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EPIGRAPH
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“This restless soul has a mastery of wandering, but all it’s ever wanted, was to know how to be still” – Jessica Katoff
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PREFACE
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Hattie Harris returns to make crooked things straight in this third, hair-raising and chilling final installment of action-adventure crime novels.

In the fall of 1945, World War Two has concluded its six-year deadly campaign and a catastrophic storm has destroyed the town of Fletcher County, Ohio. A once promising and thriving Black township with a population of 1500 has decimated to 175 survivors. The surrounding cities are also devastated by the destruction of the storm. Rufus Crawford Jr’s (RJ) family perished during the monster storm. He is the lone survivor.

After a violent and bloody confrontation with corrupt law enforcement, sadistic Klansmen, and mob enforcer, Vincent Franchino, Hattie Harris and her son, Sylvester Robinson Jr (Sly Jr), attempt to evade the incoming storm and escape from certain capture by federal agents. 

It was the time of Jim Crow. Hattie Harris abandons a monumental trail of dead bodies in her wake. Her quest for divine justice and unparallel vengeance takes her to an unforsaken perilous journey of unknown return. 

Residents believe she and her son also perished in the storm. Federal agents, U.S. Marshals, and law enforcement officials cannot locate Hattie and Sly Jr’s bodies on that fateful highway.

This story begins here. 

Twenty-years later...
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FOREWORD
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The character of Hattie Harris is special. I adore a sincere fondness of her dark melanin beauty, her wit, personality, style, and strength. She is somewhat complicated in her expressions, but always devout in her beliefs. Hattie is an embodiment of the women in my family. I connect with the pain in her eyes. I identify with the spirit in her soul. Her journey is from a happy farm girl with an exceptional IQ, to a world-class jazz singer, a loving wife and mother, to the descension of a merciless psychotic vigilante. A warrior woman without a country. An impulsive killer whose justifications are based on biblical scriptures. Beneath that exterior of raw toughness and grit is a terrified lonely woman who only wants to be daddy’s little girl. Beyond all the carnage and violence, she longs to find redemption. As the author of this wonderful character, I was reminded of a first love or an old school crush. The girl was a shining star amid eternal darkness. She disguised her layers of suffering with the gesture of a smile. If I only knew in decades past, her spirit would still resonate in my soul. 

For Hattie Harris, her soul is restless, her spirit is turbulent. Will her peace finally remain still?  
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1.

Surviving The Storm
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Atlanta, Georgia, in an unseasonably cold summer of 1965, nearly two years after the assassination of President John F. Kennedy, three months after the march on Selma, Alabama, led by Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., also known as ‘Bloody Sunday’ and less than six months since the assassination of Malcolm X, this was an extremely dark age in modern America. African American citizens continue to fight for liberation and racial equality during a time of political oppression, riots, economic collapse, and violent unrest. This was the pinnacle of the great civil rights struggle during the 1960s.

Lacey Palmer, a 25-year-old African American Spelman University graduate attends a local library. She is originally from Youngstown, Ohio. She is dressed in a pullover knit turtleneck sweater, slim fit pants, low heel flat shoes, wearing eyeglasses. Lacey is a light-skinned, very attractive, medium built young woman. After earning her bachelor’s degree in journalism, Lacey is diligently researching material for her first big news story. Lacey graduated at the top of her class and has an aggressive work ethic. Her investigative nature has gotten her in trouble numerous times throughout her life. Her classmates nicknamed her ‘Crazy Lacey’.

Lacey glances across an old article from 1935 in Chicago, Illinois referencing ill-fated jazz singer, Little Blackbird aka Helena ‘Hattie’ Harris. Lacey becomes more intrigued when she learns about Hattie’s retaliation against infamous mobster Gino Mariucci for the murder of her beloved husband, Sylvester Robinson Sr (Sly). Lacey grins while reading the article from the Chicago Tribune. She reads further to discover that Hattie was killed by the Mariucci family. 

Lacey frowns and says, “Oh my God!” 

The article states there were no other next of kin and Hattie’s body was never found. 

