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Preface

Lenny B and So Good are locked in a fierce
battle with the Drug Starr Cartel. They’ve wreaked havoc by
disrupting drugs sales, destroying houses and product, and causing
the demise of many soldiers. Dissension occurs within the ranks as
underlings vie to be Royam’s right hand man.

Lenny B has nightmares of relapsing, Renee
leaving and his death. Royam and Lenny B have an epic battle in
Center City, Philadelphia. Royam is believed to be dead due to his
escape helicopter crashing and burning in the City Hall
courtyard.

The sequel begins with a conviction of
Royam, posthumously. Unscrupulous City officials begin divvying up
his empire. A new leader of the Cartel emerges and begins to spread
his wings. One by one, the parties involved with trying to take out
Royam begin to perish. Is this a mere coincidence or is Royam
operating from beyond the grave?


Chapter One

Lightning bolts split the concrete which the
helicopter engine rests. It falls and smashes through the Concourse
Walkway landing on the subway tracks. A gas line is ruptured and
its fumes dance with a discarded cigarette. An explosion follows
vaporizing commuters within 50 yards. It liquefies brick, steel,
fresh and bones.

The blast short-circuits the entire subway
system in both directions. Thousands upon thousands of passengers
are stranded on platforms, trains, and elevators. The lights go out
but backup generators activate immediately providing limited power
to the stations only. People are temporarily trapped inside
elevators programmed to go to the ground floors. Others are killed
or maimed by huge blocks of concrete falling before and after the
engine. Fallen power lines, dangling like vines in a tropical rain
forest, electrocute others as the aroma of their burning flesh
fills the air like ribs on a hot grill.

Children, separated from parents and loved
ones, frantically cry out for them but get no response. Adults
stampede two children while vying for their own personal safety. A
child is kidnapped in the melee as there are always predators
waiting for an opportune moment in our sadistic world. Welcome to
the jungle baby.

Men desert their wives and caretakers
abandon the wheelchair bound and elderly as law of
self-preservation kicks in. Amidst the panic and chaos, rumors
begin to circulate terrorists have struck in Philly as they did in
New York. Folks scurry and try to find cover while yelling,
screaming, and trampling over one another. The station manager
finally announces over the speaker system the explosion was the
result of a gas leak and not a terrorist attack. But in the minds
of the hurt, mangled and the spirits of the recently departed the
results are the same.

Some only had minor cuts, burns or bruises.
After gathering themselves, they begin to complain about being
inconvenienced, getting home late, having to find other modes of
transportation and suing the City. Others fuss about having to pay
late fees to the baby sitters or having their hair and or clothing
ruined. There are those who must console themselves for the moment
and then go explain to other family members how their loved ones
perished right before their eyes. And finally, there are those who
are now left alone in this world.

The spirits still hover over their earthly
bodies as they prepare for the next level of life, which began at
death. They still haven’t accepted the fact they’re no longer
amongst us. They try to revive themselves but hands past through
their corpses.

The paramedic’s reach the commuters below.
The excess water from the extinguished fire gently showers those
below like a waterfall. The rich caught up in this disaster can’t
believe their status can’t get them preferred treatment as they
yell out names of congressmen and dead presidents and threaten to
have people fired. But another member of the elite class tells him
not to worry for when they arrive at the hospital the haves will be
separated from the have-nots and treated accordingly.

Remnants of the whirlybird’s frame resemble
the work of a sculptor whose vision went awry in the middle of his
creation. Some medics verbally comfort those who weren’t injured
physically but emotionally. Others place recently deceased into
body bags until the coroner’s office arrives. The yellow bags are
the remains of the females, blue bags males, and the white bags the
children. The red bags were for victims unable to be identified at
all. They’ll be later acknowledged by items in their pockets,
wallets, handbags, bracelet necklace or charm.


Chapter Two

Vermin and their off-spring frolic back and
forth amongst death which is life and sustenance to them for God
provides for all His creatures in the circle of life. They make the
best of the turmoil as a few of them take a moment to feast upon
severed limbs basking in blood over easy. It’s simple to see while
they and roaches will survive the nuclear war destined to destroy
mankind. Train cars along the subway line remain darkened from lack
of power. Panic increases amongst the travelers. A lady yells out
her purse has just been snatched. A gentleman begins bellowing
someone just groped his ass. He realizes it wasn’t the pretty woman
standing beside him when the lights went out. It must have been the
beard he felt on the back of his neck. The engineer, in contact
with the station, walks through the train cars assuring the
passengers everything will be fine. He tells the woman not to worry
because no one can enter or exit the train cars without a key. He
requests the police to be at the station to arrest the bitch ass
coward who snatched her bag. He tells the brother he’ll be all
right and to protect the other ass cheek which causes the other
passengers to laugh uncontrollably.

