
   [image: Cover: Iqbal Farooq and the Crown Jewels by Manu Sareen]

   
      
         
            Manu Sareen
      

            Iqbal Farooq and the Crown Jewels
      

            Translated by Sif Rose Thaysen
      

         

         
            SAGA Kids
      

         

      
   


   
      
         
            Iqbal Farooq and the Crown Jewels

             
      

            Translated by Sif Rose Thaysen

             
      

            Original title: Iqbal Farooq og kronjuvelerne

             
      

            Original language: Danish

             
      

            Copyright ©2011, 2023 Manu Sareen and SAGA Egmont

             
      

            All rights reserved

             
      

            ISBN: 9788728273760

             
      

            1st ebook edition

Format: EPUB 3.0

             
      

            No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. It is prohibited to perform text and data mining (TDM) of this publication, including for the purposes of training AI technologies, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

             
      

            www.sagaegmont.com

Saga is a subsidiary of Egmont. Egmont is Denmark’s largest media company and fully owned by the Egmont Foundation, which donates almost 13,4 million euros annually to children in difficult circumstances.

         

      
   


   
      
         The names of the Farooq family are pronounced like this:

         Iqbal Farooq: yk’bal fa’rook

         Tariq: ta’reek

         Rafig: ra’feek

         Nazem: na’zem

         Fatima: ‘fatima

         Nasrin: nas’rin

         Dindua: ‘dindua

      
   


   
      
         “Eh, that’s frigging Iqbal Farooq on his way to see the shrink lady and get his hard disk checked out!”

         “Um, hey, Tanwir,” I said, startled.

         Tanwir and some of the other boys from grade nine were on their way down to the schoolyard, and I had been standing in the hallway, staring at the sign and thinking it wasn’t that long ago that I was here the last time. It still read “Jeanette Ølholm – School Psychologist”, and there was still a Christmas ornament, a small paper heart, hanging from one end, even though it was April.

         “You and Tariq killed it, yo. And you even got to visit the queen. Total cousin-respect, yo, give me some frigging skin,” he said and raised his hand to high-five.

         I was just about to give him the skin when the door to the school psychologist’s office opened.

         “Oooh, hello, Iqbal! Do come in,” Jeanette Ølholm said happily and smiled as if she had been waiting for me all day.

         She pulled me inside and pointed to the couch.

         “There, you can lie down there. Isn’t it just lovely that the two of us get to have another chat? I’ve certainly been looking forward to this. Now, just lie down and relax, and tell me everything from the beginning. Come on, completely relaxed,” she said. She was all excited. “Are you relaxing your body? It’s important that you are completely relaxed.”

         I got comfortable on the couch and thought that she was probably the one who needed to relax.

         “Well, Iqbal, are you relaxed? It’s quite the ordeal you’ve been through this time,” she said seriously. “But you know, it’s important to talk to an adult about it, so I think you should just start with anything that comes to mind.”

         I closed my eyes and thought about it for a long time. It was probably those stupid monkeys that had set everything in motion. Yes, it was definitely Uncle Rafig’s Indian monkeys.

      
   


   
      
         
            Chapter
          1
      

            Blue Monkeys
      

         

         “Iqbal, go answer the door and see who’s knocking so early in the morning!” Dad yelled from the living room. He had just gotten out of bed and was sitting on the leather couch wearing only his undies.

         I ran to the hallway and opened the door, but before I could say hello or anything else, Uncle Rafig ran past me and into the living room to Dad.

         “Oh no, not you, Rafig,” Dad sighed. “It’s Sunday and my only day off, and I don’t have any money you can borrow.”

         “Just calm down, Nazem, and look at this advert for Safaripark,” Uncle huffed, gasping for breath as he marveled at Dad’s undies, which had the Indian and the Danish flag embroidered on them.

         Dad took the advert and looked at it thoroughly.

         “Yes, that’s very nice, Rafig. Those are some cute pictures of giraffes and rhinos and lovely children feeding goats. Yes, as far as I can tell, that’s a Turkish mountain goat,” Dad said and looked very wise.

         “Is there something in particular we should be looking at, Uncle?” I asked curiously.

         “Iqbal, you are the brightest of our family, well, after me of course,” he replied. “Look at those monkeys and elephants in the pictures. Those are frigging Indian monkeys and elephants. Look closely.”

         He pointed frantically at the pictures, and we looked at the animals for a long time without seeing anything out of the ordinary. Mom had even gotten out of bed when she heard Uncle Rafig talk about Indian monkeys and elephants.

