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NOTES TO MY READERS

Firstly, thank you for reading Jake, Book 2 in The Kumul Cartel Mafia Trilogy, written in AUSTRALIAN ENGLISH. 

 

Thank you to Simona from Bologna, Italy, for verifying the Italian translations.

 

In PNG, during our time there, many of us switched back and forth between the Metric and Imperial systems of measurement even though Metric was the recognised system. Many villages and destinations were named in miles for their distance from the capital—e.g., 8 Mile, and remain so to this day.

 

My husband and I, along with our sons, aged six and two, spent from March 1980 to November 1984 living in Papua New Guinea. He was posted as the Naval Officer in Charge of the Trade Training Unit at Murray Barracks. During our time there, we got to know the island very well. I have set this story during this period as it is what I know.

 

NATIONALS were how Papua New Guineans were referred to by ex-pats (non-Nationals) and how many referred to themselves. Highlanders and Chimbus were from the highlands areas of the country. 

 

RASKOL is a generic term for a criminal or group of criminals in Papua New Guinea, primarily in the larger cities, including Port Moresby and Lae and the time.

PUKPUK is Tok Pisin for Crocodile. I have limited the use of Tok Pisin as there is no Google translation for the language and husband and I have forgotten a lot of it.

 

PMV is a small bus. Most had twenty-two seats but people were often seen riding on the roof or hanging onto the windows on the sides. 

A haus win (House Wind) allows 'wind' to blow through and is  a gazebo type structure made from bamboo or wood with a thatched grass roof. They were very popular in PNG and were in many back gardens. They were used for gatherings and most hotels used them as outside bars. 

The BOTTLE DUMP was an area in the harbour where over decades bottles were dumped. It was a short distance, about 200 metres, off the Naval Base, HMAS LANCRON. It was always referred to as the bottle dump and many dived or snorkelled in the area finding some bottles dated up to three hundred years old. My husband found a fragrance bottle antique dealers believed was one hundred and fifty years old and which still had the stopper.

 

Tok Pisin was the most widely spoken language with Motu also spoken by many. Apart from these languages, there was Place Talk which was unique to individual villages. In all, there were 850 different languages spoken throughout PNG. Most Nationals we spent time with spoke English, Tok Pisin, Motu, and two local village languages.

 

Many place names in this book are authentic, and the descriptions are accurate for the time. However, others are purely fictional. 

 

The corruption is strictly fictional as I had no experience of any during our time in PNG.

 

The cartels are also purely a figment of my imagination and do not exist to my knowledge.

 

This book is to be regarded as a work of fiction even though there are some facts throughout.

 

During the time we were in PNG, it was common knowledge witchcraft, including the Puri Puri men, was a factual occurrence in many villages and one I actually witnessed.

 

Some of our experiences in the country are written into this book, and others will be included in Jake and Quinn’s stories. If you would like to ask about any of these experiences, you are welcome to contact me at: 

horsnells@yahoo.com.au 

 

Recipes at the back of the book are some dishes I enjoyed cooking and our family enjoyed regularly.

 

Kokoda Track (rather than Kokoda Trail) was the most common reference by Nationals and Australians in the early eighties when we were in PNG. For further information about the difference in track/trail visit— 

https://www.awm.gov.au/articles/blog/the-kokoda-track-or-trail 
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JAKE

Rabaul 

East New Britain Province

Papua New Guinea

1980

 

Present time

Logan and his co-pilot, Daly, guided the Kumul Cartel’s Learjet 25D out of range of the Tavurvur volcano as we descended towards the runway. The volcano was known to have tantrums now and again, spewing large volumes of ash into the air, which forced the airport to close.

Through the window, I watched as occasional puffs of grey smoke curled into the sky. She was a cranky bitch and extremely unpredictable.

Many in the area feared another eruption, like the one that had occurred in 1937, was not far off in the future. When a large eruption did occur, the town of Rabaul would most likely be flattened beneath the rivers of lava and showers of ash and flaming embers. 

I suspected Rabaul was living on borrowed time, and it was a shame because I loved the pretty town situated in East New Britain on the island known as New Britain—recognised as part of Papua New Guinea. The talk was if the town was once again decimated, it would not be rebuilt.

The landscape below was one of dense tropical rainforest and jungle, similar to most other South Pacific Islands, including the main island of Papua New Guinea. The runway was one I hated even though we had landed on it hundreds of times. It was short—a mere four thousand, seven hundred feet, and the waters of Simpson Harbour awaited any aircraft if pilots misjudged either end. 

