This may not be as bad a situation as we think,” Hari
replied. “He might just be sitting somewhere thinking
about what he’s done.”
The old man had amazingly acute hearing. “Your dog
talks to you,” he said turning back towards them. Hari
felt slightly embarrassed.
“You’re a smart dog, aren’t you?” Rufus said to Flynn.
“I have my moments,” Flynn replied.
“Can you hear him too,” Hari said carefully.
“Of course, I’ve had several talking dogs, they are
good hunters.”
Flynn smiled happily.
Hari looked at the old man to make sure he wasn’t
making fun of him. He could detect no guile, just a
matter-of-fact acceptance of the fact that Flynn talked.
Rufus turned around and resumed picking his way
carefully between the odd nodules of white and green
limestone.
Hari took his sandals off and put them in his bilum.
There didn’t seem to be any leeches and the soft leaf
mould felt good between his toes.
They had been walking for an hour or so when Flynn
stopped abruptly and began sniffing a large rotting tree
trunk lying parallel to the narrow hunting trail.
“He sat down here for a rest,” the dog said.
Rufus examined the ground around the tree trunk.
“There,” he said, “See, a footprint, he’s barefooted.
You’re a smart dog Flynn.”
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“He’s got a strong musty smell,” Flynn said. “Like a
prayer book, it’s a very pious smell.”
Hari wondered when Flynn had had time to sniff
prayer books.
“That would be right,” Rufus smiled. “He always
smelled that way to me, it gave me the creeps.” He
scanned the ground more closely.
“He was walking around in one spot, trying to decide
what to do,” he said. “Look at those footprints.” He
pointed with the barrel of his shotgun.
Hari couldn’t see anything different on the ground, let
alone footprints.
A short while later Flynn stopped again.
“He stopped to piss over there,” he said pointing with
his nose. “It’s a strong smell.”
“He must have been sweating a bit,” Rufus said.
“Concentrating his urine.”
Hari took their word for it. He checked his phone. He
still had three bars of reception.
“Let’s keep going,” he said.
There were several twists and turns on the trail and
they came to numerous forks. Flynn seemed unfazed
each time. He did a quick sniff around and then
unerringly set off either to the right or left. Rufus
confidently followed along behind him. Hari, bringing up
the rear, wondered whether he would be able to find his
own way back to the car. He had been a good bush
policeman in his youth but now he realised that he had
forgotten more than he remembered. What also
264

surprised him was that Flynn, a dog bred and raised in
the city, took to the forest like a natural. Hari kept
resolutely breaking off twigs and branches in the hope
that they were leaving plain enough track markers for
someone to follow.
They walked on for another hour or so. Hari stopped
to check his mobile phone. It was down to one bar now.
It was also getting late in the afternoon and he wondered
whether they would be able to get back to the vehicle
before nightfall. Then Flynn stopped and began sniffing
the air.
“I can smell smoke,” he said.
“We will have to start heading back soon,” Hari
replied.
Both Flynn and Rufus ignored him and quickened
their pace. The backs of Hari’s legs were beginning to
ache but he tried to keep up with them. Twenty minutes
later Rufus said, “I can smell it now, it can’t be far away.”
Hari could only smell the rich fecundity of the forest.
Then he heard Flynn bark.
Pastor Riktas was sitting on a log in a small clearing.
Behind him was a rough shelter made from saplings and
leaves. Underneath it was a pile of flattened bracken
where he had slept. He had a small fire going in front of
it. Rufus walked over to the crude arrangement and
shook his head.
“Ah, it’s Chief Inspector Metau,” the pastor said
looking past Rufus and unsteadily rising to his feet.
“Are you alright?” Hari asked him.
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“I got lost,” the pastor said. “I thought I was going to
die.”
Hari took out his mobile phone. There was hardly any
signal left. He punched in Owen’s mobile phone number.
It was answered immediately.
“We’ve found him,” Hari said. “He’s exhausted. Can
you organise some men from the village to meet us on
the trail, we’ve marked our route, we’ll probably have to
carry him out. Better tell Mrs Riktas that he’s safe too.”
“Will do Hari, Manua can lead them in, I’ll stay back
here and man the phone.”
Hari ended the call.
“You’re not going to die,” he said to the pastor.
“It would be a fitting thing,” the pastor replied. “After
what I’ve done.”
“Where are the lease documents?” Hari asked.
The pastor pointed at the fire.
“This is such a beautiful place,” he said, “So quiet and
serene, it would be a sin to destroy it.”
“You’d have to be mad. Or money hungry,” old Rufus
said.
“I realise that now,” the pastor replied. “I’m so sorry.”
“We’d better back before we run out of light,” Hari
said.
“Are you okay sir?” Constable Manua asked when they
met on the trail.
“I think I’ll survive Constable but I won’t be doing
that again anytime soon, I think I’m getting old.”
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“Yes sir.”
“It will happen to you one day Constable,” Hari
smiled. “How does the pastor look?”
“The men have got him on a stretcher, he’s pretty
exhausted. Have you arrested him sir?”
“No, not yet, but I don’t think he’ll run away, he’s
pretty repentant and feeling very guilty. He can stay with
his wife for tonight and then we’ll formally arrest him in
the morning. I’ll see if I can dig up a magistrate to put
him on bail.”
“On bail sir?”
“Yes Constable. He’s not going to run away again and
I want to talk to Espe and Sergeant Bokasi before we go
any further.
“This is what happened,” Hari said. “I want your
advice about where to go next.”
He had convened his meeting with Espe and Sergeant
Bokasi at the Beachside Brasserie.
“Mr Han, the Asian businessman, developed a
relationship with the Ex-Member when he was first
elected. It is standard practise in the business community.
They work out which members are likely to be
susceptible to persuasion, bribes and corruption so they
can further their business interests. Unfortunately most
of our politicians are susceptible and the Ex-Member was
no different. Our Mr Han had his eye on the logging
potential of the vast lowland forest in the Ex-Member’s
electorate.
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“He set the Ex-Member up with the supermarket and
loaned him money to buy a flash car and hire a couple of
heavies. Unknown to the Ex-Member the manageress of
the supermarket and the two heavies were employees of
Mr Han. Once he had the Ex-Member under his control
he started to put pressure on him to convince the
landowners of the forest to sign a special agriculture
business lease. He convinced the Ex-Member that
everyone would benefit with royalties and the
establishment of an oil palm industry. He stressed that
the Ex-Member would become a real bigman, rich and
influential. He never had any intention of either paying
the royalties or establishing any oil palm plantations of
course, he was just interested in selling the timber”
Espe put his finger up to ask a question.
“Let me finish Espe and then I’ll answer your
questions, is that okay?”
Espe nodded and put his finger down.
“The problem for the Ex-Member, although he had
been duly elected, was that he didn’t have the confidence
of the landowners. He was from another clan and they
were suspicious of him. It’s a familiar story, most of the
people elected to parliament get in with the support of
their immediate clan, the bigger the clan the more chance
they have of beating the multitude of other candidates.
So he went looking for someone who could do the job
for him, someone who belonged to one of the
landholder clans and who they trusted. That someone
was Pastor Riktas. He was one of them and he was a
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churchman, if they couldn’t trust him who else could
they trust?
“Now, as you know Espe, the pastor had been vainly
trying to rebuild his aging church and school classroom
for a long time. The Ex-Member promised to pay for the
new buildings out of his district development funds if the
pastor got the required signatures for the SABL. The
pastor reluctantly agreed, he could not see any other way
of rebuilding his church and school.