         “Hmm, Rafig, what about it then?” she asked impatiently.

         “They’re obviously sad, can’t you tell? Compare them to the other animals. Do you see how sad the monkeys and elephants look?”

         “Dammit, Rafig! What did you expect, that they would smile for the photographer? We’re talking about animals here, you son of a donkey!” Dad said.

         “Just look closer, Nazem. It’s true, and if you don’t believe me then, you can call one of my friends. His name is Lion Rocky, and he is an animal caretaker, and—”

         “That’s a pretty funny name, he sounds like a hooligan,” Tariq interrupted.

         “Yes, you’re right, but he’s actually from the Netherlands, and I think they all have the same name there. But he works at Safaripark, and he told me that the monkeys and the elephants are sad. And so I thought that we have a duty to go down there and speak a little Indian to them, yes, because that might cheer them up. They’re probably just homesick.”

         Rafig leaned contentedly back in the leather couch.

         Mom got up and laughed all the way to the kitchen. Dad suddenly looked very tired, and I was sure for a moment that he was about to go back to bed. But I was terribly wrong.

         “Hmmm, maybe you’re actually right for once, Rafig. It is our duty as Indians to help those poor Indian animals.”

         Dad stood up on the couch and pointed to the door and yelled, “Off we go! Tariq, you’re in charge of the map so that we can find our way there, and, Iqbal, you’re responsible for making a Thermos of coffee, and what about you two, Nasrin and Fatima, do you want to come?”

         “Do we want to come chat with a troop of Indian monkeys who are homesick?” Mom yelled from the kitchen. “Well, I’m not sure. What do you think, Fatima, should we go?”

         “Oh, there’s nothing I want more, but I’m sure that the monkeys will prefer Dad and Uncle Rafig,” Fatima answered, and then they both burst out laughing so hard that tears rolled down their cheeks.

         “Yes, yes, yes, don’t get too excited,” Dad answered, a little insulted, as he got ready for the big rescue trip for sad animals in Safaripark.

         “What about Dindua, is he coming?” Uncle asked.

         “No,” I said. “He had a sleepover with Lelix and Sille and won’t be home until later.

         On our way down the stairs, we met our neighbor’s son, Kaseem.

         “Eh, whassup, cousin, what’s happening at this lame time of day?”

         “Hey, Kaseem, my jungle brother, it’s totally rad. We are going on the sickest safari to save a bunch of elephants and monkeys from India who are feeling crazy down,” I answered.

         “Argh, that sucks, yo, can I join you on your trip or what’s happening?”

         We looked questioningly at Dad, who looked at Kaseem with suspicion.

         “Hmm, okay, but no smuggling back any crocodiles or cobras, okay, Kaseem? The Danes definitely don’t like that.”

         “Al right, man, respect. That’s prime, big daddy N, that’s the shit. Let’s bounce.”

         “What on earth are you talking about, Kaseem?” Dad asked.

         “Um, I’m just glad that I can come.”

         “Then speak Danish and not that weird ‘big daddy’ language. What would the Danes think if they heard? You’ll never get a job. And take off all of those gold chains if you want to come. You look like someone going to a carnival!”

         “But it’s my bling-bling.”

         “Pling-pling, ding-ding. Stop that and speak Danish, do we have a deal, Kaseem?”

         “Alright, man!”

         We got into the old 1986 Mazda, all five of us, and drove down Blågårdsgade, setting the course for Safaripark. Dad was in a great mood and floored it in the Mazda on the highway. He was singing one of his old Indian songs at the top of his lungs, and for once he was smiling at Uncle Rafig, and when he couldn’t remember the Indian lyrics, he just made up new words.

         
            
               
                  Rafig, you are alright. I don’t mind you at all, but are you a town, or are you a clown, lalalalay hurray.
      

                  Rafig, you waste money. We know it as well as the tall tales you tell, lalalalay hurray.
      

                  Rafig, you say people they try to bring you down. But maybe you’re a … um … dog … um … with a frown, lalalalay hurray.
      

               

            

         

         The weirdest thing was that Uncle was chanting along to Dad’s songs without realizing that they were about him. After many miles on the road and numerous Indian songs with Danish words in them, we arrived at Safaripark.

         “What’s up, Uncle, isn’t that Dutch animal caretaker, Lion Rock, coming to get us?”