The force of the explosion exposes a large
underground tunnel with homeless, hopeless, and helpless people
traveling to a pre-selected destination. They weren’t sure if it
was an earthquake so they head to the surface for safety via an
unused sewerage system leading to a wooded area near Penn’s
Landing. They try to avoid us surface people at all cost for most
of us are insensitive and cruel with no passion for their plights.
Some of us will even spit, kick, curse, hurl things, or even chase
them away as if they were dogs trying to go through our garbage.
There are those of us who perceive them as the scum of the Earth.
Some of us have probably walked past and ignored our own flesh and
blood not wanting to be embarrassed while accompanying a coworker,
client or date. We spend our time trying to intellectualize their
situation instead of just helping our fellow man with the blessings
God has been gracious enough to bestow upon us. We really believe
this is our “stuff” and cling to it for dear life missing the big
picture in the grand scheme of things you’re going to leave it all
behind. It won’t impress God in the slightest and we won’t get any
points at the “Pearly Gates” for your material things. After all,
the Earth and all thereof is the Lord’s. What’s ironic is in our
warped minds we can’t understand how this could’ve happened to our
fellow man. They must all be drug addicts or alcoholics or convicts
or some other form of perceived cancer on society from the normal
because this shouldn’t happen if you go to work every day. Oh, you
poor fools. The truth is most of us are closer to their reality
than we care to admit.

The underground dwellers have taken on the
behavior and demeanor of brother rat learning how to survive on
whatever food and clothing they can find and disappear with the
quickness. Sometimes they appear to be invisible as if they can
walk through walls, now you see them, now you don’t. Just like the
rat they’ll run first if confronted but if you back them into a
corner you’ll be in for the fight of your life.

Their underground community is approximately
30 yards below ground level. There are several passageways leading
in and out for easy access or escape purposes. It’s also
booby-trapped with trip wires to activate alarm systems in the
compound or weapons that could decapitate trespassers. There are
many rumors circulating about the compound but it has never been
confirmed nor found. Fresh air arrives through a series of tunnels.
Unfortunately, it’s not enough to dispel the carbon monoxide
poisoning emanating from the coal embedded in the walls of the
caverns. They’re not aware it’s silently and slowly killing them as
they sleep. In the winter, steam rising from pockets in the Earth
via a lava river several miles beneath the subterranean passage
floor provides heat. It’s almost like turning up nature’s
thermostat. They also capture steam into large ten-gallon glass
containers and use it for drinking water. Water is also supplied by
an underground well below its usual level. It’s a very strong
possibility it may be contaminated so it’s boiled first. There are
out houses built on the outskirts of the community that drain into
a small brook which flows out to the Delaware River.

Several large warehouses are used for
quarters and people are separated by categories. There are two
buildings for the men, two buildings for women and children and one
for entire families. The warehouses were previously as an
underground military installation until the government relocated it
to the Pennsylvania Mountain Range. The range provides more
protection if there is a nuclear attack. There are three floors in
each building and relatives are kept together on the first two
floors. If alone, you’re separated by age to prevent abuse, rape or
molestation. Clothing, furniture, toys and other items forsaken by
well to do are treasures to these people. A few of them have things
from previous lives and must guard them from the others who may be
tempted to steal them. However, thievery can have you banished from
the compound or sentenced to death. The last dwelling has armed
guards posted around, inside, and on the roof. It’s a palace
compared to the other structures and where the governing bodies
reside. Splicing into cables connected to Septa’s power generators
provides electricity. There are two searchlights also connected to
the generators, which provide pseudo sunlight and moonlight.

Their core food source is provided by a
series of gardens by the river. It’s concealed by the tall wild
grass and produces carrots, tomatoes, string beans, and potatoes.
They fish right out of the Delaware River and trap wildlife in the
parks and cemeteries including pigeons, possums, squirrels, and
raccoons and on a bad day rat. The contaminated water is beginning
to mutate everything within a two-mile radius. When digested, the
radiation feeds on their bodies. They have holding pens for live
captured prey. The pen rests in the middle of the complex and sits
on a high platform so the colonists won’t be tempted to steal.