“This all took some time and before the Ex-Member
knew it he was facing a new election and the pastor had
only obtained half of the required signatures. To make
matters worse a powerful clan rival had decided to
contest the election. That’s when he came to see you
Espe. He planned to use the old tactic of running a
dummy candidate to split his opposition’s vote. You
were ideal because you came from the same clan as his
rival. He assured Pastor Riktas that he would win and
fund his church and school but, as we know, he lost and
you won Espe.
Espe was now too intrigued to interrupt Hari.
“When Pastor Riktas went to see the Ex-Member after
the election he was told the deal was off. The ExMember told him that the only way the deal would work
was if something happened to you Espe and there was a
by-election that he won. By that time the pastor had got
the last landowner signature required and he tried to
convince the Ex-Member to reconsider. The Ex-Member
said he couldn’t do anything because he had lost control
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of the district development fund and didn’t want to
waste his own money on building churches and schools.
That’s when Mr Han, realising it was a new ballgame,
came to see you Espe to try to convince you to support
the SABL application. He knew he needed the support of
a politician if he was to succeed. When he realised you
wouldn’t cooperate he decided to pursue a new strategy,
the one the Ex-Member had suggested, to force a byelection. They both went to see the pastor, who wasn’t
going to turn over the signed documents until he had a
guarantee that his new school and church would be
funded. They also now knew that even if they tried to get
the SABL up you would oppose it. So they decided to set
up a process of intimidating you in the hope you would
resign.
“But Mr Han and the Ex-Member couldn’t be seen to
be involved in such a scheme so they convinced Pastor
Riktas to do their dirty work for them. The pastor
agonised over what to do and then hit on the idea of
hiring the two raskols from Lapis Village. He promised
them money if they forced you to resign. That’s what the
hit and run was all about. They planned to do other
things to you and your family until you gave up a
resigned. Unfortunately for them they staged the hit and
run right in front of where Sergeant Bokasi, Inspector
Pung and I were having coffee, right here outside the
Beachside Brasserie. Out of that came the investigation
and the shooting of the sergeant and Inspector Pung.
“When the pastor heard about what had happened he
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was appalled and very frightened. He had expected them
to threaten you but not really hurt you and he hadn’t
expected that two policemen would be shot in the
process. And then, out of the blue, you gave him the
money to rebuild his church and school Espe. That made
him feel like the lowest form of life on the planet. And
then the surviving raskol came to him and threatened to
expose him. He gave him money from the building funds
to keep him quiet but he was now a deeply conflicted
man. He realised that someone who he had always
looked down upon, you Espe, had more moral integrity
than he ever had. And then we began to get close to him
with our investigation. That’s when he panicked and fled
into the forest.”
Espe was very quiet. His coffee had gone cold and he
was staring at the floor. Sergeant Bokasi leaned across
and touched him on the arm.
“We now have to decide what to do about Pastor
Riktas,” he said. “He’s been arrested and faces the
prospect of being convicted of organising the shooting
of me and Inspector Pung. He’s going to carry the can
for Mr Han and the Ex-Member, he could go to jail for a
very long time.”
Tears had begun to appear in Espe’s eyes and soon
they were running uncontrollably down his cheeks. Hari
was wondering whether he should have chosen a more
private venue as a meeting place.
There were many thoughts going through Espe’s
mind. The first was that he had been a gullible fool. The
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second was that he would exact revenge. He would
demand that Pastor Riktas return the money he had
given him. He would take Mr Han and the Ex-Member
to court and have them thrown in jail. They could rot
there with Pastor Riktas. They had thought he was a
dumb kanaka from the bush, someone who was
irrelevant and expendable, but they would regret it now.
He would show them that he was not someone to be
trifled with.
But then he thought maybe they were right after all. In
truth he was just an overweight and lazy villager without
an original thought in his head. He had been out of his
depth right from the day he was born. He had imagined
doing good things for his electorate and his family fixing the road, building a new church and school,
building his wife and daughter a new house and buying
them a big car. But what did they care, all anyone wanted
from him was what he could buy for them, they didn’t
care about him at all. And he had fallen hook, line and
sinker for it!
He slowly raised his head. Hari and Sergeant Bokasi
were both watching him with concerned looks on their
faces. Poor Sergeant Bokasi, he had been shot and
crippled and it was all my fault Espe thought. If he
hadn’t fallen for the Ex-Member’s silly scheme to get reelected no one would have tried to run him over and the
sergeant wouldn’t have been shot.
“Are you okay Espe?” Hari asked gently.
Espe sniffed and rubbed the tears from his cheeks.
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“We don’t have to decide on anything now,” Hari
continued. “I know it all comes as a shock to you.
Perhaps we should let you think about it for a while, talk
to Simik and Rhapsody and your wife, see what they
think.”
“I’m just a stupid bush kanaka,” Espe sniffed.
Hari looked at Sergeant Bokasi.
“You’re not a stupid bush kanaka Espe, you’re a man
with a kind heart who has been taken advantage of by
people who don’t deserve to stand in your shadow.
Don’t ever think you are stupid or just a bush kanaka.
Believe me, I’ve seen lots of stupid bush kanakas in my
time and can recognise them when I see them, you’re not
one of them. You’re a man caught up in some unusual
circumstances, that’s all. You will learn from this and it
will make you an even better man. Don’t blame
yourself.”
“But Sergeant Bokasi …?”
Espe pointed at the sergeant’s wheelchair and looked
imploringly at them both.
“It’s part of the job,” the sergeant said. “If it hadn’t
been a raskol from Lapis Village who shot me it would
have been someone else. I made a mistake, I chased a
man high on drugs armed with a gun, I should have
known better, it was no one’s fault but my own.”
“Let’s give it a day or two and then come back and
decide what to do next,” Hari said. “We’ll be thinking
straight by then.”
Espe stood up.
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“I’d better go now,” he said.
“I’ll drop you off at your unit,” Hari replied. “Don’t
worry, it will all work out.”
Espe looked at him dully and shuffled towards the
door.
Hari gave Espe a couple of days to mull over what he
had told him and then went to see him at his office in
Waigani. Simik wasn’t there, he had gone off to sit on
some parliamentary committee. Hari told the two reserve
police ladies they could take a break for an hour or so.
They happily headed off for Vision City. He made
himself and Espe a cup of coffee in the kitchen and then
sat down with him. Espe seemed to have recovered from
his depression. Hari guessed that either Simik or
Rhapsody, or both, had been talking to him.
“I’ve spoken further to Sergeant Bokasi and also to
Inspector Pung,” Hari began. “While they are not
especially happy that the two raskols are dead they’ve
told me that as far as they are concerned that is the end
of the shooting matter. They feel that justice has been
done.
“They also concede that while Pastor Riktas was
complicit in the shooting through recruiting the raskols
there was no intent on his part to act so violently. They
can see that he was under pressure from Mr Han and the
Ex-Member but didn’t envisage what ensued; he didn’t
realise that the raskols would use violence to do what he
wanted. He expected them to menace you and make
274

threats but not try to run you over and he certainly didn’t
expect one of them to shoot Sergeant Bokasi and
Inspector Pung; he didn’t realise they were on drugs and
mentally unstable. On that basis neither the sergeant or
Inspector Pung want to pursue him in court. They figure
he was very naïve and being manipulated and didn’t
realise what he was doing. You might have a different
view about that Espe.”
Espe sipped his coffee.
“I’ve been thinking the same thing,” he replied. “The
real culprits are Mr Han and the Ex-Member.”
“And I think the Ex-Member, despite his big ego, was
being manipulated too.”