         “Well, his name is actually Lion Rocky, and he’s a Dutch animal caretaking expert. But he actually just sent a text saying that he’s home sick today, so unfortunately he’s not here.”

         “But, Uncle, you haven’t had a cell phone ever since the phone company canceled your SIM card and the police confiscated it, right?”

         “That’s was a bloody mistake, Tariq, and it wasn’t my fault. I certainly don’t have a 225,000 kroner phone bill, and … um … I … I also have an … um … extra phone in my inside pocket, and …”

         “Rafig, if this is one of your cons, then I’m telling you, you imbecile Chinese mountain goat, I will personally put you on the next plane to Pakistan.”

         “But we’re from India, Nazem!”

         “RAFIG!” Dad screamed.

         “Calm all the way down, Nazem. I swear on my great grandfather beard that it’s all true this time.”

         “I hope for your sake that’s true, and by the way, our great grandfather didn’t have a beard,” Dad replied and looked sternly at Uncle.

         We drove around for a bit before we found the elephants, and it seemed to check out. At least they looked like Indian elephants. Dad got out of the car like some big man of the world and looked around before he walked towards the elephants. The rest of us followed him the best we could.

         “Hello there, sir, are you the animal keeper guy at this park?”

         “Um, yes,” said the man, who was wearing a green boiler suit that had “animal keeper” written on it in large, black letters.

         “Yes, because it’s Indian elephants that you have here at the park, and as Indians it’s clear to us that they are sad. They are actually very sad. By the way, we call them ‘hati’ in Indian, yes, that actually means elephant, my good man. Just look at them. They don’t smile, and we just can’t have that.”

         “But that’s not—”

         “No buts, we have been dispatched by the Indian Ministry of Elephants and we have strict orders from the highest Indian law enforcement authorities and the Bellahøj Police Precinct to make sure that the Indian elephants are not sad,” Uncle said in his sternest voice.

         “But …” the animal keeper tried again.

         But it was too late, because Uncle and Dad were already moving towards the elephants with brisk steps.

         “Oh, I’m very sorry about that, Mr. Supervisor,” said the animal keeper, who was just behind them, bowing nervously.

         “I really didn’t know that you were supposed to come to the park and inspect the elephants.”

         “That’s crazy, man. They are totally conning him,” giggled Kaseem, who came loafing behind them with me and Tariq.

         “Um, would you like to go all the way into the elephant enclosure?” the animal keeper asked, rattling the keys.

         “NO, NO!” Dad and Uncle yelled in unison.

         “Um, yes, what we mean is that it’s fine to just stand out here and speak to them in Indian,” Dad explained.

         And then Dad and Uncle started yelling at the elephants in Indian while the animal keeper watched them with admiration. The other visitors were less impressed, and when they asked us boys what was going on, we told them that we were Italian school boys and knew nothing about the two raving mad Indian men from the elephant ministry.

         “Yes, we are done now, and as you can see, they are all happy and smiling,” Dad told the animal keeper proudly.

         “Yes, I must say that I really do appreciate your help, but I had no idea that our Thai elephants understood Indian,” the animal keeper answered.

         “What now?” Dad said. “Are those beasts not Indian elephants?”

         “No, Mr. Supervisor, those are Thai elephants. We have swapped a bit with the other zoos in Denmark, so our Indian elephants have moved to Jutland, but I can definitely tell that they are feeling a lot better now.”

         Dad grabbed Uncle by the arm and quickly led him to the car and got in. We boys sat in the back seat. I must admit that I was a little worried for Uncle Rafig because Dad just sat there staring straight ahead through the windshield.

         “I can’t, I just can’t anymore! What have I done in a previous life to be burdened with such a fool of a brother? I have seen Turkish chickens with more brains than Rafig, but why do I have to be burdened with him? Why?” Dad sighed and rolled his eyes as he started the car and began driving towards the exit.

         “Stop!” Tariq yelled when we drove past the monkeys. “It says that they are Indian monkeys!”

         Dad stopped the car, and his mood immediately changed from bad to good.

         “We’ll drive in there and speak some Indian to them,” he cheered at the prospect of finally getting to do the good deed.

         “Yes, but how do we get in touch with them?” I asked and pointed to a sign that told you to under no circumstances open your windows or doors while driving past the monkeys.

         “It’s fine as long as you don’t touch the little beasts, because they might have some strange ailment. I had an uncle in India who got infected with something when he touched a monkey once. So no touching!” Dad said.

