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  The Brooklyn Jungle

  
  




5 Boroughs of death, you don’t understand.

I got New York City in the palm of my hand…

I got Staten Island on my pinky.

Queens on my thumb, dude.

The Bronx on my middle finger screaming “Fuck You.”

Rock Ice in Manhattan so there’s the ring finger.

You know I had to keep Brooklyn on the trigger finger.




-Papoose
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Mikey Flannigan (The Walrus)

Anthony Moretti (Mikey’s business partner)

Killian Lord (Mikey’s business partner)

Big John Mulligan (Mikey’s business partner)

Tommy Flynn (Mikey’s business partner)

Andrew “Ace” McQuade

Asal Nourani (Afghani born NSA Agent)

Charlie Harding (Ace’s partner)

Afzal (Asal’s Older Brother)

Holly Mills (Ace’s Girlfriend)

Kayla Moretti (The Antique Dealer, Anthony’s daughter)

Sim Moretti (The Aviator, Anthony’s son)

Jerr Lord (The Hammer, Killian’s son)

JJ Mulligan (The Congressman, John’s son)

TJ Flynn (The Player, Tommy’s son)
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The Opium Rush

“There is untold wealth in evil, sinful things but no humanity.” 

American soldiers, kids really from all backgrounds, whites, blacks, Hispanics and Asians alike growing up in the neighborhoods of their cities and suburbs, knowing what they knew about drugs – mainly cocaine, marijuana, morphine and designer drugs or whatever crap that happens to be the flavor of the month – about the pills and over the counter everyday stuff kids and adults alike would use to get high and then to come to a place like Afghanistan and see all the fresh cut crop of poppy, stacked and lined neatly on the side of primitive canals built to water the vast fields, as far as the eye can see? They were flabbergasted. But, they always did what they were told to do. Keep their eyes open, their heads down and stay alive. This battlefield wasn’t any different than some other places Americas went. War is war. The main objective always was to stay alive and when the tour gets over, go home to their families.

The soldiers did what they always do, take orders and follow them to the letter.

* * *

The harvest had been very good. Then the fields would be left alone to rest and canals would be used as the dirt road that would lead to mud brick homes with tin roof. If you walk far enough, the mountains would rise to meet you, making you feel insignificant and small.

The American soldiers looking like they came right out of a science fiction movie, with their hi-tech gear and fancy guns, wrap around dark glasses and their cavilar body armor. Even all of this wouldn’t be enough to save them when the IED would rip them apart. Most of these soldiers, some just boys, would never be the same – ever. Americans do look so out of place when they walk on the dirt roads and poppy farms all around Kabul and deep in the mountains. They look nothing like the invaders of the past. But, they are invaders and it is duty of every Afghani to fight and drive them out. Some, not all, ignored them going about their daily business. The locals were always aware of the invaders.

Since the Americans got here, the poppy production has increased by 50%. Most don’t know, when processed, the very crop soldiers protect will end up on the streets of New York, Chicago and Los Angeles. The war on drugs had been an abject failure just because there is demand. The supply exists only because there is need and demand.

CIA was only happy to oblige. In a way, CIA, funded by the American taxpayer dollar was the single biggest drug dealer on earth. Their taking down some king pin in Mexico, Columbia or Hong Kong was to show the world just how hard at work American government really was. The CIA controlled media did their part by playing up the ante and dark, bellowing smoke from burning some of their own inventory. It was a small price to pay for a perfect smoke and mirror to fool public at large. The profits from the sale of the drugs worldwide would fund their other nefarious activities all over the globe. People are so easily fooled. 

American politicians and the crime bosses know this too. Also, when the borders are unguarded and the very people that are supposed to stop the inflow of drugs allow them in, such an oxymoron.

It just might be easier to legalize the drugs and collect sales tax on the sale. How truth couldn’t be further from reality. And to think, we send soldiers to foreign lands to burn their drugs on a false pretense.