“I suppose so.”
“Anyway, that’s where we are going to hit problems if
we want to pursue it further. All the evidence we have on
Mr Han is circumstantial, we’re really just guessing about
his involvement. We haven’t got a case against him we
can take to court. And, even if we had, he can employ a
whole host of smart lawyers who will cut us to ribbons.
Our best case scenario for an outcome is the Ex-Member
being fitted up and carrying the can as the fall guy.”
“But what can we do? If Mr Han gets away with it he
might still try to cut our forest down.”
“Our only real option is to refer him and the ExMember to Taskforce Sweep. Unfortunately they have
lost their funding because of their pursuit of corrupt
politicians and won’t be able to act on it for a long time.
But it might send a message to Mr Han to back off. In
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the meantime you will need to be very wary of him and
talk to the landowners to get them onside.”
“It all seems so unfair and wrong.”
“It’s something that the police have to do all the time
when they weigh up their chances of a successful
prosecution Espe. Sometimes they have to let guilty
people go free. It’s sad but it’s the way the system
works.”
“What about the Ex-Member then?”
“I’ve been a copper for a long time Espe and I’ve
found that forgiveness can often be the best revenge. If
you make it known that you have forgiven him that will
boost your standing in the community and reduce his by
the same amount. Constable Manua tells me he is
thinking about contesting the next election. I know that’s
a long way off but if you are still interested in being an
MP that may be a good tactical move, people will vote
for you instead of him because they will see you have
compassion and integrity and he doesn’t.”
“I’m not sure what to do.”
“I realise that, I’m just pointing out some options for
you to consider, it’s called realpolitik.”
“What about Pastor Riktas?”
“That’s different I think. We’ve charged him and he’s
on bail. We will have to proceed with that, we’ve charged
him with conspiracy to commit a felony, but if you can
see it in your heart to forgive him too you might just win
yourself a valuable ally, especially if you want to keep
protecting your forest.”
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“It’s all so complicated.”
“Yes, I know that, but you are proving yourself to be
honest and with compassion, that’s a rare thing in Papua
New Guinean politics. As long as you stay that way you
will help your people immensely. But I guess that’s up to
you.”
Espe thought about what Hari had said. He smiled.
“I was thinking of demanding the money back from
Pastor Riktas and then burning down his church and
school.”
“But you won’t.”
“I don’t think so. What will happen to him?”
“Well, I can’t second guess the court but if he had
some supporting character witnesses he might get off
with a suspended sentence.”
“What about the money he gave to the raskol from
Lapis Village?”
“From what we can work out it was about K5,000, I’m
afraid that’s lost forever. He will have to find the money
elsewhere to put back into his building fund.”
“I suppose I could help, maybe a loan to him.”
“That would be smart, you’d obligate him to you even
further.”
“You should have been a politician Inspector Metau.”
“No thanks. My name is Hari by the way.”
“Hari, yes, of course. Can I have some more time to
think about all this Hari?”
“Sure, it will be a month or two before the pastor goes
to court, maybe longer. Take all the time you want.”
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When Hari left Espe’s office he passed the two reserve
police ladies on their way back. He told them that Espe
had a lot to think about and might need their help. They
nodded gravely and continued on their way. He
wondered what sort of new job he would have to find
for them now.
Flynn emerged from under the Land Rover to greet
him. Even though Hari had parked in the shade Flynn
had taken to guarding the vehicle from underneath it. He
said he could scare the hell out of would-be thieves that
way.
“How did you go Hari?” he asked as he hopped onto
the passenger seat.
Hari shrugged.
“I’m not sure. I’ve been crossing the line between duty
and the law and what I think for a long time but this one
is the trickiest so far. One day I’m going to get caught.”
“It might be best to quit while you’re ahead Hari.”
“You could be right Flynn. I’ll have to think about it.”
“Again Hari?”
“Yeah, again Flynn.”
Bella had shown Hari the blog post that morning. It
appeared under the headline, ‘Church Hitman on the
Loose’. The story underneath told how a ‘senior church
leader’ had been arrested for engineering the ‘attempted
murder of two prominent politicians’ and was now out
on bail. The clear implication was that Pastor Riktas was
dangerous and could strike again. The post ended by
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asking, ‘Why is this dangerous criminal not locked up in
jail?’
There was no connection made to the earlier post
about the hit and run at Ela Beach or the shootings at
the Baruni squatter settlement.
“How did you go tracking Mr Bikmaus?” Hari asked
the constable.
“I’m afraid it’s virtually impossible sir. The internet
providers and the website hosts won’t release any
information, even with a court order.”
“Did you ask around Constable?”
“Yes sir. I know a couple of bloggers and they
explained that the blogging community is very close knit
and go out of their way to maintain their anonymity.
They say that if they don’t they could get arrested. The
government is bringing in new laws to crack down on
social media and the bloggers are very wary. The
government doesn’t like to be criticised sir.”
“Or they don’t like their devious plans being
exposed.”
“That too sir.”
“Okay Constable, I guess you’d better forget about it.
It’s not really important anyway, it just irks me that
Bikmaus gets the facts wrong.”
That evening Hari asked Bella to show him the
Bikmaus website. She looked at him curiously and went
to get her iPad.
“This is easier to read than a mobile phone,” she said
handing it to him.
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Hari read the page and then said, “How do you look at
the rest of it?”
Sergeant Bokasi, who was looking over his shoulder,
showed him how to scroll through the site.
“Maybe I should get one of these things,” Hari said.
“It’s quite fascinating, how much do they cost?”
“That one belongs to the university,” Bella said. “I
think they cost over a thousand kina, plus you have to
pay for the internet, which isn’t cheap.”
“Maybe I won’t then,” Hari replied.
“You can get cheaper android tablets,” Sergeant
Bokasi said. “They do the same thing and are a lot
cheaper.”
“Tablets? Why do I need tablets? I’m not sick?”
“That’s a tablet Hari.”
“He was only joking. Weren’t you Dad? Dad??”
Hari smiled. He hadn’t been joking.
He spent the next hour or so scrolling through the
Bikmaus blog site and then, with help from the sergeant,
looked up some similar sites. When he had finished his
eyes hurt and he had a headache.
“That’s all very interesting,” he said to Bella handing
her the iPad. “Now I need a cup of tea and a different
sort of tablet.”
The next day when Hari caught up with Constable
Manua he said, “About that blogger Constable.”
“Yes sir, I thought you said not to worry about him?”
“I’ve changed my mind, I like mysteries and this is a
good one.”
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“Yes sir.”
“He’s in the police force Constable. Either that or he’s
got a contact in the police force. Neither he or the
contact are police officers. If the blogger is in the force
he’s a clerk or something like that, maybe a low level
clerk. And he comes from Gulf Province, Kerema or
Kikori or somewhere nearby. We might have spoken to
him or he’s overheard us talking. There might be a link
to the reserve police, although he also writes about stuff
we’re not involved in.”
“How do you know all that sir?”
“By the way he writes, the words he uses, the accuracy
of his information, that sort of thing. And he might be a
she Constable.”
“That’s amazing sir.”
“No it’s not Constable, it’s simple deduction.”
“Yes sir. What do you intend to do about it.”
“Nothing much, it’s more of an interesting mental
challenge. I’ll keep an eye on the blog. You might like to
snoop around a bit though, when you’ve got some spare
time that is.”
Constable Manua was fascinated.
“I’ll have another look at the blog sir and see what I
can do.”
“Just between you and me Constable.”
“Yes sir, I understand.”