Moments later, Lacey’s longtime journalism partner and former boyfriend, Scott Bronson, a Howard University graduate, joins her in the library. Scott is also age 25. He is Creole from Baton Rouge, Louisiana, a devout pot smoker and a draft dodger. He is wearing a blue jean jacket, faded Levi jeans and a pair of Converse Chuck Taylor sneakers. He arrives to Spelman to assist Lacey with her new story after returning from Miami Beach, witnessing Muhammad Ali defeat Sonny Liston in a historical and controversial boxing match. 

Scott and Lacey have been commissioned by the local Atlanta newspaper ‘The Black Chronicle’ to submit an article regarding the civil rights movement within the next six weeks.

Scott struts through the library, loudly proclaiming, “DAMN! THAT WAS A HELL OF A FIGHT! MY MAN CASSIUS CLAY KNOCKED OUT SONNY LISTON WITHOUT EVEN HITTING HIM! HOW BADASS IS THAT?” 

Scott begins to mimic Muhammad Ali’s boxing moves while walking through the library. People stare at him for disturbing the facility. He arrives at Lacey’s table. 

He curiously asks, “What cha lookin’ at Lace? Damn, that’s a fine dark chocolate sister! Where you find her at?” 

Lacey eyeballs Scott and replies, “How much weed have you smoked today, Scotty? Can you get some work done without thinking with your pecker for once?” 

Scott snarls, “Aw girl, why do you always gotta include that feminism bullshit into our social mechanisms? And Scotty sounds too much like that goofy dude on ‘Star Trek’!” 

Lacey shakes her head and ignores Scott.  

Scott is eating a sandwich; he takes a seat next to Lacey. Scott gazes at Hattie’s photograph. “Oh wow! Well, I be damn!”- he says. 

Lacey looks at Scott and replies, “What? Do you know her?” 

Scott earnestly says, “That’s Little Blackbird from The Chi-Namics! My parents own their record album, I think it was their only one. Miss Blackbird’s husband, Sly is from my hometown, New Orleans. He was related to my uncle on my daddy’s side. They used to play in a band together before Sly went to prison.” 

Lacey then turns her attention to Scott. She is taking notes. She curiously inquires, “So, what else do you know about Little Blackbird, Scotty?” 

Scott shrugs his shoulders and replies, “Nothing! Sly got killed by some badass dude named Mariucci in Chicago, Miss Blackbird robbed his casino for a bunch of money, shot the shit out of a bunch of gangsters and got away clean.” Scott continues to eat his sandwich. 

Lacey asks, “How do you know that? How do you know she got away?” 

Scott replies, “Because my uncle Tat, whom I was referring to before, was a drummer for the band. He also helped Little Blackbird get away in a taxicab after the robbery. Uncle Tat went to Europe with the band, years later he returned home after getting colon cancer. Lace, you’ll be amazed at what people confess on their deathbed.” Lacey is surprised by this newly discovered information.  

Lacey reaches for her notebook; she starts to reference dates and timelines. She ponders to herself, “I wonder why the Chicago Tribune put out a phony news article about her death!” 

Scott munching on his sandwich replies, “Because she probably is! Man, that’s Chicago! Them slick back, portalinni-skaginni eating fuckers don’t play that shit! Ain’t no way she got away robbing and killing them guinnies like that, no way!” 

Lacey is glancing through her notes. She proclaims, “Ah huh! Little Blackbird, real name Helena ‘Hattie’ Harris, she would have had to been born sometime in the year 1915, in a town called Fletcher County, Ohio. That town was 20 miles from my hometown in Youngstown. Fletcher County was destroyed by a major storm in 1945, hardly any survivors. Now, strangely enough, there are no public records on her, no birth or death certificate. Which means she would have been around 30 years old when she died. I’ll bet you she went home to hide there.” 

Scott in confusion, “Okay, so she’s dead! I heard about that storm. It was one of the worst in U.S. history, if not the worst!” 

Lacey promptly closes her notebook and addresses Scott, “What if she survived the storm? Suppose she’s still out there and needs help!” 

Scott begins to roll a zig-zag joint and replies, “Lace, you’re reaching for shit now alright! We are talking 20 years ago, she’s dead! Hell, for all we know, the mob or the feds could have caught up with her. You really are crazy, Lacey!” He lights up his cannabis joint. 

