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DEDICATION

This story is a dedication to all those who were wronged and never found justice from society or vindication with themselves. 
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EPIGRAPH 

“Faith is not simply a patience which passively suffers until the storm has passed. Rather, it’s a spirit which bears things, with blazing serene hope...” -CORAZON AQUINO 

FOREWORD

As an author, I was deeply drawn to the character of ‘Hattie Harris’ by examinations from my personal upbringing as a Black youth through adulthood in the Midwest. My mother exhibited the utmost grace, tenderness and care, while could still, with the bat of an eye, enforce fear of the unknown as many of the women in my family who helped reared me. My father once expressed to me, “Son, once a woman reaches a certain peak of anger, leave the room and pray you have a home to come back to.” In many scenarios, pain is the only remedy to healing.   

PREFACE  

“If revenge is a dish served cold, Hattie Harris is offering seconds!”

This is the second installment in the continuing saga of Hattie Harris’ relentless quest for divine justice in explosive, blood-soaked retribution. With now, having to raise her only son in tow, she must face the abominable forces of evil who mass murdered her entire family, as well as confront her own demons that compromises her sanity & soul.  

––––––––
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Al Capone (January 17, 1899-January 25, 1947) nicknamed ‘Scarface’ was a real Italian gangster and businessman who attained notoriety in Chicago during the Prohibition Era. 
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It should also be noted the song ‘Peace Be Still’ was originally recorded by Rev. James Cleveland on September 19, 1963. 
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THE AFTERMATH OF A WARZONE
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Late spring in 1938, at half past 3 a.m., several hours after the brutal shootout with notorious Chicago mobster Gino Mariucci and his men at the Blue Note Club & Casino, a badly wounded Hattie Harris collapses at a hotel near Ft. Wayne, IN. The front desk clerk (a Dominican gentlemen) calls for an ambulance upon finding her in the room laying in a pool of blood, his concerns that Hattie may be dying. Medics arrive at the hotel and Hattie is taken to a nearby hospital. 

“Hello, hello! Yes, I'm the desk clerk at the Saddleback Motor Inn. A lady guest is bleeding badly, she looks very pale. I think she was shot. It's Little Blackbird, she's a famous singer! Can you send someone right away please? I think she's dying! Help please! Right away, help! Help!” – the desk clerk frantically stresses on the phone to paramedics. 

Minutes later, ambulance medics with local police authorities arrive at the Saddleback Motor Inn. The front desk clerk cannot find the extra keys to Hattie's room. 

As the police and medics bust down the door. They discover Hattie laying in a pool of blood holding a firm grip on her Colt 45 pistol. She is barely conscious. The police confiscate her weapon as medics work desperately to save her life.

“Oh my God, it's Little Blackbird!” – says medic two.

Medic three asks, “The singer from the Chi-Namics?”

“Yes, I just bought their album recently. Great listen! My God she's lost so much blood!” – confirms medic two.

Medic one commands, “ALRIGHT! LET'S GET HER INTO THE WAGON! PUT ON HER ON OXYGEN! SHE'S DEHYDRATED! LET'S WORK UP AN IV, GET SOME FLUIDS GOING! SHE'S GOING TO NEED A TRANSFUSION WHEN SHE GETS TO THE HOSPITAL! LET'S MOVE IT!”

The medics carefully put Hattie on a gurney. They put her in the ambulance, put her on oxygen, work up an IV and stop the bleeding from her abdomen wound. They proceed to a local hospital. The police follow closely.

The front desk clerk, housekeeper and other guests from the motor inn watch on as Hattie is being taken away as it begins to rain heavily.

While riding in the ambulance to the hospital, Hattie is having flashbacks of events leading up to tonight's violent confrontation. She is staring at the ceiling.

Hattie is remembering her father, JAMES M.F. HARRIS SR., instructions on how to handle a gun as a young girl.

James Sr. earnestly says, “Now listen baby girl, you don't point a gun, unless you tend to shoot it, and you don't shoot it, unless you aim to kill it! Ya hear me baby?” As he carefully instructs her how to shoot a gun. 

Hattie, at age 7 replies, “Alright daddy!” 

In a moment of clarity, Hattie sees her family gunned down and farm home burned to the ground. She is holding on to her father while he dies in her arms. Her eyes began to dilate.

In another flashback, Hattie arrives to Chicago. She reunites with her best friend from childhood, TUNA, years later to her surprise. Tuna is carrying her luggage while they wait to catch the bus.

Hattie laughing proclaims, “I'm gonna definitely keep you in my prayers, pissy!”

“Hey, ol Tuna got yo back Hattie Paddie!” Tuna confidently assures. 

Hattie starts to tremble in sorrow, thinking about losing Tuna while riding in the back of the ambulance. Her eyes are wide shut.

In a final flashback, Hattie arrives at the Blue Note Club. She meets SLY ROBINSON for the first time. They both instantly fall in love. She reminisces about singing in the band, getting married to Sly and giving birth to Sly Jr.

Sly Sr., sincerely promises, “I'm not going nowhere Hattie! I'm here with you until eternity. I promise. I love you, Hattie Harris!” 