Ruby had her ancient Cessna 206 waiting outside the
Port Moresby Aero Club hangar when Hari, Sergeant
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Bokasi and Bella arrived. She helped them unload the
wheelchair and get the sergeant into it.
“There’ll be an ambulance with a couple of
paramedics at the other end when you arrive,” Hari said.
“They’ll help you unload.”
Ruby opened the cargo doors. There was a thick,
single bed mattress covered with a colourful rug on the
floor of the aeroplane. There were also several pillows.
Hari went to the hangar and brought a couple of men
back with him. Together they lifted the sergeant out of
his wheelchair and laid him on the mattress. Bella carried
their bags to the aeroplane and Ruby stowed them in the
back.
“Ring when you get there,” Hari said to Ruby. “You’re
doing a terrific job.”
“You reckon Hari? I got some funny looks when I
took off from Bereina this morning. My uncles reckon
I’m going into the mobile brothel business.”
“They’re dirty old men, both of them.”
“It’s an interesting idea.”
“You’re kidding, right?”
“Yeah, I’m kidding Hari. I’ll see you later.”
Hari went back to the aero club hangar and watched
the aeroplane take off.
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A few days before Pastor Riktas’ trial Hari went to see
Chief Superintendent Tabai. Martha, his secretary, as
usual made Hari a mug of lukewarm and milky, instant
coffee. She also gave Flynn his usual bowl of water.
Chief Superintendent Tabai waited until she had gone
and held out his hand for Hari’s mug. He duly poured it
into the pot plant by the window. Hari chuckled, he had
been secretly doing the same thing whenever he visited
the chief superintendent.
“It seems to perk that plant up no end Hari, I think
it’s addicted to caffeine.”
The chief superintendent picked up his own mug and
dunked the first of several Scotch Finger biscuits into the
murky coffee. Then he settled back into his chair. Hari
heard it creak. The chief superintendent was putting on
weight. Too many Scotch Finger biscuits Hari surmised.
“What can I do for you Hari? Everything seems to be
going fine with the reserves, I’m impressed, they seem to
have got a new life, hopefully I’ll be able to convince the
commissioner not to disband them.”
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“Yes, they’ve brushed up well, it was just a matter of
finding them all something worthwhile to do, there are a
few in there who are still hopeless but I guess you get
that everywhere.”
“But that’s not why you came to see me Hari.”
“No, that’s all fine. I just wanted to ask a favour.”
“Oh, okay, shoot, I’m all ears.”
“There’s a trial coming up in the highlands, the case
related to Sergeant Bokasi and Inspector Pung’s
shooting. I’d like to take one of your clerical staff up
there when we go.”
“One of my clerks?”
“Yes, she’s called Juanita Abo.”
“Would you care to elaborate Hari?”
When Constable Manua and Hari had analysed more
of the Bigmaus posts and narrowed down the likely
identity of the secret blogger they decided to test their
findings by laying a trap. They recruited Owen to help
them. On a quiet day in Chief Superintendent Tabai’s
outer office the three of them wandered casually through
the door with mugs of Martha’s abominable coffee and
planted themselves on some chairs around a
conveniently situated desk among the clerical staff. Hari
began the conversation. It was Constable Manua’s job to
discretely watch the reactions of the various clerical staff
there.
“So what are you going to do with yourself now that it
looks like the Australian Federal Police are being
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withdrawn?” Hari asked Owen.
Owen shrugged.
“I’m not really sure Hari, I had been hoping for at
least another year, I like it up here. Bloody federal
government withdrawing funds just like that because
they reckon they can’t afford it any longer.”
“They seem preoccupied with their budget down there
but I guess it’s their money, we waste lots of aid money
so we can’t really blame them.
One of the ladies at a nearby desk had gotten up and
come over to a filing cabinet close to them. Constable
Manua nudged Hari. Owen continued.
“I’m thinking of resigning Hari, I’d like to stay up here
if I can get a visa.”
Hari looked up, this wasn’t in the script.
“And do what?”
“Well, I’ve been talking some more to Ruby about the
work she does as a ward councillor with the settlement
kids, I’d like to help out there.”
“But how would you live?”
“I’ve got some savings Hari and Ruby has offered me
accommodation at Bereina, it’s not too far away, she’s in
town a lot. I might be able to get some help from
Volunteers Abroad in Australia and maybe some private
charities.”
This was a turn-up for the books Hari thought.
“You’ve checked out the kids have you?”
“Yeah, I’ve been helping Ruby out.”
“Have you told anyone yet?”
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“Not yet, it’s just an idea.”
“It would be a fine thing to do,” Constable Manua
said. “Some of those children don’t get enough to eat
and they are exploited for sex and all sorts of terrible
things.”
Hari knew this. He had rescued a couple of abused
children from the Kaugere squatter settlement and they
were now living with his eldest daughter Rose and her
husband. He was still trying to process Owen’s revelation
and now Constable Manua had surprised him.
“You know about that, do you Constable?”
“Yes sir, I’m part of a group of police who help kids in
the settlements, we run sports programs and other things
to try and keep them off the streets.”
“That’s great,” Owen said smiling at the constable.
“You continue to surprise me Constable. I gather
neither of you two are just pulling my leg to make
conversation.”
“Why would we do that Hari,” Owen grinned.
“Of course not sir,” Constable Manua added.
“Well, I guess we’d better get going,” Hari said
looking pointedly at Constable Manua who gave him an
uncharacteristic wink. Hari shook his head. The lady at
the filing cabinet suddenly realised that she didn’t need
anything there and went back to her desk.
They waited a day or so and sure enough the news of
the possible AFP recall appeared on the Bikmaus blog.
‘Aussie Cops to Go Home’ read the headline.
Underneath it read, ‘Rumours are growing that Australia
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will withdraw its police contingent in Papua New Guinea
early due to budgetary restraints and unhappiness about
the conditions under which they work’.
“That reference to conditions is a misreading of what
Detective Sergeant Neale actually said,” Hari explained to
Chief Superintendent Tabai.
“I’ll sack her immediately,” the chief superintendent
said.
“Why sir? She’s got two young children and her
husband is unemployed, she supports him and several
relatives.”
“We can’t have people broadcasting our business all
over the place Hari, it’s too sensitive.”
“She’s got a following of several thousand people and
the numbers are growing by the day.”
“I didn’t know you were an aficionado of the internet
Hari.”
“I’m not, but Bella, Sergeant Bokasi and Constable
Manua and hundreds of other people are sir.”
“So why do you want to take her up for the court
case?”
“So she can get the story straight sir.”
“I see, you think we should use her for our own
ends?”
“Yes sir.”
“Do you think we should be interfering in social
media Hari? We could be accused of being repressive.”
“I’m not talking about repressing what she writes sir,
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I’m talking about her getting the facts straight. I’ve been
talking to Sergeant Bokasi about it. I’ve never taken
much interest in social media, as you know, I’m not
particularly technologically minded but I’ve noticed that
our traditional news and information sources, the
newspapers and radio and television, have become
increasingly biased and tend to push the agendas of
vested interests.
“The newspapers seem to print verbatim government
press releases and the commentators on radio and
television just seem to read it out as if they had written it.
I imagine they do the same thing with the news from
private enterprise. Sergeant Bokasi and Constable Manua
both think that social media is the only medium left for
people to openly discuss issues and express themselves.
If that’s true then it seems logical to ensure that the
information social media disseminates is at least
accurate.”
“You’re aware that the government is trying to clean it
up too Hari?”
“So it seems but my two computer nerds, and my
daughter for that matter, think that the new Cybercrime
Act has been introduced mainly to stop people criticising
politicians and the government.”