Lacey earnestly responds, “Look, you’ve been bitching about finding a real story, the political atmosphere is suffocating all our Black martyrs, overshadowing the common folks. We are at the peak of the Civil Rights Movement, Scotty! Not only can we expose false journalism from a major news source, but also shed light to an unsung hero in our community. Regardless of if Little Blackbird is dead or alive, I think it’s worth the risk to find out the truth. Don’t you? And yes, I’m a Black woman so it’s personal too! If we break this story, it could finally put us on the map! Come on, Scotty, it’s only a 12-hour drive from here to Ohio.” 

Scotty blows smoke from his joint and asks, “If I agree to go along on this wild escapade of yours, will you finally accept my marriage proposal from college?” 

Lacey smiles and replies, “Not only that, but I will also birth 3 of your children!” 

Scotty smiles and asks, “Just 3?” 

Lacey says, “You want more then you better make a call to the stork, baby!” Scott and Lacey share a laugh. Despite his hesitance, Scott agrees to pursue the story with Lacey.

Suddenly, the librarian, a mean looking, plus size Black woman approaches Scott about his pot smoking in the library. 

The librarian asks, “Young man, have you lost your rabbit ass mind?” Scott immediately puts the joint out on his shoe. Lacey smiles at the situation.    

Meanwhile, the following day, a Greyhound bus arrives in Los Angeles, California at early dawn. A mysterious beautiful dark-skinned Black woman in her early thirties, wearing a medium cut black leather jacket, a light brown button collared shirt, a dark mahogany-colored knit skirt, dark nylon stockings, and a pair of chic knee-high black leather boots. She is wearing a gold African necklace and crystal earrings. She also sports a medium size afro and wears dark sunglasses. She is carrying an old 1930s suitcase. 

The woman begins to exit the bus. The bus driver addresses the woman. 

“Miss, did you get all your luggage?”- he asks.

“Yes, I’m fine. Thank you!”- she earnestly responds with a think southern dialect. 

As she exits the bus, homeless people surround the Los Angeles bus station. They are in a state of depression. They stare creepily at the woman as she entered the bus station. Multiple buses are departing and arriving. The woman slowly walks through the station. The sound from the steps of her boots makes a loud snapping sound. A blanket of silence befalls the environment. Passengers and workers, nearly in a state of fear, looked curiously at the woman. 

She approaches the entrance to the building and exits to the city street. Five young Hispanic thugs watch the woman as she walks down the street. They begin to follow her. The woman continues to casually walk down the street carrying her suitcase. The young thugs follow her closely in hopes of sexually assaulting and robbing her. An abundance of vehicles is passing by in each direction. People are moving about their individual affairs. The city street is extremely busy.

The woman, at a moment’s notice, turns to walk down a vacant alley. The young thugs run to catch up with her. They arrive at the vacant alley. The woman vanishes with nowhere in sight.

Thug one asks, “Where is she? Where the fuck did, she go?” 

Thug two says, “She was just here a split second ago!” 

The other young thugs are confused and despondent. 

Thug one says, “Fuck it, let’s go!”

The thugs turn around to face the street. Suddenly, the woman appears in front of them with a firm grip on her suitcase. She has a menacing expression on her face. The thugs are surprised with sheer terror. 

“Are y’all the welcoming committee? Or maybe my little tour guides to the city?”- she boldly asks. 

Thug one pulls out a switchblade to attack the woman. 

Thug one angrily says, “You fucking la perra! I’m gonna cut your heart out!”

The other four thugs pull out their switchblades. 

“Si te vas ahora, te perdonare la vida,”- the woman coldly responds. 

In Spanish meaning ‘If you leave now, I will spare your life.’ The young thugs freeze for a moment. The woman stands confidently holding her suitcase.

Thug one yells, “GET HER!”   

Thug two charges towards the woman while the other thugs surround her from escaping. She swiftly picks up an empty beer bottle from the street and throws it towards thug two, hitting directly in the face. The bottle shatters as thug two falls hard to the ground. His face becomes extremely bloody as he screams loudly. Pieces of broken glass implant to his face.

Thug three and four attempt to ambush the woman. She gruffly kicks thug three in his groin, it fractures and makes a loud cracking sound. He falls to the ground screaming in agony. He vomits blood and passes out. Thug four swings at the woman with his switchblade attempting to stab her in the head. She quickly ducks and swings her suitcase hitting thug four in the face. She fractures his right jaw bone. He falls face forward to the ground. His nose busts open with blood squirting out. His front teeth fall out. He spits up flows of blood.