Americans pay in dollars and life is better when you have dollars to spend even just for a meager existence. What’s worse, you have no idea who buys all this poppy? But sure enough, whatever you grow, they take. May be it is true, all this does end up in America and Europe. The infidels are so hooked on to this stuff, referring to opium and heroin, they couldn’t stop, even if they wanted to. Sure you can trade with in Afghan Afghani, but it is not the same thing. Though, the Taliban isn’t too far behind to rob you of your dollars if they know you got too cozy with the invaders. At least in some cases it is true. You could be targeted for death if you stand out too much. Most locals never got the police involved because they knew how corrupt they were. That was also one reason why and how Taliban became as powerful as they were.

People too easily surrendered their freedoms and let someone else rule and make tough decision – even over life and death. You could try to keep the police on your side, but when it comes down to who will live and who dies, the choice is pretty much made up. If you had something what everyone else wanted, either you shared or you wore a bull’s eye on your back. Most often the bad guys won. And, none of it anyone’s fault. It is the will of Alaha as they say.

Even though Taliban had enough of their own funding sources, a little bit more doesn’t hurt. Most of the money came in as donations from the wealthy neighbors as along as the Taliban advanced the word of Prophet Mohamad, enforced the Sharia Law and the teachings of The Koran. Lot of money came from opium sale. Then, the Americans brought their dollars. Money brings influence and they need weapons to continue their jihad. It wasn’t a matter of against whom – as long as they were fighting. It was a way to keep the young, able bodied busy. Most were illiterate anyway. Other than memorizing Koran, they could hardly even write their own names. No one knew their birthdays, such a strange concept to know how old you are. But the ones with influence, money and guns, they were so good at suppressing the weak, the meek, women, children and the old. This is the way of this life.

Only American dollar or Euros buy freedom in such chaotic place. Gold and silver can be useful but it was not as common. Beside, carrying around the shiny silver and gold metal was hard to trade and not practical.

The Taliban was created to be the heroes and beat out the Russians but their idealism turned to dust as war continued and they became Killers of Innocence. Men and flesh was meant only to be sacrificed for the greater good which to a degree was their own self-preservation. Taliban became the very thing they had sought to fight. The general thinking was so “stone-age” that this is how we have done things and lived for the last thousand years and by Alaha, this is how it will be for the next thousand. Advancement in technology, medical treatments and education made some impact but it remained confined to the big cities. There were forces of influence and it was not in their best interests to see a politically stable and progressive Afghanistan.

* * *

Mohammed Zahir Shah was ousted in 1973 while he had gone to Italy for medical treatment and it was followed by a coup at home by his cousin. That was how the ownership of Afghanistan changed hands for the past few hundred years. It is a wonder though, being a King, why he didn’t pay attention and bring medical facilities at home? For all the citizens to use? He obviously was oblivious to the plight of the common man. Do common people even get sick? Why would they need a doctor to get better when they can just die and be done? It is a privilege for the royalty and the rich who can afford to go abroad and brag about it.

This king was progressive and the land he ruled had an impressive history. He kept the Islamic hardliners at bay for three decades by sometimes being ruthless and sometimes by giving in to their demands. That was a very bad message meaning that he was not strong willed. Nothing was of his own. In some circles, it became a joke that the King himself an opportunist rather than being a pragmatist. He had proclaimed his country a Democratic Republic of Afghanistan which didn’t sit well with the Islamic fanatics. So instead, it became Islamic Republic less than two decades later. The leftover royalty also needed the support from these hardliners because they were weak in the knee. They could have focused on trade with the neighboring countries, have clear national boundaries, economic prosperity, education and freedom for all, institutionalize the Army, national police force, have a strong constitution instead they remained backward and even regressed into tribal mode.  

The king imposed self-exile to Italy, never to return to Afghanistan. It was so ironic – unlike the strong and powerful kings of the past. It was a bloodless coup but the change in regime cost countless lives and a river in blood.

The West had decided to move forward with its flaws and all and advance in every aspect of life. Sure, there was price to be paid still for this progress even in blood, but the circle of life must complete – always. Every civilization must have its rise and fall. Some fall hard and try even harder to stay amongst the rubble.