Chief Superintended Tabai smiled.
“They might have a point there Hari.”
“In any event sir, I think that the future of social
media as a viable alternative to the traditional news and
information services will depend on the accuracy of what
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they write. If they broadcast inaccurate stuff and lies
people will work that out and stop reading those
particular blogs. My sources tell me that what seems to
be developing are a number of blogs that people trust.
That can’t be a bad thing sir. And if there’s a blog
reporting what the police are up to we might as well see
to it that it’s reasonably accurate.”
“Social media is an incredibly complex thing Hari.”
“That’s what I’m starting to realise and I don’t claim
to understand it very much at all but I do know that truth
wins out in the end.”
“Are you sure of that Hari?”
Hari laughed.
“Of course not sir, but it’s a worthwhile idea anyway.”
“Isn’t it a bit unfair just to zero in on this woman?”
“She’s smart sir, she’ll work out what’s going on
sooner or later. When she realises that getting her facts
straight is an advantage then we can perhaps formalise it
a bit more.”
“You’re a crafty old bugger Hari.”
“If you say so sir.”
“Let’s see how it goes. If it turns out as you expect I’ll
have a word with her. We’d need to bring it above
board.”
“You mean sanction it sir.”
“Probably Hari.”
“That’s good. I think?” Hari looked doubtful.
“I’ll tell her you need a secretary during the court
proceedings.”
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“It will only be for a couple of days, her husband and
relatives will look after the children,” Hari replied.
“More coffee Hari?”
“No thanks sir, I’d better be going.”
He picked up Flynn’s untouched bowl of water and
poured it into the pot plant.
The District Court Magistrate had decided to come
down to the town to hear Pastor Riktas’ case. Apparently
she had relatives in the area. She was staying in the guest
house with Hari, Constable Manua and Juanita. Although
the town was on the District Court circuit list there was
no dedicated courthouse and the trial was conducted in
the local council chambers. The police prosecutor they
had brought from Port Moresby was there too, along
with the government appointed defence lawyer. It was all
very cosy Hari thought.
The magistrate was different to the one Hari had
tracked down to organise the pastor’s bail. She was
austere looking and originally from Madang. Hari had
never heard of her. She read the charge and asked the
pastor how he pleaded. He looked confused and the
defence counsel quickly prompted him plead not guilty.
Hari breathed a sigh of relief, at least now extenuating
evidence could be presented.
The prosecutor called Hari to the witness stand first
and asked him to elaborate on the case. Hari summed it
all up quickly and comprehensively. He dealt with the
questions from the defence counsel in the same way.
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Constable Manua was then called to corroborate some of
the details. When they had both finished the magistrate
had a distinct frown on her face. The prosecutor then
called a few more witnesses, including some of the
landholders and old Rufus who had taken part in the
search for the pastor in the forest. When Pastor Riktas
was called he fumbled his way through the questions
from both of the lawyers but basically confirmed what
Hari and the other witnesses had said. When he had
stepped down the magistrate asked whether the
prosecutor intended calling the Ex-Member.
“We have been unable to contact him your honour,
he’s not at his village and no one seems to know where
he has gone..”
The magistrate leaned over and addressed the police
sergeant standing beside the makeshift bench.
“Is that right Sergeant Kup?”
“Yes your honour, the prosecutor contacted us about
a week ago and we went to his village but he wasn’t
there.”
The sergeant had betel nut stained lips and bloodshot
eyes. He hadn’t shaved for several days and had white
stubble on his chin. His uniform displayed some
interesting stains and his boots were conspicuously
unpolished.
When the court broke for lunch Hari went outside
leaving Constable Manua in deep conversation with
Juanita. Espe and Rhapsody were sitting in the shade on
the council chambers verandah. Hari joined them.
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“Who is that lady with Constable Manua?” Rhapsody
immediately asked.
Hari smiled.
“That’s Juanita,” he replied, “she’s our secretary.”
“How do you think Pastor Riktas is going?” Espe
asked.
“He’s looking very confused but appropriately
contrite; I think he was going to plead guilty but his
lawyer jumped in and advised him otherwise.”
“The prosecutor told us we’d be required to give
evidence after lunch,” Espe said.
“It’s all going along quickly enough. Do you know
where the Ex-Member has gone?”
“He’s in Moresby,” Rhapsody said. “Mr Han arranged
for him to go down there. Apparently they’re discussing
the future of the supermarket. The girls at the checkout
told me.”
That’s convenient Hari thought. “How come the
sergeant doesn’t know that?”
“He only got back from Hagen yesterday.”
“They’ve been away all that time?”
“The other police are still up there. The prosecutor
contacted him on his mobile phone and he pretended to
be here. He rushed back for the trial.”
“I think I might have to have a word with the
Provincial Commander,” Hari said.
When the prosecutor called Espe he answered all of
his questions as briefly as he could. This isn’t looking
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good Hari thought. Even the prosecutor was looking
slightly puzzled when he handed over to the defence
lawyer. It was then that Espe became suddenly more
animated. When he was asked about his relationship with
the pastor he responded at length.
“Pastor Riktas is a very good man,” he said, “He is a
very important part of our community. He is an honest
man with a good heart who was caught up in a situation
created by an unscrupulous businessman and a compliant
local member. He wanted to do good for his community
and build a new church and school and he saw what he
did as the only way possible. I think he regrets that
profoundly now.”
Hari felt relieved but he wondered where Espe had
picked up all the big words, in parliament perhaps?
Espe went on to elaborate further until the bemused
prosecutor pulled him up on a technical point. The
defence lawyer now had a small smile on his face.
The magistrate considered the prosecutor’s objection
and dismissed it.
“Carry on Honourable Member,” she said.
When Espe had finished with his evidence there was a
loud sob from the defence counsel’s table where Pastor
Riktas was sitting. The magistrate and everyone else in
the chamber turned to look. The pastor had tears
streaming down his face.
Hari got up from where he was sitting and went
outside. He didn’t need to hear any more. He walked
over to the supermarket and went inside.
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“Is the boss in?” he asked one of the girls at the
checkout. She pointed to the office door. He went over
and knocked. A rather attractive young lady in a smart
outfit and glossy shoes beckoned him inside.
“What can I do for you?” she asked in a pleasant
voice.
“Hello, my name is Hari Metau. I understand this
place is going to be offered for sale soon, do you know
how much the owner wants for it? It looks quite well
run.”
The lady sidestepped the compliment and said, “Who
told you that?”
“A little birdy told me,” Hari replied.
The lady smiled.
“Are you interested in buying it?”
“I might be.”
“It could be a little bit too expensive for someone on a
policeman’s salary,” she replied.
“Perhaps you’re right,” Hari smiled back. “Let’s just
say it’s wistful thinking on my part. If it was sold what
would you do?”
The lady considered this for a moment.
“I’ve got some other options but I rather like it here,
it’s quiet and I’ve got to know a lot of people.”
“So you’d consider working for a new owner?”
“I might, it depends who buys it.”
“Hmm, well, it’s been nice to meet you.”
“How’s the court case going?”
“Quite well, I think we’ll get the result we want.”
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“The result you want?”
“That too.”
“That’s good.”
“Yes, I think so,” Hari replied.
The court had adjourned until the following morning
when the magistrate would hand down her judgement.
Hari caught up with Juanita as she was walking back
towards the guest house.
“Where is Constable Manua?”
“He’s talking to that girl who came with the local
member. I decided to walk instead of go back by car, my
head is feeling quite fuzzy.”
“Court cases can do that to you. So what do you
think?”