Thug one angrily throws his switchblade towards the woman. She blocks it with her suitcase. The blade sticks sharply on the suitcase. Thug five charge towards the woman. She snatches the blade out from her suitcase and throws it at thug five hitting him in his right eye ball. He drops his knife. He bleeds profusely and screams loudly as he falls into nearby trash cans with garbage. 

Thug one urinates himself; he is terrified. He picks up a stick. The woman sats down her suitcase and approaches thug one. He promptly drops the stick and takes off running in the opposite direction. 

At the same time, a Black pimp dressed in a purple fur coat and a Godfather hat, with one of his prostitutes turns the corner to walk down the alley. He is arguing and slapping her around when he notices all the thugs brutally beaten on the street. The woman turns around and coldly stares at the pimp. 

“Come on baby, let’s get something to eat!”- the pimp softly says to his prostitute.

He puts his arm around her as they walk in a different direction from the alley. 

The woman approaches thug four. He has teeth fragments dangling from his mouth.  

The woman kindly asks, “Excuse me, where can I find the nearest hotel?” 


Thug four is teary-eyed, can hardly talk. He is nearly unconsious and dizzy with a concussion.

“ah-blab,blu,la-chas,slas-hu-cla”- he mumbles.

The woman starts to taunt and mimic him.

She sternly says, “’ah-blab,blu,la-chas,slas-hu-cla’, what is that? Some kind of baby talk jibberish? You’re a grown ass man! Speak English or Spanish, I understand both!”  

Thug four carefully points towards the main street. His face is covered in blood. 

“It’s one westbound, 3 blocks down the boulevard”- he declares.

The mysterious woman picks up her suitcase and addresses the thugs with a message.

She proclaims, “You all need to work on your people skills and how to treat random strangers. Just remember, you asked for this shit! If you would of conducted yourselves like respectable young gentleman, none of this would happened. God don’t like ugly!” 

The mysterious woman politely walks away and returns to the main street. The thugs moan in severe pain and bleed in abundance.

A while later, the mysterious woman arrives at a Holiday Inn Motel. She approaches the desk to check in. There is a protest being conducted outside the motel regarding the Vietnam War. Police officials arrive to arrest the protesters. They are being dragged away roughly and beaten. The woman pauses for a moment to gaze at the anarchy occurring before her eyes. She temporary removed her sunglasses to look at a young Black boy. The boy’s image and features remind her of someone. He breifly stares at the woman through the window. The boy was taken away by police. The woman carefully places her sunglasses back on. 

A White middle aged hotel desk clerk asks, “May I help you Miss?” 

The woman catches herself. She is slightly shaken.

“Yes, I need a room! Non-smoking please. One week, maybe two.”- she responds. 

“You’re in luck, we have one room left. I apologize for the noise. I’m glad the police finally showed up. We’ve been very busy with the protests, the riots in Watts, and the whole thing with Dominican Republic, Cuban missle crisis. Geez! These are very turbulent times we’re living in.”- replies the desk clerk. 

“Yeah, I reckon that’s the truth.”- she responds.

The hotel clerk grabs the keys and starts to give them to the woman.

“Oh, I need to see some ID please for the deposit.”- asks the hotel clerk.

“I don’t have any.”- replies the woman.

“Oh gosh, well, I’m sorry ma’am. I can’t rent you the room without a valid ID, I’m sorry!” - the hotel clerk regretfully says. 

The woman reaches in her coat pocket and counts out one thousand dollars cash on the front desk counter. She hands him the money. 

“Yes you can!”- the woman softly replies. 

The desk clerk with a huge smile gleefully says, “I sure can! Damn! Bless you ma’am! Bless you!”

The desk clerk gladly hands over the keys to the woman. She grabs her suitcase.

“Will you be needing any other accomondations ma’am?”- asks the clerk.

“I appreciate not being disturbed, okay!”- demands the woman.  

The woman walks away towards her room carrying her suitcase. The front desk clerk is in sheer joy counting the money.

“Anything you need ma’am!... DAMN!”- replies the desk clerk. 