If necessary, they’ll raid garbage cans and
disposal units on their quest for food around midnight. And if
pushed to the brink and food is nowhere to be found they’ll dine on
the remains of their dead. They too hear the announcement and head
back home. On the way, two stop to seal holes to keep intruders
from discovering their dwellings.

As they complete their task, they hear a
beeping sound and walk cautiously over to investigate switchblades
drawn. Protruding from the rocks is the arm of a seemingly lifeless
body with an expensive wristwatch. He must have crawled through the
temporary entrance created by the blast. Whoever it is they’re
trespassing and the penalty is death. The victim has a few minor
burns, a few bruises, and a very faint pulse. It’s amazing he
survived as he lies in limbo in a very large pool of his own blood.
They partially clean him up, rob him of the watch, rings, and money
and carry him back to their city. They never look at his
identification and simply toss the wallet.


Chapter Three

“This is Craig Love coming to you live from
Action News Six. Tonight, we’re bringing you a special live report
from the Federal Court Building in Philadelphia. The Grand Jury has
supposedly reached a unanimous verdict, in record time I might add,
after wrapping up their investigation into allegations former and
deceased city Councilman Lee Covington was the brain thrust behind
the notorious Drug Starr Cartel. As you all know by now, the
Councilman died when his helicopter crashed and burned in the City
Hall Courtyard just 72 hours ago, after taking off from William
Penn’s Hat. Yes, you heard me correctly, from William Penn’s Hat.
When the authorities went to investigate the origin of the flight,
they discovered a mobile drug lab on their way to the heliport,
along with kilos of cocaine and hundreds of thousands of dollars in
cash housed inside Billy Penn. The people who staffed the operation
managed to get away,” says Craig in amazement.

“The Councilman,” continues Craig
considering the camera to the right, “loved and respected
throughout the city, nation and the world, was responsible for
enacting the War on Drugs Campaign here in the City of Brotherly
Love amongst his many other accomplishments. He recently became a
candidate for governor and would have most definitely been elected.
He most certainty would have received my vote. I find it hard to
even fathom these charges can be true although for the life of me I
can’t explain the helicopter.

The Councilman was responsible for
establishing numerous charities, implementing laws for the elderly
and the homeless, and always there for his constituents. But to my
shock and dismay, I must sadly say there were confirmed reports the
Councilman was seen running through Penn Station firing shots
haphazardly at a masked assailant. He also knocked over a few
commuters’ just hours before his demise,” comments Craig. “For
those of you here and around the country that may not be familiar
with Drug Starr, I’ll give you some background information,” says
Craig shaking his head. “Drug Starr supplies the entire state with
drugs and munitions of all sorts. They’re structured and managed
better than most of your successful Fortune 500 companies; however,
employee discipline is a little more severe than a pink slip. Their
main moneymaker however, is crack cocaine. They’ve a monopoly on
trafficking and distribution because they leave no living
competitors.

There were over 700 drug-related deaths in
the first year of Drug Starr’s existence as they wiped out the
competition one by one, with only 50 convictions. And out of the
fifty, forty-five received sentences of only three to five years.
The other five received life sentences but are eligible for parole
in fifteen years. During that time crime rose 91 percent. They
always seemed to be a step ahead of the police but now we know why
if the accusations are true The Drug Empire is not only flourishing
but there are rumors they’re trying to establish themselves
nationwide,” states Craig flipping through his notes. “The violence
escalated for years until the vigilante organization known as the
“Blackavellian Knights” appeared on the scene and declared war on
Drug Starr,” continues Craig now angling for the camera on the left
side of the stage. “They made themselves protectors of the people,
trying to drive the pushers back into the shadows from whence they
came. Major crime dropped fifty percent while petty crime dropped
twenty-five percent since they’ve been on the scene. The law
enforcement agencies would like to take credit for it but this
reporter knows the deal. It’s my opinion the police seem more
interested in catching the “Knights” instead of the bad guys,”
states Craig in disappointment. “The grand jury, headed by Police
Commissioner Slater, is filing out of the courtroom now. I know
they have to be exhausted from the deliberations and I hope they
didn’t rush their decision due to exhaustion. Any half ass, I mean,
good defense attorney could build their entire case around that
fact alone. They’ve been conducting these proceeding for the last
48 hours, marathon style, only being allowed to leave to use the
facilities. There was a truckload of evidence the lawmakers had to
sift through before reaching a conclusion. The actual verdict was
decided in less than 30 minutes, says an inside source. Here is
Commissioner Slater stepping up to the mobile podium to address the
waves of reporters and concerned citizens,” says Craig as the
cameraman on the scene moves in closer for a better shot.