“It’s very interesting sir, I’ve never seen a court case
before, just some of the village courts.”
“I hope you took plenty of notes.”
“Yes sir,” she held up her thick notebook.
“That’s good, there’s nothing like an accurate record.”
She gave him a quizzical look and then said, “Of
course sir.”
When the ambulance arrived at the Kundiawa General
Hospital Bella and Sergeant Bokasi were met by Father
Leo. Also there to meet them was Detective Sergeant
Arthur Roy and his wife Dora. The detective and his wife
were two of many old friends of Hari and they had
willingly offered to accommodate Bella and the sergeant
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while they were in Kundiawa. Arthur had himself been a
victim of a shooting. He had been wounded in a gun
battle with raskols who had been caught plundering a
truck on the Okuk Highway. The wound to his right leg
had left him with a permanent limp.
Father Leo showed them around the hospital and
introduced them to old Abraham’s friend, Francis Nii, a
cheerful man in a wheelchair who had won nationwide
recognition for his books and writing, all produced from
the hospital ward where he was a permanent resident.
Bella and the sergeant were very impressed, both with
Francis and the hospital. The wards were clean and tidy
and had an air of organisation, something missing from
many Papua New Guinean hospitals. No wonder it was
regarded as the best hospital in the country they thought.
Father Leo explained what he planned to do. First of
all he would take new x-rays and MRI scans. When he
had analysed them he would discuss the results and his
findings with the sergeant, explaining what sort of
surgery was required, the risks involved and the possible
outcomes.
“Hopefully the return of function to your legs,” he
smiled.
While the tests were being undertaken Bella and the
sergeant would stay with Arthur and Dora. Bella could
also stay in the hospital while the sergeant recovered
from the operation if she wanted, as did many of the
relatives of patients in hospitals in Papua New Guinea.
In many hospitals it was a way of taking pressure off the
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overworked staff. In others it was necessary to make sure
the patients were actually fed.
“We’ll see you about 9.30 tomorrow morning,” Father
Leo concluded. “We’ll start the tests immediately.”
Bella and the sergeant thanked the priest and left with
Arthur and his wife. They had to push the sergeant’s
wheelchair up the sloping road to the house.
“It will be a lot easier coming down in the morning,”
Arthur chuckled.
Bella had never spent any time in the highlands and
she noticed the coolness that had crept through the town
as the afternoon waned. Hari had told her it would get
cold. The Simbu Province was the most mountainous
area in Papua New Guinea and the hills and mountains
were steep. Even now, some of the valleys she could see
from the windows of Arthur’s house were in deep
shadow and the air had a bite to it, even in the house.
There was a brick fireplace in the lounge room of the
old colonial era house with crumpled newspaper and
neatly stacked wood on the grate.
“If you get too cold let me know,” Dora said. “It’s not
too bad in the evenings but the mornings can be very
crisp, sometimes there is ice on the grass. We’re about
1500 metres above sea level and they say we have a
summer every day and winter every night.”
“I think we’ll cope,” Sergeant Bokasi said, “Hari
warned us and we brought plenty of warm clothes.”
“It’s such a beautiful place,” Bella said turning back
from the window.
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“We like it,” Dora smiled.
Hari was walking from the guesthouse to the council
chambers with Juanita and Constable Manua when Bella
rang. It was a cool morning but it felt like the sun might
have a bite to it as the day went on.
“Robert went into surgery about an hour ago,” Bella
said. “Father Leo told us the operation would probably
take between five and eight hours.”
Hari felt a pang of concern for his youngest daughter.
Apart from Arthur and Dora she was in Kundiawa by
herself. He wasn’t quite sure what to say to her. She and
the sergeant had deliberately not told his mother, who
was back in Wewak. They thought it best to tell her later,
in case something went wrong. As far as Mrs Metau was
concerned they were merely in Kundiawa for some tests,
not an operation. They both didn’t want to create any
false hopes and they didn’t want anyone to try to talk
them out of it because of the risks involved. Hari knew
that a fatuous comment reassuring his daughter that
everything would be alright was not the right thing to
say. He decided to be business-like.
“I’ll be in court for an hour or two, the magistrate is
handing down her decision on Pastor Riktas this
morning. How are you feeling, optimistic I hope?”
“I don’t know Dad, even Father Leo said the outcome
was uncertain.”
Bella had rung him the day before and explained the
results of the new x-rays, MRI and other scans. They had
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picked up the bullet fragments that had concerned the
surgeons in Australia but they had also spotted another
tiny fragment lodged in the sergeant’s spine between two
of his vertebrae that appeared to be imbedded in his
spinal cord. That fragment was the one that was
worrying Father Leo. He surmised that since it had not
shown up in that position in the original scans it had
moved and could be actually slowly cutting into the
sergeant’s spinal cord. Removing it ran the real risk of
the cord snapping. Not removing it probably meant
continued paralyse of the sergeant’s legs and the eventual
snapping of the cord as the fragment worked its way
deeper. It was a terrible Catch-22 situation. If they could
safely get it out, Father Leo explained, a lot would
depend on the condition of the cord and what damage
had been done to it.
“I’ll ring you in a couple of hours,” was all Hari could
think to say.
“I hope it works,” Bella replied with what Hari
thought was a sob.
“So do I,” he said.
He was still thinking about Bella and Sergeant Bokasi
when he entered the makeshift courthouse. He was so
diverted that he almost forgot to rise when the magistrate
entered. He took a deep breath and peered at her. She
was wearing an inscrutable expression and her lips were
drawn shut in a tight line. This doesn’t look good he
thought.
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The magistrate called Pastor Riktas to the bench.
Sergeant Kup accompanied him. The sergeant appeared
to have cleaned himself up overnight. His uniform was
washed and ironed and his boots polished. The stubble
on his face had gone and so had the redness in his eyes.
There was only a hint of betel nut on his lips.
The magistrate read the charge again so that everyone
in the court was aware of what was being adjudicated.
Then she addressed Pastor Riktas.
“It is my view, despite your plea of not guilty, that the
charge against you has been proven beyond reasonable
doubt. You have, in many ways in your own statements
to the court, admitted your guilt. On that basis I must
find you guilty.”
She paused.
“For your crime I am going to sentence you to five
years imprisonment.”
There was an audible hum in the court. Pastor Riktas
hung his head in shame. Hari noticed a look of despair
on Espe’s face. The pastor’s wife had her hand to her
mouth.
Wait a minute, Hari said silently to everyone, she
hasn’t finished yet.
The magistrate allowed herself a moment to survey the
people in the court before continuing. She looked at
Pastor Riktas again.
“I have, however, listened to a number of character
witnesses who spoke on your behalf, notably the
Honourable Member, Mr Espe Lamplap, who suffered
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most from your actions. I was most impressed by these
statements of support. I am also convinced that your
actions were the result of stupidity and bad advice and
that you have learned your lesson and will not offend
again. I am also aware that you are a valuable member of
your community and had, until these unfortunate events,
been regarded with a great deal of respect. By taking
these aspects into account I have decided to suspend
your sentence in its entirety. You are therefore free to
leave this court.”
There was an audible sigh in the court. The magistrate
bowed her head and then looked up again.
“What concerns me most about this case is that the
instigators of the defendant’s actions, directly or
indirectly, and despite the best efforts of the investigating
officers, appear to have avoided any form of sanction
themselves. This is a common theme in Papua New
Guinea that should concern us all greatly.”
When she said this she pointedly looked at Hari. He
shrugged. There was a whisper of a smile on her face
before she banged her gavel and stood up. She quickly
walked through the door of her makeshift chambers in
the council office.