I gripped the arms of the seat as the plane lowered towards the ground. Peering through the window, all I could see was a mass of blue water waiting to welcome us into its arms.

When the wheels touched solid earth with a soft bounce, I breathed out a short breath. We weren’t safe yet. Once the aircraft eased safely to a halt, my rapid heartbeat slowed, and I let out the rest of the breath I’d been holding.

Logan guided the plane from the runway to an area off to one side as he’d been directed by air traffic control. I unclipped my seatbelt, stood, and grabbed the small suitcase I’d packed. Logan and Daly would return to Popondetta and pick me up the following week when my business was concluded. It was no different from the routine we’d followed for years.

On this visit, there were a few new contacts I’d been advised to speak with, and I hoped they would take additional shipments of heroin. It was no use producing more of the drug if we couldn’t offload it to buyers.

Connor had wanted me to bring Waigi and Mala on the trip since I’d be dealing with some men who were strangers. They were men recommended to me by long-standing contacts, so I saw no reason for the unnecessary protection, and both men were needed back home.

Logan and Daly turned as I made my way to the front of the aircraft.

“See you next week. We’ve got clearance to take off immediately, but are you sure you don’t want one of us to stay? Connor would understand if you changed your mind… he’d want you to be safe.” Logan was almost as bad as my brother, always insisting we stay safe.

I patted his shoulder. “I’m a big boy. I’ve been here hundreds of times and must know almost everyone on the island by now. I’ll be fine. See you in a week.”

Daly had lowered the stairs, and after saying a final goodbye, I descended into humidity so thick it was difficult to breathe. It was what breathing underwater must feel like I imagined. 

Halfway across the tarmac, I was greeted by a National I’d never encountered before.

“Jake Masterton?” he inquired.

The man was huge and wouldn’t have been out of place in a sumo wrestling ring, but where Sumo wrestlers leaned towards an abundance of fat, this man was solid muscle. His black hair was damp, most likely from the humidity, had a slight wave, and hung to his shoulders. His skin was dark, typical of this area, and his eyes were almost black. His appearance leaned towards Papuan rather than Tolai or Austronesian, but his eyes, and the lack of emotion in them, had alarm bells ringing. 

“You are?”

“Come with me.”  He wasn’t extending me an invitation, it was an order.

My first instinct was to hightail it back to the plane, but when I spun around, it was to find the stairs had been taken up and the aircraft was already taxiing towards the runway.

Fuck. I was in deep shit.

My last chance to save my arse was to try and attract the attention of someone inside the terminal building who’d give a shit about a white visitor. I started in the direction of what amounted to no more than a shed, but the fleeting chance I might have had disappeared like a dick ramming a whore’s pussy when the goon ripped the suitcase from my hand and wrapped one of his bear-paw-sized hands around my bicep.

“Finished fucking around?” he snarled. “There isn’t any way out. You’re coming with me.”

Resigned to the fact I had no choice, I didn’t fight, instead allowing him to lead me towards a black sedan sitting idling a short distance away.

The man threw my suitcase onto the tarmac, pushed me into the back seat of the vehicle, and climbed in beside me. Another man, equally as large, was behind the wheel in front. He shifted the car into gear and drove away from the airport.

Neither man spoke and I instinctively knew it was pointless to ask questions. I settled my head on the back of the seat and watched through the window as we travelled through the town of Rabaul and headed into the mountains.

Fucking great, my body will never be found. 

I was disappointed I wouldn’t have the opportunity to get to know Natalie better. When I’d first met her a few days earlier, I’d been smitten with the gorgeous woman who had curves worth drooling over. After we’d shared dinner with my brother, Connor, and his fiancée, Tania Bonello, I’d escorted Natalie to her room at the hotel she was staying at in Popondetta. She’d invited me in, and we’d talked for hours. Thinking back, I wished I’d taken the opportunity to seduce her. I was pretty sure I’d never get the chance now to find out what it was like to fuck her into the mattress.

The driver continued on, and it was at least half an hour before he turned the vehicle off what passed for a road and onto a track. 

Elephant grass brushed at the windows as it encroached onto the well-concealed dirt path. We’d travelled about two hundred metres when a pair of black iron gates forced us to a stop. The driver spoke in Pidgin into a speaker, and the gates swung inwards, allowing us to pass through. 

Another twenty metres or so, and we entered onto a gravel quadrangle, in the centre of a compound similar to ours back home in Popondetta. From what I was able to see, it was less than a quarter of the size of ours. Heroin poppies dotted the hillsides behind the buildings. 

The driver drew the car to a stop outside a white painted, two-storey colonial-type house and shut off the engine.