The woman arrives to her room on the third level. She places her suitcase on the bed. She looks out of the window from her room. She can witness the Watts riots from a far distance. It is remenicent of fire and brimstone. She abruptly shuts the curtains to her room. 

The woman opens her suitcase, takes out her bible and her gun (an old Colt 45 revolver). She cleans, oils and loads up the gun and spins the barrel. She removes her coat and sunglasses, gets on her knees and says a silent prayer. She places her bible on a nearby table next to the bed. She places the gun underneath the pillow. She then leans back and relaxes for a moment. She closes her eyes and begins to have a violent, disturbing nightmare.

Twenty years prior, in the belly of a horrific storm, Hattie Harris (age 30) along with her young son, Sly Jr. (age 9) are driving frantically through ferocious high winds, treacherous tennis ball sized hail, and heavy rain fall creating impassible walls of flood waters on every roadway. Hattie is holding on to her son while narrowly missing falling trees, light poles, etc. The strong winds are shooting the hail at her vehicle 90 MPH (miles per hour) like bullets from a machine gun, establishing huge dents in her vehicle almost to the point of nearly knocking them off the road. It’s shattering glass from the windows at all angles. Sly Jr. crawls below the front of the passenger seat in a total state of fear knowing he and his mother are doomed. Hattie’s front driver’s tire has a major blow out, as she starts to confidently lose control of her vehicle. The car begins to go into a tailspin, while closing all visibility of what was traveling ahead. Hattie can hardly see as she tries regaining control to stay on the road and avoid her car from flipping over into a ditch. Large lightning bolts from the sky are striking from every which way, hitting the highway like torches from a firecracker. Collosal fire balls engulf the sky.  

Sly Jr., with his head covered shouts, “MAMA, I’M SCARED! I AIN’T NEVER BEEN SO SCARED!”

Hattie yells, “HOLD ON BABY!” 

Then a gigantic rain cloud exploded, which stopped Hattie’s car as she could no longer see the road. 

Hattie yells loudly, “NO! NO! OH NO! GOOD LORDY! HELP US! PLEASE HELP US LORD! WE AIN’T GONE MAKE IT! PLEASE HELP US GOOD LORDY IN JESUS NAME!” 

Suddenly, a brief beam of light from the sun arouses from the stormy clouds above, the rain only just briefly subsided. Hattie’s vehicle is still stagnated, and she notices no other cars on the highway. Then, within seconds, another dark storm cloud blankets the sun beam and a 190-foot tornado is hurling towards Hattie & Sly Jr. while their vehicle stuck on the freeway. 

Hattie quickly and very tightly grabs her son and just says, “CLOSE YOUR EYES BABY BOY!” 

Hattie and Sly Jr. hold each other tightly as 500 mile an hour winds totally obliterate their vehicle 150 feet up in the sky, into nothing but blowing dust as it explodes into a cloud of fire. Hattie screams extremely loud! 

Suddenly, the strange woman awakens in her hotel bed in a drenched cold sweat.

“NO! NO! NO! OH JESUS! OH JESUS!”- she screams. 

The woman just covers her face and lays still in a fetal position on the bed in silence. She turns the lights out trembling with fear.

As the nightfall appears, neon lights in the Los Angeles skyline are slightly faded due to the incoming smog. Dark buildings surround the City of Angeles while bright lights from passing vehicles mirror a distorted reflection on the street due to a light rainfall. The police have completely vacated the Vietnam protests outside the hotel, although there is civil unrest from youths in a nearby urban community.

The mysterious woman has an uncanny resemblence to Hattie Harris. 
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2.

Mysterious Acquaintance

[image: ]




Two days later, in the early afternoon, Lacey and Scott prepare to take a road trip to Fletcher County, Ohio. Lacey borrows a tape recorder and a video camera from the arts department at Spelman University. The arts professor, Dr. Luther Mosley, warns Lacey about any damage to the equipment. 

“Lace, this better be returned without a single scratch, understand? The repairs on these cameras are especially costly. More than my monthly mortgage.”- Dr. Mosley sternly states.

Lacey assures, “Don’t worry Doc! After I sell this story, I’ll buy you 10 cameras! This is an important research project. It’s a part of history. Trust me!”