         We slowly drove into the monkey area, which was a giant cage the size of a city block. But there were no buildings, just a bunch of trees and monkeys. I had to admit that the monkeys did look a bit sad, so maybe it wasn’t such a bad thing that Uncle had persuaded us to speak some Indian to them.

         Inside the monkey cage Uncle opened the window just enough that his mouth fit through the opening. Dad did the same thing and then they sat there with their mouths out the window and spoke Indian to the monkeys.

         “They’re not reacting,” Uncle said after some time, a little disappointed.

         “Maybe they are from Thailand,” Kaseem said and sobbed with laughter on the back seat.

         “And maybe we should drop you off in here,” Dad replied.

         Those were the last words we heard from Kaseem in the monkey cage.

         “I’ll roll the window down a bit further, so that it’s easier to talk to them,” Uncle said.

         I don’t really know what happened, but the next thing I saw was Uncle hanging with the entirety of his upper body out of the car window while yelling all kinds of stuff at the monkeys in Indian, and at the same time, two monkeys who had been sitting on the roof of the car poked their heads inside.

         “ARGH! Get those monkeys away, dammit, they look infested!” Dad yelled as he wailed and screamed and hit at them with the Thermos to chase them away, but instead he hit Uncle over the back of his head.

         “OUCH, DAMMIT!” Uncle screamed, and the two monkeys got such a fright that they jumped into the car and jumped around in a wild panic. We boys screamed at the top of our lungs, and maybe that was what made the other monkeys in the cage attack the car and jump through the window one by one. At one point there must have been at least forty-five monkeys in the car.

         We had to flee the Mazda and run like crazy towards the exit with a horde of screaming monkey at our heels. The visitors in the other cars probably couldn’t believe their eyes.

         “What the hell are you doing? Can’t you read Danish, dammit?” the park guard yelled once we had finally reached safety on the other side of the fence.
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         “But my brother said that if we spoke to the monkeys in Indian then—”

         “Even if you spoke Icelandic to the monkeys, you have no business being outside of the car!”

         “But Indian monkeys don’t understand Icelandic,” Rafig interrupted him.

         “OUT OF MY PARK! PISS OFF! HERAUS!” The guard roared.

         He was also starting to turn a bit red in the face, so it was probably a good thing that five of his colleagues removed him while he kicked and punched like a jumping jack.

         Then they went and got our car, and we could drive back home. It was a very long drive, because the monkeys hadn’t just ripped everything apart inside the car, they had also shit in it, and everything stank of monkey turd. We had to drive with all the windows open even when it started raining into the car. Once we reached Nørrebro, we not only reeked of monkey shit, we were also drenched and crazy cold.

         Dad parked the car in Blågårdsgade, and Tariq brought him straight to the apartment. He hadn’t said a word, and I was sure that he would go straight to bed.

         “So, my cousin, thanks for today,” Kaseem said, a little dumbfounded.

         For a moment he looked into the car, where everything was torn apart, and all of the monkey shit had mixed with the rain water and sloshed around on the floor and the seats. He also looked at Uncle Rafig as if he wanted to say something, but I honestly don’t think he had the energy, so he just walked off, dripping and smelling himself and making faces.

         “Well, see you later, Uncle,” I said and was about to get out of the car, but Rafig grabbed me.

         “Hey, Iqbal, we’re the best of pals, right?”

         “Well, I don’t—”

         “Good, now listen, I want things to stay good between us.”

         “But, Uncle, that’s—”

         “Brilliant, Iqbal. Now listen, I read in the Buy & Sell Newspaper that those daft monkeys are worth a lot of dough, and so I coincidentally made a small trap which I brought today. Yes, what a coincidence, right? And you know what, one of the goddamn monkeys went in the trap. And since we have it now anyway, it would be a shame not to sell it, right?”

         Uncle was smiling from ear to ear while anxiously fidgeting with his moustache.

         “You’re unbelievable, Uncle! Then the trip didn’t have anything to do with sad elephants and monkeys, and you knew all along! It was all to take a monkey back with us!”

         “Oh no, Iqbal, it wasn’t like that, but listen, don’t worry. You’ll just go around the neighborhood and ask people if they would like to buy a real Indian monkey for just 10,000 kroner. And remember to tell them that it’s with a pedigree, collar, and everything. And tell them that it’s house-trained too.”

         “Honestly, Uncle, I can’t do that. The kebab guy wouldn’t even buy it for 100 kroner.”

         “Um, do you really think he might be interested in buying it to use for meat?” Uncle asked, concerned.