Father Leo came into the ward carrying a green plastic
kidney dish. He found a nearby chair and brought it over
and sat down beside Bella and handed her the dish.
Sergeant Bokasi, who was in traction to restrict his
movements, turned his head carefully to watch them.
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There were several small fragments of metal in the dish.
“This is what we removed,” the priest explained. He
pushed the bits of metal around in the dish with his
index finger.
“It’s copper,” he said. “A lot of bullets are made of
lead but have copper jackets, apparently it increases their
penetrating power. I see them all the time.”
“Such small pieces,” Bella said.
The priest smiled. He wet his index finger with his
tongue and pressed it into the kidney dish. He turned his
finger over so Bella could see.
“This is the fragment from Robert’s spinal cord,” he
said.
Bella stared at his finger. She could only just make out
the tiny piece of metal.
“It’s so tiny,” she whispered.
Father Leo leaned over and showed the fragment to
Sergeant Bokasi.
“That’s what paralysed your legs,” he said.
Just then old Abraham’s friend, Francis the writer,
rolled into the ward in his wheelchair. He waved and
came over to the bed.
“How did it go?” he asked.
“We don’t know yet, the next few days will tell us but
I’m rather hopeful,” Father Leo replied.
“I’ve been praying for you,” Francis said looking
across at the sergeant.
“You’re very kind,” Bella replied.
“I know what life is like in a wheelchair,” Francis
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replied, “I wouldn’t wish it on anyone, especially in
Papua New Guinea.”
“Thank you,” the sergeant said.
“Well, I’d better be off,” Father Leo said standing up.
“I don’t know whether you want to keep those bits of
metal, I don’t need them. If you do ask the nurse for a
container.”
When the priest had gone Bella put the kidney dish
down and took the sergeant’s hand and squeezed it. The
sergeant smiled back at her.
“I can feel my toes,” he said. “Look.”
Bella and Francis turned to where the sergeant was
indicating. At the end of the bed the sheet was moving as
he wiggled his toes.
Hari and Constable Manua received an invitation to
the opening of Espe’s new road. Surprisingly, so did
Constable Eripa. Hari’s invitation included Airlines PNG
return tickets for himself and Mrs Metau.
Accommodation would be provided at the guesthouse,
where Gilda and Rose were to provide a celebratory
dinner. It was all decidedly formal and Hari suspected
that the two reserve police ladies had had a hand in the
organisation. Although they were no longer officially
assigned to Espe’s security they appeared to be
maintaining contact with both him and Simik. They
would both be at the opening ceremony.
Hari momentarily wondered about the wisdom of
accepting the invitation but when he mentioned it to Mrs
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Metau her enthusiasm surprised him. He decided he
could afford to weather any accusations of receiving gifts
in his role as a policeman. He also didn’t see much harm
in Constable Manua and the lady police reservist’s
attendance. Apparently Constable Eripa was going on his
own time at his own expense. The official opening would
take place on the road close to Pastor Riktas’ school and
church.
On the appointed day Hari and Mrs Metau were
picked up at the guesthouse by Rhapsody and Constable
Manua in the red Hilux. Mrs Metau seemed to be
enjoying herself immensely. She had spent most of the
evening after their arrival talking to Gilda, Rita and
Calvinus. Hari guessed she was picking their brains for
ideas to use at Bella and Sergeant Bokasi’s wedding and
reception. She was, she told Hari, trying to strike a
balance between a traditional wedding and a modern one.
In this she also had to take into account the sensibilities
of Pastor Lohia, who was to conduct the ceremony, and
his wife, who had some very ‘firm’ ideas about such
things. It was a major logistical and diplomatic exercise
she told him. He didn’t doubt that for a moment and was
grateful that he had apparently been shunted to the
periphery.
When they arrived at the church grounds, after
travelling along the newly contoured and surfaced road,
they were came to a large and happy crowd assembled in
the church grounds. Bunting and floral displays lined the
last hundred metres of the road before the church where
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a wide red ribbon had been drawn tightly across it. A
singsing group was hard at it in the middle of the school
oval and the bunting a floral displays had been extended
to cover large parts of the new buildings. Off to one side
two large mumu pits were quietly steaming away. Behind
them were tables loaded with fresh food. Hari and Mrs
Metau were directed to a roped off area where seats had
been provided under a temporary leaf thatch shelter.
Constable Manua was busily snapping photographs on
his mobile phone.
“They’re for Juanita,” he told Hari.
They were served with cool drinks by Pastor Riktas’
wife and Espe’s wife, Agnes. While they were sipping
these Espe appeared. He was dressed in a new suit with
shiny shoes and a blood red tie. The two reserve police
ladies, in fetching matched meri blouses followed along
behind him. He stepped up onto a small wooden stool
and switched on the microphone from a portable public
address system. He welcomed everyone to the event.
His speech was somewhat disjointed and rambling but
in essence it extolled the virtues of good governance and
commitment to the needs of the local electorate. He
looked quite the politician Hari thought, confident and
surprisingly well-spoken. Although the speech didn’t
differ much from the standard spiel delivered by other
politicians at such events from Espe’s mouth the words
had a sense of conviction that Hari had not encountered
very often before.
There was a cheer from the crowd when he had
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finished, accompanied by much clapping. Then he
stepped off the stool and descended to the road in front
of the ribbon. He was handed a pair of large scissors by
one of the reserve police ladies and he beckoned to
someone on the edge of the crowd. All eyes turned in
that direction.
Hari couldn’t believe what he saw. Constable Eripa,
resplendent in a tight blue suit stepped forward with a
smile. Even the reserve police ladies did a double take.
He walked confidently over to Espe, took the scissors
and cut the red ribbon.
“I declare this new road open!” he shouted to the
crowd. Loud clapping ensued but Espe hadn’t finished
yet. He held up his hands for quiet and then said loudly,
“We will now adjourn to the church and school for our
second official opening ceremony today.” The crowd
cheered again and he and Constable Eripa disappeared
into their midst.
Espe’s wife, Agnes, came over to Hari and Mrs Metau
and invited them to follow her. When they got to the
space cleared for the invited guests they saw that another
ribbon had been stretched across the path leading to the
school and church.
Some helpers had quickly relocated the stool and the
public address system to a spot by the ribbon. Espe again
took up the microphone.
This time his speech was relatively short. It was about
the need to educate the local children and to provide
spiritual guidance to the community through the church.
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While Espe was speaking Hari cast his gaze over the new
church and classroom. The old rickety thatched-roofed
and plaited wall buildings had gone and in their place
stood two modest iron-roofed and fibro-cement clad
buildings painted in a pleasing blue with red trim, a
bright colour combination favoured in much of Papua
New Guinea. When Espe had finished his speech he
beckoned to Pastor Riktas, who was standing on the
sidelines.
The pastor took the microphone. This could be
interesting Hari thought. And it was. The pastor
recounted in great detail the chronology of events leading
to the completion of the buildings. He didn’t gloss over
anything and made his own shortcomings and mistakes
abundantly clear. He detailed how he had misjudged
people, notably the Ex-Member, who hadn’t been invited
to the ceremony, but especially their new local member
Espe Lamplap.
The pastor’s speech was a confessional exposition.
Hari guessed he was hoping for public redemption.
When he had finished a strange silence came over the
crowd. Then slowly there was the sound of clapping
from the rear. This was soon taken up by the rest of the
crowd. At its peak it became deafening.