Dr. Mosley replies, “Yeah, I know your investigative curiosities. How many times I had to get your silly ass out of jail? You and Scotty be careful out there, please! There is a tremendous amount of political hostility in the climate and the racism murder rate is through the roof. You guys keep your head on a swivel. Don’t forget what Dr. King said back in 1960. Be safe! Ok?”

Lacey smiles and responds, “Ok dad! I love you!”

Dr. Mosley confirms, “I love you too sweetheart! Call me when you arrive in Ohio. Do you have enough money?”

“Yep!” Lacey gleefully replies.

Lacey and Dr. Mosley embrace and kiss each other as they are father and daughter. Her parents were never married. Her mother died when she was an infant; she was raised by her father. Lacey takes the equipment and waves goodbye to Dr. Mosley as she exits the building. Dr. Mosley looks on with sincere concern. He has serious reservations about Lacey traveling so far from home. 

Scott pulls up to the university to pick up Lacey and the equipment. He is driving a blue 1964 convertible Chevy Impala with mag wheels. He is listening to The Four Tops ‘It’s The Same Ol Song’ on the radio. Scott blows the horn loudly as he rolls a joint. Lacey meets him outside with the equipment. She is disappointed and frustrated with Scott. She enters his vehicle passenger side with the equipment.

Lacey angrily says, “Thanks a lot, banana head! You’ve could at least help me bring the equipment to the damn car. And I know you’re not gonna smoke that shit on the highway. What if we get pulled over?”

Scott takes a toke and confidently responds, “Hey, who’s doing who a favor here, beautiful? I think we’re wasting our time anyway on this trip. Just remember, you promised 3 kids!”

“It’s down to 2 kids now! Put that joint out, Scotty!”- Lacey demands. 

Scott blows smoke out the window, turns up the radio and speeds out of the university parking lot. He and Lacey exit towards the freeway. They take Interstate 75 north to Ohio. 

Hours later, Lacey and Scott cross through the state of Tennessee. She is studying case files on Hattie Harris while sitting in the passenger seat. Scott maintains the speed limit to avoid getting pulled over by state patrol. Johnny Horton’s ‘North to Alaska’ is playing on the radio. Lacey is totally captivated and mesmerized by Hattie’s story, almost to the point of obsession.

“How long are you going to keep looking at those files, Lace? It’s not gonna tell you anything we don’t already know. Why don’t you try to get some sleep? We’ll be heading into Memphis soon. I’m a gas up and keep going until we reach Ohio in 6 hours. I’m not stopping in none of these hillbilly cracker towns.”- Scott proclaims.

Lacey states, “No, there something we missed. According to this interview article from the New York Times, she arrived in Chicago at age 20. She conducted this interview while on tour in New York during the Harlem Jazz Renaissance festival in 1935. Her and The Chi-Namics performed with Duke Ellington and Billie Holiday, among many others. After being on tour for a year, they returned to Chicago to record their only album. Her husband, Sly, was a record executive who had mob ties...oh Jesus! Hattie and Sly shared only one son. The article never says what happened to her before she arrived in Chicago.” 

“Maybe that’s the key to the mystery of it all.”- replies Scott. 

Lacey pauses briefly and says, “I wanna know everything about her. Who she really was? What happened to her? Who her family was? Everything.”  

Lacey and Scott continue through their cross-country journey to Ohio. 

Meanwhile, in the town of New Hartfield, formerly Fletcher County, Ohio, lightly cloudy outside, construction workers and ditch diggers are laying the foundation for the new funeral home. A zoning executive, Paul Bryant, a White man born to a family of oil barons and his partner Francis Snider, a White real estate magnate, have been reconstructing the once thriving Black township into a modern-day social juggernaut for the past ten years. During the aftermath of the horrific storm and the demise of many of the Black landowners, Fletcher County real estate was up for grabs to the highest bidder. This could be considered an early example of gentrification. 

Bryant and Snider walk along the construction site wearing hard hats discussing plans for golf courses, townhomes, condos, and a shopping center. 

“Paul, this is moving a lot faster than we originally planned. Started in 1955, and look how far we’ve came, what we’ve accomplished! Your plan was brilliant. I still can’t believe we got this real estate for so dirt cheap. Amazing!”- says Snider.

“It was just pure chance Frank. I kinda doubt we would have acquired this land 20 years ago before the storm. The Colored farmers who inhabited this area were very proud people. There would have been an interminable fight.”- Bryant confirms. 