         “What wouldn’t the kebab guy buy for 100 kroner?” asked Dindua, who had just walked by with Lelix and poked his head through the window.

         “Uncle wants to sell a monkey to the kebab guy.”

         “Wow, man,” he said and disappeared just as quickly as he had appeared.

         “Do we have a deal, Iqbal?”

         “I’ll make sure to ask, but you have to get that monkey out of the car before Dad notices, because you know he’ll explode and put you on a plane to Pakistan.”

         “Nazem will be happy when he realizes that we made a bit of money for the family,” Uncle said, pleased with himself.

         “Does that mean I can tell him that you stole a monkey?”

         “Are you crazy, Iqbal? You will have to wait two or three years to tell him.”

         I got out of the car and walked into the building, and I was on my way up the stairs to our apartment when I bumped into Mister Katanga, who lived on the ground floor.

         “Hey, man, Iqbal, mi friend! What are ya doing, man, why do ya smell like monkey shit?”

         “Hey, Mister Katanga, well, we just came back from Safaripark, and can you really smell that it’s monkey shit?”

         “Oh yeh, man. I am from Africa, man. I am Mister Africa, and I know di difference between deep shit and monkey shit, my friend.”

         “Well, see you later then, Mister Katanga. I have to go up now, but would you be interested in buying a house-trained Indian monkey with a pedigree?”

         Mister Katanga turned around and was so surprised that one of his home-rolled cigarettes, which he was always smoking, fell right out of his mouth.

         “Iqbal, mi friend, man, if I wanted a monkey I’d go back to Africa and buy an Africana monkey and not an Indian monkey, or wherever ya monkey is from mi friend, man.”

         “It’s not me, but my Uncle, who has a monkey.”

         I trudged on up the stairs and could kind of tell based on my interaction with Mister Katanga that it would be difficult to dispose of the monkey. As I opened the door, I heard Mom’s voice, “Straight to the shower! And don’t you dare come into the living room, because the three of you smell vile!”

         I think that was Mom’s way of saying that we smelled like monkey shit.

      
   





Chapter 2

Pit-Lamb



When I got out of the shower, I bumped into Mom, who was laughing at me and Tariq.

“That’s much better, Iqbal, but you still smell a little bit unpleasant,” she said.

Dad had gone to bed because it was all a bit too much for him. And Mom mocking him and laughing was more than he could take. I sat down on the couch next to Tariq, who was reading a book about astrophysics and space travel.

“Totally sucky trip, huh, Iqbal?”

“Totally sucky, Tariq, and you won’t believe it, but Uncle smuggled a monkey out of Safaripark, and now he wants to sell it to someone on Blågårds Plads.”

“Shit, man, I hope Dad doesn’t find out, but what kind of idiot wants to sell a monkey on the square?” Tariq laughed.

“Yeah, well, he asked me to do it, and I think he thinks that we have a deal. Well, you know Uncle.”

“Come on, Iqbal, it won’t work! You can’t just walk around with a monkey on a leash and ring the doorbells of people like the greengrocer and ask if they want to buy it.”

“But I’ll tell them that it is house-trained. Great idea about the greengrocer by the way. Do you think Baba Ganus would want to buy it?”

Tariq never got to answer because suddenly there was a knock on the door and he ran out to open it. I was sure that it would be the police, who had found out about Uncle Rafiq stealing a monkey. I was also pretty sure that he was very capable of blaming me if he was arrested for monkey theft. I should have never agreed to sell the stupid animal for Uncle. But it was neither the police nor the animal keepers from Safaripark. It was our neighbor and property caretaker, Ali.

“It is weird … in my home, smell like your home …” he said and walked towards me, drawn in by the smell of monkey shit.

“Ehh, hey, Iqbal, you remember, we make pit-lamb in yard tonight, and entire buildink is comink for big barty, okee?”

“Yes, that’s fine, Ali, Mom did remind us. By the way, that guy, your cousin, the car mechanic, do you think he could take care of Dad’s car today? Because it needs a little bit of brotherly love from a cousin.”

“Ehh, Iqbal, my cousin is your cousin, of course he make car. I tell him, ‘make car now, you hound,’ and he make car for a hound. You get it?”

Ali cracked up laughing and had to sit down.

“You get se shoke, Iqbal? My cousin make car for a hound, and I say he is hound … Ehh, do you not understand, Iqbal? Ehh, a hound mean a hundred kroner too …”
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