The following ruling elite fell prey to its own devises as well. They also had an opportunity to do right by the citizens of Afghanistan, instead of stabilizing the country in social sense, building a strong National Defense Force and local police to keep law and order, building a strong, modern education system, build good relations with the neighboring countries and opportunities to make a decent living according to the standard and status, the radicalism crept in and there was no one to check and balance let alone implement reform.

The only defense policy was to build a large militia to fight the invaders and keep general population ignorant, stupid and engrossed in Koran instead. Neighbors like Iran and Pakistan fueled that fire and got American support to counter the Indian threat.

No King, no leadership – opium allowed locals to eke out an existence making the negative element a normal thing and the drug lords to become ultra-wealthy.

This was an opportunity for the rogue element of American elite. Why shouldn’t they control the opium? Let’s wage a war on pretense of WMD or some such nonsense. They couldn’t take out the Afghani war and drug lords on the premise of prostitution or child abuse or human trafficking. If all else failed they could go in on the pretense of American National Security. The American public is stupid enough to believe the hype and that a man sitting in the caves of Tora Bora has the technology, logistics and international connections to take down the Twin Towers and the other five nearby buildings in New York City seven thousand miles away. Two steel and concrete buildings standing 1,368 feet tall will turn to dust falling down and others would fall from the aftershocks. Laughable really, but it worked.

There would be massive and immediate cleanup of any evidence, the old steel would be sold and shipped off as less than garbage. There would be commissions to find and determine the root cause, there would be further proxy wars and numerous black ops in the years to come. Eventually, the story will die and it will become a myth. 

The wheels of action in motion, the invasion began. There were some who had warned the puppet Afghan government that these new invaders are unlike anything before, when they arrive, they will be here to stay. This is what they’ve always done. Afghanistan will be no exception. 

“Either you are with us, or you with the enemy.” Human causality and shedding of the blood is an acceptable tradeoff for the multibillion dollar a year drug trade and subsequent profits. Especially when these profits were off the books and the wars subsidized by the American tax dollars and the blood of its soldiers. It is all justified. When one soldier falls, there are 10 more ready to take his place. When we run out of men, there are women and children. Why not? An endless supply of blood – all for sake of control, greed and profits.

American memory is so short to begin with and with enough sports, mind numbing media blitzes from cars, cruises and gossip to provide distractions, it will be business as usual on no time.

* * *

The Fanatic




The fanatic is incorruptible. If he kills for an idea, he can just as well get himself killed for one; in either case, tyrant or martyr, he is a monster.

- E. M. Cioran




There is very little difference in being an idealist or a fanatic. When someone becomes so devoted to a cause, reason or habit, that person is called mad, crazy and lunatic. If the same behavior is destructive, the person is called a fanatic.

A massacre of the innocent group of villagers on bad Intelligence? Sometimes rose is just a rose and a villager is just a villager? But if the villager feels that he has been done wrong for no reason and even that by the invaders. That villager may not become a part of the Taliban but he will not be your friend.

Taliban was a concept that has reinvented itself over the last one thousand years. The deep rooted, fermented resentment towards the invaders. On matter who came to Afghanistan, they all came for the Opium. The Moors at first, then the English and the Russians. Now the Americans. They all come for something to take with impunity, something to steel from the land and from the people of Afghanistan.

English tried and almost succeeded in destroying China many moons ago by steeling opium from Afghanistan and flooding it in to China. If the Chinese became so addictive to the drug, taking over the Empire will be easier. That touched of the infamous Opium Wars. The result was to postpone the decision of taking over by force for another 100 years. The English got Hong Kong to maintain their foothold. Just in case if the opportunity presented itself again.

There are some diplomats who think and measure history in centuries not in decades. Certainly not in terms of quarterly profits or losses as the American political and business leaders currently do. It is wrong no matter if it is planned or by design.

The real Cartel is not in South America but in the financial center of world – New York, London, Paris, Berlin and The Vatican. The real criminals wear Armani designer suits on the Wall Street and cloak of a man of faith. Everyone else is just a visitor, taking up space from the Lords of The Land for a short while.