Snider asks, “Well, if that’s true, then why did the surviving farmers sell their property so fast and relocate to the West? I would have stayed and rebuild.”

Bryant replies, “That’s easy for a non-Colored man to say with generational wealth at his disposal.” 

“Aw shit! Come on Paul! Don’t tell me you’re becoming one of these democratic hippy liberal, nigger loving, sympathizers, are you? You and your family has made a ton of money off benefiting the misfortunes of Negros. Don’t try to get on a high horse with me! Since when the shit do you care about anything besides making money?”- Snider angrily asks. 

“I do care, Frank. You can’t replace people with money. Remember that!”- Bryant calmly replies. 

Bryant and Snider approach a hill slightly above the funeral site about 100 yards away. The piece of property is unclaimed. Bryant and Snider investigate. 

A young Black construction worker, Cleotis Jenkins, age 27, is installing un-named tombstones at this burial site. Cleotis is the only son of Calvin Jenkins aka ‘Tuna’ who was Hattie Harris’ best friend. Tuna was killed by Mariucci’s henchmen in 1939. His mother Trenda Galloway passed away five years ago. 

Snider sternly asks, “Hey boy, who told you to install tombstones in this area? Who? You better give me an answer!”

“Sir, a woman came through here a few weeks ago and paid a bunch of money to have this site reserved for her family. She looked dead serious too! Scared the shit out of me! I’m just doing what I was told.”- Cleotis honestly replies.

Bryant sincerely confirms, “It’s alright Cleotis! Carry on, thank you!”

Cleotis replies, “Thank you, Sir!”

Bryant and Snider walk away from the hill. Snider looks at Bryant in disappointment. Cleotis begins to engrave the tombstones with a special carving knife.

Later that evening, in downtown Los Angeles, the mysterious woman attends a local tavern dive called The Zodiac Club. Edwin Starr’s song ’25 Miles’ is playing on the jukebox. The tavern is owned by a local African American gangster named Duke Jackson, a known drug kingpin and an associate of Lucio Mariucci, nephew of deceased Chicago mobster, Gino Mariucci. 

The woman swiftly opens the entrance door. The patrons of less than ten people stop drinking to stare at her. Four of Jackson’s hoodlums are in the back of the tavern shooting pool. The woman enters the tavern with a disenchanted demeanor. She takes a seat at the bar. The bartender, a six-foot four Nigerian man, stocky build, is immediately attracted to her and offers her a drink.

“Good evening soul sister! May I present you with a bottle of the finest top shelf whiskey from Nigeria!”- asks the bartender.

“No, thank you!”- the woman politely replies.

“Are you sure? It’s just over 150 proof, it will bark but it won’t bite!”- assures the bartender.

The woman gazes at the bartender’s eyes seductively.

“Is that where you’re from? Nigeria? I can hear it in your accent.”- the woman asks.

The bartender smiles and responds - “Oh, most definitely!” 

He grabs a fresh unopened bottle of Nigerian whiskey from the top shelf. He pours the woman a small glass straight shot. He pours himself a single straight shot. He lifts his glass.

“Cheers!”- says the bartender. 

The woman takes the bottle and gulps all of whiskey in a matter of seconds. She belches and places the empty bottle on the counter. The patrons at the bar and around the tavern look in disbelief. The bartender takes a shot from his glass and starts to cough loudly. 

The woman honestly says, “Um! That hit the spot! Thank you!”  

The woman raises from the bar and approaches Jackson’s hoodlums at the pool table. Sam and Dave’s song ‘Hold On, I’m Coming’ is now playing on the jukebox. The men discontinue their pool game to look at the woman. They are captivated by her beauty. She addresses the men.

“Whose Duke Jackson?”- asks the woman.

“What cha want him fo baby?”- asks Darius K, the lead hoodlum. 

The woman coldly responds, “I ain’t cho baby...now, which one of you is Duke Jackson?”

Another dangerous hoodlum warns, “Bitch, you better get a grip on them lips and back the fuck up before you get yo ass whipped!” 

The four hoodlums surround the pool table. One of Darius’ girlfriends is standing behind the woman. 

“Please, we don’t want any trouble here Miss! Just leave now!”- pleads the bartender. 