Goon two slid from behind the wheel while I was manhandled from the car by goon one and pushed towards a man who stood on the steps of the building. 

It was all I could do not to burst into laughter despite the dire situation. The man resembled an Italian version of a cartoon colonel. He was dressed in a white suit with a leather strap taking the place of a tie at his throat. His hair was more grey than black, as was his goatee, and he appeared to be chewing gum, or it could have been the more popular betelnut. He stepped forward as I was pushed again and stumbled.

“Alifi, cerca di non trascinare i nostri ospiti in giro .” <Alifi, refrain from pushing our guests around.>

White suit’s voice was gruff as he disciplined his man. Goon one, real name, Alifi, released his hold, but not before giving me a hard push and sending me to my knees in the dust.

“Alifi!” White suit shouted before offering me a hand, which I refused, instead opting to climb to my feet unassisted.

White suit thrust his hand forward. “Mr Masterton, welcome to my home. Please forgive the behaviour of Alifi. He has a tendency to become a little enthusiastic.

I grunted and refused to shake his hand. “Who the fuck are you, and what do you want?”

“Oh, forgive me, Amico mio. <my friend.> My name is Romano Russo. I am Don of the Bellezza Italiana Cartel here in Rabaul.”

Panicked thoughts filled my mind. Fuck, things just got a whole hell of a lot worse. Hang on… when the fuck did another cartel set up shop on the small island. And why hadn’t I been informed about it by one of my contacts? 

“First of all, I am not your mate, and you still haven’t answered my question. Why the fuck am I here?” I responded more calmly than I felt.

White suit, I didn’t have enough respect for the arsehole to think of him as a Don, made a sweeping motion with one arm towards the building. 

“Please, join me inside for a drink, and I’ll explain.”

“Nah, I think I’ll just get your driver to take me back to the hotel and we’ll forget we met.”

White suit laughed. I didn’t think what I’d said was funny, and hey, it was worth a try.

The laughter died, replaced with a menacing expression and a low, deadly voice of command. “You will join me inside for a drink before you retire for the night as my guest. I have festivities planned for first thing tomorrow morning.”

Why did I think the festivities were going to revolve around me? Somehow, I suspected, while they might be festive for white suit and his goons, it was highly unlikely I’d feel the same way. 

When goon one stepped up behind me and gave me a push, I decided there was no choice but to follow white suit into the building.

***

Unfortunately, I didn’t take a lot of notice of the home because I was too busy checking out another four goons who stood waiting inside the entrance. They were equally as big as the two behind me and stood with their legs slightly spread, arms crossed. The whole thing was a bit over the top, in my opinion. Were six huge goons really necessary to keep me in line? I was good, a black belt proponent of Jiu-Jitsu, but not so good I could take on these goons.

White suit indicated a room off to the side. “Please, follow me. Let us share a drink.”

Like I had a fucking choice. I followed white suit, flanked by two goons, while four followed behind.

“Take a seat, Mr Masterton. We have much to discuss.”

I dropped into a chair, with a goon on each side and another behind. The other three men stood in various positions around the room.

White suit mixed drinks at a built-in, well-stocked bar, crossed the floor and held a glass towards me in his outstretched hand. 

I didn’t want the fucking drink, but before I was beaten to a pulp, and I had no doubt it was what was going to happen, curiosity had me wanting to know something about them, so I accepted.

White suit took a seat opposite and gulped his drink. He indicated I should do the same, but I chose to sip at the liquid, which turned out to be a rather good-tasting whisky. If I was about to die, I’d at least go out after enjoying a decent drop.

“Now, Mr Masterton, why are you trespassing on my territory?”

“When the fuck did you move in here?” I countered with my own question.

“I will ask the questions, tu fai un cazzo di silenzio!” <Just shut the fuck up!>

His shouting caused me to jump, sending some of the liquid over the edge of the glass and onto the shorts I wore.

I spoke much more calmly than I felt. “Per favore, sappi che parlo e capisco l'italiano. So bene che non uscirò diqui vivo, quindi vaffanculo, farò tutte le domande che voglio e non risponderò a nessuna delle tue.” <Please know, I speak and understand Italian. I am well aware that I will not leave here alive, so fucker, I will ask all the questions I want and I will not answer any of yours.>

“We will speak English since it appears Italian has no benefit and my men don’t understand the language of my homeland.”

“So, am I to be killed now, or are you going to answer my question?”

“My contacts said you were a tough motherfucker. I see no harm in you knowing as you won’t live to tell anyone. I have been on the island for almost two years, but it has taken until now for my business to become operational.”
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