XXX

The villagers have never been the drug dealers. But if the only means of your existence is the opium harvest because nothing else exists, destroyed by decades of war and the King running away to save himself, then that’s all you do. The directive of life becomes one of survival and not of who is going to be the next Drug Lord.




The way natives looked at their situation and knew that it is the will of Alaha that they are killing each other that also applied to the hard core subjugation of the locals by the Taliban. They would say, let them kill each other for control, power and shit ideology, as long as this land and the mountain is here, so will WE.








  
  
  Chapter Two

  
  




“We need to believe in the dogma and illusion of friendship and relations. To know that we are not some abstract construct without roots. It is important for us to feel that we belong, we are loved and cared for. Otherwise, the life we live becomes aimless and meaningless. It wouldn’t matter if we ruled the world or remain possession less. For us humans to be alone and remain alone, would be and is the ultimate tragedy.

The day of my divorce in Cambridge Court House, Cambridge, MA. I was most alone that day, and every day since.” 

– Ken Atri November 22, 2008


Blood Brothers

Mike Flannigan was about 5’6”, stocky build with dark hair and rough looking skins. He would so easily bluster in the Sun, just like an Irishman. He was poetic in his moods, eccentric in his habits. He really didn’t know his own parents and Mrs. Moxley was a very positive influence on him. If nothing else, he was careful not to disappoint her. She had started to care for him when he was very young. He never knew how or why but Mikey was grateful that he has someone to call his own.

Killian Lord was nearly five feet eleven with highland roughness. He always pretended to be the character from the Hollywood film Braveheart. He was very nationalistic. How he hated when the Scottish monarchy merged with the English to form The Great Britain. He thought two things made that possible – one, English were crazy brutal-sadistic bastards and two, The Land of Scotts had seen so much needless murder and mayhem that their leaders had lost the appetite for another 100 years of bloodletting. When Marry of Scotts was killed, that was the end of everything. So he thought. He was crude with his jokes especially when he was drunk. He lived a rough life.

Anthony Moretti was the fine Italian gentleman with his suave mannerism and impeccable outfits right down to his spit-shined black shoes. He had two children with his long-time girlfriend. He knew one day he would marry her and give her the white wedding she always dreamed of. He could cook a mean dinner when he was in the mood. He never was interested in politics and stayed clear and quiet when Killian and Big John Mulligan went after the dirty Brits.

Big John Mulligan was the brute, muscle of the group. He towered over the rest. Standing tall at six foot four and weighing nearly two hundred seventy pounds, people gave him way when he walked. Despite of his violent past, he had become a gentle giant. John was a mean drunk and as was well known, family is the first to suffer from such behavior. He was very strong and he didn’t have to let others know, they knew. 

Tommy Flynn was more like Mike Flannigan except a little thinner, not as strong. He was the charmer in the group. His son (Tommy “junior” Flynn) as he lovingly called him ‘TJ’ was a chip of the old block. TJ had red hair and freckles. Tommy often teased his mother about how TJ looked. His wife would fire back, “There must’ve been some yokel like him somewhere down in your family. That’s why he be like that. But for sure he is your son. So help me god if you tease me more. I’ll have your head. I will.” Not many knew but Tommy was most afraid of his wife. Tommy would recite poetry to his wife when he wanted her. “That crazy bitch is the love of my life.” Mikey, Killian and John would just snicker.

* * *

Michael (Mikey) Flannigan

“You are out of your fucking mind. This shit will never work. Besides, we are royally fucked if we get tagged.” “Walrus, are you listening?” His name was Mike Flannigan from Brooklyn, NY. He always had a smile on his face and nothing bothered him. He always knew everything about everyone. He was quick witted, just like a damn politician.

Mikey had to join the marines or the clink as the alternative. Sometimes he thought he would’ve been better off going to jail instead of this hell. When his drill Sargent, who knew of his predicament said, “Just remember this, when you off someone on the street, you are a murderer, if you kill for the Army, you can become a hero, even a legend. I am not going to make you stay if you don’t want to.” That scared the living hell out of Mikey. He stayed. Besides, how he was going to face Mrs. Moxley being an army dropout and good for nothing.