Darius K’s girlfriend quickly pulls out a switchblade to stab the woman in her back. The woman swiftly picks up an empty wood chair and slams it across Darius K girlfriend’s body and face. The chair breaks as she falls backwards onto a patron’s table, knocking over their food and drinks. Her face is bloody as she is knocked out cold. The patrons continue to drink with nothing to say. 

“MAN, WHAT THE FUCK ARE Y’ALL WAITING ON? WATSE THE CRAZY BITCH!”- demands Darius K.  

Two of the hoodlums attempt to rush the woman. Without hesitation, she quickly grabs a pool stick from the rack. She swings with brute force, hitting one hoodlum directly in the face, breaking the pool stick and knocking out every layer of his teeth. Blood splatters across the upper light fixtures on the ceiling. He falls backwards onto the pool table. Pool balls scramble across the table. The woman takes the broken end of the pool stick and stabs the other hoodlum in his groin. She yanks the stick out; he has wood splinters in his groin. He falls hard on the floor grabbing his crotch; he screams loudly and bleeds profusely. The bartender is hiding behind the bar. 

The toothless hoodlum spits out his teeth on the pool table. Blood is running down his neck. He is extremely frantic.

“MOTHER FUCKIN’ BITCH, KNOCKED MY TEETH OUT! I’M GONNA KILL YA!”- screams hoodlum two. 

The hoodlum attempts to rush the woman again. She takes the broken pool stick and smashes him in the face. He falls onto the pool table breaking it in two, knocking him out cold. Darius K grabs his automatic pistol from his coat. He points it at the woman. She sharply throws the broken pool stick at Darius K’s wrist; he drops the pistol on the floor. His wrist is broken as he shouts. The last hoodlum, Scatter attempts to pick up the pistol from the floor. The mysterious woman draws out her Colt 45 revolver pistol. She cocks and points it directly at Scatter’s head.

“BLINK YOUR EYES, MOTHER FUCKER... YOU’LL DIE IN THE DARK!”- assures the mysterious woman. 

Scatter freezes with his hands up. He slowly backs up against the wall. 

He carefully responds - “Okay, you got it sister!” 

Darius K is in agony with a broken wrist. The other hoodlums are laid out on the floor. The woman then points her pistol at Darius K.

The woman sternly demands, “You better tell me where Duke Jackson is, or I’m gonna burn this place down to the ground tonight!” 

“He ain’t here, he’s in Oakland! He’ll be back tomorrow! Who the fuck are you? You da police?”- painfully asks Darius K as he grabs his wrist. 

The bartender carefully peeps up from below the bar. The tavern patrons remain silent and witness the fiasco while enjoying their beverages. The woman uncocks her pistol. She slowly turns and exits the premises with nothing to say. 

“Get the gun nigga, come on! Hurry up!”- commands Darius K. to Scatter.

Darius K and Scatter quickly run outside to hopefully ambush the woman in the street. She is nowhere in sight. Darius K constantly grabs his broken wrist. 

Scatter confesses, “Yo man, I seen that chick before somewhere! I seen her before!” He stands in a cold sweat holding the automatic weapon.

Hours later, Scott and Lacey arrive late Friday evening in Youngstown, Ohio. The time is 10:45 p.m. They arrive and check in at the Tudor Arms Hotel. Scott grabs their luggage and the equipment. Lacey checks into their one bed, smoking room. Dr. Mosley paid for reservations and accommodation for Lacey. The weather is moderately cold outside with rain in the forecast. Scott proceeded to get food for Lacey and himself. 

After nearly eleven hours traveling on the road, Lacey immediately starts glancing through her notes for her research to Hattie Harris. She makes a person-to-person phone call to her father, Dr. Mosley. It begins to thunder as the rain pours outside.

“Yeah, we made it to Youngstown about 30 minutes ago. It’s raining outside but we’re safe, dad, don’t worry!”- assures Lacey.  

“That’s great to hear! You guys beat the oncoming storm up there. It’s supposed to rain like Geronimo African giraffe piss tonight. Stay inside the hotel please! And for God’s sake, don’t get pregnant by that stoned head signified monkey!” – pleads Dr. Mosley as he hangs up his coat and hat on the rack. He takes a seat in his recliner.  
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