The pastor was sweating profusely by now and looked
distinctly shaky. Espe took his arm and led him over to
the ribbon. The pastor recovered himself and then said a
short prayer before cutting the ribbon. As the crowd
cheered he took Espe’s hand and shook it. Then he
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raised his arms above his head and beckoned everyone
forward to inspect the new buildings. He had a big and
strangely frightening smile on his face.
“I hope he hasn’t broken any bones in his jaw,” Hari
said to Constable Manua.
That evening at the dinner Constable Manua came
over to Hari and showed him his mobile phone.
“I sent Juanita the photographs of the opening
ceremonies this afternoon,” he explained.
Hari fumbled in his pocket for his reading glasses,
adjusted the sticky tape holding them together and
peered at the telephone screen. It was the latest post by
Bikmaus.
Underneath a photograph of Espe and Pastor Riktas
shaking hands at the ribbon cutting ceremony for the
new church and school was a heading that simply read,
‘A Good Politician’. Underneath the article began with a
sub-heading, ‘Highlands politician forgives the man who
tried to have him killed’. There was then a detailed
account of the whole affair, including a reference to the
shooting of Sergeant Bokasi and Inspector Pung.
Hari read the whole article and handed the phone back
to Constable Manua.
“She’s a good girl,” he said.
Constable Manua smiled.
“She’s worried that you might suspect her identity sir.”
Hari laughed.
“But isn’t it obvious Constable?”
308

“I think she wants to believe you don’t but in reality
knows that you do.”
“But she talks to you?”
“Yes sir, she thinks I’m just another one of her
contacts.”
“So she’s smart but naïve. Perhaps we’ll keep it that
way Constable.”
“Yes sir, I think that’s best.”
“So what’s going on with Constable Eripa Constable?
Why was he invited to the opening ceremonies and
allowed to cut the ribbon on the new road?”
Constable Manua smiled and shook his head.
“Ah, sir, I was wondering the same thing but
Rhapsody told me what had happened.”
“And what happened Constable?”
“He’s bought the supermarket sir.”
“He’s what?”
“It’s true sir. Well not him exactly but his family.
Apparently they are quite well off. The Honourable
member helped them.”
It took Hari a while to digest this information.
“So why is he in the reserve police I wonder?”
“I’m not sure sir but I think he is the black sheep of
the family, they didn’t know what else to do with him to
keep him out of mischief.”
“So they inflicted him on us?”
“I think that he plans to resign sir.”
“To run the supermarket, that could be interesting.”
“I think the lady who runs it now plans to stay on sir,
309

and Rhapsody will be helping her. I don’t think Eripa will
have much to do with it, he’ll be a kind of figurehead.”
“Like most chief executive officers, that might be a
good thing.”
“Yes sir.”
“I wonder if the Ex-Member and Mr Han realise who
they sold it to?”
“I don’t think so sir.”
“In that case I guess it’s a nudge towards some justice
for their role in trying to get rid of Espe. Our good
politician is proving to be something of a dark horse
Constable. I hear he plans to change his name, he thinks
that Espe sounds too much like SP and Lamplap sounds
too much like lamb flap, he thinks it’s unbecoming for a
politician who refuses to buy votes. He’s going to take
his grandfather’s name, Akis Parampa.”
“Yes sir, it’s amazing really.”
And what about you Constable, will you be going back
to the regular police?”
Constable Manua shuffled his feet and stared at the
floor.
“If it’s alright with you sir I would like to remain with
the reserve police, perhaps in an overseeing role. I’d have
to talk to Chief Superintendent Tabai of course.”
Hari put his hand on the constable’s shoulder.
“I’d be proud to have you on board Constable.”
Constable Manua looked up and smiled nervously.
Hari held out his hand and the constable shook it. Then
Hari winked.
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“Now I think I’d better go find Constable Eripa and
congratulate him on his new career,” he said.
Hari had again been forced into underpants, socks,
black shoes and the grey suit from the second hand
clothes shop that he had worn to Bella’s graduation from
university. He was also wearing a bright blue tie that Mrs
Metau had found in the second hand clothes shop. He
suspected that it had once belonged to a politician.
Perhaps the choking affect he was feeling cut off the
blood supply to the brain; could that explain some of the
dopier decisions the politicians made he wondered.
He was sitting in the back of Inspector Pung’s highly
polished Camry with his daughter Bella. There was a
white ribbon stretched from the centre of the bonnet to
the tops of the stanchions on either side of the front
doors and an array of colourful flowers and other bilas
tied precariously to the roof. Constable Manua, in a suit
and tie that looked immeasurably more dapper than the
attire Hari was wearing was at the wheel.
Bella was dressed in a fetching white dress and hat
made by her sister Rose. She had eschewed the
traditional European-style veil and train worn by many
modern brides. Behind them old Abraham followed
driving one of his nephew’s cars, similarly highly polished
and decorated, in which were sitting the three
bridesmaids, Rose and her adopted daughter Ani and a
resplendent and trim Rhapsody.
When they arrived at Pastor Lohia’s small church Hari
was surprised by the number if friends they had. As they
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pulled up he noticed Ruby and Owen at the back of the
crowd filing into the church. He pointed them out to
Bella.
“They’re holding hands,” she smiled.
They climbed out of the two cars and arranged
themselves in the right order under the strict direction of
Mrs Metau and Mrs Lohia. Mrs Metau straightened
Hari’s tie and Mrs Lohia fussed over Bella’s dress. When
they were finally ready Hari took his daughter’s arm and
said, “Ready to go?”
“I’ve never been more ready than anything before in
my life Dad,” she replied.
They walked down the centre aisle as people turned in
their seats to welcome them. Pastor Lohia was standing
at the head of the church with a big smile on his face.
Mrs Metau, Mrs Lohia and Mrs Bokasi had seated
themselves at the front on his right. The pastor beckoned
to Sergeant Bokasi, Inspector Pung the best man and
Lucas, Ani’s brother, and Silas the groomsmen, who
were all sitting to his left. A washed and brushed Flynn
was sitting beside them. Apparently he was a groomsdog.
Hari had initially been surprised when the pastor had
allowed the scruffy old dog into his church but he
suspected that the pastor was secretly fond of him. Or
maybe Sergeant Bokasi had talked him into it.
Inspector Pung rose and turned to Sergeant Bokasi in
his wheelchair. The sergeant slowly rose and with the aid
of the carved walking stick given to him by Silas walked
the few paces to his allocated spot in front of Pastor
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Lohia. He turned his head briefly and gave Bella a
reassuring smile.
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Tok Pisin Words
Kaukau – sweet potato
Wantok – one talk, fellow clansman or woman
Buai – betel nut
Haus – house
Tambaran – ancestor
Kongkong – Asian, Chinese
Bilum – woven string bag
Meri – woman
Bikmaus – big mouth
Puripuri – magic, sorcery
Haus win – house wind, gazebo
Lukim yu – see you, goodbye
Sori – sorry
Bikman – big man, leader
Haus krai – house cry, funeral wake
Raskol – rascal, delinquent
Ples tok – place talk, local language
Dinua – loan
Apinun nem bilong mi Simon – good afternoon, my
name is Simon
Nogat moni na tisa igo pinis tasol – no money and the
teachers have gone, that’s all
Nogat skul, emi pundaun pinis – haven’t got a school, its
fallen down completely
Tenkyu tru, umm, yu ken baim sampla samting long ol
pikinini tu, umm, swit biskit o samting olsem
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Hiri Motu Words
Tari boroma – literally ‘steerable pig’
Sisia – dog
Boroma – pig
Meamea – shaman
Hiri Moale – literally voyage glad
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