“Ladies and gentlemen of the media and
citizens of the City of Brotherly Love and the world, it’s my
painful task to inform you the allegations against Councilman Lee
Covington are true. Believe me I’m just as surprised as you all
are,” says Slater appearing to be shocked and appalled by the
discovery of the Councilman’s double life. “I’m probably the most
traumatized because he was my closest and dearest friend and I
didn’t even have a clue, no inkling about his other life. Once the
story broke, the FBI and the ATF contacted and informed me they’ve
been investigating the Councilman, other city, state, and federal
employees including myself for several years. The evidence includes
pictures taken by surveillance cameras, audio recordings of drug
deals, hit lists of dealers, organizations wiped off the face of
the Earth, a current death list, and overseas accounts with
millions and millions of dollars. He kept a detailed journal with
all the gory details highlighted with a rating system of 1 to 4
stars, depending on the level of violence. We’re going to convict
him posthumously, which will be the first time this has been done
here in the city of Philadelphia and an empty coffin buried in a
newly created federal prison cemetery. We’ll be seizing his assets
and use them to help fund the War on Drugs in Philadelphia, which
he birthed. Once the stenographer has translated the notes, we’ll
provide the detail to the press and public via tape or report. That
is all for now. Have a great evening,” says an emotional
Commissioner Slater as he wipes a tear from his eyes.

“There you have it ladies and gentlemen from
the top dog himself. I still can’t believe it. We’ll be presenting
the entire hearing starting at 12:00 A.M. Eastern Standard Time.
I’m going home to get the popcorn ready. This is Craig Love, Action
News 6, peace out.”


Chapter Four

Kellen has assembled the entire management
crew of the Philadelphia Cartel along with representatives from
throughout the state. He’s about to address his ascension to
kingpin and Royam’s demise. They enjoy a double skybox waiting for
the 76ers-benefit game to begin against the city officials to raise
money for Cancer. There are plenty of NBA Stars and local
celebrities present for the event. Some are there because they
truly care or been touched personally by the disease and others
just couldn’t let a photo opportunity past them by.

The waiters are setting up the bar and
bringing in enough food to feed a third of the homeless population
in Center City. It’s a smorgasbord centered on Seafood which
includes everything from Fried Calamari to Lobster. In addition,
there is Prime Rib, Roasted, Fried, and Baked Chicken and Fish, a
garden full of fresh and sautéed vegetables and salads, cold cuts,
dips and snacks. The beverages include everything from bottled
water to the best champagne money can buy. Always included on the
liquid menu is Schmidt’s beer, his deceased father’s favorite
beverage.

Kellen’s reputation is known throughout the
country and no one doubts there will be any objections to him
running the show unless they don’t like living. They’re aware of
his escapades and the drama he’s capable of as Royam’s most feared
captain. He’s truly someone you don’t want angry with you. He’s a
very methodical individual so if he has singled you out for praise
or chastisement you best believe he’s done his homework. The
National Anthem is beginning to play on the monitors. It’s Marvin
Gaye’s taped version of the Star-Spangled Banner performed at a NBA
All-Star game many years ago. The people are cheering Marvin,
rocking back and forth, and flicking their lighters. We
concertgoers know it represents the height of approval form of the
crowd. In my opinion, there has not been a better performance of
the Star-Spangled Banner. I always get emotional about Marvin. He’s
my favorite singer of all time. It was truly a tragic loss when he
was killed. I felt like I had just lost a close family member.

The players from both teams gather on the
floor, shake hands, inquire about the parties after the game, and
then prepare to tip off. The coaches meet each other half way;
greet each other, the head back to their respective benches. The
referee has them all in position and tosses the ball in the
air.

“The alley oop is a beautiful thing to
watch,” says Kellen as he pumps his clenched fists in the air in
celebration of the basket. “It takes timing and teamwork my friends
to succeed in any business. And let’s not forget loyalty and
commitment to each other. These four things can place the world in
the palms of our hands, gentlemen. Before I go any further though,
let
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