To think, it was funny how he got stuck with the nickname. One day he was taking a shower at the camp and there was more water on the ground than on him. Some body teased him by calling him a walrus. The name stuck. Everyone knew The Walrus.

Mikey became the very best among the best.

Mikey had lived with his parents in Brooklyn when he was a baby but growing up spent most of his life on the other side of town. He never knew how, when or why he started to do sleep over at Mrs. Moxely’s place. He was a white Irish and Mrs. Moxley was a black woman. That never made any sense to him. When he started school, he was one of the very few white kids there. He was always getting picked on. He came home one day all bruised up because of a fight he had with some kid who bullied him. He wished he could home to his real mom and dad. Even at that age, he knew his dad was never around and his mother was always drunk, good to no one, not even herself.

Mrs. Moxley, she would clean him up, put iodine on his scrapes, feed him good dinner and put him to bed. In the morning, she would make breakfast and send him off to school. How he dreaded going to school looking like that. All the other kids who were much bigger than him were going to pick on him. He had no idea if he was going to get beat up again. He had no idea why Mrs. Moxley was taking care of him instead of his own mother and father.

One time he woke up from a dream and couldn’t wait to tell Mrs. Moxley. He dreamt that he was wandering in a forest. He didn’t think he was lost but he was looking for someone. Suddenly he thought he was in a zoo. He walks in a large room. There was something or someone under the jute burlaps. He heard painful full moaning. When he threw off the burlaps, he was astonished to find a lion. He wasn’t afraid but the surprise of it, took a few steps back. Finding that the lion was not a threat, Mikey moved closer to him. The poor thing, one of his hind legs were dislocated, maybe even broken. The lion tried to stand but the pain was obvious and that low roar as if he is asking for help.

Mikey felt where the injury was. The lion was calm. Mikey held the lion in a hug around his neck. He said, “I will find someone to help set the bone in place.” As if the lion seem to say, now that you are here, I am better already. Mikey held the lion close and the lion didn’t stir. Just then as if the enclosure, the walls melted and he was back in the forest. How can the lion talk in human tongue, but Mikey understood him perfectly. The lion was still limping but better. The disjointment was less visible and Mikey knew that his friend will be ok as the lion went off in the jungle. “What did I do? Mikey was left asking.

Mikey wanted to call Mrs. Moxley ‘mom’ but he didn’t. He wasn’t sure why not. He said, “Mrs. Moxley, what does my dream means? She perhaps knew but said, “Don’t you be asking me to interpret your dreams? Better you hurry and get ready for school. And, no more fighting anymore. I don’t want to hear no complaints about you. You be a good boy now.”

Mikey forgot all about the dream as he made his way to school.

Along the way, he met Killian Lord. He liked Killian from the start. Then both of them met Big John Mulligan at the horse farm. They became best friends and inseparable.

Then came along Anthony Moretti and Tommy Flynn. They were within one or two years of each other in age Killian being the oldest. They all looked up to Anthony because he had a girlfriend and she had a car.

When Anthony’s girlfriend Lizzy saw how close these boys were, she’d set them up with her girlfriends every once in a while. Lizzy became a mother hen and a magnet for respect and favors.

There was a whole world out there. Anthony just wanted his world, his way. Fortunately Mikey wanted the same.

* * *

Andrew “Ace” McQuade

“Andy”, how he had hated when someone called him by that name. Even when young, he wanted everyone to call him by his proper name. His family wasn’t rich but his dad always wanted him to act like a gentleman. His dad used to say, “Successful people have successful habits. One must be addressed by the proper, given name and accept nothing less.” His mother as another story. Growing up as a youngster, Andrew was always in trouble of one kind or another. He was angry at himself for being so small and weak, his absent father, alcoholic mother. She was always stressing about one thing or the other. May be her fears were justified. He was left to his own devises. It was not okay when he had to learn so early to fend for himself. He will change himself. He will persevere.

That’s when the nightmares started. Except this was no damn nightmare. This was real. This was happening. He was living his nightmares. During the day time he’d suppress them but at night they came in with a vengeance.

One night he woke up screaming and crying and there was no one who would come to his side. He thought about writing down what he had encountered in his nightmare.