She thinks about the phone call from BIG DEEZY addressing Sly had been killed in front of the club. Hattie sheds a tear from her right eye, as the ambulance speeds closer to the hospital.

Hattie is saying a silent prayer wondering if her soul wasn't compromised by the demonic forces of vengeance or divine intervention of justice. She is conflicted.

The ambulance arrives at Mercy County General Hospital; Hattie goes into a coma.

Medic one shouts, “OH GOD, SHE'S COMATOSE! LET'S MOVE! GET HER INSIDE! MOVE IT! MOVE! MOVE!”

Meanwhile, back in Chicago, Federal Agents arrive at the Blue Note Club & Casino. The feds, along with Chicago police are investigating the robbery shootout and murders at the casino.

In light of Gino Mariucci's death, the feds permanently close down the Blue Note. The feds raid the club. DELBERT PATTERSON aka BIG DEEZY, his security team and all club staff were taken into the federal custody.  

Mariucci's men vacate the premises and go into hiding. CARLO SANTINO quietly escapes the club from the window of his office. He runs down the back alley.

Federal agents loudly demand, “THIS IS FEDERAL OFFICERS! EVERYONE UP AGAINST THE WALL! PUT YOUR HANDS UP! YOU'RE ALL UNDER ARREST! NOBODY MOVE!” The Feds forcibly slam down doors to the club and casino.

Big Deezy is smoking a cigar. He slowly puts his hands against the wall. He is frisked by a federal agent. The agent finds a weapon on Deezy along with his security team also had weapons. They were taken away along with the club staff. Deezy was retained for questioning. He knows the truth about tonight's casino robbery.

During this time, Agent Ted Hunter, who’s the chief agent in charge and his partner Jack McGowan arrive on the scene as they are being briefed about the situation. 

Deezy is handcuffed and being held in the lounge area of the club. Agents Hunter and McGowan interrogate him. McGowan is chewing gum. They present their identification to Deezy.

Hunter states, “Delbert Patterson, I'm agent Ted Hunter. This is my partner agent Jack McGowan. I was told that you are the chief of security here. Is that true?” 

Deezy checks Hunter and McGowan’s ID and replies, “Yes. That’s right!”

Hunter signals another agent and demands, “HEY, I WANT THE HANDCUFFS REMOVED FROM THIS WITNESS. COME ON!” The agent removes Deezy’s handcuffs. 

Hunter inquires, “Mr. Patterson, about what time did the shooting start?”

Deezy replies, “I'm not sure. The club was packed. It was very noisy.”

Hunter states, “We have witnesses saying they heard shots for nearly five minutes, around 10:45 p.m. Over 150 rounds were fired. Are you sure you didn't hear anything?” 

“We also have witnesses saying you were operating the freight elevator the perpetrator used to go up to the casino. I mean you are head of security here, right?” McGowan states while chewing on gum.

Deezy replies, “Only the casino patrons were allowed on the freight elevator. Mariucci had strict rules. Why don't you question them?”

“Because I'm asking you. I mean, several thousand dollars sure would be tempting to a security guard, ain't it? Big strong boy like you could take an early retirement.” – McGowan rudely replies. 

Deezy gives McGowan a cold-blooded stare. Hunter looks at his partner.

Deezy cracks his fists and bluntly asks, “Agent McGowan, are you really that comfortable without me having them handcuffs on?”

“GOTDAMMIT! ARE YOU THREATENING A FEDERAL AGENT, BOY! HUH?” – McGowan yells. 

Hunter intervenes, calms his partner, and says, “Jack, take it easy! Mr. Patterson, my partner has a point. You were operating the freight elevator tonight. You had to have seen who went up to the casino before the shooting started.”

Deezy replies, “I didn't see nobody.”

Hunter states, “Sure you did!”

Deezy calmly replies, “I had my back turned. I was facing the crowd.”

“BULLSHIT!!!” – McGowan presumes. 

Hunter says, “Deezy, I know you know who this person is. If you don't cooperate with us. We're gonna hold you in federal prison for obstruction of justice.”

Deezy remains silent to protect Hattie. He humbly replies, “I don't know nothing Agent Hunter.”

Hunter says, “Alright, have it your way Deezy. Take him into federal custody until further notice.”

The other agents take Deezy away with the rest of the club staff. 

Hunter says to McGowan, “I want his boss, Carlo Santino found and taken into custody as well.”

Agents Hunter & McGowan take the freight elevator to the casino level. It is riddled with bullet holes. They arrive on the fourth level with over 50 agents are on the scene. 

Hunter and McGowan approach the demolished casino covered in blood, bullet holes in walls and multiple dead bodies of Mariucci’s men.   

Agent Hunter says, “Ok Gents! What we got here another mob war? Did one of Capone’s people finally get to Mariucci?” 

Agent 1 replies, “Well sir, it looks like someone pulled a heist on the casino level. Made off with over $100,000 grand.” 

Agent Hunter replies, “You sure it was just one man?” 