He saw himself when he was still young. As if he was back at his old house. This was the first real house his family had moved in to after living in so many apartments. He had his own bedroom – finally. He remembered his dad had this really nice car, a classic he had heard his father call it. When his father would return from his endless business trips, he would work on the car. Andrew wanted to go with his dad to the parts store but those memories were too few and far in between.

He saw his father’s car all shiny. Then something changed as if overnight. His father started drinking heavy. All the things he used to do fell by the way side. Now this was a real mess. The shiny car started to be neglected. Even in the garage, now there was dirt and grime all over it. He had no idea what happened to the cover. Then he saw, he was in the basement. He had worked to fix a wall opposite full length mirror. His mother was better now. She’d smile when she’d see her son hard at work. 

What’s all this commotion? There was his dad with a sledge hammer in his hand. There must have been a clog somewhere. The plumber was there. Dad wouldn’t let him work. The plumber said, “Sir, we don’t need to break down the walls. I can snake a wire and push the jam out.” Dad didn’t listen. He started to smash the wall looking for the pipe from the beginning to the end.

Some neighbors gathered outside to see what in god’s name was going on. Andrew was scared. Mother was trying to stop his dad but was knocked down by a strong back hand. She fell backward. Back of her head hit something. He smelled something. He knew it was blood.

When he saw his father demolish the wall, he ran to his mother, “Mom, look what dad did? It is ruined. You could’ve stopped him. Why didn’t you? I won’t help him fix it any more. No one cares. Why do I even bother? His mom just lay there, out cold. 

When she came to, she only hung her head in shame. He was her only child after trying for so many years. She utterly failed her son in every way. Did she want him to take care of her even that young? This was such an unreasonable expectation. He was only seven years old for god sake. This was no dream. He woke up and he was now ten.

* * *

He never wanted a hand out so he went with his neighbor to recommend him a paperboy job. He would set his own alarm to wake up early and go deliver newspaper in the neighborhood before school. Sometimes his mom would give him ride when the weather turned bad. He always thanked his mom.

For the longest time he felt if he didn’t find trouble, the trouble found him. Other kids would pick on him and girls would laugh at him for being too shy. This was a vicious cycle that he knew he has to break but how? He would wish to God he was strong and influential so he would never again have the feeling of helplessness.

He had to grow up so fast, all on his own. He would get even more upset when kids of similar age who were born in even more privilege moaned and complaint for all the little, insignificant things. Those kids had so much attention paid to them, they were growing up ignorant and downright stupid. There is a saying that is so clear, “when children grow up with their every whim satisfied, they grow up to appreciate nothing.” So very true.

He didn’t know why God chose him to survive because everyone around him thus far had done a great job destroying him. Out of anger, he didn’t spare himself neither. He started drinking very early. When mother would be passed out from drinking all night, he would sneak in to sip the leftovers from her glass. He would become sick and throw up. He would feel like dying. May be if he dies, he be doing himself a favor. He would be done living like this. May be if he died, he’d be reborn in better circumstances. Just like those kids whose father’s drop them off in the morning at school in a shiny car.

By the time he reached end of his high school, he grew like a weed to nearly 5’11’’ by the time he was done. He started to fill out in college. He dropped out after two years in college which seemed like eternity and join the Army. He felt he was wasting away his time and money listening to professors talk bullshit.

He excelled and showed aptitude in logical, creative thinking and the army sent him to the college fit for officers. He had an incredible memory for historical facts. He read a lot about men who made history as they had envisioned it. He remembered reading about Magnus Alexandros and his famous quote, “Conquer your fears, and you will conquer death.” Being immortal was the only way to be. Men of that stature aren’t admired because they are afraid of making impossibly difficult decisions. Kings are made, not born. He became an excellent marksman with a rifle. His teammates were impressed when he made an impossible shot with a rifle more than a mile away. They called him ‘Ace’. The name stuck.

* * *

Asal Nourani

Asal Nourani was three years old when some old people in traditional Afghan dresses came to her house. She had no idea what was going on. Her mother had told her to run and hide whenever strangers
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