Agent 1 replies, “From the looks of it, only one person at a time could come up the elevator, according to the chief of security. The elevator guard got it right in face with a large caliber weapon before the perpetrator nailed the machine gun shooter twice in the chest. It would be safe to assume that the perpetrator also fired a round into this poor bastard’s head causing the mess you see here. Watch your step, sir!” 

Agent McGowan asks, “What kind of gun did he use?” 

Agent 2 replies, “The bullets match an old Colt 45 revolver. Ballistics is checking right now.” 

Agent McGowan says, “So I guess the same guy nailed the casino guard as well.” 

Agent 2 earnestly replies, “Oh yes sir! Whoever he was, is a hell of a good shot!” 

Agent Hunter curiously asks, “So who killed Mariucci? This wasn’t done with a revolver!” 

Agent 3 replies laughingly, “Sir, he was accidently shot by his own man. Bullet casings found from ‘Machine Gun Kelly’ who lays dead in the hallway!” All the agents begin to laugh! Agent Hunter is not amused! 

Agent 1 says, “Sir, we have a witness downstairs who wants to give a statement.” 

Agents Hunter and McGowan take the stairs to the club level to meet with the witness. Agent Hunter says to his partner, “This wasn’t random! You don’t just rob a man like Mariucci out of the clear blue sky. This was very, very personal. And who ever did it, planned it to a T!” 

Agent McGowan replies, “Although Al Capone is locked up, he still has resources. Him and Mariucci been at each other for years. Maybe it was a hit job made to look like a robbery Ted.” 

Agent Hunter replies, “I kind of doubt it! Besides, he was mistakenly shot by his own man trying to nab the robber. There’s always a motive Jack!” Hunter opens the door to the club level.

Hunter, McGowan, and other agents interview the witness, a bar patron who seen the person getting into the freight elevator before the shooting occurs. 

The witness (a White jewelry store owner) says to the agents, “I had been drinking most of the evening. Sadden by the tragic news about Sly, ya know?” The agents look at each other with some confusion. 

The witness then says with frustration, “What are you stupid? Sly Robinson and the Chi-Namics, the music group.” 

The agents then reply, “Oh yeah, of course, sure, yeah, yeah!” 

The witness then says, “I couldn’t believe my eyes at first, but then I kept wondering why she would be here. It just didn’t make sense to me at the time. But there she was, Little Blackbird.” 

Agent McGowan sternly asks, “HEY, WHO THE HELL IS LITTLE BLACKBIRD? AND DON’T WATSE OUR FUCKING TIME! THIS IS A MURDER INVESTINGATION!” 

The witness declares, “Little Blackbird, the singer of the Chi-Namics. I’m not kidding you! I saw her go up the elevator before the shooting started. I didn’t see her after that. For Pete’s sake, everyone in the club ran out in the street.” 

Agent 2 has an album cover of the group, shows it to Agent Hunter and says, “Sir!” Agent Hunter says to the witness, “Is this her?” 

The witness shamefully responds, “Yes, that’s her! Such a beautiful voice!” 

Agent Hunter replies, “Ok, you can go now. Thanks for your help!” 

McGowan says to Hunter, “Come on Ted! You’re not really entertaining this bullshit, are you? 

Hunter asks, “What are you implying Jack?” 

McGowan angrily replies, “Negro women don’t do things like this! Are you crazy?”

Hunter with disappointment looks at his partner and says, “I guess you’re an expert on that, right Jack?” 

McGowan replies, “I’m just saying most Colored folks would kill they own kind before killing a White man, that’s all.” 

Hunter pays no attention to McGowan, looks curiously at the album cover and asks him team, “Has anybody heard this album yet?” 

A few agents responded by replying, “Oh yeah! It’s good album! Yeah, great fucking album! Very impressive!” 

Hunter then says, “Let’s find this Little Blackbird! I want to know who she is, where she comes from. I want to know her last known whereabouts. Her family history. Everything, understood?” 

Currently, Agent 1 receives some information and relays to it Hunter and McGowan. 

Agent 1 shouts, “SIR, LITTLE BLACKBIRD’S REAL NAME IS HELENA HARRIS, SHE’S FROM OHIO!” 

Hunter pauses for a moment and says, “Harris?” 

Agent 1 goes on to proceed, “SHE ARRIVED HERE IN CHICAGO ABOUT 3 YEARS AGO AFTER HER FAMILY WAS KILLED. SHE WAS WORKING HERE AT THE CLUB BEFORE JOINING THE CHI-NAMICS. SHE WAS ALSO MARRIED TO SLVESTER (SLY) ROBINSON. NOW HERE’S THE KICKER! MARIUCCI HAD HER HUSBAND KILLED JUST 24 HOURS EARLIER.” 

McGowan says to Hunter, “You wanted a motive, there it is!” 

Hunter looks at McGowan and replies, “Colored women don’t do things like this, remember?” 

Agent 2 receives information and says loudly, “SIR, WE JUST RECEIVED A TIP FROM A NURSE AT MERCY COUNTY GENERAL HOSPITAL IN FT WAYNE, INDIANA THAT A YOUNG COLORED WOMAN HAD BEEN BROUGHT IN FROM A GUNSHOT WOUND. SHE’S IN STABLE CONDITION.” 
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